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THE EDITOR TO HIS FRIENDS

To begin with, a word of thanks to those good friends—and
thr‘afr are numbered in hundreds—who have written me such cheery
and appreciative letters since the publication of last gear’s volume
of THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL, From all (glatts of the globe they came,
proof that in every country, from China to Peru, the HOLIDAY
ANNUAL is known and warmly welcomed.

It is natural to feel confidence in placing this new volume before
my friends, who have welcomed each of the four previous issues
with open arms. Among the varied contents will be found new
stories, new facts, and new fun woven round the familiar favourites-
of Greyfriars, St. Jim's, and Rookwood. Messrs, Frank Richards, \
Martin Clifford, and Owen Conquest—whose stories are more widely e
read by boys and girls than those of any other three authors in the
world—have been given their head, so to speak ! In addition, the
hobby articles, and the stories of romance and adventure, are, with-
out exception, written and illustrated by authors and artists of
proved and long-standing popularity.

Cheeriness and the spirit of aouth and schoolboy fun, are the -
keynotes of this ANNUAL. While its appeal to the young of both :
sexes is universal and irresistible, its attraction is no less powerful
to all those in whom the spirit of youthfulness still dwells, mature
though their years may be.

As a Holiday Book, it stands alone, and the world-wide popularity

of the famous Companion Papers frome which it springs, 1s the best

guarantee of the high quality of the fare it offers. .
THE EDITOR. % A

The Fleetway House, : ¥
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OLD Gosling greets us at the gate;
His gaze is sour and surly.

For Gosling has to work till late,
And rise each murumg early.

* A porter’s life,” he sadly moans,
“Is not a bed of roses !

The winds of winter freeze my bones—
Just see how blue my nose is !

He conjures with his bunch of keys,
And lets us pass the portals ;

For William Gosling, if you please.
Is one of the immortals.

He has the power to shut us out
Or let us in, at pleasure.

We toss him half-a-crown ; no doubt
That * tip " he'll a.iwu.ya treasure !

Then to the tuck-shop we repair ;
"Tis kept by good Dame Mimble.
Though silver streaks adorn her hair,

She's still alert and nimble.
Beside the counter Bunter stands ;

He'’s famished, and wants feeding.
He holds out supplicating hands,

And starts his piteous pleading.

“ (ive me a dozen doughnuts, please,
And six jam tarts to follow !

I'm faint and feeble at the knees;
My cheeks are sunk and hollow.

1 cannot face starvation, ma’am !
You know how much I dread it.

See what a skeleton I am, _
And serve me now—on credit ! ”

Bﬂf t good Dame Mimble shakes her head ~ No, Master Bunter ; T insist

As sternly as a warder., Upon a prompt cash payment, g‘:

%] don’t believe a word you've said For only a philanthropist g
~ About your postal-order | Supplies free food and raiment 1™ L
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Then Billy Bunter pipes his eye,
And turns to us in sorrow.
*“If you'll advance some money—why,

['ll pay it back to-morrow ! ”
We lend the rascal eighteenpence—
His acting is so clever—
Although we have the common sense
To know it's gone for ever |

And then the Famous Five stroll in;
Indeed, a merry meeting !

Bob ‘Cherry, with a spacious grin,
Extends a cheery greeting ;

Presenting us, without ado,
To Nugent and the Nabob,

To Johnny Bull and Wharton, too,
Then to himself—the gay Bob,

Fine fellows are the Famous Ilive
(You'll meet them in this ANNUAL),

Alert and active and alive
In mental tasks, and manual.

In school and sport they stand supreme,
Likewise in battle royal ;

These splendid schoolboys are the cream
Of all that’s true and loyal.

They show us round the stately school,
Through close and crypt and cloisters ;
When passing through the vaults, so cool,
We keep as mum as oysters.

For there is something strange and weird
About these dim recesses ;

The Ghost of Greyfriars, it 1s feared,

This underworld possesses.
Gladly we greet the light of day, Over their Latin exercise,
When weary of exploring, Geography, or grammar ;
And to the studies make our way, The famous annual Founder’s Prize
Where studious youths are poring Is sought by every “ crammer,”



Mark Linley, as a scholar chould,
Sits pondering and frowning
Over the works of Thomas Hood,
And Byron, Burns, and Browning.

Then into Penfold’s lair we look ;
He’s busy writing ballads.

Two doors away, Waun Lung, the cook,
Is making Chineze salads.

In Study No. 7 we see
Alonzo Todd and Peter:

The room is clean and orderly—
No study could be neater.

But when the careless Bunter comes,
We'll see a transformation :

He'll strew the floor with countless erumbs
And cause great consternation.

We chat with‘ Fisher Tarleton Fish,
The ““ guy ” from New York C 1t.a,
He’s not so rich as he could wish —
It seems an awful pity.
He asks us to invest our cash
In one of his cute “* wheezes.”
We shun such speculations ragsh—
A fact which much displeases.

Bolsover major greets our gaze ;
He's beefy, big, and burly,

And very awkward in his ways—
So sullen and so surly !

“I'll fight the lot of you ! he eries,
In manner pugilistic,

“ 1 shall be pleased to black your eyes
In combat fierce and fistic |1

We pass to a more pleasant zone, With Lord Mauleverer we chat
And visit Rake and Russell, (Mauly a gay young blood is) ;
Two fellows who have held their own There’s much to see and wonder at

In many a thrilling tussle. In the Removites’ studies.
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0ld Gosling greets us at the gate,

We call on Mr. Quelch, of course,
That stern but manly master.

When kindness fails, he rules by force ;
His canings cause disaster !

As Skinner says, “ He's often smiled
On those who practise virtue ;

But when you make old Quelchy wild,

|

He never fails to hurt you !

To Mr. Prout and Mr, Twigg
We make our salutations ;
With Mr. Hacker, who's no prig,
We ’stablish good relations.
We call on Mr. Bunter, too,
Who rules the kindergarten ;
A sportsman, thorough and true blue,
Whom nothing ean dishearten.

And so we pass from place to place,
And Greyfriars and its glories

With eager eyes we fondly trace,
Recalling all the stories

Which we have réad of this great school,
Ho flourishing and famous.

Who would despise it but a fool
Or hopeless 1gnoramus *

Now comes the parting of the ways.
To Wharton and the others
We bid farewell, and warmly praise
This happy band of brothers.
Long may they shine in school and sport,
And every grand endeavour ;
Their doughty deeds, of good report,
Will be remembered ever !

“1I "ope you'll come again, young gents,

Most eager and most willing. This hedifice to visit,

He’s smiling, wondrous to relate
(Tip him an extra shilling !),

(Good-bye ! Haccept my compliments
Not bad for Gosling, 1s it §

N6 )
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When William George Bunter weighs himself in the Gym., it is a weighty matter, indeed
Bob Cherry says that the scales register his weight at over two tons, but we are inclined to
think that the humorous Bob exageerates slightly |
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“ ¢ omeruiNg special | 7 said Bob Cherry

S thoughtfully.

Harry Wharton nodded.

The chums of the Remove Form at Grey-
friars had finished their prep., and had
gathered in Study No. 1. There was rather
a moody frown on Harry Wharton's brow,
and the rest of the Famous Five were looking
sympathetic,

It was all Billy Bunter’s fault. Billy
didn’t look at it that way, however, He
had found Harry Wharton tied to a tree
in the wood, the work of Ponsonby and Co.,
of Highelifle, and, after making certain that
Wharton's bonds were quite safe, Billy had
made his demand.

Wharton had either to stop in the wood all
night or persuade Billy Bunter to release him.
1t was quite by chance that Billy had come
across him at all, and the game chance was
not likely to be the lot of others,

The captain of the Remove had threatened,
argued, and pleaded to be released. Billy
was quite willing to cut the ropes which
bound Wharton to the tree—on terms. The
terms had had to be agreed to, and Harry
Wharton had found himself back at Grey-
friars with a promise to fulfil—a promise
to stand Bunter a very special supper in
Study No. 1.

Hence the frowns.

Bob Cherrv's eyes twinkled suddenly.

omefﬁin
[Jeczdl 7"
Quniler’

A Humorous Story of the
Famous Fat Boy of
Greyfriars

L= =

By FRANK RICIHARDS

“ Now, exactly what did you promise the
fat frog 7 ” he asked.

“ Bupper in this study,” answered Harry.

“ A special supper ¢ "’

if YEE.”

* Any details specified ?

“Oh,no!l"”

“T gee ! The ingredients left to you, but
it’s to be a epecial supper ?” said Bob
thoughtfully,

“ That's it.”

Bob looked at his watch.

“ Lots of time yet,” he remarked. * Now,
give me my head, you chaps, and I'll arrange
this. First of all, we'll have supper in my
study.”

“ But if we're going to have supper here
with Bunter——"" said Nugent,

“Dear old man, let me have my way!
Listen to the wisdom of your elders!”
answered Bob. “In my study there’s Welsh
rarebit—Wun Lung’s making it now—and a
big cake, Leave it to e to arrange the
supper with Bunter afterwards.”

* Just as you like,” said Harry.

“Good! ™

Bob Cherry evidently had a stunt in his
fertile brain, and his chums were willing to
give him his head, as he expressed it.

The juniors proceeded to Study No. 18,
where they enjoyed the Welsh rarebit made
by little Wun Lung, the Chinege junior. After

) ( 8)



that Bob was away for half an hour
before he announced that the special
supper was ready for Billy Bunter.

As they approached Study No. 1
they heard a grunt. Billy had arrived
in good time for the promised feed.

The Owl of the Remove eyed them
discontentedly.

“I'm waiting ! 7 he snapped.

“Wait and be blessed ! " said Harry.

“ Oh, really, Wharton! After asking
a fellow to H1.l]1]wr-—~”

“The askfulness was a boot on the
other leg, my esteemed fat Bunter!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

* Oh, really, Inky

* Cheerio, Bunty ! ” said Bob Cherry.
“Supper’'s coming along—a special
supper ! That was agreed, wasn’t it, =~

i
m

for services rendered ? Not an ordinary ‘ 1] :
supper—" |r![.'+;.
“Certainly not!” said Bunter , i (i e
QELBIRLY DOGL -, BB 1L UNVET Bah Cherry removed the cover with a flourish, and Bunter
promptly. fairly blinked at the fish. ** Wha-a-t’s that 2 ” he howled.
“ But a very special one i (See page 10.)
“ Exactly.” ten minutes, and it will be ready. We're
* Something a bit out of the common 7 ” all lending a hand.”
" That's 1t.” “1 don’t mind helping with the cooking ! "
*“Good! Run along, fatty, and roll up in “ My dear man, you're the giddy guest!

(] = = You come along assoon as it’s ready ! ™
' “ Not more than ten minutes 1 ”

“ Not a second more.”

“Good!” said Bunter; and he
rolled out of No.1 Study with a grin
of happy anticipation on his fat face.

Ten minutes had barely elapsed
when Willilam George Bunter reap-
peared. He found the table laid in
No. 1 Study, and five juniors sitting
round it with serious faces. Bunter
rolled in.

“Ready 77 he asked.

* Quite.”

“I don’t see the supper,” said the
Owl of the Remove, blinking round the

ey ), NS ' " g room,
. e “ Sit down, dear boy; I'm waiting
S e cn el e v R il s
Z / RS / _ : on you!"” sald Bob amiably. Like
/il = : -~ 7 to begin with soup 2"
f (k "'rfr N ey T }? 1 Jl
" = R 3 Yes, rather !
Bunter eyed the soup, and eyed Bob Cherry. * lIsn't that Bunter sat down. Bob Cherry step-

jolly thin soup 2 he asked. (Se¢e page 10.) ped to the cupboard, which was
- 8d




apparently serving the purpose of a side-
board. He brought a dish to the table and
began to ladle soup into Bunter's plate with
a tablespoon, Bunter eyed the soup and eyed
Bob Cherry.

“ Isn’t that jolly thin soup #” he asked.

“(lear! " said Bob. “ Not thin—clear!”

“Too jolly clear for me ! "’ growled Bunter.
He dipped a spoon in the soup and tasted it ;
then he gave a snort. “ Call that soup "

“What do you call it ? ”* eried Johnny Bull,

“Warm water, with a dash of salt and
pepperinit!” said
Bunter hotly. “I
don't call it soup.
Pah!™

*Are you always
as polite as that
when you go out
to supper? ” asked
Nugent.

“ The politeful-
‘ness is terrific!”

“ Well, try the
fish, Bunter,”
gaid Bob Cherry
amicably,

“That’s bet-
ter!” grunted
Bunter. “Hand
it out ! ”

“ Here you are,
old bean |

Bob Cherry
brought a plate,
covered by
another plate, to
the table. He re-
moved the cover with a flourish.

Bunter fairly blinked at the fish,

Certainly it was fish, It was about the
third part of a sardine—not a very big sardine,
Indeed, there seemed to be more aroma than
sardine about it. There was not much of it,
but it was rich for its size. Possibly it was a
fragment that had been accidentally over-
looked for some days. Whatever it was, it
was the second course in that special supper.

“ Wha-at's that ¢’ howled Bunter.

“ The fish course.”

“ You silly ass!”

Bunter rolled to the door and shook a fat fist at the Famous
Five. * Call that supper, you rotters " he howled.
ha!. Yes—a special supper!”

“Don’t you care for fish?" asked Bob
innocently.

“ Look here, you beagt——"

“Well, try the joint,” said Bob resignedly.

Bunter brightened up a little,

“1 say, you fellows, is there really a cut
from a joint 7 ” he asked eagerly. “1T don’t
mind a joke, He, he, he ! Let's see the joint.”

“ Certainly.”

Nugent put a serviette over his arm and
removed the fish course in the style of a
waiter. Bob Cherry brought the joint on the
table.

There was a yelp
from Bunter,

* Is—is that the
joint 7 "

(11 YESI!,

111 Beast ! L]

It was a joint.
It was true that
gince having ap-
peared at table it
had been pasded
on to Gosling's
dog, who had
gnawed it beauti-
fully clean, but it
was a joint,

Bunter's face
was a study. He
blinked round at
the chums of the
Remove, and saw
only five serious
faces—indeed,
solemn faces.

“Don’t you
care for the joint?” asked Nugent, .

“ Beast: 1

“ Better take it away,” said Bob. * Our
guest seems a bit difficult to satisfy; he
doesn’t care for the soup, the fish, or the
joint. I suppose he wouldn’t care for the
beans and bacon as an entrée now "

“ Beans and bacon! Yes, rather!” said
Bunter eagerly. * Trot them out, and you'll
jolly soon see !

“ Right-ho 1™

The indefatigable Bob drew another plate
from the cupboard and placed it beforo

i 11‘1’
(See page 11.)

(‘20 )

1 . Ta
pr e H'Lﬂ. el



Bunter. It contained the beans and bacon.
There were two hard and dry haricot beans—
it could not be denied that they were beans
—and there was the rind of a rasher of
bacon—not edible. Bunter blinked at the
beans and bacon with feelings too deep for
words.

“ He doesn’t care for the entrée,” said Bob
Cherry seriously. “ This supper—this special
supper—doesn’t look like being a success,
I must say that Buntfer is rather exacting
when he goes out to supper.”

* Look here, you rotters, what am I going

“to eat ? ** bawled Bunter.

“The fruit comes next, and the cheese,”
said Bob.

“Yah! Gimme the fruit, then!”

“ Care for nuts ¢ ”

“ 1 suppose I shall have to feed on the nuts,
if there’s nothing better !  snorted Bunter.

“ Right-o ! ”

Bob Cherry laid the nuts before Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove glared at them. They
were nuts, There was no denying that they
were nuts, but they were the kind of nuts that
carpenters use for fastening on the ends of
screws, and they were made of metal. Billy
Bunter would eat most things in the way of
nuts, but he drew thd line at those nuts,

“ You—you—you beast ! ” he gasped.

“He doesn’t care for the fruit course,”
said Bob Cherry sadly. “ It took me a lot of
trouble getting these nuts—rooting through a
tool-chest, and all that. There’s nothing more
but the cheese, Bunter,”

“I'll have the cheese, you beast!”

“Good 1" b

Bob Cherry placed the cheese on the table.
It was cheese—quite good cheese—and it
was the size of a large pin’s head. Billy Bunter
did not touch it. It would not have gone far
towards satisfying Bunter’s appetite. = He
rose from the supper-table quivering with
wrath like a fat jelly.

“ Beast ! ”

“My dear chap——"

“Yah!”

“ A very special supper ! ” murmured Bob
Cherry. * That was the agreement, and you
can’t say it’s not very special. I've never seen
a supper like it before, that I remember."

“ The ﬂpe-::m.lfulness is terrific, my esteemed
Bunter ! ”

“ Beasts!” roared Bunter.

He rolled to the door and shook a fat fist
at the Famous Five. Then the seriousness of
the five visages relaxed, and there was a
general chortle.

“ Call that a supper, you rotters ? ”” howled
Bunter,

“ Ha, ha !

“ Beasts ! ”

Billy Bunter rolled away along the Remove
passage, snorting with wmth, followed by a
yell of laughter from No. 1 Study. That
evening the Owl was wandering up and down
the passage till bed-time like a lion seeking
what he might devour, utterly unsatisfied by
his special supper, though it had been very
special, indeed !

Yes, a special supper |




The famous Friars, in their jerseys blue—
Play up, you fellows, play up!

They are sportsmen tried, and sportsmen true—
Play up, vou fellows, play up!

Wharton and Nugent, Bull and Brown,

Freed from the rulers in cap and gown,

On the field of play now seek renown—
Play up, you fellows, play up!

Into the fray with eager zest—
Play up, you fellows, play up!

Your comrades know you will do your best—
Play up, you fellows, play up !

With here a tackle, and there a dash,

Here a collision, and there a crash,

Slipping in puddles with shout and eplash—
Play up, you fellows, play up!

What if you're losing by two to nil!
Play up, you fellows, play up!
We trust to your science and speed and skill—
Play up, you fellows, play up!
You'll struggle and strive to the bitter end,
And, whether your fortunes you mar or mend,
Your energies you will fully ‘extend —
Play up, you fellows, play up!

A goal! A goal! And we clamour for others—
Play up, you fellows, play up !

Shoulder to shoulder, you Band of Brothers—
Play up, you fellows, play up !

Passing and pressing, with zeal red-hot,

Then Wharton scores, with a lightning shot.

A gallant revival, is it not ?
Play up, you fellows, play up!

List, oh, list to the deafening roar—
Play up, you fellows, play up !

“Come along, Greyfriars! Just one more!”
Play up, you fellows, play up!

Then Smithy scores, with a splendid drive,

And the great ground hums like a human hive !

So here’s to the heroes who strive and thrive—
Play up, you fellows, play up!

A FOOTBALL BALLAD

A —— e e
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By Harry Wharton

=

s

fellow at Greyfriars who receives so many
letters as 1 do.

Even Lord Mauleverer, who has sisters and
cousins and aunts scattered all over the globe,
and whose postbag is voluminous, receives
only a tithe of what I receive in the way of
correspondence.

If 1 were to tell you the number of letters
I have had during the past year you would
be fairly staggered. Some of you would
think I was indulging in a flight of fancy, as
Billy Bunter so often does. But the fact
remains that my yearly influx of letters runs
info many thousands, Nor is this altogether
surprising. For there are rcaders of “Mhe
Greyfriars Herald * all over the world—some
of them residing in the farthest outposts of the
Empire—and when they are in doubt or
difficulty, or have any crificism to make,
they write to me as one friend to another.
They know they will always get a hearing,
even though I may be too bu&y to give 1h{=m
an immediate reply.

There are lots of grown-ups, 1 believe,
who dislike getting letters. They are haunted
by thoughts of Bills. But to the average
s-:,hﬂnlboy, the postman is not merely a man
who carries a bag—a paid servant of the
government. There is something wonderful
and magical about him, and when we watch
his approach from our study windows we are
on tip-toe with expectancy.,

Having been swamped with mrres?nndmw
ever since I started to edit * The Greyfriars
Herald,” I suppose I ought, by this time, to

I caN safely say that there is not another

A ]

(The Famous Schoolboy who edits
“The Greyfriars Herald ’)

take letters as a matter of course and not get
excited about them. And yet every morning
I find myself looking forward as eagerly as
ever to the arrival of the postman.

1 will now ask my readers to take a peep
over my shoulder while I go through my
morning mail,

Eagerly I take up my paper-knife and elit
open the envelope at the top of the pile. I
take out the letter, and glance at it with a
mmln It is from a reader signing himself

“Sunny Jim,” and his letter is typical of
many hundreds that I receive,

“ Dear Harry Wharton,—1I have just finished
reading this week's issue of ‘ The Groyfriars

‘

[ am alma}fs glad to meet the postman



A schoolmaster reads aloud to his class certain

extracts.

Herald,” and T think it i8 simply ripping !
Even the weird and wonderful article by
Billy Bunter does mot mar the number.
It only makes it all the more amusing | Billy's
article sent me into shricks of laughter—
1 expeet he intended it to be taken seriously.

“I hope you and the members of your staff
will continue to turn out such splendid num-
bers. And may the ‘Herald® and its cheery
editor continue to flourish ! ™

Thig, as I have said, is a typical letter,
The writer asks no questions and makes no
criticisms. He simply lauds the * Herald
to the skies. When I have time, I will send
“ Bunny Jim " a few lines in acknowledgment
of his kind' tribute.

Now for the next letter. This is a horse of a
different colour. Not all my correspondents
are “ Bunny Jims.” Just listen to this:

“Dear Wharton,—The current issue of
‘The Greyfriars Herald® 1s too tame for
words. You want to buck your ideas up !

“We don’t 'want any more tales of Grey-
friare School. We are sick and tired of them !
Why don’t you give Buffalo Bill and Dick
Turpin a look in ? We want tales of thrilling
adventure and hairbreadth escapes; and if
you don’t alter the style of your paper at once

(

I shall cease to be a reader. I've given you
fair warning.—Yours,  Disaustep.”

“ Disgusted ” will have to remain disgusted ;
because I do not propose to make the sweep-
ing alterations he suggests, “ The Greyfriars
Herald ™ deals almost exclusively with school
life ; else why call it ** The Greyfriars Herald ™" 7
We might as well call it * The Wild West
Weekly,” and have done with it.

The majority of my readers prefer that our
stories and articles should deal with Grey-
friars, and it i8 the majority I have to .*:tml}'.
** Disgusted ” threatens to give up buying
the paper, but that threat will occasion me
no sleepless nights. I would not have any
fellow read * The Greyfriars Herald " unless
he genuinely liked it.

We now come to the third letter of the pile.
This, also, proves to be a letter of eriticism,
but it is fair and just criticism, and that is
what 1 like.

“My Dear Wharton,—I enjoy your little
paper immensely ; but 1t 18 not perfect, and 1
venture to suggest certain improvements.

“Your best humorous writer is Tom
Brown ; yet nothing has appeared from his
pen for five long weeks. There are hundreds

of your readers who hunger and thirst for Tom

7
“ Billy Bunter’s article sent us into shrieks of

laughter.”

)



Brown’s laughable articles, and they are very
disappointed to think that you have dropped
him in favour of other contributors. Would
you be good enough to bring him into the
limelight again ?

** The poems by Dick Penfold are excellent ;
but I do not see why Penfold should mono-
polise your poetry column. He is not the only
fellow in the (Ereyfriars Remove who ean
write verse, It would be only fair to give some
of the others a look in. 'Will you do this ?

* One other point.  Although the ‘ Herald '’
is mainly a humorous paper, I think an
occasional story written in a more serious vein
would not come amiss. Mark Linley can write
this type of story; and I suggest that you
give him a chance to exercise his talents.

“ Wishing you and your paper every success,

" Yours sihcerely,
“A Canpip Frienp.”

Now, there is nothing to cavil at in that
letter. The eriticisms of the writer are helpful,
not destructive ; and he may be sure of gain-
ing our editorial ear.

But we must hurry along with our corre-
spondence, or we shall never be done,

Here, by way of variety, is a letter from
a schoolmaster. I can picture some of you
raising your eyebrows, and exclaiming :
“ Fancy a schoolmaster reading ‘ The Grey-
friars Herald ’!” Waell, schoolmasters do
read our little paper, as a diversion from their
more serious studies. And I could name a
doctor and a barrister who read the *“ Herald,”
too.

My schoolmaster friend writes to say that
on certain days, when his pupils have been
specially good, he reads aloud to his class
certain extracts from * The Greyfriars Herald.”
I guess there are a good many boys who would
like to belong to that class !

And 8o we go on through the colossal pile

of correspondence. There are letters of ever

sort, ' from grave to gay, from lively to

severe,” as the poet has it.

I keenly appreciate the hearty support and
good wishes of all my chums, and they may
rely upon me to keep the flag of ““ The Grey-

| _j:iars Herald *’ flying as proudly as ever.

A
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! Great Days at Greyfriars

By Dick Penfold
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The holidays have run their course,
We're back to school's monotony ;

And now must turn our minds, perforce,
To Latin, Greek, and Botany.
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{  Farewell to the vacation's joys,

) { The sweet, delightful summer-time ;

& New term commences ; Greyfriars boys
4 Will have a somewhat glummer time!
&  Bob Cherry’s back ; he sheds a tear,

And Smithy’s sad and sorrowing ;
While Billy Bunter's also here,

Back to his deeds of borrowing.
@ Will some kind fellow,” he inquires,
& “Lend me a bob right speedily 2 ”
@  Then to the tuckshop he retires,
Devouring doughnuts greedily !

Hallo! There's Fisher Tarleton Fish.
He shakes my hand most clammily ;
There's Skinner, too; and I could wish
He'd stayed home with his family.
There's Squiff and Brown, a merry pair,
Both full of gay absurdities;
Who is that giant over there ?
Why, Coker, on my word it is !

Welcome to all the Greyfriars throng !
A noisy, vast community ;

Let's hope that we may get along
In friendliness and unity.

May all the days of this new term,
Be happy days and jolly days ;

- We'll play our parts with courage firm,

Refreshed by recent holidays !




The Hope of their Side!
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The famous Bunter brothers are not a little proud of their skill at cricket, though it is not really

much to boast about! Our artist has indicated above what is most likely to happen when

the Bunters go out to bat! Sammy’s stance displays more than a little nervousness, while a

. collision between the batsmen is followed by an argument which causes both to be sent off the
- field by -the umpire |
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Cricket Enthusiast.

i, woman, woman! Assomebody once
O said. I forget who.

Woman, always noted for serpen-
tine snakiness, i8 perhaps more snakily
serpentine at the age when her hair is wavering
on the point of going up and her skirts
hesitating on the brink of going down than
at any other moment in her ecareer. 1t is
then most of all that she will bear watching.
Take, for example, Scott's sister, Which
brings me to my story.

- - L] - L

Charteris first made the acquaintance of
Scott’s sister when Scott asked him home
to spend the last week of the Easter holidays
with him. They were in different houses
at Locksley, SBcott being a member of the
School House, while Charteris was in Mere-
vale’s; but as they were both in the first
eleven they saw a good deal of one another.
In addition, Charteris frequently put in an
evening in the winter and Faster terms at
those teas which Scott gave in his study,
where the guests did all the work and the
host the greater part of the feeding. So
that it came as no surprise when he received
the invitation.

He hesitated about accepting it, He was

Scolts Sister

‘A PUBLIC SCHOOL STORY

B
P G.Wodehouse

What would you do IF your chum'’s
sister asked you not to try and get
her brother fout” in your most
important cricket match? Thatis
what Charteris was up against!

Lilustrations by Saville Lumliey.

a wary youth, and knew that scores of
school friendships have died an untimely
death owing to one of the pair spending
part of the holidays at the other’s home,
Something nearly always happens to disturb
the barmony., Most people are different in
the home circle, and the alteration is generally
for the worse. However, things being a
little dull at home with illness in the house,
and Scott's letter mentioning that there was
a big lawn with a ericket net, where they
could get into form for next term, he decided
to risk it.

The shades of night were beginning to fall
when the train brought Charteris to his
destination,

Looking up and down the platform he
could see no signs of his host. Former
instances of his casualness, for which quality
Scott was notorious, floated across his mind.
It would be just like him to forget that his
guest was to arrive that day.

The platform gradually emptied of the
few passengers who had alighted. He
walked out of the station, hoping to find a
cab which would convey him to Scott's house.

“Isay!” said a voice, as he paused out-
side and looked round about him.

Through the gathering dusk he could see
the dim outline of a dog-cart,

“ Hallo!” he said.

AT TR



“ Are you Charteris 2 ”

“ Somebody’s been telling you,” said he
in an aggrieved voice,

- His spirits had risen with a bound at the
prospect of getting to his destination at last.

“ Jump in, then. I thought you couldn’t
have come. I was just going to drive ofl.”

“Don’t talk of it,” said Charteris.

“Billy couldn’t come to meet you. He
had to get the net down. You mustn’t
leave it up all night. The gardener’s boy
is a perfect idiot, and always gets it tangled
up. So he sent me, Have this rug. Is
the box all right? Then gee up, Peter,
Giood night, Mr. Brown.”

“ (Good might,  miss,” said the station-
master affably.

Charteris examined her out of the corner
of his eyes. As far as he could see through
the darkness ‘she was pretty. Her hair
was in the transition stage between mane
and bun. It hung over her shoulders, but
it was tied round with a ribbon. He had
got thus far with his inspection when she
broke the silence.

“1 hope you'll like our wicket,” she said.
“1It’'s slow, as there’s a good deal of moss
on the lawn, but it plays pretty true. Billy
smashed a bedroom window yesterday.”

“ He would ! ” said Charteris.

The School House man was the biggest
hitter at Lockstey.

“ What do you think of Billy as a bat ?”
asked the lad, turning to face him.

“ He can hit,” said Charteris.

“ But his defence isn't any good at all,
is it ¢ d he’s mervous before he gets
started ; and a man who goes in for a forcing
game oughtn’t to be that, ought he 2 ”

“1 didn’t know he was nervous. He's
not got that reputation at school. I should
have thought that if there was one chap
who went 1n without caring a bit about the
bowling, it was Scott.”

It surprised him in a vague sort of way
that a girl should have such a firm and
gensible grasp on the important problems
of life. He had taken his sister to Lord’s
one summer to watch the Gentlemen v.
Players match, and she had asked him if
the light screens were to keep the wind off

-

the players. He had not felt really well
since.

*“ Oh, no,” said the girl. “ He's as jumpy
as a cat. He’s often told me that it all
depends on the first ball. If he can hit that
he’s all right. If he doesn’t he’s nervous
till he gets out or slogs a four. You remember
his seventy-one against M.C.C. last year.
He managed to get Lee round past mid-on
for three the first ball.  After that he was as
right as anything, Against Haileybury, too,
when he made fifty-four. He didn't sece
his first ball at all. He simply slogged
blindly, and got it by a fluke, and sent it
clean into the pavilion,”

“Did you see those games?” inquired
Charteris, amazed.

“No. Oh, how I wish I had! But I made
Billy promise faithfully when he goes back
to school that he’ll write me a full account
of every match. And he does it, too, though
those are about the only letters he does
write, He hates writing letters, But he’s
awfully good about mine. I love cricket.
Billy says I'm not half a bad bat. Here
we are.”

The dog-cart swung into a long drive, at
the end of which a few lighted windows broke
the blackness. A dog barked inside the house
as they drove up, and rushed out as the door
opened, and Scott’s drawl made itself heard.

*“ That you, Charteris ? ”

“Tt looks like me, doesn’t 1t1”
Charteris, jumping down.

“ How many times has Molly spilt you on
the way here ¢ inquired Scott.

“1 drove jolly well,” protested his sister
with indignation, *“ Didn't 1?7

“ Ripping ! ”” said Charteris.

said

“1t’s very decent of you to hush it up,”

said Scott. ““ Come along in and brush some
of the mud off |

.41 THE SECOND CHAPTER

An Early Morning Practice.
Charteris woke abruptly on the following
morning at twenty-three minutes and eight
seconds past seven. What woke him was a
cricket ball, It hummed through the open
window, crashed against the opposite wall—
an inch lower and an engraving of “The

it 1158 o
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As Scott paused outside the railway station, he
saw through the gathering dusk the dim outline
of a dogcart.

Fallowfield Hunt * would have needed exten-
dive alterations and repairs—and, after circling
round the room, came to a standstill under
the chest of drawers. Charteris hopped out of
bed and retrieved it.

"' I say,” said a penetrating voice from the
regions of the drive.

Charteris put on a blazer and looked out.
Scott’s sister was standing below She held a
bat in her hand. In the offing lurked a shirt-
sleeved youth whom he took to be the gar-
dener’s boy. He was grinning sheepishly.
Across the Iawn stood the net and
wickets.

*“ Hallo, are you awake ? " inquired Molly.

“ More or less,” said Charteris.

“ Did you see a ball come in just now ?

“I thought I noticed something of the
sort. Is thigit?”

She dropped the bat, and caught the de-
scending ball neatly. Charteris looked on with
approval,
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“T'm sorry if I
disturbed you,”
said Miss Scott.

“Not at all,” .
said Charteris, e S
* Jolly good way o
of calling people
in the morning. You ought to take out a
patent. Did you-hitit ?”

i <

“ Rather a pull,” said Charteris judicially,

“I know—I can’t help pulling. It runs in
the family. Billy will do it, too. Are you
coming out ? "

“Ten minutes,” said Charters,
do some bowling for you 2 ™

¥

*“ Shall 1
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The lady expressed surprise.

“ Can you bowl ? " she said.

“ Rhodes isn’t in it,” replied Charteris.
“TIt's an education to watch my off-break.”

“ They never put you on in first matches,”

“ That,” said Charteris, * is because they
don’t know a good thing when they see
one.”

“ All right then. Don’t be long.”

“ Well,” said Molly half an hour later, as
the gong sounded for breakfast and they
walked round to the door, “1 think your
bowling’s jolly good, and 1 don’t know why
they don’t give you a chance for the first.
Still, you couldn’'t get Billy out, I don't
think.™

“Billy ! 7 said Charteris. “ As a matter of
fact, Billy is a gift to me. He can’t stand up
against wy stuff. When he sces my slow,

Molly Scott stood in the drive with a cricket
A S bat in ber hand. * " 4

{20 )

hanging ball coming he generally chucks down
his bat, hides his face in his hands, and bursts
into tears.”

“T tell him that!”

“1 shouldn’t,” said Charteris. = Don’t
rub it into the poor chap. We all have these
skeletons in our cupboards.”

Molly regarded him seriously.

“Do you know,” she said, “I believe
you're very conceited ?

“T've been told so,” replied Charteris
complacently, ¢ by some of the best judges.”

The dining-room was empty when they
arrived. The Scott family was limited to
Molly, her brother, and Mrs. Scott, who was a
semi-invalid and generally breakfasted in bed.
Colonel Scott had been dead some years.

Molly made the tea in a business-like
manner, and Charteris was half-way through
his second cup when his host strolled in.
Scott had been known to come down in time
for the beginning of breakfast, but he did not
spoil a good thing by doing it too often.

“ Slacker,” said Charteris, “ We've been
up and out for an hour ! ” ’

“ What do you think of the wicket ? "

“ Very good. Miss Scott——"

“ You can call me Molly, if you like,” in-
terrupted that lady, biting a section out of a
healthy slab of bread-and-butter.

“ Thanks,” said Charteris. “ Molly has got
that stroke of yours to the on. She pretty
nearly knocked a corner off the house with it
once.

“ Molly is always imitating her elders and
betters,” replied her brother. * At a picnic
lagt summer

“ Billy, stop! You're not to!”

“Now, I can’t do the dashing host, and
make the home bright and lively,” said Scott
complainingly, “if you go interrupting my
best stories. Molly went to a pienic—grown-
up affdir—last summer. Wanted to be taken
for about ten years older than she is.”

“ Be quiet, Billy!"”

The story becomes jerky from this point,
for the heroine was holding the narrator by
the shoulders from behind and doing her best
to shake him.

“8o,” continued Seott, “ she turned up the
collar of her jacket and shoved—shoved her
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Charteris woke abruptly as a cricket ball
hummed through the open window and
' crashed against the opposite wall.

.r"'”_.-'

hair underneath it. See ? Looked as if it was
up instead of down her back. Palled up with
another girl. Other girl began to talk about
dances and things. ‘Oh,’ said Mnll_',,, Sk
haven’t been out a great deal lately.” After a
bit it got so hot that Molly had to take off her
jacket, and down came the hair. * Why,’ said
the other girl, ‘ you're only a child afterall ! * ”

And Scott, who had been present at the
massacre, howled with brotherly laughter
at the recollection,

Molly looked across at Charteris with
flaming cheeks. Charteris’ face was grave
and composed. This, he felt, was not the
place to exhibit a sense of humour.

“1 don't see the joke,” said Charteris.
“T think the other girl was a beast ! ”

Charteris found a note on his dressing-
table when he went to his room that night.
It was a model of epistolary terseness.

“ Thanks awfully for not laughing,” it ran.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER

The House Matches
CIIARTERIS went back to Locksley at the

1%

T2

end of the KEaster holidays fit both in

body and mind. In the first card
match, against thelocal regiment, he compiled
a faultless eighty-six. The wretched Scott,
coming to the crease second wicket down,
outwardly confident but inwardly palpitating,
had his usual wild swing at his first ball,
and was yarked.

A long letter from Molly arrived in the
course of the next week. Apparently Scott
sent her details of all the matches, not only
of those in which he himself had figured to
advantage. One sentence in the letter amused
Charteris :

“I'm sorry I called you conceited about
your bowling. 1 asked Billy after you had
gone, and he said he was more afraid of you

l;



till he got set than of anyone else in the
gchool.”

This was news to Charteris. Like many
pw%}e who bat well, he had always treated

is bowling as a huge joke. He bowled for
the House first change, but then Merevale's
were not strong in that department. Batting
was their speciality. It had mever occurred
to him that anyone could really be afraid
of his strange de-
liveries, snm:'ll Scott,
of all people, who
1nvarlag‘13; hit him
off after three
overs! It was
good mnews, how-
ever, for the Sehool
House was DMere-
vale’s chief rival
in the House
matches, and Scott
was the School
House star per-
former. If there
was a chance of
his being too much
for Scott, then
Merevale’s should
. win the cup,

The House
matches at Locks-
ley weré played
on the knocking-
out system, and
this year a great
stroke of luck befell
Merevale’s. (The
only other house .
with any preten- -
gions to the cup)
Dacre’s drew the
School House for
their first match.
The School House won, Boott making 102 in
an hour: and it was now evident that the
cup lay between Merevale’'s and the School
House. These two easily disposed of their
opponents and qualified for the final.

There was much discussion in the school
on the merits of the two teams. The general
impression was that Merevale's would fail

Scott made his usual wild swing at the first ball
and was yorked !

a shot ;

for want of bowling. Scott, it was thought,
ought to have a day oub against the inferior
bowling of Merevale’s. If he got out early
anything might happen, for Merevale’s had
the strongest batting side in the school.

Then it was that Charteris went to Venables,
the captain of Merevale's, on the evening
before the match.

“ Look here, Venables,” he esaid, “I'll

start by saying I'm

S/"' - not ragging, or you

: might have your

doubts. 1 want
you to put me on
to-morrow when
Scott comes in.
Whoever’s bowling,
take him off and
give me an over.
I shall only want
one, If I can’t geb
himin that I sha'n't
get him at all.”

“Have you de-
veloped a new
ball 7 inquired
Venables.

It was Charteris’
habit to announce
every other day
that he had de-
veloped anew ball.

“Don’trag,” said
Charteris earnestly.
“I'm quite serious.
I mean it. I hap-
pen to know that
Scott’s in a funk
for his first over,
and that my rotten
stuff worries him
till he gets set.
You might give me
it can’t do any harm.”

“You really aren’t pulling my leg ? ™

“1 swear I'm not ! Of course, it’s a million
to one that I sha’n't get him out, but it's
quite true that he doesn’t like my bowling.”

“I don't wonder,” said Venables, *It’s
uncanny stuff. All right.”

“Thanks,” said Charteris.

wh
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Playing the Game !

E now come to that portion ot the

;x’ story which more particularly illus-

trates the truth of the profound
remarks with which it began on the serpéntine
snakiness of woman. Coming down to break-
fagt on the day of the match, Charteris saw
a letter by the side of his plate. It was from
Molly.

Their correspondence had become, since
her first letter, quite voluminous. Writing
to Molly was like talking to a sympathetic
listener. No detail of a mateh or of school
gossip was too small to interest her, and when,
as he had been doing frequently that term,
he made a fifty or even a century, there was
no need for him to slur modestly over the
feat., He was expected to deseribe it vividly
from beginning to end.

The bulk of the letter was not unusual,
It was in the postscript that, like most
feminine letter-writers, she had embodied her
most important words. Charteris re-read
them several times before the colossal awful-
ness of them dawned upon him.
¢ This was the postscript :

"~ “Now, I want you to do me a favour.
1 wish you would. Poor old Billy is quite
cut-up about his luck this season. You know
how badly he has done in matches. That
century against Dacre’s is the only really
good thing he’s done at all. Can’t you give
him an easy ball when the School House play

you? I don’t mean to hit, but just so that
he doesn’t get out. He told me that he hated
your bowling, and he is so serious in his first
over. Do! It is such hard lines on him,
making ducks, and I'm awfully fond of him.
So you will, won't you %

“P.P.8.—If you do, you shall have that
photograph you wanted. The proofs have
just come back, and they are very good.
I like the one best where I've got my hair
sort of done up.”

Charteris did not join the usual after-
breakfast gathering of house-prefects in
\Venables’ study that morning. He sat in his
own den and pondered. At a quarter to nine
he might have been overheard to murmur a
remark.

“ And that,” he murmured, “is the girl
I thought really understood the finer points
of ericket !

It is a pity that the problem story has
ceased to be fashiomable. I should have
preferred this narrative to have ended at
the above point. As it is, I must add two
quotations, one from the school magazine,
the other from a letter from Miss Molly Scott
to Charteris. Place aux dames! Here is the
extract from the letter :

“Iam sending the photograph.

ou will like it.”

And here is the quotation from the maga-
Zine 2

“W. L. Scott, b. Charteris, 0; e. Welch,
b. Charteris, 2.”

I hope

THE END - %
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ODE TO AN EXPIRING

By ALONZO TODD,
(Duffer of the Greyfriars Remove.)

SAW you lying in the passage,
Heard you weep and wail ;

Tried to give first aid and massage,
Luckless little snail !

Artificial respiration
Was resorted to

Soon I jumped with jubilation,
Thought yo1 would pull through.

But your shell was badly broken,
Seattered on the floor ;

Then the tragic words were spoken,
“ You will crawl no more ! ™

Member of the tribe of oysters,
You will ne’er again

Crawl] through crypt or close or cloisters ;
You're untimely slain !

Someone’s hobnailed boot descended
On your fragile shell ;

Now your gay career is ended ;
Stricken snail, farewell !

(losling’s foot, of gize stupendous,
Sought to maim and lall ;

May the mighty powers defend us !
Why, you're wriggling still !

But it i the final flutter,
Life's extinct—too true !

1 can only stand and stutter
“ Little snail, adieu ! "

1 will gather up the litter
Of your shattered shell :
Reader, if you know a fitter

Epitaph, please tell.

W

SNAIL !

“ Sidney Snail's remains are resting

"Neath this stone go cold ;

Gosling killed him (cease your jesting 1),

Sid was three weeks old.”



wWWWWWWW\

FOR THE YOUNG ENGINEER!

An Interesting and
Instructive Article
on the Working of
Model Locomotives.

not, at gome time in their lives, an-

nounced their firm determination “ to
| #

TIIEHE must be very few boys who have

be an engine-driver It is a profession that
quite naturally grips the boyish imagination—
to control the fiery monster that whisks the
Limited Mail through the local station at
seventy miles an hour, in a swulmg shower of
smoke and steam and sparls !

Equally naiuml 18 the boy's desire to possess
a miniature “ Limited Mail 7 of his own, in
other words, to have a model railway to con-
trol and operate, which shall approximate as
closely as possible to the real thing. And so

1t comes about that, among mechanical play-
things, the m L‘}del

proper handling if the best results are to be
obtained from it, and it is with the object of
assisting owners to get the best results, that the
fulInwm;._ notes have been compiled. They
are culled for the most part from the life-long
experience of Mr. J. W. Bassett-Lowke, the
head of the famous Northampton firm of
model engine makers, than whom Hovipay
AnnNvaL model locomotive owners could have
no better guide, philosopher and friend.

Notes on Clockwork Locomotives.

In the matter of clockwork locomotives the
“ directions for use” given with the engina
are generally explicit enough.

rallway easily holds
pride of place in the
affections of the
modern boy.

Thus among the
many thousands of
HouLipAY ANNUAL
readers there must be
quite an army of
model locomotive
ewners whose pastime,
fascinating as it is,
has also a definite
educational value,
Now, a model engine,

like any other piece
of mechanism, requires

A fine miniature railway system laid out on the floor,
system is electrically-operated,

This particular -
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The life A MODEL ENGINE BIG ENOUGH TO RIDE ON! valve o1
of a clock- [3 o r e new bal-
work loco- il Dl anced
motive I8 slide-valve
prolon ged ty pe,
b}rkenping ghould be
it clean, well lubri-
washin cated be-
the mech- |8 fore start-
anism out |3 ing. TI
withpetrol safety-
and re-oil- 8l val v.e
ing after- il should be
wards | @ xamined
gshould it 5| from time
pehom c This magnificent model ¢ Pacific ’’' type engine has a gauge of 15 inches 0 B 1;_0
clogged; and is now in use on the Ravenglass and Eskdale Railway in Cumberland. ¢° th&? -
never 18 working

Jeaving it wound up; and under no circums-

stances hastily manipulating the change-speed
and reversing gear with the locomotive held in
the hand while the wheels are spinning round
in the air,

Steam Locomotives.

The important precautions to be observed
by the small model steam engine driver may
be summed up by saying that (1) The boiler
should not be filled more than two-thirds full
with water. (2) The flame of the lamp should
be regulated to
the needs of
the boiler—if
the wicks are
too short in-
sufficientsteam
will be gener-
ated; if too
long, the excess
pressure of
steam will re-
quire to be re-
lieved either by
the whistle or
by lifting the
safety - valve ;
and (3) The
cylinders,
especially  if

properly. Furthermore, when the house supply
water is hard or chalky, do not use anything
but clean rain-water; chalky water is the
cause of innumerable failures due to the
seizure of the piston-valves by the grit carried
over with the steam from the hard feed
water,

Testing the Safety-Valve.

Every model steam engine is fitted with a
safety-valve, and a very impo rtant fitting it is ;
as, of course, unless it is working properly,
there s a dan-
ger of the boiler
explodingif the
pressure of
steam inside
becomes exces-
sive,

As long as
the wvalve 1is
working  pro-
perly there is
no danger
whatever of
this catas-
trophe happen-
ing, 8o that it
18 Very necess
sary, as men-
tioned above,

thﬂ}' ?a-l'ﬂ of Fig. 1—Enlarged Section Fig. 2—Safety Valve tﬂt}iﬂtthﬁ\?ﬂl\fﬂ
the piston: of Safety Valve. in Action. -at intervals,
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The safety-valve screws into the top of the
boiler, the hole which receives it forming the
filler-hole through which water is poured in,

The sketches on page 26 show an enlarged
gection of the valve, both at rest and in action.

The pressure of the steam, when it reaches
a givon point and overcomes the tension of the
spring, lifts the valve and allows the surplus
stcam to escape. To ensure its action all
parts should be free to move, and as in the
case of an engine not used continuously, the
parts may corrode or stick, the tension of the
spring should be periodically tested, Hold
the valve between the fingers and push the
bottom as '

usually proportioned so that it will remain
alight for a shorter time than the charge of
water in the boiler lasts ; by this means there
is no danger of burning%he boiler. This gets
over the chief difficulty and removes the great
element of danger which may be feared by
many would-be model engine owners.

How to Treat a New Engine.

On receiving a new model steam locomotive,
the young enthusiast will be anxious to get it
working at once. If the following points are
carefully attended to, in the order given, there
is no fear of the first run proving a disappoint-

ment. (1)

8 h own
against the
pressure  of
the spring
in the direc-
fion shown
by the arrow
at A in Fig.
2. Washers
of fibrous
material are
provided to
ensure

Dust all
parts free
from any
of the fibre
used for
packing,
and shut all
cocks and
taps. Push
the revers-
ing-lever
intoforward
gear. If this
latter

steam tight- can-
ness; the not beother-
lower and wise 1den-
larger one tified, run
makes the the engine
joint be- along the

tween valve
and boiler
tight, and the upper one renders the spring
valve tight when the valve is not in action.

Both washers may require to be reversed,
and spares are usually provided. In fitting a
new one (smaller sort) to the valve, care should
be taken only to screw up the tension nut
approximately as far as it was before the new
washer was fitted. Note should be taken of
the exact position of the adjustment nut
before the valve spindle is taken out.

The Spirit Lamp.

Except in the case of the more expensive
models, most engines are externally fired by
means of a spirit lamp, The spirit lamp is

An Early Lesson in Engineering.

track mm
starting
valve open, and then open the whistle.

If it blows when the engine is pushed back-
ward, then the locomotive is in forward gear,
and vice versa.

The reversing lever should be placed
fully one way or the other previous to
this test, and the starting valve should be
open.

(2) All movable parts, such as bearings,
piston-rods, and coupling-rod joints, eceen-
trics, and axle-bearings of engine and tender,
should be carefully oiled. The oiling of valves
and ecylinders is also most important.

(3) The next thing is the filling of the boiler.
Where the water is chalky or inclined to be
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hard, boiled or distilled water is recommended,
or filtered rain-water,

Remove the safety-valve (which also acts
as the boiler-filler) amed fill it two-thirds with
cwater. Do not move the locomotive after the
‘boiler has been filled, or the water may ba
drawn into the cylinders, Test the safety-
‘valve before replacing it.

The flame of the [amp must not be too large
or too much steam will be generated and the
paint spoiled.

The safety-valve should be examined care-
fully from time to time to see that the washers
have not stuck, as already recommended. .

The locomotive must always be kept clean
and free from dust.

(4) Re- T h e
move the whistle
Pepirite may al-
lampfrom ways be
the en- used to
gine,, un- relieve
screw the the boiler
fillin g- of any ex-
plug and cess of
fill the ; steam,
; ::&“;15 A Famous * Pacific "’ type Express Locomotive, and— iri:(il fﬁg

full. Insert the measure of spirit which is
gtated |in the instructions as the correct
quantity and light up.

(6) The whistle should now be opened, and
will give warning when steam has begun to
generate. This may then be closed and the
steam cock opened, the locomotive being
then pushed gently along the rails to clear the
condensgation from

locomotive is standing still at stations, etc.

Careful attention to the practical points
enumerated above should ensure to the young
owner complete snccess with his model loco-
motive from the very beéginning.

Choice of Models.

A wide choice of model engines, both clock-
work and steam,

the cylinders.

(6) The speed
and steam pres-
sure of the
engines can be
varied by the
height of the
wicks in the lamp.
These eshould be
regulated to suit

is now available,
The more elabor-
ate scale models
are naturally ex-
pensive, but well-
made working
models can be pur-|
chased from half
a guinea upwards.
The puniature

clockwork set

the load and
CUTVEeS, —a Bassett-Lowke model of the same engine, on a scale of ghaown in our head-
(7 When the 1-in. to the foot, It is a perfect working reproduction of the

gpirit lamp has
burned out, the boiler should be refilled, and
the same routine followed before the engine
is worked again. The lamp wicks will
require to be renewed at intervals.

Some Important Precautions.
The boiler must ot be filled more than
(two-thirds with water.

original

ing-picture on page
25 costs even less
than that, complete with engine, three
coaches, and rails. This novel little set was
designed by Mr. W. J. Bassett-Lowke as a
Table Railway, in a gauge somewhat smaller
than the No, 0 1} inch standard gauge, and
it will solve the problem for many young en-
thusiasts who wish to start a model railway

‘on the smallest possible outlay.

(28 )
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f the School!
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George Wingate, scen above in nine poses, is without exception the most popular fellow at
Greyfriars. A great skipper, and a splendid all-round sportsman, he possesses the happy
knack of being able to maintain discipline while preserving good feeling throughout the school.
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A Splendid Story of the West, Showing How an English Lad Proved Hls Mettle
Hiustrated by Evnest Ibbetson

THE FIRST CHAPTER

Fun for the Cowpunchers!
Y £T 'er go, Jimmy! Hang on! What
are your teeth for? Wow!

Whoop-oe! Gosh ! He's off again ! ™

The compound of the Lazy B Ranch was
lively just at that moment. Seven of the
toughest cowpunchers it would be possible to
assemble in the whole length and breadth of
Wyoming were having a little relaxation,
were indulging in a little of the sport that will
never pall on cowpunchers as long as there are
cows left to punch,

Or, in other words, they were “ roasting ™
their pet tenderfoot, these “ boys”™ of the
‘Lazy B. Not every ranch was lucky enough
to have a tenderfoot to haze. But the Lazy B
had one.  And he was amusing them now by
trying to stick on to a horse that certainly
was well-known as a bad case. Or, rather, he
had been trying to stick on. It was no use
trying now ; for Jimmy Deane had been shot
right out of the saddle, and was just now
sprawling on hands and knees, face dark with
rage, teeth gritting together with mortification.

* Who told ye to dismount ?” grinned old
Dan Flitch, the foreman of the Lazy B.

“Ohb, go to Putney!” snapped Jimmy

(1}

Deane, coming to his feet and examining his
hands, which had been scratched consider-
ably in his fall from the broncho that had so
neatly bucked him off.

“ Don’t be riled, son,” jeered Slick Spicer, a
cowpuncher of not much more than Jimmy's
age, ‘‘ Guess ye ought to be glad to keep
seven pmmlu-rs from dying of ongwy ! Gee!
What 'ud we do without our tenderfoot to
amuse us ? Likin' the country any better,
Jimmy ¢ ”

Deane clenched his fists, and strode up to
this tall, lanky young puncher.

“1 hate your beastly country!” he said.
Those who heard him laughed, for had not
Jimmy Deane said he hated the Wild West
on an average once a day since arriving here
at the Lazy B? * And when I seo bounders
like you grinning, it makes me hate the people
that are in it, too | ”

He gazed challengingly at Slick Spicer as he
spoke.

“Gosh! I believe the kid wants to fight
Slick | the foreman exclaimed. * Say, this
won't do! Can’t have no bad blood here on
this yer ranch. Say, kid, quit that! "

“I've got to give m‘nab{}d? a hiding, just
to case my feelings,” said Jimmy fio ru-iv
“You've had your bit of fun out of me, and

{ 3°)
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I'm going to get a bit out of some of you in
exchange | 7

But Slick Spicer evidently did not like the
idea of standing up to this angry-eyed young
Britisher. He took a backwards step, pulled
out his gun, and fingered the chamber of it.

“ With guns, if you like | ”* he said. ** Guess
I ain’t no great hand with my fists. Worst
of you blessed Britishers is—-""

“All right, then,” said Jimmy; and,
ignoring the gun held by his tormentor,
walked up to Slick and gave him a light, open-
handed blow on the cheek. * Now will you
fight ¥ I'm sick of you, like I'm sick of this
beastly country.”

Slick’s face was twisted with rage now. He
advanced on the tenderfoot until the muzzle
of his revolver was digging into Jimmy
Deane’s ribe.  Deane looked him right in the
eye and laughed at him,

“ Oh, go ahead with it!™ he said. * Just
like they do on the pictures! You and your

Ipparse
ppessey

beastly gun! Blaze away—you windbag !
That’s about the only thing out here that is
thorough—the bluff of you cowpunching
bounders, who couldn’t——"

“ Take him away ! "’ shouted Slick Spicer,
fairly dancing with rage now, * Take him
away before I hurt him. Ye knows what a
rale bad man I am when I'm roused ! "’

“ Bah | ” said Jimmy ; and shot out a hand
with the speed of light, seized Slick’s wrist,
and gave it an upwards jerk.

The revolver, its trigger pressed quite
involuntarily by its owner, exploded noisily.
Another twist Jimmy gave, and the gun
dropped to the ground, The tenderfoot
kicked it well away. Then he gave Slick a
thrust that sent him staggering.

* You've had all your own way with me up
to now,” said Jimmy, and rolled up his shirt-
sleeves. * Just because I was green at every-
thing you could do. I've tried to ride your
screws of horses. I've mucked out your
stables and corrals for you. I'vetakenall your

Jimmy Deane, the tenderfoot, was amusing the boys of the l:mgy B Ranch by trying to stick
“~ on a horse that was well known as a bad case. (See previous page.)
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funny remarks, Now you're going to take
gomething from me—something that I can do
pretty well—or they used to say so!”

And he sprang forward. ~Lightly enough, he
struck Slick Spicer on the face. Several times
he struck the lanky cowpuncher, who, at first,
covered himself up and shouted protests.
Then, when Slick seemed to realise that this
worm had turned in grim earnest, he cast a
beseeching glance about him at his interested
comrades, and tried to put up some sort of a
fight.

It was a poor fight, though. A man who
has been practically born with a six-shooter
in his hand, who has spent all his life prac-
tising speed on the draw, and has never
thought about defending himself by other
means than his gun, is generally at a loss when
unexpectedly deprived of his weapon and set
face to face with a fellow who has a more
natural means of offence, that he can use with
skill,

The six who watched this affair muttered
amongst themselves. Twice old Dan, the fore-
man, stepped towards the fighting pair, as
though to stop them. And, after his second
attempt, Jimmy dehberatnly struck this over-
smart young puncher a blow in the face that
sent him thudding to the ground, then, while
Slick was blinking up skywards, turned and
addressed the others.

“Fine sports, aren’t you?” he asked.
“ Would you want to butt in if I'd agreed to
fight this bounder with guns! I don’t think
vou would! Well, you let me alone here,
I'll go through the whole mob of you when
I've finished this one!”

Slick Spicer, if a very unskilful fist-fighter,
was not lacking in pluck, it seemed, for he
brought himself to his feet and rushed at the
tenderfoot, head low, fists flying. Remorse-
lessly, Jimmy hit him again and sent him to
earth a second time. Nor could Slick bring
one of his fists within a foot of Jimmy’s face or
body.

_ At length, just as there came fo the ears of

the murmuring spectators the ﬂrmnd of horses’
feet and the rattling of a buggy’'s wheels,
Jimmy felled Slick a third time ; and that was
enough for the cowpuncher, who, a thoroughly
beaten man, came rockily to his feet and

( 32

moved off over towards the bunkhouse and
the water-pail.

“ Now,” said Jimmy, breathing hard, but
advancing, bright-eyed, on Pieface Walters,
whose fingers also itched towards his gun. * I
think I'll teach you next ! "

“ Hallo, there!” came the hail from a
buggy that had just pulled up in the compound,

“ What's all the trouble?” And Frank
Cooper, the wealthy young owner of the Lazy
B Ranch, alighted and walked on the scene,
“ Berapping, eh ¢

“Yes,” said Jimmy ficreely. “I've just
licked one of "em, and I'm going through the
whale ¥nt if t]u:y don’t stop playing the fool
with me.

“ Gosh | " murmured Cooper. * He’s wak-

‘ened up, 1 do declare.”

“ Wakenied up ? ” repeated Jimmy. * Yes,
I suppose you're right, sir. 1 have. Been
asleep too long. 1 hate thig blinking country,
and the last five months here didn’t make me
like it any better, but—-"

““ Arizona! " called Cooper; and a man who
had ridden with him in the buggy came
strolling over towards the party.

Jimmy Deane was still angry, still thought
he had a lot of things to get off his chest. DBut
he could not help staring in amazement, yet
with considerable admiration, at the man
Cooper had addressed as © Arizona.”

Here was a tall, athletic man of some thirty-
five years of age, probably one of the best
known men in that Wild Western State since
the time when Buflalo Bill had been famous.
He was as handsome as a god, with a finely
chiselled face, a tiny, clipped moustache, and
hair rather lunzg and wavy. His dress was
picturesque—almost stugi} His jacket was
short, like an English schoolboy’s Eton coat.
He wore riding-breeches that would have
made many a British hunting gentleman
groan with envy, and ]mlu—honts that were
beautifully polished. His shirt was scarlet,
of silk, and contrasted well with the hhmk
velvet of his coat.
head, that had a gaudy scarf around it instead
of the snake-skin band usually affected.  And
last but not least striking, he carried a
monocle in his left eye,

)
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“ Well, Frank” asked Arizona Jim Carton,
nodding to those cowpunchers present whom
he knew, *“ wanting me ?

“Our tenderfoot’s wakened up, Arizona,”
said Cooper, laying a hand on Jimmy Deane’s
shoulder. * Wasn't I saying that he needed
to shake off the sulks he was livingin 77

“ (an’t recollect,” said Arizona Jim, and
flashed a real heart-warming smile in Jimmy's
direction.

And at once Jimmy's heart went out
to this man, of whom he had heard a great
deal during the
months he  had
worked here as a
tenderfoot on the
Lazy B. Arizona
Jim was an Indian
agent—but he was
more than that.
Some said he had
some connection
with the American
Secret Service as
well.  But he was
perhaps best known
of all as a helper of
lame dogs over stiles.
Nor did he always
keep' strictly within
the law in his
doings—if  human
justice could be ser-
ved by his running
counter to certain

unscrupulous sheriffs
and judges. :
This man held Jimmy shot out]

out a hand to Jim- 82ve it an
my, who shook it,

and felt a little thrill as the Indian agent’s
slim, brown fingers closed over his own
work-damaged hand.

“ Best be honest, I suppose,” Arizona said
to the rancher, * and let this man know we
were talking about him. I'm glad you have
wakened up, lad. You've been having a thin
time here, by all acconnts. Well, now you

noisily.

. are awake, stay so. You'll like this country
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much better than you did. And it's not a bad
place.”

upward jerk.
(See Chapter 1)

He looked about him.  Well to the west
were to be seen the towering hills, some
of them snow-capped, with the brilliant sun- -
shine gleaming upon them. And nearer to
them than the hills were the rolling plains, that
were well dotted with cattle. And this ranch
iteelf was picturesque enough, with its low-
built house, its bunkhouse, cookhouse, barn,
corrals, and windmills. Really, a healthy,
adventure-loving youngster ought to have
loved everything he could see here.

Dan Rlitch, the foreman, muttered some-
thing to his under-
lings, and they all
ghulfled away to--
wards the bunk-
house.

And just then Chop
Suey, the Chinese
cook, banged on the
three feet of railroad
iron that consti-
tuted the ranch's
dinner-gong.

“Just a minute,
Jimmy,” said Frank
| Cooper, as Jimmy
also turned to obey
the dinner summons.
“1 want to know
something about this
row you seem to
have been having.
(Come along inside.”

Jimmy shrugged
his shoulders; but

he obeyed his boss,

= Mg
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a hand, seized Slick’s wrist, and gand entered the big

The pistol exploded

ranch kitchen.

“What happened?”
asked Cooper, when they were inside.

But, with the steely blue eyes of Arizona
fixed upoh him, Jimmy felt some hesitation.
His childish anger had departed now. Some- .
thing about this Indian agent seemed to tran-
quillise him. There was nothing childish about
Arizona Jim, He did not look as though he
would throw himself easily into some puerile
passion ; though he looked a man who could be
coldiy angry when necessary; and then he
would be a remarkably dangerous man,

{83 )
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“ Oh, it was nothing,” he said. “I got a
bit sicker of this country,”

“Why are you sick of the West, lad 2 *
asked Arizona Jim. * Most young Britishers
I know out here love it. Aren’t they treating
you decently here 7"

“Decently enough,” said Jimmy. He
glanced over towards his boss, who was eyeing
him with a little grin. “ As decently as my
uncle wants them to,” he added in a sudden
burst of confidence.

Then, almost before he knew it, he was un-
burdening his soul to this wonderful, magnetic
man. Nor did he care that Cooper was listen-
ing to all he said. For the first time in five
months thegtenderfoot had met a man whom
he instinctively knew was a friend. In those
five months he had not told a soul that which
was eating his heart out—yet within ten min-
utes of meeting Arizona Jim Carton, he was
letting everything out, knowing it was all
falling into sympathetic ears. Why was he
out here at all? Why was he sick ‘of the
country ¢ He told Arizona Jim everything.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Arizona's Bet !

“Yust because I made a bit of an ass of
J myself at home. Got expelled from a
public school,” he said. “And an
uncle—I haven’t got another relation in the
world—was so fed up that he sent me out
here to Cooper, to be put through the mill
a bit, to get the nonsense knocked out
of me. Harsh old bird, my uncle Ben !
And the worst of it was, he told Cooper here
allabout me, and Cooper must have passed it
on to the men. They've chipped me without
mercy ever since I came. And they've
tried all their hazing stunts on me, think-
ing they’ll make a man of me, I suppose.
But they’re only making a savage of me.
Making me hate the country worse than ever,
Wouldn’t you hate it, if you were compelled to
stay out here for six months, just to be chast-
ened, as Uncle Ben put it ¥ Thank goodness,
though, I've only got another month of it,

and then I'm going back home.”

“ Oh, and why ? " asked Arizona Jim.

“ Because I was sent here for six months,
and if I managed to stick on this ranch so

long, without quitting of my own accord, my
uncle was to send me cash and let me get back
home.”

“And what’ll you do there?” asked
Arizona Jim.

“Oh, anything; but no more stable-
cleaning, no more water-carrying and wood-
splitting for a Chink,” said Jimmy, getting
angry again. “ And I'll bet I'm not a bit
chastened.”

Arizona Jim turned on Cooper, who was
biting his lips and frowning a little now.
Evidently Arizona and this wealthy young
rancher were intimate. Anyway, Arizona
gpoke bluntly enough to him.
~“ You've made a mistake, Frank,” he said
coolly. “ You haven't given the lad a chance.
You've nearly spoilt him.”

“ How ? " asked Frank Cooper, starting.

“ Gtive the man a horse to ride ; let him go
out on the range at a man’s job. Let him get
into the swing of life out here in ‘Wyoming,”
said Arizona Jim. “ Don't keep him cooped
up here choring about for Chop Suey ! ‘Faney
making a white lad fag for a Chinaman !
Man, man, if you think that’s how to chasten
a high-spirited lad, you're all wrong. By
gosh ! Why, life like that would sicken me of
any land!”

“I—I—but,” stammered Frank Cooper,
“old Mostyn, this fellow’s uncle—who was a
pal of my father’s—wanted the nonsense
knocked out of him. And I got the hoys to
help me,”

" Bah, my dear fellow ! ”” said Arizona Jim.
“You're all wrong! I wouldn’t give you
much to educate a son of mine. Why, your
boys should be giving him the chance to show
what he’s made of. Anyhow, I'm glad to see
Jimmy turned to-day and showed them
that, though he may be green at some things,
he’s no slacker with his fists, Maybe that'll
make the boys respect him more,”

“ Don’t care whether they respect me or
what they think of me. I’ll be out of here in
another month,” said the tenderfoot. “ And
I'll not look back on Wyoming with any
affection.”

Arizona Jim skewered the lad with his
keen gaze. e laid a hand on Jimmy's
shoulder.
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_As Jimmy watched, the five men seized a stcer and, despite its bawlings, threw it to

the ground.

“Supposing I give you a chance?” he
asked. ‘A chance, I mean, to waken up a
bit more ? You don’t know yet what is going
on in these hills, my lad. You haven’t got the
love for mlvunture into your blood, just
because you've been made a drudge by
mistake. Suppose 1 make you so that you’ll
not want to go back to England at the end of
your six months” penance here ? "’

Jimmy laughed jerkily at that. For five
months he had been looking forward to but
one thing—to get back away from this ernde
country that he hated so thoroughly ;
back to England, where, anyway, if they did
despise a fellow, they were mun,[lv too polite
to tell him so to his face. Here men pretty
well carried their hearts on their sleeves, and
nobody had made any secret of the contempt
they felt for this sulky t(-.nrl(erfnot.

“ The age of miracles is past,” he said.

“We're living in that age right now,”
retorted the Indian agent. " I'll bet you—

(

* Branding | ’* muttered Jimmy.

to get “
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(See Chapter 3)

what shall I bet you ?—that, once you've had
a touch of real adventure, you'll look at life
out here from an entirely different angle.
Now, what shall we bet # Put yourself into
my hands and I'll make a Wyuming lover
of you before the month’s out.’

“ Can’t understand why you’re so interested
in a tenderfoot,” muttered Jimmy.

He glanced at his employer, who was rub-
bing his clean-shaven chin thoughtfully.
Plainly, Cooper was interested in Arizona's
words.

“I'm interested in you because youn're a
youngster from England,” said the Indian
agent. “ All up and down this State I know
Britishers who're about the best sportsmen I
ever met. And I don’t want to meet one who
—well, who lies down to things. Bad for
England, isn't it? Englishmen—DBritons—
have the reputation of being able to shake
down anywhere, mostly in less than six
months, So shall we have a het ¢
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Jimmy was flushed in the face now. Perhaps,
he thought, he had let what he imagined to be
his grudge against fate overcome him. On
the other hand, he would not dispute the fact
that they hadn’t given him a chance to like
this Wild West since his arrival. The plans of
his associates all seemed to have been with
another view—that of sickening him of the
country.

“ But I'll bet you’ll never make me want to
stay out here,” he said. * Anyway, even if
you get used to the life, it’s only hard work
and no prospects.”

“Can you ride decently ?”’ asked Arizona Jim.

" Can’t stay long on a bucker,” said Jimmy.
“ But I can ride an ordinary, decently behaved
horse well enough, though they’ve never let
me mount anything but an outlaw since I
came here.”

And again Arizona Jim glanced with dis-
approval at Cooper.

“I've got what is reputed to be the best
horse in the West,” said he. “It was
given me by another Britisher —a fellow
I helped called Bob Raynor. The mare's
called Cleopatra. T'll bet you that horse
against anything you care to risk that I'll
have you make a complete change of heart
before another month’s  gone—or else I'll
know you’re not worth my interest.”

“If youre right,” said Jimmy, “I'll work
for another six months for Cooper here,
without any wages. Is that the deal ? I'm to
be a confirmed Westerner before another
month’s out. If I'm not, I'm to have a horse
that I sha’n’t need, because I can’t take it
home with me. That’s a funny bet.”

“I'm not going to lose Cleopatra,” said
Arizona Jim, with a laugh. He turned to
Cooper. “ And when, did you say, is your
kiddie coming up to the Lazy B?”

“ In about three weeks’ time,” said Cooper.

" Poor Elsie ! Since her mother died, last year,
she’s been lonesome enough, though 1 did
think she'd be better with an aunt down at
Cheyenne than up here, with no companions.
Five years old she'll be in a fortnight, and her
birthday’s to be the day she arrives here.
She’s pining down there in Cheyenne. She’ll
be better, 1 think, after all, up here amongst
us menfolks. But what——"

e et b

“Bay,” said Arizona Jim, interrupting,
“will you lend this tenderfoot of yours to me
for a while ?”’

“ Well, 1 was thinking,” said Cooper, * of
detailing a horse to him and letting him ride
the range a bit for a change. 1 see now I have
been keeping him cooped up——""

*“ I want him to help me in a job I've got,”
said Arizona Jim ; and smiled in the way no
man could resist,

“ Oh, all right,” said Cooper gruffly. * He
might as well have a good time the last few
weeks he’s out here.”

“ The next few weeks are going to be the
first weeks of real Western life he’s ever had,”
said Arizona Jim. “ You don’t know how to
train a tenderfoot, Frank.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER

Underhand Work !

“ YL sick of this country ?” asked
Arizona Jim, rubbing his monocle
against his flowing necktie. :

“Yes,” grinned Jimmy Deane, “ Sick to
death of it.” -

But he did not mean it. This was a
different Jimmy Deane from the drudge that
the boys of the Lazy B Ranch had loved so
much to haze and bulldoze. Even though
less than a fortnight had elapsed since Arizona
Jim had taken the sullen tenderfoot in hand,
there had come about a great change in the lad
who had been sent out here to be chastened
by an uncle with wrong ideas.

For the slouch had gone out of Jimmy's
shoulders ; the scowl had left his brow. There
was a clear, far-seeing look in his eyes now,
a tan on his cheeks that he hadfnot been able
to collect whilst working in the ranch com-
pound or the cookhouse. And there was an
air of confidence about the way in which he
handled the mettlesome horse that he bestrode
—one of Cooper’s best saddlers. For cer-
tainly Arizona Jim’s words had served to
make Frank Cooper feel more than a little
ashamed of himself, with the result that Frank
now was a well-mounted fellow, and had
proved he could be trusted with a good horse,’
even though he was no good at “forking ”
outlaws that nobody would ever want to ride
as a regular thing. On these Western ranches
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they often keep an intractable horse for the

purpose of mounting tenderfeet upon them
and getting a little amusement,  But a man
who can break a buckjumper is not always
the best man to put astride a well-broken,
well-hred animal ; and, vice versa, the best
rider of a good horse is not always the broncho-
buster.

“Fed up to the teeth with it,” grinned
Jimmy Deane. “ My hat, if the other
Britishers you speak about went about with
you for a bit, I'm not surprised that they got to
like this country. I've never had such a time
in my life as I've had these last ten days.”

He was right there. Adventure had been
his every day during the time he had roamed
the hills and plains in company with this
lion-hearted Indian agent. Each day had
seen some event that, to Jimmy Deane, spelt
pure adventure, though to the ordinary fellow
living the life there it might have been but

Jimmy Deane pressed the cattle hard,

yelling like an Indian, and firing his

revolver as long as there were shots to
fire. (See Chapter 4)

everyday happening. Wor life in the Wild
West is not tame at any time,

Affairs with sulky Indians in their reserva-
tions ; clashes with bumptious and unserupu-
lous sheriffs ; meetings with shady characters
whom it was not Arizona’s job to arrest—they
had all come Jimmy Deane’s way. And his
appetite for incident was now thoroughly
whetted. In these days Jimmy had learned
more about the real West than he had
imagined he could learn in the previous five
months.

Arizona Jim was a scout such as, perhaps,
even Buffalo Bill could not have beaten. His
eyes were the eyes of a hawk, Once or
twice he had shown how quick he could be on
the draw—though he was no gun-man. And,
further, he had taught Jimmy something
about gunmanship; and now Jimmy and a
gix-chambered Colt were never separated from
each other.
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Jimmy hurled his empty gun full at the rustler’s head,

sending him headlong from the saddle.

“I'm not going to lose the old girl,” said
Arizona Jim, stroking the glossy neck of the
beautiful bay mare he was riding: * That's
why I bet her, because I know you'd soon get
the love of Western life in your blood. Now,
lad, do you want a job 7"

He halted his horse at the beginning of a
gharp declivity in the ground and pointed

downwards. Below them was a ravine with
steeply sloping sides. Down the slopes small
fir-trees grew. ut in amongst the trees,

near the bottom, they could see several men
and horses.

“ Anything to do?” asked Jimmy, using
his eyes.

“ May be something,” said Arizona. * Smell
anything ¢

*“ Smells like something burning,”
Jimmy. '

“ Something is burning,” said Arizona Jim.
“None of my business, I know—but what
are men branding cattle for this time of the
year # There's no round-up on.”

“ That's so,” said Jimmy; and he peered
harder, until he was able to recognise one of
the men working down below, * That’s
Pieface Walters of the Lazy B working down
there,” he said.

“@o down and see what they're doing,

said

\ said Arizona Jim, chuckling, * but don’t

(See Chapter 4)

get Pieface Walters annoyed. He's
a hot-tempered man, jsn't he ¢ ”

“He would have been the second
man I'd have licked if you hadn’t
come along in tima to save him,”
gmiled Jimmy. * One of the cleverest
of the Lazy B bunch. Want me to go
down alone %

“Yes, why not ?” asked Arizona
Jim. *“You've got to learn to use
your wits a bit, if you're going to
stay out here.”

Jimmy grinned. He hadn’t yet
decided that he was going to stick it
out in Wyoming, though certainly he
was looking at the life from another
angle now, as Arizona Jim had
prophesied. But the truth was he
enjoyed doing things for the Indian
agent.

He drove his horse down the steep slope,
picking his way carefully amongst the trees
His animal made some slight noise in going
through the underbush ; but he was not seen
by the fivé men who were working about a
little wood fire. As he got nearer the stench
of singed hair and flesh grew very pungent.

He halted his horse for a moment and
watched these men as one of them went
around a corner made by a hillock of land,
and returned a few moments later with a
rope in his hands, the other end of the rope
being attached to an unwilling yearling steer.

As he watched, the five other men seized
this steer and, despite its bawlings, threw it
to the ground. Then Pieface Walters, who
had been working with sundry irons in the
little fire, took from the embers a white-hot
branding iron and dabbed it on the flank of
the struggling steer. There was. a heart-
rending roar from the animal. The stench
was increased, but the steer was allowed to
get to its feet and was led off again by the man
who had fetched it to the fire.

Another steer was treated the same way as
Jimmy, unobserved, looked on. He could
not understand it. He wrinkled his brow,
trying to think it out, for he knew this was
not the branding season. "When the third
stocker was brought, protesting, up to the
branding fire, he disclosed himself,
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They all looked up with a start when he
rode on the scene, and one or two put hands
to guns. Probably they would have drawn
their weapons, only Pieface Walters gave a
laugh.

“Ball right, boys, it's only our pet tender-
foot,” he said. ‘I guess he's gettin’ used to
the saddle, and has stumbled on to us by
accident.” '

“ But we're brandin’,” said one of Pieface’s
companions, and he scowled at the tender-
foot, who was still trying to make out what
the game of these men was. That it was a dis-
honest one he was more than convineced now.

“You see,” drawled the lad at length,
“I'm learning how to be a cowboy. Why,
that's a Lazy B steer, isn't it ¢ "

He pointed to a very clear brand burnt
on the haunch of the animal. ‘“BSurely it's
clear enough, isn’t it, without renewing it #”’

The five looked at each other quickly.
Then Pieface Walters spoke. He looked angry.
And he thought he was still addressing the
drudge of Lazy B Ranch.

“ Beat it ! '’ he said roughly. “ When you
know more about a cowpuncher’s job ye'll
undergtand more, Git!”

He waved a red-hot branding-iron
threateningly into Jimmy’s face. Jimmy
drew his horse back a foot or two, to avoid
" getting his hair and eyebrows singed.

The end of the iron came very close—so 7 -
close that he saw one thing distinetly. -==

This branding iron, when it was stamped
upon the hide of an animal, would cer-
tainly not make a “ B " lying on its side
—the Lazy B. It would, instead, make
a circle of almost four inches in diameter.
And Jimmy was not such a fool as many

S
thought him. He knew that the “B™ j A o
they stamped on Cooper’s cattle wasgr s

just about three inches long.

“ Brand-blotting, are they?”
thought.

But he did not shout out to the others
all he knew.

“Beat it ! 7 said Pieface, and whipped
his gun out.

»
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and set 1t up the slope again.
top he met Arizona Jim again.
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. : . « Towant ¢ fift 1 said Jimmy.
Jimmy turned his horse obediently, niace where you dump the mail bags. Arizona Jim's

At the orders!”

“Did you know what they were doing
down there, Arizona ?” he asked, eyeing his
Indian agent friend curiously.

“It’s my job to know a lot of things,” said
Arizona Jim, with a little laugh. * Some
gheriffs would give their ears to know what
I find out. And what crooked work are
they up to down there ?

Jimmy told the Indian agent what he had
seen and what he had concluded. And
Arizona Jim nodded his head.

“ Easy enough to change the Lazy B into
a Circle B,” he said. “It’s an old stunt.
But I didn’t know the Circle B people were
on the crooked game. Well, don’t that
give you an idea ?

“Qeveral,” Jimmy said. * I suppose I
ought to tell Cooper——"

“ Cowpunchers in this country,” said
Arizona Jim, “don't go telling their boss
things till they can prove what they say.
Any fool can go blabbing to his boss. But
the real Westerner gets evidence. Now, have
you got any ideas ¢ 7

“ Yes," said Jimmy. “ A good one. There’s
a lot of Lazy B steers down there. :

P

“I'm riding to the

“Hop up!” said Hank. * At oncel”

(See Chapter 5)
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getting their brands altered. T.ooks to me
as though the clever people at Cooper’s ranch
aren't quite so clever as they seem to think
they are—and they're letting rustlers rob
their boss,”

“ Not forgetting that they are harbouring
in their midst as a cowpuncher one Pieface
Walters, who is one of the rustlers,” grinned
Arizona Jim.

: meace Walters used to say nasty things
to me,’” said Jimmy. T guess I'll have to
think out what to do.”

“Then you're interested enough 111 the
ranch to want to save Cooper’s cattle ? 7 asked
Arizona Jim.

“ Of course ! " said Jimmy.

“ Then you're getting to like the life,”
Arizona Jim, with a merry laugh.

said

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
One to the Tenderfoot

ri1zoNA Jim had grown very quiet, very
much lacking in ideas, it swmml

When Jimmy asked him for his
advice, he gave it ﬁpfmnulv

“ As a matter of fact,” said Arizona, * this
is your stunt, and I want you to work it out
yourself. Call me second-fiddle here.”

*“ Dashed funny thing, if you knew that all
this brand-blotting was going on, yon didn’t
stop it by telling somebody ! said Jimmy.

“1 did tell somebody,” smiled the Indian
agent. “ I told you.”

“And you expect me to stop it ? " asked
Jimmy.

** Bure, why not ?  smiled Arizona Jim. “If
you work this case out to a satiafur-tory con-
elusion, you 'l feel so good that you'll begin to
think you've got a place in the West, after all.
So get your headpiece to work, lad.”

“T'm going, first of all,” said Jimmy, half-
hesitantly, “ to find out where ﬂlf‘}’ re collect-
ing all the eattle whose brands they're blotting.
"hen I'm going to drive 'em off and back to the
Lu,.a}r B Ranch. The newly burned circle
around the old ‘B’ will prove that they've
been tampered with,”

“ And Cooper Il begin to realise that he
wasted you when he kept you grubbing
around Chop Suey’s cookhouse,” said Arizona.

“ Point is, where to look for the place where

they’re rounding up,” said Jimmy. “ By Jove,
I've got it ! "'

And he turned his horse and led the way.
Arizona Jim, chuckling to himself, followed
him.

It was early evening now, two or three
hours after Jimmy had caught Pieface

Walters in the act of blotting his employer's

brands. In those two hours Jimmy had
talked about the brand-blotting business, and
had found Arizona Jim sparse with ideas on
the matter. Plainly the Indian agent was
leaving everything to Jimmy, and thus was
expanding the lad.

Straight back to the ravine where they had

seen the blotting going on Jimmy led his

Indian agent friend. Down into the ravine he
rode,  Now there was no sign of the gang of
rustlers. There were only the dead ashes of
the branding fire to be seen—and tracks. It
was the tracks Jimmy looked for, and, once
he had found them, discovered that they
would be quite easy to follow, for they were
the hoofprints in the grass and sand of over
twenty head of cattle.
Arizona Jim, who rode down to him.

“ These tracks 'l lead us to where we want
to go,” he said with conviction ; and closely
followed the trail which led him for some
distance down the ravine, then up on to the
higher level of the plam

And for several miles they rode, until all
grew dark, and the tracks became hard to
follow. But Jimmy’s eyes had grown won-
derfully quick and keen under the tuition of
this extraordinary Indian agent. He found
he could follow them without overmuch
difficulty.

And presently they came to another deep
ravine, and at the bottom of this they saw the
gleam of another fire, about which men were
lolling, while to their cars came the lowing of
many cattle.

Now, undoubtedly, Jimmy Deane was all
a-thrill with excitement and the lust for
adventure.

“What’s the plan ?” asked Arizona Jim
coolly.

“ Rush ’em ! ” said Jimmy. “ I'll stampede
the cattle off. If those brutes follow us, we'll
fight., They're only five to twol”

( 40 )
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“Fire-eater ! ' chuckled Arizona Jim.
“What about getting out a sheriff’s posse?”

“Come on!” muttered Jimmy, and, dis-
mounting, carefully led his horse down the
slope. Arizona Jim, chuckling, but taking care
that his revolver was handy and loose in its
holster, imitated him.

The lowing of the cattle and the talk of the
men about the camp-fire made it so that these
two adventurers were not heard before they
got down to the lower level of the ravine, And
it was so dark now that men within the circle

of the firelight could see nothing much out-
gide it. Jimmy purposely gave the fire a fairly
wide berth, and edged around until he came
close to the outer edge of a fair-sized herd of
young steers, It was too dark to see how many
were there, but he guessed they were a large
number.

Arizona Jim stopped when within a few
feet of the fire, and mounted his well-trained
mare, But he made no move, He was leaving
this job entirely to the lad he was set on
making a Westerner of.

Jimmy dismounted, and scratched his chin,
while Pieface Walters and his associates
talked loudly about the camp-fire,

“The d_ stond and lashed up the six stage horses furiously. The coach rocked and swayed
and creaked, and all the time the passenger kept up a hot fire on the rustlers.

( 41

“Might as well do something startling,™
he said at length, and pulled out his revolver,
He mounted again.

Three shots he blazed into the air, and,
at the same time, yelled like a blood-mad
Indian. He edged his horse up against the
restless and lowing cattle.

“ Gosh—what’s—"" came from the fire.

“ Just you stay right there! I've got the
drop on you!™ came in the clear accents of
Arizona Jim. Followed a shot, a shout of bitter
pain. And then the cattle began to move off

(See Chapter 5)

in a close-herded mass, with the excited
Jimmy Deane pressing them hard, yelling
horribly, firilg his revolver as long as there
were shots to fire, and conscious that there
was a bit of a gun-fight going on behind him
between Arizona Jim and the five rustlers,
* He could not get the herd moving very
quickly at first, though he used his quirt
lustily, making the thong hiss on the broad
backs of the young stock. But gradually they
broke into a gallop. Straight down the ravine
they went, Jimmy knowing that they werehead-
ing towards the Lazy B Ranch.

But he was not to get the cattle away un-
molested, though Arizona Jim was doing nobly
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ion his behalf to keep the rustlers’ attention
engaged, One man broke away from the camp
fire, found a horse, mounted it, and galloped
hotly after Jimmy and the stampede he was
striving so hard to set up. The man was Pieface
Walters,

The first thing the excited Jimmy knew was
that Walters, a gun in his hand, was firing at
him from close quarters, Jimmy's hat went
into the air after one shot. But the cattle were
running well, and the lad, heedless of anything
now, w rein on his horse, and awaited
the coming of the ugly-faced cowpuncher-
rustler who had been trying to rob the boss of
the Lazy B.

Pieface Walters, shouting lurid threats,
dashed up to the lad, took aim deliberately at
Jimmy, and fired. Like a flash the boy hurled
himself out of the saddle ; and thus, perhaps,
saved his life by a hair’s breadth, Pieface
Walters, thinking no doubt that his shot had
brought the boy to the ground, jerked his
horse to a standstil. A moment later he
dropped out of the saddle. For, almost
without his thinking, Jimmy's empty gun
was hurled straight at the rustler’s head.
It caught Pie-face Walters squarely in the
forehead. His horse galloped on withouthim.

Now the cattle were well ahead. Jimmy
caught his well-trained horse, mounted again,
and dashed after them.

At the end of a mile or so, the ravine ended
naturally, and the little stampede carried on
on level ground. And then Jimmy showed that
he was something of a natural cowpuncher,
for the way he kept those seventy-odd beasts
‘together and moving ought to have fetched
'words of praise from anybody, had he been
seen. But there was nobody near to see him.
Where Arizona Jim was, he did not know.
Nor did he stop to find out. His job was to get
these stolen cattle out of the hands of the men
who had stolen them and blotted their brands.

The Lazy B Ranch was seven miles from
the spot where they had been herded. And
Jimmy knew instinctively the direction in
which to go. Nor,at the pace the stampede was
travelling, did he take long about getting to
his destination. Less than an hour after he had
made his bold attempt he came within sight
of the ranch buildings, , .

Straight into the compound he drove the
cattle, yelling wildly. He milled them around
the somewhat narrow limits of the compound,
while several men emerged from the boys’
bunkhouse, And Cooper himself came out of
the house.

“What have ye got hyar?” asked Dan
Flitch, the foreman.

“ A bunch of cattle that were pinched,”
shouted Jimmy. “ Clever guys you are, aren’t

ou? While you're loafing niout and sleeping

ere, you let your cattle get lifted, and their
brands blotted. You need a tenderfoot, after
all, to look after your job!”

A little vainglorious, perhaps, that remari.
But then, Jimmy Deane was excited.

While the punchers and their boss examined
the altered brands on these cattle, Arizona
Jim, safe and sound, as cool and debonair as
ever, rode into the compound. But he was
alone,

“(Gosh!” exclaimed Cooper, when he under-

stood eve fhmg * And I was for keapmg the
lad penned up in the cookhouse ! Who're the
rustlers

“*Red ' Figgins’ gang,” said Arizona Jim,
“ They made a fight for it-—but we managed to
get away from ‘em, We didn't arrest any,
though.’

“ Well, T've got to say,” said Cooper, “ that
this tenderfoot certainly is wakening up some.
Do you mean to say he did it all himself #

“ All that mattered,” said Arizona Jim,
rubbing his monocle. * You have a smarter
fellow here than any of you think—and you're
going to lose him, if he don't decide to stay
out West here after his six months are up.”

Dan Fliteh and his underlings eyed the
tenderfoot 'in some chagrin. For Jimmy's
scornful words had had a sting in them. He
had made them feel very cheap and foorish.
And if Jimmy did gloat about it, perhaps, as
he was only a tenderfoot, he was not to be
blamed overmuch.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Jimmy’s Triumph !
W ou'Re due back home very soon
'Y now, aren’t you?"” quizzed Ari-
zona Jim, eyeing the lad who
rode by his side, about a week after the

(ﬂ}

iy -,mm-mM“ i




Yelling like an excited Indian, Jimmy drove the stage straight into the compound at the

Lazy B Ranch.
stolen cattle episode. * "Smatter of fact, I
wouldn’t wonder that this mail coach that's
coming along had a letter from your uncle
aboard, containing a draft to pay your passage
home.,”

It was true that Jimmy’s six months’
penance were served, that he was due to go
back home again. It was also true that he
was almost daily expecting a preaching letter
from Uncle Ben, with, however, a draft in it
that he would be able to use as he wished—
enough to take him back to England by first-
class and saloon.

And 1t was also true that Jimmy of late
had felt strange tuggings at his heart. For
he now did not know what he would do when
he got that draft. Of course, he was still
sick of Wyoming and the rough life of a cow-
boy. And the prospect of going home again
—even though he had nothing to do when he
got there—had its attractions,

To be sure, there was fun to be had, after
all, out here. And it certainly did him good

Mlt",d@_”-ﬁlﬂﬂj | 1

(See Chapter 5)

to see the change of mind his fellow-punchers
at the Lazy B seemed to have had about him
since he had been the cause of returning a large
number of Cooper’s steers to their owner.
But He looked at Arizona Jim, and
decided that one of the finest experiences he
had had out West had been getting to know
this splendid chap.

* I'll tell you when I see the colour of my
uncle’s money whether I'm going to win your
horse or work for Cooper for six months for
nothing,” he grinned. “ But I can’t under-
stand why you want me to stop this coach
and board it. Let me see, isn't Cooper
expecting his kiddie to come up on it 7 ”

** In charge of a half-breed nurse, yes,” said
Arizona Jim ; and eyed his young companion
covertly. * Do you know, that’s why I want
you to be a passenger on that coach for a
stage,”

“ You're a mysterious chap,” said Jimmy.
“ Never can quite make you out, you know.
Never understood why you never tried to get
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Arizona Jim rode up to the Lazy B Ranch covering two
men, with handkerchiefs still tied over the lower halves of

their faces. (See Chapter 5)

those rustlers, Figging’ gang, rounded up
after the cattle-rustling affair. And Pieface
Walters—it shouldn’t have been hard to trace
him-—although he never did come back to the
ranch,”

“ 1 work on my own lines,” said Arizona
Jim. “I'm not a sheriff. Besides, I didn't
want those fellows to get rounded up—yet.
Well, there’s the road the coach is coming
along, Jimmy. I'll take your horse, and you
stop the coach. And remember—whatever
you do, keep your eyes skinned when you
come to the pine bluff at Three Forks.”

*“Why 27" asked Jimmy.

* And have your gun loaded and loose in
the holster,’’ said Arizona Jim. * I'm giving
you credit for having a great deal of common-
sense. Well, you'll need it. Ah, theres
the coach.”

Over to the north they could see a cloud of
dust rising in the sun-soaked air, and they
knew it for the weekly stage-coach that,
driven by Hank Dawson, travelled from Bitter
Creek northwards to Wind River township.
This route for the coach passed within two
miles of the Lazy B Ranch, and it was arranged
as a rule for mail-bags and what not to be

dumped at the nearest point to that
E!ﬁt}e, which was the top of a steep
ill.

But why Arizona Jim should have
warned Jimmy Deane to keep his
eyes skinned at Three Forks the boy
could not understand, And he knew
his Indian agent friend well enough
to know that it would be useless to ask
further questions. When Arizona Jim
wanted to be mysterious, he could be
very much so.

Arizona, leading Jimmy's horse,
rode away from the coach road, leaving
Jimmy standing beside the trail,
When the coach with its six action-
ful horses came abreast, Jimmy
stepped out into the trail and hailed
the driver.

Hank Dawson hauled back on the
reins, then grinned when he recognised
the tenderfoot. For Hank was a friend
of the boys of the Lazy B Ranch, and
he had learned a great deal abont
Jimmy's manner and dislike for this wild
Western country.

“Wal, son,” said Hank.
thig—-"’

“ What’s wrong here?”™ A passenger
thrust his head out from inside the coach. He
looked like some prosperous miner or some-
thing like that, “ Held up !”

“Guess nix,” laughed Hank Dawson.
*“ Just a tenderfoot wants to pass the time o’
day. Bome tenderfoot this 1s, too. Right
sick o’ the country he is, and——"

““ Oh, shut up ! ” said Jimmy. I want a
lift. I'm riding to the place where you dump
the Lazy B mailbags. Arizona Jim's orders,”
he added ; and if Hank had wanted to demur
at first, mention of that famous man’s name
caused him not to do so.

“ Hop up, then,” he said.

Jimmy climbed up and took a seat along-
side Hank,

“ We got Frank Cooper’s kid and her nurse
aboard, inside,” said Hank conversationally
as he gathered up his reins gkilfully and
flourished his long whip. “ Guess ye been
sent to meet the stage an’ escort them to the
ranch—nix §

“Btill sick o
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“ Maybe,” said Jimmy ; and wondered just
why Arizona Jim had ordered him to do this
thing.

“ Kid’s a bit frettish, kind of,” said Hank,
and flicked the off-side leader on the ear.
* She’s had a rough journey, from Cheyenne,
and t]w nurse says L;'h{- ain't too strong. Been
pinin’ for her ma an’ pa. Giddap, thar!”

For several miles the spanking team of
stage-coach horses drew the jolting, and
creaking coach along that unsurfaced trail.
Hank was a skilled driver, and the way he
handled those animals Lumpellml lrmm}r to
feel great admiration for him. For it did
not seem to matter whether Hank were
driving on the level, down the slope of a deep
ravine, or up it on the other side, he kept
these six nags well up to their bits constantly ;
well into their collars, Such driving takes
years of training.  Yet Jimmy onece found
himself wondering whether he would ever be
go neat with the * ribbong,” until, with a
laugh, he realised that it was just a toss-up
whether he stayed on here a bit longer or went
back to England and the uncle who had sent
him out here to be disciplined.

“ Got the mail aboard, I suppose?” he
asked Hank.

“Bure; and the postmaster at Bitter
Creek gaid as how tlmru was a letter with an
English stamp for j."(}ll suid Hank, who was
an incurable gﬂﬂ%lp “ Nathin’ wvaluable
aboard, for which I'm right glad, as I've heard
Figgins’ gang’s knocking about this county
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now,

A hundred yards ahead of them now was
the place where Arizona Jim had told him to
keep his eyes skinned, his gun ready. He felt
to assure himself that the gun was ready.

Looking ahead, he saw a horseman suddenly
ride out on to the trail. This man stood his
nag right in the coach’s track.

" Somebody else stoppin’ us—for a lift,
maybe,” said Hank, and drew rein as soon as
he came level with this horseman. Then he
growled something bitter to himself, for he, as
well as Jimmy Deane, saw the man had a light-
coloured handkerchief so tied that it covered
the lower part of his face, showing just his
eves. And the man had a gun in his hand.

* Here—giddap ! ™ shouted Iank, to tha
horses,

But just then five more men, all disguised
in the same manner, came out from the trees
of the bluff, and each of these five men was
armed, KEvery gun they had was presented at
Il.mL and Jimmy, on the box of the coach.

“ Hands right up” eame the shout; and
at once Hank crammed the reins of the six
horses between his knees and held up his hands,

*“ What's the idea. boys ?”" asked Hank. "1
ain’t got nothin’ worth takin’ aboard to-day.”

“ Guess ye got Cooper’s kid—and she's
goin’ to be worth somethin’ to us,” said a man,
who appeared to be the leader of this hold-up
party. * So you just don’t move—and you,
too, younster ! ”

Two guns now were levelled steadily a
Hank and at Jimmy, who both held thmr
hands well up. The male passenger inside
the stage coach thrust his head out of the
window, and algo held up his hands,

“ Let us forget the unp easant things, Jimmy,’
said the rancher simply. ** We've treated you
rotten, but——"Jimmy shook hands soleraly
all round.  (See Chapter 5)
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Four men rode to the side of the stage. One
of them dismounted, and reached out a hand
to open the door,

There was a geream inside : the half-breed
nurse uttered it. It was followed by a whim-
per of fright from the child.

" This won't do!” muttered Jimmy ; and
thought he knew why Arizona Jim had made
him take this ride. Arizona Jim had known
that this hold-up was going to take place ; he
had the ability to find out many things that
skerifls and others would have loved to know.,
And Arizona Jim had put him aboard the coach
as a sort of escort to the child of his boss |  Or,
so it struck Jimmy, who had an imagination
that had been greatly developed during the
few weeks he had been so close a companion of
the Indian agent.

And that thought made him at once deter-
mined to justify the confidence his hero had in
him. This hold-up gang should not succeed in
their attempt,

He askod for death, perhaps, but he gave no
thought to the possibility of it when, suddenly,
he dropped one hand with the speed of light,
and nmtﬂl his revolver leap into hig hand. And
he ficed a shot almost before the gun had left
the holster. Arizona Jim had trained  him
well at drawing quickly, And a man who was
covering him and Hank Dawson dropped
limply from the saddle. The other man took
rapid aim and fired ; but Jimmy took no notice
of the stab of pain that caught him in the right
ear, He fired again. The hold-up man'’s horse
reared, plunged, and came to earth.

The screaming inside the coacli increased.
The other rustlers began to shout. But Jimmy
took no notice of them. He deliberately
thrust the muzzle of his revolver against the
ear of Hank Dawson.

“ Drive—like fury !” he yelled. * Hurry,
now | ”

“Gosh!” exclaimed Hank,

But he obeyed, picked up the reins, lashed
the horses into a gallop, and the coach, with
a jerk, started into motion. And it began
to roll down a hill almost at once, though the
horses went with taut traces.

For a moment the hold-up men were be-
wildered with the speed of it. They let the
conch get some yards ahead of them before
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they began to pursue it, By then the stage
was rocking and swaying sickeningly, and
Hank wus standing up and lashing away at the
horses in o manner that —for Jimmy's revolver
stayed pressed against his ear—told that the
youngster was quite serious in his demands
for speed, also that Hank was respecting those
demands,

" But, they'll ketch us up, and——"" Hank
yelled.

*“ No, they won't,”” roared Jimmy; and
turned backwards suddenly,

He fired two shots at the rustlers who
were galloping in the rear of the stage. A
horse went down.  Then the male passenger
ingide, leaning out through the window, also
lent hig gun to the bombardment. Another
man and horse went down. The remainder
of the hold-up men fell back a little.

Jimmy heard a groan come from  Hank,
He saw the man slip down in his seat ; Hank
almost let go the reins. But, dropping his gun
to the dashboard at his feet, Jimmy snatehed
them up. He was lucky enough to grab them
all. He took the whip as well from the
fiercely clenched hand of Hank. Then he

ut a foot on Hank’s body to keep the driver
rom glipping off to the ground.

Furiously, the lad stood up and lashed those
eix stage horses, What he lacked in skill at
driving he made up in the luck that was his that
day. Korthe horses kept their feet, The coach
swayed and rocked and creaked; and the
man inside it kept up a smart fire on those
men who Iollownc{—hut now at some sort of a
respectful distance. The mad excitement of it
all got into Jimmy’s blood so that he whooped
and yclled like & madman as he drove that
fear-inspired team forwards along the trail.

They came to the spot which was the nearest
bit of this road to the Lazy B. Jimmy recog-
nised it. And, in his triumph, he decided
once again to canse a sensation at the place
where they had tried to make a drudge of him.,

He swung the team off to the left. He left
the main trail and began to use a thinner,
narrower buggy track that he knew would take
him to the Lazy B.

And, seeing what the stage coach was doing,
the hold-up men, properly foiled, abandonced
the attempt. For they knew there were
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several stern men at the end of that bugey
trail,

* I've done it " Jimmy yellad, still whipping
nway as he saw the roofs of the Lazy B build-
ings. “ Giddap, there!”

* Gosh, yer some driver, boy!” shrieked
Hank Dawson, who lay huddled up there on
the footboard, with Jimmy’s foot holding him
firmly into place. * Who said ye was a soft-
handed gink ?”

“ Let 'em say it again—any of ’em!”
shouted Jimmy,

A few minutes later, at the same old gallop,
yelling like an excited Indian, Jimmy drove
the stage-coach straight into the compound at
the Lazy B. He had some difficulty in hauling
the lathering team down to a standstill before
they got mixed up with the mesh wire that
bounded the enclosure. He had to mill the
team round and round the yard before he
could stop them, and by that time most of the
punchers there and the boss himself was staring
open-mouthed at the sight. But at length
three cowpunchers ran to the heads of the
gasping animals and held them quiet. Then
it was that Jimmy threw his reins away and
hopped to the ground. He assisted the wounded
Hank down also. Then he opened the door,
and took from the arms of a half-breed woman
a little girl who was sobbing convulsively,
who clung to the tenderfoot closely, Jimmy
handed the child over to her father.

*“ What's it all mean ? ™ asked Frank Cooper
blankly. .

Jimmy pointed to several bullet-marks on the
coach, Then he indicated the male passenger
inside and Hank Dawson.

“ Ask them,” he said shortly. ~ They'll
be more believed that I would. I'm only a
blessed tenderfoot, you see.”

Half an hour later Arizona Jim rode on to
the ranch premises, He was not alone. He
had three men with him—all of whom rode
with their hands well up—all with handker-
chiefs still over the lower halves of their faces.

“The others weren’t quite fit to come,”
explained the Indian agent. “ You fellows
on the coach did a bit of good shooting, But
they're all that's left of Figging’ gang—and
your Pieface Walters is amongst them,
Pieface, if pressed, will talk considerably.”
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And Pieface, being pressed, did talk—ex.
plaining a great deal, At the end of the
explanation, Frank Cooper understood just
how much he owed to his young tenderfoot,
Nor would Arizona Jim admit that anything
was owing to him, though he certainly had
done the “ stafi-work,” as he did it on the
brand-blotting episode.

Later, Jinmy Deane was reading a letter,
the while he clutched in his hand a banker’s
draft for a hundred pounds, when there was a
little deputation waited on him in the bunk.
house. The deputation was headed by Frank
Cooper himself.

“Tell us you're staying on in this country,
old chap,” said Cooper. * We've discovered
we need men like you—fellows who can act
quickly.”

Jimmy clutched his draft. With that
hundred pounds he knew he could get home in
comfort, and then have something left over.
Then he looked at his comrades of the ranch.
Finally, he looked at Arizona Jim, who was
at the back of the deputation,

“ Huh!” he growled. But he winked at the
Indian agent. ** I'm sick of your country—
but I've discovered that this ranch needs me
here! T've been wakened up, and now I've
discovered that a few of the Lazy B fellows
are half asleep.” He looked at the draft
again, and sighed. ** I'll need this, I suppose,
to keep myself with, seeing I've lost my bet,
and will have to work for Cooper for six
months for nothing.”

“You'll work for double pay, you mean,”
said Frank Cooper hastily, Then he held out
his hand. * Let’s forget the unpleasant things
Jimmy,” the rancher said simply. * We all
make mistakes sometimes. We treated you
rotten, but—" -

" But he isn’t going to be sick of the West
any more,” put in Arizona Jim quietly.
" He’s wakened up—and he’s made a place for
himself out here. He's going to be a good
enough Westerner from now on—aren’t you,
Jimmy ? 7

“ Do you know,” grinned Jimmy Deane,
“1 believe I am.”

He held out his hand to his comrades,
They all solemnly shook it for him,

THE END,



A PUZZLE PICTURE!
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These Greyfriars juniors are treating the solemn warning of the notice-board in a light-hearted
way, but there is a keeper lurking close at hand! Can you find him ?
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By DICK PENFOLD

HE fag was making his master’s toast,
And he murmuru.d with a sigh,
* I dare not shirk my dd,l]} work,
Oh, a sorry slave am I |
Instead of fapgmp; for big Tom North,
I wish I were in the Lower Fourth ! *

A boy in the Lower Fourth just then
Was writing a hundred lines ;

“ It’s a beast l}r fag and a dreary drag,”
Quuth he, ° &mi my spirit pines

To join a ]I]"hl'l‘ Form—the Shell,

Where dim_'m of happy ﬂleuihUH dwell.

"

A boy in the Shell was hard at work
At his e vening preparation ;
“I sit and swot till my brow is hot
With worry and perspiration.
In the ranks of the Sixth I'd love to be,
A fellow of weight and dignity |

A sad-faced prefect went the rounds
To see that the lights were out ;
““ Oh, this is a job to make one sob,”
He grumbled, ** without a doubt !
My troubles they follow fast and faster :
How I should love to be a master |

A master was burning the midnight oil,
Correcting his pupils’ papers ;

“ I'm sick of strife, yet I spend my life
In checking w]mulbnv capers.
““ SBome people have all the luck,” said he.

“ The Head of the school I’d like ta be.”

The Head of the school lay wide awake Upon my fevered head.
Upon his cheerless bed ; If I could change my lot, 'tis plain
"t My duties and cares, they bring grey hairs I'd become a fag in the First again |
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A SpIendid Story of Harry Wharton and Co. of Greyfriars School,
and of the visit of Martin Clifford, the World-famous Author,

By FRANK RICHARDS
Illustrations by C. H. Chapman

CENT™

THE FIRST CHAPTER
Bunter’s Distinguished Friend !

- ARTIN CLiFForDp !’
(1] YF’E i

Billy Bunter elevated his fat little
nose, and blinked at Harry Wharton and Co.
through his big spectacles,

The Owl of the Remove evidently regarded
himself as a very important personage at that
moment.

“ Martin - Clifford ? "
Wharton dubiously.

“I've heard that name somewhere,”
remarked Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“Where were you dug up, Bob Cherry ? "
he inquired. ** If you don’t know who Martin
Uiﬂ'nrd is—"

* Not to know Martin Clifford is to be one-
self unknown,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

“ Well, who is it ?** asked Bob. * There's
no League footballer of that name that I
know of—-"

repeated Harry

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ There are great ones on the earth as well
as League footballers!|” remarked Frank
Nugent sarcastically,

“ Of course there are,” said Johnny Bull,
“ There’s the cinema stars.”

“Is Martin Clifford a cinema star, then ? ”
asked Bob innocently.

Another sniff from Billy Bunter,

“He’s the celebrated author, you ass!”
gnapped Bunter,

“The * Gem ' author, fathead,” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry nodded.

“0Of course,” he assented. * 8o he is—
and more power to his elbow. So he’s a pal of
yours, Bunter, is he ? "’

*“ Exactly,” said Bunter. * Quite an old
friend. We were at school together—I mean
we should have been at school together if we'd
been the same age. And he's here—"

“ Here at Greyfriars!|” exclaimed Bob in
gurprise.

“ Near Greyfriars, I mean,” said Buntr.
“1 met him to-day for the first time——"

{ s )
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“You met a lifelong pal for the first time
to-day ? ”’ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“I—1 mean, I met him for—for the last
time,” stammered ter, “ That’s what
I really meant to say. He’s staying in Kent
now, not very far from Greyfriars. I had
quite a pleasant chat with him in the bun-shop
in Courtfield. How’d you fellows like to be
introduced to a real live author 2

Harry Wharton and Co. looked interested.

Certainly they would have been very
nleased to make the acquaintance of the
amous “ Gem ” author, and would joyfully
have stood him a * spread ” in No. 1 Study
in the Remove,

But whether William George Bunter was in
a position to effect the introduction was a
point very much open to doubt.

“ Talking to my old pal Martin,” went on
Bunter airily, “I thought of you fellows.
You're trying to write a play for your blessed
dramatic society to perform. Now, my pal
Martin—TI always call him Martin, and he calls
me Billy—my pal Martin would write it
for you, if I asked him. He wouldn't do it
for anybody else; but he would do it for

me.

“ Bow-wow | ”” gaid Bob Cherry.

“Rats ! " remarked Johnny Bull.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh observed
that the ratsfulness was terrific.

“He would!” said Bunter. * He's on
holiday now, so he’s got lots of time to spare.
And he would do anything for me—anything
I asked him—""

* Ask him to ecash that postal-order you're
expecting | ” suggested Bob Cherry., “ That
would put his friendship to the proof, if any-
thing would.”

* Oh, really, Cherry—-"

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful.

“I'd like to see the chap, if he’s really lying
around loose in this meighbourhood,” he
remarked. “ And—and if he'd give us a hand
writing our play, it might improve it——"

“Very likely, I think,” said Bob with a
chuckle,

“Rather a check to ask him,” observed
Johnny Bull.

“Well, if we had him to tea in the study,
and made friends with him, you know——"

“ Just my idea | ” said Billy Bunter. “ Shall
I ask him here ?

“Gammon!” growled Johnny Bull
“Bunter doesn’t know him—it’s only his spoof.
The * Gem * author must be a decent chap ;
and if he is, how could he knowBunter ¢ *’
“Why, you cheeky ass——! " howled Bunter
indignantly.

“The knowfulness is not great!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake of
his dusky head.

“1 say, you fellows——""

“Well, agk him, if you know him, and if
he’s around,” said Harry Wharton, ** we shall
be glad to see him.”

““ Feed in the study ? *’ asked Bunter, with
a business-like air,

13 Ggminiy'll

“ A really good spread 1"

“ Of course.”

“ Martin's very fond of meringues,” said

Bunter * You'll have meringues ?

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

“And jam tarts? Martin dotes on jam
t‘artﬂ1"l

“Yes, ass.”’

"

“ And pineapple ? Martin loves them——

“ One word for Martin and two for Billy !
snorted Johnny Bull.

“ And, of course, I shall be present at the
feed | added Bunter cautiously. The Owl
of the Remove did not believe in leaving any-
thing to chance,

“ I don’t know anything about that ! said
Bob. “1If Martin Clifford comes to Grey-
friars we'd like to give him a good impression
of the place. It would be best for you to keep
out of sight.”

“ Why, you—you—I won’t ask him, then ! *
roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You shall come, if you ean bring Martin
Clifford,” he said. “ We'll believe you when
we see him."”

“I'll bring him to-day, then,”

[ G_n it.”

“ All T want is my taxi fare to Hawkseliff,”
said Bunter. “ That’s where he's staying,
with his grandfather. T'll bring him back in
the taxi. I can do it on thirty bob.”

“Good-bye ! ”

{5t}
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“1 say, you fellows——""

“Ta-ta, old barrel |’

The Famous Five strolled away across the
Greyfriars quadrangle,

Apparently they were not prepared to fur-
nish William George Bunter with the sum of
thirty shillings for his taxi fare to Hawkscliff
and back.

Billy Bunter blinked after them in great
indignation.

*“ I say, you fellows——!"" he roared.

Harry Wharton and Co. walked on. Bunter
rolled in pursuit.

“1 say, Wharton—'

“ Shut up, ass!” said Boh Cherry 1mpn.-
tiently. * Nothing doing.”

“1 might do it on a quid—"

“You'll do it on nothing, if you do it at
all,” said Harry Wharton. * Go and gammon
somebody else, Bunter.”

“ Oh, really, Wharton——"

“ Can’t you see we don’t believe a word of
it 17 demanded Johnny Bull. * Dry up, or
what you'll get won’t be thirty bob, but a
boot.”

“ But I—I say, if—if I get him here, the
feed comes off ? ' asked Bunter,

“ That's a go.”

“Then I-—I'll telephone for him,
Owl of the Remove.

“Rats!”

“Yah ! ” snorted Bunter. “ You can come
and hear me phone, if you like.”

“ Btill keeping it up ?” grunted Johnny
Bull. * Look here, we'll come, and if you
don’t telephone to Martin Clifford we'll jolly
well bump you.”

And the Famous Five went into the school-
house with Billy Bunter—whose fat face was
now wearing a rather worried look.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Not Quite Pally !

" said the

mitay ! ”
S ““ Hallo,” said the Bounder, stopping
as Harry Wharton and Co. hailed
him in the doorway.
*“Is Mr. Quelch out 2” °
Vernon-Smith shook his head.
“ No, he’s in his study.”

Bob Cherry.
Head is ? ™

Wibley of the Remove came along the pas-
sage, rubbing his hands, in time to hear the
question.

“Tdo!"” he grunted.

“ Where is he, then ¢

“In his study. Ow!"”

“ Sure ? 7" asked Wharton.

“ Quite ! He's just licked me there,”

*“ Oh, then the Head’s tpipplmnp is ofl the
list,” said Bob Cherry. “ 1 wonder whether
there’s anybody in the prefects’ room ¢ ”

*“ Scout along and gee,” suggested Nugent.

Bob Cherry scouted along the corridor, and
returned shaking his head.

* Wingate, Gwynne, and North chin-wag-
ging there,” he said. “ Looks as if Bunter
won't be able to speak to his old pal, Martin
Clifford, after all.”

*“ Martin Cltﬁ“nrd " exclaimed Wibley.

“ Yes, Bunter’ er's old pal—-"

*“ Ha, ha ha.”

iy Gnmmun 54

“You'd jolly well see, if there was a tele-
phone available,” said Billy Bunter.

“ Let's try the masters’ room!” said
Harry Wharton. *“ Everybody can't be at
home all at once just because we want to
borrow a telephone.”

Fortunately, the masters’ room was found
unoceupied. Harry Wharton and Co. walked
into it, followed by Wibley and Vernon-Smith
and Billy Bunter. Two or three other juniors
who had caught the name of Martin Clifford,
followed them in, too. If any master had
dropped in just then he would have supposed
that a Lower Fourth meeting was being held
in that apartment, which was, according to
rule, forbidden to juniors.

* Here's the telephone, Bunter,” said Whar-
ton. ** Buck up, before Quelchy or Hacker
blows in.”

Bunter rolled over to the telephone, and
took the receiver off the hooks. There was a
second receiver to the instrument, and Bob
Cherry picked it up and put it to his ear.

He was going to make sure that that little
talk on the telephone was a genuine one. 1f
it proved otherwise, William George Bunter

“ Anybody know where the

“Then we can’t use his telephone,” said was going to have a bumping.
( 52 )
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“ Go ahead, my fat pippin!” said Bob Cherry. * Ring up vour old F:l]. Martin Clifford.
If you're trying to spoof us, you know what to expect!” (See Chapter 2)
“ Hawkseliff One!” said Bunter to the “ We can hear a chap asked to tea, if we're
Exchange. standing the tea,” answered Bob coolly. * Go

“Is that his number ? ”* asked Squiff, who ahead! Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’s a toot on
was one of the interested party gathering the ’phone.

rnun(l_ .‘"n 'L'Ui['-i! came t!ll‘ﬂllgh.
“ That's it.” " Hallo ™
* And you're going to ask Martin Clifford * Hawkscliff One 1™ asked Bunter.
here ¢’ inquired the Australian junior, " Yes.” - _ .
“ Certainly.” * This is Greyfriars—Bunter speaking.”
“Go ahead, my fat pippin,” said Bob “ Who the thump is Bunter 7 ”
Cherry. * If you're trying to spoof us, you Bob Cherry grinned. If the gentleman at
know what to expect.” the other end was Martin Clifford, it really did

“Put  that receiver down, Cherry,” not look as if he were an old pal of William
said Bunter, uneasily. ““ No need for you to  George.
listen to my conversation with my old pal “ Ahem ! Is that Martin Clifford ¢
Martin.” gt .
(53 )



“Oh!” murmured Bob.

“ The ‘Gem ’ author ?” asked Bunter,

“ Yes, yes.”

“ Good. Will you come over to tea ?

i Eh ? L

* Come over to tea.”

“ Delighted, I'm sure—"

“ Oh, good | ”

“1f I bappened to know you,” went on
the voice. “Are you some ass trying to pull
my leg 27

“ Oh, really, you know—I say, Mr. Clifford,
don’t ring off. I'm Bunter "

“You've said that before. Did you say
Bunter or Grunter ¢ 7

“ Bunter! I met you in Courtfield this
afternoon—-"

“ Your memory is better than mine, Mr,
Bunter.”

“ At the bun-shop, you know—"

“I had tea at the Bun-shop in Court-
field this afternoon,” assented the rather
pleasant voice on the wires. * I don’t remem-
ber being introduced to any person of the name
of Bunter.”

“We—we weren't exactly introduced,”
said Bunter. * I—I was sitting at the next
table.”

Bob Cherry grinned. He was hearing
every word, and was learning the exact
extent of Bunter’'s ancient friendship with the
famous *“ Gem " author.

“Oh! Were you the fat fellow—"

“ Ahem!”

“Who bagged the cake from my table
while T was talking to Owen Conquest——"

(14 I___I__"?

““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.

“ Shut up, Bob Cherry, you beast | ” howled
Bunter. * Put that receiver down! This
conversation is private.”

“Ha, ha!"” roared Bob. “He bagged
Martin Clifford’s cake in the bun-shop! That’s
the extent of his acquaintance with him.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 8hut up while I'm talking to Martin!"”
snapped Bunter. 1 say, Mr. Clifford, are
you still there ™

No reply.

“ He's rung off,” said Bunter angrily. “ All
through your interrupting me, Bob Cherry.

Now, very likely, he won't come over at all.”

“ Yery likely, I should think,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing, “if you bagged his
cake—" -

“I—I didn’t exactly. .I—I was rather
absent-minded, and took the cake from his
table—it was quite close—a little thing like
that doesn’t matter between such old friends,”
said Bunter.

* Oh, cheese it,” said Bob Cherry. * Mr.
Clifford doesn’t even know your name. 1 sup-
pose you heard his mentioned by the chap he
was talking to—he says he was speaking to
Owen Conquest. 1 knew you were spoofing
all along, you fat bounder. You've asked a
man you don’t know to tea—on the sole
ground that you bagged his cake when he
wasn’t looking.” '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, really, Cherry: B

“The bumpfulness is the proper caper,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,  ** The
esteemed Bunter hag been pulling our honour-
able legs o

“I1—I haven't. I—"

“ Bump him ! ”

“ Spoofer | Give him a dozen ! ™

* Collar him !

Billy Bunter dropped the telephone receiver
as if 1t had become red-hot, and dodged round
the long table at which the masters sat when
they were in session.  There was a rush of the
juniors after him.

Fortunately for Bunter the door opened at
that moment, and Mr. Hacker, the master of
the Shell, came in. Mr. Hacker stared blankly
at the sight of a crowd of the Lower Fourth
chasing round the table in the masters’ room.

“ What does this mean ? " thundered Mr,
Hacker,

“Oh, my hat!”

1 Oh ! All ! )

“ We—we—we—"

“ Leave this apartment at once!” ex-
claimed Mr. Hacker. “ I shall report this to
your form-master ! Go!”

Harry Wharton and Co. went. They stood
not upon the order of their going but went at
once. And Billy Bunter, dodging rapidly
round the first corner, escaped—for the present
at least—the punishment of his sins,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER
Wibley Knows What To Do !

LA WisLey, of the Remove, drop-

:x; ped into No. 1 Study after prep.

that evening. There was a serious

and thoughtful expression upon Wibley’s face,
which showed that his active brain was
working. Wharton and Nugent did not need

to be told the subject it was working upon ;
they could guess that,

Wibley, of the Remove, lived, moved, and
had his being, so to speak, in amateur theatri-
cals. He was the life and soul of the Remove
Dramatic Society, as he had said himself ; or,
as Jack Drake had said, he was the head and
foot of its offending !

But really Wibley H ik

|
il
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was a wonderful
amateur actor, and
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theeled in. He"had, as he often told the
Remove fellows, a comic genius ; tra.gmly was
not in his line. But there was no mistake
about the genius, comie or not; Wibley was
quite sure about that.
“ You fellows finished prep.? ” he asked as
he drifted into No. 1 Study with his hands in
his pockets and a wrinkle i his brow,

“Yes. What's on now ?”

“I've been thinking about that chap
Cliflord—"

* Bunter’s old pal ? " said Nugent, laughing.

“ Bother Bunter ! ' It seems to be the fact
that this man Clifford is at Hawkseliffi—not
many -miles from here,” said Wibley. “ We
can get at him. Wedon't know him yet, but we
can know him——"

“How ?”

“ By going to see
him and introduc-

what he did not = iy -~y ing ourselves,”
know about theatri- B Ll 3 SOk

cals was hardly ' ;x/f' . “ That's my idea.
worth knowing. o I've read a lot of
Most of his pocket- his  stuff,” said
money went in .z Wibley. “ There's
“props”; he was FRE-mEmees no doubt that chap
quite a benefactor g " A is clever. The way
to the Dramatic W he strings a story
Society. Generally together shows the
he wrote the plays | dramatic gift.
the society per- } Some men write a
formed, and he s story as if it were a
never omitted to Sy furniture catalogue,

give himself a de-
cidedly * fat * part.
In fact, his plays
were generally written round one leading
character, and that leading character was

William Wibley.

He would take a Shakespeare play and re-
write it, putting in all sorts of good things that
Shakespeare never thought of. In dealing
with the great bard he would allow himself
more liberties than even a London actor-
manager ever ventured upon, He produced

- great comic effects that had never occurred to

the inferior intellect of Shakespeare ; as, for

- instance, in the Wibley edition of Richard the

Third, where Richard exclaims,* My kingdom
for a horse!” Wibley had a clothes-horse

Mr. Hacker stared blankly at the sight of the juniors
chasing round the table in the masters’ room.
* What does this mean ¢ ”

or an almanac.
This man Clifford
(SRE e 12) has an eye to a sit-
uation—he makes his characters explain
themselves—before you've got a dozen lines
into the story you know the fellows as if
you'd met them. He ought to be writing plays
really, but I suppose a man has to live!
Well, Martin Clifford is just the man we want
to give us a log up with our new play.”

Harry Wharton looked doubtful,

“ But a stranger,” he said.

“ He won't be a stranger when we know
him,” gaid Wibley calmly. “ He's bound to
take an interest in our play, as a fellow-
artist.”

“ Oh, my hat!”

{-a8:)



“7J know he can act.”

“How do you know that ?2”

“ By the way he writes, My ideéa is to get
him here and get him to knock our play into
gshape, and take part in it.”

“The leading part, of course.”

*Well, no;
part,” said Wibley. “ We're going to do
something rather ambitious this time. You
fellows ever heard of Ibsen ?

““ (ibson ? ” asked Nugent.
draws——" _

“ Ibsen, ass ! Ibsen was a Norwegian, and
wrote plays—the greatest unconscious humor-
ist ever born. His tragedies need only a
touch here and there to turn them into rip-
ping comedies. He wrote a play called * The
Dolls House,” which made no end of a sensa-
tion in our grandfathers’ time. I've been
sketching out a comic version, called * Why
Nora Left Home !’ ”

i Uh l LE ] .

“If we could get Martin Clifford into it, it
would go with a tremendous bang,” said
Wibley. “ We could put his name on the
bills, you know, and charge for admission ;
proceeds to go to the Dramatic Society for
new props and costumes. We're in want of
a lot of new things for an historical play I've
got at the back of my head. The guestion is,
how to bag this man Clifford. We'll butter
him a little.”

“ Oh, will we ? " said Nugent.

“ Yes, all artistic people have to be buttered
—they like it, and it keeps "em in good humour.
You can do anything with an artist if you pull
his leg sufficiently. When he comes along,
for instance, he's going to spot fellow after
fellow reading the * Gem *—quite by accident,
of course. I'm going to buy a dozen Gems
on purpose, see 7 ”’

(1] But’_ﬂ_!!

“ We'll borrow Quelchy’s typer for him to
work on, stick him in the Rag with a good fire,
and set him writing the play. 1 shall go over
it afterwards making little improvements.”

“My hat!”

“ Now, about bagging the man. If he's
staying at Hawkscliff, he can run over here
casily enough in a car—l suppose, he's got a
ear:, 5

“Chap who

that's booked. The second

“ But if he hasn't—"
“ He's on the 'phone—he can 'phone for a
taxi, then.”

*“ Wonldn't that run him into a lot of

money ? "’

“Very likely,” said Wibley. * 8till, we'll
assume that he has a car, and he'll try to live
up to it, see ? That's his business,”

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton,

“My idea is to drop in on him at Hawks-
cliff and bring him over,” said Wibley.
“We'll go in a car—Vernon-Smith has agreed
to stand it ; he's got lots of dibs. We raid
Hawkseliff, rush in on Martin Clifford, and
bag him without allowing him to say no.”

*“ But—suppose he’s busy i

“He isn’t! He's on a holiday.”

““But he may have something on.”

“ He can put it off. Now, who's coming ? ”
asked Wibley. “ To-morrow afterncon’s a
half-holiday, and Smithy’s getting a car from
Courtfield garage. You ought to come, as
captain of the Remove, Wharton. Nugent
can_come, too. That will make four of us,
Four’s enough. And the sooner, the quicker,
you know. If Temple of the Fourth got this
idea he would jump at the chance of bagging
a man like Clifford to act in his silly Fourth-
form play. So would Coker of the Fifth.
This is a chance for the Remove to score.”

“ Something in that!” agreed Wharton,
“but—"

“1t’s a go then! Two o’clock to-morrow
afternoon,” said Wibley. “ Lay in some-
thing for a stunning tea—we can afford to
stand him a good spread, considering what
he’s going to do for us.”

“ But perhaps he isn’t.”

“We'll make him. It's settled, then.”

And Wibley left the study, evidently con-
sidering the matter settled. Harry Wharton
looked at Nugent, and Nugent looked at him.
Both laughed.

“Mr, Cliffiord will think it an awful
nerve——"began Nugent. !

“ And he will be about right,” said Harry.
“ &till, it would be no end of a catch to get
him into our play.”

“ No doubt about that. 1f he’s jolly good-
natured, he may come. After all, he may,
pick up some tips for his books here.”. " =~
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“Hem! He may.”

“Let's try it on, anyhow,” said Nugent.
“ Tt will make Temple green with envy, and
Coker black with rage, if we bag a big gun
like Martin Clifford.”

“Well, it’s worth some trouble to make
Temple green and Coker black ! ” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “ It'sago! If we get
sat upon, we shall survive it somehow,”

And so it was settled.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Bagging a Great Man

“um gy, vou fellows———""
I “Seoot! "

At two o'clock on the following after-
noon & big car halted on the drive. It was
the antomohbhile o
ordered by Her- i
bert Vernon-Smith [{is
for the run over to
Hawkscliff. Harry §
‘Wharton, Nugent,
Wibley, and the
Bounder were going
in it; and Billy
Bunter rolled up as
a matter of course.
But there was no
admission for the
Owl of the Remove, =

“1 say, you =j
fellows, you can't '
leave me behind,”
exclaimed Bunter
warmly. “You
can’t call on my old
friend without me
to introduce you.”

“Rats!”™

“ Buzz off, Bunter ! ”

“ Look here ! roared Bunter.
ing ! 11

He put a foot into the car. Johnny
Bull, who was standing by to see his
chums off, took Bunter by the back of the
collar,

“Kim off ! " he said,

“Yarooooh |

“ (o it, chauffeur | " said Vernon-Smith,

The car moved down the drive, leaving

* Look here,

L1 1‘]1_[ mm'

T L

I'm coming
the car moved down the drive, leaving Billy Bunter
wriggling in the sturdy grasp of Johnny Bull. (See
Chapter 4.)

Billy Bunter wriggling in the sturdy grasp of
Johnny Bull. It was a fine afternoon, and
the chums of the Remove enjoyed the run

" along the cliff road by the sea.

“ Anybody know exactly where this man
Clifford lives 2 " asked the Bounder, when the
car had covered half the distance to Hawks-
cliff.

“His telephone number is Hawkseliff
One,” said Nugent.

““Wo can’t call on his telephone number.”

“ Nunno! But Hawkscliff is a small
place,” said Nugent. “ We can ask at the
post-office. There must be a post-office if
there’s a telephone, I should think. We
ought to have brought old Redwing—he was
born at Hawkseliff,
I believe there isn’t
a road fora car into
the village.”

“There’s the up-

per village, where
there’s a road,” said
! Wharton. “The
post-office is there,
I think. Let's try
V9 that.”
{ The car ram on,
and sgtopped at last
at a little building,
i which was a post-
-office, a village
¥ store, and sévernl
other things, There
were two buildings
near it, one a vicar-
age, and the other
the village school. Further along the road
was a group of cottages. Farmhouses dottdd
the green distance, and heyond them the elifis
and the blue sea. The Bounder jumped down,
and disappeared into the post-office, He came
out in & few minutes with a satisfied smile,

“Got it 2" asked Wibley eagerly,

The Bounder nodded.

“Yes. The name's well known here—
chap named Clifford comes in often and sends
down letters to be registered,” said the
Bounder. * That must be his copy for the

LR

Press, I suppose,’

{

1" roared Bunter. But

£y



“ Looks like our man !’ said Nugent.

“ But where does he live ? 7 asked Wibley.

“ About a mile from here, with an old gent
named Cameron—his maternal grandfather,”
said the Bounder. “ I've got all the news,

ou see, He's staying there on a holiday,
gather, and doing flying stunts at the aero-
drome on the hill over yonder.”

“ What an ass—when he might be doing
theatricals ! ” said Wibley. “ We'll give him
a chance to employ his time better, anyhow.”

The Bounder gave the chauffeur his instruc-
tions and entered the car. The automobile
moved on, climbing a hilly road towards the
gea. In the distance the red tiles and chim-
neys of a house backed against a cliff glim-
mered in the sun.

“That's the show!” said the Bounder.
“ At least, I think so. Tt seems to be the only
house in this quarter.”

“ Better ask somebody.”

“ There’s a chap yonder—ask him.”

A young man in tweeds, followed by a
couple of dogs, was atrﬂlhng along the road
ahead in a leisurely way. The car stopped a
few yards ahead of him, and the Bounder
leaned from the window as the young man
came by.

“ Excuse me, sir——
politely.

The young man stopped.

He turned a pleasant face towards the
juniors in the car.

“We're looking fc-r Cameron Lodge!”™
said the Bounder. * Perhaps vou can tell us
if that house yonder iz it ¢

* Quite right—it 1s,” answered the young
man. “ You'll find a gate on the other side
of that fir plantation.”

“Thank you.” The Bounder eyed the
young man rather keenly. * You know the
Lodge, sir 7”7

* Quite well.”

“ Perhaps you could tell us whether Mr.
Clifford is at home, then 2

The young man smiled.

“I can tell you that he is not at home at
present,” he answered.

“ Oh, rotten ! ”

“This dashed journey for . nothing, then,
said Wibley. * What a rotten sell.”

" began the Bounder

“ Never say die,” said the Bounder. * He
mayn’t be far away. If he's at the aerodrome
we can run over for him. Excuse my bother-
ing you like this, sir, but we want to sce
Mr, Clifford very specmll y. Perhaps you
know whether he's gone over to the acro-
drome ? 7

“ He left it an hour ago,” was the reply.

“ Floored again ! ” said Wibley.

“ Perhaps you could tell us where he 18
now ! suggested the Bounder.

The young man smiled agaln

*“ Certainly, if you wish.”

“ Please do,” said Harry Wharton. “ We've
come nearly ten miles to see him.”

The young man eyed him curiously.

“1Is he far away ? ” asked Nugent.

“No; quite near.”

“ Then where—"

* Here, talking to you,” said the young man,
laughing. “ I happen to be Martin Clifford !
What can I do for you ? "

*Oh!” ejaculated Wharton.

* You—you—you're Martin Clifford | ” ex
claimed Wibley.

“ Guilty, my lord ! ” answered the young
man humorougly. * If yvou have come to
see me, here I am. Very pleased to meet
vou, I am sure, though I believe this is the
first time T have had the pleasure.”

Wharton and Nugent coloured a little,
and the Bounder was rather taken aback.
But William " Wibley was at no loss.

“ Jolly glad to make your acquaintance,
sic!” he exclaimed. * The fact is—the—
the faect 1s, we're all enthusiastic readers of
the * Gem "——" :

“I had already guessed as much!” said
Mr. Clifford.

“ Oh, you'd guessed—"

“Certainly. A glance was sufficient to
reveal that you were unusually intelligent
members of the rising generation,” explained
Mr. Clifford, with great gravity. * That you
were, therefore, enthusiastic readers of the
“Gem ” was a foregone conclugion,”

“Ah! Oh! Yes!” stammered Wibley.

He wondered whether Mr, Chifford had
realised that his leg was being gently pulled.
He need not have wondered !

“We—we thought——"" stammered Nugent,

( .-_53_ ).
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“ That's it," murmured the Bounder. “ We
—we thought——"
“ We—we thought you'd care, perhaps, to

drop in and have a look at Greyfriars,” said

Wharton. ** We should be honoured i
‘““ Aod pleased—" said Wibley.
“ And delighted——"" murmured Smithy.

“As soon as we heard vou were in the
neighbourhood, Mr. Clifiord,” said Wibley,
*“ we thought of it. All the fellows would be
no end pleased if you'd give us a look-in.
And—and if you'd look over our play——-"

“If you're not engaged at the present
moment,”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
A -Flattering Reception !

ARRY WHArRTON AND Co, were smiling

I"'I with satisfaction when the car drew

up at the gates of Greyfriars School. |

On the way back they had had quite a

pleasant chat with Mr, Martin Clifiord, and

they had found him a most agreeable young
man,

They found him a well-informed young man,

too. Wharton had drawn him on the subject

of football, and found that he was * all there.”

Wibley tackled him on theatricals, and found

his know-

gald the

LK "'""IF*IJ

Bounder,
encourag-
ed by Mr,
Clifford’s
kind smile,
“Jjump in! 4
Well run 8
you back to &&=
areyfriars
in good time
for tea—
that’s what
we we'ro
going to ask
you, sir.”

“You are
very good
——"" hegan
Martin Clif-
ford. The young man smiled pleasantly.
“Bay you'll
come, sir.”

Martin (lifford hnghn]

* Really, I don’t know how I can say no !
he remarked.

*“ You're not busy just now ? * asked Wibley
anxiously.

“Notat all. The typewriter does not claim
me again till next week."

“Oh, good! Jumpin!”

“ Do jump in, Mr. Clifford | ™

“ On your heads be it | " said Martin Clifford
gravely,

And he took hiz seat in the car: and the chauf-
feur, at a word from Vernon-Smith, backed
and turned and sped away for Greyfriars.

| 23

ledge great.
Wib had
il drawn from
| him the ad-
migsion that
he had acted
and that he
had also
sung, and
that he had
written
plays, Wib
was deligh-
ted. His esti-
= mate of Mr.

== Martin Clif-
ford evi-
dently was
not a mis-

“ﬁ_ 4w

s Pcrlﬂps you can teil us if Mr. Cllﬂnrd is at home?” asked Vernon-Smith. taken one.
“ He is not,” he said.
to be Martin Clifford!"

¢ “1 happen That young
(See Limptcr 4) " 'Ywms
going to be very useful to the Remove Dra-
matic Society, and was going to help that
society put the *“kybosh™ on their rivals
in the Fourth and Fifth .

They alighted at the gates, Smithy telling
the chauffeur to *“hang on" to take Mr.
Cliffordd home presently, money bheing no
object with the well-supplied Bounder. The
four juniors walked in with Mr. Clifford with
great pride. They had captured a prize, and
they knew it, and they were anxious for all
Greyfriars to see their prize.

Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh came up at once, and were
presented to Mr. Clifford, and br]ulﬂ: and
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Ogilvy and Russell followed suit, and Drake

and Rodney and several other fellows. Mr.
Clifford was cheery and affable with all, and
was evidently quite at home in youthful
society. Quite a little army of gratified
youths gathered round Mr. Chfford to escort
him across the quadrangle. It was then that
the eye of Coker of the Fifth fell upon them.
Coker was punting a footer about to keep
himself warm, and 1t entered Coker’s powerful
brain that it would be no end of a joke to punt
the footer at the handsome young man who
was coming along with a crowd of Removites.

Coker of the Fifth did not know who the
young man was, neither did he care. . Coker’s
1deas on the subject of humour were a little
rough-and-ready. He executed a drop-kick,
and the footer flew fairly at the young man in
grey tweeds.

Up to that moment Mr. Clifford had been
chatting amicably with his escort, and had
seemed unaware of the existence of Coker of
the Fifth. But the sequel proved that he
was a very wideawake young man.

The muddy footer would certainly have
bumped on his waistcoat, but at the psycho-
logical moment Mr. Clifford’s neat tan boot
came up and stopped the ball, which dropped
at his fect. The next second he had kicked it.

The ball came back to Coker suddenly and un-
expectedly, and with an aim that was unerring.

Crash

It was Coker’s nose that caught.the ball,

Coker sat down quite suddenly.

* Grooooch | ”_he spluttered.

“ Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry.
saved ! ”

“ Yooooggghh !’ spluttered Coker. ** What
the thump—ooooooch ! ”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Coker!” - chuckled Squiff.
“ Mlways putting his foot in 1t! What do
you mean by punting a ball at Mr, Clifford,
you howling ass ? ™

* Grooooogh 1

“ Roll him over ! ”

“My dear boys ! ” ejaculated Mr. Clifford
a1 the Removites rushed at Coker of the Fifth.

But for the moment the dear boys did not
heed the celebrated ** Gem” author, They
swarmed on Coker.

“ Well

They were justly indignant at Horace
Coker’s unmannerly reception of their dis-
tinguished guest, They felt that Coker
wanted a lesson. So they gave him one.

Horace Coker roared and raved as he was
rolled over in the grasp of a dozen pair of
hands, bumped on the ground, and finally
deposited in a puddle in a state of wild mental
confusion,

Coker was still gorting himself out of the
puddle when the juniors walked on with Mr.
Clifford, who was smiling genially.

During the delay Wibley had cut off from
the escort and whispered hurried words to
several fellows, Wibley had prepared a
flattering little reception for the * Gem ™
author, and he did not want it to miss fire.
As the party approached the schoolhouse they

almost walked into Stott of the Remove, who -

was deeply interested in a paper.

“Sorry ! said Stott. “ Didn't see you
fellows—1I was so interested in this * Gem "1 "

A few paces further on Bulstrode, leaning
against an elm, with a paper in his hands,
burst into a roar of laughter,

“Ha, ha, ha! You fellows seen this
weel’s “Gem ' ! It's spiffing.”

Mr. Clifford smiled.

On the balustrade of the schoolhouse steps
there were five Removites scuted in a row—
Tom Brown, Hazeldene, Lord Mauleverer,
Vivian, and Redwing. Fach had a * Gem "
in his hands, and was deep in it.

They looked u p at the approaching party.

“ Reading the * Gem,’ you fellows ? ”’ asked
Wibley, closing one eye.

“ Yes, rather,” said Tom Brown.

“Wouldn’t miss it for worlds!”
Redwing solemnly.

“Isn’t it a corker this week—what ?

“ Beats even last week, I think.”

“ Every story a gem, in fact!”

Mr. Clifford smiled again and progressed
into the schoolhouse with his young friends.
In the doorway stood Bolsover major, and he
shouted to the new arrivals :

“You {ellows borrowed my ‘ Gem’ 7

“Eh! No.”

“ Well, somebody’s had it,” said Bolsover
major. " Not that I blame him, it's so jolly
good.”

said

{ 6o )
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Harry Wharton gianced quickly at Mr,
(lifford, and felt inclined to kick William
Wibley. He felt that this was laying it on
too thick. But Martin Clifford’s face was
smiling and serene. In the hall, inside,
Billy Bunter hove in sight. He was also one
of Wibley’s buttering recruits.

“1 say, you fellows, I've lost my ‘ Gem,’
he said. * Anybody seen my °Gem’?
wouldn’t lose it for untold gold.”

"J\h* My fat young friend of the bun-

shop! ™ said

Mr. Clifford AXIXXSAN
\%t

I

“The young
gentleman
who bagged
my cake.”
Billy Bun-
ter  grinned
feebly.
“That was N
A~~~ IMis-
take, sir!”
he gasped.
“1 say, you
fellows, 1
simply must
have my
‘Gem., I
haven't fin-
ishedreading
the story,
and it was
10 c-n(l of a

ripper.’

il 1‘;:\._"-'—__—_'\4] ||

Harry Wharton felt more inclined than
ever to kick Wibley.

He had felt all along that the diplomatic
Wib was over-doing it.

“ The—the fact is ” gtuttered Bunter.

Fortunately, Bob Cherry stamped on
Bunter’s foot at that moment, and the Owl
of the Remove gave a yell of anguish, and
explanations were cut short.

“ Yarooooooh ! Wharrer you treading on
my feet for, you silly ass ? ” roared Bunter.
: “ 1 wasen't going
| 1’ i
i

to tell Mr. Chi-
ford anything.”
“Shurrup!”
hissed Wibley.
£ “Yow-ow!
y My foot’s
squashed!”
howled Bunter.
“You ass, Buh
Cherry — you're
more likely to
- give the game
away than me,
vou dummy.
[\up vour elbow
out of my
ribs, Wibley,
you beast, or
'l jolly well
“Ztell Mr. Clif-
ford about
your buying
twenty

|||||

“Which The ball came back to Coker suddenly and unexpectedly, and with an ‘Gems,’ and
one wagit 1" aim that was unerring. Crash! * Qooch! ” spluttered Coker. (See Chapter 5) —YAT00000-

asked Mr. Clifford innocently.
*“ This week’s, sir.”
* And you liked the story? ”
“No end, sir.”
“ What was it called ¢ ”
114 ]_":],1 'E bR
*“1 should like to know which nf my little

efforts has ]}h.wd you so much,” said Mr,
Clifford gravely. * What was the story
called 2™

* I-—~1—I——" stammered Bunter.

As a matter of fact, William George Bunter
had not seen the * Gem " that week at all, so
he was in rather a difficulty.

{ 61

oh!” Harry Wharton and Co hurried Mr.
Clifford ﬂnward They felt that he had

heard enough—if not too much.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Nice for Martin Clifford
r. QuELCH, the master of the Remove,
M came oub of his study, and glanced at
the Removites and their limhngm%hcd
visitor, He had seen the young man’s
progress across the quad in the midst of the
Removites, and he naturally wanted to know
who the visitor was. Harry Wharton made
haste to present him. :
) \
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“ Mr, Clifford, sic | " he said. * Mr. Clifford,
this is our form-master, Mr. Quelch.”

The two gentlemen bowed gravely.

“ A relative of yours, Wharton ? " asked
the Remove master.

“ Nunno, sir! It's the celebrated author,
gir,"”

“ The * Gem ’* author, sir,” said Wibley.

“The great Martin Clifford, sir,” said
Vernon-Smith.

“ Oh ! ” said Mr. Quelch. He came towards
Martin Clifford, and held out his hand wvery
cordially. “T am very pleased to meet you,
Mr, Clifford. I am, of course, well acquainted
with your name.”

Martin Clifford shook hands with the form-
master.

“Welcome to Greyfriars, sir,”’ continued
Mr. Quelech. “ It is always a pleasure to meet,
a distinguished literary gentleman.”

“You are too kind, sir,” murmured Martin
Clifford.

“The boys, I suppose, are claiming you
at present ¢ ' said Mr. Quelch, with a smile,
“ But if you find the time, I should be glad if
you would drop into my study for a smoke and
a chat.”

“ Delighted, my dear sir.”

“ 1 ghould like you to glance at my  History
of Greyfriarﬂ,’ if you are interested in such
things,” said Mr. Queleh. “ At present I
have reached only the two hundred and thirty-
seventh ehapter, but I hope to complete the
work in a few years’ time, If you cared to
read the manuscript, I should be delighted to
place it at your disposal.”

“I sghould be— be—very happy — very
obliged,” said Martin Clifford without turning
a hair. “ You are indeed kind."”

“Not at all,” said Mr. Queleh, much
gratified. “1 will look out the manuscript
now; 1 am at leisure all this afternoon, and
ghall be delighted if you will come in any
time.”’

And Mr. Quelch retreated into his study to
gort out the tremendous manuscript which
had been growing on his typewriter for years,
and was still running.

Martin Clifford was escorted up to the
Remove passage by a growing army of juniors.
No. 1 Btudy. was ready for his reception—and

its appearance must have given Mr. Clifford
the impression that Greyfriars juniors were
remarkably neat and tidy youths. For the
study was newly swept and garnished. Half
a dozen fellows had laboured on it to make it
worthy of the occasion. Lord Mauleverer’s
new Turkey carpet had been borrowed, and
all the best * crocks ” in the Remove passage
had been gathered. In the grate glowed
bright brass fireirons, borrowed from the
master’'s room—rather a risky proceeding,
but, justifiable in the circumstances. Flowers
were tastefully arranged all round the study
In jam jars.

A gorgeous armchair—wheeled in specially
from the Bounder's luxurious study—was all
ready for Martin Clifford,

“ By Jove,” remarked Mr. Clifford, as he
sank into the comfortable chair before the
blaze of the fire, * this is awfully jolly, you
fellows!”

“ Make yourself at home, won't you, Mr.
Clifford ? " said Wharton.

“I'm doing so, dear boy,”

“1 dare say you'd like to smoke

“ Not here ! I must not set a bad example
to youth,” said Mr, Clifford, shaking his
head with a smile.

“We've got a ecigar specially for you,”
said Bob Cherry eagerly.

“Oh! That is—is kind.”

It was indeed kind, and Mr. Clifford felt
that it was, - But he seemed to be suffering
from a pang of uncasiness ; perhaps he feared
Bob Cherry’s cigar even more than Mr. Quelch’s
manuscript.

Bob unwrapped the cigar.

He had bought it specially in Courtfield,
and had given eightpence for it, so he was
quite satisfied as to its quality,

Certainly 1t was a big one. What it was
made of Bob did not know; he suppoesed
tobaceo. With rather an air of doing things well,
Bob presented it to the distinguished guest.

Mr. Clifford accepted it gracefully.

“ Perhaps you'd rather smoke after tea
though,” remarked Bob.

Mr. €lifford jumped at the suggestion with
great alacrity.

“ Exactly | ” he said. * After tea—much
better. - Put the cigar in a very safe place.” |
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“On the mantelpiece,” said Bob,

Tea was the next item in the programme.

But while some of the eager hosts were pre-
paring tea in the study, Mr. Clifford was not
left. to his own devices. One or two or three
of the juniors kept the guest in conversa-
tion, so that he should not be bored. The talk
was interrupted by a step in the doorway, and
Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell, glanced in.

“ Pray excuse me,” he said, with a how to
Martin Clifford, who rose politelv and bowed
in return, “1 hear that Mr. Clifford—the
celebrated Martin Clifford—is here. !

“At your service, sir!” gaid Mr. Clifford.

* Mr. Hacker, the
master of the Shell
—Mr. Clifford,”
gaid Wharton.

“1I am sure you
will excuse this in-
trusion,” said Mr.
Hacker, with his
best smile. *° The
penalty of fame,
you know, Mr.
Clifford.”

*You flatter me,
gir,”

“Not at 'all.”
Wharton politely
placed u chair for

Mr. Haclker, as the
Shell master
seemed nchined

to stay, though the gentleman !’

juniors wished him anywhere else just then.
They could not argue with a master ; but they
felt it was rather hard lines to ha.% their
visitor bagged in this way. “I have often
heard your name, Mr. Clifford,” continued the
master of the Shell. It is a wvery great
pleasure to make your acquamntance. Run
away for a few minutes, my boys, while I
speak to Mr. Clifford.”

“ Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Mr. Hacker was a form-master ; but this
was rather cool. In the midst of preparations
for tea, the juniors were turned out of their
own study, leaving their distinguished visitor
to the tender mercies of - Mr. Hacker., Dut
there was no Lelp for it,  They went,

Mr Omhh held out his hand '.ery cordially.
am very pleased to meet you, Mr. Clifford. It is
always a pleasure to muet a distinguished literary

Then Mr. Hacker became confidential,

He talked on the subject of Martin Clifford’s
works, but evidently with some other thought
at the back of his mind. He was, so to speak,
sparring for an opening.

Martin Clifford knew the signs. He had
been there before, as it were. Often and often
had polite persons drawn him on the subject
of his works, with the deadly intention of
turning as quickly as possible to the topic of
their own. Mr. Hacker was not long in
turning.

“1 have often thought,” he remarked, after

about three n1i:1utm devoted to rather vague

: HI o ”—'P

remarks on the
subject of Martin
Clifford’s Iucubra-
tions, ““ that the
life of an author
must be a very at-
tractive one,’’

“In many re-
spects,”  assented
Mr. Clifford.

T have thought
also, many times,
that I should write
myself, if 1 could
only find the time,”
said Mr. Hacker.
“Is it only the
“y time that is want-
ing ?” asked Mr.
Clifford sym pa-
(See Chapter 6) thetically. If there

was a faint inflection of sarcasm in his voice
Mr. Hacker did not observe it.

“ Exactly,” said Mr. Hacker. ‘.1 have
turned my thoughts to this subject many
times, Infact, I have dashed off a few things.”

“Ah!”

“ Of a—er=more serious nature, perhaps,
than your own writings, Mr. Clifford.”

“ No doubt much more serious,” murmured
Mer. Clifford.

“ I might say that I aim higher
I [m ker agrecabl y.

* Perfectly so. L

. said M.

“ Somehow, I have achieved no sue cess yet,
so far as mere publication goes,” said Mr,
Hacker, /

G )
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“ Mere
remarked Mr. Clifford blandly.

publication is not everything,”
“ Quite 8o, quite so. Publishers are often
atu}aid-—-u”

“ Undoubtedly.”

“ They fail to see the quality of work that
is far above the average—"

“There have been many such cases,” said
Mr. Clifford, with a shake o?the head.

“ But your work, I believe, has been always
appreciated.”

“T have been fortunate.”

“You write a great deal for a paper called
the—the ‘ Jewel '—"

“The ‘ Gem,’ " said Martin Clifford mildly.

““Ah, yes, yes, the ® Gem,” " assented Mr.
Hacker, with a nod. *“ I have seen the paper
—a, very nice little paper, Mr. Clifford. But a
more serious strain would—ahem-——improve
it, do you not think ? Now that I have met
- you, I feel that I should place the idea before
you. A couple or three pages every week
devoted to the subject of fossils—"

“ W-f-fogsils ! "

“ Exactly. It would form a very excellent
contrast to the lighter character of your
Et.ﬂl‘}'.”

“ Undoubtedly it would,”

“1f you cared to place the suggestion before
your editor, Mr. Clifford, I should be prepared
to furnish a serics of papers dealing with the
interesting and instructive subject——"'

“ You are too good, sir,” said Mr. Clifford
gratefully, * 1T shall certainly mention it to
my editor at our first meeting.”

Mr. Hacker beamed.

“1 have a few papers in hand now,” he
said. “I will gsubmit them to your judg-
ment—-"

“T—I fear that my judgment is worth.

little on such—-"

“You under-value yourself, my dear sir,”
interrupted Mr. Hacker genially. “1 will
send you the papers, and you may take them
away with you. Of course, you will take the
greatest care of them—but I need not mention
that. Perhaps you will find my handwriting
a little difficult to read. Some people have
called it indecipherable. But—-"

“ A mere nothing, I assure you,” said Mr,
Clifford Lrs

““’ﬁ'" R "}35"" ALErs, S Rlrey SRR R i [,.,,_.1‘:

“while the juniors were out of the study,

Mr. Hacker rose. There was a determined
murmur of voices outside the study. To
Harry Wharton and Co’s relief, the master of
the Shell took his leave. Martin Clifford was
left in rather a thoughtful mood. With two
hundred and thirty-seven typewritten chap-
ters of Mr. Quelch’s, and a series of papers
in an indecipherable hand on the fascinating
subject of fossils, he was likely to find himself
rather busy for some days—if he read them.
Possibly he would not read them.

But the celebrated author was smiling
cheerfully over tea in No. 1 Btudy, and the
chums of the Remove had the gratification
of seeing that he certainly was enjoying his
visit to Greyfriars. It was not, in fact, so
very many years since Martin Cifford had
been a schoolboy himself, and certainly he
had not forgotten his schooldays.

“This is quite like old times!” he re-
marked as Bob Cherry filled his third cup of
tea, ** Now for the cigar.”

Bob Cherry stepped to the mantelpiece
for the precious weed, It had vanished !

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo, where's that cigar "
exclaimed Bob in dismay.

“My hat! Bome ass must have knocked
it down,” said Nugent,

* Look in the fender,”

“Tain't there | "

“It's too bad!” said Bob. "It really
is—" :

“ Not at all,” said Mr. Clifford, with a smile.
“If you young fellows don't object to a
l]i}m L]

“ Please put it on, sir.”

“ But it was such a jolly good cigar!"”
said Bob Cherry regretfully.

The mystery of the missing cigar remained
a mystery. Only the Bounder suspected
that Mr. Clifford had popped it into the fire
And

even he was not sure.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Martin Clifford Obliges !
FTER tea William Wibley eame to business,
He liked Mr. Clifford—he was, in fact,
. "™ charmed with him, as all the juniors
were. But he did not forget that he had,
primarily, sought Martin Clifford’'s company
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with an eye to business. So business came on
the tapis at last.

The Removites found Martin Clifford very
kind and accommodating. He took a keen
interest in the Remove plu}-', which was to
break all dramatic records at Greyfriars.
He gave his consent to taking a part in the
play, agreed to turn up for rehearsals and to
help in coaching the amateur actors. As for
the calls upon his time, he waved that con-
sideration aside—he was on a holiday, and
he enjoyed a holiday most when it was spent
with young society. So kind and obliging

was he that wuﬂp
' ;

W]blev \‘-
fetched in\ AN
the rather ..
sketchy :
;mmu.k'nripl; it ||'"Ir
1e had \ ' ”"'"
started, &
and the
study table
was cleared,
pens and ink
provided, and
Mr. Clifford
set to work at
once. The
juniors gath-
ered round
the table with
much delight.
Itwasthefirst
time theyhad
geen a famous
author actu-
ally at work.

Wibley was delighted at first, but his
delight ;zrmhmllv wore off. The play grew
rapidly under Martin Clifford’s pen, and the
juniors hailed every line with satisfaction.
But W ibley began to wonder whose play it

was going to be, and somehow there didn’t
seem room for all the good things Wibley had
planned. Perhaps those good things weren't
quite so good as Wibley supposed. But Wib,
of course, could not be expected to see that.
He was rather in the position of the ancient
king who called in a too-powerful ally, who
waliuw ed up his kingdom.

¢ F.f-fossils 1.”

.

The play grew and grew, and characters
were assigned, with a full chorus of approval
for all of Mr, Clifford’s suggestions, and Wibley
found himself reduced to murmuring feeble
objections.

Then Mr. Clifford suddenly remembered
his appointment with Mr. Quelch.

Harry Wharton and Co. marched him down
to the Remove master’s study, and remained
to escort him to the waiting car when he was
finished with Mr. Quelch.

They had some time to wait; and when
Martin Clifford cmr:rgmi from Mr. Quelch’s
“l study he had

a bulky bun-

| || dle of manu-

script  under
~ one arm. At
the doorway
Mr. Hacker
joined
him with
ano ther
bundle,

Both
bundles
accom panied
Mr. Clifford to
the car.

From the car
Martin Chifford
waved adien to
the Greyfriars
crowd, and

& moml

' i
1
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“ Alittle more serious strain wnuld—ahem—mtpmw The Gem," " said sped away into
Mr. Hacker. “A couple or three pages every week devoted to fossis——" the dusk.
gasped Martin Clifford.

(See Chapter 6) Harry Whar-
ton and Co. returned to No. 1 Study.

They were highly delighted ; but William
Wibley was wearing a very thoughtful and
somewhat worried look.

“ Isn’t he a tip-top chap ? 7 exclaimed Bob
Cherry. ** He's taken no end of trouble with
our play.”

*“ The tip-topfulness is ternfic,”
Singh.

“ And all the stuff he’s written for us ie
\.-.nrth money, too,” remarked Johnny Bull,
Jf he'd written it in the form of a m;lnr_t,r i
“Jolly good fellow ! ”” said Frank Nugent.

“ No end of a topping idea of yours, Wib !

gald Hurree
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said Harry Wharton heartily. “ You were
really a genius to think of getting him here.”

“ Hum ! ” said Wib.

“ Look how he’s improved the play,” said
Vernon-Smith. ‘It wasn't much of a thing
when you brought it along, Wib.”

~ “.Oh, wasn't it 1"’ said Wibley rather warmly.

“ No—awfully scratehy.”

“ Piffle in fact,” said Johnny Bull. “ Jolly
weak, anyhow.”

“ Look hore——-"

“That chap’s given it the professional
touch,” said Wharton, ‘ Some of the stuff
he’s put in is a real shriek, and it will make
the audience howl. It's as funny, in places,
as anything in the * Gem.””

“T meant this play to be a bit above the
‘Gem’ ! " said Wibley tartly.

L Eh [ L]

“What ?

(1] Fﬂ.h}le&d ! ”»

The juniors stared at Wibley.

“There’s a lot of my good things cut out,”
said Wibley.

“ They weren't good, old chap.”

“ Not at all, old fellow.”

“ Mere rot, in fact.”

Wibley gave a sort of wriggle. The Grey-
friars Removites were very frank in speech
among themselves. Frankness, Wibley felt,
might be carried to excess on some topics.

- “Then there’s the parts,” said Wibley.
“You fellows insisted on Martin Clifford
taking the leading part——"

“We jumped at the chance, of course,”
said Harry.

“Yes, rather.”

“T'd booked that for myself,” said Wibley.

“What rot ! ”
~ “I euppose I can act ! exclaimed Wibley,
showing some signs of excitement.

“ Of course you can act, old scout,” said
Bob Cherry soothingly. “ But you’re not a
patch on Martin Clifford, of course”

* Of course not.”

“ No fear!”

“The no fearfulness is terrific.”

Wibley looked morose.

“The fact is,” he said, “ this chap can
write stories, but I don’t think much of his
play writing.”

L1 A_BS 1 3

“ Fathead | .

“The whole dashed thing seems to be
Martin Clifford from end to end,” said Wibley.

“Well, what could be better ! ” demanded
Bob Cherry.

Wibley gnorted.

“ Lots of things conld be better. Tintended
it to be William Wibley from end to end.”

““ My dear chap,” said Harry Wharton, * we
can't afford to miss a chance like this, It's a,
real play now—-"

“Can’t I write a real play ? "

“ Ahem—not like this one.”

* Look here, Wharton——"

“ Mr. Clifford’s promised to run over for
an hour to-morrow for the first rehearsal,”
said Nugent. * Jolly good of him. I fancy
he will knock us into shape in next to no
time.”

“I'm coach,” remarked Wibley.

“Don’t be an ass, old chap.”

“Talk sense, old fellow.”

“Oh, rats!” said Wibley.

And he left the study not at all satisfied.
He felt more than ever like the monarch
whose kingdom was swallowed up by his
powerful ally.

But Harry Wharton and Co. did not heed.

They had an eye to business as well as
William Wibley. Wibley was head of the
Dramatic Society on his merits; but if, a
better man was found, Wib had to stand down
as a matter of course. It was the same as in
footer, as Bob Cherry remarked. A team had
to be played to win, not to gratify this or
that person. The Remove play was going to
be a tremendous success, with the assistance
of Mr. Martin Clifiord, and Wibley ought to
be pleased. If he wasn't pleased, that was
his look-out,

The juniors did not make full allowance for
the artistic temperament which Wibley pos-
sessed in a state of advanced development,

Wib had called .in Martin Clifford as a
“ brilliant second,” but it had not worked
out like that. Like Lucifer, Son of the
Morning, Wibley had fallen from his high
estaté, and he was worred.

The next day, after lessons, a car from
Hawkscliff buzzed up to the gates of Greyfriars.
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The table was cleared, pens and ink provided, and Mr. Clifford set to work at once on the play.
The juniors gathered round the table with much delight. (See Chapter 7)

Martin Clifford descended from it.

He received a warm welcome from a erowd
of Removites, and was escorted mto the Rag,
where the first rehearsal was to take place.

Martin Clifford soon showed that he knew
his business. Even Wibley had to admire the
skill with which he pulled the crowd together,
and hammered into their minds a realisation
of their parts. Mr. Clifford’s face wore a
cheery smile the whole time, and he did not
observe the thoughtfulness in Wibley's ex-
pressive features. To hig eyes, William Wibley
was one of the crowd of :-:rhnuH'm}':-‘., and he
was quite unarware of the greatness of Wibley
in his own particular line.

Harry Wharton and Co. were delighted
with their coach.

Lines delivered by Mr. Clifford seemed to
acquire a new value and meaning, and he had
no end of patience, and would go over the
same thing a dozen times, if necessary, Even
Bob Cherry began to deliver his lines with
effect, under Mr. Clifford’s skilful guidance.
The crowd in the Rag were still busy when
there was a tap at the door, and a youth
presented himself with a letter. It was
Trotter, the house page.

“ Mr. Clifford 'ere ? " asked Trotter.

* Here he 18.”

*“This ’ere letter, sir, jest brought over
from Cameron Lodge,” said Trotter.

Martin Chifford took the letter.

“ Excuse me, you fellows,” he said.

“ (legtainly, sir.”
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Mr. Clifford opened the letter, and glanced
through it, then a little wrinkle appeared on
his rather boyish brow.

“Blow!” he was heard to mutter,

The Remove Dramatic Society waited.

“(Can I use a telephone here ¢ asked Mr.
Clifford, glancing round.

“ Mr. Queleh would be glad,” said Harry.
“ I—I hope it's no bad news, sir.”

“But it is rotten.”

119 Oh ! n

“ Nothing less than a demand for copy by
Mond?lyl,” said Martin Clifford.

£e 0 »

“1 shall have to telephone that I am dead
or dying,” said Martin Clifford thoughtfully.
“I'll come back when I've telephoned.”

And the celebrated author left the Rag.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Rescuing Martin Clifford I

sAY, you fellows i
Billy Bunter put a grinning face into
the Rag.

The juniors were going on with the rehearsal
of “ Why Nora Left Home,” but in a rather
desultory way in the absence of Mr. Clifford.
They missed that gentleman very much.

True, Wibley was there to take his place, and
William Wibley was quite prepared to take 1t.
Wibley had a secret conviction that he could
“do the trick ” much better than Mr. Clif-
ford. But the other fellows did not agree
with Wibley.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, Tubby ! " exclaimed
Bob Cherry. * Seen anything of Martin Clif-
ford ¢ He can't be "phoning all this time.”

Bunter gave a fat chuckle.

. “Quelch’s got him,” he replied.

“ Quelchy !

- “ 1 just passed the study,” grinned Bunter.
“ Martin’s been using the telephone, and now
Quelchy’s got him into a chat.”

“Oh, dear!”

“ They're on the subject of Quelchy’s his-
torical works,” said Bunter, *“ I looked in.
Quelchy is going nineteen to the dozen, and
Martin is smiling politely with one side of his
face—the side Quelchy can see. But you should
see the expression on the other side.”

- “Ha, ha, ha!l”

“T don’t suppose Clifford will get away
again before begotime," said Bunter
abl?'. “You fellows had better chuck it.”

“ Oh, go and eat coke | ™
“ Let's ﬁat on,” said Wibley. “I want
you to make a bit of a change in your part
Wharton., I'll explain—->"

L1 RBtB [ L]

“T'm not satisfied with the speech in the
first act——"

“ Martin Clifford’s satisfied.”

“ Martin Clifford’s an ass,” said Wibley.
“T tell you I don’t think nearly so much of
Martin Clifford as I did. Some of his ideas
are simply asinine. Quite opposed to mine.”

“ Bow-wow | ”

“Look at the way he does the part of
Helmar,” said Wibley. “ Not at all as I was
planning the part.”

“ Naturally,” said Bob Cherry. * Im-
proved out of all recognition, ain't it, Wib? ”

“ Fathead | ”

Wibley looked quite cross.

But the Dramatic Society were not worryin
about Wib; they wanted their theatrica
manager, who had been bagged by Mr,
Quelch. It really was hard lines on the
youthful actors to have their leading gentle-
man bagged in this way.
 “ Cut along and see if they’re still chinning,
Bob,” said Harry Wharton at last. “ We
can’t keep on waiting, We shall have to
rescue Martin Clifford somehow.”

“ Righto ! ** said Bob Cherry.

He left the Rag, and scouted along to Mr.
Quelch’s study:

The door was open—giving a view of the in-
terior from the passage. Mr. Martin Clifford
and Mr, Henry Quelch were engaged in a
deep but one-sided conversation. Mr. Quelch
was doing the talking and Mr. Clifford was
doing the listening.

The Remove Master was on the subject of
his historical work, of which Martin Clifiord
had taken away the manuseript the previous
day. Doubtless the famous author was well
aware that his young friends were impatiently
awaiting him in the Rag: but politeness held
him chained to the armchair in Mr, Quelch’s
study, '

When Mr, Quelch was on the subject of his

( 68 )

i
-
; et

- t'.::-.l.'.r‘"_-.L"!l-'x'_



¥

.;.
i
|
i
|
|
|
:.

* History of Greyfriars,” he was lost to all
considerations of time and space, and he had
no doubt whatever that Mr. Clifford was
equally interested.

He did not see Bob Cherry glance in at the
doorway, though Martin Clifford did.

Bob returned to the Rag.

“ Going strong,” he announced. “ Mr.
(Clifford’s bagged—fairly muzzled. How are
we going to get him out 2

“ No need——" ht gan Wibley.

* Shut up, Wible Y " roared a dozen volces.
“I tell you ” snorted Wibley.
“Dryup!”

*“Bomebody sit
on him!”

“Don’t jaw,
Wib, for goodness’
sake ! ”’

“The jawfulness
is terrific, my es
teemed ‘-’i’lhlvy

Wible }'{,nnttntm]
himself with snort-
ing again. Harry
Wharton! and Co.
held a consultation,

“That chap Chf-
ford is a bit of an
ass,” remarked
Johnny Bull. “Why
can’t he shut
Quelchy up and
clear ? ‘1 would.”

“The politefulness, my esteemed Johuny

33

“Oh, bother his politeness!” grunted
Johnny Bull. * What about our play ?”

“1 say, you fellows——"

*“ Shut up, Bunter!”

“ Oh, really, Wharton, I was gning to make

a suggestion to help you out,” said Bunter,
blinking  se rmuqu at the mpiain of the
Remove. “1If you like I'll take my friend
Martin's plm'.r-. at the rehearsal | 7

“Dry up!” roared Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, really, Lh(rrv i

“T've got an idea,” said Squiff. ** Quelchy
has got to be called off. If there's nobody in
the prefects’ room, I'll ring him up on his tele-
phone, and get him away.”

Martin Clifford saw Bob Gherry glance in at the door-
way of Mr. Quelch’s study—and suddenly disappear !
(See Chapter 8)

“ But how

“Come on and see,” answered Squiff.

The juniors left the Rag, and fortunately
found the prefects’ room unoccupied. Squiff
was soon busy on the telephone there.

Five minutes later the interesting con-
versation in Mr. Quelch’s study was inter-
rupted by the buzz of the telephone bell.

Mr. Quelch suddenly stopped short in his
remarks,

*“ Excuse me a moment, Mr, Cliffiord,” he
said as he rose,

He took up the receiver.

S Xas il

“Is that Mr.
— Quelch at Grey-
Wik friars 2

“Yes. Mr. Quelch
speaking.”

*“ Could you pos-
sibly come down
to the wvicarage at
onee 17’

*“ Bless my soul !
[ Tecould, certainly.
il But what——"

' “I am sorry to
il disturb you, Mr.
it Quelch, but the
il matter is extreme-
W8 ]y important. I

should take it as a

very great favour

if you could make
it convenient to come immediately,”

“ Certainly. But——"

“ Thank you so much,”

The interlocutor at the other end of the
wire rang off. Mr. Quelch put up the receiver
with a 1‘.-uzzlf'i:1 E\PI‘E‘%]DH

“Very odd,” he said, * very odd indeed !
It was not Mr. Lambe speaking, though the
voice certainly seemed very familiar to me.
Will you excuse me, Mr. Clifford ?

“My dear sir, I shall be pleased—I
mean——"

“ A sudden eall,” said Mr. Quelch. “Ido
not know whether you are acquainted with
Mr. Lambe, our vicar. 1 play chess with him
one evening a week, but this is not the even-
ing. Something must have happened, I hope
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nothing serious. If you will excuse me T will
h l’l

uf.:d Mr. Quelch, quite concerned about
what might have happened at the vicarage,
almost ski out of the study.
| Martin td drew a deep, deep breath.

He did not know the vicar of Friardale, but
his feelings towards that gentleman at that
moment were of the most cordial kind. He
was feeling, in fact, very grateful.

Mr. Quelch had disappeared, and Martin
Clifford was about to leave the study, when
Bob Cherry’s ruddy and smiling face looked
in

_ ",We’ra waiting, sir,” said Bob, “ Come
on.’
“ Righto ! ”” said Mr. Clifford.

And he followed Bob Cherry down the
corridor. But before the;{ reached the Rag,
the portly form of Mr. Hacker loomed up.
‘The master of the Shell greeted Mr. Clifford
wvery heartily, and shook hands with him most
cordially. Bob Cherry suppressed a groan.
Martin Clifford has been rescued from Mr,
Quelch only to fall into the hands of Mr,
Hacker—after escaping the perils of Secylla,
he eame to grief on Charybdis, as it were,

“ A great pleasure to see you again, Mr,
Clifford,” said the master of the Shell. * Step
into my study for a few minutes. I should
like a chat with you—you are not going just
yet 1 "

“Nunno! But—"

“ You have looked over my manuseript ? ”
asked Mr. Hacker, slipping his arm through
Martin Clifford’s and leading him away,
without waiting for the unhappy author to
finish.

¢ J—I—" murmured Martin Clifford.

“Very good! You did not find my hand-
writing too formidable ? ”’ asked Mr. Hacker,
with a smile.

“1 did not find it formidable at all, sir,”
said Martin Clifford, with perfect truth, He
could scarcely have found the handwriting
formidable, without looking at the manuseript.

“ And what do you think of my papers ¢ ”

i I-“I___-_'IJ‘

“ Come into my study, my dear sir. I can
offer you a good cigar,” said Mr. Hacker
genially.

mm z e i il 2y e PR

“ The fact is—-"

* This way, Mr. Clifford.”

" The’ fact is, the juniors are expecting
me—'

“ Ah, I understand that you are interesting

urself in their little amusements,” said Mr,

acker indulgently. * Very kind of you,
Mr. Clifford—very kind indeed. This is my
study—pray step in.”

“ But the juniors——

“Take that armchair; you will find it a
comfortable one, Mr. Clifford. Try these
cigars, Now, I want to know your candid
opinion—your absolutely candid opinion—
on the subject of your editor devoting three
pages a week in the ‘ Gem ’ to my papers on
the subject of fossilised remains——"

[11 But I_I »

“I want you to speak with perfect frank-
ness.ll

Martin Clifford resigned himself to his fate.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
From the Frying-Pan into the Fire

HERE i8 he 17

Half a dozen voices asked that
question as Bob Cherry came into
the Rag, with a frowning brow. Bob Cherry
sparred into the air,

*“ Hacker’s got him ! » he said.

*“ Hacker | 7 yelled Wharton.

“ Bagged him in the passage, and fairly
kidnapped him!” howled Bob. * The poor
chap tried to escape, but you know Hacker !
Get on the telephone again, Squiff—we’re not
going to have our guest bored to death in this
way. And the rehearsal !

“You can leave that to me!” suggested
Wibley. “I—"

. ““ Shut up, Wibley!”

* For goodness’ sake, give us a rest, Wib,”
said Harry Wharton. * We shall never get
going at this rate. Go and "phone to Hacker,
Squiff—it’s the only way.”

“Right you are!” said Squiff, with a
chuckle. And he cut off.

The telephone bell rang in Mr. Hacker’s
study—rescuing Martin Chiford from a long
disquisition on the entrancing subject of
fossilised remains. Mr. Hacker impatiently
took up the receiver—keeping one eye on his

( 7 )
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guest, a& if fearing that Martin Clifford might
escape while he was oceupied.

i “What is it * What is wanted ¢ snapped
'~ Mr. Hacker into the transmitter.

*“ Is that Mr. Hacker ¢ ”

“ Yes, yea!”

ik “Will you come down to the viearage

L immediately—"

' “The wvicarage? Is that Mr. Lambe
~ gpeaking

“It is very important—a most serious
matter. For goodness’ sake, Mr. Hacker, do
not delay a moment. I rely upon you.”

“ But—but what has happened % ”

No answer,

Mr. Hacker hung up the receiver with an
~irritable gesture,

R *“ Really, some people are most unreason-
able, Mr. Clifford ! ” he exclaimed. “1 am
called away suddenly to the viearage—7->7"

“The vicarage ! "’ repeated Martin Clifford,
with a slight start.

“Yes, Mr, Lambe is an old friend, and I
cannot: very well decline, as he is so urgent.
You will excuse my sudden departure, 1 am
’urﬂ‘ll
b “ Certainly.” | Martin Clifford did not add
« with how much pleasure he excused Mr,
- Hacker.

i He quitted the study with the master of the
~ Bhell, and Mr. Hacker hurried away for his hat
and coat,

* Mr, Clifford, I believe 77

A stout, red-faced gentleman dawned upon

’ Haﬁtin Clifford from the doorway of the next
study.

e %m}' allow me to introduce myself,” said
. the stout gentleman cordially—*‘Paul Pontifex
~ Prout, the master of the Fifth Form here, [
~ am delighted to make your acquaintance, Mr.
~ Clifford, I have often wished to meet you.
- Will you honour me by stepping into my
syt
~ “Pray come in—1I shall enjoy a chat with
- you,” said Mr. Prout, “Since I heard that
- you were here, too, an idea had come into my
~ mind which';[nmreallyanxioun to communi-

just in time to see Martin Clifford led into the
Fourth Form master’s study.

Bob retreated again with feelings too deep
to be expressed in words,

Mr. Prout beamed on his visitor.

* A chat with a gentleman of your literary
abilities is always a pleasure,” he mmarkez
“pray sit down. Now, the idea that came °
into Im}' mind is this, Mr. Clifford—"

“1 was not always a schoolmaster,” gaid
Mr. Prout. He waved his hand to the walls,
which were plentifully decorated with sou-
venirs of Mr. Prout’s earlier and more strenu-
ous days, the days when he had been a mighty
hunter. “ 1 have trodden the wild places of
the earth, Mr. Clifford—many a ferocious
arizzly has fallen before my deadly rifle, You
860 1;Ilm rifle hanging there——"

“ With that rifle, eir,” said Mr. Prout,
impressively, “ I shot the largest grizzly ever
seen in the Rocky Mountains.”

il Bcall}"—_-!i

“ Figure to yourself, sir,” said Mr. Prout,
warming to his subject. ** Imagine the scene
—my Indian guides were far off—I was alone,,
sir, on the mighty mountains, when that
gigantic grizzly emerged suddenly from the
thicket, within gix paces of me.”

“ A dangerous situation,” said Mr. Clifford,
shaking his head. “ A most disconcerting
thing to be tackled by any beast at an inop-
portune moment.”

*“ Exactly, sir. But did I loge my nerve ? ”
asked Mr. Prout. He went on without waiting
for Martin Clifford to reply, “ No, sir! Not
Paul Prout | My rifle sprang to my shoulder
—flash ! bang!! The grizzly gave one fear-
ful roar, sir, and lay dead at my feet | ” :

“A lucky shot | ” said Mr. Clifford, “‘bute—"

“But for that, sir,” said Mr., Prout, “I
should not be here talking to you at the
present moment.”

Martin Clifford wondered whether the shot
had been so lucky after all,

*“ Now, sir,” continued Mr. Prout. “I he-
lieve I may be of use to you. My life has been
one of adventure—until the last twenty years.
1 have often thought of putting my experi-
ences into a book, But I have little time for



literary work. What would you say, sir? ”
said Mr. Prout, with a beaming smile, “if I
offered to place the history of my adventurous
life at your disposal, to be used in your
writings ¢

Mr. Prout paused, doubtless expecting a
burst of fervent gratitude.

Martin Clifford suppressed a groan.

As in a dreadful vision, he saw himself
chained to Mr, Prout’s study, listening to long,
long stories of that redoubtable nimrod’s ad-
venturous youth, and grappling with the pro-
blem of suppressing his yawns unseen |

Fortunately, at that moment the telephone
bell rang.

Mr. Prout gracefully excused himself and
took up the receiver. Martin Clifford glanced
at him, curiously. - He was beginning to think
these successive telephone calls rather odd ;
and he was hardly surprised when Mr. Prout
turned from the instrument with a puzzled
expression, and said

* Most extraordinary! T am requested to
proceed to the vicarage without a moment’s
delay—something must have happened, but
Mr. Lambe has given me no particulars. We
must postpone our little chat, Mr. Chifford—
another time I shall be happy——"

“Pray lose no time,” said Mr. Clifford
courteously.

Mr. Prout lost no time., Martin Clifford
was able to return to the Rag at last, where he
was received with open arms.

He noticed there were smiling faces among
the juniors. Billy Bunter emitted a fat
chuckle,

“ He, be, he! I wonder what they’ll all do
when they get to the vicarage—yaroooh !
wharrer you stamping on my foot for, Cherry,
'yon beast ?

“ We're quite ready to go on, Mr. Clifford,”
gaid Harry Wharton hastily.

And they went on.

1f Mr. Clifford had any suspicion with regard
to those mysterious telephone calls, he kept it
1o himself. And the first rehearsal of “ Why
Nora left Home "™ proceeded, amid general
satisfaction—unshared only by William Wib-
ley, who somehow did not seem to be enjoying
himself. And when Mr. Martin Clifford took
his leave, he left an enthusiastic Dramatic

Society behind him—and William Wibley wag
the only one unenthusiastic !

THE TENTH CHAPTER

A Surprise for Mr. Lambe!

¥ R, QUELCH ! ”
Mr. Lambe was in his study at the,

vicarage, at work on his sermon for
the following Sunday, when the Remove master
of Greyfriars was shown in.

He rose politely to greet his visitor, though
his plump and placid countenance expressed
surprise.

“Come in, my dear Quelch!” said the
vicar, ** to what do I owe—"

** What has happened "

“Eh?”

“If I can be of any help, I shall, of course,
be delighted,” said Mr. Quelch. I hope it is
no misfortune——"

* Misfortune i

“ Not a case of serious illness

- Illness ¢ said the vicar dazedly.

*1 came at once,” said Mr. Queleh, “I
was engaged in a most interesting conversa-
tion with Mr. Martin Clifford when I received
your call—I fear he may think my departure
rather abrupt. Buf, of course, when I heard
that it was important, I came immediately.”

Mr. Lambe blinked at him.

“1 do not understand you in the least,” he
remarked. I quite fail to follow you, Mr.
Quelch.”

Then it was Mr. Quelch’s turn to blink.

“ Really, Mr. Lambe, I presume that some-
thing of an unusual and untoward nature has
happened here——"

“/Not in the least.”

“Then may I ask why I was so suddenly
summoned by telephone ? ** asked Mr. Quelch,
tartly.

“ By—by telephone! You are not under
the impression that I telephoned to you,
surely 2 7

“ Someone from the vicarage, at least. Did
you give——"

“You have certainly not been telephoned
from here, Mr. Quelch. The fact is that
my telephone is out of order—a natural out-
come of Government control of the service,
So you see that it is impossible.”

(722 )
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largest grizzly ever seen in the Rucky Mountains 1 " (Chapter 9)

“ Bless my soul | ’ said Mr. Queleh.

He stared blankly at the vicar.

** Js—is—s 1t possible that a trick has been
played upon me—a foolish practical joke!”
he exclaimed, at last,

“1 fear ao—i ndeed, it must certainly be so,
if you supposed

There was a tap on the door, and it opened.

“ Mr. Hacker | ™

The Blu,ll master of Greyfriars came hur-

‘nedl

dear Lambe—~"

> My dear Hacker—"

“ Nothing serious, I hope ? Of course, I
came at once—I had to leave Mr, Clifford,
with whom I was engaged at the moment,
very hurried] Jv—pra-}' tell me what has occur-

or advice I can render——"

A TR
"

" Nothing has occurred, Mr. Hacker,” said
the vicar. " Only 1 have just learned from
Mr. Queleh that he has been summoned here
by a false telephone call R

“Is it possible ¢ Did you not telephone to
me-— "’

“ Certainly I did not.”

“ Upon my word ! " exelaimed Mr. Hacker.

The three gentlemen looked at one another.
Mr. Queleh’s jaw closed a good deal like a vice,

“ Apparently, we have both been vietims of
the same practical joker,” he said. ** It must
have been some person belonging to Grey-
friars—some mischievious junior, I presume—"

Mr, Hacker breathed hard through his nese.

" I—I—I will find that junior | he gasped.
“I—I—I will make an example of hum!
Really—really

§:2585]



“ It was very kind of you to eome so imme-
diately, in the belief that I needed your pre-
sence, gentlemen,” said Mr. Lambe graciously,
“but——""

He glanced at his unfinished sermon.

He was quite grateful to the two gentlemen
for having turned up so promptly; but,
possibly, he would have been still more grate-
ful for their immediate departure. For the
sermon had to be finished in time for a meet-
ing of the Dorcas Society—which could not be
put off, because the committee of the Blanket
Fund had to be seen afterwards. Mr. Lambe
was a very busy gentleman. But he was not
to be relieved of his visitors so soon as he
hoped. A ring was heard at the door-bell.

Tap! The study door opened, and the
trim maid announced :

“ Mr. Prout!”

The Fifth-form master bustled in.

He was erimson with hurrying, having
trodden almost upon Mr. Hacker’s tracks on
his way to the vicarage.

He glanced at the vicar and at his two
colleagues.

“ My dear Lambe—"

“ Mr. Prout—really——"

“8o you are here, Mr. Quelech—and you,
Mr. Hacker,” exclaimed Mr. Prout. * Good !
We will put our heads together over this
affair—rely upon us, my dear Lambe. I do
not know yet what the difficulty is, but I
understand that it is a very important matter.
You have three friends here who will not
hesitate to——-"

* But—but——"

“ Will not hesitate, sir, to render any—any
advice in their power,” said Mr. Prout.
“ Pray state the circumstances,”

“ There are no——"

“Be frank, sir, you are among friends,”
said Mr. Prout. “ 1 hurried off at once, very
much to the disappointment of a gentleman
I was engaged with at the moment, I am de-
lighted to find Quelch and Hacker here. In
times of trouble, all a man's true friends
should rally round him. Any counsel I can
give you—-"

“ But—my dear sir—"

“ A friend’s advice, sir—a friend’s advice
said Mr. Prout. “ We three shall straighten

1!‘)

out the difficulty, T am sure of that. Tf it ie
a question of the anti-Ritualists—"

“ Nothing of the kind, 1 i

“The fact 1s, Prout :
Queleh.

Mr. Prout waved a plump hand.

“Let Mr. Lambe explain,” he gaid.
“ Whatever the trouble is, we shall exert our
very best endeavours upon it. Now, in a
word, Lambe, what is the matter ¢ "

“ Nothing is the matter | ” said Mr. Lambe,
with a touch of tartness. “If you would
allow me to speak, Mr. Prout—"

“ Really, sir, then why £

“You have been called here by some prac-
tical joker——"

“What!” thundered Mr. Prout.

“1 did not telephone b

“ The telephone call came from here, sir ! ”
exclaimed Mr. Prout. “Of that I am
convinced,”

** My telephone is not in working order.”

“Eh!"”

“ And has not been used for days—-"

“Dhi"

“So you see, sir, that the telephone call
cannot have come from this house,” said Mr.
Lambe with acerbity. * No doubt some boy
in your school has been playing a trick.”

“ (Good heavens ! " exclaimed Mr. Prout.

Mr. Quelch coughed.

“Tet us go!” he said. * We shall—er—
pursue our inquiries better at Greyfriars.”

“ A trick!” exclaimed Mr. Prout. “ A—
a—a trick | I—the vietim of a trick! Why,
11 will—will—will—" Words failed Paul
Pontifex Prout. ““ Let us go,” he gasped.
“ Let us discover——"

The three masters went, much to Mr.
Lambe's relief. They walked back to Grey-
friars more slowly than they had walked to
the vicarage—and in a much worse humour.

Gosling, the porter, noted their expressions
as they came in, and Gosling smiled. He
read in their faces that there was severe
trouble in store for gomebody. And Gogling
charitably hoped that it was for ** them young
limbs ' of the Remove.

Three angry gentlemen were soon making
wrathful inquiries in the School House. Harry
Wharton and Co. were at tea in No. 1 Study

began Mr.

(74 )
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—a rather late tea—when Billy Bunter rolled
in, grinning. :

“You fellows are in for it!” announced
Bunter,

“ Chuck the loaf at him,” said Bob Cherry.

“Of course, I'm not going to give you
away,” said Bunter. “ It would serve you
right, after the way you've turned down my
services in the play. But I won't! Besides,
there’s no need. He, he, he! Quelehy's on
the track | ”

“How 1" demanded Wharton.,

Bunter chuckled,

“ I've just heard him on his 'phone,” he eéx-
plained. “ He's asking them at the exchange
to tell him the number that ealled up this

afternoon—the three calls that came to Grey- -

friars,”

* Oh, my hat!"”

“ They—they don't tell 'em those things at
the exchange,” said Bob Cherry, in dismay.

“T'l bet you they’ll tell Quelchy,” eaid
Bunter. “ As it was a Greyfriars number
that rung up, they've no reason not to.
They’ll give him the number of the telephone,
and he'll know——"

" Great Scott 1

“The great-scottfulness is terrifie,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. * The es-
teemed Quelchy will discover that he was
called up on a Greyfriars telephone—"

“ Phew ! ”

“ Lucky Martin Clifford’s gone—we don't
want him to see us called over the coals,” gaid
Nugent dismally, “ I—I fancy he suspected
there was something fishy about those tele-
phone calls.”

* We—we had to rescue him,” said Bob.

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. ‘* Better
tell Quelchy that! Tell him you had to
. rescue. Martin from his terrific jawfulness !
.+ He, he, he!”

"It was their own fault, you know,” said
b I'Ia.lL'er'»r Wharton, looking round. * They
* shouldn’t have bagged our celebrated author.”
“ Certainly they shouldn’t ! ” said Johnny

g Bull. “ But 1
- “Like their confounded cheek,” said Nugent.

.. .1: J:"Bll_t.-""_” o
- “The butfulness is terrific, my esteemed

.I' .::1 U]

Wibley looked into the study. There was
a peculiar grin on William Wibley’s face.

" You fellows have done it now ! " he said.

“Well, what is it now ?" asked Bob
Cherry, in a tone of patient resignation.

“ They've found out that those telephone
calls came from Greyfriars, and Quelchy’s
ordered all the Remove to be questioned.”

[ Oh t L]

“Why couldn't you leave Martin Clifford
where he was " said Wibley, ‘‘ You can’t
deny that I advissd you to. Didn't I
keep on telling you that I could eonduct ‘the
rehearsal ever so much better——"

" Oh, go and eat coke.”

“ Well, you've done it now,” said Wibley.
“T'm gorry for you, but I must say I think it
serves you right. When you call in an ass
like Martin Clifford—-"

** Oh, bump him ! said Bob Cherry,

“ Here, I say—Ileggo, you silly asses—oh |

The chums of the Remove were worried,
and they had a strong inclination to ** take it
out” of somebody. So they took it out of
Wibley. He was irritating ; and he eame in
handy. William Wibley smote the study
floor, and yelled.

*“ Come on, you chaps,” called out Vernon-
Smith from the passage. “ Never mind that
idiot now—we're wanted downstairs, Keep
it dark if you can.”

“If 17 growled Bob Cherry.

“ I wonder how the thump Quelchy guesses
it was us!” said 8quiff. “ Might have been
anybody at Greyfriars who rang u 4

*“ He knows us, I suppose ! ” groaned Bob
Cherry. * Come on, my infants, like giddy
lambs to the slaughter,”

And Harry Wharton and Co. proceeded
dismally to the Remove form-room, and filed
in under the gimlet-cye of their form master.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER

Bunter Breaks the News !

(11 I I Lh] .
Martin Clifford glanced at the fat
junior standing in the road, and

slowed down the little two-seater he was

driving on the way to Greiﬁ'iam.
Billy Bunter waved a fat hand at him.
“ Give me a lift ? ” he called out.

ka8

O R ST T G P TN
o ilﬁ-'.'.'i.'i.:'.;-l'if:ﬂ'l.'-—‘;\m}:mﬁiiﬁ Tm-lt‘sé.-‘...-_'_n.~_-...~._'._i.u O T R | PR e



“ Oh, certainly!”

Mr. Clifford stopped the little car, and
William George Bunter rolled into the vacant
seat, The Owl of the Remove had met Mr.
Clifford a mile from Greyfriars, and he settled
down comfortably for a run back to the
school. The young man set the car in motion
again,

** Not so fast, please ! "’ said Bunter.

[ T Eh ? HE

“1 don’t like going so fast,”
agrecably,
easy.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Clifford.

He slowed down. He was in no hurry, if it
came to that; but he cast a rather cyrious
glance at his “fat companion. Billy Bunter
gave him a genial gri

* Besides, I can’t talk when you're racing
along,” he explained,

“Is there any very strict necessity for
conversation in this instance 27 inquired
Mr. Clifford mildly.

* This is a jolly little ecar,”
without. heeding the t]uesti(m.
did you give for it

“The price, naturally,” replmd Mr. Clifford.

“ But how much was that ? ” asked Bunter
inquisitively.

** It was the amount asked by the maker.”

* But what amount did he ask ?

“The sum he named.”

* What sum did he name, then ? "

“The price of the car,” answered Mr.
Clifford blandly.

Bunter grunted. By this time he had realised
that Mr, Clifford was gently pulling his leg,
and did not mean to satisfy his mqmsﬂan eness.

“I—I suppose you don’t have any
accidents ? 7 he said, as the little car dodged
round a motor-lorry from Wapshot Camp.

“Seldom,” said Mr, Clifford. ** The last
time 1 killed my passenger—"

(14 Eh 1 »n

“ What is the matter, Master Bunter 7 ”

“ I—I think you'd better go more glowly,”

said Bunter,
“1I like to take my motor-drives

said Bunter,
“ How mueh

that the second rehearsal took place to-day ;
that is what 1 am going to Greyfriars for,”
“He, he, he! It's all off!” chuckled

Bunter. * Yousee, it came out yesterday about

the telephone ealls from the prefects’ room.”

“What ¢

“The whole lot of them were called up
before  Quelchy,” explained DBunter., It
came out that Squiff had telephoned, and
made those three old donkeys march down
to the vicarage. Old Lambe must have been
surprised to see them. He, he, he!™

Martin Clifford frowned a little. Probably
he had had his suspicions.

* Quelchy was no end ratty ! ” rattled on
Bunter, *“ Hvery chap concerned in it has
five hundred lines—"

** Dear me ! ” said Mr. Clifford.

“And the Remove Dramatic Society is
forbidden to give any performances this term.”

bi Oh. ! LH

“ Quelchy thinks that’s making the punish-
ment fit the erime,” said Bunter, * He put it
before the head, and the Head gave the
verdict. So the play’s dished. I don’t think
Wibley minds much.”

“Oh, Wibley does not mind?”
Mr. Chifford.

“No. You see, he was awfully ratty at
having the play taken out of his hands,”
explained Bunter,

Mr. Clifford gave a start.

“ The other fellows are no end wild,” said
Bunter. * They’re going to give the play all
the same, go they say—and they’re going to
get you to back them up all the same.”

“ My hat ! ” said Martin Clifford.

“ Are you going to do it, old top ¢ 7 asked
Bunter, “ I-—I say, don’t go so fast!”

But Mr. Cliffiord aid not seem to hear
this time. He drove on the car at a spanking
rate, which deprived him of the further
pleasures of Billy Bunter’s conversation.

They arrived at Greyfriars very quickly.
In the gateway Harry Wharton and Co.
could be seen, evidently awaiting the arrival

aslked

said Bunter. “ Much more slowly. There's of the celebrated author. They were all look-
no hurry, you know, There won't be any ing grim and thoughtful. Like the course of
rehearsal to-day.” : true love, the course of the Remove play was
Martin Clifford looked at him. not running smooth. The hercic measures
~ ““Norehearsal ? ” he asked. * I understood adopted to rescue Martin Clifford the preﬂmm
iy '[ 76 )
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Tap! The study door opened, and the trim maid announced : “ Mr. Prout!” The Fifth Form Master

o B A et L ¥

bustled in, crimson with hurrying, and glanced at his two colleagues. * Rely on us, my dear Lambe |

gsaid Mr. Prout.

day from the tender mercies of Mr. Quelch,
Mr. Hacker, and Mr. Prout had had dis-
astrous consequences. The three masters had
naturally been *“ wrathy.” The Head had been
called into the matter, after the examination
in the form-room. And the fiat had gone forth.
For the remainder of that term the Remove
Dramatic Society were condemned to a
masterly inactivity.

“ Here he is!"”

* Good-affernoon, Mr, Clifford ! 7

Mr. Clifford was very warmly welcomed.
There was no doubt that the heroes of the
Remove were very glad to see him. But
Martin Clifford’s feelings were mingled. He

deeply sympathised with the disappointed

77

“ Pray state the circumstances!"”

(See Chapter 10)

dramatists. But he realised that the situation
was awkward,

The car was put up, and Mr. Clifford walked
in with the erowd of juniors. They marched
him into No. 1 Study, where all the members
of the dramatic society foregathered. Only bne
face wore a smile. It was William Wibley’s.
Wibley was not feeling disappointed, Tt was
unpleasant, of eourse, to have the play post-
poned till the next term, when Martin Clifford
would no longer be available. But then it
would be entirely in the hands of Wibley, and
William regarded that as a great improvement
on previous arrangements. The too-powerful
ally was to render back the kingdom he had
inadvertently swallowed,



“Has Bunter told you, sir—-" began
Harry Wharton.

*Yes."

“The play’s prohibited,” said Vernon
Smith. “ But we're not taking it lying down.”

“No fear!”

“ The no-fearfulness is terrific.”

*“ We're jolly well going to stand up for our
rights ! * said Bob Cherry.

“ You bet ! said Squiff emphatically.

Martin Clifford looked rather digmayed.

* But——"" he said.

“ Mr, Queleh isn't really a bad sort,” said
Wharton. * But you know what form-masters
are, Mr. Clifford ! ™

i Ah ! LE

“He thinks we were awfully cheeky in
ringing him up to get you out of his
clutches,” said Nugent. “ What else could
we have done 2"

“The only way, what?” smiled Mr.
Clifford.

“ Exactly.”

“Of course, it must have been rather
awkward when they all met at the vicarage,”
said Wharton. * But Quelehy shouldn’t have
bagged our author.”

“ And Hacker shouldn't!” said Vernon-
Smith.

*“ And Prout shouldn’t ! * gaid Bob Cherry.

“ Quelchy doesn’t understand, you know,”
continued Wharton. ** He actually thinks
we've bored you and bothered you, Mr.
Clifford, in getting you into our play, and he
says your time is too valuable to be taken up
with such stuff. He called it stuff ! ” '

“Stuff | ” said Bob Cherry, in tones of deep
and thrilling indignation. * Our play ! Stuff!”

“ But—Dbut the word of the Head is law, I
suppose,”’ said Martin Clifford, glancing round
at the determined faces that surrounded him.

“Well, that depends,” said Wharton
cautiously.

*“ The dependfulness is terrific.”

“We're not going to stand it,” explained
Wharton. “ Having justice on our side, we're
going to give the play all the same. Grey-
friars fellows never shall be slaves.”

“We're standing up against it,”’ said
Johnny Bull, “and we want you to be our

leader, Mr. Clifford.”

e

Mr. Clifford jumped.

He liked the Greyfriars juniors immensely,
and he was prepared to put himself at their
service, even to the extent of postponing the
despatch of *“ copy " to his editor in London.
But to find himself selected as the leader of a
rebellion at Greyfriars was rather disconcerting,

Evidently the thing was impossible. The
excited and exasperated juniors did not see
the impossibility. But Martin Clifford did—
clearly.

“ Now the question is one of ways and
means ! "’ said Harry Wharton. “ 1T vote that
we turn this meeting into a council of war,
with Mr. Clifford in the chair.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“ But——"" gasped Martin Clifford.

“ If necessary, we shall have a barring-out,”
said Bob Cherry.

“ A—a—a barring-out!”

“ Yes, rather! I've heard that you were
mixed up in a barring-out when you were a
schoolboy, Mr. Clifford.”

“Ye-es,” gsaid Mr. Clifford, with a faint
gmile. * But—I—I was very young at the
time——"

“ You're not exactly a Methuselah now,”
said Bob. * You'd enjoy it.”

(1] 1_[ HE ]

Martin Clifford paused.
great,

*“ One moment,” he said. “ I—I remember
that I must telephone—if I may use the
telephone——"

“Don’t use Quelchy’s—he will bag you
again—-""

“Or Hacker’s!”

“Or Prout’s!”

“TI'll take you to the prefects’ room, sir,”
said Bob Cherry. * Wingate will be glad to
se¢ you, and he won’t bag you like those
bores.” '

* Thank you very much.”

And Martin Clifford followed Bob Cherry
down the stairs, while the meeting in No. 1
Study proceeded to pass excited resolutions,
Upon one point they were all agreed. They
weren't going to stand Mr. Queleh’s nonsense,
and Martin Clifford was going to be their

His dismay was

leader in a revolt which should break all

previous records at Greyfriars |

% ; ( 78 )
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Exit Martin Clifford |

vaATE of the Sixth greeted the cele-

W brated author cordially when Bob

Cherry showed him into the prefects’

room. The telephone was placed immediately

at the service of Mr. Martin Clifford. Bob

Cherry left him there—Mr. Clifford knew his

way back to No, 1 Study when he was

finished.

The ““ Gem ” author took up the receiver,

and asked for his number.

“Fleetway House ! " came a voice on the

| :'.- {

“Righto! It’s coming along. I'm making

. one jump from here to the typewriter.”

“Good man!”

Martin Clifford had a cautious expression on
his face as he looked out of the prefects’ room.,

The coast was clear,

He walked quietly away; and his steps
did not lead him in the direction of No.1 Study.
~ In that study, the prospective rebels were
en in warm discussion, while they waited
- for the return of their prospective leader.

Martin Clifford strolled quietly into the
quadrangle.

“1 say, Mr. Clifford—"

It was Billy Bunter.

Martin Clifford smothered an exelamation,
The fat junior blinked at him curiously
through his big spectacles.

“ Not going already ? *’ he asked.

“ Hem !”

“I had something rather important to say
to you, Mr. Clifford,” continued Bunter, “I
was going to say it in the car, only you were
talking all the time——"

*Oh!” Mr. Clifford turned away.

wires, “1 couldn’t

*“ Put me > get aword in.
through to The fact is—
the editor don't walk
of the away while
‘Gem,’ I'm talking
please.” e to you, Mr,

“Hallo!” A Clifiord.”
came a “I have to
deep voice - see to my
A minute ', . ﬁ‘\ o car,” said Mr.
later. - ,f'_ «_ Clifford.

** Martin “\_ 3 “t  “Butyou're
Clifford not going
s p eaking. I ||‘r| ! yet ?

Do you H| Mr. Clif-
still want ] ' = ford didnot
that copy '.- [ .h “angwer,
for Mon- g but he
day?” __-'-l' quickened

“Yes, his pace.
rather | ” Much as he
gaid the s s e § : liked the
“ em?” Billy Bﬂnfer shivered as the car gathered spsed, " Not so fast! ™ he said. heroes o f
R4 or I like to take my motor-drives easy ! (See Chapter 11) dhiei B
emphatically. “ Shall be pleased to get it.”” move, he felt that it would be judicious to

leave Greyfriars without another meeting—
explanations were awkward, Awkward ex-
planations were much better made by post.

Bunter trotted along by his side, He had
something very important to say, and he
meant to say it.

“The fact is, Mr. Clifford,” he mumed
. I‘tiai.slr_‘!'::pectlng a postal order to-day——
“From one of my titled relations,”

Bunter, i

said
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“Oh!”

“It hasn’t come!” said Bunter. “ You
know what it means when the Post Office is
run by the Government—chap never gets a
postal-order he’s expecting. It leaves me in
a rather unpleasant position., At the present
moment, Mr, Clifford, I am actually stony.”

“ Indeed ! " said Mr. Clifford.

He turned into the garage, and gave his
attention to the little two-seater. Bunter
blinked at him anxiously.

“ We've become jolly good friends, haven’t
we, Mr, Clifford ? "

“ My dear boy,” said Mr. Clifford, “ I have
never had of any other person such an opinion
as I have of you.” '

Bunter smiled with satisfaction,

“Good!” he said. * That’s right! You
~wouldn’t mind lending me——"

*“ Perhaps you had better stand aside, while
I am starting the car,” suggested Mr. Clifford.
“ If you are not insured, Bunter, it would be
judicious, to sav the least.”

Bunter hopped out of the way very quickly,

*“ Don’t start for a minute, Mr, Clifford.
Ten shillingg——"

Buzzzzzzz |

“ Which I would return by registered post
immediately my postal-order arrived——"

Buzzzzz |

* Look here, Mr, Clifford 13

*“ Stand clear ! ”

“Yah!” roared Bunter, in great wrath,
a8 the car glided away. * Look here—yah !
Beast 1

That was Bunter’s parting valediction to
the celebrated * Gem " author as the car
glided away.

Bunter stood and blinked after it for a few
moments, with an enraged blink that bade
fair to crack his spectacles,

Then, with a snort, he rolled away to the
schoolhouse,

Ry the time he reached No. 1 Study, Martin
Clifford’s car was far in the distance,

Billy Bunter put a grinning face into No. 1
Study. ' He had been disappointed in his
expeetation of “ raising the wind ” with Mr.
Clifford. But there was a greater disappoint-
ment in store for Harry Wharton and Co.

p (Egnliwd on page 81).
8 . :
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Visit  of Queen Elizabeth
fo Greyfriars.

A Landmark in the History of the Old School.

N the Year of Grace, 1564, Greyfriars School
I was favoured with a Royal visit.

It was in the sixth year of her thrilling
and prosperous reign that ** Good Queen Bess,”
as she was popularly called, decided to pay a
visit to the famous Kentish school, where
many gallants of her Court had received their
education.

The arrival of the Queen on horseback,
accompanied by Sir Walter Raleigh and two
attendants of less note, eaused a profound
sensation at the old, school. There was, of
course, a whole day’s holiday to mark the
event, and Greyfriars made high festival
for Queen Bess was beloved by the boys of
Britain, :

That period was a remarkable one, because
of the number of truly great men that adorned
it William Shakespeare, the greatest writer
of all time; Sir Philip Sidney, the flower of
perfect knighthood ; Francis Drake, Martin
Frobisher, and other gallant * sea-dogs "—all
flourished in the reign of Queen Elizabeth,

An ancient seribe thus records the memor-
able visit of the Queen :

“ Her Majestie did arrive late in ye forenoon,
attended by Sir Walter Raleigh and others of
her train.  When her noble steed cantered into
ve quadrangle, "twas the signal for a mighty
cheer from ye goodly assemblie of scholars.
Ye venerable headmaster, having made
humble obeisance to her Majestie, did assist
the Queen to alight from her steed, and did
forthwith conduct Her Gracious Majestie
around ye stately building,

“The Queen, having dined at Greyfriars
and expressed great satisfaction withal, did
take her departure ; whereupon her Majestic
was followed from ye precincts by a cheering
throng, whose plaudits the Queen graciously
acknowledged.

“’Twas in sooth a memorable occasion,
which will endure for all time in ye school’s
annals.”
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(Continued from column 1, previous page.)

That was a solace to W. G, Bunter, So he
grinned.

“ I say, you fellows W

“Seat ! said Bob Cherry. “ Don’t you

come bothering now, Bunter—we’re expecting
M. Clifford any minute——"

* He, he, he ! ” chortled Bunter.
Clifford’s gone !

“What ? "

“Gone!”

L1} Rats ! ¥

“ Kick him, somebody.”

Bunter chortled. :

“He's gone ! T've just seen him off in his
car | I was the only fellow he said good-bye
to. He said he couldn’t leave without saying
good-bye to me, as I was the only fellow here
he thought anything of. He—yaroooh!”

Billy Bunter broke off as half-a-dozen pairs
& of hands seized him, and he sat down in the
doorway.

Harry Wharton and Co. rushed out of the
study. Most of them trod on Bunter in
passing, and they left the Owl of the Remove
in a breathless state, gasping like a newly
landed fish.

They sped downstairs in an excited crowd.
Martin Clifford gone! What was to become
of the revolt of the Remove, which he was to
have led ?

Harry Wharton ran into the Head's garage,
and looked round.

“ The car’s gone ! ” he said.

“Come on!” panted Bob Cherry.

They rushed down to the gates.

In the distance, there was a rapidly moving

 Martin

— W r

THE

speck in a cloud of dust. They stared ab it,
and it vanished as they stared,

Martin Clifford was gone !

The next day there was a letter from
Martin Clifford, which a crowd of Greyfriars
juniors read eagerly.

It expressed the great author’s deep regrets,
as well as his thanks for a really jolly time at
Greyfriars.

Important affairs claimed him; but he
hoped to renew his agreeable acquaintance
with the Greyfriars fellows at a later date.

It was a very pleasant and polite létter;
in fact, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh justly
remarked that the politefulness was terrific.

But—Martin Clifford was gone!

“ After all, it doesn’t matter,” remarked
William Wibley thoughtfully. “1In fact, I
may say that it’s all for the best.”

“What ? ”” howled Bob Cherry.

“ 1 shall take the play in hand,” explained
Wibley. “1I shall re-write it, and 1 shall
play the leading part when it comes off. So
you fellows will see, surely, that things
couldn’t really have happened better i

“ Oh, bump him !” grunted Johnny Bull.

The Remove Dramatic Society bumped
Wibley, with energy and satisfaction. It
was the only solace left to them, and they
made the most of it. '

The rebellion of the Remove never came
off; and Mr. Quelch never knew what a
narrow escape he had had.

He, as well as Harry Wharton and Co.,
retained very pleasant recollections of Martin
Clifford at Greyfriars.

END.
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omical Coker !

By DICK PENFOLD

OKER is a comic creature,
Burly as can be ;
Very plain in every feature,
No Adonis he !

Coker had a motor cycle
When the term began,

Sent to him by Unecle Michael
(What a generous man !)

When he set the thing in motion,
Greene and Potter cried,

“ Don’t go tumbling in the ocean ¢
Careful how you ride !

Like a streak of lightning flaghing
Coker sped from sight :

Down the highway he went dashing,
Fowls flew left and right.

Waggoners withdrew their horses
To a safe retreat :

Ev'n the comets in their courses
Blinked at Coker’s feat !

Onward at a mile a minute
Was the side-car hurled :

Lucky there was no one in it
As it wheeled and whirled !

Coker, like a mad fanatic,
Scattered crowds that day ;
Old gents, gouty and rheumatic,

Hobbled clear, they say.

Then the climax! Coker pitches Coker’s costly motor eycle
(Fer the handle-bars ; Now lies strewn in bits ;

Drops into the worst of ditches, And his worthy Unele Michael
Seeing scores of stars | ) Will Lave fifty fits !
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ow here are a lot
N of extraor-
dinary things
about the animals at
the Zoological Gardens,
and yon must believe
them because they are
perfectly true.

There 18 never any
need to “ make-up”
stories about the birds,
heasts, reptiles, and
fishes there, because
nothing could be so
funny, so wonderful,
and so curious as the
things that actually
happen.

They are always
surprising the people
who have lived among
them all their lives.
" Take the ordinary
toad. You would think
there are no surprises
left about him— the
ugly, common-place
creature,

Well, there was just
one thing we humans
wanted to know about
him, and that was how
he uses histongue when
feeding. It is much

too quick for the eye to follow. He bends over
a grub or a meal worm, something flashes,
and the grub simply 1sn’t /

The Ostrich can be ridden—if you
know how to do it!

¢ 83 1)

QUEER—BUT TRUE!

Some Interesting and Amusing Animal
Stories, related by Leslie G. Mainland.*

Illustrated by photographs, reproduced by permission of the “ Daily Mail.”
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“ We will soon solve
this little mystery,”
said the clever men,
“ We have a cinema
camera here which will
take 250 pictures in
a single second.
These photographs wil
ghow us how the toad
uses his tongue, and
then there will be one
more secret solved.”

So they gave a
hungry toad at the
Zoo_ a little heap of
grubs to eat, and
took a film of him as
he had his lunch.

When they develop-
ed that film, they
found the toad had
beaten them after all.
They were only just
able to see the toad’s
tongue in three of the
260 pictures, which
meant that— threes
into 250—he took less
than a swheth of a
second over his grub,
and how he used his
tongue to lick up his
prey was as big a
mystery as ever.

There was the case of the Zoo otter, too,
which surprised a very learned zoologist in
a most annoying way.

__ *Mr. Mainland is well known to many " listenerf-in"" as ** Uncle Leslie.”



A little girl threw a bun inside the otter’s
cage when the great man came by,

* Little girl,” he said, stroking his beard,
“ you clearly know nothing about otters, or
you would not give it a bun. Otters are
water-loving creatures and live on fish. It
is a waste of good food to throw buns to
them. He would not like the taste, and his
dentition--" he meant the
otter’s teeth—*“is not fitted
”  But at that moment
he turned his head and saw
that the wretched otter was
actually eating the beastly
bun !

So he had to cut short his
lecture on the habits of the
otter and walk off. And it
was all so muddling for that
small child, too !

There is a curious thing,
too, about the cellars under
the Reptile House, where they
heat the hot-water pipes that keep the snakes
warm and snug through the winter.

Years and years ago when the first American
rattle-snakes were unpacked at the Reptile
House, something escaped from the box and
scuttled away into the cellars. Ever since
then the somethings have multlphnd there,
and there are lots
there to-day. 1f you
we re blindfolded
and they put a bowl
of these somethings
under your nose
and told you to
gniffi very hard,
you would say at
onee, ** Why, I am
smelling a bowl of
lovely roses!™

—— e

The Cat Bear.

Feeding is the cause of some of the greatest

‘surprises at the Zoo ; cspecially the kinds of

food a creature takes. Some astonish you—
reptiles especially—by doing without meals
for years. There is a 20-foot python which
has lived for two and a half years without a
single meal. It is still too ecarly to get
anxious about him, for one lived in the Paris
Zoo for over three years with-
out a single bite of anything,
A tiny blind newt, called
the ** Proteus,” has been
known to live for five years
without food. 1t is found in
an underground cave in
Austria, known as the Grotto
of the Maddalena. Hundreds
of feet of solid rock lie be-
tween the grotto and the
sun, and there you will find
a pool with a bed of mud, The
Proteus is not always found
there,
even deeper caves, an underground flood comes
which swells up to the Maddalena pool. When
the flood sinks down into the depths of the
rock, a shoal of these pinky-grey newts is left
behind, thrown up from some mysterious
cavern no one has ever seen. Let a single
ray of sunshine fall on one of these queer
creatures and, in
gpite of ita blind-
nees, it squirms as
if in terrible pain.
When the Zoo
has a Proteus in
the Reptile House,
water-c reatures
from the Alligator’s
Pool are put in its
tank, so that it can
feed if it wants to.

Then the keepers
would laugh and
take the bandage off your eyes, and tell you to
look; and you would be {IIHLJHL[".'] for the
beantiful geent comes from some huge black
beetles, much larger ones than w
to in this country. The things are called
“ Blatta Americana,” and students—grown-up
schoolboys—often ask for some to study,

The Toad, who is a lightning feeder.

we are used

Compare the five-
year fast of the Pro-
teus with the case of the tiny humming bird,
which starves to death if it goes for more than
a gingle night without food. When a French
collector was catching humming birds last
year, he found that every ome he trapped
after midday died in the night. This is why.

The little things—about the gize of & bumble-
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bee—lad to be taught to feed in a new way,
instead of sipping honey out of a flower, A
mixture of condensed milk and honey was
placed in a tin with a hole in it. He dipped

their beaks into the hole every ten minutes
until they learned that the tin was just as

The Proteus, whl{:h has been known to live for five years

without food.

useful as a flower at meal-times, and then
they fed themselves about once a minute,
But all birds stop feeding when the sun sets
—even chickens in the poultry run. Hum-
ming birds caught in the afternoon could not
learn the trick of feeding from the tin in the
few hours of daylight which was left to them,
and so they died. Those canght in the morn-
©ing just had time to learn the trick and save
their lives.

Sometimes a queer new
ereature comes to the Zoo,
and no one knows what its
proper food is. When the
“Panda,” or Cat Bear, first
came from the mountains of
Thibet, the keepers had to
¢xperiment to find out what
1t ought to eat.

“The Cat Bear will know
what suits its own tummy,”
they thought, “ We will
give it a little bit of every-
thing, see what it eats, and
learn the secret of its food.”
S0 they got a lot of tins and filled them with :
Dates from Egypt, potatoes from Ireland,
nuts from Brazil, grapes from Italy, lettuces
from France, sparrows from London, apples
from California, mutton from New Zealand,
bananas from Jamaica, bread and milk from

The queer Stick-Insect, which casts off its skin.
shewn here feeding on a privet-twig, having just cast its old
skin (arrow).

England. Then they watched the Cat Bear
choose its “ natural food.”

The aggravating little beast chose the
British bread-and-milk, and lived on that!
Now, it does not seem likely that the creature
can get bread-and-milk in the forest round the
mountains of Thibet, so an-
other natural history puzzle
was unsolved,

Now and then the keepers
at the Zoo hear something
which surprises them about
creatures they have known
all their lives. Take the or-
dinary ostrich, which is not a
rare bird at all, and which has
been kept in this country ever
since there was a Zoo.

A year or two ago a great
expert, who looks after the
ostrich farms of the South African Govern-
ment, paid a wvisit to the Zoo in London.
When he got to the Ostrich House he saw
there was a drinking- place for them.
“What!"” he said. “ Do you give your
ostriches anything to drink? Didn't you
know that ostriches never need anything at
all to drink 72"

He explained that on the great ostrich

The insect is

farms these birds were never given water or
any other liquid, because the green food they
ate contained all the moisture they nee ded.
So, nulrly two years ago, the Zoo's ostriches
were given no mnrp water, and they have not
had a drink sinee !
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You can say that the ostrich is the bird
that eats anything and drinks nothing, An
ostrich will swallow any mortal thing which
takes its fancy—from a I{mmh of keys to a pen-
knife. If nothing more interesting is offered,
ostriches pick up pieces of stone to swallow.
Of course, there i8 a reason. 'The_T, are not
swallowed because they taste nice, nor does
the ostrich expect to satisfy its hunger on
such queer diet. There is a kind of grinding
mill inside the ostrich, made of very strong
muscles. Pieces of stone which are gulped
down go mto this mill, to act as grindstones
and powder the
hard corn—which
18 part of the real
food of the bird
—into flour which
is more easily
digested. So, you
see, that instead
of this queer
taste for stones
giving the bird
indigestion it
actually prevents
that malady.

You can give
the birds shillings
or sixpences, but
pennies are bad
for them, because
copper i8 poison-
ous, The keepers

sniffed and smelled it to see if it is safe. I it
is not good to eat, then the monkey will play
with it until it gets bored. There was a
Chacma baboon, called * Daisy,” in the
Monkey House who once wrenched half-a-
govereign from a visitor's watch-chain, She
had jaws like a steel trap, so no one liked to
go inside the cage and argue with her. She
played with it and then hid it in one of her
cheek-pouches, as if it were a nut, and the
poor owner went away in a great rage. She
took it out and played with it day atter day,
and the man it belonged to used to pay to
go to the Zoo in
the hope of being
able to snatch it
back. * Perhaps
she will get tired
of it,”” he thought,
“and leave it on
the floor of the
cage where I can
rake it out.”
Daisy used to
o to the “ purse”’
in her cheek
when she saw
him, and gloat
over her ill-gotten
gaing, as if she
knew
tormenting a
human. The poor
chap must have

getthe silver coins
after the bird has
died, but they are
all worn thin by the action of the grinding
mill.

When ostrich eggs are laid at the Zoo they
are oftan * blown ” and divided among the
keopers' wives. They are just as good for
erioking, “ serambling,” or omelettes as hen’s
eggs. The “ blowing " is done into a bowl
with the help of a bicycle-pump, to which is
fixed a special brass nozzle. One ostrich egg
will make an omelette large enough for thirty
people.

Another creature which will take anything,
of course, is the monkey. But the monkey
does not eat anything until it has carefully
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~ Afine European wolf-cub, which was presented to the
Zoo by King Boris of Bulgaria.

spent 78, or 8s. to
watch the wretch-
ed baboon playing
with his property. At last he decided it was
not worth throwing good money after bad!
* Jack ""—another baboon—stole a medal
from a soldier. Having been a regimental
pet. during the war, I suppose Jack felt he
ought to have a medal himself. Another of
Jack’s crimes was to clutch a man’s watch
chain, drag him to the bars and then make
a clever cunning snatch at his valuable tie-
in.
1 Of course, scarcely a week passes without
the monkeys’ stealing the eye-glasses off
someone’s nose. One monkey was sent to
the Zoo for that very crime.

)

she was .
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He was a pet on board ship until he snatched
a pair of gold-rimmed eye-glasses off the nose
of a passenger and then climbed the mast
with them. Every minute the owner ex-
pected to hear them come clattering down to
smash on the deck, but this monkey hung
on to them somehow, biting and sniffing at
them until he got tired of them—Ilike a child
with a toy. Then the monkey fixed them on
the ship’s wireless gear and came down without
them.

Now and then you hear of an animal
breaking out of its cage at the Zoo. Barbara,
the big Polar Bear, got away once and caunsed
no end of excitement. She went to the re-
freshment rooms, and was very peevish
because they were not opened. She wan-
dered round, scaring the keepers until some
one hit on a happy idea. She was very fond of
fat—all creatures are that live in cold climates
—=80 they laid a regular ** Hop o’ my Thumb”
trail of fat along the paths. Barbara came
to the first piece and ate it. Then she went
on to the next and the next and the next.
She was so busy eating that she did not
notice where the trail was leading her, and
when she got to the last lovely bit she heard
a clanging noise and looked round. She had
eaten her way back into her own cage again,
and they had just slammed the door on her,

One of the most desperate prison-breakers
they ever had at the Zoo was a * Goffin's
Cockatoo,”” This bird had a tremendous
beak., He could crack Brazil-nuts as if they
were 8o many peas. He soon found that
he could use his beak as a pair of wire-cutters
and escaped from his cage, They trapped
nim three times and repaired the wires, but
the old scoundrel only bit his way out again
and lived in the trees as free as air.

“We'll let him alone, then,” said the
keepers. “ Good riddance to the pest.”
But the eockatoo could not let things stay at
that, for he flew back to the out-door cages,
and bit away at the wire so as to let the other
cockatoos escape, and the keepers’ lives became
a burden to them for they had to be *“ shooing™
him away all the time.

~ Sometimes there are guests who sleep in
- the Zoo and work anywhere they like. There

-

are the bees,who have a glass hive in the Insect
House with a hole in the back of their cage so
that they can go out and gather honey from
the flowers in the Zoological Gardens,

If you are lucky, you may see a very queer
creature in the Insect House—the Giant
Stick Insect. This is the biggest of all
creepy things, the females being nearly a foot
long. They have a wonderful dodge for their
eggs. If they were laid in a branch some
animal might eat them, for they are quite large
eggs—looking something like a small black pea.
The mother’s idea is to distribute her eggs
over a large area so that they cannot all be
unlucky. Nature has given her a wonderful
kind of spring pistol in her tail. With this
egg-gun she can shoot much farther than
across an ordinary room. She shoots about
250 eggs, and if you are on the spot, you can
hear them “ ping ” like little stones as they
hit the glass of her cage.

One of them was taken out once to be photo-

graphed. Just as the photographer was getting
ready to take her picture she shot him in the
waistcoat !

Photographers have a very hard life at
the Zoo sometimes, especially when the
animals are very tame and curious. The
King of Bulgara helped a British officer
to secure a very rare young wolf, which was
presented to the Zoo. Then the}r wanted
to photograph the wolf g0 as to send a copy
to the king. For days the photographer
tried to get that picture. The wolf—which
was as friendly as a collie dog—came up and
breathed on his lens, Then it licked the black-
ing off the man’s hoots, or tried to kill his socks
or wanted to kiss him, or tried to knock his
hat off, or pulled his coat sleeve. It would
do an}rthing but stay still. Three dozen
plates were wasted. They showed blurs in-
stead of a wolf, or a wolf with three heads
and eleven legs, or just plain den without any
wolf at all.

It was just as disappointing as the toad
who would not take longer than the sixtieth
part of a second over his meal.

However, a photo was obtained at last—
there it is on the opposite page !

THE END.

et



FATHER KNOWS BEST!

1
) i
I WANT A WHAT DO YOU T i
STEAM ENGINE - | WANT FOR YOUR ) ] ‘
OAD [ BIRTHDAY WILLIE ?
r [+ " .
- ” e - Lt ;
Y i i Y et : .
§ ol . i :
|l R ;1' !
i o, Wil of i # / i
II |‘II ™ I3 ;

1 WAMT A STEAM
ENMGINE FOR A
sMALL BOY

THE SAFETY
VALVE 15
TOO TGHT

(A%

GO AWAY WHILE
| READ THE
INSTRUCTIONS

GIVE THE ll."rm-lttl.l
A TuRN

CE™ Féanar

‘:'llr I ( '-. 1 : A

v i Lo A ) A *t.-."-" \ i p { . o b 1..‘.’-1“.
R e o e T e ST Ly o TR S LB S R S s W o T Lo . ) RESps TS L o L AL



This is a wonderful story of schoolboy daring and courage, of particular interest since it concerns one

of the most amazing adventures of

FRANK RICHARDS, at the school in the Backwoods.

Frank Richards now is one of the foremost authors of boys’ Stories. - This story is written by his
equally famous friend, MARTIN CLIFFORD, and illustrated by R. SIMMDN

JHow
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THE FIRST CHAPTER

A Canadian Christmas Eve
e nrisT™MAS EveE—and jolly cold!” said
C Frank Richards.
Bob Lawless laughed.

The chums of Cedar Creek School were
standing in the doorway of the ranch-house,
lfmklm: out on the white plain.

The Lawless Ranch glimmered with white,
under a sky of steel.

Snow was still falling.

The air was clear, and keen, and erisp,
refreshing as wine. Iar away in the distance

L the gimLL Rockies loomed on the horizon,
- gnow-clad.

: It was Frank Richards’ first experience of
= o Canadian Christmastide. The cold was a
new experience to him. It was sharp, sharp
#8 a knife, But the gloriously keen, fresh
air was health-giving, invigorating.

Frank had vever felt better in his life
. than when he stood there, in the deep porch
~ of the ranch-house, looking out on the snow-
covered plains,

isfmosS came fo

’[e ’Pl ne
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* Colder than Old Engln.nd ?” asked Bob
Lawless.

“Yes, rather. But isn't it ripping ?”
exclaimed Frank, his eyes glistening.

“You don’t want to snuggle indoors and
ait on the stove ? " grinned Bob.

* No fear,”

L T]]ﬂ.t : lucky, for we've got to work this
morning,” said Bob Lawless, with a laugh.
“ A good four hours’ sleighing. Don’t come
if vou don’t feel up to it, though.”

“1 feel up for anything,” said Frank.
“ Who's going to drive ? ™

“I guess I am. T'll give you a turn with
the ribbons in a safe place.”

““ And where are you going ? ”’

*“School first, to see Miss Meadows and
Mr. Slimmey. Then along to Cedar Camp
to pick up the Cherub, and then round the
clearings with messages from popper. We
shall have a good erowd here to-morrow.”

“Good ! said Frank Richardas.

“Come and get your things on, and mind
you wrap up well, Winter in the Canadian
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West is no joke, I can fell you. There's such
a thing as frost stroke, and you want to keep
your napper well covered.”

Bob Lawless went back into the house to
speak to his father. Frank Richards hurried
up to his room for his fur coat and cap and

ln%i.n "

e looked a bundle of furs when he came
down, his healthy boyish face glowing from
the midst of them.

?autaide there was a musical tinkle of sleigh
bells.

Billy Cook had brought the sleigh round
and Mr. Lawless had come out to see his son
and nephew off.

“Don’t land in a drift, Bob,” said the
rancher, “and don’'t try the ice at Indian
ford ; it mayn't hold. Well, Frank, how
do you like December in Canada ? "

“ Topping ! * said Frank cheerily.

“Keep the rugs round you,” said the
rancher, tucking his nephew in the sleigh.
* Now, then, Bob.”

Bob Lawless jumped into his seat, and took
the “ ribbons ” and the whip.

*“ Bo-long, popper.”

The whip cracked, and with a merry jingle
of silver bells the sleigh glided away down
the trail.

The long, well-worn trail by which Frank
and his ecousin rode to school earlier in the
year was hidden from sight now under a
thick carpet of snow.

With an easy gliding motion the sleigh
glid along the smooth surface, behind the
two mettlesome horses.

Frank Richards breathed deep as the keen
wind blew in his face, fluttering light snow-
flakes over him.

Bob Lawless gave all his attention to his
horses.

Jingle, Jingle !

The music of the sleigh-bells rang far over
the silent plains, and echoed among the giant
trunks as the gliding vehicle followed the
trail through the timber.

Two horsemen coming along the trail drew
aside, crushing into the blackened larches, to
let the sleigh pass.

Frank glanced at them. .

He recognised them; he had seen them

before at Cedar Camp—Euchre Dick and =

Dave Dunn, the two worst characters in the
gection,

“Merry Christmas!” called out Bob
Lawless in passing.

The two rustlers did not reply to the
greeting.

They sat their horses, staring after the
sleigh as it dashed on up the trail towards
the creek,

Euchre Dick glanced at his cumlmnion as
he pulled his horse out into the trail again.

“T reckon that outfit would fetch a thou-

- gand dollars, Dave, sold down the valley,”

he said, in a low voice.

“And I guess the Mounted Police would
fetch us if we triedl on that game in this
section,” was Dave Dunn’s reply.

And the two “ bulldozers  rode on.

“ Hallo, here's the school !

Cedar Creek School was in sight.

With a rattle and a jingle the sleigh dashed
up to the lumber school. :

Bob brought the steaming horses to a halt
outside the gates, and jumped down, followed
by Frank Richards.

The school grounds presented a very dif-
ferent aspeet from that which the chums had
been accustomed to during the school term.

The wide enclosure was deserted and
carpeted with snow, and deep silence hung
over the place, save where the horses moved
and ehamped in the corral.

Bob Lawless thumped on the school-house
door with his whip-butt, and it was opened
by Black Sally. '

“ Merry Christmas, Sally!” roared Bob
jovially, and in the exuberance of his spirits
he threw an arm round the big negress and
waltzed her round the porch.

“ Loramussy, Mass’ Bob!” gasped Sally ;
“you done took away dis chile’s breff.”

* Where's Miss Meadows ? " asked Bob.

“ Missy am out,” said Black Sally, gasping
for breath; “ Missy done gome wisit de
sick piccaninny way down at White Pine,”

“Oh gum ! " said Bob. *“ And I've got to
take a message back, Where's Mr. Slimmey
—in his cabin 2 ”

“ Mass’ Slimmey done gone wid Missy.”

“We've drawn the school blank, Franky,”

( g0 )

E 1 ¥ i L L ":' % | o [
bl TN Ty B e AT MR T

B 4 o TR 2 - Al s ait e Ny _ﬁ;ﬂlﬁ:ﬂ nﬁf‘-ﬁlmii' .FI g




~ foliage.

' ~ silent as the grave in

~ Christmas-tides in far-

~ pgrinned Bob Lawless. “ We'd better buzz
- along fo the shack and pick up Beauclerc,
and then hustle for White Pine. We can
ive Miss Meadows a lift back, perhaps.
ump in!”

And once more the sleigh went merrily
on its way, with cracking whip and jingling
bells, whizzing gaily through the powdering
BNOW.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
The Home of the Remittance Man

ERE BrAUCLERC was seated on a log
outside the shack by the bank of the
frozen creek.

An axe rested against his knee, and there

was a flush of healthy vigour in his hand-

some, finely cut face. Beauclere had been
at work that morn-
ing chipping logs and
hﬂg hadp I%mm%?i to
rest,

The silence of the
reat West was around
im. Hardly a mur-
mur came from the
timber, where the trees
were stripped of

The creek, which
bubbled and sang -

. past the shack in the = ,

summer days, was

the icy grip of winter.
The boy wag think-
ing a8 he sat there,
his far-away gaze fixed
upon the frozen forest.
He thought of

off England in days the porch.

his father's fall — before Lascelles Beauclerc

- had become an unsuccessful emigrant and a
" remittance man.”

g Belucler[; had known more than one
- Christmas in the Canadian West, a time of

~ grim hardship to the son of theremittance man,

. What work was done at the little shack was
- mainly donce by the boy.

( o1 )

“ Merry Christmas, Sally 1" roared Bob jovially,
and in the exuberance of his spirits he t]]'l

arm round the big negress and waltzed her round
(See Chapter 1.)

'J! - that were like a dream to him now, before

There was no other habitation near the
shack, but there were distant neighbours,
all willing and ready to be kind to the remit-
tance man’s son, and to show him the hearty
and unbounded hospitality of Western
Canada.

But the sensitive lad had always shrunk
from accepting kindly advances,

With all his father's faults, Vere was an
affectionate and respectful son. He made
allowances for his father that he could
not expect others to make.

He knew how the
remittance man was
regarded by the quiet
and  hard-working
Canadian settlers.
They had no use for
a loafer in the
Thompson valley.

And all bie’ patare
shrank from accepting
kindness from people
who, he could not help
feeling, despised his
father.

His life had been
very lonely.

But he was think-
ing now of the differ-
ence 1t made to him
gince he had become
friends with Frank
Richards and Bob
Lawless.

With his usual
sy B T e sensitive distrust he

aom had repulsed both of
them at first. But
that had passed.

They were firm
friends now—Frank
Richards, the sunny-tempered English lad,
Bob Lawless, the sturdy young Canadian,
and Vere Beauclere, the descendant of an old
and noble family of the Old Country fallen
upon evil days,

This was the first Christmas of his Western
li[u1 that was to be anything like Christmas
to hnn.

He was to spend it at the Lawless Ranch
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with his chums, and with a crowd of the neigh-
bours, “ neighbours ” being a wide term in
the West, covering distances up to fifty and
gixty miles.

The chums were to call for him that morn-
ing to take him to the ranch, and Mr. Lawless
had sent a kind message to the remittance
man, asking him to come with his son, and
spend a homely but hearty Christmas at
the ranch.

Mr. Beauclerc, though with great urbanity,
had declined the invitation for himself. He
had other engagements, as it happened.

Beauclere knew that the other engagements
probably were poker games and faro with
Poker Pete and his set at Thompson.

But it was not for a son to criticise his
father, and he said no word.

He was glad that he was going to the ranch.
It would have been deadly solitary at the
shack during the grim Christmas with his
father absent at the town. Work was his
only resource, and there could be too much of
that.

He started from his deep reverie and looked
up, as there was a jingle of bridles and hoofs
over the snow.

His face brightened as he looked up the
trail, expecting to see the sleigh from Lawless

nch.

Then it darkened again.

It was not the rancher’s sleigh, Two horse-
men rode out of the wood towards the shack.

A darkly troubled look came over Vere’s face.

Every time he saw Kuchre Dick or Dave
Dunn at the shack it gave his very heart
a chill.

He knew their evil influence over his father,
He had only too much reason to know that
Lascelles Beauclerc, once at least, had almost
been led into crime by his rascally associates.

A querulous voice called from the interior
of the shack. It was the voice of the remit-
tance man.

“Verel”

The boy rose from the log.

* Yes, father.”

“ Who is on the trail 2 ”

“Two friends of yours, father,” said
Beauclerc, with an unconscious bitterness in
his voice,

€ G’Wd I "

Lascelles Beauclere appeared in the door-
way.

He glanced up the trail at the approaching
horsemeén, and then glanced rather uneasily at
his son.

“Were not your friends calling for you
this morning, Vere 7" he asked.

*“ Yes, father. I expect them any minute,”

Lascelles Beauclerc frowned. 1t was easy
to see that he would have preferred his son
to be gone before his friends arrived at the
shack.

But the sleigh was not yet in sight, and
Dave Dunn and Euchre Dick rode up through
the powdering snow, and dismounted and
followed the remittance man into the little
habitation.

There was a murmur of voices, and the
sound of a bottle clinking on a glass within.
Beauclerc, with a sigh, picked up his axe and
resumed his work.

With a heavy heart but a steady hand he
chipped the logs that were needed to banish
the bitter winter cold from the shack by the
creek,

His father looked out of the doorway again.

“You may as well go down the trail to
meet your friends, Vere,” he said, without
meeting his son’s eyes.

“Very well, father,” said Vere in a low
voice,

He went into the shack for his coat and
leggings, passing the two rustlers without a
glance. They watched him curiously, without
speaking.

The remittance man’s son was a good deal
of a puzzle to Lascelles Beauclere's associates.

As he dressed himself in the inner room
the murmur of voices came to Vere's ears.
Euchre Dick was speaking.

“1 guess the outfit's worth a thousand
dollars. Look at us now—frozen broke.
Poker Pete rounded up my last cent last
night. A thousand dollars of the best, if we
ran the outfit down across the line. And that
kid could help. He's friends with them
young scallywags. He could contrive—-"

“8Silence ! ” broke in Mr. Beauclerc’s deep
voice, with a note of anger in it. ** Are you
mad ? ” '
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A darkly troubled look came over Vere's face as two horsemen rode out of the wood towards the

shack.

They were Dave Dunn and Euchre Dick, two of the worst characters in Thompson.

(See Chapter 2)

“1 guess I'm talking hoss-sense. 1 tell
you the kid could help.”

*“ If he could he would not.”

“You're his popper, ain’t you? Won't

the young jay do as he’s told ?” demanded
Euchre Dick gullenly. “A cowhide laid
round him would make him step up to time,
I caleulate.”

"* Not a word more, I tell you!” snapped
the remittance man savagely.

“ Look hyer, Beauclerc—-

“Hold your tongue!” muttered Lascelles
Beauelere, as Vere came out of the inner room.

Iiuchre Dick scowled suddenly. Mr.
Beauclerc followed his son from the shack,
leaving the two ruffians muttering together.

" Good-bye, my boy ! ”* said the remittance
man, not unkindly. I hope you will have a
happy Christmas at the ranch.”

“1 wish yon would come, father. Mr.
Lawless would really be glad to see you there,”
said the boy wistfully,

"1 should not care for it, my hoy. I
cannot come, anyway. Good-bye.”

(

“ Father, 1 could not help hearing what
the man said ! "

“ You must not hear what is not intended
for your ears, Vere, But if you heard him
you heard how I answered him,”

“But, father———""

“ Good-bye !

Lascelles Beauclere turned back abruptly
into the shack.  Vere, with a sigh, strode
away down the trail to the forest.

His heart was heavy.

What the “ outfit ™ might be that Euchre
Dick had alluded to he did not know, but he
knew that some villainy was simmering in the
mind of the ruffian, in which he would doubt-
less seek the remittance man’s help—in which,
indeed, his words showed that he thought
Vere might help. -

There was anxiety in his heart as he strode
away, but there was nothing he could do but
hope.

* Hallo, Cherub! "

Half a mile from the shack sleigh bells rang
merrily out over the snow, and Bob Lawless’
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hearty voice called him. The sleigh halted in
the snow.

“ Coming to meet us, Beau ? * asked Frank
Richards brightly.

Beauclerc smiled. The sight of his chums’
cheery faces banished for the moment the
dark doubts and sadness from his breast.

“ Yes, Frank. What a ripping day!” he
exclaimed. ** And how ripping of you fellows
to come along for me !

“ Bow-wow | Jump in! " gaid Bob. “ Isn't
your popper coming ? "’

“T'm sorry, no.”

“ Oh, rot!” said Bob.
in on him, and make him come,
him in, Beau.”

“Yes,"” exclaimed Frank. “The three
of us should be able to persuade him."”

““Neo, no!”

“Why not?” said Bob exuberantly.
“ We'll pitch him in the sleigh, and run him
ofi ! ”

“ Ripping ! exclaimed Frank Richards,
laughing.

“ No, no!” Beauclere thought of the two
ruffians even now in discussion with his father
at the shack, and shivered. He did not want
his chums to see them there. Neither was
Bob’s hare-brained idea quite likely to please

“1 say, let's rush
We'll rope

the remittance man. “ No. Let's get off,
Bob.”
“ Oh, all serene! Jump in!”

“ Are we going straight to the ranch?”
asked Beauclerc, as he drew the buffalo robe
and bearskin about him, sharing them with
Frank.

“Nix. We're going on to White Pine—
first,” said Bob. ** Miss Meadows is there,
visiting Muldoon’s kid ; the poor little beggar's
ill, you know. Slimmey’s gone with her.

We're going to round them up, and T'll get

some messages to drop at half a dozen places.
You're booked for a long drive, if you don’t
mind, Cherub.”

** First-rate,” said Beauclerc brightly. “ Go
ahead.”

And the sleigh jingled away down the trail,
halting at many a homestead on the round-
about way, where cheery Christmas greetings
were given and received. -

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Bridget of White Pine

“" HITE PmneE ! said Bob Lawless at
last.

1t was still early in the afternoon,
but shadows were creeping over the snowy
plains.

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclere looked
about them with interest as Bob drove up to
White Pine.

It was a lonely spot. There had once been
several clearings in the district, but they had
been abandoned by settlers, who had moved
on to fresh fields and pastures new.

Only one habitation remained—a small
cabin of mingled logs and lumber. It was
plain, at a glance, that the place belonged to
the poorest kind of unsuccessful emigrant.

Poor Micky Muldoon and his wife had come
up from Chicago, to take up a grant of land in
the North-West,

Life in the ecity of canned pork had not

well prepared them for a life on the land. -

Lacking both capital and experience, Micky
Muldoon had a hard row to hoe.

But he had worked hard, and kept up his
Irish cheerfulness, and hoped for the best,

And there was the child. Little Bridget
was six—a pretty and delicate child, ill-fitted
to face the north-western winter in a frontier
cabin.

With the coming of grim winter, little
Bridget had become ill. Miss Meadows, the
schoolmistress of Cedar Creek, wisited the
lonely cabin regularly, to help in tending the
little imnvahd.

Kind neighbours would ride ten miles to
bring little gifts for Bridget, and to ask how
she was doing.

Frank Richards caught sight of burly
Micky Muldoon, at work at a distance from
the cabin. In a foot of snow, the hardy emi-
grant was hewing logs.

Bob drew the sleigh to a halt at a little dis-
tance from the cabin, in order not to disturh
the sick child,

The three schoolboys alighted, and went
softly towards the place, through the snow
that deadened their footsteps.
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Bob Lawless tapped on the door and opened
it softly.

A fire, fed by pine chips, was burning
smokily in the cabin. A pale and trembling
woman was tending it,

Mr. Slimmey, the assistant master of Cedar
Creek School, sat in a corner, very grave and
quiet. He glanced at the boys with a grave
nod and a smile.

Miss Meadows was bheside the little cot
where the child lay, near the fire.

The schoolboys stopped, irresolute, just
within the cabin, Bob closing the door softly
to keep out the bitter wind.

The child was speaking, in a low and weak
voice,

* Mummy !

Frank Richard’s arm swung up
as the rustler rode aloneside,
and the coiled rug flew through
the air. Whiz! Crash! The
missile sent the horseman
spinning ! (See Chapter 5.)

‘I'he worn woman by the fire came to tlhe
cot. /

“ Yes, dearie ? "

*“ It’s Christmas to-morrow, mummy.”

“Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Muldoon, with a
sigh.

K Is Father Christmas coming ?

Mrs. Muldoon did not answer.

Father Christmas was not likely to come
to the lonely emigrant’s cabin, bound in the
grip of winter and poverty.

The child’s pale face turned towards the
troubled mother.

“ Mummy, will Father Christmas come ? *

“Bure, the snow's too heavy for Father

Christmas to come, alanna,” said poor
Mrs. Muldoon.




“ But Father Christmas doesn’t mind the
snow, mummy, and he always used to come
at home.”

“Yes, dear; but——"

“ You'll hang up my stocking, mummy, for
Father Christmas to-night,” said Bridget, her
bright eyes on her mother’s face. ‘“ Sure, he'll
come. He don’t mind the snow. He always
came at home.” .

The poor woman's eyes filled with tears.

In the far-off city Father Christmas had
always come. There, a few pence had been
enough to purchase some poor little gift to be
placed in the stocking overnight.

On the North-Western frontier it was
different.

Children’s toys were not to be had in the
upper Thompson wvalley. For those who
could afford them, they came at great expense
from different towns. :

But it was hard to tell the unsuspecting
child that her old friend Father Chrnstmas,
who had never failed her yet, would fail her
at last.

Miss Meadows’ kind face was gravely
troubled. Mr. Shmmey, in the corner, wiped
hig gold<rimmed spectacles,

Frank Richards and Co. stood silent and
uneasy.

The child’s voice went on.

“1 want Father Christmas to bring me a

doll, mummy. Do you think he will bring"

me a doll if he comes, mummy ?

“ Sure, I can’t tell, alanna.”

“I hope he’ll bring me a doll, one that
moves its eyes,” said Bridget. “ Sure, Father
Christmas won’t forget us, mummy ; he never
has.”

“ Sure, T hope he won't, dearie. But 4

“I'm sure he won't!" said the child con-
fidently. * He won’t forget us. You'll hang
up my stocking, mummy ? "’

“Yes dear.”

Miss Meadows rose quietly and moved to-
wards the door. Bridget raised her head.
She had caught sight of the three schoolboys
inside the cabin.

“Bob! It's Bob!”

Bob Lawless came towards the cot.

“ Hallo, Bridget, old girl!” he said.
“You look ever so much better,”

Bridget nodded and smiled.

“I'm thinking about Father Christmas,”
she said. * Last Christmas I told mummy I
wanted a Teddy Bear, an’ Father Christmas
brought me one. Do you think he'll bring
me a doll this time, Bob 2 "

“I—I guess——" stammered Bob,

“He’s sure to come. 1 shan’t believe in
him any more if he doesn’t. But he’ll come,
sure,” said Bridget, with a confident nod,
*You'll see.”

“I—I hope he will!” stammered Bob.
Certainly Father Christmas would have come
to the lonely cabin if Bob Lawless could have
contrived it. But a doll was not to be ob-
tained for love or money in the Thompson
valley. .

The child’s look grew troubled with the ex-
pression on Bob’s honest face.

“You don’t think he'll come this time,
Bob 2”7

* I—I guess he will, kid,” said Bob, alarmed
at the change of expression. *‘ He's—he's a
good sort, you know ; he never forgets good
kids at Christmas.” ;

The little face brightened again,

“T'm sure he'll come,” said Bridget.
“ And I guess he'll bring me a doll. Father
Christmas always guesses what you want
most.”

“You bet,” said Bob, as heartily as he
could.

“You must sleep now, dear,” said the
mother softly.

*“ Yes, mummy.”

Bridget’s eyes closed.
again immediately.

“ Mummy !

“Yes, dear ? ™

But they opened

“ You won’t forget the stocking. I'm sure
he’ll come.”

“I—I1 won’t forget, alanna. Go to sleep
now.”

* Yes, mummy,” said Bridget drowsily.

Her eyes elosed again.

Bob Lawless and his chums quietly left the
cabin. Miss Meadows and Mr. Slimmey were
outside now.

Frank Richards drew the door shut.

The three chums were strangely troubled.
The child’s faint words, her confidence in
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* Father Christmas,” had moved them to the
very heart.

And they knew that Father Christmas counld
not come. There were no children’s toys on
the banks of the Thompson river,

“ Poor little kid ! ” muttered Beauclere.

“1It’s rotten,” said Frank, in a low voice.

Before the schoolboys knew
what was happening, they
were tossed in the snow amid
the maddened, plunging
horses. (See Chapter 6)

“I—I suppose there’s nothing doing, Bob.
I'd ride twenty miles like a shot—-"

*“ Nothing doing,” said Bob, with a shake of
the head. * Kid’s dolls ain’t quite in our line
in this section. Things like that have to be
ordered weeks ahead, and come up by the
store wagons.  Nothing nearer than Fraser,
I reckon.”

“ It’s rotten.”

Miss Meadows was speaking to Mr. Slimmey
in a low voice, evidently discussing the doll
question.

But their looks showed that no solution had
been found.

“T'm going to drive you back, Miss Mea-

dows; if you'll let me,” said Bob, ** and
Mr. Shhmmey, too.”

“Thank you; I shall be very glad,”
gaid Miss Meadows, with a smile.
"I suppose, Lawless, you do not know
of any way of satisfying
poor little Bridget ? *’

Bob shook his head
ruefully.

*“ Nothing  nearer than
Fraser ! ” he said.

“ And that is thirty miles—and across the
river.”

*Yes, ma'am.

“You must not think of that,” said Miss

I—1 wonder———

Meadows., The ice is not safe at Indian ford.
There is a blizzard coming on, Mr. Muldoon has
told me. Poor little Bridget! I am afraid
Father Christmas will not come, and she will
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lose her faith in her old friend.”  Miss
Meadows and Mr. Slimmey stepped into the
sleigh, and the schoolboys followed.

They were silent as they drove to Cedar
Creek.

The clear sky was darkening in the direction
of the Rockies, with a drift of clouds laden with
the coming snowfall.

In the winter dusk they arrived at Cedar
Creek.

All of them were thinking of little Bridget,
and the bitter disappointment that was in
store for her when she found her stocking
empty on Christmas morning.

At the lumber school, the school-mistress
and Mr. Slimmey alighted, and the schoolboys
jingled away in the sleigh for home.

But their faces were not bright now.

Somehow the thought of the pale little face
in the emigrant’s lonely cabin haunted them,
and they were still thinking of little Bridget
when the sleigh jingled up to the Lawless
Ranch.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
A Reckless Venture

RANK RicHARDS was very thoughtful
F during dinner at the ranch,

It was a late dinner for the schoolboys,
for the drive had taken up the greater part of
the day, and Mr. and Mrs. Lawless had dined
long before, with the guests that had already
arrived at the ranch.

Frank’s thoughtful mood was shared by his
chums.

After dinner Bob made his comrades a sign
to follow him, and they left the ranch house.

Outside, deep dusk was on the snowy coun-
try-side.

The snow was falling more heavily than be-
fore.

Bob stopped at the opening of the porch,
with a wrinkle deep in his boyish brow. He
looked at his chums.

“What are you thinking of Frank ?” he
asked.

“ Bridget Muldoon and her doll,” gaid
Frauk, half laughing. “So were you, old
scout,”

“Same here,” said Beauclerc,
something could be done,” -

“1I wish
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Bob Lawless drew a deep breath.

* Are you fellows game ? " he asked.

“Game as pie!” said Frank. * But for
what 2 "’

“ Look here!” Bob sunk his veice. “1
can’t get that kid and her Father Christmas
out of my mind. 1t will fairly knock her out,
you know—she believes in Daddy Christmas ;
kids do. It's a shame for her to have to give it
up, before she’s old enough to know that
Father Christmas is spoof. And—and the
poor little beggar wants a doll. Blessed if I
know what for, but girls do, you know.”

*“They do ! " agreed Frank.

“ Well, suppose——"

“Well 2” said Frank and Beauclerc to-
gether,

“ They've got dolls at Fraser,” said Bob.
“ Heaps of ’em. We've got the cash—we’d pool
supplies if necessary——"

“You bet! That's not the difficulty !

“Dolls and such things come pretty high
out here, of course. But never mind that—we
can manage that part. Bother that !
but Fraser’s a good thirty miles away—and
night’s coming on.” Bob wrinkled his brows
again. “ Are you chaps game for a run over
to Fraser in the sleigh ? ”

(13 Bub ! HH

“ I know it sounds potty, just for a doll,”
said Bob, colouring a little. - * But—but that
kid, you know—poor little beggar ! She’'d be
be no end chirpy-if Father Christmas came,
after all. It's worth a bit of a risk ! ”

“A bit?” said Frank gravely. “ The
snow’s coming down heavier to-night, Bob,
We couldn’t get back before morning, if—
if—"

“If we got back at all,” said Boh, with a
nod. 1 understand. I know the popper
would jump on me if I suggested it to him.
There’s risk—-"

“ The ice isn't strong at Indian ford,” said
Beauclere quietly. * We should have to cross
the river near there, or go fifteen miles round—
and that would knock it on the head.”

“I know! There’s risk. I guess I'm not
going to confide in the popper. He would be
mad with me. But—but after we came back,
he would be pleased right enough. Are you
fellows game § ” °

)
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“Fathead ! ¥ said Frank, * Of course
we're game. If it’s barely possible to do
itn—““

“T think it is. We could get back to Mul-
doon’s cabin before dawn—in time for the doll
to go into the stocking. But—but there’s no
need for you chaps to risk it, either, one's
enough——"

“ Do you want your nose punched, you ass?”

Bob laughed.

“Well, is it a cinch ? " he asked, “Icanget
the sleigh round with fresh horses—the popper
wouldn’t ask any questions. There's no rea-
son why we shouldn’t do it safely. And—and
I want Father Christmas to come to Bridget
Muldoon to-night—I do ! ™

“It’'s a go ! ” said Frank.

Beauclerc nodded quietly.

“It'sago!” hesaid, * Anda jolly good idea.
I'm with you, Bob. I think it's a ripping idea.”

** Not a word about it, though,” said Bob.
“ Tdon’t quite know whether the popper would
object—he might and he mightn’t—but the
mopper would be anxious. I wouldn't like
her to be anxious.”

“ Right-o!”

“Then it's a cinch!” said Bob. “ et on
your warmest things. I'll see to the sleigh !”

The chums of Cedar Creek had made up
their minds.

It was, perhaps, a hare-brained scheme.
Snow-covered plains, and ridges barred with
drifts, lay between them and the distant rail-
head town—and the frozen river was between.
And the ice was not known to be strong enough
to bear,

There was risk—terrible risk. But the
excitement of that wild drive through the
winter night appealed strongly to the imagina-
tions of the chums.

They would be out all night—driving
through blinding snow, facing a hundred perils,
And it was all for the sake of a child—in
order that the sick girl might not be dis-
appointed on Christmas morning.

But the motive could not have been a more
generous one. And the schoolboy chums did
not hesitate.

Half an hour later, the sleigh was standing

- «on the trail, with three Lorses this time

barnessed to it.
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- Mr. Lawless was busy with his guests in the
ranch-house, and he was not even aware that
his son was arranging a sleigh-drive. But the
rancher would have raised no objection to
that; he could trust the hardy Canadian
lad to take care of himself. :

Certainly he would not have been likely to
suspect that Bob was planning a wild night
drive to the distant town on the railway.

Frank and Beauclere stepped into the
sleigh, and Bob took up the reins, after
wrapping the bearskin closely round him. The
cold was bitter and intense.

“ Look out for the drifts, Bob, if you're
going to Cedar Camp,” said Billy Cook, as the
rancher’s gon gathered up the reins.

“ Right you are, Billy | ™

“ And if you see Dave Dunn on the trail,
give him a wide berth,” went on the ranch
foreman. “1I passed those two scallywags
half an hour ago—Dunn, and Euchre Diek,
coming up from the creek,”

Beauclerc started.,

He could guess that the * scallywags™
had been coming away from the shack, when
the ranchman met them.

* Those two galoots are fairly asking to be
roped in by the sheriff,” went on Billy Cook.
“ They're dead broke and desperate. They
looked at me on the trail, and if I hadn’t had
a shooter handy, I calculate they would have
held me up—and gone through me, sonny.
Steer clear of them if they’re still on the trail.
I warn you they're looking for trouble.”

“Only those two, Billy?” asked Vere
Beauclerc, whose handsome face was troubled

“Them two, on their lonesome,” said the
ranch foreman. * What are they doing in the
saddle at a time like this hyer ?* Looking for
trouble, I guess. Steer clear of them !”

“You bet!” said Bob., He hesitated a
moment, ** Billy, when my popper asks after
me to-night—he’s bound to miss me at bed-
time—tell him we've gone for a long drive, and
mayn’t be back before dawn.”

“ What ? " ejaculated the ranchman.

“Tell him we're all 0.K., and mother’s not
to be anxious,” said Bob, * Gee-up!”

The sleigh started.

“ But——""shouted the ranchman,

)



But the sleigh was going now, and Billy
fook was left shaking his head very solemnly.

With a musical jingle of bells and harness,
the sleigh glided down the snow-covered trail.

“Keep an eye open for those two bull-
dozers, you chaps,” said Bob. “ I don’t trust
them half an inch —1I know they're ripe for
mischief. They’re not going to play the same
trick with this outfit that they played once
with an emigrant’s wagon. They would if
they got half a chance.”

“ This outfit!” muttered Vere Beauclere,
the word, recurring to his mind. *“ That is
what Euchre Dick was speaking of, then !

“ What did you say, Cherub ? ”

“ N-nothing ! But—but if we meet those
two scoundrels, Bob, I'm
cerfain they will try to
stop us and collar the
sleigh. They think they
could sell it for a thou-
sand dollars at a distance
from here.”

“ I guess they could—
easy ! " said Bob.

“ They'll try it on, if
they get a chance.”
“They won't
get a chance ! ”

said Bob.

The sleigh
Jingled on, away
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Fhe window above the store flew up, a red and wrathful
ace glared out, and the barrel of a shotgun came into view.
‘ I've got you covered ! " roared Mr. Phipps. (See Chapter 7)

over the deeply shadowed plain—away at a
spanking speed. Three splendid horses were
pulling, and the sleigh glided behind them
as if on glass. Snowflakes dashed in the faces
of the schoolboys.

Far off, through banks of clouds, there was
a hint of a coming moon. Through the
falling snow the stars glittered like precious
stones.

The well-known trail through the timber-
belt lay before them; and as the gaunt
trees loomed up there was a beat of hoofs
in the snow, and a horseman rode along-
side the gleigh.

A hoarse voice shouted from the dusk,
and Bob Lawless cracked his whip and the
sleigh drove on faster. The first
danger of that wild night's drive was
at hand.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Rushing the Rustlers

oB LAwress sat like a bronze

image, looking neither to right

nor to left, with an iron hand

on the reins.  All his attention was

needed to handle three powerful and
mettlesome horses,

But Frank and Beau looked round
at the ghostly stranger who had so
suddenly loomed up from the night.

A squat figure, wrapped in furs was
all they could see. He sat his horse
within two yards of the sleigh, keeping
pace with it,

The hoarse voice shouted again.

“Bob Lawless! Is that
Lawless 7

“I guess so!” called back Bob,
without looking round.

“Halt!?”

“I guess I'm in a hurry, Euchre
Dick | *

“Bo you know me,” muttered the
horseman, pulling a little ahead so as
sm~ 1o ride abreast with Bob’s team.
" You know me, you young cub!”

" I guess I'd know your gallows-face
anywhere, Euchre Dick,” said Bob
coolly, “and your ggol-bird voice,
too ! ”

Boh
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for all they were worth.

“Halt!”

" Not this evening 1

Euchre Dick put his fingers to his lips, and
a loud, sudden whistle rang far through the
gloom of the timber ahead.

Well enough the schoolboys knew what the
signal meant,

It meant that the ruffian’s partner was
ahead of them on the trail, and that Dave
Dunn was warned to stop the sleigh as it
came up.,

The intention of the ruffians could not be
doubted now.

The sleigh and horses were too valuable a
prize to be missed, now that that prize had
ventured fairly into their hands, in the dark
night on the lonely prairie.

Having captured the sleigh, it would be
casy for the two rascals to drive it away, and
to get clear of the country before pursuit
could possibly be started on their track.

The three boys would be left to tramp home
wearily in the snow, deprived of the sleigh,
the horses, the furs, and rugs, and any money
they had about them.

With such a prize in their grasp, the two
rustlers could well afford to abandon the
section, and, commence their rascally career
i another part of the country, or-over the
“ Line ” in the United States,

(.10
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The schoolboys looked back as the sleigh fled on.

I _bac X Wolves were in sight, and Frank Richards and
Co. could see the gleaming jaws. * Are they gaining ? ” asked Bob, as he drove the terrified horses

(See Chapter 8)

There was no doubt as to their intention,
The question was whether they could carry it
out. Nof if Frank Richards & Co. could
prevent them, that was certain.

" Halt, you fool ! ” snarled Euchre Dick,
a8 he rode abreast of the steaming horses,
“ You'll be stopped on the trail, anyway ! "’

“Rats ! ™

“ Will you halt!”

1 N{’ ! N

Euchre Dick’s hand groped among his furs,
Something that shone and glittered in the
starlight came into view,

" Halt, Bob Lawless, or I'll bring down your
leader ! the ruffian shouted savagely. “1
guess you'll have to halt then, with a broken
neck, maybe ! ”

Bob Lawless did not answer. His teeth set.
and he touched the team with the whip, and
the horses leapt onward in response.

Euchre Dick was left behind for the moment.

But he spurred on furiously, and in a few
minutes was level with the team again, and
his right arm swung up, the revolver in his
hand.

Frank Richards half rose in his seat.

. In his hand was a thick rug, coiled up as
hard as he could make it. His arm swung up
as the rustler rode alongside, and the coiled
rug flew through the air with a whiz,

1..),



Whiz! Crash!
The unexpected misgile struck the horse-

man fairly on the side of the head, and sent

him spinning.

The revolver dropped into the snow, as
Euchre Dick spun over the flank of his horse,
grasping desperately at rein and mane to
save himself.

The horse dashed madly on, with the
dismounted rustler clinging wildly to its back.

Bob Lawless lashed at 1t with his whip as
it fled frantically by, and the startled animal
wheeled from the trail, dashing off into the
Cpen prairie.

Horse and man vanished from sight among
the whirling snowflakes.

“ Good man, Frank !’ muttered Vere Beau-
clere, his eyes glistening.

* Good man, %y gum ! " gasped Bob. “1I
‘guess that rustler 18 sorry he spoke! Gee-
whiz! Here’s the other scallywag ! ™

Just as the sleigh entered the timber, the
schoolboys sighted a horseman ahead, halted
in the middle of the trail, facing them.

“Halt!” he thundered out.

Bob Lawless did not heed.

The sleigh rushed on, three powerful horses
rushing right down on the rider in the trail.

Had Dave Dunn stayed to await the shock
of collision he would certainly. have heen
swept over and trampled down, whatever had
happened to the sleigh, '

But he was too wise to wait.

As the sleigh thundered down on him, and
he realised that Bob did not mean to stop,
he leaped his horse desperately out of the
trail right into the frost-blackened larches. It
was the only way to escape death, and he took
it, and he was only just in time.

The horseman crashed into the larches, and
the ﬂle.iih thundered by, with a crash of bells
and a thudding of hoofs,

Before the ruffian could drag himself from
the trampled thicket the sleigh was gone,
va:{imhing at terrific speed round a bend of the
trall.

* Hurrah ! ” shouted Frank Richards.

Bob Lawless chuckled breathlessly.

“1 guess those bull-dozers are kenoed this
yume ! he gasped. * We shan’t see their
icheery faces again this side of Christmas.”

Vi st Saigh-of the Sohowh
e merry la of the schoolboys ra
through th:yirozléﬁ woods. G

Frank Richards looked back.

For some moments he thought he could hear
the thud of hoof-beats in pursuit, but the
sound died away into silence,

The rustlers were left far behind. The first
peril of that wild night was passed.

In the starlight, Cedar Creek School loomed
up for a minute or two to the right, as the
sleigh swept out on the plain.

Then they dashed on into the open prairie,
with the bright stars above their heads, the
waste of untrodden snow round them, and the
frozen river ahead.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
The Peril of the Ice

1K1 points of fire in a velvet sky the stars
glittered down upon the wide waste of
SNOw,

Warmly wrapped in furs and bear-skins, the
gchoolboy chums did not feel the cold, bitter
and searching as it was.

Not a habitation, not a light, was to be
geen on the lonely waste. They were ascend-
ing the ridge now, and beyond the ridge lay
the river, frozen fast, a hundred yards of ice.

Would it hold ?

As they came down the slope of the ridge
the wide river came in sight. It was still and
silent in the grip of King Winter. .

Snow lay on the ice like a mantle of white
velvet,

Surely the ice would hold! For weeks it
had been freezing. Up by the ford there was
danger. But Bob Lawless had struck the
river lower down, where the water was deeper
and the ice thicker.

If it did not hold they knew what it meant.
They could picture the crash of breaking ice
in the middle of the wide river, the yelling of
the drowning horses, the fierce struggle for life
in freezing water among the ice-chips,

But it would hold—it was sure to hold!
Hold or not, they were going to risk it. The
sleigh never paused a second.

The well-worn trail was hidden from sight
under the carpet of snow, but Bob Lawless
followed it as if by instinct, '
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And in the glittering starlight they could
see traces of runners left in the snow, showing
that another sleigh had passed the trail before
them.

The sight of the runner-tracks encouraged
them., Where others had gone they could go.

Down the slope to the frozen river the sleigh
went jingling. They were upon the ice now.

Would it hold ?

The schoolboys sat tight and waited with
grim calmness, Under the runners the frozen
river glided back.

Frank Richards’ heart gave a throb as he
heard a low, wailing sound from the river.
He knew that it was the voice of the ice-
pack.

Crack !

Bob Lawless’ whip rang out like a pistol-
shot.

He, too, had heard that warning wail of
the straining ice. The horses, as if they, too,
realised the peril, were straining hard, The
sleigh tlew.

Beauclere’s grasp closed on Frank Richards’
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Frank tossed the great, heavy. bearskin-.into the smow behind
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arm. Frank locked at him. The son of the
remittance man was quiet and calm, even
smiling.

“We shall get through, Frank!” he
whispered.

Crack, crack!

The last erack was from the ice, not from
the whip. The schoolboys set their teeth.

But the leader was trampling the frozen
rushes of the bank now. The horses strained
ashore, and the sleigh glided up the slope.

Crack !

It was not the whip.

Frank Richards, his heart thumping, looked
back at the surface of ice lighted by glittering
stars.

The runner-tracks lay through the snow
clean-cut as by a knife, but across the white
surface there appeared a dark bar, where the
ice had split. Dark water was welling up
through the snow-covered ice.

Frank caught his breath.

“ A close shave, Beau ! ” he muttered.

Beauclerc nodded and smiled.

/ ! In acouple of secapds 2
the wolves ‘had - reached it, and®were tearing - at it' madly I ;__leeg {Jltgmtg_r'_!i}i .
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The danger had been very close, but it was
past.

The sleigh glided on.

It was a clear run now, and the perils were
from snowdrifts in the gullies. Bob Lawless
slackened speed a little, He did not want to
pump his team. There was hard work before
them yet.

“ Bnow again!” muttered Beauclere, pull-
ing his fur cap closer to his head.

t came down in masses,

The light of the stars was dimmed. In a
ghostly twilight the sleigh plunged on like a
phantom of the night.

Distant hills loomed like white spectres to
right and left. Bob Lawless pointed with his
whip to some landmark indistinguishable to his
chums.

“ Ten miles more to Fraser!” he called
out.

“Hark ! exclaimed Frank,

From the silent waste there came a sudden,
strange, eerie sound—a long-drawn, wailing
ery.

qén strange, so eerie was that cry of the
winter night that Frank felt the blood throb
to his heart as he heard it.

“Bean lid you hear—

“1 heard, but——="’ ?

“ What was that, Bob ?”

Bob Lawless did not answer. He did not
seem to hear, Frank Richards leaned forward
and touched him on the shoulder,

*“Bob, did you hear that ¢ "’

“1 guess so.”
0 “’gh‘u.t- was it 7"’

“ Nothing,” said Bob.

“ Don’t be an ass, Bob! You know what it
was, Tell me.’

There was a moment’s silence, and then Bob
Lawless answered :

“ Wolves !

Frank Richards sank back into his seat.

“ Wolves ! "’ he repeated.

He scanned the dim plain with his eyes.
Wolves ! In spite of his courage, it was a word
to chill the heart.

“1t’s hunger that’s driven them down from
the hills,” said Bob. * They're unknown here,
but sometimes in winter——"

He drove on without finishing,

The wailing cry was heard again, but faintly,
afar, The sleigh rushed on at greater speed,
and there was gilence. The mournful, echoing
howl died away in the far distance,

Crash !

There was a uudden, shrill neigh from one of
the horses, and the other two reared and
plunged. It was a snowdrift at last, and the
sleigh was fairly in it.

Before the schoolboys knew what was
happening they were tossed into the snow, and
the sleigh rolled over in the drift amid the
maddened, plunging horses.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Shipping In Fraser

RANK Richards sat up dazedly in the
BHOW.
For a moment or two he could not
realise what had happened.

His brain was whirling.

A strong grasp on his arm drew him to his
feet., It was Bob’s hand that helped him,
Vere Beauclere was scrambling up.

“ All serene 2 asked Bob, panting.

* All serene, old chap! And you—-"

“ Right as rain.”

4 Nubod}r hurt,” said Beauclere, ** but the
horseg—-"

“1 guess I missed the trail b}f a few yards,”
said Bob ruefully. “ It couldn’t be helped, 1
don’t know this trail well.”

““ It's @ miracle to me that you've kept to it
at all,” said Frank.

Bob laughed.

“ Lend a hand,” he gaid.

The sleigh was overturned, and rngs and
blankets were tossed in the snow. The three
horses, almost buried in the drift, were kicking
and plunging wildly.

It was no tempting task to venture among
the lashing hoofs of the maddened animals;
but Bob Lawless had known horses from child-
hood, and he was at home with them.

Without a moment's hesitation he
plunged into the drift to the rescue of
the team. Frank and Beauclerc followed
him at once. :

With a steady hand and murmured words
Bob soothed the leader, and dragged him
up and out of the drift. The horses were
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got upon their feet, trembling but soothed,
and almost buried in snow.

The overturned sleigh lay upon a glope,
and care was required, for if 1t had rolled
lower in to the drift no human means could
have extricated it or the horses. And that
was—death! For no one on foot could
have reached safety from the heart of the
gnow-swept plain,

The three schoolboys grasped the sleigh
when the horses had been quieted, and with
combined
efforts righted
it at last.

They stood
panting, al-
most exhaust-
ed, when the
sleigh was
once more
upon its run-
ners, but Bob
only paused a
few moments
to recover
breath.

He examin-
ed the sleigh

with an an-
Xxious eye,
fearful that

injury might
have been
done, but’
there was no
damage from
the tumble in
the soft snow.

ene ! out. Bob, in great relief,

was led back to the trail. There the school-
boys took their seats in it again, and Bob
Lawless drove on at a more cautious pace,
The snow had ceased to fall, and the stars
were shining out brilliantly once more.
Bob Lawless pointed with his whip at last.
Far in the distance ahead a light glimmered,
“What is it, Bob? "
“Fraser ! said Bob briefly.

(

* We've just come from Fraser,” said Bob cheerily.
doll 1 ™

i A 1 I. [Sfﬂ

ser-
called
The rugs and buffalo-robes were gathered
up and shaken clear of snow, and the sleigh

“ The—the—the doll | " repeated the astounded backwoodsman. was
hapter 9.)

“Oh, good!”

The sight of the distant town gladdened
the hearts of the chums of Cedar Creek. The
half of that perilous ride was nearly over
at last.

It was long past midnight and Fraser
was silent and buried in slumber when the
sleigh glided into the streets.

Bob halted before the door of a store.

“The gee-gees will be all the better for a
rest,” he said. “ Shove these rugs over them.
They’ve got a
bit of a job
before them
yet to get
back. And
now for Brid-
get’s doll 1 7
added Bob,
with a grin.

He dealt a
thundering
blow at the
door with the
butt of his
whip. It rang
and echoed
down the
silent, frozen
street.

Bang,bang !

There was a
sound of
movement in
the house at
last, An
“ And we've got the upper window
opened,
and a night-
capped head, with a fur-coat wrapped round
the neck, looked out, and a fierce voice
demanded :

“ Who's there ? Vamoose, you noisy jays,
or I'll pitch a bucket of water on your dunder-
heads! Hopit!”

" Good-evening, Mr. Phipps!™ said Bob
cheerfully.

“ Great snakes! Is that young Lawless
from the Thompson Valley ? ”* yelled the store-
keeper.

“You bet | ”
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“ Well, what in thunder are you knocking
a man up for at this hour ?” demanded Mr.
Phipps in tones of deep indignation.

1 IE:re come to buy a doll.”

(1} Wh-at li- 17

“ A doll.”

“ You young coyote ! ” yelled Mr, Phipps.
“ You—you—you've come to me at one in
the morning to buy a doll ! Are you mad 2"

L1 anﬁ [ L

*“ Go home with yon! TI'll ask your popper
to lay a cowhide round you for this !’ shouted
the storekeeper.

Slam ! :

The window closed with emphasis.

“ Oh, my hat | ” murmured Frank Richards
in dismay. '

Bob Lawless laughed softly,

* The dear man doesn’t quite savvy,” here-
marked. “ After all, it's a bit disturbing
to be woke up after midnight by a chap who
wante to buy a doll.” :

“Ha; ha, ha!"”

'“ But he's going to sell us that doll all the
same,” said Bob. * Dear old Phipps has got
to come down ! Here goes!”

Bang, bang, bang |

The heavy butt of the whip crashed on
the door of the store. Frank and the Cherub
lent the aid of their boots, and the din was
something terrific.

Dogs began to bark along the street.

In five minutes the infuriated Mr. Phipps
could stand it no longer. The window above
the store flew up, and a red and wrathful face
glared out, and the barrel of a shotgun came
into view. :

* I've got you covered ! " roared Mr. Phipps.
" Now, if you don’t want a charge of buckshot

Into your carcase, you light out! You hear
me yaup!"
" I guess I'm not deaf, Phipps, old seout,”

said Bob sweetly. “1I rather reckon half
g'rﬁur can hear you. But I'm set on that
0 '1-5
- “1I give you one minute to vamoose before
Tlet buckshot into you ! " shouted Mr. Phipps,
“We're not vamoosing, old pard. Look
here, Phipps, it’s something special. We've
come all the way from the Thompson Valley
for that doll.”

" Wha-a-at ¢’ stuttered Mr. Phipps.

" Honest Injun!"” °

" You’ve loped thirty miles in the snow for
a doll!™ gasped the astounded storekeeper.
“You ain't staying hyer in Fraser, young
Lawless 7"

“ Not a bit. You see, it's for a sick kid,
who won't be pleased with anything else,”
explained Bob., ** You don’t want us to have
the journey for nothing, Mr. PhipPa. Be a
good white man, and come down.'

“ Wal, I swow ! ” said Mr. Phupps. . Wait
till I get into my trousers, Bob Lawless. T'll
be down in a brace of shakes. Blowed if I
ever heard the likes of this!™

The window closed, and Bob smiled con-
tentedly.

“ Phipps ain’t a bad sort,” he said. “1
guessed he’'d play up when he knew what it
was for, All 0.K. now.”

In five minutes there was a rattling of a
chain #nd the grinding of a bolt, and the door
opened.

A lamp glimmered out into the snowy
street, held aloft in Mr. Phipps’ hand. The
storekeeper seemed restored to good humour
nOw.

“ Amble in, you young scallywags!” he
said amiably,

The three chums entered the store, and Mr,
Phipps pushed the door shut. The snow
was blowing in after them.

* Now, I guess you've surprised me, some,”
said Mr. Phipps, looking very curiously at
Bob. * You've humped all the way from
Thompson to get a doll for the kid—hay ?

" That’s 1t,” said Bob. * Kid expects
Daddy Christmas in the morning, and we're
not gomng to disappont her—see ?

“ Wal, carry me home to die!” said the
storekeeper

He set down the lamp.

" Hyer's my stock,” he said. ** Purty near
sold out, of course, but there's a few left.
Take your choice, gents.”

The storekeeper’s stock of Christmas toys,
brought up on the railroad for the season,
had been greatly depleted by the purchases
of Fraser’s citizens. But there were some
goods left, and the schoolboys looked over
them.
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“T say, that doll looks a corker!’* said
Bob, picking up a huge doll, the eyes of which
opened and shut of their own accord as it
was moved. * Why, it's a good two feet
long! That's a good 'un!”’

*“ You bet it is ! ” said Mr. Phipps. “ That
doll's fifteen dollars, and no galoot wanted to
stump up to that tune, and I guess it goes
back on the railtoad after Christmas. It's a
bit too rich for Fraser.”

“I guess it doesn’t!” said Bob TLawless
emphatically. I guess that doll goes to
Micky Muldoon’s little girl at White Pine!”

" Fifteen dollars | said Mr. Phipps lacon-
ically,

“ How are you
fixed, Franky?”
asked Bob. * I've
got the ten-dollar
bill  the popper
gave me for Christ-
mas.”’

“I've got the
same,” said Frank,
“and some odd
dollars besides.”

“And I have one
dollar,” said Vere
Beauclere quietly,
“Little enough,
but it goes in,
Here you are!”

“ Right you are, Little Bridget hugged the doll and crooned over it.
Cherub ! said Bol Father Christmas has come! ™ she exclaimed, and laughed
; A (See Chapter 9)

Lawless. “ Change o Ll
these bills, please, Mr. Phipps, and wrap up
the doll.”

“By gum!” said the storckeeper. The
big, burly Canadian storekecper hesitated a
minyte, and then went on: “ I guess I'm not
making any profit. on that doll, young Law-
less.
goin’ to have it at that. So it's twelve
vou're stuck for, and not a cent over ! ”

“ You're a white man, Phippy ! said Bob.
“ We'll tell Bridget that Father Christmas’
other name is Billy Phipps.”

The storekeeper laughed and replaced the
big, handsome doll in 1ts cardboard box, and
proceeded to wrap it up carefully.

The twelve dollars were paid over—five

I paid twelve dollars for it, and vou're °

doliazrs and fifty cents from Frank and Bob
each, and one dollar from Vere Beauclere, all
he had.

Gladly enough the chums would have re-
frained from using Beauclere's little contri-
bution, but he had a right to share, as far as
he could, in helping Father Christmas to
come to White Pine.

“ There you are, sonny ! " said the store-
keeper, handing the box to Bob Lawless,
“You've got a long run back.”

*“ All serene, if Father Christmas gets in
before Bridget wakes in the morning!"”
grinned Bob. " * Bo-long, Mr. Phipps ! Sorry
we ve spoiled your
beauty sleep.”

“That’s all right
lads,” said the
store-keeper,”
don’t you worr
about that.” The
boys thanked him.

Mr. Phipps
opened the door,
and  the chums
trooped back to
the waiting sleigh
where the box
containing the doll
was packed away
safely. Mr. Phipps
called out from the
“Bob! doorway ans they
stepped into the
: sleigh.

*“ Bay, young Lawless !
“Hallo 2"

“TI've heard that there are wolves on the
range. Keep your eyes peeled goin’ back !

“ You bet! Good-night, Mr. Phipps, an’
& Merry Christmas!”

Good-night ! ™

The sleigh jingled gaily away into the star-
light, and the storekeeper closed his door.
Down the silent main street of Fraser the
sleigh-bells jingled, and once more the white
waste lay before the adventurers. Throngh
the lightly-falling flakes the stars glittered
down upon the speeding sleigh, **

Xl ed

* Bame to you !
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
From the Jaws of Death '

INGLE, Jingle !

J - The snow had ceased to fall. The sky

was like sapphire, the stars set in it like
diamonds. The merry music of the sleigh-
bells rang and echoed through the vast
silences of the prairie.

The speed was not so great now. Hardy
and strong as the Canadian horses were, the
journey was telling upon them. But there
was ample time to reach White Pine before
the dawn whitened the summit of the Rockics,
if all went well,

The chums were silent as the sleigh glided
on. They were thinking of the wild and
mournful howl they had heard on the prairie
on the outward run. Their eyes swept the
dim expanses on all sides.

Frank Richards caught Beauclerc’s arm
suddenly.

* Listen ! ” he muttered.

Eerily through the night came the howl,
faint and afar. Without the ecrack of the
whip the horses started into greater speed,
Well they knew the whine of the prowling
‘woll,

Driven by hunger from their lairs in the
northern hills, the savage animals had wven-
tured nearer to the habitations of man. Gaunt
and hunger-stricken, they were terrible foes
to ap&:vrouch. :

And there were no weapons in the sleigh.
The chums had not even thought of them.
Not that weapons in the schoolboys’ hands
would have been of much use against a hungry
wolf-pack.

~ The sleigh jingled on.

The howl was repeated again and again,
It was coming nearer. With thumping hearts
the ehams realised that the prowling brutes
had heard the sleigh-bells or scented the
horses.

Beauclerc raised a steady hand to point.
_In the dimness, where the starlight lay on
the drifting snow, a dark form appeared,
looming through the shadows. Two fierce red
eyes glittered as they caught the light.

It was a wolf.

The whining how! sounded again, and there

(
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was a whinny of terror from the horses.
Another and another dark figure leaped into
view from the snow.

*“ They’re after us!” said Frank between
his teeth,

Bob’s whip eracked like a pistol.
~ But it was hardly needed. The horses were
straining now. Fatigue was forgotten in the
terror inspired by the howl of the wolf.

The schoolboys looked back as the sleigh
fled on. Five wolves were in sight—gaunt,
haggard, wasted by famine—the famine that
had drawn them far from their accustomed
haunts.

As they loped behind the sleigh the school-

boys could see the gleaming jaws, from which
the hot breath poured like steam.

Once within reach of those hideous fangs
it was all over with the occupants of the sleigh,

Bob Lawless sat as steady as a rock, driving,
holding his terrified team well in hand, and
getting every ounce of speed out of the horses.

How many, Frank ?” he asked, without
looking round.

“I can see five.”

“ Are they gaining ? "

“1 think so.”

“We're not far off the river now,” said
Bob quietly.

Bob had taken a slightly different route,
to cross the river lower down than before, to
avoid the place where the ice had eracked.
But the river was not yet in sight.

With fascinated eyes, Frank and Vere
Beauclere: watched the gaunt animals that
loped after the sleigh in ferocious pursuit.

In the fierce race two of them dropped
behind and were lost to view amid the
powdering snow. _

But three of the fearful animals were close in
pursuit, and gaining on the sleigh.

“And we have no weapon!” muttered
Vere Beauclere.

“ How far off now ? "’ asked Bob, in tones
of quiet calmness. He did not look round.
He dared not take his eyes from the straining
team and the snow-driven trail ahead.

“Twenty yards the nearest,” said Frank
Richards quietly. * Only three keeping up.”

" When they're half the distance, throw out
the' bearskin rug.”

108 )
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* Right!1”

The three schoolboys were calm and quiet.
The very nearness of the terrible danger

seemed to calm them.

Frank and Vere loosened the big bearskin
They had heard of such

rug, ready to throw.
a device to delay a
pursuing pack.  Bob
Lawless had thought of
it at once, Closer and
closer came the raven-
ous three, with red,
rolling eyes and
gnapping jaws.

“Now-l"
Beauclere.

Frank tossed the
great, heavy bearskin
into the snow behind.

In a couple of seconds
the three wolves had
reached it, and were
tearing it madly with
their teeth, The three
gaunt animals struggled
for it, gnashing their
teeth ferociously, and
the schoolboys heard
the horrid sound as the
sleigh fled on, unpursued
for the moment,

Then came a wild
uproar of snarling and
velling. Snapping teeth
had caught a paw in
the struggle for the
bearskin, and the bitten
animal turned savagely
upon the assailant,
biting in return.

Two savage brutes
were rolling over in the
snow, tearing and snarl-
ing and foaming as if in

muttered

madness. The third was rending the bear-

skin to tatters.
The sleigh raced on.
* The river!

and Frank looked back.

7 panted Beauclere.
The frozen river gleamed ahead in the
starlight. There was a long, low howl behind,

keeping up the chase, and faintly from the tar

distance came the echoes of the savage
conflict still proceeding between the other two.

But the sleigh had gained a long stretch.

“ Three cheers!” roared Billy Cook, waving

his hat. And the crowd of puests and ranch-
men joined heartily in the cheers, till Frank
Richards and Co. were glad to hide their
blushes in the ranch-house. (See Chapter 10.)

Clouds had hidden the stars again.

It swept down to the frozen river, and glided
out on the snow-clad ice.

The juniors almost
held their breath,

But the 1ce was
thicker here. It stood
the strain almost with-
out a sound. lLike an
arrow the sleigh passed
ncross the frozen sur-
face, and rushed up the
bank. Frank Richards
stood up to look back.

On the far side of
the river the last wolf
was disappearing from
view in the snow. The
sleigh had won the
deadly race.

““ All serene ! ™ pant-
ed Frank, sinking back
into his seat. “ My
hat! 1 don't want 1o
go through that again!”

“ All's well that ends
well,” saild Beauelere,
with a faint smile.
“ Tather Christmas has
had a narrow shave,
but he will get to White
Pine now.”

For several miles
more the sleigh kept
up good speed. But
the weary horses slack-
ened at last. The
danger of the wolves
was past, and Bob
allowed his team to fall

into an easy trot.
There

was darkness round the sleigh, save for the

white gleam of the snow.
familiar ground to Bob Lawless, and he drove
on without a doubt or a pause.

Through the dimness a pale gleam crept in
the eastern sky., Like spectres in the dark

A single woll was
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the distant summits of the Rockies loomed
into view, whitened by the dawn.

It was the dawn of Christmas.

Till now the schoolboys had hardly been
conscious of fatigue. But as the pale winter
dawn crept up the sky they realised that they
were very tired. Darkness rolled away from
the mountains and the plain, Trees loomed
up dimly, and then more clearly. But they
were close to White Pine now.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Father Christmas at White Pine

veLLow sun looked down from a grey

A sky as Bob Lawless brought his weary
team to a halt at White Pine. Even

as he halted, the door of the emigrant’s cabin
opened, and Micky Muldoon came out, :

The settler stopped and stared at the sight

-of the sleigh.

Bob Lawless jumped down followed by his
comrades,

* Merry Christmas, Mr, Muldoon ! ”* he sang
out cheerily.

*“ Merry Christmas to you, sorr, begorra ! *
said Mr. Muldoon. * And phwat are yez doin’
80 far from home at this hour ?

“We've just come from Fraser,”

“Phwat | ” gasped Mr. Muldoon.

“ And we've got the doll.”

* The—the—the doll!’’ repeated the as-
tounded backwoodsman.

* Lug it out, Franky."

Frank Richards dragged the box out of the
sleigh. Micky Muldoon was staring at them
blankly. He did not understand yet.

“Don’t you catch on 77 said Bob. “ It's
Father Christmas, He's brought the doll for
Bridget.”

*“ Oh, begor ! ”

* Is she awake yet 77

Mr. Muldoon shook hig head.

(11 Notl yﬂt-“

“ Good ! Mrs. Muldoon up

“ Yis, sorr. Sure, I'll call her.”

The settler stepped back into the cahin,
and reap d in a few moments with his

“wife. The tired, troubled woman looked in
amazement at the three schoolboys. Bol
Lawless removed the lid of the big cardboard

r'bﬁxg

Mrs. Muldoon’s eyes fairly bulged at the
sight of the great doll.

“ Will that fill the bill ¢ ” grinned Bob, with
great satisfaction. * We've brought it from
Fraser for the little 'un, Mrs. Muldoon. You're
to put it in her stocking before she wakes—
if it'll go into her blessed stocking though !

* Bless my heart | ” gaid the amazed woman.
“ Oh, Master Lawless——""

“ Father Christmas, if
chuckled Bob,

" The blessings of the saints be on you this
Christmas, young jintlemen ! said Mr. Mul-
doon. * Sure, the little one would have broken
her heart if Father Christmas had passed her
by. And, faith, it's little I could do. But—
but—-"

“You've been to Fraser?” said Mrs, Mul-
doon. “You've heen sleighing all night for
the sake of the little one! And sure, T heard
that there were wolves on the range, across the
river |

“Never mind the wolves,” said Frank
Richards, laughing. “ Shove the doll where
the little one will see it when she wakes,
ma'am,”

* Heaven bless you all ! ”* said Mrs, Muldoon
with tears in her tired eyes, as she took the doll.

The settler’s wife went into the cabin,

* Now it's about time we got home to bed,”
grinned Bob. * Come to think of it, T'm a bit
tired,”

“ Hark!” said Frank.

They stepped closer o the doorway of the
cabin,

A weak, childish voice could be heard,
Bridget had awakened.

“ Mummy ! ™

* Yes, dearie,”

“ It’s Christmas, mummy,”

“Yes, dear, it’s Christmas.”

" Has Father Christmas come ? "

Frapk Richards and his chums looked at one
another, But for the arrival of the schoolboys
poor Mrs. Muldoon would have had a bitterly
disappointing reply to make to the child’s ques-
tion.

At that moment the chums of Cedar Creek
felt more than repaid for the stress and the
danger of that wild night's ride through the
ElllUW,

you please!”
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In silence they listened.

“Has he come, mummy ? TI'm sure he
would come. See if Father Christmas has
been, mummy.”

*“ Sure, I'll see, daxling.”

The poor woman’s voice was happy now as
ghe answered,

There was a pause, and then from the cabin
came a cry of delight.

* Oh, mummy !

. It was a cry so full of infantile joy and satis-
faction that it went straight to the hearts of the
listeners,

“Begor!” murmured Micky Muldoon.
“ Begor, an’ sure heaven will bless you, young
gintlemen, for phwat ye've done.”

“ Oh, mummy ! Isn’tit a beauty ? I knew
Father Christmas wouldn’t forget us, mummy.
Oh, mummy ! *

Mrs Muldoon stepped to the door, and signed
to the schoolboys to enter.

They looked in.

Little Bridget was sitting up in her cot with
the doll in her arms. It was such a doll as the
child had never seen before, such a doll as she
had never dreamed of possessing. Her pale
face was flushed now, her eyes were sparkling.
She hugged the doll and crooned over it.

She looked up brightly and smiled to the
schoolboys.

“Bob! He's come.”

“Has he 2" exclaimed Bob; ** who has,
Bridget 2 ”

*“ Father Christmas ! " Bridget laughed hap-
pily. I knew he would, Bob, and you said
he would, too. Some folks don’t believe in
Father Christmas, Look what he’s brought
me!”

“It's ripping!” said Bob. “ Good old
Father Christmas. He was bound to come,
Bridget.”

“You can hold it if you like, Bob,” said
Bridget, generously.

% Oh, my hat ! " murmured Bob.

He took the doll for a moment, Bridget,
watching it hungrily, And the child was evi-
dently glad when her little arms closed once
more upon her treasure,

“ It's eyes open and shut, Bob. Look!”

* Faney that | ” said Bob, in great surprise,

* Bridget laid her head on the pillow again,

the doll cuddled in her arms. Bob Lawless
rejoined his chums,

*“ Come on, you chaps,” he said. “ By gum !
It was worth that drive!”

“ Heaven bless you!" was all poor Mrs,
Muldoon could say. “ Heaven bless you,
young gentlemen, for this.”

With happy hearts the chums of Cedar Creek
stepped into the sleigh. At an easy pace Bob
drove away from the lonely cabin. They left
happiness behind them there.

* Home now,” said Frank.

“ We'll call at the school ! ** said Bob. * Miss
Meadows was to be fetched to the ranch early
this morning. We'll take her along, and the
popper can’t rag us with Miss Meadows looking
on—see ?

* Ha, ha, ha.”

And they drove on merrily to Cedar Creck.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
A Merry Christmas

158 Meapows was expecting to be
called for at the school that morning.

The rancher’s sleigh arrived a little
earlier than was expeeted, that was all.

Miss Meadows and Mr. Slimmey entered the
vehicle, and Bob turned his team in the direc-
tion of the ranch.

“ You boys look tired,” Miss Meadows re-
marked, as Frank Richard’s chin was dropping
on his chest.

Frank straightened up rather guiltily.

“ Nunno—not at all | " he stammered.

“ Not a bit,” said Beauclere.

Miss Meadows looked at them rather keenly,

“ The horses are tired, too,” she said, *“ You
must have been out a very long time ; yetitis
still early morning,”

“ Tell Miss Meadows, and she’ll make it all
right with the popper, Frankie,” said Bob Law-
less, over his shoulder. 5

“ What have you to tell me, Richards ? "
asked the schoolmistress, a little severely, and
Mr. Slimmey blinked at the chums over hig
gold-rimmed glasses.

“ We've been out all night, Miss Meadows,”
confessed Frank.,

“ What ! Where have you been ¢ ™

“ To Fraser.”

. . ¢ x11)



“ Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr, Slimmey.
*“ My boys—Fraser—and there are wolves on
the range.”

“The wolves have had Mr, Lawless’ bear-
skin rug,” said Beauclere. T hope he won't
mind, as they had to have that or us! ™

“ (ood heavens ! exclaimed Miss Meadows.
“ Tell me at once what you’ve been doing.”

Frank Richards told the whole story. He
wondered whether Miss Meadows would be
angry ; but as he looked at the schoolmistress’
face when he had finished, he saw that her
eyes had filled with tears.

_“ My dear, dear boys | ™ said Miss Meadows ;
“ my dear, dear boys! You should not have
gone—it was too terribly dangerous; but—
but I am proud of you! T do not think Mr.
Lawless will be angry when he knows | ™

* 8o Father Christmas came to White Pine
after all ! " said Mr. Slimmey, wiping his spec-
tacles,

“You bet ! " chuckled Bob Lawless, *“ and
if you'd seen the kid’s face, Mr. Slimmey, you'd
have thought it was worth it.”

 The sleigh jingled up to the ranch. Mr.
Lawless ran to meet it, and Mrs. Lawless, in
the porch, breathed a deep sigh of relief at the
sight of her son safe and sound.

* You young rascals ! ” ghouted the rancher
as the sleigh halted. * Good morning, Miss
Meadows ; good morning, Mr. Slimmey ;
Merry Christmas ! You young rascals, where
have you been ?

“Bob | ” exclaimed Mrs, Lawless.

“You weren't alarmed, mother ? " asked
Bob remorsefully. “ I gave Billy Cook a mes-
il go——""

- “Billy gave us the message,” said the ranch-
er gruffly ; “ but your mother was anxious
all the same, you young scallywag. Do you
think youn are old enough to take a night out
on the prairie in a sleigh ? ”

“ Under the circumstances, popper,” said
Bob. “ You tell him, Miss Meadows—I can
see he i3 going to be mad with us,”

The rancher was in rather a difficulty. His
gon’s escapade could not be passed over, but a
dozen guests were gathering round to see the
returning wanderers, as well as Miss Meadows
and Mr. Slimmey.

But Miss Meadows hastened to explain, and

the cloud cleared off from the rancher’s brow.

Several of the Cedar Creek schoolboys had
arrived at the ranch with their parents for
Christmas Day, and they gathered round Frank
Richards and Co. There was a buzz of amaze-
ment from all as Miss Meadows told the story
of Father Christmas coming to White Pine.

*“ The young rascals ! ” gasped the rancher.
“ Oh, the scallywags ! Bob, you young villain
—sguppose the wolves * He gasped again.

“ They've had your bearskin rug, popper,”
said Bob, cheerfully.

“ You've been to Fraser, Bob!” exclaimed
Chunky Todgers, catching Bob’sarm. *“ Well,
it beats the Dutch | I say, old fellow, did you
think of bringing back any maple sugar with

ou?”

% “ Never thought of it, Chunky,” said Bob,

“ You young raseals! " repeated the rancher.
“ You ought to be cowhided for running such
risks. But if your schoolmistress thinks you
can be forgiven, I'd better think the same, I
guess,”

“ Hear, hear,” said Bob, cheerily, *I—I
say, mother, I—I'm sorry if you were anxious.
I—I thought you'd like that kid to get the
doll, though what anybody wants with a doll
beats me hollow. You're not waxy ?”

Mrs. Lawless bent and kissed her son with
tears in her eyes.

“I have been alarmed,” she said. “1I
should have been terribly alarmed if I had
known what you were doing. But I am proud
of you, Bob, and of your friends, too ! ”

“ Three cheers ! ” roared Billy Cook, waving
his hat.

And the crowd of guests and the ranchmen
joined heartily in the cheers, till Frank
Richards and Co. were glad to hide their
blushes in the ranch-house. And that Christ-
mas Day was spent by the chums of Cedar
Creek in deep slumber.

But in the evening they were quite them-
selves again. It was a merry Christmas at the
ranch—one of the merriest Frank Richards
had ever known—and it was made all the
happier to the chums by the knowledge that
they had brought happiness to others. And a
dozen times, at least, the story had to be told
of how Father Christmas came to White Pine.

THE END
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AN ICE PICTURE!
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The weighty Editor of “ Billy Bunter's Weekly ” is here seen doing a * solo turn” on the ice,
but his Four Fat Subs. are not far off. Can you find them ?
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A RAMBLE ROUND ROOKWOOD!
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magic wand you could suddenly trans-
port yourself to Rookwood School.
You would see many strange sights and
meet many strange people.
At the first glimpse of the historic Hamp-
shire school you would be thrilled.

Rookwood stands on elevated ground, and
its stately tower is a landmark for miles
around.

Two huge buildings adjoining one another
would greet your gaze—one ancient and ivy-
clad: and the other, in striking contrast,
bare-walled and comparatively new,

The old ivy-clad building is the original
Rookwood—the Classical Side, The other
*“ goodly pile,” as a novelist would describe
it, is the Modern Side,

If you were going to Rookwood as a new
h{}) you would probably be keen on getting
into the Modern Side, which is thoroughly
up-to-date, and replete with every modern
convenience,

But the Classical Side, though draughty and
ill-lighted, and possessing damp walls and
crumbling masonry, has much to commend
it. For it is rich in traditions, and it

I ET us suppose that by the stroke of a
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represents the real Rookwood. It dates

back many hundreds of years.

You would be greeted at the school gates by
a somewhat grumpy-looking individual is
uniform, with an ancient hat flattened down
upon his semi-bald pate.

This is John Mack, the porter and lodge-
keeper. Mack is a counterpart of the Grey-
friars Gosling and the 8t. Jim’s Tagoles. He
is one of the landmarks of Rookwood, having
been at the school longer than anyone else, the
Head included.

Mack would greet you something like this :

*“ Wot I says is this 'ere—state yer business
promp, or I'll send you packin’, as sure as
heggs ! 7

On your requesting an interview with the
Head, the flat-footed Mack would shuflle
across the quadrangle, beckoning you to
follow.,

Unless you happened to be a fellow of ex
ceptional nerve, you would feel rather awec
in the presence of the Rev. Henry Chisholm
D.D., M.A., headmaster of Rookwood “«Lhrmi
For the ]'llari has what is known as a * pre
gence.”  His keen eyes seem to search your
very soul. If your kmees started wobbling,
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and your heart beating faster, you could con-
sole yourself with the reflection that thousands

of knees had wobbled, and thousands of

hearts palpitated, in like cirenmstances.

The Head’s face is stern in repose; but
when he smiles the whole atmosphere is
changed as if by magic. For there is a genial
gide to Dr. Chisholm’s nature, and if you are
fortunate enough to be on good terms with
him. you will gnd him a very pleasant and
charming gentleman. ;

The Head is a great scholar, and in his
younger days he was a Trojan on the playing-
fields. The number of sporting trophies which
adorn his sideboard bear witness to this.

Dr. Chisholm would chat to you for soru
moments in a kindly manner. But he is a
busy man, and you would be tactful enough
not to take up too much of his valuable time.
Besides, you ]imvc many more people to see.
SBome you will warm to at first sight ; others
you will instinctively dislike.

Mr. Herbert Manders, M.A., is the senior
master at Rookwood, and has control of the
Modern Side.

You won’t like Mr. Manders. Nobody
likes him. He is a lean, hatchet-faced man,
with steely-grey eyes and a rather cruel
mouth,

You have doubtless heard the well-known
verse commencing *“ I do not love thee, Dr,
Fell.” 1t can be applied, with variations, to
Mr. Manders,

“1 do not love thee, Mr, Manders,

To thee no Rookwood fellow panders.

For thou art much too fond of * handers,’
I do not love thee, Mr. Manders | ™

To put it plainly, Mr. Manders is a tyrant.
And although some of the other masters are
heavy-handed at times, none is so cordially
disliked as the senior master at Rookwood.

The other masters are Mr. Edward Greely,
B.A.; Mr, Percy Jasper Mooney, M.A.; Mr.
Richard Dalton, M.A.; Mr, Frank Bohun,
M.A.; Mr. 8amuel Wiggins, M.A. ; Mr. Arthur
Flinders; Mr. Harold Bull; and Monsieur
Guillaume Monecean, the French master.

Mr, Dalton is probably the best known of
these gentlemen, for he has charge of the

{

Classical Fourth, the Form to which Jimmy
Silver & Co. belong. Few of us envy Mr,
Dalton’s task of preserving order in the most
unruly Form at Rookwood ! '

After a brief handshake with each of the
masters, you would start on the second stage
of your tour,

IN THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.

George Bulkeley, captain of Rookwood, head
prefect, and head of games, will take your
hand in a powerful grip, and smile down at
you—for it is highly improbable that you
wonld be as tall as Bulkeley. He is by way
of being a giant, '

A fine fellow is Bulkeley, and an ideal
skipper in every way. He is immensely popu-
lar, especially among the smaller fry. The
youngsters tumble over each other for the
honour of fagging for Bulkeley. He is a tower
of strength to Rookwood, and you will like him
tremendously.

You will like Lawrence Neville, too, He
is Bulkeley's right-hand man, and cast very
much in the same mould. A mighty sports-
man is Neville, and a rattling good sort. As
a boxer he has no equal at Rookwood,

The rest of the geniors on the Classical side
will not interest you very much. Dickinson,
and Jones major, and Lonsdale are typical
Sixth-formers, ineclinéd to be rather easy-
going, perhaps, but with no serious faults.
Merton is weak, and too easily influenced by
Carthew. The last-named is a thorough black
sheep, with no redeeming characteristics., He ,
is a bully and a law-breaker, and on numerous
occasions he has come within an ace of ex-
pulsion,

Over on the Modern Side you will meet its
head prefect, James Knowles, He is as
shady a person as Carthew—in fact, more so,
since he claims the unenviable distinction
of being the worst fellow at Rookwood.

Knowles has no use for juniors and fags.
He gives them a warm time, and his pal,
Catesby, backs him up in his tyranny. Framp-
ton is also a confederate of Knowles.

Kingsley Brayne is the best senior on the
Modern Side. You should see him play
football | His generalship on the field of play
is remarkable, and, as a certain punster in the
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A few of the well-known characters you would meet in the course of a

ramble round Rookwood.
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Fourth remarked, he relies on
rather than brawn.

The other fellows in the Sixth are of a
nondescript order. Tom Hoke and Martin
Myers are bullies on a small scale. Horace

Tresham is a great pal of Brayne’s. Michael

“ Brayne "’

Medway is a curious mixture of good and bad,

gelfishness being his cardinal fault. And in
Joseph Ledbury we have a good sportsman,
who i8 not often in the limelight.

You will not fail to be struck by the cosi-
ness of the Sixth Form studies,

When a senior sets out to furnish his study,
he makes it “a home away from home.”
Luxurious carpets, restful couches, easy
chairs, and cushions galore will greet your
gaze, And if you are lucky enough to be
invited to tea by one of the p:%ecta-——
But, of course, you would decline, preferring
to wait and have tea with Jimmy Silver & Co.,
the heroes of the Classical Fourth.

THE FIFTH AND THE SHELL

A lightning visit to the Fifth Form quarters,
Classical and Modern, will show you some
interesting personages.

The leader of the Classical Fifth is Edward
Hansom—a really wonderful fellow, who is
far and away the cleverest fellow at Rook-
wood—in his own opinion !

Hansom is always coming to loggerheads
with Jimmy Silver & Co,, but he gets preciouns
little change out of them. If there is a feud
between the Fifth and the Fourth, it is safe
to say that Hansom’s brigade will get the
worst of it. Poor old Hansom! He has a
great opinion of himself, but if only he could
see himself as others gee him, he would fade
away and hide his diminished head !

Philip Lumsden and Ceeil Talboys are
Hansom’s two lieutenants, The latter rather
Q':;i:l{'a himself on being a first-class pianist.

hen he puts on the loud pedal, the fellows
geatter in all directions. Music hath charms ;
but not the sort of musie served up by Talboys
of the Fifth.

Faith, an’ if it's a rale good sportsman
ye're seeking, ye needn’t look farther than
- Uecil O'Rourke, from the Emerald Isle, A
~ jolly good fellow is O'Rourke. In the opinion
ol many, he onght to be skipper of the Fifth

in place of the eonceited and cocksure Hansom.

You will like O’Rourke. ' You will also
have a friendly handshake for Harry Dufl
and Tobias Jobson. The latter, to use a
time-honoured phrase, is *“ as poor as a church
mouse.”” But, although Jobson lacks cash, he
has a good headpiece on him, and is more
than capable of holding his own.

Of Harry Brown, it need only be said that
he is almost as conceited as Hansom. He will
talk to you for hours of the achievements and
the great genius of Harry Brown—if you
let him !

Before crossing over to the Modern Side,
it will be as well to give Panl Muggins a
look-in. Mugging is a rugged sort of fellow,
with the strength of an ox. He has no finesse
and no tact. He is always blundering about
like a bull in a china-shop. But he is quite
a good fellow in the main,

On the Modern Side, the leading lights of
the Fifth Form are Lourie de Montmorene
and his three chums, Tom Evans, Roderic
Flowers, and James Waterson. They are of
the nuts nutty. They dress stylishly ; they
have plenty of money to throw about; and
they mimic the drawling tones of the aris-
tocracy, omitting the final ** g's.”

These fellows are not likely to appeal to
you very much ; and Adolphus Smythe, of the
Shell, will appeal to you still less,

Smythe is the leader and founder of the
“Smart Set.” e is the Beau Brummel of
Rookwood ; and his pockets, like those of
De Montmorency, are well lined with cash.

Here are the names of the fellows who
follow in Smythe’s train :

Aubrey Howard and Allan Tracy (Smythe's
study-mates), Alec Chesney, Robert Gilbey,
Murray Seaton, Jack Selwyn, and Paul
Waugh.

“THE FISTICAL FOUR "

And now your heart gives a bound, for you
realise that you are going to see somebody
worth seeing.

The heroes of the (Classical Side, and the
most prominent people at Rookwood, are
Jimmy Silyer, Arthur Edward Lovell, Arthur
Newcone, and (George Raby.

Let us take them in due order.

(Hr}
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You will have no difficulty in picking out
Jimmy Silver from the rest, on account of
his sunny smile. Jimmy is invariably smiling.
His motto is “ Always Merry and Bright,”
and it is only on very rare occasions that
you find him in the doldrums.

Jimmy is the leader of the Fistical Four,
and the junior captain of ericket and football.
He is a thrustful, go-ahead fellow, with an
abundance of animal spirits. As an inventor
of *“japes” and * wheezes” he has no
superior at Rookwood. He is the soul of
honour, and a splendid fellow in every way:.

Jimmy Silver will chat to you frankly and
gaily. {{e will press you to stay to tea—
not that you will need any pressing !—and
you will seat yourself at a laden table and
thoroughly enjoy yourself.

Arthur Edward Lovell will claim your
interest. He is Jimmy Silver's best chum,
but he is not so cheery as Jimmy. He is
more concerned with the serious things of life.
He won’t prattle to you so pleasantly as
Jimmy Silver, either, He will grunt and
grumble a bit, but he doesn’t mean anything.
He is sound as a rock and true as steel. Jimmy
ﬂiIivﬂr is fortunate in having such a’staunch
pal.
Arthur Newcome is a good-looking, well-
built junior, somewhat quiet in disposition,
but a sterling performer on the playing-fields.
Jimmy Silver and Newcome, in the Rookwood
forward line, form a formidable pair. New-
come is a good scholar, and he has an excellent
taste in reading, without, however, being a
“* swot.”

George Raby, the fourth member of the
Fistical Four, differs from all the others. He
18 a big, burly fellow, and inclined to be slow-
witted, But George throws himself heart and
soul into his work and play, and he is a valu-
able member of the famous quartet.

Whilst you are sitting at tea with the
TFistical Four, a fat figure will probably loom
up in the doorway of the study. And a high-
pitched voice will exelaim: 1 say, you
fellows ! ™

The intruder will be Reginald Mnffin,
commonly called ** Tubby.”

Tubby is dense and stupid and amusing,

~ but there is very little vice in him. When he
‘ : (0 0 e

does wrong, it is generally through ignorance.
Tabby Wil ba simaly’ Bupsis be: Gl 2oa 1l
about himself, but Jimmy Silver & Co. will
probably pitch him into the passage before
he has a chance !

After tea, you will meet the other fellows
in the Classical Fourth.

Kit Conroy and Kit Erroll will strike you
a8 being fellows of the best type. The same
remark applies to Dick Oswald, Tom Rawson,
and Teddy Grace, The last-named used to be
called ** Putty,” because he was supposed to
be * soft.” But he soon proved to Rookwood
that there was nothing soft in his make-up.
Teddy is simply bubbling over with japes and.
wheezes, and in this respect he is almost as
renowned as Jimmy Silver.

Van Ryn, a Colonial from South Africa, is.
also a decent fellow. 8o is Ernest Hooker.
Evans minor has a clean sheet, and Sidney
Dickinson is all right since he was cured of
the habit of reading lurid literature.

A fellow of outstanding interest, who has
played a prominent part in many Rookwood
stories, is Valentine Mornington. Morny's
appearance is as dandified as that of Adolphus
Smythe. The colour scheme of his fancy
waistcoat will stagger you. But Mornington
is something more than a mere fop: He is a
brilliant fellow—almost a genius in some ways
—bnut he is inclined to be erratic.. He flouts
the conventions, and is utterly fearless. He
is the * deepest’ fellow in the Classical
Fourth, and even his best chum, Kit Erroll,
does not understand him thoroughly.

Having met all these fellows, you will not
wish to waste much time over Peele & Co.,
the black sheep of the Form.

Cyril Peele is the leader of the fast set, and
Gower, Lattrey, Townsend, and Topham
generally take their cue from him,

A fellow you will like is Charles Pons, a
French-Canadian junior, with a marked
propensity for playing practical jokes.

Jones minor is a lively spark, but by no
means & bad sort. And Alfred Higgs, who
used to be the official bully of the Fourth, has

- faded away into comparative oblivion, Jimmy

Silver & Co. have a short way with bullies !
Higgs has ‘‘ asked for ” {rouble more than
once—and got it |



‘that abound in our public schools.
«two distinet sides to his character,

“THE THREE TOMMIES **

Over on the Modern Side, you will be intro-
duced to three very remarkable young gentle-
men.

Tommy Dodd 1s the acknowledged leader
of the Modern Fourth, and Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle give him valuable support in
his frequent japes on the Classicals.

Tommy Dodd is a bright, breezy fellow,
and a sterling sportsman. Of course, he will
tell you that the Moderns
are top-dogs, and that the
Classical Side is nothing
more or less than a home
for incurables. Jimmy
Silver would have told you
exactly the reverse. Your
best poliey will be to agree
with both !

Tommy Cook is strong
and sturdy, and his friend-
ship for Tommy Dodd is
very deep and real,

Tommy Doyle 1s from
the Emerald Isle, and 1s
one of the liveliest fellows
in the school. His rich,
Irish brogue is amusing,
and so are many of his
japes.

You will find the three
Tommies such good com-
pany that you will be loth
to leave them. But there
are others to meet yet,

Clarence York Cufly,

sportsmen at Rookwood—when he cares to
exert himself,

If you are wise, you will scorn to shake
hands with Albert Leggett. This individual
is a toad. He is the sneak of the school,
and he is lots of other unpleasant things.

James Frederick Towle and Richard
McCarthy are horses of a different colour.
Both are sound and decent. And Robert
Wadsley, who is not often in the limelight,

) follows closely in their style.

“THE KINDERGARTEN *’

Before leaving Rookwood,
you will naturally wish to
have a look at the inky-
fingered tribe of fags.

The leader of the Third
Form is Algy Silver, the
younger brother of the
immortal James.

Algy is by no means a
model youth. He is way-
ward and chceLv, and he
causes his major any
amount of trouble. He is
often running a halter round
his neck, owing to his
thoughtless disregard of
rules. Algy is not neurly S0
likeable as Jimmy, but he
will probably grow out of
his present waywardness.

It 18 curious that Edward
Lovell, the minor of Arthur
Edward Lovell, should be

another member of the
Modern Fourth, is an abso-
lute duffer. He i1s sublimely
innocent, and utterly free
from guile. His leg 1s pulled from the
rising up of the sun unto the going down
thercof. But Clarence is quite good-hearted,
and you will enjoy chatting with him
awhile.

Walter Lacy is one of those queer mixtures
There are
Like the
child in the nursery rhyme, *“ when he is good,
he is very, very good; and when he is bad,
he is horrid | ¥ He is one of the best junior

Jimmy Silver is a “ good man on a
horse,” as he has proved on more than
one occasion.

just as troublesome a young
rascal as Algy Silver. But
it is so. Lovell minor is
continually getting 1nto
scrapes, and being hauled out of them by his
watchful major, .

The most detestable youth in the Third is
Bertie de Vere, who is always trying to * cut
a dash.,” He would like Algy Silver and
young Lovell to join him in his escapades ;
but, wilful though they are, they draw the
line at chumming with De Vere,

Other * babes” of the Third are Grant,
Hamley, Hawes, Lucas, Peters, Pipkin,
Stacey, Smithson, Wegg, Wylie, and Wyatt.
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HISTORIC HAPPENINGS No. 2

T face page 121 THE GREAT FLOOD AT ROOKWOOD
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FLOODED OUT =
AT ROOKWOOD =

= A Remirkable Scene in the School’s History
ST

HE great Flood of 1642 is almost as
memorable in the minds of Rook-
wooders as the original Flood which

devastated the world

A torrential downpour of rain, lasting for
many days on end, caused this alarming
catastrophe.

It is feared, however, that the boys of that
period did not view the affair as a catastrophe.
On the contrary, they regarded it as a huge
[ j&pe-“ .

The majority of the rooms on the ground
floor beeame flooded, with the result that the
dormitories had to be converted into class-
rooms. They were Form-rooms by day and
dormitories by night.

When masters and boys wished fo leave the
school building, they were compelled to * take
to the boats.” And the quadrangle resembled
the Serpentine on a summer day. Boats of
every deseription glided to and fro; and well

1=

i

=

. might one of the juniors have remarked,

* Prithee, is this Rookwood or Venice 2 ”

There were many humorous aspects of the
Flood. Our artist has cleverly portrayed one
of them.

Those were indeed stirring times at the old
school. Note the two juniors perched high
and dry in the tree-tops, gazing down with
enjoyment, not unmixed with alarm, at the
seene below.

The school authorities were naturally
relieved when the flood subsided ; but the
high-spirited scholars were, we imagine, vastly
disappointed. ;

Jimmy Silver & Co., the present heroes of
Rookwood, would cheerfully sacrifice a term’s
pocket-money to be able to enact these scenes
over again. But the famous Hampshire
school has not been flooded out since the Stuart
Eariod ; and many years will doubtless elapse
~ before the cry again goes up:

. “Every boy to the boats !”
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A Ramble Round Rookwood!
(Continued from page 120)

You will find them round the common-room
fire, toasting herrings or baking chestnuts,
And they will turn grinning and grimy faces
towards you as you smile down at them.

In the Second Form there are no doubtful
characters, Morningten minor is the best
known. His is quite a romantic history, and
he is greatly devoted to Morny.

Arthur Montgomery Jones—dJones minimus
—is a reckless young scamp, always up to
mischief.

The other * babes” in the Second are
Tracey, Fisher, O'Toole, Roberts, Snooks,
Scott, and Ernest Vincent,

A FINAL SURVEY

A goodly interval having elapsed since tea,
Jimmy Silver & Co. will probably pilot you to
the school tuckshop, where you will make the
acquaintance of Sergeant Benjamin Kettle,
who fought in numerous campaigns and bears
many honourable scars. He is the proprietor
of the little shop, and can be trusted not to
profiteer. He will want to tell you how he
helped to relieve Ladysmith, and how he led
a thrilling charge at Spion Kop. By the time
he has told you all his adventures, you will
begin to wonder whether it really was Welling-
ton who won Waterloo or Sergeant Kettle !

You will have a friendly chat with the kindly
old matron, and with Mrs. Maloney, the
House Dame. Finally, having dropped a
shilling into the cager palm of Tupper, the
page-boy, you will prepare to depart.

In the course of your ramble, you will have
seen the gym, and the spacious playing-fields,
and the weather-beaten old tower, as well as
the picturesque school chapel. And when the
time comes for vou to shake hands with
Jimmy Silver & Co. at the school gates you
will give a last wistful glance at the tall spire
of Rookwood, and say :

.. Never has a day sped more swiftly 1 ”
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HE punishment-room at Rookwood
School is situated right at the top of
the oldest part of the building — very

close to the historic tower,

For the purpose of writing this article, T
have paid a special visit to the dingy apart-
ment, which, 1f it could speak, would tell us
many thrilling and awesome tales of the past.

It is by no means a pleasant room, this
punishment-room, where so many offenders
have passed their last night at Rookwood. A
prison cell would compare favourably with it.
It is almost innocent of furniture. There is a
table, a rough bed, and a prehistoric wash-
stand, which has neither jug nor basin in it.

The walls are not papered, and they are
damp and musty. Spiders have been busy on
the ceiling, which is covered with their webs.
There is one small window—smaller than that
at Carisbrooke Castle, where King Charles the
First made his famous but futile effort to
escape.

I cannot linger long in this place, for it fills
me with gloomy thoughts and a vague, name-
less dread. But for the benefit of my readers
I will examine the walls, on which wvarious
names, initials, and dates have been inscribed.

Here we have the initials *“ R.B.H.” These,
if I mistake not, are the initials of Harcourt
of the Sixth, who was expelled from Rook-
wood as long ago as 1885, for inciting his
schoolfellows to rebellion.

fdadodedopotototototepoiotootobotod

EN

ROOM.

By GEORGE BULKELEY
(Captain of Rookwood.)

Harcourt's last night at the old school was
spent in this gloomy place; and in order to
leave a permanent record of the event, he
carved his initials boldly and deeply in the
wall. We ean picture him performing the task
by candlelight—a tall, pale-faced fellow,
penned in the punishment-room for the night,
and knowing that he was to be expelled on
the morrow.

A little further along the wall we find two
sets of initials bracketed together, thus :

(J.R.B.
(E.K.B.

These are the initials of Browne and
Bertram, two close chums in the Fourth Form,
who were expelled in 1906 for attacking a
master. It is said that the master in question
had oceasion to flog them, and that he did so
in a brutal manner ; whereupon the two boys
hurled themselves upon him, and wrenched
the cane from his hand.

There was much sympathy for Browne and
Bertram ; but every level-headed fellow will
agree that they acted very wrongly.

We now come to the name Trelawny, boldly
engraved upon the opposite wall. And under-
neath the name appear the words, “ Expelled
18566.”

But Trelawny was a bit premature, He was
the ringleader of the Great Rebellion of 1856,
and when the campaign was over he was sent
to the punishment-room to await his fate.
But he was not expelled, after all. There were
extenuating ecircumstances, and Trelawny
merely lost the office of prefect he had held.

There are other names and initials, not less
interesting, but 1 cannot linger any longer in
this uncanny place.

My readers will forgive me, I know, for
electing to go down into the bright sunshine.
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Illustrated by
R. J. MACDONALD

This story throws an interesting new sidelight upon the character of
George Alfred Grundy, of the Shell Form at St. Jim’s.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Message Through the Gloom !
“ 11 will be simply ripping !
I It was George Alfred Grundy who
spoke. And he addressed the words
to himself, as he strode along in the gathering
dusk.
irundy had been over to Wayland to do
some shopping, and he carried a !ur;_,v pareel
under each arm, His step was light, and his
heart likewise, For it was the eve of breaking-
up day.

The burly Shell fellow had been invited to
spend the Christmas holidays at the residence
of his Unele Grundy. And Wilkins and Gunn,
his two study-mates, were included in the
invitation.

“ What a stunning, slap-up time we shall
have ! ” muttered Grundy, as lu-. footed it
briskly in the darkening lane, * Plenty of
grub, plenty of fun, plenty of everything that
goes to make life worth living ! ™

Grundy laughed gaily at the prospect. He

(

was finding the world a very pleasant place to
live in.

Another of his uncles—a gentleman of con-
siderable means—had sent Grundy a ten-
pound note. Such a princely remittance
would enable George Alfred to buy heaps of
good things for himself,

For himself, be it noted. Grundy was not
thinking of others. ~He rarely did.

Decent enough fellow though he was in
many ways, there was no denying that George
Alfred (wrumiv was self-centred. He made
far too much use of the first personal pronoun.
It was “ I am this” and “ I am that,” with
Grundy. He was a sort of tin god—in his
own estimation.

And now, as he went striding along the
dusky lane, plunged in a pleasant reverie, a
voice came to Grundy.

It was not a human wvoice. ]1 was a still,
small voice, yet unmistakably clear.

“ (George Alfred Grundy, you are se Ifish !

rundy stopped short in his stride.
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“My hat!” he muttered.

“ You are selfish, do you hear ? * repeated
the voice. “ You are thinking of the grand
time you will have at your uncle’s place.
You are thinking what a merry Christmas it
will be—for yourself,”

“ Well, that’s so,” stuttered Grundy. He
was shivering a little, This was an uncanny

ence.
here was the voice coming from ?

Grundy looked this way and that way, half-
expecting to see a human being within call.
But, save for himself, the lane was deserted.

* George Alfred Grundy!”

It was the mysterious voice again, and it
was insistent.

“Yes 1 " muttered Grundy.

“ Has it ever occurred to you that there
are others on this planet, besides yourself 7 ”

* Of—of course | ” faltered Grundy.

“ Do you realise that many of these people
are—to use an everyday expression—down
and out 2 ”

“Y-e-e-8.”

“ Are you aware that in this small town of
Wayland alone there are upwards of a hun-
dred unemployed % ”

“Y-e-e-8”

“ And do you realise that Christmas will be
merely a sham and a mockery to these men
and their dependents ? "

“ I—I've never thought about it,” Grundy
confessed,

“No; you have been too much wrapped
up in self.”

Grundy walked on. He had mastered him-
gelf a little by this time. His hands were
clenched as if in defiance,

“ Who is speaking to me ?”” he demanded.

“You must not ask that question,” came
the voice,

“ Well, whoever you are, I don't see why
you should lecture me like this,” said Grundy.
“ It isn’t my fault that there are a hundred
unemployed in Wayland. Your quarrel lies
with the GGovernment—not with me.”

*“ Enough | ” said the voice sternly. “ Have
you ever done anything to lighten the load of
poverty and misery which these people bear 7
“ No,” answered Grundy. *“ Why should
I g- ”» .

“ Because it is your duty.”

“ What rot | ” .

“It is not ‘rot,” as you call it. It is the
duty of every individual to make bad better,
and to stretch out a helping hand to those
who are in need of it.”

Grundy walked on, silent and thoughtful.

“ Perhaps you're right,” he muttered, at
length.

“There is no perhaps about it. I am
right ! ” :

*“ Are you asking me to give a helping hand
to the unemployed of Wayland ¢

“1 am not asking you to do anything.
Whether you help or not is for you yourself
to decide.”

** Oh, all right,” said Grundy. *“ I suppose
there’s a certain amount of truth in what you
say. These men who are out of work will have
a pretty putrid Christmas, and their wives and
kiddies will have to go short. I think I ought
to help them-—yes, and I'll do it, too! I've
got plenty of cash. I'll send a couple of quids
to the Unemployment Relief Fund that’s
being run by the local paper.”

“And have your subscription in next
week’s issue ? ‘ George Alfred Grundy has
kindly subscribed two pounds.’

“ That's it | ” said Grundy.

“ Do you imagine for one moment that that
ig true charity ? "

“ Of coursel”

* Pardon me, it is nothing of the sort.
is thoroughly and utterly selfish,”

“ What !’ gasped Grundy.

“You will have the satisfaction of seeing
your name in print, and your schoolfellows
will say, ‘Grundy's an awfully good sort.
Look what he’s done! He's subsecribed a
couple of pounds to the Unemployment
Fund.” That will be your reward—the
plaudits of the crowd. And a true philan-
thropist neither seeks nor expects a reward.
He does good by stealth,”

Grundy was silent. And the mysterious
voice continued,

“If you are thinking of sending two

ounds to the Fund, do it anonymously.
gigu yourself * A Cheerful Giver,” or some-
thing of that sort. Then nobody will know
the source of the donation,”
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Wilking and Gunn were waiting for Grundy in the school gateway.
asked Wilkins. “ Yes; but I don’t think we shall want them!” said Grundy.
others who need them more than we do!” (See Chapter 2.)

“But I should get no credit, that way!"
protested Girundy.,

*“ Of course you wouldn’t. And it would
be wrong of you to seck credit.”

“My hat!”

“ Now, what do you propose to do in this
matter, George Alfred Grundy ¢ ”

Grundy debated a moment.

“I'll send the money anonymously,” he said.

“ You mean that ?”

1 Yl‘ﬂ._.]

“Well, T will put an alternative plan be-
fore you, Instead of proceeding straight to
your uncle’s house to-morrow, why not spend
a few days in Wayland 2 ”

“ What on earth for ? ”” exclaimed Grundy,
in amazement.

(

# Brought the crackers?™
“ There are

“You could then personally investigate
cases of hardship. I am not asking you to
give away all your money, or to make absurd
sacrifices. Just give a little help to the
worst cases you can find, and do it in such a
way that they will not know from whom the
help comes.”

“ I see,” said Grundy.

“ Will you do this 7 ”

The junior hesitated. He was thinking of
the morrow—of the projected visit to his
uncle’s country house,

What a splendid time he would have
there! Much better than fooling about in
Wayland, doing the Good Samaritan stunt,

Then there were Wilking and Gunn to be
considered. What about them ?
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Again the voice spoke.

“ If you explain the matter to your chums,
I feel sure they will gladly join you.”

Grundy frowned as g'a tramped on his
way.

“ What you're really suggesting, in a nut-
shell, is that we should give up several days
of the Christmas Vaec., and devote them to
helPing cases of hardship ! ” he murmured.

“ That is so0.”

“ But—but a lot of poor people have only
themselves to blame for being poor,” said
Grundy.

L1 Tme‘ll

“ And lots of people are unemployed simply
bécause they’re too lazy to seek employment
—in faect, they wouldn't take it if 1t was
offered to them.”

i TI'{'.[B ag&in'l’

“ Well, then,” said Grundy, “ how do you
expeet me to sort out the deserving cases
from the undeserving ? ™

“You need not worry your head about
that.”

“ But I may go and help the wrong sort of
people.”

“ That will make no difference. Listen to
this passage from the work of a great writer.
“The true philanthropist is the guide and
support of the weak and the poor; not
merely of the meritoriously and the inno-
cently poor, but of the guiltily and punish-
ably poor; of the men who ought to have
known better—of the poor who ought to be
ashamed of themselves.' Is that clear to
you ¢ ”

“ Quite,” said Grundy.

“ Very well, then. You will know how to
proceed. Once again, I am not asking you
to do miracles, With the limited means at
yout disposal, you could never hope to help
all the cases of hardship in Wayland. But
even a little help will go a very long way.
And think of the tremendous joy you will
bring into the lives of those who are now
without hope ! That thought will repay you
over and over again. I will leave you now.
Think this over and do what you feel to be
right.”

There was no response.  Grundy walked
alone. No voice addressed him. Everything
had become normal again,

‘For a moment, the junior imagined he must
have been dreaming. But he presently de-
cided that it was no dream—that his unusual
experience in the dusky lane had been a very
real one.

Grundy approached the gates of St. Jim's,
deep in thought. And it was not of himself
that he was thinking now. It was of those
“ under-dogs  to whom the term “ A Merry
Christmas ” was empty and meaningless,

“Tll help them!”™ he exclaimed, aloud.
“ They want help, goodness knows, and they
shall have it. And I'll persuade others to
help, too!”

A strange fer:ling of happiness came into
Grundy’s heart as he uttered those words,

Happiness !  That elusive state which eo
many were seeking in vain—that will-o’-the-
wisp that everyone was chasing, and few
could capture. But it came to Grundy
now; and it bore out the truth of that
saying, so often despised, that true happiness
can only be achieved by helping others.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Brighter Christmas Soclety!

t ERE he is!”
H “ Good old Grundy!”

“ Finished your shopping ? ”

Grundy nodded abstractedly. Wilkins and
Gunn were awaiting him in the school gateway.

“ Bought the crackers, old man %" asked
Wilkins,

(1] YBS"I

* And the model railway ? ” inquired Gunn.,

[13 Yl’?s_’l

“That's good! And what about the rest
of the things ? ”

“ They're all here,” said Grundy. “ But I
don’t believe we shall be wanting them, after
all.”

Wilkins and Gunn stared at their chum in
blank amazement,

“ W-w-what do you mean ?"” stammered
the former.

* Just this,” said Grundy quietly. * There

“One moment ! ” said Grundy. “ Won't happen to be others whose need is greater than
you tell me who you are ? ” ours,”
A4 2e6 )
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“ (1ood old Sir Philip Sidney ! ” said Gunn.
“ Whatever has come over you, old chap, to
make you talk like this #

“I've been thinking—"

“ Quite a novel experience for you!” said
Wilkins crushingly.

“I've been thinking that T've been think-
ing i

“Then you weren't really thinking at all 2
chuckled Gunn.

“ Don’t keep chippingin! I've been think-
ing that I've been thinking too much of my-
gelf, and not enough of others.”

i U}i 1. "

“It didn’t
oceur to me until
just now that
there are heaps
of poor kiddies
over at Wayland
who won’t get any
toys this Christ-
mag.”’

“Well, that's

i) ¢

not our fault,” =)
said Wilkins. _;ifj
“1 know it Z=Z||
isn't.  But we = |
ean help toremedy %'; - /
m%}%e;rs. » == Wil
y hat ! f;ff_ﬁ J b

Wilkins and

AL

W

Gunn were frankly @i{fj = mind speaking to
amazed. This = — you—"
WaS & new Grundy knfockcd at the IS{:-m*. andhwll:e:} someonet came “What rot!”
he thrust forward a sock. “ With Father Christmas's “ :
Erundy- They compliments ! "’ he said. (See Chapter 3.) Fourthly, 1t
ad never heard may have been

him “spout any of this sentimental stuff,”
as Gunn expressed it, before.

The trio remained in the school gateway,
talking.

“What has come over you, Grundy?”
repeated Gunn,

“TIl try and explain,” said Grundy. “I
was coming along the lane, thinking of the
ripping time I should have this Christmas,
when a voice suddenly spoke to me.”

“ Whose voice ! ~asked Wilkins,

“That's just what 1 can’t make out. Tt
wasn't & human voice, but T heard it just as
plainly as if it had been.”

(

Wilkins and Gunn exchanged glances.

“ Delusions ! ” said the former.

“ First stage of insanity ! said the latter.

Grundy flushed.

“ Nothing of the sort ! ”* he said hotly. *1I
tell you, I distinctly heard this voice——"

“ But you saw nobody ? ” said Wilkins.

“ Not a soul.”

“ Well, listen to me,

When a fellow fancies

he hears voices
“It wasn't all fancy!” said Grundy in-

dignantly.
*“All right;

I'll begin again. When a
fellow hears voices,
and they are not
human voices,
there are several
constructions that
can be put upon
it. Firstly, it may
be sheer delusion
L]

“It wasn’t

delusion in my

may be the voice
of conscience—-—"
L M}' ]]at! L L]
“Thirdly, it
may have been
your subconscious

what is known as telepathy—somebody
else was putting che thoughts into your
mind -

“Piffle| ~

“ And, lastly, it may have been a spirit
voice.”

Grundy gave a violent start.

“Oh, I say! Do you really mean

“It’s not a subject we can jaw about,”
said Wilkins gravely. “ People who are a
jolly sight wiser than we are have quarrelled
on this topic. Some say that spint com-
munication i3 possible, and actually does take
place ; others sneer at the bare notion of such
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a thing. There we must leave it.
gonally, I think in your case you
victim of a delusion.”

“ Same here,” said Gunn.

“ Delusion or mnot,” said Grundy, “I'm
going to act on the messages I received.
I'm not going to my uncle’s place to-morrow
—I'll wire him not to expect me till Christmas
Dayl'l'l

[ 1] Wha.t- ! L}

“I'm going to stay in Wayland for a few
days, and give what little help I can to the
poor beggars who are in need of it. I should

But, per-
were the

like you fellows to come over and give me a

l ’ili ’l'i.’ﬂf”‘ ;

helping hand —
but I don’t sup-
ou’d dream

of doing that.”

Wilkins and
Gunn were sgilent
a very long time.
Grundy’s earnest-
ness had at last
impressed them.,

They, too,
began to think less .
of themselves and
more of others,

Their thoughts
were now turned
to the poor and
destitute, who
were dreading
Christmas rather
than looking
forward to it.

Presently Wilkins turned to Grundy,

“T'm with you,” he said.

* Count me in, too,” said Gunn.

Grundy’s face brightened,
“ That's fine | " he said. “ Between the three of
us, we shall do quite a lot of good in Wayland.
And T'll ask the other fellows to ht‘lp too—
Tom Merry and the rest, They needn’t worry
about Wayland. We'll see to that. But
wherever they happen to be going for
Christmas, they ean give a helping hand to
those who are down and out.”

“ Here comes Merry!”
“ Meation it to him now.”

We're orfings! "~

said Wilkins.
(

“We ain't p:nt nn home, E satd thc little mrl Tralf du.!‘antly.
*Then vou come along with us!” said
Grundy. (See Chapter 3)

Tom Merry was approaching the school
gateway with Manners and Lowther. Grundy
beckoned the captain of the Shell.

“TI've got a suggestion to make, Mer
he said. * I don't take any eredit for it, be-
cause it really isn't my own. It was put into
my head by somebody else.”

“Let's hear it,”’ said Tom Merry good-
naturedly.

“1 propose that we form a Brighter Christ-
mas Society.”

“ With what object ¢ ”

“ With the object of making it a happy
Christmas for those who are counting on
getting a miser-
able one. You
know what I
mean. It's the
kiddies that
matter most at
Christmas. They
like to dream of
Santa Claus, and
all the rest of it.
And when he
doesn’t turn up—
when there are
no toys or sweets
or crackers—why,

it's an awfully
big dma.ppomt
ment

Grundy broke
off, with a catch
in his voice.

He half expect-
ed that Tom Merry and Co. would laugh at
him. But the Terrible Three were not laugh-
ing. On the contrary, they were fighting
hard to prevent themselves doing the other
thing.

Tom Merry’s voice was strangely husky as
he replied to Grundy.,

v That 8 the happiest wheeze I've heard for
a long time,” he said. “ And we were gelfish
beasts not to have thought of it before. Yes,
we'll form a Brighter Christmas Society, with
the greatest of pleasure. What do you say
to calling a Form-meeting in the common-
room, and putting the proposition to them ?

“ Ripping ! ” said Grundy.
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The meeting was sammoned forthwith.

Tom Merry took the chair, and he made an
eloquent plea on behalf of those who seemed
doomed to an unhappy Christmas.

“ Gentlemen ! " exclaimed Tom. “ We can
all do something, however small, to relieve the
general distress. A parcel of food here, a
half-crown there, will work wonders. As
things stand, Christmas Day is merely a joy-
“day for the rich and for the middle-clagses. The
poor—the real poor, I mean—are shut off
from all enjoyment. And these are the people
we are going to brighten Christmas for.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“We shall all be working in one great
cause,” Tom Merry went on. “ And it won't
be wasted effort. So let’s pile in, and make
this Christmas as happy as possible for those
who are worse off than ourselves.”

“ Bravo | ”

There were a few dissenters. Aubrey Racke
remarked that the poor were always with us,
and that they never appreciated help when it
was given to them. And Crooke declared
that he could find better use for his time and
money than by helping gutter-snipes.

For these uncharitable remarks, both Racke
and Crooke were soundly bumped. They
refused to join the Brighter Christmas Society ;
but there was no doubt that the society would
get along very well without them.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
A Merry Christmas!

T was Christmas Eve. Not the traditional
I Christmas KEve, when the snow lay

thick on the ground.

Out: of doors it was the coldest and most
cheerless evening imaginable. Sleet was fall-
ing, and the pavements of Wayland were
slippery and slushy.

Grundy was walking those pavements. He
had walked them for days together, in com-
]p]any with Wilkins and Gunn. And the trio

ad done ““ good turns ” by the dozen. Not
with a flourish of trumpets, but quietly and
by stealth. Coins had been slipped into
grubby hands, Bags of sweets had been

~ stuffed into the pockets of unsuspecting
~  urchins. Parcels of Christmas fare had been
- distributed anonymously.

2

Grundy, Wilkins and Gunn had pooled their
resources, and they now had only three pounds
left, besides the money necessary to pay their
fares down to Uncle Grundy’s.

But three pounds could buy quite a lot,
even in these days of inflated prices. And
Grundy had decided to spend it all on this,
Itheﬁlaat evening of their operations in Way-
and.

The juniors were staying at a small private
hotel, and Grundy was now on his way to
join his chums.

He strode along briskly.

Like the youth in “ Excelsior,”

“ In happy homes he saw the light
Of household fires gleam warm and bright.”

But he saw other homes, too, where happi-
ness had not erossed the threshold, and where
“ household fires ” were rendered impossible
owing to the price of coal.

“ We'll have a final tour of Wayland to-
night,” muttered Grundy. “ Tl tog up as
Father Christmas; then nobody will know
who I am. We'll buy up a stock of toys and
Christmas stockings, and go round doing the
Santa Claus stunt. It will be top-hole!”

Grundy was surprised to find how much
happiness sprang from doing good. On first
coming to Wayland, he had been inclined to
regard it as a bit of a bore. But the days had
sped merrily by, and the trio were now loth
to leave the scene of their activities. In
bringing joy to others, they had automatically
brought joy to themselves. And Grundy felt
indeed grateful to the “ mysterious voice ”
which had prompted his actions.

He found Wilkins and Gunn awaiting him
at the hotel.

“Our last night here, isn't it?” said

Wilkins.
" “Yes,” replied Grundy. “And 1 was
thinking it would be a good stunt for me to
tog up as Father Christmas. I've got a
costume in my trunk. Wore it last Christ-
mas at a fancy-dress ball, you know. We've
got a matter of three pounds left, and we can
spend that on the kiddies.”

“Ripping!” said Wilkins and Gunn,
together.

*“ We'll have some grub first,” said Grundy.
“ Then we’ll set out on our merry tour.,”
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A meal was prepared in the small, cosy
dining-room of the hotel. Grundy and Co.
did full justice to it, for they had been out in
the open air all day.

“ Wonder how Tom Merry and the others
are getting on ? 7 said Wilkins,

“They can’t possibly have had such a
happy time as we've had,” said Grundy.
“ Kverything’s worked like a charm.”

“And we're leaving Wayland in‘a better
state than we found it,” said Gunn.

“Yes, rather | ”

As sgoon as the meal was over, Grundy
retired to his room, and dressed himself in
the garb of Father
Christmas.

Wilkins and
Clunn assisted their
chum.

The quaint
costume, bordered
all round with
white fur, com-
pletely transformed
George Alfred
Grundy. And the
flowing beard
reached down
almost to his knees.

“You'll have all
the kids bawling
‘Beaver!’ after
you I’ said Wilkins.

“1 shan’t mind
a scrap,’ said
Grundy, with a
grin.  “ Anything to give "em a bit of fun
on Christmas Eve. Pity you fellows haven’t
anything special to wear.”

" We'll get some comic masks,” said Gunn.
“Then nobody will know who we are. We
don’t want ourselves advertised as Good
Samaritans,”

_ ““No, rather not!”

“We must borrow a sack from some-
where, too,” said Wilkins. “ Santa Claus
won't be complete without his sack.”

The sack was obtained without much
difficulty. And then the three chums went
along to one of the biggest toyshops in the
town. Here they purchased all sorts of
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*1 think it was perfectly splendid of you!” said
the old gentleman cordially. (See Chapter 3.)

Christmas novelties, which were crammed
into Grundy’s sack.

Grundy’s quaint appearance caused quite
a sensation in the shop, and also in the streets.
On emerging from the shop with his chums,
he was followed by an excited crowd of
youngsters.

“ Where do we go first ?  inquired Gunn.

“T've got a list of addresses here,” said
Grundy. “ Every house on my list contains
some kiddies—the children of parents who
are wretchedly poor. They won't be ex-
pecting anything for Christmas, and these
toys and things will come as a joyful sur-
prise.”

Each separate
article had cost
one - and - gsixpence,
so with the three
pounds the juniors
had been able to
buy forty items.

7+ long time to distri-
bute these at the
various addresses,
77 and it was not at

; all a pleasant sort
7) of evening for being
g% out of doors.

But Grundy,
Wilking, and Gunn
cared nothing for
the elements, If a
raging blizzard had
been in progress,
they would have carried on just the same.

Grundy’s method of delivering his gifts
was as follows. He would knock at the
door of each poor, ramshackle house, and
when some one eame he would thrust the
Christmas stocking, or whatever it was,
into their hands, with the remark, “ For
Jimmy, with Father Christmas’s compli-
ments,” or, “ For Doris, with love from
Santa Claus.”

Before the amazed householder could
recover from his delighted astonishment
the three Good Samaritans would be half-
way down the street.

And so the good work went on, until

( 130 )

e RS s

It would take a.




go terrible as they look. Come along!”

the sack which was slung over Father
. Christmas’s shoulder was em

The hour was late, and Emnd({ & Co.
‘were tired and footsore, for they had covered
‘a wide area.

But they were happily tired, and it was
with a feeling of contentment that they
mEra.ccd their steps to the hotel.

We'll take a short cut down this side
street,” eaid Grundy. “ Hallo! What's
this 1

Huddled together in a doorway, secking
protection from the falling sleet, were a boy
and a girl. They were wretchedly clad,
and shivering with cold. The boy was
about seven, and the girl—apparently his
sister—a little younger. Not only were
they ocold and ill-clad, but their faces were
plhchud and drawn with hunger.

Grundy stopped short, and glanced down
at the waifs.

“ Do you live here ? " he inquired, pointing

at the house.
“No, Farver Kiss'mus,” was the boy’s
reply. r

“ Where do you live, then ?”

“We ain’t got no 'ome,” said the little
girl, half-defiantly. “ We're orfings.”

" “You mean to say you wander about
{from pillar to post, without food or shelter ?
‘gaid Wilkins, aghast,

The boy nodded. A couple of tears
coursed down his grimy cheek., He was
not so stoical as his sister. |
| “This is a shocking state of affairs,”” said
Grundy.

“Can’t help them,” muttered Gunn,
** We've blued all our cash.”

“There’s the money for our fares to-
morrow,” said Grundy. ;

“We can't break into that.”

“Can’t we ? Well, we're jolly well going
to, even if it means hoofing it down to my
uncle’'s place !

Wilkins and Gunn looked a bit startled
ab first. But they soon sided with Grundy.

“You come along with wus,” said the
latter, addressing the two outeasts., * Don’t
be afraid. Father Christmas won't hurt you,
And these fellows in the masks aren’t nearly

Late though the hour was, there was a
restaurant open in the High Street. The
“ orfings " were taken inside, and plied with
as much food as they could consume at one
gitting. After which, Grundy & Co. found
lodgings for them, and paid for their keep
for a week.

“In the meanwhile,” Grundy informed
the landlady, *“ I'll ask my uncle to get in
touch with an orphanage. 80 thuf. these kids
can be taken in.'

Having performed the last a.nd best good
deed of the day, Grundy & Co. returned to
the hotel. They were now *“ broke,” and
it was fortunate that their hotel bill had
been settled right up to date.

“We've got a fifty-mile tramp in front
of us to-morrow,” said Wilking, as the three
chums fturned in,

Grundy yawned sleepily.

“The morrow can take care of itself,”
he replied. “I've an idea that something’s
going to happen.”

And something did.
unexpected.

Uncle Grundy drove up fo the hotel in
his car. He had found out—from what
source nobody ever knew—that his nephew,
and Wilkins and Gunn, had been devoting
their time to helping the poor of Wayland.

“1I think it is perfeetly splendid uf you,
my boys ! said the old gentleman cordmll

“Cut it out, unecle,” said Grundy.
onl?' did what was right.”

I shall insist that you behaved splen-
didly | ” said Uncle Grundy, “ And now
you are coming home with me in my car,
to reap the reward of your labours in a really
merry Christmas,”

Bhortly afterwards, the car was speeding
through country lanes, And ‘the strains of
carol- amg{rﬁ were borne on the breeze.

(tod rest ye, merry gentlpmm*
Let nothing you dismay.”

And merry indeed were the Christmas
revels at Uncle Grundy's house. Happiness
and high good-humour reigned supreme.

And happiest of all, as he plunged into
the whirl of plmsu,tu, was George Allred
Grundy.

Something totally

THE END
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across the seas of the world, to visit

strange ports and see wondrous sights ?
Such delights cannot be yours until you are
old enough ; and you must know how to sail
a boat. What you can do is to get a model
sailing yacht and learn how to sail it properly;
in doing so,

How would you like to be a sailor ¥ Toroam

0000

loDEL SAILING Y ACHTS

AND

HOW TO SAIL THEM

BY EDWARD W.
0000000000000000000000

HOBBS, A.LLN.A.

When the boat is bought the mast and sails
will be detached from the hull, so the first
thing to do is to “ step” thu mast, a8 a
sailor would call it, by pushing the mast
through the hole in the deck until the bottom
r “ heel ” of the mast goes into a little hole

cut to receive it in the bottom of the hull.
Then hook

you will have
many happy
days, watch-
ing your little
ship sailing
away to the
westward, or
perhaps beat-
ing up chan-
nel in the
teeth of a
gale.

If you had
a real pilot
boat, and not
only a model,
like the Sea-
gull, shown in
Fig. 2, you
would want
to know just
what to do in

on the two
shrouds or
ropes that
keep the mast
upright, and
slide the
ivory bowsies
or adjusters
along the
rope until it 18
tight, or “ all
a-taut-o0.”
The foresail
hooks on to
the bowsprit
at the outer
end: the
upper part
or halliards
hook on near
the top of the
mast. The

FPhoto]
A young enthusiast trying out the paces of his new model yacht.

a gale, for a
pilot must
put out in all weathers to the aid of a ship that
needs guidance and help,

The Seagull, as made by Bassett-Lowke,
Itd., is a regular little pilot boat, rigged as a
sloop—that 18 to say, 1t has only two sails,
the foresail, as the sail in front of the mast
is called, and the larger one called the mainsail.

(

[Tapical

“gafi " of the
mainsail
must be tightened up with the bowsie until
it 1s just sufficiently taut to keep the sail in
ghape, but no more.

The *“ sheets ” are the names of the ropes
used to tighten or slacken the booms on the
bottom of the gails, and these have hooks
which hook into an eye or'a * hawse "—and
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they also are fitted with a bowsie for
adjustment.

Everything is now ready for the trial trip,
80 look and see in which way the wind is
blowing, and put the boat into the water with
the bows towards the wind. Buppose the
wind is blowing straight in your face, as you
look at the pond or wherever the boat is being
sailed, and that you want her to sail to your
left. She will then have to sail on the starboard
tack. 8o slacken the fore sheet until the fore-
sail boom is nearly in line
with the side of the hull, and
glacken the main sheet so
that the mainsail can swing

tighten it up until the main boom is nearly in
hna with the hull sides, and tighten up the
foresail just a little bit. Now try her on the

port tack, and she will sail much closer to the
wind. or will be ““ beating to windward,” as a
sailor would say.

If you want to make your boat sail “* down
the wind " or the same way as the wind is
blowing, you must slacken out the mainsail
and the foresail as far as possible, and if all
goas well we shall reach the starting-point
again. The wholé secret of
model-yacht sailing is the correct
adjustment of the sails. Itcan
only be learnt by experiment

over a little further, Now and by actually to sqﬂl
point the boat a model.
towards  the you try to do
left of direction this you are
in which the sure ‘to get
wind 18 blow- enthusiaut-iu
ing, and let the about 1it, but
wind -fill out do not be dis-
the sails— couraged if
when you can i [ success does
release the Mainsail not come with
boat and she | the first day’s
will sail away. | sailing,

If you wanted member that
]1?11: to sail in I Eo ma.g:ﬂa the
the opposite : oat sail to-
direc ti E?‘:ﬂ or === Main Boom | w u; ds the
port tack, all Macaheck. ' Wia b gt wind, you must
youneed dois ., < "’w ol 'l have the sails
Eﬁpoint the : nuht;&htl?

t in that *“ ghee in

direction and i “ ' as the boat will
allow the sails  Fig. 1. This diagram shows the names of all the principal parts  gtand without

to swing over

until they are full of wind. That is when the

- wind blows on the sails and keeps them taut

and without flapping about.

At first it will be found very difficult to
make the boat sail just where you want it
to go; but practice makes perfect, and some
further experiments will teach you a whole
lot about sailing.

Suppose the boat did not sail towards the
wind, but across it. Thisis called “reaching,”
and shows that the mainsail is too slack, or
not near enough to the centre of the boat ; so

of a model racing yacht.

going “into
irons,” which means that the boat will try
to go first this way and then the other way,
and mostly stop in the same place, Cure
this by elackening the sheets a trifle. To eail
across the wind, slacken the sheets still rnora ;
and to sail away from the wind, called ' r
ning "’ or “ down wind,” the mainsail must
be slacked right out until the boom is at right
angles to the boat.

Though it will give you an unusual amount
of fun, of course you cannot expect to do
everything with a cheap little boat like the

{381



Seagull. If you get a racer like the Sham-
rock, shown m Fig. 3, much better results are
obtained, but there are more sails to attend
to, so remember what you have learnt about
the Seagull and apply this knowledge when
you sail the Shamrock. This has five sails
and is just like a real racing yacht ; the names
of all the parts are shown in the diagram, Fig. 1,
s0 that you will know what is meant when the
topsail or the flying-jib is referred to. All
these gails can only be used when the wind is
light. They are set up in the same way as on
the smaller boat, and have to be adjusted in
exactly the same manner., But the rudder
will have to be attended to on this boat—or on
any other like it.

When you are beating to windward or
reaching, do not use the rudder at all ; it should
be unhooked and carried in the pocket until
wanted, which is only when running before
the wind. You will probably have discovered
by now that a boat will not sail very nicely
straight before the wind—she keeps on working

Fig. 3. The * Shamrock,” a real racing model
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- Fig. 22 The * Seagull,” a t}fplt‘::ll sloop-rigged

model pilot boat.

off to starboard or port. But this is
largely corrected by using the swing
rudder, because as the wind heels the
boat, the rudder swings over and acts
like a helmsman, and steers the boat
back on to her course. Several differ-
ent sizes of rudders are a great con-
venience, as the stronger the wind the
heavier the rudder needed to correct
the course of the boat.

When it is possible to afford a proper
** automatic rudder,” it is very useful
to have one fitted, as by its aid a
model boat can be made to sail in
almost any direction.

They can be obtained and fitted by
Bassett-Lowke, Ltd., of 112, High
Holborn, London, W.C., or in Edin-
burgh at No. 1, Frederick Street.
This automatic ,rudder is a most
iIngenious but simple device ; it is
nothing more than a 'l-nh&pod tiller,
fixed on the top of the rudder-post
and connected by it to the rudder.
Instead of hooking the main sheet to
the eye or “hawse” on the deck, it
is attached to the tiller, consequently
as the wind blows on the gails, 1t




exerts a pressure on the main sheet, which then
pulls over the tiller and thus puts the rudder
over.

By using fwe main sheets instead of one,
and crossing them over and leading them
through two pulleys fixed on the deck, you
can put the tiller over either to port or to
starboard, whichever may be required.

It sounds complicated, but the makers
fit.it up all ready for use, and when onee fitted
it never needs attention, except to replace a
cord, should it accidentally be broken. A
rubber band is used to keep the tiller on the
middle line of the boat, and pegs are provided
to check the movement of the tiller, the
different amounts of movement corresponding

to the different weights of the swing rudders.
Thus, in light winds, the movement is limited
by the pegs ; but in heavy winds the pegs are
adjusted to allow the tiller to move a greater
amount, In very heavy winds the Shamrock
will sail well with only the mainsail and the
foresail ; in moderate winds add the jib; and
in very light weather use the topsail flying-jib
as well.

When proficiency has been gained with
these small and simple models you can begin
to think about a regular racing model built
to a rating rule, and go in for class racing,
and perhaps win a challenge cup or champion-
ship award, or even aspire to owning a real
yacht of your own,

THE END
1000 pnaonoonbosooooooagoooonn

A FAMOUS ARTIST'S FORECAST
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! How the Oxford and Cambridge Boat-race will be contested in 1934t (Specially drawn for the
HoLIDAY ANNUAL by G E. B. Bernard.)
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A lot has been published about Greyfriars
in the past; much more will be said about
Gireyfriars in the future; a fine budget of
stories about Greyfriars is written in this

HoLipAY ANNUAL,

" * *

Henry the Eighth put the lid on a large
number of

monastries
during his reign,

By HARRY WHARTON

to have shot buffaloes and grizzlies in the
Rockies when he was younger. The only
pieces of evidence which remain at Greyfriars
are the marks on Mr. Prout’s study walls where
bullets have ploughed their way in.

Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell, ac-
cording to his own statements, has the ability
to use anything,
Hobson, of his
Form, adds that

but he failed to

put the lid on
Greyfriars.

He B *

The enemy
made many
at tempts to
destroy this
fumous  publie
school during
the war; bombs § _¥
did fall perilously
near,; yet
Greyfriars  still
rears its grand
old towers to
greet the morn-
Ing sun.

# # *

Doctor Locke
hag been Head-
master since the
stories com-
menced., That
he i8 almost
indispensable has been proved. The attempt
to institute an outsider culminated In a

barring-out.

ke E W

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth Form,
according to his own statements, is supposed

(

)

his chief ability

seems to be in

using the cane.
Mr. Capper, of

the Upper:
Fourth, is some-
times called a
very reliable
man. Dabney,
of that Form,
says that, as far
as he knows,
Mr. Capper is

only reliable for
handing out at.
least ten thou-
| sand lines every
week,

Mr Horace
Henry  Quelch,
the master of the
Remove, accord-
ingtotheremarks
of his pupils, is
the best master

A

i NS L
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at Greyfriars. Old Quelchy is not a
detective, but the boys know he isn’t
a fool. And, in face of the fact that he has

the most unruly set of boys in the school to
deal with, he manages to inspire more confi-
dence in them than any other master. at
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Greyfriars. The Remove, on the whole, call
him * Good old Quelchy "—except Billy
Bunter, who calls him a beast.

R T

It is rumoured that the Head asked Gosling,
the porter, recently if he would like to retire
on a pension. Gosling, however, is very touchy
on the subject of his age, and (rumour says)
indignantly refused the Head’s well-meant
offer. ** Wot I says is this 'ere,” Gosling prob-
ably remarked. “ A man’s as young as he
feels, and I'm sticking it ! ”

W .

Sports Day 18 always one of the red-letter
days in the Greyfriars calendar. It is a tradi-
tion at the school that every boy, unless he is
medically unfit, goes in for at least one event.

So the fun is fast and furious. The athletie,
fit fellows come into their own, of course, while
the slackers have “ bellows to mend.” The
sight of Mr. Prout panting round in the Master’s
Race is an annual treat, which the boys greatly
appreciate !
* L] % #*

Alonzo Todd, the duffer of the Remove,
takes Sports Day very seriously. His Uncle
Benjamin usually comes down for the
occasion, and Unele Ben approves of athletics
for boys! So poor old Lonzy goes'in for

‘nearly every event—and invariably comes in

last! But Alonzo keeps on trying, and his
cousin Peter says he may win a prize one
day—if a booby prize is ever instituted at the
Greyfriars Sports !
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SPORTS DAY AT GREYFRIARS
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Answered by Frank N ugent

!—-’-—emm“ﬁpww

“Does Billy Bunter ever suffer from in-
digestion 27’ Does an ostrich ?

*“ How is Percy Bolsover keeping ?”’  You
mean what 1s he keeping. Everything he hap-
pens to borrow, without any intention of re-
turning it.

“I ean’t quite believe what my friend told
me, He said Billy Bunter weighed fourteen
ton twelve and a half hundredweight.”
Imaginationitis, &
old chap. Billy
weighs fourteen
stone twelve
and a half
pounds.

* 1f they can’t
find the Grey-

friars treasure,
why don’t they
pull down the
school to look
for it?” 'To
gpare the com-
ments of Dr.

Locke if it failed

to come to light

afterwards.
“When will
Billy Bunter

bust ? "’ Su-s-sh !

“1 paid ten
and six to see
a show the other
night, and 1t
was rotten!”
Pay six shillings
to get a HorLipay ANNUAL—we never have
any grumbles.

*1 ean’t understand why the ° Greyfriars
Herald * should be edited by Remove kids in-
stead of by Sixth Form chaps.” Brains, my
dear chap. When the Sixth edit papers they
backfire and shut up shop.

ﬁ Some Greyfriars Queries

et et S
—

= === 3

“ How many things have been invented at
Greyfriars during the last term ¢” There
have been five explosions,

“Is Billy Bunter very fond of flattery ? ”
He prefers jam-tart.

“If a Bulstrode into a TField, and
Bolsover a Nugent with Wun Lung eating
a Brown Cherry, would he Singh or Hop
Hi?"” The answer's a lemon.

“ How many
countries have
heard of Billy
Bunter ! Don’t
you mean
planets ?

“ How many
moter-cycles has
Horace Coker
had ?” He has
had three or
four different
machines. He
had some fault
to find with each
of them, but it
was the general
opinion at Grey-
friars that the
fault lay with
Coker more than
with the motor-
cycles !

“ Does Sammy
Bunter eat as
much as his
brother Billy ¢ "
No; but then he's not so big! Give him
time, and he’ll beat the record yet—or burst !

“ Have either of the Bunter brothers ever
been up in an aeroplane ¢ No. Haven't
you ever heard that pigs cannot fly ?

Marry Wharton's Fathiul
thum snd member ol The

N
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Which may appear in the year 1940 %

BY PETER TODD g
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rR. WiLL1AM GEORGE BUNTER has been
M appointed chief chef at the Hotel de
Gorge. His salary—like himself-—will
be a fat figure !
# * * i
Followers of sport will be delighted to
learn that Mr. H. Vernon-Smith, the cele-
brated sporteman, has been appointed Chair-
man of the English Football Association.
* * . .

(reat excitement has been occagioned in the
Dartmoor district by the escape of a conviet
from Dartmoor prison.
The man’s name is Harold
Skinner, and the circulated
description of him is as
follows : “Age, 32 ; height,
b ft. 6 in. Ballow com-
plexion, wart on nose and
scar on left cheek. Not
likely to be violent.”

Skinner was undergoing
a term of penal servitude
for fraud.

* * *

At the Holborn Stadium
last night, Battling Bol-
sover secured the heavy-
weight championship of
Great Britain by knocking out Ben Bashem
in the third round. (Official.)

#* * e

- The great motor-cycling race in the Isle
of Man was won by Horace Coker on his
“ Lightning Express "’ machine.

* * *

Dr. H. H. Locke, the distinguished scholar,
has resigned the headmasterslup of Greyirars

E School,

|'(

Coker Wins!

The performance of “ Julius Cmsar ”
His Majesty’s Theatre proved a triumph for
the well-known actor, William Wibley. His
masterly rendering of the part of Brutus
has never been excelled on the English stage.

* #* %
Flight-Commander Robert Cherry, R.A.F.,
"started yesterday on his flight round the

world. He was accompanied by his observer,
Captain Mark Linley.
*

=

L *®

Lord Mauleverer, one of the best-known
figures in society, has
gone to the BSouth of
France for a rest-cure.
Interviewed by otir cor-
respondent, his Lordship
remarked that he found
the strain of moving in
society * too much fag.”
TR T

Mr. Richard Penfold has
been appointed Poet Lau-
reate, Thus his greatest
boyish ambition has been
realised.

Bo s AL 200

The famous explorer,
Captain Tom Redwing, R.N., is about to
sail for the Antarctic.
' 5 * *®

Playing for the M.C.C. yesterday at Lord’s,
(. Wingate compiled a century—his third
this season.

* * *

Samuel Tuckless Bunter, the fat man who
i8 now exhibiting himself on the music-halls,
is said to turn the scale at 28 stone |

{ 139" )
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not be complete without an article
from my fassile pen.

(I am not quite certain if I have spelt
“ fassile ”’ correctly, but you must excuse an
occasional slip, as the novice said when he
went skating for the first time.)

I am going to tell you how to edit a paper.
And if there is any person living who can give
sound and valuable advice on this subject,
that person is W. G. Bunter !

Except for a brief period when I was away in
the Congo, on a tour of adventure, 1 have
edited my WEEKLY since its commence-
ment.

Week in, week out, my wonderful paper
has appeared, to delight the hearts of billions.
And 1t will continue to appear, I hope, until
I am a doddering old josser in a bathchair.
(The bathchair, by the way, will have to be
drawn by horses on account of my weight.
Mere man-power would not be sufficient to
push me along.)

But I must proceed with my main toppick.

In the first place, editors are born and not
made. An editor is born with a distinctive
bump on his cranium. 1t is situated between
the bump of knowledge and the bump of self-
esteem.

When I was barely three years old, my
mater took me to a frenologist. A fren-
nologist, I may say, is a man who is skilled
in the science of bumps.

After making a careful scrootiny of my
massive dome, the expert informed my mater

THE: Hovripay Axnuvarn for 1924 would

e ¥

By BILLY BUNTER.

(Editor of the famous Weekly
which bears his name)

that I possessed the bump of editorship to a
marked degree,

“ This boy, ma’am,” said he, “ will be an
editor, and you are not to dissuade him from
this calling. Do not try to make a pork
butcher or a chimney sweep of him. Do nol
send him into the Army, the Navy, or the
Flying Corpse. If is in the capassity of editor
that he will make his mark.”

Did not that man speak truth, dear readers ?
Have I not made my mark as the editor of the
most widely-read journal in the world ¢ Ha,
ha! The answer is in the infirmative.

R

“This boy, ma'am,” said the frenologist, “ will
be an editor! Do not make a pork butcher of

1 il
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If a burly lout demands m see you, let th: office
boy interview him first !

Now, we will assume that you are a born
editor, and that you have arrived at years of
diseretion, and are simply bursting to start
editing something. The question naturally
arises, what will you edit ?

Your best plan will be to bring out an
entirely new paper. Although the market is
overcrowded with jernals of all sorts, there is
still room for more.

What about a paper called * The Food-hog’s
Fortnightly,” or * The Gormandiser,” or
“The Grub Gazette ” * Such a paper would
command a ready sale,

Although lots of people pretend not to be
interested in tuck, they simply dote on it, in
their hearts. And they would buy * The
Food-hog's Fortnightly,” and devour its
columns 1n secret, and sleep with it under their
pillows. The editor of such a paper would
be a multi-millionaire in a matter of months.

But before you can start editing a paper,
you want a stafl, You need at least half-a-
dozen people to do all the donkey-work. It
18 not an editor’s job to fool about with
scissors and paste. He should be a sOOper-
visor, not a drudge. He ghould lie back in a
luxurions chair, puffing at a fat cigar, and
giving his subs their orders.

Now, before I launched my WEEKLY, 1
~appointed a fully qualified staff of sub- editors.

{ 1412

I engaged my miner, Sammy, to sweep and
serub the editorial sanctum ; 1 engaged Fatty
Wynn and Baggy Trimble to be the St. Jim's
representatives ; and Tubby Muffin to be the
Rookwood representative.

You see the wisdom of this, don’t you ?
[f I had to do all the work myself, 1 should
soon waste away to a shadow. I should be
the skeleton of the Bunter family’s cupboard.
But now that I have four fat subs under me,
I can afford to slack.

How nice it is to know that if T should
happen to be taken ill one week, or feel dis-
inclined for work, there will be somebody to
carry on! And even if my miner had the
misfortune to be taken ill at the same time,
there would still be three others to keep the
flag flying.

Now, having appointed your staff, you
must qc]wt a sweet of offices. Fleet Street
18 the ideal place to edit a paper; but if your
supply of pocket money happened to be scanty,
I am afraid you would find it rather difficult
to rent premises in the * Street of Adventure.”
You must be content with making a modest
beginning ; but in selecting your offices, mind
you take a private room for yourself—a
sanctum sanctorum, wheére you can shut
yourself off from the clash of the typewriters
and the elang of the tellyfones.
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When you've got your sweet of offices, you must
engage artists.
]



An editor should always have a private
He will find it useful for dodging

room.
unwelcome callers.

If some burly lout should come along with
the intention of giving the editor a black eye,
he will first of all have to interview the office-
boy, then the junior sub-editor, then the
second junior sub, and so on; and he will
never be able to fight his way through the lot,
and lay hands on the sacred person of the

editor himself.

There 18 just one little point which I omitted

to mention.

Before you can start to run a paper, you will
If you already possess capital—
If you don’t—well, you're done,
ou see, you will have to buy a printing
And printing plants don’t grow in
Then you will have to employ
You will also have to
lay in a huge supply of paper. On top of all
you must engage authors and artists,
But these little things need not discourage you,
if you are a fellow of determination and metal.
In the course of my wide experience, I have
found that the best way to edit a paper is to
keep it bright and breezy. The public wants

need capital,
ca%ita.ll
plant.
hothouses !
printers, and so on.

this,

to be cheered up, not east down.

If your paper deals with tuck, see that you
Don’t
tell your readers that too much tuck is bad
for them, or that roast pork and apple sauce
: Don’t tell them
that they must chew each mouthful of food
thirty-six times, or any tommy-rot of that
Prate to them of the joys of tuck !
Let the motto of your paper be * Eat not to

treat of tuck in a cheerful manner.

will give them indigestion.

sort.

live, but live to eat.”

But the very best way you can learn how
to edit a paper is to read, mark, learn, and in-
wardly digest the issue of BILLY BUNTER'S
ANNUAL, which appears in this volume.
There you have, in a nutshell, the key to suec-
If you conduet your paper

oessful editorship.
vn these lines, you can’t possibly go wrong.

Now that this article of mine has been given
to the world, editors will spring up all over the
And thousands of
fellows will rise up and bless the name of
‘W. G. Bunter for planting their feet firmly on

place like mushrooms.

the pathway of successful jernalism !
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' Great Days at Greyfriars
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Christmas Day

The old school tower stands grey and grim
Beneath the snow's soft pattering ;
And silence broods in Close and gym,
No crowds, no cheers, no chattering.
For Greyfriars’ boys are gone away
To homely Yule festivities ;
For which (as Lonzy Todd would sav)
They show pronounced proclivities!

No sounds of laughter fill the air,
No outbursts of hilarity,
Upon this festival so rare,
That speaks of joy and charity
The school is silent as a tomb,
Deserted, cold, and desolate ;
No sound disturbs the common-room,
Where happy boys played chess o' late!

At Wharton Lodge, and Bunter Court,
Are signs of gay frivolity ;

And there is heaps of fun and sport,
Of jest and youthful jollity.

The mistletoe is hung on high,
And gorgeous coloured papering ;

While happy boys go romping by,
Careering, cheering, capering |

But Greyfriars School will silent stand,
In solemn, stern austerity ;
While winter storms, on every hand,
Are raging with severity.
The only creature at its post,
While winter days drag wearily,
Will be the celebrated ghost
That haunts the place so eerily !
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CRICKET.
THE highest score ever made by the

(Greyfriars senior eleven was 640
for b wickets (declared). This was
against Friardale Village in 1899,

% * e

The record individual score for the Grey-

friars senior eleven is 244 not out, made by

H. V. Clifton in the match referred to above.
* #* &

The highest score ever made by the Grey-
friars Remove was 720 (all out). The innings
ocoupied two days. This colossal score was put
together as far back as 1850 in a match between
Greyfriars Remove and Courtfield Juniors.

#* * o

The record individual score for the Grey-
friars Remove is 226 not out, scored last
summer by Harry Wharton against Billy
Bunter’s eleven.

" * *

No less than twelve Old Boys of Greyfriars

are now playing as amateurs in county cricket.
" * K

Playing for Greyfriars seniors in 1906, R. B.
Standish hit a ball elean over the roof of the
gymnasium, This feat has never been equalled.

# % #

The finest bowling feat in the annals of
Greyfriars cricket was performed by E. W.
Dartforth in 1911, Playing for the senior

(

RECORDS OF GREYFRIARS

SPORTING

By H. VERNON-SMITH
(Sports Editor of " The Greyfriars Herald,")

eleven against Courtfiecld Wanderers, he
captured all 10 wickets for only 2 runs!

FOOTBALL.

The Greylriars first eleven had its most
successful season in 1907-8. They won every
fixture except one, which was drawn.

#* * #

The record victory for the senior eleven is
14—0, and for the Remove eleven 17—1.
These amazing triumphs were scored against
Friardale Athletic and Wapshot Juniors,
respectively.

* * *

Greyfriars and 8t. Jim’s (junior elevens)
have met on no less than 100 occasions.
Greyfriars have won 40 games, 8t. Jim’'s 38,

and the remaining 22 have been drawn,
% ES L

The Public Schools’ Challenge Cup has
been won by Greyfriars on three oceasions—
in 1895, 1896, and 1904,

ATHLETICS.

The 100 yards’ record is held by Bob
Cherry, who covered the distance in 11 secs.,
dead. This is splendid time for a junior,
but the senior record is 10 secs.

= o o

Bob Cherry also holds the quarter-mile
record. The mile record is shared by Harry
Wharton and Tom Brown, while Mark Linley
has the Marathon record to his credit.

* o i

At the time of writing, the boxing champion
of the Remove is Bob Cherry. Dick Russell,
who won the Publie Schools’ Light-weight
Championship at Aldershot, runs Bob very
close.

* * *
The finest swimmer in the Remove is Harry
Wharton,
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No. I.—The Magic Case
HERE is a simple yet amusing trick which
you can perform at your next party.
Get a gas mantle case and take off the cap from
one end. Place the case upright on a piece of
card, and mark round the card with a pencil
as shown at A. When you have done this
cut out the circle
of card you
have marked.
Now black this
dise on both sides
and also black
the inside of the
" mantle case.
Then fix the
circular piece of
card inside the
centre of the case
as ind:cated at B.
Finally, replace
the caps one on each end of the case.

To perform the trick take off one of the caps
and show the case empty. Then borrow a
small handkhercief and place it in the case,
replacing the cap. Now while you talk to
your audience, quietly turn the case round in
your hands so that they do not notice the
action. Take off the opposite cap and show
the cagse empty. Of course, the handkerchief
is still in the case, but 1t 18 behind the black
dise, and therefore cannot be seen.

No. 2.—The Magic Walking-Stick

This topping little trick always puzzles
people, and now I am giving the secret
of it away to my reader chums for the first
time.

Lt
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HOME MAGIC!
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There are many boys and girls who, during the long winter evenings
or when parties are being held, wish they could *do something."
The lollowing simple iricks are bolh elleclive and easy to perform.

%)

First of all obtain a piece of thread about
gixteen inches long, and sew it through the
edge of the left coat-sleeve in the form of a
small loop—see A. Take care, however, that
the coat you use is either black or a dark blue
ghade of cloth. Next get the walking-stick
which should be
dark brown in
colour, or, at
least, have a
darktinted
handle. In case
you cannot get
one of dark
enough shade,
colour the handle
of any stick with
Indian ink, which
can be washed L
off afterwards. oo

Now, to perform the trick, hold the stick in
the manner shown at A. Tell your audience
you are going to put the * 'fluence ” on the
stick, and while making passes over it, quietly
glip the ferrule end of the walking-stick
through the loop in the thread in the way also
indicated by diagram A. Then hold the stick
upright with the right hand, while you get the
thread taut—see B. Now let go with the
right haund, and waggle the fingers of the left
hand above the stick as though you are sup-
porting it in the air by means of some strange
“’fluence.” The black thread will not be
noticed against the dark background of your
coat.

Of course, you don’t want to perform this
trick before friends until you have tried it by

" yourself a few times!|
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No. 3.—Table Water Polo

The game can
be made quite
easily in the
following man-
ner : Get a round
piecce of cork
and stick a
feather in it (see
diagram A).
Next get four
hairpins and
four square
pieces of wood,
Now fix the bent
hairping in the
pieces of wood to form goal-posts in the
manner shown at B.

Na. 3

The two goals thus formed must be placed
in a tin of water as shown by diagram C. The
“ball” is placed in the centre of the tin or
dish of water to start with, and the players
must try to blow it into their opponents’ goal.

No. 4.—A Handkerchief Trick

Obtain two sheets of ordinary white paper—
or newspaper will do—and paste them together
round three sides (see the outer dotted line in
diagram A.)

Now get a
small white silk
pocket handker-
chief, lay 1t flat
in between the
two papers—the
shaded portion
of the diagram
A indicates the
position — then
show the paper
bag (both sides)
to youraudience,
holding the open
end down with the fingers and thumbs.
Next roll the papers into the form of a hollow
tube, and put a stick through this tube to
show that you have not inserted anything
in it (see B). Finally, wave the stick over the
tube, and pull out the handkerchief from
between the papers,

No. 4

No. 5.—The Disappearing Egg
Save the half shell of a breakfast egg and

through qne side of it push a bent pin. Fix

the pin in position by dropping over the head

of it a little sealing-wax. The sealing-wax

should be put

inside the shell T

so that the pin | Q
&

18 fixed firmly in
position (see A).

The shaded
portion in this
diagramrepre-
sents the sealing-
wax, though,
of course, in
reality you
wouldnot be able
to see it through
the eggshell.

Now place the shell in an egg-cup with the
pin-point away from your audience (see B).
Put a handkerchief over the egg-shell and tell

your chums that you will make the “egg”
disappear. When pulling the handkerchief

away, catch the pin-point in it as shown at C,
and your audience will find the egg-cup
empty.

No. 6.—The Carpenter's Problem

A carpenter once wanted a square piece of
wood with which to finish a certain job. Bue
all he had left was a piece of board with holes
in it. Unfortunately he found that if he
were to cut out a square between the holes—
as indicated by
the dotted lines

No, &

in diagram A— I' A SR
the piece thus i AR RORL | B (0
cut would be too R S e e
small for '1th 8 3 U e DR .
purpose. 'he
problem is: — :4 —
How did he "
manage it ? : ‘ et
The way P s o
that the car- B e g o D
penter obtained D |

a larger square ™=
which suited his
requirements will be seen in diagram B .

No. 6
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No. 7.—An Optical Illusion

e — 1 As you may
know, the eye
A can be very
® casily deceived,

0\ Here is a case in

point. The two
eurved lines on
the right side
of the sketch
appear to be
al drawn at a

< different slope
No. 7 from those on
the left side, You would not dream, from

just looking at them, that the lines A and B
on the right side would meet the tops of lines
A and B in the centre of the sketeh, would
you? Yet if you continue the lines on the
right you will see that they will meet the
others, thus forming an arch with both sides
exactly equal.

No. 8.—Balancing the Coins

Obtain a strip of paper three-quarters of an
inch wide. Place one end across the top of a
glass tumbler, and on the paper at the edge
of the glass balance three or four pennies or
half-crowns—the latter coins are better be-
cause they are heavier. Note the position of
the coins and the paper in diagram 4. The
trick is to get the paper away from under the
coins without upsetting them, If your friends
cannot perform the feat, show them how to do
the trick in the following way : Hold the loose
end of thestrip of paper in the fingers of the
the left hand, and, with a stick held
in the right
hand, strike a
sharp blow
downwards  on
the paper in the
manner indicated
at B. The effect
of the blow will
be to bring the
paper away,
leaving the coins
balanced on the
edge of the
tumbler.

No. 9,—A Land Problem

Four men
once bought a
square piece of |
land which con-
tained twelve
trees. A plan of
this piece of land
is shown at A.
They decided to
divide the land | |®
into  four, but
eachmanwanted | 1o | ¢ @
a frontage of
three-quarters of i
the length of the ground and also three of the
trees in his portion. The arrows to the left
of the plan at A4 show the length of the frontage
each required. The problem is: How did
they divide the land so that each of the four
men obtained what he wanted ¥ The way
they solved the difficulty may be seen at B.

Cut out the top diagram or else re-draw it
on a piece of paper, and try the problem
on your chums. Tell them to indicate
with a pencil the way the land could be
divided to fulfil the requirements of the
owners,

i,
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No. 10.—Another Balancing Trick

For this trick take a walking-stick and tie a
piece of string round the bottom, about three
inches from the ferrule. Make a long loop in
the string, as shown at A. Now slip the stem
of a pipe through the loop, and balance the
other end on a pin,

Without hold-
ing the stick with
the left hand or
allowing it to
touch the floor,
you will find you
can quite easily
do this balancing
trick, as shown
by diagram B,
notwithstanding
the weight of the
walking-stick,

“

MNo. 10
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A Rausl’rig Romance of the Olden Times, Introducing Will o’ the West,
the Highwayman.

By REGINALD WRAY.
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[Fllustrated by E. E, Briscoo]

THE FIRST CHAPTER
“Haste to the Fair!"”

ED Rocers, the tinker, hurled the sauce-
R pan from him with a force that
threatened to malke a bigger hole in it

than the one he had just mended.

“Jerry, you long-limbed loon! Jerry,
vou lazy, skulking lump of impertinence !
Jerry yon—— Oh, there you are, are you ?
Jeen with that carroty-haired, red-faced,
snub-nosed wastre!, Jo, 1 suppose. Just let
me catch him hanging round my pitch, that’s
all,” he eried, rising from the shaft of the tilted
cart on which he had been sitting, and turning
threateningly upon a merry-faced lad of about
sixteen, who, his hands in his pockets, a
battered three-cornered hat perched jauntily
over one ear, had strolled out of the copse
near which the travelling tinker had elected
to ]ii’t.{'.h his tent.

“Well, what is it now ?”
boy.

“ Pitch the tent, feed the 'oss, clean up the
pots and pans, and mind you've something
nice and tasty for supper,” ordered the tinker.

Jerry looked at his father in dismay.

‘1 want to go to the fair,” he objected.

“Then want will have to be your master,”
snapped Rogers, his red head bristling, as it

demanded the

had a habit of doing when its owner was angry.
“Think I'm going to leave all this valuable
tinware lying about for any sneak thief to
pinch ?  Bo you do as you're bid, an’ no more
lip_,!

“Shan’t ! ” retorted Jerry.

Almost in one movement Red Rogers geized
his son by the arm, a large stick from the
ground, and brought the latter down with no
little force upon the rebel’s shoulder.

“You won't, ¢h?” he roared,
whack—show yer—whack—if ye
whack—I'll ”

He broke off and clasped his hand to his
cheek, the flesh of which had been grazed
by a well-aimed fir-cone.

Turning, his eyes fell upon a boy, with a
tangled mass of red hair and a round merry
face, who was standing some ten yards behind
him. The boy was clad in a tattered shirt
and a pair of faded knee-breeches, many sizes
too large for him.

Too angry to realise that unless he was
able to throw round a corner, the boy could
not possibly have hurled the missile, Red
Rogers released his son and made a dash at the
newcomer.

“ Run, Jo, run!” yelled Jerry excitedly.

The advice was unneeded, for the red-haired

[ 13 1!-11_-

won’t—
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one was already fleeing across the moor with
Rogers. shouting blood-curdling threats, close
at his heels.

“Bling your hook before the old ‘un
returns, Jerry,” advised a merry, laughing
voice from a tree on the boy’s right.

The boy looked up, and saw a roguish,
nut-brown face, surmounted by strands of
silky black hair, with ripe, red pouting lips
and a pair of laughing eyes as black as sloes.

“ What, Mai, the gipsy! I might have
guessed where the fir-cone came from. It
was a passing good shot, for a girl,” Jerry
admitted graciously.

“ But that's a better,” retorted the girl
in the tree, as a brown arm flashed from out
the leaves and a deftly thrown blackbird’s egg
broke on the boy's forehead.

“ That comes of having a yellow mop, in-
stead of hair of a decent colour. Of a surety,
Mistress Blackbird mistook your poll for her
nest,” laughed the girl, and vanished, spring-
ing from branch to branch with the agility of a
squirrel.

“ Haste, haste, haste to the fair!

Blind Tom, Will Weet, and I will be there,”
Jerry could hear her singing long after he had
lost sight of her.

With a glance across the moor, which showed
that Red Rogers had been brought to o stand-
still by shortness of breath, and was shaking
his fist in impotent rage at the elusive Jo
as he disappeared over an undulating ridge,
Jerry plunged into the copse, and made off
as fast as his legs could carry him.

Nothing short of being chained to a wheel
of the tinker’s cart would have kept him from
the fair now; he knew that Mai had been
gsent to tell him that the best and truest
friends he had i the world, Blind Tom, the
fiddler, and Will .« the West, would be there.

It was true Will o’ the West was a high-
wayman. But such a highwayman ! Never
has the King’s highway been graced—or dis-
graced, if you choose—by such a wild, reckless,
laughter-loving rascal.

A quip on his lip, and a smile in his eyes,
he would rob a coach with a courtesy and grace
all his own.

Huge rewards had heen offered for his
capture, dead or alive, but the peasantry

worshipped him, and though, doubtless,
there were some whom the money might have
tempted, they did not dare to injure the idol
of the 'peopta. to say nothing of the fact
that Will was far too clever, and Silver Sprite
far too swift, for either to be easily captured.

Taking advantage of every hedge, dip 1o the
ground, or clump of bracken that would hide
him from the view of the ou tinker,
Jerry continued on his way for some three-
quarters of a mile, a confused medley of
merry voices, blaring trumpets, and hard-
beaten drums growing louder at every step,
until he topped a slight rise to find himself
gazing down, with swiftly beating heart, upon
a veritable town of canvas which had sprun
into existence on the outskirts of the flourish-
ing little town of Brantor since he had passed
that way, three days before.

A fair in the good old days was a very
different thing to what it is in the present year
of grace.

Brantor Fair was noted, far and wide, as
the biggest thing of its kind in all the Western
Counties Hither came merchants from Russia
with furs for the “ Quality,” spices from the
East, wondrously carved woodwork from
Central Europe, wines from France, silks from
Italy—for it was then the custom for house-
wives to re-stock wardrobes and larders at the
fair, and thus save themselves the long and
perilous journey to London by road.

But it was not all business at Brantor Fair,
as Jerry found when, having waited on the
outskirts of the booths for the breathless but
triumphant Jo, he made his way to the
portion of the ground devoted to pleasure.

Here were sideshows enough in all conscience.

Two-headed girls, three-armed boys, five-
legged calves, two-tailed pigs, fat women,
thin women, giants and dwarfs, astrologers
to cast your horoseope, “ quacks” to cure
every ill under the sun, dentists who per-
formed their operations on a platform in full
view of a grinning public, wrestling booths,
boxing booths, gambling booths—to say
nothing of a canvas * Theatre Royal,”
adorned with blood-curdling pictures of the
fearful tragedies to be witnessed within,
whilst on a platform outside stood the actors,
clad in armour, in full state regalia of tinsel, or

( 148 )




as our old friends Harlequin and Columbine.
As each booth had its leather-lunged
attendant to draw the attention of the public
to his own particular show, either by voice,
the blaring of trumpets, or the beating of
drums, the noise was deafening.

But no one seemed to mind the tumult, for
all were in holiday mood.

Farmers and their labourers, miners from
the tin mines, squatters from the moor,
ostlers, grooms, herdsmen, shepherds, red-
coated goldiers with stiff stocks, tail-coats and
enormous shakos, home on leave ; trampe from
every part rubbed ghoulders with the parsons
from the adjoining villages, squires and their
ladies, townsmen, clerks, and attorneys, with
a sprinkling of the Quality from the surround-
ing estates.

Open-eyed and open-mouthed, Jerry and Jo
wandered among the booths, stopping now
and again to exchange rough witticism with
wayfarers, gipsies, and others who, like them-
selves, were ™ Free of the King's Highway * or,
in other words, had no permanent abodes.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
i An Interrupted Dance

Erny and Jo did not linger amongst the
. J booths,

: Soon the quavering notes of a fiddle
reached their ears. Iastening towards it,
they found themselves in an open space where
a number of people had gathered in a half-
circle, before an oal-tree, beneath the spread-
ing branches of which a stoutish man, elad in
threadbare, but neat brown coat, corduroy
breeches, and thick woollen stockings, was
seated on an upturned cask, drawing music
which spoke of a master hand from his
imstrument.

He had a frank, open face, a humorous
mouth, and it was only that peculiar, alert
appearance the blind often show that pro-
claimed him sightless.

Elbowing their way through the erowd,
the boys stepped to the blind fiddler’s side.

“What ho, Tom! How goes it?”
demanded Jerry, glancing towards where Mai
the Gipsy, clad in a du.rk sequin-covered
dress, her raven locks surmounted by a red,
tasseled cap, was dancing with the ease and
- grace of a wood-nymph,

(

“ What ho, my Prince of Tinkers,” returned
the blind man, in a deep, rolling voice. “* Hast
had thy fortune told ? ™

“ Nay, Blind Tom, Mai has already seen to
that. Only last week she told me that T might
live until I was hanged—mth luck,” laughed
Jerry.  ““ Where's Will 2” he added, in a
whisper.

*“ Agk the fortune-teller. She's able to read
your palm like an open book. If a man wants
his sweetheart’s love, she’ll give him a potion ;
if he wants an enemy removed she’ll show him
how to make wax figures, and stick pins into
them so that he'll waste away. She'll tell to
a day when your rich uncle will die, or who
stole the corn out of the sack Farmer Bossy
took to the mill,” replied Blind Tom, in such
loud tones that Jerry knew he was speaking
for the henefit of the crowd, for Blind Tom
was an adept advertiser.

As he spoke he continued to play, whilst
Mai circled round, keeping time to the musio
with her tambourine.

Suddenly she ceased dancing,.

“I'll step it no longer without a partner,”
she declared.

A dozen young fellows pressed forward,
each eager to be chosen as the spirited little
fairy’s partner.

Mai contemptuously waved them aside.

“ Like to like, my masters! I dance only
with Freemen of the King’s Highway,” she
cried, with a rippling laugh. Then, snatching
up her tambourine, she tripped lightly fo
where Jerry was standing, and dropping a
mocking curtsey, cried :

“Trip a measure with Mai the Gipsy, Jerry
o’ the Pots and Pans 7"

The hoy hesitated, and glanced inquiringly
at the fiddler.

“Toe-and-heel, lad ; the fortune-teller can
wait ! " urged Blind Tom, sensing his dilemma.

Nothing loth, Jerry sprang into the eircle
of grinning spectators, whose cries were soon
hushed as they gazed in admiring silence at
the boy and girl. Their flying feet scarcely
touched the short, green turf as they went
through the mazes of an intricate dance which,
truth to tell, Mai bad taught the tinker’s boy
in many a hastily-snatched lesson when her
caravan and the tinker's tilted cart had
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chanced to be together, for these two were
friends of long standing.

And a handsome couple they made. Though
his clothes were shabby they showed Jerry’s
tall and straight figure to advantage, whilst
Mai, nearly as tall, though some two years
younger, looked, what indeed she was, a free,
wild thing of the open.

“ Heavens, what a dancer ! She'd make a
fortune at Drury Lane!” ejaculated a tall,
elaborately dressed man of about thirty.

“ But tlZa boy ! Look at the boy | He's the
very lad we want,” whispered his companion,
who wore a shabby, black, full-bottomed coat,
with frayed lace breeches of the same sombre
material and plain cotton hose, all too short
for his slender legs.
~ The tall man dragged his unwilling eyes
from Mai's graceful form, and fixed them on
the lithe, agile figure of her companion.

“He's a likely-looking youngster, friend
Cawne, but no better fitted for the part than
a score of others we have seen,” he replied in
guarded tones,

* 1t is well that you have an attorney with
eyes in his head, Timotheus Trent ! growled
Cawne, with a sidelong glance of contempt at
his friend. “ Canst see no likeness to anyone,
in the lad ? ”

Timotheus Trent, secretary and factor to
the late Lord Rackness, of Rackness Castle,
in the county of Devon, shook his head.

“1 grant you it’s not a strong likeness,
but I miss my mark if, when dressed in silk
and bracade, with a cocked gold-laced hat
on his head and a sword by lus side, there’ll
be few who'll venture to swear he’s not a
Rackness born and bred ! ” continued Cawne.

For the first time Trent took more than a
passing interest in the dancing boy.

“By wy soul, you're right. Who is the
brat ¥ Where does he come from?” he
whispered eagerly.

The question was answered more speedily
than the speaker could possibly have
anticipated,

With a roar that would not have diseredited
the renowned bull of Bashan—or any other
bull, for the matter of that—Red Rogers burst
through the crowd and made a grab at Jerry.

o, “Come here, you young varmint, I'll

teach yer to leave yer father to pitch camp,
whilst you go kicking your heels about with a
gipsy wench |  he eried furiously,

So unexpected was Red Rogers’ appearance
that he would doubtless have secured his
truant son, had not Mai brought her tam-
bourine down on his nose with a force that
made the little brass discs rattle again, and
caused the irate tinker to see stars,

Red Rogers staggered back, whilst Jerry,
darting through the spectators, made off as
quickly as his legs could carry him, darting
round booths, through booths, and under
booths, until, confident that he had thrown
the tinker off his trail, he came to a halt, and,
placing his fingers in his mouth, sent a loud,
shrill whistle reverberating through the air.

It was answered by a scarcely less piercing
reply, and a few minutes later Jo hastened up,

Jerry turned angrily upon him,

“ Nice gort of a chap you are. The old 'un
nearly had me that time | * he complained.

“ 1 was listening to a brace of queer coves,
who seemed kind of to know you, Jerry,” re-
turned his chum in aggrieved tones, “ How
F]?B % ter know Red would be on you so quick-
ke # ™

Jerry looked uneasily around. Jo and
himself had a habit of making things lively in
the places they visited, and he strongly sus-
pected that many victims of his mischievous
pranks would be quite glad to lay hands upon
him.

“Who were they ? " he demanded.

“One was Lawyer Cawne of Brantor,
T'other, one of the quality, I should say,
judging by his clobber,” returned Jo, and pro-
ceeded to repeat the conversation that had
taken place between the factor and the
lawyer.

Jerry shook his head with a puzzled frown.

“ Rackness ? The name seems familiar,”
he mused.

“There’'s Rackness Castle down Exmouth
way,” suggested Jo. *“ I've heard tell as how
old Lord Rackness—he as died the matter of
a year ago—lost his only son, a kid of about
four, who got away from his nurse. Some
say as how he fell over a cliff into the sea, or
was swallowed up in the guicksands near the
mouth of the river, and some think he was
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““ The boy !

Look at the boy ! " said the tall man standing at the edze of the crowd.
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“ He's the very

lad we want 1" All unconscious of the interest he had aroused, Jerry danced on with Mai, the gipsy.
(See Chapter 2.)

stolen by gipsies. Mercy on us, Jerry, what
if you should turn out to be a real live lord % ”
he added excitedly.

Jerry laughed scornfully.

“Not 1l Red Rogers is my father, sure
enough ! ” he declared.

But the idea had taken root in Jo’s fancy,
and he was loth to be laughed out of it.

“How do you know ? You've only his
word for it! ’Sides, I've always said you
weren't one of wus,” he persisted. * Lor’,
wouldn't it be fine if you were a lord, and-——"
He ceased speaking, and the excitement died
out of his face as he continued, “ 1 forgot.
You'd leave the road, an’ all to do wiv it, and
F'd never see you again. ' It aren’t in reason
that you'd want to be seen with a ragged
. Freeman o' the Highway, and you wearing
. gold lace and fine linen.”

(151

“What do you take me for, Jo?” de-
manded Jerry indignantly. “If I woke up
one morning to find myself King of England,
I wouldn’t sit easy on my throne unless I had
you on a chair besides me. Tinker or lord,
Jerry Rogers isn’t one to go back on his
friends.”

“Course you aren’t, Jerry. I knows that,
and thank ye kindly for the promise,” cried
Jo as seriously as though his friend’s good
fortune was anything but a wild fancy.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Will o' the West !
Y this time they had reached the out-
B skirts of a fair-sized crowd that was
gathered in front of a round-topped
gipsy tent.

Here the fun of the fair scemed to have

taken a more serious turn, to judge by the
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lowering faces of many, though others were
laughing loudly, apparently enjoying them-
selves to their hearts’ content.

“ A plague seize the old hag,” growled a
well-to-do citizen in sombre brown. * She
promised to tell me how to double my fortune
for a crown, and when I, like a simpleton, gave
her the money, she told me to put double
the amount of sand in my sugar before 1
sold it!”

“ Dan, the horse coper, turned as white as
a sheet when she asked him why he painted
out the white star on his bay cob’s forehead,”
declared a bystander.

“ That’s the hoss he picked up in the forest
over Exmoor way,” whispered Jo,

Jerry nodded and thrust his way through
the crowd.

Crouched before a smouldering fire, over
which a tripod supported a steaming cauldron,
was a woman muffled in a shabby black cloak,
and a pointed hat, beneath which appeared
stray curls of matted hair.

Nothing could be geen of the fortune-teller’s
face save a pair of dark shining eyes, which
seemed to have a strong magnetic power, for
the hardiest among the spectators turned pale
whenever they were turned upon him.

*“ Oh, ho, Tom Winnel, it was a starry night
for a ramble yester eve when you kissed Moll
Sinders at the Four-Cross-roads,” cried the
old hag, pointing a long, claw-like hand at a
gaping young rustie.

“ Ho, Farmer Horrocks, land watered by
orphans’ tears brings forth evil weeds,” she
shrilled, addressing a thin, weasel-faced
farmer amongst the crowd.

The farmer started as though he had been
stung, and those present, who knew how he
had defrauded his dead brother’s children of
part of their heritage, exchanged significant
glances,

“ Hold your tongue, you old witch, or
I'll—"" began the farmer, when the fortune-
teller, interrupted him, saying, with a shrill
laugh :

“ Bet your dogs on me, as you did on the
blind beggar, until Will o’ the West came up
and thrashed decency into you.” .

Leaving the farmer to back shamefacedly
away, she went on telling home truths about

(

men in the crowd, until shouts of rage
drowned the laughter of the spared.

“She’s a witch | She's got the evil eye ! ”
cried two or three of her vietims.

Then somebody shouted :

“ Duck the old witch. Let’s see if she can
swim, cullies ! ” And as drowning witches was
a popular amusement of the period, the cry
was taken up on all sides, and those in front,
pushed on by their comrades in the rear,
surged towards the old woman.

But ere a hand could be laid upon her, she
rose to her feet, and a gasp of amazement
burst from the onlookers when they found
that the wizened and shrunken form became a
majestie figure, a good seven feet in height from
the point of her sugar loaf hat to the ground.

* Avaunt, ye creeping curs, whose evil gouls
I have laid as bare as the moor in winter time.
Avaunt, I say, lest I summon those to my aid
who will tear you limb from limb,” she eried
shrilly, waving a long forked stick as though
it was some magic wand.

Overawed the crowd shrank back.

“ At her lads! What ! Are you craven that
the scoldings of an old hag frightens you "
cried the horse coper; and beside himself with
rage, he rushed at the tall figure.

But ere his outstretched hands could reach
her, a fist shot out from the black cloak and
struck him a blow between the eyes that sent
him reeling backwards.

The next moment the cap was sent hurtling
through the air, carrying with it a grey wig,
and the long cloak fell to the ground, reveaImg
a tall, well-built young man of about four or
five and twenty, with a pair of dark eyes,
dancing with mischief, ghining from a hand-
some, open face.

He was clad in a blue coat, rich with gold
lace, beneath which could be seen a gay bro-
cﬂ.de waistcoat, and white small-clothes which
disappeared in a pair of enormous riding
boots, whilst at his side swung a gold-hilted
sword,

Taking a three-cornered hat from beneath his
arm, he held it above his head, crying :

* What-o, my masters, is this the witeh you
would duck ¢ Methinks the truth is bitter,
even from one's friends,” he erigd with a merry
laugh.
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His words broke the spell amazement had
cast over the crowd, and, his infectious laugh
sweeping away their ill humours, they burst
into a loud ery :

“ Will o’ the West. The smartest high toby-
man that ever cried ‘Stand and deliver!’
on the king’s highway.”

Pressing his hat to his heart, Will bowed his
response to the greeting, whilst those in the
back of the erowd took up the ery :

“ Will 0" the West | Will o' the West !

Suddenly the highwayman started, for, from
the copse behind the gipsy tent had sounded,
 like & sinister echo, the cry :

“ Will 0’ the West | It is the scoundrel him-
gelf | Seize him, men.”

At the same moment six horsemen, led by
the Sheriff of the county himself and followed
by ten well-armed men on foot, burst Imm

amongst the trees.
~ Sir Aylmer Arden, the Sheriff, was a man
of many inches, especially round the middle ;
he was of a fiery temper and of a red com-
plexion.

He was something of a fop, too, and on this
occasion was clad in well-cut clothes of white
gilk, laced with silver braid.

It was not the costume he would have chosen

for a bout with the famous highwayman,
- but he was at the Fair with a party from a
neighbouring mansion, when a note had been
thrust into his hand advising him to consult
the fortune-teller if he would learn how to
run Will o’ the West to earth.

Now there was nothing in the wide world
Sir Aylmer desired more than to lay the
elusive highwayman by the heels, for Will o’
the West was a veritable thorn in his flesh.

Twice had the daring highwayman bade him
“Stand and deliver!” on the king’s highway,
and had flouted him so often that he had
gworn to rest neither night nor day until he
had seen him swinging from the gibbet outside
Exeter goal.

Consequently he had lost no time in sum-
moning as many of his men as he could
gather, and in laying his plans to secure Will.

That the fortune-teller was none other than

~ his hated foe had never for a moment entered
: hm head, but he felt convineed that Will

r muld be somewhere in the neighbourhood,

AT L

and was determined that this time he should
not escape.
~ And neither did he.'

With the rasping voice of the Sheriff ring-
ing in his ears, Will turned and bowed
courteously.

““ A very good e’en to you, Sir Aylmer. 1
am flattered by the attention you would
show me, but other business calls me hence,”
he eried with a merry laugh, as he sprang into
the midst of the crowd, who opened to let him

ase.
: A look of anxiety swept into the Sheriff’s
face, followed by a look of triumph, as he saw
the noted highwayman struggling in the arms
of four of his men, who, mingling with the
crowd, had been waiting to cut off their prey.

Despite the odds against him, Will o’ the
West put up a good fight for liberty, helped by
lis many friends in the crowd, who did
everything in their power,  short of actual
violence, to embarrass his would-be captors.

Using the staves of their pikes to clear a
way through the crowd. the footmen from
the copse had soon formed into & compact
body round their struggling comrades, whilst
the mounted mien, forcing their horses into
the midst of the crowd, scattered them in all
directions.

Finding further resistance vain, Will o’ the
West ceased to struggle, and was hauled,
none too gently, to his feet,

Throwing himself from his horse, the
Sheriff waddled to where his prize, bound
hand and foot, was standing in the custody
of two stalwart men.

* 8o, Will o’ the West, I've got you at last,
eh i You've had your last ride over the
moor, my flaunting game-cock,” he cried
exultantly.

“T've been in your hands before, I believe,
though such trifles are apt to escape one's
memory,” retorted Will carelessly.

“ Ay, but I'll wager one hundred gumea.a
you will not give me the slip this time,”
cried the Sheriff, flushing at the recollection of
how the wily highwayman had beaten him a
few months before.

“It's a bet, and be sure, I will not fail
to collect the monojr,“ cried Will gaily.

The Sheriff opened his mouth to reply, but
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ere he could do so he was alarmed by a ery of
terror from the tent.

“ Heaven guard us, what's this 2" burst
from his lips, as he saw the canvas slowly
moving towards him.

The next moment the tent fell to the ground,
revealing a magnificent silver-grey horse,
raddled and bridled, and with pistols sticking
from the holsters.

Then the Sprite canght sight of Will, and,
with flashing eyes and bared teeth, rushed at
bis master’s captors.

“ Whoa, Sprite, would’st impale yourself on
those pikes ¢ Off to the moors, lass, I'll join
you anon ! " shouted Will.

Men said that Silver Sprite was almost
human, and if she could not speak she could
at least understand her master’s commands.

Such indeed seemed to be the case, for she
came to an abrupt halt within a few inches of
the pikes, and stood, stamping angrily and
threatening the pikemen with bared teeth,
whilst her eyes seemed to flash flame.

It was then that Sir Aylmer made one of
the great mistakes of his life.

Fearing lest so valuable a beast should
escape his clutches, he seized her by the bridle.

A cry of warning came from Will o’ the
West's lips.

But it was too late.

Sprite seized her would-be captor’s shoulder
in her strong teeth, and, heavy man though
he was, shook him as a terrier would a rat.

" Steady, Sprite, don’t kill the worshipful
Sheriff, or I lose my hundred guineas!”
shouted Will.

At her master’s orders the beautiful animal
released her victim, and the Sheriff rolled on
the grass.

Smarting with pain, Sir Aylmer rolled on to
one elbow, and, dragging a huge horse pistol
from a pocket inside his coat, aimed it at the
horse’s head.

And now, for the first time, Jerry found a
chance of taking part in the game.

Foremost amongst Will's friends had been
a sweep, who had left the marks of his grimy
hands upon the face of more than one of Will's
captors, until he had found the attempt
hopeless, when he had fled, leaving his bag of
soot behind him.

(

This bag now lay between Jerry and the
prostrate Sheriff. :

As Sir Aylmer drew his weapon, Jerry and
Jo snatched up the bag and emptied its con-
tents over the enraged man just as his finger
closed over the trigger, with the result that the
bullet skimmed harmlessly over Sprite’s ears
instead of lodging in her brain.

“ Good lads, I'd have lief have lost my
own life as have seen the mare killed,” eried
Will gleefully. “ Up and away, or yonder
white gull you have turned into a black raven
will have you whipped at the cart’s tail.”

Almost before the words had left the
highwayman’s lips, Jerry and Jo had sprung
on to the mare’s back, and held on like grim
death as the intelligent creature reared on its
hind legs and pawed at the men who at-
tempted to seize her, then, leaping forward,
ghot like an arrow from a bow over the moor.

Coughing, sneezing, and spluttering, Sir
Aylmer Arden struggled to his feet, the white
suit, of which he had been so proud, irre-.
trievably ruined, but, feeling more keenly
than anything the undoubted fact that,
though bound and a prisoner, Will o’ the West
had go far scored the most points against him.

“ After them, you slow-witted scullions!”
roared he furiously. ** Fifty guineas if you
bring them back. It shall be the Plantations
for the boys, my stable for the mare ! ”

“Bah! D'ye think tailors on horseback
like you scum can catch Silver Sprite ? ™ eried
Will scornfully. * But lest they should lack
encouragement I will e’en add to your fifty
guineas, if they get within half a mile of her.”

“ You, at least, shall never see her again,
unless it be on the day you are hanged, and
then I'll be on her back!” thundered Sir
Aylmer, shaking his fist in the prisoner’s
face, as his men galloped off.

Will greeted the threat with a roar of
mocking laughter, which was so infectious that
the whole crowd joined in.

“ Amirror | T’ll give half what I take from
the next coach I stop to the man who will show
his worship his own face in a looking-glass | ”
he shouted gleefully.

Sir Aylmer Arden shook with rage.

“ Take the braggart to the lock-up, and woe
betide ye if ye let him escape,” he roared
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furiously ; then, springing on to his horse,
forced his way through the jeering mob.

Truth to tell, he breathed the freer when
he had left the crowd behind, for though he
was Lord High Sheriff of the county, Will o’
the West was King of the Highway, and the
idol of the people,

With many an anxious glance at the hostile

- crowd the Sheriff’s men closed round their

prisoner.

“ A rescue! A rescue!” shouted a dozen
voices, and the guard lowered their pikes as
the mob surged round them.

* Nay, lads, there's no need. Will o’ the
West has been trapped before, but has never
vet been hung! ™ cried Will, his clarion voice
ringing like a trumpet blast above the tumult.

Obediently the mob drew back, and the
Sheriff’s men, eager to get their prisoner away
ere the crowd could change its mind, hastened
at the double towards the town.

Accompanied by a booing, hissing, jeering
multitude, they pressed through the streets,
not daring to halt until they had deposited
their prisoner safely in Brentor Round House,
a red-roofed, stone building, which tradition
1la:snid had once been the stronghold of a robber

and.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
“ Reynard’s Away to the Hills, 01"

N the meantime Jerry and Jo had sped
I swiftly away, untroubled by thoughts
of their six pursuers who, be it said,
never got within sight of Silver Sprite after
she had topped the first rise in the undulating
moor,

Confident that the intelligent beast would
carry them to one of the highwayman’s many
hiding-places, where they could remain hidden
until night rendered it safe for them to return
;o Brentor, Jerry made no attempt to guide

er.

undergrowth that anyone eould have passed
within a couple of yards of their hiding-place
without finding them.

Here the grey mare stopped, and the two
boys slid to the ground.

*“ Oh, you silver beauty!” eried Jerry,
stroking the splendid animal’s arched neck.
“ It might have gone hard with us but for you.”

The Sprite rubbed her velvety muzzleagainst
Jerry’s cheek, then sniffed at his pockets, for
she and the boy were old friends, and she was
seldom disappointed of a lump or so of sugar.

Nor was she kept waiting long for the
dainty. Knowing that he would ecertainly
meet Will o’ the West at the fair, Jerry had
several in his pocket—how obtained it is
perhaps as well not to inquire.

Loosening the saddle-girths and taking the
bit from the horse’s mouth, Jerry left her to
feed on the luscious grass, whilst he and Jo
did ample justice to bread and meat, from a
pair of wallets buckled to the saddle, washed
down with water from the bubbling stream at
their feet. Then, stretched on the soft turf,
waited, with- what patience they might, for
rightfall,

It was already dark ere Jerry and Jo again |
clambered on to Silver Sprite’s back, and set off
on their great enterprise.

This was no more nor less than the rescue
of Will o’ the West, though how that feat was'
to be achieved they had no idea.

All they knew was that everyone in the
little moorland town, except, perhaps, the
Sheriff’s immediate followers, would befriend’
them in their need. :

But their greatest hope lay in Blind Tom.
the fiddler, whose keen wits they held in great
respect.

Beneath the shadow of a small wood, some
quarter of a mile from Brentor, Jerry drew
rein.

“ SBtay by the horse, Jo, whilst I go to seek

In this the young tinker showed his wisdom.
- Ere long Silver Sprite turned up a gurgling
- moorland stream, which ran at the bottom of
~ & miniature gorge so overgrown with bushes

Blind Tom,” directed Jerry as the two boys,

sprang to the soft turf by the side of the road
“ Hadn’t we better both go? You know

Silver Bprite never stirs from where she is

- and small trees that at times the boys had to
~ lean forward to escape the elinging brambles

- overhead, until at last they reached a tiny

~ lawn of rich, green grass, so hemmed in by

left,” suggested Jo, glancing nervously to-
wards four cross roads, where he knew a
suicide had been buried shortly before, with a
stake through him to keep his restless spirit

{ 155 )



from roaming over the countryside and frigh-
tening chance wayfarers out of their senses.
“ Bakes alive! what's that ?” he added, as
a hollow groan came from the wood close by
their side.

Terror-stricken, the boys clung to each
other,

They were no cowards, these two young
ragamuffins, but they lived in an age when
witches, ghosts, and evil spirits, were believed
in by both high and low.

“It's—it’s the suicide fromi the Cross
Roads,” stammered Jerry,

Again that awful groan caused the hair to
rise on their heads, and Jo had already turned
to flee, when Silver Sprite whinnied.

Jerry grasped Jo by the arm, and held him
tight,

“Bhow yourself, Mai, we knew who it was
from the first,”” he eried, too relieved to
trouble about the truth.

“ Skeery Jerry and trembling Jo

Run like rats if a girl say boo,”
trilled a musical voice, and the next moment

‘the gipsy girl emerged from the wood.

“We didn't run,” growled Jo.

“You would have done if Silver Sprite
hadn’t recognised me,” asserted Mai, laying
her soft cheek against the mare’s velvety nose,

“But I haven't been waiting an hour or
more to talk to a pair of frightened kids,”
continued Mai laughing. “ Blind Tom sent
me to meet two brave boys who would snatch
‘Will o’ the West out of the Round House, not
a couple of trembling children.”

“ What have we to do ?”

“How did Blind Tom know we would be
here ? 7 asked the two boys in a breath.

“ Don’t ask me how Blind Tom knows any-
thing. P’raps the loss of his eyes has made
him sharper than the rest of us” returned
Mai seriously. ““ At anyrate, I can give you
his message as we walk towards the town.
Woods sometimes have ears, as well as walls.”

As she spoke the little gipsy girl moved
towards the twinkling lights of Brentor, the
boys, on either side of her, listening intently
as she spoke, whilst Silver Sprite followed
close behind them.

On the outskirts of the town the two boys
lead Silver Sprite no to the moor, there to

(

continue their anxious vigil on the deserted
countryside whilst the girl, avoiding the
brilliantly lighted fair-ground, made her way
by a succession of narrow, side streets—as
familiar to the gipsy girl as her own woodland
glades—until she came to the end of Brentor's
main street, at the end of which rose the
gloomy, Ionphﬁled walls of the Round House.

Crouched in the carved, wooden porch
of an ancient house, she waited, unseen by
the few passers-by, until, roaring out a
rousing chorus, a score of men came arm-in-
arm down the street.

As they approached, the Sherifi’s men,
who were gathered beneath a lamp which
swung before the lock-up’s solitary door,
glanced apprehensively at each other, as
though they feared a rescue.

But their fears were allayed when they
saw that the newcomers were unarmed and
in merry mood.

“Let's give Will o’ the West a merry
rouse, lads ! 1t'll cheer him up for his journey
to Exeter and the gallows on the morrow ! ”
suggested one of the light-hearted band.

“ Well spoken, Nick o’ the Shears! And
we won't lack music, either, for here comes
Blind Tom!” cried another, as the blind
fiddler, playing a merry lilt which set all
feet shufiling, strode from out a by-street.

Pausing before the Round House door,
Blind Tom ceased playing and, looking
round as though his sightless eyes could sce
the features of those present, cried :

“T've done well to-day, my bold boys;
sc we'll e’en make a night of it! You drink
at my expense | ”

As he spoke he waved his bow, and two
tapsters, each wheeling a barrow with a
tapped cask of beer before him, appeared
on the scene, and were soon busy pouring
nut-brown ale into pewter pots, and handing
them around to the thirsty crowd.

“ A toast, gentles; a toast! To Will o’
the West, king of highwaymen!”  Then,
as the Sheriff’s men hesitated—not for lack
of will 5 honour the toast, but lest spies
should be about who would carry the tale
to their master—he added: “ An’ ye who
do not like drinking Will's health drink to
the Sheriff. I care not who ye toast | ”
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“ Avaunt, | say, lest I summon those to my aid who will tear you limb from limb!” cried the old witch,

waving a long, forked stick as though it was some magic wand. Overawed, the crowd shrank back.

(See

Chapter 3.)

Thus urged, the Sheriff's men emptied
their pots with the best amongst the towns-
men, whilst as the news of what was taking
place near the Round House spread
about, the crowd ewelled until it filled
the whole open space before Will o’ the
West's prison. KEre long all were quaffing
deep draughts of Blind Tom’s beer, and
shufiling their feet to the music of his fiddle.

“Mail Mail” arose suddenly from a
hundred lips a8, darting from out the porch,
the gipsy girl whirled into the centre of the
throng.

Those nearest her drew back with cries of

(

alarm as what looked like a slender rod
with a big top which Mai carried, sent forth
a shower of sparks, and a rocket soared into
the air to burst high above the houses.

A long-drawn * Oh-0-0-0 !’ eame from the
gpectators, for rockets were not so common
then as they are now.

But their thoughts were swiftly drawn
back to earth as Blind Tom struck up a wild,
tuneful air, and Mai glided round a quickly-
formed circle, on her toes, ere she threw
herself, with the vigour that was her chief
charm, into a pas-de-seul that held all on-
lookers entranced.
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At length she sank gracefully on one knee,
to a thunderous roar of applause, accom-
panied by the jingle of coin as the delighted
crowd showered coppers upon her, drowning
the loud beat of a horse’s hoofs for which
the gipsy girl had been listening, even as
she danced.

Springing lightly to her feet, Mai faced
the fiddler.

“ After a dance, a song, Tom ! she cried.

" Ay, ay, a song! One with a rousing
chorus ! ™ eried two or three voices.

With more haste than he usually showed,
Blind Tom began :

“0ld Mother Bubble-chock jumped out of
bed !
Reynard’s away to the hills, O! (roared
the crowd.)
Out of the window she popped her old
head ! (sang Tom.)
Reynard’s away to the hills, O!
John! John! John! the grey goose has
gone ; and—
Reynard’s away to the hills, O! hills, O!
hills, O! hills, O!
And Reynard’s away to the hills, O!”

chorused his audience, in a thundering shout
that drowned all other sounds, as Blind Tom
quite intended it should,

There are between twenty and thirty
verses of the old Jacobite song, and Blind
Tom struggled manfully through them all,
his deep bass voice often leading the crowd
on to sing the chorus over and over again
until his throat ached and his mouth grew
so parched that towards the end he was
croaking like a raven.

But he cared nothing for that so long as
his scheme worked, and he could save Will
o' the West from the gallows.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
How Will o’ the West Cheated the Sheriff.

N the meantime, Jerry and Jo had waited
I impatiently on the moor until Mai’s
signal rockef, bursting in the heavens,
warned them that the time for action had
come.
Jumping on Silver Sprite’s back, Jerry
helped Jo on to the erupper behind him and

headed the mare towards the town, where
they arrived just as Blind Tom eommeneced
the song intended to cover any noise they
might happen to make whilst engaged on the
difficult task before them.

Steering Silver Sprite close to the wall
of the Round House, Jerry stood up in the
saddle, a coil of rope over his shoulder, a
stout axe in his leather girdle, and a saw
glung behind his back.

Grasping the lead pguttering that circled
the old building, he braced himself against
the wall whilst Jo climbed up his body to
the roof,

Kneeling on the tiles, Jo dragged Jerry
to his side, and, clambering a few feet to
the right so that the débris should not fall
on the waiting mare, they attacked the red
tiles with their axes.

*“ Reynard’s away to the hills, O !” roared
the chorusing men before the Round House
door.

Bang ! crash! went the axes of the two

boys on its roof.

A very few minutes sufficed to lay bare
four rafters, which the boys tackled with
their saws.

But this proved a long, tough job, for
the rafters were of good old British oak
that was hardened by time, and the per-
spiration was rolling in streams down their
faces ere they had sawn a hole big enough
for the highwayman to pass up when the
time came.

But the song was already drawing to its
close, and Jerry knew that they had little
time to spare.

Tying one end of the rope from his shoulders
to the nearest whole rafter, he flung down
the slack end, which fell with a sullen thud
on bare boards a short distance below the
would-be rescuers.

But this Jerry quite expected, for Blind
Tom had told him that immediately beneath
the roof was a loft and trap-door through
which they could gain Will o' the West's
prizon cell.

Dropping on hands and knees, Jerry
groped about in the dark until he found a
heavy iron ring.

But tug as he might, it was not until he
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| Exeter,”

had ealled Jo to his aid that the two boys
succeeded in throwing back the heavy door.
- “ Art there, Will 2 cried Jerry, on hands
~ and knees beside the dark opening in the floor
~ of the loft.
~ “What, Jerry! 8o it is you who have
aroused me out of the sweetest sleep I have
enjoyed for many a long ‘day, with your
thumping and banging overhead,” replied
the light-hearted highwayman.

“1t may have been that a tile or two
slipped through our hands and aroused your
highwaymanship from his slumber,” lu.u;.,‘:md
Jerry. “ But haste ye | Blind Tom is
nearing the end of his song, and Jo and I want
to join in the final chorus. Can’st climb,
Will 27

“ Aye marry can 1,”” came back the response,
and Jerry dropped the slack of the rope into
the cell, ‘

Half a minute later, Will had gained the
loft and was shaking hands with his two
young rescuers.

“ (Fallant lads, I owe ye much for this, and
when did Will o’ the West forget to pay his
debts ? ** cried the highwayman, then paused
and listened intently, for during a comparative
lull in the singing the night wind brought to
his ears the sound of galloping horses.

“ Quick, lads, out of this and mingle with
the crowd. 1t's his worship the Sheriff, and
& troop of cavalry come to escort me to
he cried, gathering up the rope, and
throwing it down the outside of the Round
House.

Without stopping to argue the point the
two boys slid down the rope, and made off,
followed by the highwayman, who hastened
towards his mare which was whinnying a
welcome to its master.

Lightly, Will o’ the West leaped into the
saddle.

“'Tis fine to feel you beneath me once
more, sweetheart,” he whispered, leaning

. ,over the mare’s withers and playing with her

ears. ‘“ Nay, lass, nay!” he added, as
Silver Sprite scraped the ground, impatient
to be off. “ His Worship the Sheriff has
~ ridden hot-foot to Exeter to see me, and it
- would show but ill-breeding to let him have
~ his ride for nothing.”

s g

Keeping well within the shadow of the |
Round House, Will moved cautiously forward |
until he could see the crowd around Blind'
Tom, who lowered his fiddle, and, mingling
with the crowd, disappeared, just as Sir
Aylmer Arden rode up at the head of half-a-
score mounted dragoong, each with his short,
clumsy musket on his knee,

“ Out of the way, ye seum, unless you want
the flat of my troopers’ swords across your
backs !’ shouted the Sheriff, as, followed by
the dragoons, he forced his horse through the
mob.

Tired after his long ride to Ewter and
back, yet well content, inasmuch as he would
soon have the elusive highwayman—who
had so often slipped through s fingers—
safely lodged in the County Jail, the Sheriff
threw hmme‘.if off his horse,

Bidding the corporal in charge of the men
he had left on guard to throw open the door,
he strode into the cell erying :

“ Rouse ye, cut-throat and thief, my men
await to take you for your last ride.”

But his pleasantry was met with a silence
that sent a thrill of apprehension through Sir
Aylmer’s veins.

“A torch! Quick a, torch! I' faith
there shall be whippings at the cart’s taill
to-morrow if Will o’ the West has escaped,”
he added in a loud shout.

In fear and trembling, for well they knew
that the Sheriff had both the power, and the
will, to put his threat into execution, the,
Corporal and another of the Sheriff's men
rushed into the cell with torches, which sent
a ruddy glare over the wooden chair and|
stout table that formed the only furmtural
of the cell, but showed only to plainly that the{
highwayman had gone.

Almost besides himself with rage, Sir
Aylmer Arden rushed from the Round House,
a.nd he literally foamed at the mouth when |
the crowd, swaying close on the heels of his |
troopers’ horses, burst into a perfect tornado
of laughter.

“Silence, ye fools, or by——" began the !
Sheriff, when he was interrupted by the shrill |
notes of a fiddle a little distance away, and a
clear baritone voice singing :

*“ John, John, John! The grey goose has .
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gone, and Reynard’s away to the hills, oh!”

The .-next moment, Silver Sprite, with her
master in the saddle, leapt into the street.

Sweeping his three-cornered hat from his
head, Will' bowed gracefully to the Sheriff,
then, wheeling round, darted off just as, in
obedience to a rage-maddened shriek from the
Sheriff, the troopers emptied their muskets in
a useless volley at the spot where he had been
but a moment before,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
How Jerry Became a Peer

nAT night, Jerry and Jo slept the sleep
of the just, though their couch was

but dry leaves and their chamber a
sheltered nook in the wood near which Red
Rogers the Tinker had pitched his camp.

The knowledge that a grim reckoning
awaited him when he presented himself at
the tilted cart, which had been his only home
as long as he could remember, troubled Jerry
not at all.

He was as used to a thrashing as an eel is
said to be to skinning, and deemed the
excitement of the previous day well worth
the whipping his loving father would surely
bestow upon him.

Usually Jerry rose with the sun, but then
he generally went to bed with the same, but
it had been well after midnight ere he had
fallen asleep and now the sun was high up in
the heavens ere he awoke to the certainty that
Red Rogers would have had to cook his own
breakfast, and that would surely mean at
least a dozen extra cuts with the ruffian’s
broad leather belt.

“ Slash me, Jo, but I am in for it,” he
remarked lugubriously to his bed-mate as
the two boys sat up, rubbing the sleep from
their eyes. “ You'd better lie low until the
old 'un has taken it out of me, then, maybe,
I can get you a bit of grub when he isn't
looking.” .

To this Jo, somewhat unwillingly, agreed.
Tutting as brave a face on the matter as he
could, Jerry strolled to the edge of the wood
and peeped out, then pursed up his lips in a
noiseless whistle of dismay.,

Red Rogers was seated on the shafts of the
cart, a thick slice of bacon on a plate, which

(

he balanced on his knees before him, and a

handleless jug of steaming coffee by his side.

His dark, lowering face was full of danger

signals. ' His eyes were blood-shot and heavy,

whilst now and again, he drew his hand
across his forehead in a way that told the
boy that the man had drunk, not wisely, but
too well, the previous night.

“ Better get it over. That bacon does
smell good,” muttered Jerry as, rising to his
feet, he scrambled through the hedge.

“ Mornin’, old 'un,” was his filial greeting,
as he paused at o respectful distance from his
father.

“ Where ha’ you been ?”’ demanded Red
Rogers, his mouth full of bread and bacon.
“Had any breakfast ?*” he added with un-
wonted consideration. '

Jerry shook his head and eyed the plate
wolfishly.

“ Lay hold o’ this.
for vittles this mornin’,
holding out the plate.

Eagerly Jerry stepped forward, and thus
placed himself within his father’s reach, who,
dropping the viands on the ground, seized him
by the wrist.

“ Got ye, ye young varmint,” eried the man
exultantly. “ SBakes, won't I lam ye. 1 feel
just up to it this mornin’. Go to the fair,
would ye ¢ Leave yer poor old father to fend
for hisself, and he with a head as big as
Brentor Round House. T’ll learn ye!”

As he spoke Red Rogers tore the lad’s ragged
garments from the upper part of his body,
and Jerry knew he was in for something extra
in the way of a thrashing.

Still he wasted no words in what experi-
ence had long since taught him would prove
useless attempts to soften the pumping
machinery which did duty as a heart in Red
Rogers’ body ; nor did he struggle much, for
he knew the Tinker to be an expert in the art
of holding on to a victim once he had him in
his power.

“Come along. Ye won’t know yer own
back by the time I've done with ye ! ” roared

I jaren 't got no stomach
" returned bis parent,

Red Rogers, dragging the boy to the off-side

wheel of the cart and tying him to it by his
wrists.
“ Now you're going through with it. Be
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sure to tell me if T don’t hit hard enough,”
grinned Red Rogers, as he made the heavy
leather belt whistle above his head.

Jerry gripped the piece of wood, he had
thrust into his mouth to prevent him from
calling out, between his teeth, and awaited
the impending blow.

But it never came. Even as Red Rogers
leant back to give additional force to the
blow, a loud “ Stop!” caused him to wheel
swiftly round to find that Timotheus Trent
and Simon Cawne, with both of whom he was
well acquainted, had ridden up and were
watching the white, but hard-set and deter-
mined face of the threatened boy.

“ Service, gentles,” said the Tinker sub-
serviently tugging at a coarse lock of red hair
that hung down his forehead.

“ Fie, fie, friend Rogers, surely you would

o T i (

The highwayman was strugeling in the arms of four of the sheriff’s men, but, despite the odds against
him, Will o’ the West put up a great fight for liberty.

(See Chapter 3.)

not mar the child’s fair flesh with that fearful
belt 27 expostulated the lawyer.

“Don’t know that it’s any business of
vourn, Master Cawne. A man can surelie do
what he likes with his own son,” growled the
Tinker sullenly.

“ But is he your own son, friend Rogers ?

“ On course he is. Haven’t I got his birth
certificate to show them as has the rights to
see it ¢ 77 cried Rogers, after a moment’s
hesitation.

“Look here, Cawne, it’s no good beating
about the bush. You take Rogers aside and
talk things over with him, whilst T have a
chat with our friend here,” interposed Trent,
dismounting and approaching Jerry, who
gazed suspiciously at him. He had been
called many names in his time, but “ young
friend *’ was certainly not one of them.
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Simon Cawne nodded, and dismounting
miore slowly, took a well-filled leather bag
from his pocket and jingled it as he beckoned
Red Rogers to follow him a short distance
from the camp.

“ There, my lad,” said Trent, as he cut the
boy free. * Put on your shirt and coat, and
then we can talk.” |

Wondering that anyone, least of all a gentle-
man like Timotheus Trent, who was known
far and wide as the late Lord Rackness's
factor, should want to talk to him on any
conceivable subject, Jerry oheyed.

“ Do you live in that cart, Jerry 7 asked
Trent, laying his hand on the boy’s shoulder.
Then, without giving him time to reply, he
continued : ** Do you know, we wouldn’t let
one of our dogs sleep in a place like that at
Rackness Castle.”

“ Maybe not; but p'raps the dogs aren't
none the happier for that,” returned Jerry,
feeling that it was incumbent on him to defend
the only home he had ever known.

“ Are those the only clothes you've got 7 ”
pursued Trent, ignoring Jerty’s remark.

“Of course they are. What's the good of
more ? One can only wear one suit at a

time ! 7 retorted Jerry impatiently.

“ Quite true, but I daresay you will change
your mind before long,” agreed Trent. * Now,
who lights the fire, cooks the food, washes up
the dishes, and cleans up generally ?

“Ye don’t think the old 'un would do it,
do ye ?” demanded Jerry scornfully.

“ No, I don’t think he would,” smiled Trent.
* Now what do you say to living with me in
Rackness Castle, having servants to wait on
you, the best of food, the warmest of clothes,
and as much money, in reason, as you can
gpend 7 7 |

“ What do I say ¢ Why, that either you
ought to be in a madhouse for talking such
balderdash, or 1 for listening to you,” cried
Jerry angrily. _ ,

“ But it's not balderdash, Jerry. I mean
it,”’ cried Trent eagerly.

The boy looked meredulously at him,

“Why 7 he demanded.

Timotheus Trent hesitated, then led Jerry
towards the wood. Why, it is difficult to say,
as there wag no one nearer than Cawne and

Red, Rogers, who were well out of earshot,
except the broken-winded, broken-kneed old
horse, and he could have been depended upon
to have kept the secret.

“You have heard of Lord Rackness,
Jerry 177 asked Trent.

* The bloke that died a few months back ?
asked the boy.

Trent nodded.

“ You may have heard, too, that his only
son was lost when he was a mere babe of
three,” he continued. “ Some think he was
swallowed up in a bog, others that he fell into
the river and was carried out to sea. Others,
including his late lovdship, held that he had
been stolen by gipsies. Be that as it may,
nothing was ever heard of him again, and
they say that Lady Rackness died of a broken
heart.” _
~ Jerry was eonseious of an unwonted lump in
his throat, and his voice was suspiciously husky
as he asked ;

“ What's all that to do with me ?” :

1 am coming to that directly,” declared
the factor impatiently, °* Lord Rackness
always believed that his son was alive, and
when he died, left a will to the effect that unless
the boy was found within a year and a day of
his death, Rackness (astle, and all his pro-
perty, save for a few unimportant legacies,
18 to go to various hospitals and charitable
mstitutions throughout the western counties.
If, however, the boy is found, I am appointed
his guardian until he comes of age, when in
the old lord’s own words, * his young lordship
will doubtless deal generously with him ac-
cording to his deserts.” ”

Jerry looked up quickly. :

“1 see what you're driving at. You want
me to help you look for him,” he cried.

Timotheus Trent smiled.

“ There is no need, my lad ; you are the
boy ! " he declared.

Jerry regarded the speaker with wides
staring, incredulous eyes.

“Me ? 7 he ejaculated.

“Yes, you,” returned Trent. At any
rate, for the next five years; whether you are
Lord Rackness or not after that depends
entirely upon how much you offer Lawyer
(‘awne and myself to keep our mouths shut.”
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The last sentence came somewhat unwill-
mgly from the factor’s lips. He had wanted
to keep the truth from the boy until the last,
but Cawne had overruled him, pointing out
that they would have a much greater hold on
the boy if he was as deeply involved in the plot
as they were.

Neither Trent nor the villainous old lawyer
deemed it possible that Jerry would refuse
their offer; consequently the former was
taken aback when Jerry turned angrily upon
him, crying :

“So it’s a fake, is it ? Then you may e’en
get somebody else to do your dirty work!
The old 'un has never been able to make me
steal, beat me as he might, and I'm not going
on the cross to do honest folks out of their
rights for the likes of you!”

Trent turned white with rage.

“Don’t be a fool, boy! Tl wager there
isn’t another lad living that would not jump
at the chance,” he cried. '

“ That is as may be, but——"" began Jerry,
when he was interrupted by a loud shout of
“ Clinch it, Jerry ! Clinch it ! Better be a lord
for five years than a tinker all your life ! ” and
Jo, almost beside himself with excitement,
sprang out of the wood and seized his chum
by the arm.

Jerry shook his head obstinately, and it was
not until Timotheus Trent had assured him
that Lord Rackness had neither kith nor kin
to be defrauded out of their inheritance, that
he gave a reluctant consent, just as Lawyer
Cawne and Red Rogers joined them.

The tinker was in the very best of spirits.
Jerry had never seen him so good-humoured
before.

He seemed literally bubbling over with
merriment.

“To the gallows wi’ me if this aren’t the
rummiest thing T ever did see. To think that
I’ve been a nussin’ a real live lord in my bosom
all these years, and never knowed it!” he
roared, his hands thrust deep into his breeches’
pockets, from which came a musical jangle of
gold. “TI've been a good father to ye, Jerry,
no one can say I haven't. Not a day has
passed since you were old enough to toddle, that
I haven’t lammed you for the good of your

ks :

soul. T've made a man of ye, and a lord as
well! Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho!”

“ Cease your babbling, fellow, and get ye
gone!” cried Trent, impatiently. * You
know what you’ve got todo ¢ ”

“ Ay, ay, master. I've to pocket a pound
a week, ax no questions, don’t come within
twenty mile o’ Rackness Castle, and keep my
mouth shut,” grinned the tinker.

“ And if you don’t keep the last two con-
ditions, friend Rogers, you may e’en whistle
for the first,” interposed Simon Cawne, a
world of threat underlying the smooth, oily
tones in which he spoke. “ Hullo, who have
we here 2 he added, in alarm, as his eyes fell
on Jo, who was talking earnestly with
Jerry. :

“ (tet thee gone, ye young varmint, or I'll
tear ye limb from limb!” cried Red Rogers,
moving threateningly on Jo, who would have
made off had Jerry not detained him.

“ Jo is one of the few friends I have in the
world, and where I go he goes. 1If he stays
behind, so will T; and ye may find another
Lord Rackness!” declared Jerry, ignoring the
tinker, and turning to Timotheus Trent.

“ Impossible ! ” cried Trent.

But though he sought to show a score of
reasons why Jo could not be received at
Rackness Castle, and Red Rogers, fearing to
lose the promised pound a week, used threats,
entreaties, and abusive language, in about
equal parts, Jerry refused to budge unless Jo
went with him.

The only one who did not speak was Simon
Cawne, and he, with a cunning grin, signed to
the tinker to be quiet, and led the factor a
little distance away.

“ This comes of your talking secrets near a
wood,” he snarled as soon as they were alone.
““ I suppose the red-headed little rat overheard
all you said to this tinker’s boy ?

“ How should I know what he overheard ? ”
growled Trent sulkily.

“ Anyhow, he has heard too much to be let
go. We must take him to the castle, and get
rid of him as quickly as possible. Trust bold
Captain Blackbane to take him off our hands,”
suggested the lawyer.

Trent nodded an assent, and the pair of
villains returned to where Jerry and Jo were
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impatiently awaiting the result of the dis-
cussion.

“ All right, my lad, have it your own way.
Rackness Castle is but a gloomy place for a
boy, and ye may be all the happier for h«n ing
a companion of your own age with ye,” said
the factor indulgently.

Jerry shot a grateful look at Timotheus
Trent, whilst Jo showed his delight by turning
a succession of cart- wheels with bewildering
rapidity.

“1f your lordship will mount behind me,
Lawyer Cawne will give your friend a lift, for
weé have a long ride before us,” said Trent
flinging himself into the saddle.

Although not yet able to realise that what
had just taken place that morning was not
all part of a mad dream from which he would
awaken to find himself still Jerry of the Pots,
the boy thrilled as he heard himself addressed
by the title for the first time, and grasping
Trent’s extended hand, swung himself on the
crupper of that worthy’s horse not quite
certain whether he stood on his head or his
heels.

Jo grinned, but Red Rogers seated himself
on the shafts of his tilted eart, and laughed
until the tears rolled down his cheeks.

“ What’s the witless fool laughing at 7>
cried Trent angrily. * See that ye are well
away from Brentor within the hour, or ye
stand in danger of losing the weekly dole
Lawyer Cawne has promised ye!”

Red Rogers nodded, apparently too over-
come with laughter to speak ; and wheeling
round their horses the worthy couple, the boys
clinging tightly to their waists, set off at a
brisk trot.

When the horses were but dots in the
distance, Red Rogers rose to his feet and,
shading his eyes with his hands, muttered :

“ Fooled ‘em both! If Vonder two knew
what 1 know, they'd be as wise as I am. Ha,
ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
An Established Claim !

i ixem  me, Jo. Pinch me hard!
Ouch! I didn’t tell ye to take a
piece out of my leg!” cried Jerry,

and, turning on his friend, he chased him

round the huge, Tuxuriously furnished bed-
room in Rackness Castle into which the two
boys had been escorted by bowing servants a
mmutp before.

** Fanits, I'll never do as you ask me again,”
cried Jo dodging behind a tall- b&ukml old
armechair near the carved oak fireplace.

““At any rate, 1 know now that 1I'm not
dreaming ! ” declared Jerry laughing.

Jo grinned, then fidgeted uneasily.

Truth to tell, the short jacket and silk
breeches of sombre brown cloth, stockings of the
same hue, and shoes with plated buckles,
cramped the limbs of one accustomed to the

- loose freedom of rags held together by pieces

of string.

Nor were Jerry's gaily embroidered coat,
sky-blue silk waistcoat, and stockings, more
comfortable.

Besides, the fit was atrocious, for at four
cross roads, two miles from the Tinker’s camp,
they had found a huge old-fashioned coach
awaiting them, in which were two suits of
different sizes Trent had brought for his new
ward, the plainer of ‘'which had been given to
Jo.

But a small army of tailors was to be sent
from Exeter, who would fit out the two boys
as became their new station in life.

Whilst the boys were changing, Lawyer
Cawne had ridden on ahead to prepare for
Jerry’s reception at the Castle, with the
result that the magnificent oak drive was lined
with tenantry, whilst the whole staff of
servants had been paraded beneath the fine
marble portico before the eastle, to welcome
the new Lord Rackness.

As the coach rolled up the drive it was
greeted by hearty cheers from the farmers,
farm labourers, and as many of their wives
and families as could be got together at such
short notice.

As the heavy vehicle came to a standstill at
the foot of a flight of marble steps the carriage
door was opened by a footman, in gorgeous
livery, who bent almost double in a low bow,
when Jerry alighted leaning on Tlmotheus
Trent’s arm.

“ Your future master, my good people. I
need scarcely ask you to extend to Wim the
same loyalty and willing service you gave the
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late lord,” said Trent, introducing Jerry to
the servants, who responded with cheers, in
which the shrill voices of the women mingled
with the deeper bass of the men.

Then a stout, dignified, old gentleman—
who Jerry thought must be at least an arch-
bishop, but whom Trent whispered was Jasper
Mond, the butler—stepped out from the centre
of the crowd of servants,

“Welcome to the castle, my lord. There
1s not a man or a woman amongst us but is
blithe to live under a Rackness once more.
Our only regret is that the old lord did not
live to see this day. He never ceased to love
you, my lord, and never wavered in his belief

the boys during the drive to the castle, bu
it answered its purpose, and the two boys
passed into the big entrance-hall, where
Cawne met them with bows and smiles of
welcome as he lead them into the dining-room,
where a sumptuous banquet awaited them.
Jerry went through that repast like one in a
dream. KEven Jo was so awed by the magni-
ficence around him that, though fearfully
hungry, he scarcely ate a dozen mouthfuls.
The signs of wealth on every side—the silvep
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Jerry and Jo hung on as the mtclhgent horse re'tred on its hind legs and pawed at the man who attempted

to seize it.

that the son he had lost would return. It’s
glad he would have been to have seen what an
out-and-out Rackness you are,” he said
earnestly.

“Thank ye kindly, Master Mond. Now
call up the clodhoppers and fill ’em to the
bung wi’ old October ale,” returned Jerry,
]or]\mg his thumb over his shoulder towards
the crowd, who had followed close behind the
chaise.

This was not exactly the speech which
Trent had been at no little pains to instil into

( .

“ After them, you slow-witted scullions ! ”” roared the sheriff.
them back!”

“ Fifty guineas if you bring
(See Chapter 3.)

on the huge, polished oak sideboard; the
snow-white cloths and napkins; the dishes
laden with huge joints, poultry and game ;
the perfectly trained footmen, and the respect
with which both Trent and Cawne treated
him—at least when the servants were in the
room—seemed so unreal to Jerry that he
expected every minute to wake up and find
himself sleeping in his rags beneath the gipsy
tinker’s cart.

“ Perchance your lordship is aweary, after
your long journey, and would like to retire to
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your chamber for a short while,” suggested
Trent, when the last course had been cleared
away. ° Show his lordship and Master Joseph
Wattle up to their rooms, Jenkins,” he added,
without giving the boy an opportunity to reply.

Accustomed to obey—unless it suited his
humour to do otherwise—Jerry followed .the
man up a broad flight of stairs and along
several corridors, hung with priceless tapestry,
like one w&lhng in his sléeep until at length
the man threw open a door and ushered him
into the bedroom, where we found him at
the beginning of this chapter.

For some time after Jo had so effectually
assured his friend that he was not dreaming,
the boys were engaged examining their
unaccustomed swiroundings, peering into
chests of drawers, opening huge oak chests,
which they found full of rich clothes, exploring
cupboards, any one of which would have held
Red Rogers cart, horse and all, and tracing
out the faded pictures in the ancient tapestry
which adorned the walls.

Then they went to the open casement-and
looked out upon as fair a scene as is to be
found in all wide Britain.

Before them was a park, studded with
magnificent oaks, over which herds of hali-
tame deer roamed at will, and beyond a vista
of thatched cottages, lonp;, well-built farm-
houses, and well-cultivated fields.

A thrill of pride swept through Jerry’s veins.

“ Mine, all mine!” he ejaculated, half to
himself, half to his chum. * To think of it !
This morning I awoke a tinker’s boy ; - this
afternoon I am a lord ! ”

A scornful laugh and an oily chuckle caused

him to turn round, to find that Timotheus
Trent, and Simon Cawne, had entered the
roomnl. :
“It will be well if you bear that ever in
mind, Jerry o’ the Pots, or you may go to sleep
one night lord of Rackness Castle and its broad
acres, and awaken to find yourself the tinker’s
boy once more,” sneered Trent.

“ Or, maybe, not even that. I have known
a starving woman hung for stealing a loaf of
bread. What would they do to one who steals
8 noble castle and the rents acceruing there-
unto ? ” interposed Cawne, regardmg the
. astonished boys with a threatening grin.

“ Might ha’ known there was a catch in it
somewhere,” ejaculated Jo.

“ Bilénce, gutter snipe, or I'll have the
lackeys whip you out of the castle ! ” fumed
Cawne.

Jerry turned fiercely upon the angry man.

“ You forget the lackeys you speak of so
glibly are in my employ, Master Cawne. Have
a care, lest I tell them to show you the door,”
he said in tones of cold displeasure and with
a dignity that caused the two villains to gasp.

Trent burst out laughing, but there was
more uneasiness than merriment in his mirth.

““Ho, ho, Jerry o’ the Pots! Hast heard
the fable of the crow that pretended to be a
peacock ? He was only a measly crow when
they robbed him of his gay tail!” he cried.
“ Hallo, what maggot’s got ye now ?” he
added in alarm, for Jerry had thrown off his
gold-laced coat and embroidered waistcoat.

“I'd rather be a true crow than a false
peacock,’” returned Jerry.

“Don’t be a fool, boy. We are too deep in
this matter to draw back now ! ” cried Trent
in dismay.

“ What's that to me?” retorted Jerry.
“ Find some other boy to ma.ke mock of. I
prefer to be a tinker’s brat.”

As he spoke he continued his disrobing,
whilst Jo reluctantly followed his example.

In vain Trent and Cawne raved, swore,
threatened, and entreated in turns.

They had made a public acknowledgment
of Jerry as the long lost Lord Rackness, and,
though they could, of course, declare that
they had made a mistake, it would be im-
possible to bring forward another claimant
before the year and a day mentioned in the
late lord’s will had expired.

“ What is it you want, hang you ? ”’ eried
Trent at last. :

“If I am to be a lord I'll be treated as
such, and old parchment face must keep his
place,”” replied Jerry, forgetting his new-
found dignity.

Lawyer Cawne’s sallow face turned yellow
with suppressed rage as he drew the factor
aside, and a whispered consultation ensued.

Presently Trent turned to Jerry with a
forced smile. e

“ Come, come, boy, we depend too much
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on -each other to be at loggerheads. I only
feared lest you should get puffed up with
pride owing to your rise in life and forget to
whom you owe it,” he said genially, holding
out his hand.

Jerry hesitated, then, fearing lest he should"

already have been ungrateful to one who,
whatever his motives, was doing so much for
him, he grasped the extended hand and shook
it warmly. .

“ Fair dues atween mates, an’ you'll have
no cause to complain of me or Jo,” he said,
lapsing into the mode of speech to which he
had been accustomed.

A knock came at the door.

At a sign from Trent, Jerry hastily resumed

his coat and waistcoat.
~ “Come in!” cried the factor, as Jerry
arranged his ruffle before a mirror.

A footman entered.

“ Sir Richard Averley’s compliments, and,
as the late lord’s oldest friend, he would be
the first to welcome his lordship to his an-
cestral home,” he announced.

Trent and Cawne exchanged uneasy glances.

Sir Richard Averley was the most important
man in the county, and if he accepted Jerry
as the real son of Lord Rackness no one else
would dare dispute his decision. e
- But they need not have been uneasy, for no
sooner did Jerry—Jo had been discreetly left
upstairs—enter the room than the stately,
grey-haired old baronet advanced towards
him with outstretched hands, crying :

“ A Rackness! A true Rackness! Wel-
come to your own at last, my lad! Would
that my old friend had seen this day !

Jerry flushed guiltily, and attributing the
boy’s confusion to natural modesty, the
baronet turned to Trent and asked  him
where, and how, he had found the boy. :

Jerry listened to the cleverly interwoven
mass of truth and lies with which Trent an-
swered the question, in speechless amazement,
for it was all so plausible that he would have
found it difficult to have contradicted the
scheming factor had he wished to have done so.

“ Were there no papers or other means of
identification on the child when this man
Rogers found him half-dead by the side of
the road ? ” asked Sir Richard.

(

“ You forget, Sir Richard, that he was clad
in filthy rags, for the gipsies—or whoever
first stole him-—had stripped him of his fine
clothes. Besides, was it likely that a child of
four would be entrusted with papers?”
explamed Trent. '

“True, true!” agreed the old man. It
is fortunate for you, young sir, that you carry
your birth certificate in your face, or you
might have been a tinker’s boy all your life,
and Rackness Castle would have been sold to
any rich London tradesman with money
enough to buy it.”

“ 1t 18, indeed, sir, and I will try to live up
to my new station,” said Jerry in somewhat
shaky tones. :

His heart had gone out to the kindly old
man, -and, for the first time, shame of the
deception of which he was guilty crept into
his heart.

“ Well gpoken, lad ! ” cried the old baronet.
“You and I will be great friends, I can see.
I go to London to-morrow, but on my return
you must come to Averley Court and be in-
troduced to her ladyship. She will love you
for your mother’s sake, for they were great
friends. Now, Trent, what about making his
young lordship secure in his saddle. There is
none to dispute the title, so it should be an
easy matter. Leave it to me, and I will see it
through for you,” he added, turning to the
factor.

Timotheus Trent breathed a sigh of relief.

He had feared the legal formalities necessary
to establish Jerry as Lord Rackness would
expose the truth, but if the claim was made
by so influential a man as Sir Richard Averley
there would be few inquiries made.

Nor was he disappointed, for about a fort-
night later a courier from London arrived at
Rackness Castle, bearing Royal Letters
Patent confirming a decision of the High
Courts which established Jerry as Lord
Rackness of Rackness Castle.

. THE EIGHTH CHAPTER

How Jerry found the Secret Staircase

ERRY soon found that being a lord was not
J all roses.

It is true he wore the richest clothes,
slept on the softest down, ate of the very best
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had numberless servants to wait on him,
horses and dogs—in fact, everything he would
wish for, but he missed the wild, free, open-air
life of the king’s highway ; the merry, shiftless
folk who tramped the roads; and the wild,
dare-devil pranks with “hlch Jo, Mai and
himself used to enliven the countryside when-
ever they chanced to meet.

Not that he and Jo missed many of the
opportunities of fun that came their way,
and though they soon became prime favourites
with the servants inside and the farmers and
labourers outside the castle, their various
pranks—too numerous to mention in this short
history—went far to lighten the humdrum
existence that had obtained in the castle and
its precincts ere their arrival.

Jerry and Jo occupied adjoining bedrooms
connected by a convenient door, which
allowed them to spend many hours together,
when Jonathan Strowse, their puritanical
tutor, was fast asleep.

One night it happened that Jo was more
restless than usual, whilst Jerry was sleeping
as sound as a top.

Consequently he did not welcome the
appearance of his chum by his bedside an
hour or so past midnight, although Jo had
thought out a merry jape which must assuredly
end in the utter discomfiture of the tutor.

“ Oh, go and boil your pate ! ” cried Jerry,
turning over in his bed.

“’Twould be as soft as yours an’ I did,”
retorted Jo. *‘ Now, listen, Jerry-—when
Master Strowse sits him down the cane will
spring back, and hit him——"

“ Like that, and that, and that!” roared
the infuriated Jerry, springing up in bed and
belabouring Jo with his pillow until that
worthy retreated, hastily, into his own room.

But it was only to arm himself. The next
moment he had returned, and Jerry springing
out of bed, a right royal pillow-fight was soon
being waged with unexampled fury. Presently
Jerry, who had driven his chum up against
the wainscoting at one end of the room, aimed
a mighty blow at his head with his pillow.

Jo ducked, Jerry lost his balanee, and his
hand struck a knot in the oak panelling with
a force that caused him to drop his weapon,
the better to suck his bruised knuckles.

(

“ Truth, Jo, I'd as lief have——" he began,
then ceased speaking to gaze in amazement
at the wall, for his fist had struck a secret
spring, and the wainscotting had slid back,
revealing the entrance to a secret passage lead-
ing he knew not where.

With a suppressed whoop of joy Jerry
took a wax taper from the mantelpiece and,
lighting it at the rush candle which did duty
as a night-light, proceeded to examine the
secret passage.

Immediately before them was a narrow
flight of stairs down which they crept, every
nerve a-tingle with excitement.

The staircase ended in a large erypt, to the
walls and pillars of which huncr rusty iron
rings, chains and shackles, sho*wmmnr that in
the “ good old days” it had been used as a
prison, or, perhaps, a torture-chamber, by the
former lords of Rackness Castle.

At the further end of the erypt was a second
flicht of stairs, which they ascended for
perhaps a dozen steps until they found them-
selves in a low tunnel. It was not a pleasant
place, for the stone sides and roof were dotted
with fungi of & hundred different shapes and
hues, whilst the pavement struck cold and
damp to their naked feet.

But the boys paid little heed either to the
cold or to the numerous toads and lizards with
which the place was infested, and which would
have sent boys less hardily brought up,
scampering back to their beds.

Pressing on they at length came to an
iron-stadded door.

It was locked and barred, but they experi-
enced little difficulty in wrenching the bolts
from the rotten wood.

Thrusting open the door, and moving a
screen of ivy which had hid it from view,
they found themselves at the foot of a
ruined Norman tower some two hundred yards
from the castle.

As the tower was surrounded by brambles,
they retraced their steps, then closed the
sliding panel, and sat up for the greater part
of the night discussing how best to make use
of their dxscoverv and. forming plans for the
future.

The secret staircase enabled them to enjoy
their old, free life once more. Three or four
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nights a week they would slip out of
the castle, when everyone was fast asleep,
and, afoot or mounted bareback on ponies
taken from the adjoining pastures, would
scour the country, revelling in their
freedom, and occasionally meeting Mai, the
Gipsy, Blind Tom, the Fiddler, and other old
friends.

To Blind Tom Jerry unbosomed himself

I will see that ye come to no harm,” he replied.
Of the highwayman, Jerry saw but little,
but heard much, for his wild pranks, his
daring feats, and his unstinted generosity to
the poor was the constant theme of the Free-
men of the Road with whom the boys fore- |
gathered during their midnight trips, when ,
Trent and Simon Cawne believed them sleeping |

peacefully in their beds in Rackness Castle.
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Again an awful groan caused the hair to rise on their heads, and Jerry and Jo had already turned to flee
when Silver Sprite whinnied. The next moment Mai, the gipsy, emerged from the wood. (See Chapter 4.)

of his doubts as to whether he ought to
remain at the castle as the impostor he felt
himself to be.

“1I feel I am living a lie, Tom,” he said.
“ Besides, at any moment I may be flung
upon the highway again.”

But Blind Tom only laughed.

** Stay where ye are, lad. Ye have as much
right there as another, and Will o’ the West and

THE NINTH CHAPTER
How the Smugglers came to Rackness Castle.

ND s0 three months slipped by.
With Trent and Cawne Jerry found
it impossible to make friends, espe-
cially as the lawyer took no pains to hide
his hatred of Jo.
Truth to tell, Simon Cawne suffered much
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at Jo’s hands, for the boy was always playing
tricks on him, and making him ridiculous in
the eyes of the servants until, at last, he
determined to put his original - plan into
execution, and get rid of one who might
easily prove an obstacle to their plans when
Trent’s guardianship came to an end, and the
property ripe for division.

One night Jerry and Jo were making their
way over the moors to a secluded combe in
which they had left their ponies, after a visit
to Mai's camp, when the former, who was
leading, sank behind a clump of furze, signing
to Jo to do the same.

His quick ear had detected the shuffling of
many feet, and he feared lest the neweomers
should prove to be one of the bands of out-
lawed men that infested the West Country.

Presently a man with a cask on his shoulder
came into view. He was followed by another,
and yet another, until Jerry counted no less
than twenty men, clad in the red caps, reefer
coats, short, striped skirts and tall boots of
seafaring men, and it needed not the cutlass
which each ruffian carried at his side, or the
brace of pistols thrust into his broad leather
belt, to warn the boys that they were smugglers.

With a warning squeeze on his companion’s
arm Jerry sank lower amongst the furze, for
well he knew that they would get but a short
shrift if the smugglers discovered them.

Despite their danger it was with difficulty
that Jerry repressed an ejaculation of surprise
when he saw the long, lank form of Simon
Cawne bringing up the rear of the procession.

By his side strode a huge ruffian, as fat as
the lawyer was thin, whose belt bristled with
knives and pistols. He had a red, weather-
beaten face, a broad nose, and an enormous
mouth, set with four huge yellow teeth, like
the fangs of a famished wolf.

Nor was his appearance improved by an
enormous black patch worn where his left
eye had been at some remote date.

It was Captain Blackbane, smuggler,
wrecker—ay, and pirate, if the opportunity
served.

In fact, so sinister a reputation did the
smuggler chief enjoy, that Jerry would have
made off as soon as it was safe to move but
that some instinct warned him that Lawyer

Cawne’s presence boded no good to Jo or to
himself.

Waiting until the smugglers had been
swallowed up in the darkness, Jerry and Jo
followed as swiftly as caution would allow.

But it was not easy, even for Jerry and Jo,
bred on the moors as they were, to keep to a
straight line in the dark, and when, ten minutes
later, they stopped on the summit of a small
hill and looked around them, no sign of the
smugglers could be seen.

“ Bust the Iluck, they've given us the
slip!” ejaculated Jo in disgust.

“ Seems like it,” admitted Jerry. “ Let’s
try the Woodman’s Rest. I've heard Red
Rogers say Bowline Bill, the landlord, is hand
and glove with the smugglers, and that his
liquor is all the better for never having paid
a penny for duty.” |

Jo agreeing, the two boys raced down the
hill and across the moor. Presently they
struck a winding road, along which they ran,
until at length they came in sight of a tumble-
down, thatched shanty, before which swung

. a creaking sign.

On the road before the inn stood a wagon,
in which the smugglers had hidden the casks
beneath a load of peat ready to be carted in-
land in the morning.

On horseback near the wagon was Lawyer
Cawne, who wag in the act of shaking hands
with Captain Blackbane.

“ Do what ye like with the brat, captain,”
Cawne was saying. “ It’s all the same to me
whether you chuck him overboard or sell
him to the Plantations, so long as I never
again set eyes on his red head.”

“ Then the Plantations it shall be. A boy
such as you describe should fetch fifty pounds
in the American colonies,” returned the
smuggler.

And with a callous langh Cawne galloped off.

Realising that there was nothing more to be
learned there, whilst some unlucky chance
might betray their presence to the smugglers,
the boys stole away, and, regaining the
combe in which they had left their ponies,
rode thoughtfully back to Rackness Castle.

““ Forewarned is forearmed, Jo. It shall go
hard with us if the villains take one without
the other, and I warrant they will not be
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over eager to meddle with Lord Rackness of
Rackness Castle,” said Jerry as they emerged
from the secret staircase shortly after mid-
night. :

But when, after sunrise the following morn-
ing, for tired out after his night’s expedition,
Jerry slept later than usual, he burst into
Jo’s room erying :

“ Now, sluggard, are going to sleep all
day ?” he was alarmed to find the bed empty
and Jo nowhere to be seen.

Thinking that his chum had already risen
and gone for a walk before breakfast, he
turned to the door, to find it locked and bolted
on the inside, a precaution they had both
adopted since the discovery of the secret
passage, lest anyone should enter during
their absence.

Then for the first time he noticed that the
window was open.

Hastening to it he looked out, and his
worst fears were realised when he found the
ivy beneath the stone sill torn and bent, as
though a heavy weight had been lowered
from the window.

Dumbfounded and dismayed, the boy ‘stood
gazing round him, uncertain how to act.

Captain Blackbane had struck at once, and
had struck home, and merry, light-hearted
Jo was already on his way to the living death
of an American plantation.

Jerry had very vague ideas about America.
All he knew was that it was somewhere
beyond the sea, where the off-scourings of
the prisons, rebels taken in arms against the
king’s majesty, and, now and again, innocent
people whom their relatives wanted out of the
way, were sent to work as slaves on the
plantations.

And it was to such a fate Jo was doomed !

“ Not if I can help it!” muttered Jerry,
shaking oft the depression which had for the
moment robbed him of strength to move or
think.

Hastening back to his room, he drew on
breeches, stockings, and shoes, then has-
tened downstairs.

A footman on duty in the hall stared in
amazement at the half-clad figure that sped
down the carved oak staircase.

“ Where is Mr. Trent ? ”’ it demanded.

A1

“In the library with Lawyer Cawne and
your lordship’s tutor,” replied the bowing
servitor.

Throwing open the library door, Jerry
burst into the room.

“What have you done with Jo?” he
demanded.

Cawne and Trent exchanged uneasy glances,
whilst Master Strowse held up his hands in
pious horror.

“ Fie, fie, your lordship !
"’ he began.

“BSilence! And leave the room! My
business is with yonder oily scoundrel ! ” in-
terrupted Jerry, pointing to the lawyer, whose
face turned first white then flamed with sup-
pressed fury.

The tutor looked questioningly at Trent,
for, as Jerry’s guardian, the factor was
master in that house.

“Close and lock the door,” commanded
the factor, answering the unspoken question.

“ Now, boy, what is the meaning of this
unseemly behaviour ? ” he added, turning on
Jerry with a threatening frown.

“Jo’s gone, and ” began Jerry, when
Trent interrupted him with a brutal laugh.

“Well, an’ I'm not surprised. He will
find himself more at home with his tramping
friends than he has ever been in Rackness
Castle,” he replied. ‘ Beshrew me, but I’ll
e’en tell Mond to see what silver is missing
from his pantry.”

Jerry would have flown at Trent’s throat
in his rage, but realising that he could not
fight all three, he turned on Lawyer Cawne,
saying :

“ You know that Jo has not left the castle
of his own free will, for I heard you agree with
Captain Blackbane to kidnap him ! ”’

Simon Cawne turned livid.

“You lie, you young whelp. I have not
seen Captain Blackbane since "’ he began.

“ Last night at the Woodman’s Rest,”
interrupted Jerry. ““ No need to ask me how
I got my information, suffice it that I know
it 1s so.”

“ Methinks you know too much,” snarled
Cawne furiously.

“ Ay, too much for you two conspirators,
and what I know the whole world shall know.

2 )
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4 Plays Crickef _ ]

by DICK PENFOLD

UNTER waddles to the wicket,
Everyone remarks :
“ Billy Bunter’s playing cricket,
Now you’ll see some sparks !
Bunter fancies he’s a Trumper.
- He exclaims with glee :
“ When the ball comes, I shall clump ler
Over yonder tree.”

Billy smites with vim and vigour,
Down the wickets go !

Billy cuts a sorry figure
(Note his look of woe).

Umpire points to the pavilion,
Billy starts to sob :

“ Meant to make a merry million,
But I've got a ‘ blob”! "

Bunter tries his hand at bowling,
Takes a mighty run ;

Flannelled fieldsmen, lurching, rolling,
Hold their sides with fun !

Does the leather strike the wicket ?
Nay-—the umpire’s nose !

Vietim mutters, ©“ Call this ericket ?
Hellup ! ” Down he goes !

Bunter tries to catch a * skier,”
Waits with open hands ;

Higher soars the sphere and higher,
Billy boldly stands.

“ Catch it, Billy ! ” chuckled Wharton,
“ Hold 1t ! ” - Smithy said.

Ball descends with loud report on
Billy Bunter’s head !

Billy Bunter’s in the sanny, Hurree Singh (in Hindustani)
Shed a silent tear ; 2 Gives him words of cheer !



Unless Jo is brought back unharmed before
nightfall, T will go to the nearest magistrate
and tell him that I am i

“Silence!” roared Trent, springing for-
ward.

Seizing the boy by the throat he thrust him
backwards on to a table.

Jonathan Strowse was his tool, but not his
accomplice, and he had no wish to introduce
a third party into his scheme who would doubt-
less demand a share of the Rackness estate
which Simon Cawne and himself hoped to
divide between them when Jerry came of age.

“ Mr. Trent, sir, for Heaven’s sake mind
what you are about!” ejaculated Strowse,
hastening from the door.

But Cawne thrust him back, and, leaning
over the struggling boy, drew a small bag
made of skin from his pocket and pressed it
against Jerry’s mouth and nose.

Immediately Jerry’s struggles grew fainter,
until at last they ceased altogether, and he
lay so still and motionless that Trent stag-
gered back crying :

“ Good heavens, I have killed him ! ”’

Cawne smiled as though in keen enjoyment
of the other’s evident terror.

“ He is in a trance, caused by the wonder-
working preparation Old Elspha, the witch of
the Moors, sold me. ’Twas well I had it by me,
or nothing but death would have silenced his
tongue. It was the contents of this same
little bag that sent his fellow scallywag to
sleep and enabled me to lower him from the
window without arousing his lordship yonder,”
he explained in a low whisper.

Trent breathed a deep sigh of relief.

“ But when he awakens ? ” he asked in the
same guarded tones.

“ He must be confined to his chamber until
we have persuaded him that it 1s to his
interest to hold his tongue,” replied Cawne
significantly.

A few minutes later the footman in the hall
was startled into activity by the tutor rushing
from the library, crying :

“ Water! Quick!
fainted ! ”

Barely had the footman hastened off on
his errand, ere Trent, carrying Jerry’s uncon-
scious form, hastened across the hall and up

(

His lordship has

the staircase to ther boy’s room, closely fol-
lowed by Cawne, whilst Strowse remained:
behind to take the unwanted water from the
menial and hasten upstairs with it.

When, some five minutes later, the three
men descended the stairs, they found the hall
filled with an anxious group of servants.

“ It’s naught, my good people. His lord-
ship somewhat outgrows his strength. A day
in bed will do him good,” explained Trent,
and, greatly relieved to find that the boy they
had all grown to love was in no danger, the
servants dispersed about their various duties.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
How Jerry met Will o’ the West.

THE last rays of the setting sun were

streaming through his bedroom win-
dow when Jerry slowly regained
CONSCclousness.

His head ached, his throat felt on fire, and
his limbs ached strangely.

For some minutes he lay wondering where
he was. Then the scene in the library came
back to his memory, followed by the racking
recollection that Jo, his one and only boy
friend, had been kidnapped.

With a moan of despair he sprang up in
bed. The next moment he had thrown him-
self back on the pillow, as a key grated in
the lock, and, through almost closed eyelids,
he saw Timotheus Trent and Simon Cawne
enter the room.

Jerry’s first impulse was to spring up and
dart from the room ere the scoundrels who
had robbed him of his chum found out that
he was awake.

But recent experience had taught him that
his slender frame was no match for the two
scoundrels, and he determined to recourse
to cunning where strength had failed.

Lying perfectly still, he heard the invaders
of his room approach to the side of the bed ;
then heard Trent say, in quavering tones that
told he was far from at ease :

“He still sleeps. What if the witeh’s
simples prove too powerful, and he never
awakens ? 7’

“Then a certain Timotheus Trent will be
swinging in chains on Exeter gallows ere the
month is out,” laughed Cawne mockingly.
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—ay——

“ An’ I do; thou shalt swing with me,” was
Trent’s vicious retort. haun

“That is as may be,” returned the other
carelessly. *‘ At any rate, we will not take
our last ride in the tumbril just yet, for old
Mother Elspha swears that unless the bag of
simples is held too long
beneath  the wvictim’s
nose, he will recover in
under twelve hours, and
by that time Black-

bane’s lugger, with that Z

red-headed bantling on ; )
board, will be far away,

for he sails at high tide.” * 1

Jerry had to summon
every ounce of deter-
mination of which he
was possessed, to re-
strain himself at the
villainous old lawyer’s
callous words, but he
succeeded in keeping as
still as before, until,
greatly to his relief, the
precious pair took their
departure, locking the
door behind them.

Only waiting until he
felt assured Trent and
Cawne would not return,
Jerry sprang lightly out
of bed, and rushed to
the door between the
two rooms.

It was locked, and
when he hastened to the
window he almost burst
outi laughing when he
saw Jonathan Strowse,
mufiled ina great coat,
standing in the shadow

ting, and the sliding panel slipped back so
that he passed through and carefully closed the
secret door behind him.

Five minutes later he had reached the old
Norman tower. Following a path Jo and he
bad made through the undergrowth, he ran

as swiftly as his legs
' % would carry himin the

e~ . direction of thedistant

Tl
77| Sed.
#7721  As he ran theleaden

feeling slowly left his
legs, and his head
ceased to ache as the
keen evening airswept
the after-effects of the
noxious fumes be had
inhaled from his lungs.

On he ran, puzzling
| his brain for some plan
by which to help Jo,
if the fates were pro-
pitious, and he reached
the smugglers’ lair be-
fore the lugger sailed.

But rack his wits as
he might, he could not
see how he, a mere
boy, could, unaided,
rescue his chum from
a score or more of
well-armed men.

Had he had time to
seek out Blind Tom,
or, still better, Will o’
the West, he knew he
could depend upon
both their sympathy
and their help. ik

But Blind Tom hac
disappeared from his
usual haunts, and none

of a tree a dozen yards Grasping the lead guttering that circled the old could tell whither he

away, and realised that building, Jerry braced himself against the wall L4 gone.
. whilst Jo climbed up his body to the roof. ?
he had been stationed Chapter 5_)y

there to make sure that
Lord Rackness did not take into his head
to leave the Castle by way of the casement.
Locked doors and guarded windows did not
trouble Jerry, for, as the reader knows, he
had simply to press the knot in the wainscot-

As for Will

(See o2 the West, when

Jerry had last heard

of him, he had been running before a hue

and cry, after having held up the London
coach on Bagshot Heath.

“ Ah, well, T must e’en do my best,” he

thought, as he cleared the last fence of the
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cultivated land and landed on the open moor-
land that stretched, for a good ten miles, right
to the sea.

Before him gleamed a long, white road,
along which he sped, for it offered better going
than the ankle-deep heather of the moor.

Suddenly he felt a thrill of something
approaching fear run through his veins, as the
dull beat of a horse’s hoofs on the roadside
behind him fell on his ears, and the thought
that his flight had been discovered, and that
this was a horseman sent to haul him back to
the castle, swept through his mind.

Despairing, he cast a swilt glance behind
him.

The next moment he had turned, and was
running towards the horseman, crying :

“Will! Will o’ the West, what good fortune
has sent thee to me ?”

A minute later the rider had drawn rein,
and the highwayman’s smiling face and
langhing eyes were fixed in astonishment on
the panting boy.

© What, Jerry o’ the Highway—I cry
your lordthps pardon my wits must surely
have gone a-roving—'tis the Right Honour-
able Lord Rackness now ! ”” cried Will o’ the
West, doffing his plumed hat in a mocking
bow. -

“ Jerry to you, Will. In faith I wish I was
still but Jerry o’ the Pots to all. But let me
mount thy crupper, Will, and I will tell ye all as
we ride to Tor Head Bay!” ecried Jerry,
breathlessly.

“To Tor Head Bay, is it ? Methought I
was riding to a certain iour cross roads, six
good miles from the sea,” laughed Will. He
loosened his foot from the rs’rlrrup, neverthe-
less, to allow Jerry to mount.

“mtmg for no further invitation, Jerry
clambered up behind the hlghwayman who
gave Silver Sprite the rein, and they were soon
clattering merrily along the road.

As they rode, Jerry related all that had hap-
pened at Rackness (Castle, ending up with an
impassioned plea for the highwayman’s help.

*“ Help thee, lad, aye that I will, the more
readily for that Blackbane is a scurvy rogue,
ready for any dirty work an’ the pay be high
enough. ’Tis true I have a certain debt to
collect of the Lord High Sheriff, whose coach

should pass Danbury Four-cross roads about
midnight ; but business before pleasure, and
maybe I will have time for both,” was the
}ughwayman ready reply; and Jerry felt
happier than he had done since Jo’s dis-
appearance, for he looked upon the boys
rescue as good as accomplished.

Half an hour’s steady canter brought them
to a wooded combe. Passing through they
came to a small inlet, overshadowed by the
precipitous headland which gave the place
1ts name.

Miles from any human habitation, and
surrounded by cliffs honeycombed with caves,
it had been a favourite resort of smugglers
for hundreds of years.

As Will drew rein benedth the shadow of
the trees, he laid a restraining hand on Jerry’s
arm, pointing with the other to where a
number of men were passing from the caves
to a large boat drawn up on a narrow stretch
of sand between the sea and the cliffs, carrying
empty casks, that were, doubtless, intended
to be refilled with French brandy.

A mile from the shore a low-lying, rakish
lugger lay, hove to, in the light of the rising
moon.

“ Bide thee here, Will. T go to find Jo,”
whispered Jerry in the highwayman’s ear.

“ Aye, lad, 'tis best so. We do but grope in
the dark until we know where to look for
him,” agreed Will. *“ Take this, lest ve find
him bound,” he added, thrusting a sheath
knife into the boy’s hand.

Sliding to the ground, Jerry gained the
shadow of the beetling cliffs, and crept swiftly,
but cautiously, towards the smugglers, until
at length he crouched beneath a ja-gged rock
that guarded the entrance to the smugglers’
cave.

So close was he to the path from the cave to
the sea, that by stretching forth his hand he
could have touched one, or the other, of the
ruffianly crew, as they passed backwards and
forwards between the boat and their hidden
lair.

Eagerly Jerry peered to right and left in
search of some sign of his missing chum, but
in vain ; and his heart fell, for he feared that
poor Jo was already aboard the lugger.

But the next moment his doubts were set
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at rest, for he heard a deep voice within the
inky darkness of the cave, say :

“ Rise up, ye red-headed little imp ; they’ll
teach yve to dance to a livelier step on the
plantations, I'll warrant!”

Then came the thud of heavy sea-boots on
the beaten path, and Jerry felt his heart beats
quicken as the huge form of Captain Black-
bane bulked from out the darkness.

His right hand grasped a ship’s lantern ; his
left, the side nearcst Jerry, rested heavily on
Jo’s shoulder, whose white, scared face showed
ghastly in the lantern’s flickering light.

Every muscle strung to its highest tension,
the boy waited until the smuggler was abreast
of where he crouched, then, swift as thought
itgelf, his right hand shot forth, and a howl
of rage and pain burst from Blackbane, for
Jerry had drawn Will’s sheath knife across his
wrist, causing him to release his hold of his
prisoner. A

“ Quick, Jo, run ! ” whispered Jerry, seizing
his chum by the arm and drawing him into
the shadows.

Jo needed no second invitation, and the
next moment the boys were running for their
lives, screened by the inky shadows of the
clifls that towered above their heads.

A pistol barked, but the bullet went wide,
and almost ere the smugglers had recovered
from the panic into which their captain’s
shout and pistol shot had thrown them,
the boys had reached Silver Sprite’s side.

. Up lad, up ! The ruffians will be round us
like bees, in a minute, unless we canshow them
" a clean pair of heels,” cried Will, bending
down and dragging Jo on to the pommel of
his saddle, whilst Jerry clambered nimbly on
to the crupper.

Wheeling round, Will o’ the West sent
Silver Hpmn clattering up the narrow path
to the head of the combe, the beat of her
hoofs drawing a dozen bullets from the
smugglers that whistled harmlessly amongst
the trees.

“ Keep your beads down, lads,” eried Will

o’ the West. “Let the scoundrels waste
their ammunition ! ”’

They reached the summit of the cliff
untouched, and, with a jovous laugh, Will

put his mare’s head to the moor..

(

THE ELEVENTH CHAPT_ER
¢ Stand and Deliver ! »’

5 HIrHER art going, Will 2*” demanded
Jetry, as, leaving the rocx.d by

which they had come, Will o’ the
West cantered northwards.

“ Hast forgotten what I told ye about
Danbury cross roads and the Sheriff ?”
returned the highwayman gaily.

“ And ye will let us help ye, Will ¢ cried
Jerry eagerly.

“ Ay, by hiding ’neath a hedge until it is
all over. T faith it would never do for my
Lord Rackness to stop a coach ere he has
grown a beard,” was the laughing reply.

“What if I care not to go back to the castle,
Will? Of a truth I like not the false position I
hold, nor the false friends by whom I am sur-
rounded. The freemen of the road are poor
and rough, but, at least, they are loyal and
true,” said Jerry thoughtfully.

“Ye may never be a freeman of the roads
again, Jerry. A lord’s a lord, a tinker’s a
tinker, and ” began Will seriously, then
broke off to add hastily, ** But more of that
anon. Yonder are the cross roads, and, if my
ears do not play me false, I hear the roll of
coach wheels in the distance.”

Touching Silver Sprite lightly with his
heels, for the s spirited mare never needed the
spur, Will took his station beneath a huge
tree where four roads met, and awaited the
coming of his prey, whilst, in obedience to his
instructions, Jerry and Jo sprang on to a huge
limb that stretched half-way across the road,
where they lay, waiting expectantly, as a
coach, drawn by four horses, lumbered to-
wards them.

When yet the heavy conveyance was within
a dozen yards of the cross roads the boys saw
Silver Sprite spririg at a bound into the centre
of the road, and heard her rider’s ringing
challenge :

“ Stand and deliver !
commands ! ”’

As the name of the famous highwayman
fell on their ears the postboys drew their
horses back on to their haunches. Then, as the
lumbering coach came to a halt, each rider
slid out of the saddle, and stood grinuing by

"Tis Will o’ the West
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the side of the road, certain that no harm
would befal him. - :

“ What’s this ? What’s this ? Who dares
stop the Lord High Sheriff on the King’s
Highway ?” shouted a red-faced, much-
bewigged man, thrusting head and shoulders
through the carriage window.

“’Tis Will o’ the West, your washup!”
answered one of the postboys.

“Ay, Will o’ the West it is, come to
collect the hundred pounds you lost to him at
Brentor Fair,” cried Will, edging to the side
of the coach and clapping a pistol to the
sheriff’s head. “ Hand out the brown leather
wallet I can see in your breast pocket, it spoils
the set of your worship’s London-made
clothes.”

For a moment the sheriff hesitated, but the
touch of the cold muzzle of Will’s pistol
against his forehead brought him to his
senses.

Trembling in every limb, he obeyed.

“ There is five hundred pounds in notes
there, and our wager was but for a hundred
pounds,” he remonstrated feebly.

“ Ay, I guessed you would not leave the
Squire of Denevale until you had plucked him
clean,” returned Will carelessly. * But, for
all that, I take but what’s my own.”

“ Ay, I have always heard Will o’ the West
was a right good sportsman and the prince of
good fellows,” cringed the sheriff ; albeit in
his heart he was registering an oath to rest
neither day nor night until he had brought
the daring highwayman to the gallows.

‘Wil laughed softly.

“ I thank thee for thy good opinion, sweet
sheriff. Perchance the poor of Exeter will
share your good opinion of me when my agents
distribute the four hundred that I have
collected, over and above the trifle you have
so honourably paid on demand, amongst
them. Mount, lads, and take the good sheriff
hence—the night air is bad for one of his
choleric temperament,” he added, turning to
the delighted postboys.

Grinning more than ever, the posthoys
sprang on to their horses.

“ Scoundrel, thief, footpad, robber! Thou
shalt hang for this!” roared the sheriff, as
the carriage began to move.

Much more he said, but the postboys

whipped their horses to a gallop, and the

coach continued its interrupted journey.

“Drop on to the mare’s crupper, lads.
We have much to do and far to ride e’er
morning breaks,” cried Will, guiding his
horse beneath the branches from which the
boys had been admiring spectators of the
highwayman’s simple methods.

“ What, more coaches to cry ‘Stand and

deliver !’ to, Will ?” asked Jerry as, with Jo
holding him tightly round the waist, he clung
to Will's sword-belt.
- “Nay, lad, my night-riding is over,”
returned the highwayman with a sigh.
“ There’s a bright-eyed lass awaiting me in
London, and she loves not my wild pranks,
so I must e’en give up the road, and live
respectable for the rest of my life.”

“ An’ will I never see you again ? ” asked
Jerry.

“ Ay, lad, many a time and oft, I hope,
for it is in my mind that you and Jo shall ride
to London with me,” declared the high-
wayman.

“To the end of the world an thou wilt,
Will ; and young Lord Rackness shall dis-
appear as suddenly as he came,” replied
Jerry earnestly.

“ And abandon your lordship, and all that
it means ? 7 asked Will, as the mare sped
lightly over the moor.

“ With a light heart. I am tired of mas-
querading in a station to which I can lay no
claim,” was Jerry’s reply.

Will o’ the West nodded his approval, and
for some minutes they rode on in silence.

““ This is not the way to London, Will, for
yonder is Rackness Castle, and that should
be miles on our right,” cried Jerry, after a
time, pointing to the stately pile, with its
countless towers and ¢himneys rising above
the surrounding trees.

“ Those who ride with Will o’ the West
must travel the way he chooses and obey him
without question,” replied Will.

Jerry said no more, though he wondered
greatly when, leaping the sunken fence which
surrounded Rackness Park, the highwayman
drew rein close to the Norman Tower. -

“ Hasten to your rooms by the secret
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passage, dress in riding-garb, pack each a suit of
your finest clothes in a travelling wallet, and
meet me here in half an hour ! ” commanded
Wil .

The boys would have questioned their
friend ; but remembering his demand for
obedience, slipped to the ground and dis-
appeared through the secret door.

Half an hour later they were back, each
carrying a well-filled wallet, which they had
secured  without
interruption,
though the state
of their rooms,
the sound of loud,
excited volces, and
a clatter of hoofs
as horsemen
dashed from the
courtyards and
stables, warned
Jerry that his
flight had been
discovered, and
that men were
scouring the
country in search
of him.

They found Will
0’.the West await-
ing them withtwo &
led horses, on
which they
mounted, and
easily avoiding the
mounted grooms
who were hunting
for the missing
lord of Rackness
Castle, they had
soon placed that
‘ancient mansion far behind them.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER

How Jerry met the King,
ERRY looked at Will o’ the West with an
] expression in which amazement struggled
with dismay.
“ What, go to Court ? 1, Jerry o’ the Pots,
present myself before the King as Lord
Rackness ? Why, the imposture would be

Will o' the West pointed to where a number of men were
passing from the caves to a boat.
go to find Jo!” whispered Jerry in the highwayman's ear.
: (See Chapter 10.)

discovered’ at once, and they would send me
to the Tower as a tinker’s son, who strove to
pass himself off as a lord ! ”” he cried at last,
as he looked round the private room in a
faghionable London inn, to which the high-
wayman had brought Jo and himself the
previous night.

“ It might so fall out an’ you were a tinker’s
gon ; but as it happens, Trent told the truth,
though he thought he was lying, for you are
: the rightful son
and heir of the
late Lord Rack-
ness,” declared
Will smiling.

“ Hast brought
me here to mock
me ?” demanded
Jerry indignantly.

“ Tt is the truth
I tell thee, lad.
Red Rogersisdead,
but ere he died he
sent for Blind Tom
and confessed that
he had stolen you
from the castle
when a child of
four, because the
old lord, your
father, had sen-
tenced him to be
whipped at the
cart-tail as a rogue
and a vagabond.
He kept the truth
from Cawne, hop-
ing to be able to
blackmail him
later on. But the
pound a week the
precious pair of wvillains, Cawne and Trent,
allowed hium, proved his undeing, for he
drank himself to death, fortunately con-
fessing the truth ere he died, as I have told
you, 80 you need have no qualms in pre-
senting yourself before his Majesty, King
George,” explained Will.

" But, Will——-"" began Jerry, when the
highwayman interrupted him.

““ But me no buts!’ as Will Shakespeare

* Bide thee here, Will! I
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bas it. Do my bidding, Jerry. It is the last
request Will o’ the West may ever ask of ye,”
he interrupted, laying his hand affectionately
on the boy’s shoulder.

‘“ An’ you put it like that, I can do no other
than agree,” replied Jerry. *° But surely Jo
accompanies me ¢ g

“ Twould never do to part Jerry and Jo,”
laughed Will. * But I must be gone, for I
have to seek the King myself, and crave a free
pardon. ~ Within the hour a carriage and
outriders will be here to take my Lord of
Rackness to Court in a state befitting his
exalted position.” _

Without giving Jerry an opportunity of
questioning him further, Will hastened from
the room, leaving the boys gaping at each other
in absolute bewilderment.

Jerry scarcely knew if he stood on his head
or his heels. The astounding information that
he had been Lord Rackness all the time he
thought he had been acting the part almost
took his breath away.

He had only just begun to regain his usual
self-control when he was thrown again into a
state of utter bewilderment by the entrance of
a footman, clad in the Rackness livery, who,
bowing low, announced: “ My lord, the
carriage waits ! :

Like one in a dream, Jerry followed the man
to the tavern-door, where a gorgeous coach,
all glass and gilt—like the Lord Mayor’s coach
of the present-day—drawn by four splendid
horses ridden by gold-laced postilions, and
with two mounted men in livery in attendance,
awaited him.

For many a day, Jerry had but a dim
recollection of entering the coach and being
driven through the streets to St. James’
Palace, where a magnificent individual in the
Royal livery and carrying a gold-headed
staff, took charge of him, and after escorting
him through what seemed interminable
richly furnished corridors, thrust open a
pair of handsome double doors and announced
in solemn tones: “ Lord Rackness of Rack-
ness Castle seeks audience of the King.”

Had he possessed the strength, Jerry would
have turned and fled when he saw that the
room was crowded with a brilliant assembly
of ladies and gentlemen, but he continued to
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advance into the room, half expecting to wake
up and find it all a dream, when he saw—and
then he felt sure he was dreaming—Will o’ the
West, in full Court dress, coming towards
him.

“ Will o’ the West, here ! ” he gasped.

“Not Will o’ the West, Jerry, but Sir
William Kingsley, who, for the sake of the
free, wild life the Road offered, became a high-
way man in his spare moments,” replied the
Court gallant with Will’'s own merry laugh.
“ But come, the King has ordered me to con-
duct you to him immediately on your arrival,”
he added.

The next moment the bewildered boys
found themselves walking between a double
file of lords and ladies to a raised dais, on
which was seated a stout, good-natured-
looking man, with a number of jewelled orders
on his breast, whom Jerry knew must be the
King, for he was the only one seated, though a
more unkingly person Jerry had never seen.

“Bo this is zee boy of zee tinker, who a
lord has become, hein ?  said the good-natured
monarch. “ I have your tale heard, my goot
leetle gentleman, and it has made me to
laugh. I like not those men Trent and Cawne,
and my officers shall what you call lay them
by the heels, is it not so ? But you shall be of
Chancery a Ward. That pleases you, eh 2

Jerry made some reply—what it was he never
knew, but it evidently pleased the King, for he
laughed mightily, and bade Sir William
Kingsley bring “ zee funny leetle tinker-lord to
lunch that day,” that he might hear more of
his adventures.

So Jerry and Jo lunched with the King,
who directed that Will o’ the West, in other
words, Sir William Kingsley, should act as
Jerry’s guardian until the High Court of
Chancery should confirm him in the office.

But, as if they had not had surprises enough
for one day, another awaited them when Sir
William took them to his house in Pall Mall,
where they found Blind Tom and his fiddle
awaiting them, and learned that he was a
highly valued retainer of the young baronet,
who had joined his patron in all his wild
escapades to act as his almoner. '

THE END.
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LEAN-TO shed as seen in Fig. 1 can be
easily constructed for a bicycle, the
measurements being roughly 4 ft, 9 in.

high, 6 ft. 6 in, long, 3 ft. 6 in. wide, and 4 ft.
at the drop end. The instructions here given
are, of course, equally applicable to any
similar erection. _ :

The framework, the pieces of which must
be entirely completed before the shed is
erected, will be made of 2 in. by 2 in, quarter-
ing, of which approximately 140 ft. will be
required. A square of matchboarding, § in.
size, will be necessary for the outside.

The joints throughout are housed, each
joint being secured by two nails.

A study of the varjous diagrams will show
the dimensions of the lengths of wood required
for the construction of the framework.

The side containing the door is depicted in
Fig 2, from which the method of fastening the
framework can be observed.

The other side, of more simple construction,
is shown in Fig. 3.

Fig. 4 depicts the elevation of the frame-
work for the front,

The framework of the front and two sides
having been completed, these can now he
put together against the wall. The front is
“butted " or fitted in between the two sides
and screwed to them through the thickness
of the wood, as shown in Fig, 5, where A and B
represent the two pieces of framework,

The wall must now be plugged at the top
and bottom to enable the sides to be screwed
thereto through the framework.

Having secured the front and two sides,

HOW TO MAKE
A BICYCLE SHED

the rafters of the roof may now be cut as
shown in Fig, 6. They are fastened by nailing
them to a beam plugged in the wall at the
required height from the top of the rafters,
whilst the lower ends are nailed to the top
rail of the front.

The frame must be carefully squared after
the manner shown in Fig, 7, the straight rod
being placed from corner to corner, so that it
can be proved that the length from A to B
is equal to that from (! to D, whilst the other
corners are treated similarly.

The next thing to do is to nail the match-
boarding along the sides and front, naturally
leaving the space for the doorway clear. The
beading must be left outside, and the boarding:
should overlap the beams by 1in. at the top
and #in. at the bottom, the latter being
embedded in earth or cement.

The overlapping ends at the top, A, must
now he levelled with a saw to the height of the
top rail, as seen at C, Fig, 8.

The matehboarding of the roof can now
be nailed on with the beading inside, and
trimmed down at D, to overlap the front rail
by 2in., to serve as eaves (B, Fig, 8).

Nothing now remains but to make the
door, which is very simply constructed after
the manner shown in Fig. 9. Two pieces of
deal are laid flat, and matchboarding nailed
over them, two nails being used for each
board, the lower nail being nearest the side
that will eventually be hinged. This serves
to lessen the strain on the nails, and renders
the door more durable. ;

The door can now be fastened in place with
a couple of cress garnets (or large hinges), and
fitted with hasp and padlock. -'

To preserve the roof against the ravages of
the weather, it may be covered with felt or
tar,

(Diagrams will be found on opposite page)
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LITTLE LOO LUMMEE “BONES” BILLY'S FEAST
“Chuckles” Mevry Magician teaches greedy Billy Bunter a lesson :

i —

1, ‘“ Why, bless me ! said Billy Bunter. ‘ Here’s Little 2. And the lamp was handed over. Billy, who usu:ll!y'

Loo Lummee. Hallo, old chappie! Let's have a look at hates anything hke exertion, put plenty of elbow-grease in
that little Lucky Lamp of yours, will you ? ™ * The pleasure- a stiff rub. ** Now let’s have a fine feed | " he commanded
fulness is tellific!” the geni of the lamp.

- : 3 A i ]
3. “ Wow!” Whoosh! Before Billy and his pals could 4. And now Billy Bunter '.“mu.kmt.m.ﬂ} of| CPassing . th
blink, up came the most gorgeous feed one ever saw. ‘\I‘vl]olc treel:l for himself. * You Lli...ls' noff.!‘ Y h_; shuuted’.’
say, Loo Lummee!” said Billy. * Your geni must have There's only enough for eng herel” “ Blessee mel
been one of my ancestors!?” gasped Loo Lummee.

5. Then Lzo Lummee quietly secured possession of the 6. “ Oh, this is prime !’ said Billy, when—hey, presto

lamp, and rubbed it in a patent way that was only known Away went that feed, and there was left only a big, meat-

to him., * Now you velly much be surplised | ¥ he mur- less bone. “ Good-night ! exclaimed Billy Bunter,
mured. ** You watchee out ' * Good-afternoon ! ” chuckled Loo Lummee, Poor Billy

went empty away after alll
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=1 promptly vaulted through the
open window ! ”
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MoxpAay.—I woke up. I do this other
mornings as well, but it’s about the most
exciting thing that happened to-day, so down
it goes in my diary. I also went to bed. These
are the only two things of note which happened
to-day.

Tuespay.—Had a heated
Knox the prefect. He said,
fag for me, young D’ Arcy I sad, “1I
won't!”’ He said, *“ You will | I said, 1
won't!” He said, “You will!” I said, “1I
shan’t! ” He said, “ You shall | > And so on,
ad lib., until we were both out of breath.
Eventually Knox took me by the scruft of the
neck and bundled me along to his study. I
could not escape fagging for him, so I decided
to do the job thoroughly. I smashed a whole
crowd of cups and saucers and plates, and you
never saw such’a mess ! When he came in and
saw the damage, Knox rushed at me with an
ashplant, but I promptly vaulted through the
open window and gave the brute the slip.

WebpNEsDAY.—Played footer this afternoon,
and was badly in the wars. In trying to head
the ball into the net, I butted the goalpost
instead ; and now I've a bump the size of a
pigeon’s egg on my cranium. In the course
of the game I was sent sprawling ninety-nine
times, but I don’t think any bones are broken.
I shall sound myself all over to-night, to make
sure. Footer, as a pastime, is a little too
strenuous for frail and delicate infants like me.

(

argument with
“I want you to

A e ’@’\-WW‘W‘%‘? S Aaaanas P%@@{/\,&g

A Fag's Diary. ;}i

By WALLY D’ARCY Pt

(Leader of the Fag-tribe at St. Jim's)) 5
o iy b G i

Truurspay.—Ran foul of Mr. Selby, the
tyrant who rules our Form with a rod of iron.
Before morning lessons began, I fixed up a
booby-trap for him on the door of the Form-
room. He caught it beautifully; but I
caught it as well, when Selby discovered the
author of the outrage. He gave me four
stinging cuts on each hand, and I don’t think
the tortures of the Spanish Inquisition could
have been worse. That licking inspired me
to write a little verse about Selby. Here it is :

“1 do not love thee, Selby dear,
And all my comrades shout ‘ Hear, hear !’
You make me shake and quake with fear—
I do not love thee, Selby dear ! ”

Fripay.—Received ten shillings from my
pater. Gussy, my big brother, advised me
to put it in the post-office savings bank. But
I decided to spend it on a midnight feast
instead, and there were high jinks in the Third
Form dormitory to-night. Old Selby came
prowling around in carpet slippers, to see what
was going on; but we all pretended to be
fast asleep and snoring. So the old tyrant
went empty away. :

SaTurpAY.—We awoke to find there had
been a heavy fall of snow in the night, so we
had a glorious snowfight in the quad before
breakfast. My army attacked Levison minor’s
army, and got the best of the argument, too !
I was plastered from head to foot with snow
when I went in to breakfast, and old Selby
gave me a hundred lines for disguising myself
as a snowman. Apart from the fact that I
had fifteen fights at different times, with
different fellows, there was no more excitement
to-day.

To-morrow, being Sunday, I shan’t have
to make any entries in my diary. Sundays
at St. Jim’s are always the same. We put on
our best bibs and tuckers, and behave like
good little boys.

THE END
185 )
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Ilustrated

by
G. W. WAKEFIELD.

EVEN o'clock in the morning is a ridicu-

S lously early hour to get up. So thought

Tubby Muffin, the fat junior of the
Classical Fourth.

“On these dark, chilly winter mornings
said Tubby, it fairly breaks a fellow’s heart
to have to turn out at seven.’

“Lazy slacker!” grunted Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy had no patience with sluggards.

** Oh, really, Silver ! It’s all very well for
a sturdy fellow like you, strong and in the pink
of condition. But a frail and delicate fellow
like me finds it simply awful to have to get
up at seven. I'm certam I shall get pneu-
monia one of these times,”

Jimmy Silver glanced at Tubby Muffin’s
ample form.

“ Frail and delicate ! ” he echoed.
my giddy aunt!

Falstaff !

“ What time would you like the rising-bell
to be rung, Tubby ? ” asked Raby

“ Eight o’clock, at the very earliest. And
we ought to have brekker brought up to us
in bed.

“"My - dear old porpoise,” said Lovell,

“this is a public school, not a private hotel
for prosperous people, who can lie in bed all the
morning and be walted on hand and foot by a
retinue of servants,”

“ We can’t expect to be mollycoddled, you
know,” said Newcome,

13 Oh,
Why, you're as fat as

A ﬂmcau?cg Storyeor Rookwuwood Sehool
Nerrated by Teddy Grace.

Tubby Muffin gave a grunt,

“1 don’t see why we should have to get up
in the middle of the night,” he growled. e Its
a beastly state of affairs. And I'm going to
make an alteration.”

“ Groing to send a petition to the Head ?
axl\vd Jimmy Silver, with a yawn.

“ No.”
" How are you going to alter things, then ?
“ Wait and see.”

Tubby very quickly had the window open.
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Tubby Muffin rolled away with a deter-
mined expression on his fat face.

Tubby felt very strongly upon this subject
of early rising. He didn’t believe in it.

He had nothing but contempt for the old
proverb :
* Early to bed, and early to rise,

Makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise.”

He much preferred the words of the modern
song :

“ Oh, it’s nice to get up in the morning,

But it’s nicer to stay in bed ! ”

Tubby rolled out into the quad. Dusk had
fallen over Rookwood School. Lights gleamed
in the windows of cosy studies; but outside
all was dark and drear.

It was nearly bedtime. Some people had,
in fact, already retired for the night.

No hgj t gleamed in the window of the
porter’s lodge. Mack, the porter, had to be
up betimes in the morning for the purpose of
ringing the rising-bell, and he had gone early
to bed.

“If T can only get into his parlour
muttered Tubby Muffin.

This proved to be a very simple task. Mack
had indiscreetly left his parlour window open,
and Tubby Muffin, plump and ungainly
though he was, clambered through the aper-
ture without difficulty.

Once inside the room he paused, his heart
thumping quickly against his ribs.

But there
was nothing to
fear. The little
lodge was stili
and silent, save
for the loud

')!

tick-tock of the grandfather clock in the
parlour. Tubby Muffin struck a match, and tip-
toed towards the clock. He opened the glass
cover of the face, and put the hands back one
hour. Then he closed the cover, and beat a
retreat as stealthily as possible.

In less than a minute Tubby Muffin was
making his way across the wind-swept quad,
chuckling softly to himself as he went.

* I've worked the oracle all right,” he mut-
tered. “ When it’s seven o’clock to-morrow
morning Mack will think it’s only six. And
rising-bell won’t go till eight.”

When he re-entered the school building,
Tubby found the fellows trooping up to bed.
He joined the procession, and he was in
good spirits as he undressed and turned in.

Rookwood retired as usual, and many of
the fellows awoke as usual. They op(,ned
their eyes at seven o’clock, and sat up in bed.

But there was something missing.  The
harsh, discordant clanging of the rising-bell
was not audible.

“ Mack’s late,” remarked Jimmy Silver
drowsily.

“ Most unusual for Mack,” said Lovell.
“ He usually rings that blessed bell prompt to
the tick.”

“P’r’aps he’s ill this morning,”
Raby.

Whatever the cause, Mack did not carry
out the duties of bell-ringer at the appointed
time. And many of the fellows turned over
in bed to have another forty winks.

Rookwood School usually resembled a
human bee-hive at seven in the morning. But
on this particular morning nobody was astir.

It was not until eight o’clock that the
rising-bell sounded.

The school rose an hour late, and the
routine of the day was thrown entirely
out of gear. The Head sent for Mack, the
porter, and demanded an explamstion.

“ Which my clock was an hour slow,
sir,” said Mack.

“ Did you wind it overnight 2 ”’

“Yessir. I can’t for the life of me
hunderstand ’ow it ’appened. I've’ ad
that there clock, sir, for five-an’-twenty
year, an’ it ain’t never given me no
trouble until now.”

suggested
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"It has probably started to go wrong,
Mack,” said the Head. * You must get a
man in during the day to overhaul it. I can-
not have a recurrence of this episode.”

- “ Werry. well, sir,” said Mack. And he
shuffled away.

Tubby Muffin,” however,” had not yet
finished his merry manceuvres. He had se-
cured an extra hour’s sleep that morning, but
he was:far from satisfied. - Having achieved
succeéss once, he resolved to achieve it again.,

- “I won’t put the clock back to-night,
though,” he muttered. *“Too risky to do
that sort of thing two nights running. 1 shall
have to try a fresh dodge.”

Shortly before bedtime that evening, Tubby
put his new scheme into practice.  He
borrowed a ladder from the woodshed, reared
it against the wall, and climbed up to the
bell. Then he deftly tied up the iron clapper,
so that when Mack %ried to ring the bell
next morning, no sound would proceed from it,

Mack had carried out the Head's instruc-
tions, and had his clock overhauled. The man
who did the job pronounced that there was
nothing wrong with the clock, and that it
was quite sound in wind and limb, so to speak.

But Mack was so nervous of being late
again that he had hardly a wink of sleep that
night. He was up and dressed at six o’clock,
heavy-eyed and siivering in the raw cold of
the new winter day.

At a few minutes before seven, Mack
shuffled across the quad. And sharp to the
minute he gave a vicious tug at the bell-rope.

No sound came.

Mack continued to tug, muttering to himself
the while.

“ Wot I says is this ’ere—this blessed bell’s
bewitched, that's wot’s the matter with it !
fEre am I a-tuggin’ and a-strainin’, an’ it don’t
make so much as a murmur.”

At ten minutes past seven, Bulkeley of the
Sixth came striding on the scene.

“ What’s the matter, Mack 2 > he demanded.

“ Which T can’t get this ‘ere bell to go,
Master Bulkeley.”

Bulkeley gazed upwards,

- “And no wonder,” he said. “Some
practical joker has tied up the clapper.”

“My heye!?”

.

'l:ubby was climbing the ladder with an open

penknife in his hand, when Bulkeley hailed him.

“Muflin, you young rascal! Come down at
once!” Tubby nearly fell down!
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"io and fetch a ladder, and 1'll shin up and
untie it.”

These operations took some fime, and it
was half-past seven before Rookwood was

roused by the rising-bell. Tubby Muffin *

had scored again—to the extent of half an
hour this time.

Had Tubby been a wise youth he would
have been content with the mischief he had
already wrought. But he was a greedy fellow
in more senses than one, and he determined to
outwit Mack for the third time,

That third time prove fatal.

Tubby conceived the brilliant idea of cutting
the bell-rope completely away, and then hiding
the ladder, so that the bell would be in-
accessible.

It so happened, however, that Bulkeley
of the Sixth did a little detective work that
evening.

Tubby had reared the ladder against the wall
and was climbing it with an open penknife
clutched in his hand, when he was suddenly
hailed from the shadows down below.

“ Muffin, you young rascal! Come down
at once!”

“ Oh, crumbs!”

Tubby nearly fell down the ladder in his
agitation. When he reached terra firma,
Bulkeley’s strong grasp closed on his collar.

“1t is quite clear to me, Muffin,” said the
captain of Rookwood, *‘ that you have been
responsible for these outrages. I have caught
you red-handed ! You were about to cut the
bell-rope.” :

“ Oh, really, Bulkeley o

“You will accompany me to the Head’s
study ! ” said Bulkeley grimly.

Tubby Muffin pleaded and entreated and
cajoled, but all to no purpose. He had been
fairly bowled out, and now he had to face the
music.

The Head naturally took a serious view of
Tubby’s conduct, and he was called upon to
endure the ordeal of a public flogging in Big
Hall.

Tubby will not soon forget that flogging. 1t
was one of the severest he had ever received.
And the fat junior’s campaign against early
rising ceased from that moment,. :

THE END

¢ Great Days at Greyfriars |

By Dick Penfold
V
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A day of flame and fury this,

When bonfires blaze right merrily ;
A day of happiness and bliss

For all concerned ; yea, verily.
When lads and lassies all unite

In Guy Fawkes’ celebrations ;
They set their effigies alight

And cheer the conflagrations.

Long years have passed away since Guy,
A scoundrel sleek and sinister,
Plotted a plot to blow sky-high
The King and every Minister.
But year by year we celebrate
That great event of history ;
And then retire to bed quite late
With fingers scorched and Dblistery !

Rockets are screaming overhead
And crackers dancing under us;

The din’s enough to wake the dead,
So loud it is and thunderous.

O never were such lively scenes
Of rapture and of revelry!

Big fires on all the village greens
Commemorate Guy’s dévilry.

The Greyfriars fellows all enjoy
This gay and gladsome holiday ;
I’ve never heard a British boy
Call it a melancholy day.
When it comes round again, what larks!
We'll celebrate it mirthfully ;
It is (as Hurree Singh remarks)
The happiest day on earthfully !
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Bllly Bunter Changes His Chocolates—Ee's Soxry!

Little Loo Lummee's Magic Lamp does some move good work !

«

2. Billy snatched the big box of chocolates and walked off.

4. “Oh, my hat1” exclaimed Billy Bunter, as he came i ittle kids !’
‘Tound t’_he carner and saw a little gacoud-Fc’)rmer with 2 :Vi%ﬁleﬁgi!gm“bﬁﬂufof;_gétﬂ?atl‘é%s11:: ;‘;‘étﬁfg LB”nter'
! much bigger box of chocolates than he himself possessed. ] ¢ SO%QIY v ) e

| “ Gimme those sweets]”

b s : ’ . $ ] other, “ ?n a illy.
3. That merry magician gave his magic lamp an extra “*‘Her}il—'—gyi%]nf:t%gtt !anYtOIue ca,ﬂ"ﬁffvg ?tﬁis s,,{,f’,]"ﬁgﬁ,ﬂfﬁk
bright Saturday afternoon polish, and the box in Percy’s againl"” “ Woo-hoo!” wailed Percy Parsnip T o
hand suddenly grew so big that he was nearly smothered. Lummee! Loo Lummeel” :

Billy Bunter fairly jumped with surprise,

N.‘!.’!ﬂ[j m{ .
S

5. *Just you waitee little minute!” chuckled Loo 9. But he wery soon did know. His box of chots.

Lummee, as Billy marched off with the bizg box of became so small that he nearly had a fit. “ Ha, ha, hat”
chocs. ** Me givee ’nother Iub, me tinkee!” And he roared the chappies. * Little Loo Lummee is always
did so, and Billy didn’'t know what was coming. too good for bullies, Billy 1 " Billy thought so, tool
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* GOSLING’S GRIEVANCE i
x BOB i = CHERRY: = #
KA A AR *k******#*******i?

" HIS "ere Progress,”
said Gosling,
“it keeps on
keepin’ on.”

A remark which has
been made before, and
will be made again, by
elderly gentlemen who
cannot keep pace with
the times.

William Gosling, the
keeper of the gate at
Greyfriars, did not approve of modern
conditions, If he had been given a magic
wand he would have wafted himself back to
the sleepy Victorian era.

“ Wot I says is this ’ere,” said Gosling,
standing in the doorway of his lodge and
surveying me with a jaundiced eye, ‘ this
‘ere craze for noo-fangled things is the curse
of this jennyration. Now, when I was a
boy L

*“ That must have been about a century
ago,” I observed,

Gosling frowned,

“Don’t be imperent, Master Cherry !
When I was a boy, there was no sich things as
motors an’ sharrabongs an’ hairy-planes.
Everythin’ was quiet an’ restful like.”

Even as Gosling spoke a couple of motor-
lorries came thundering past the school gates,
raising dust and din. Above our heads an
aeroplane went whirring through space.

“ Why, there wasn’t even bicycles when
I was a boy ! ”’ said Gosling. ““ I can recolleck
when the tricycle first come out., When 1
first come to take up my dooties ‘ere, the
"Eadmaster ’ad one. When ‘e used to come
whizzin’ down to the school gates on it, I
used to say to 'im, ‘’Ave a care, sir—ave a
care! You'll be a-breakin’ of your neck, as

“Wot I says is this 'ere ! ”

ever was !’ But ’edidn’t
care. He wused to go
tearin® down to the wvil-
lage at five miles an hour
at least.”

“ What an ‘awful road
hog ! ”* T said, laughing,

“Ah, you can larf,|
Master Cherry, but things
ain’t wot they was, an’’
more’s the pity! I don’t.
deny that some of these.
noo-fangled inventions ’ave ’elped 'umanity.
‘Lectric light, f'r’instance. That’s a boon
an’ a blessin’ to men. But look at these ‘ere’,
telephones. Wot use are they? 1 ’eard)
Mr. Quelch say only the other day that it was |
far quicker to send a letter to a person than |
to ring ‘im up on the 'phone, The telephone’s '
no time-saver. It’'s a time-waster. You
‘angs on an’ shouts ‘’Allo!” and you never
gets nowhere.” :

“ You’re right there, Gossy,” I said. * But/
the other things you speak of—motoring,
flying, and so forth—are splendid, All pro-
gress is splendid, Mankind must go forward, ,
not backward, Why, the time will come’
when we shall all be living in the air!”

Gosling shuddered.

“ Let’s 'ope I don’t live to see it, that’s all,””
he said. “* This ’ere Progress puts years on
me. Wonder wot noo-fangled noosance they’ll|
be bringin’ out next? I shouldn’t be sur-,
prised if them hengineers didn’t put an
mjin on ’ouses, so that when you wants!
to move to the country, you only ’as to
turn the ’andle! Ugh!”

And Gosling, shaking his head sadly,'
shuffled into his lodge, to console himself
with the contents of a bottle which was
labelled “ Ginger Wine.”
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By BILLY BUNTER

I went one day to Liverpool
(A fishing village on the Mersey)
Attired in shorts, and hefty boots,
And a tight-fitting football jersey.

To an official I exclaimed,
" I'm Bunter, late of Friardale City.
I wish to play for Liverpool.
Not heard of me ? Well, that’s a pity !

“I played for Pigville in my youth,

I played for Chelsea in my prime ;
And now for Liverpool I'll play ;

My form is great, my speed sublime

“ You ought to see me on the wing !
I gallop like Dick Turpin’s mare.
My shooting, why, it breaks the net,
And makes the goalie stand and stare,

“ My present club will let me go
At a most modest transfer fee :

Two hundred thousand pounds in cash,
Is all that they require for me.

“So sign me on without delay,
Then you’ll agree that there is still a
Good chance for you to lick the *Spurs,
And Sunderland, and Aston Villa.”

That club official looked at me,

With mingled rage, contempt, and scorn.
Said he, “You are undoubtedly
! ' The biggest duffer ever born !

L

“We want no plump and podgy youths My name is on the transfer list,

To bring discredit to our team.” So if you are a bargain-hunter
And, saying this, he kicked me out, Make application right away

And promptly shattered my fond dream. For that star player, Billy Bunter !
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| AT BAY!

the otter—called by some folks who are

keen on Latin names, Lutra vulgaris—
and there had not been any worrying incidents
except the bark of a dog some distance off
down the fields. The otter had had some nar-
row squeaks in her time, but of late life had
been fairly peaceful, and the family of young
ones in the snug burrow reached from the
river bank, the entrance to the sanctuary
being under where the reeds grew thick, had
been well provided with fish. |

But the children .were almost in a position
now to fend for themselves, which was for-
tunate, considering the hard season for their
mother, with ever-growing appetites to cater
for and all the risks inevitably attendant on
the career of an otter.

To be sure, the home was all right, safe out
of harm’s way, and though Mr. Greensmith,
the farmer, through whose land the river ran,
kept dogs, and subseribed to the otterhounds,
he was not accounted a bad man, from the
point of view of the otter.

He was rather proud of his own stretch of
the Brawl River. He kept it stocked, and
clear of the trailing green reeds, which would
have choked the water-course had they been
left free to grow as they choose. Moreover,
the farmer had never grumbled about the loss
of his gooseberries. That is another tale.

Greysides, the otter, was more than partial
to gooseberries, and the small orchard was
quite handy to the river. Greysides had
encountered Mr. Greensmith on several occa-
sions. There had been no introduction.
Greysides had been taken unawares the first
time. Crouched in the long, wet grass, as
she went back to her snuggery in the river
bank, the farmer had found her, and had
stooped and rubbed her nose before she really
understood exactly what was happening.

Somehow, the farmer took a real faney to
Greysides. He had been much interested in

(

IT had ‘been an extraordinarily busy day for

otter hunts in days gone by. Now things were
different. He was too busy to take part in the
sport. You never saw him in the regular rig
of the otter hunter—breeches, stockings,
brogues with light nails, and with plenty of
ventilation about them. After he had struck
up a friendship with the otter, Gireensmith
felt quite different about otters in general,
Greysides used to keep a look out for her new
friend ; she was bashful yet, but she knew she
had nothing to fear from the big, kindly
fellow who always came down the river path
two or three times a day.

But Greysides remained shy. All her
training had taught her that the woild was
crammed full of peril—especially for an otter
in a sporting countryside. She felt gshe could
trust the farmer; but, all the same, one had to
be careful.

Then one thing led to another, and-—well,
there it was: the friendly little otter felt that
the farmer was not, take him all in all, a bad
sort, and she was dwelling on this side of the
case that identical day in early spring as she
moved eautiously out of the water and gained
the rough bit of country from which you could
see the old mill and the red gables of the farm.

She had left a nice fish for the youngsters
to play with. She had caught it an hour
before, as she was moving up against the
stream. The fish came to meet her, and that
finished that part of the story.

It was a joyous morning. She overlooked
the fact that the farmer owned a terrier and
an otterhound, and, moreover, that he knew
another person who was keen on otter hunting,
a form of sport which the Houses of Parlia-
ment ought to put down. It was a wonderful
day. The sometimes careworn mother of a
large family—Percy was, as a matter of fact.
getting a bit out of hand ; and Clorinda was
becoming anxious concerning the sit of her
fur ; but what will you ? the world is for the
young, take it or leave it!—felt happy.
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Winter was past and gone. There would
Le fresh young gooseberries in a month or two,
or three—springs were getting later—and the
air was soft and delightful. There was a
flash as a bright-hued beetle skimmed over the
river. Greysides pushed on, when suddenly,
from out of nowhere, as it seemed to her,
there was a frenzied rush, and the otter hound
dashed at her, while the uncertain little

Her assailants could bark. They made
plenty of noise. That was their undoing, for,
as the three stood facing each other, there
was a heavy tramping, and Mr. Greensmith
himself, in his brown leggings and with his
old soft hat on the back of his head, stood
looking down at the combatants.

And what should he do but stoop down and
stroke the otter. Greysides was trembling,

The old fighting spirit of her race was strong in the otter, and she faced the attackers
with grim resolution.

terrier, whom the otter had always sedulously
avoided, tried to grab her by the throat.
Greysides thought of her responsibilities, of
the inexperienced youngsters who still looked
to her. They knew practically nothing of fish
catching yet, and had neglected the continua-
tion classes on food, and what to avoid. She
could not afford to die. The old fighting spirit
of her race was strong in her just then, and
she faced the attackers with grim resolution.

but her fear was leaving her. She remembered
that incident in the orchard when she sampled
the gooseberries. It was all right. The farmer
picked her up. The dogs hung their heads,
then made friends. The little family party
in the cosy den of the river bank did not wait
in vain for the return of their mother. Grey-
sides has come to recognise that even dogs
are all right—when you know them !

*
0.#

{109y )




r

ODE TO AN UMBRELLA.

By DICK PENFOLD.

l 8AW you standing in the hall,
The rain came down in gentle patters ;
*I'll borrow thee ! ” I cried with glee, _
“The owner will not know ; what ma:ters ? *

I opened you, and then prepared
o take a walk to Courtfield Town ;-
The way was long, th wind blew strong,
And soon the rain came pelting down !

I clutched you as a drowning man
Clutches at the proverbial straw.

Blindly we went ; without intent
You cannoned into Gosling’s jaw.

You tried to knock a lamp-post down,
You polied pedestrians in the eye ;
Even the Head shrank back with dread

To see us both go blundering by !

And as we fought our way along
A mighty deluge still descended.
Little I cared ; 1 just declared,
*“ The way you keep me dry is splendid ! *

I did my shopping in the town,

And shouted, as we homeward started,
* Let the rain pelt ! I've never felt

So joyous and so merry-hearted !

No sooner had I spoken thus,
I gave a panic-stricken shout ;

A fierce gust came, and (to your shame)
You suddenly turned inside-out !

You lifted me from off my feet With one terrifie, sickening thud
And wafted me towards the moon ; (The memory of it haunts me yet),

I hung on tight, and yelled with fright, We crashed to earth ; what were you worth ?
“You're acting like a kite-balloon ! ” : Methinks I'm in your owner’s debt !
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AGAINST TIME/
By Captain Malcolm Armold
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The Graphic Story of a Once-Famous Racing-

Car’s Last and Most

THE FIRST CHAPTER

The Old ’Bus

4 oN’T let it happen again,” Roy Maitland
D said. “T haven’t got petrol and oil
to waste on that old relict, you under-

stand ¢ ”

Bill Stone shifted uneasily from one foot
to the other, twiddling his cap between his
capable hands.

“Yes, sir, I understand,” he said. * But
I—I didn’t use a lot of petrol, sir, and—and
it ain’t fair to call ‘ Grey Goose’ a relick.
She just ticked over like a watch, sir.”

“ Ticked over be hanged!” said Roy.
“ 1 heard her from the bedroom.”

He nodded his head towards the chauffeur.

* In any case, Bill, you've got quite enough
to do here without wasting your energies
on a has-been,” he went on. “ You're sup-
posed to have finished work at six o’clock,
but it must have been after ten o’clock when
you were in the garage.”

Bill drew a deep breath.

“ I was only just playing about, Mr. Roy,”
he returned.

He moved towards the door, halting and
glancing back at his master.

( 196

Thrilling Speed-Burst

“ What time do you want the car out this
morning, sir ? T suppose you’re going up to
the golf links, as usual ? ”

There was a certain suggestion of contempt
in Bill’s voice, which made Roy smile quietly
to himself.

“Yes, I'll be going to the links, Bill,” he
returned. “TI'll have the two-seater about
eleven o’clock.”

Bill went off, closing the study door behind
him, and Roy Maitland, leaning back in the
chair, smiled ; then, crossing to the window,
he was just in time to see Bill, with shoulders
hunched up, go over towards the garage.

“ Silly beggar!” Roy said to himself, “T
suppose the temptation was too great. I shall
have to get rid of the ‘ Grey Goose.” ”

He took a turn up and down the study,
his hands clasped behind his back, his pipe
between his lips.

For four long years the garage behind that
quiet little house, perched on the hills outside
Aylesbury, had stabled that huge 100 h.p.
Marden.

Under its waterproof covering it had stood

in the corner of the big garage, a silent -

monument to the past—and a proof of a
promise kept.
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Roy Maitland had driven Grey Goose to
victory in a great Tourist Trophy race, but it
had been a vrctow dearly bought, for that
particular race had seen a terrible accident,
in which three famous drivers had met their
death at a ghastly hair-pin bend, and the
Grey Goose, eating the miles, had only just
escaped sharing in the erash by the sheer
skill of its cool, intrepid driver.

When the race was over. and the trophy
was handed to Roy Maitland, he voiced his
vow there and then. Never again would he
enter into another competition in which brave
men lost their lives for the sake of that demon
King Speed.

Bill had been his mechanie
then, just as he was now, and,
when they returned to Eng-
land, Grey Goose had been
driven into the big garage,
to find permanent quartors
there.

It was pure
sentiment that
forbade Roy
Maitland to
sell the power-
ful monster,
but from that
dey’ he had
never even
raised the sheet
that concealed
the long racing
car. _

Rov had taken over a large agricultural
estate, and set his energies to work on farming,
with the occagional relaxation of a round on
the links

To Bill Stone, a motorist first and always,
the unexciting task of pursuing a pprfe‘ctlv
harmless small white ball from green to green
was the acme of contemptible waste of time
and energy. Roy knew Bill’s prejudices con-
cerning nrolf and had smiled at them often
enough,

The little scene which had taken place this
morning in the study was the outcome of
certain observations which Roy had made.
Within the past three or four months, he had
- noted that Bill had been spending long hours

machine shop !

Roy made a hasty examination of the engine.
dust was there. Grey Goose might have just come out of the

(See page 200.)

in the garage, with the doors closed and the
electric | hght ablan: but it was not until there
had come to Roy’s ears that deep-throated,
familiar roar, that he realised what Bill was
up to.

There was no other motor engine in the
world that gave that curious vibrating note,
the sound of mighty pistons, the deep, strong
beat of power subdued.

The tall,: athletic man had thrilled to it,
as he bhad heard it through his bedroom
window, and there had come into his heart
a great longing—a longing that had to
be checked and stifled if possible,

Grey Goose
had called him,
challengedhim,
and awakened
an answering
thrill.

“A promise
13 a promise,
and a vow a
vow,” Roy
Maitland told
himself. “T’l

race no more,
Inf Im not
{ 1_ going to have
.,}, Bill tempting
me. Best thing
I ean do is to
sell the old
“bus, and put
an end to it.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER
The Only Chance

T eleven o'clock promptly Bill eame
A round to the front of the house with
the smart two-seater, and Roy appeared

a moment later with his golf bag.

The run to the links was covered in about
half an hour, and, as Roy made his way into
the eclub- house, one of the servants came
towards him.

“ Someone’s been ringing for you, Mr.
Maitland,” he gaid. * ’lhm got on to your
house ﬁrst and tclophonod here afterwards
They want you to ring them up at once.’

The telephone number was in Mayfair, and

Neither rust nor
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Roy recognised it ; it was that of his uncle,
Sir Stephen Vane.

Roy entered the telephone-box, called the
number, and. after a wait of five or six
minutes, he heard his uncle’s voice.’

“ That you, Roy ¢

“Yes, Uncle Stephen.”

“Thank goodness I've got you. Tisten
to me, Roy. I'm in a terrible hole, and I want
you to try and help me.”

“ What’s the matter, Uncle Stephen ? ”

“ It’s—it’s Cynthia.”

Roy caught his breath sharply at the name.

Cynthia Vane, Sir Stephen’s only daughter,
was to Roy Maitland the acme of womanly
perfection. Two or three months before Roy
had spent a few weeks with his uncle in
London, and had made that most important
discovery.

Cynthia had just returned from the
Continent, and Roy had danced attendance
on her, every day finding him deeper and
deeper in the toils. He had never been able
to discover what Cynthia’s opinions of him
were, and she had gone off with a friend to a sea-
side resort before Roy could test the matter.

He had made up his mind, however, that on
his next visit to London he would take the
plunge. .

“ Yes, what has happened to Cynthia ? ”

He heard his uncle groan.

“ I've just seen her friend, May Harris,” the
old gentleman declared. “ Cynthia is going
off to America to-day, and here I am laid up
with a rotten attack of gout, and can’t move
hand or foot.”

“ Off to America ? But why 27

“ 1 got it all out of May Harris,” his uncle
explained. “ It appears that while they were
on the Riviera they met a certain Captain
Spartzi—some confounded Continental adven-
turer, I suppose ; but he managed to turn that
foolish girl’s head, and you know how stubborn
she is. The worst of it is that she’s her own
mistress now, and can do what she likes.

“ In any case she’s going to Liverpool, and
has booked a passage on board the Cardenia
for New York. I haven’t a soul that I can send
who would have any influence on Cynthia,
Roy, but I know that she thinks a great deal
of you.”

Sir Stephen cleared his throat.

“1 want to stop her, Roy,” he said. * This
fellow, Ivor Spartzi——"

*“ Ivor Spartzi ? ”

A sudden memory flashed into Roy’s mind.

“ I've heard that name before,” he went on,
“and I think I've met the rascal. If it’s the
same man, then, by Jove, he’s an absolute
rotter ; a mere scheming adventurer living by
his wits.”

*“ That’s just the sort of brute he would be,”
his uncle returned shortly. * The truth is that
Cynthia and I haven’t been getting on too well
lately, Roy. I dare say I'm as much to blame
as she is, but in any case I can’t allow her to
ruin her life, and I want you to help me.”

“ What can I do, sir?” Roy asked help-
lessly. ““ It’s too late for me to come to town
now.”

““ Of course it is. The train leaves in under
an hour, and it’s the boat express. It’ll go
straight through to Liverpool. I've thought of
wiring and getting her stopped—arrested.—
anything—but you know what that means,
where Cynthia is concerned! She would
never forgive me, and would probably take
the first opportunity to marry that fellow out
of spite ! ”’

The old fellow’s voice took on a thinner
note.

“And here I am, helpless—helpless!
That’s why I've rung you up, Roy. By hook
or by crook you must get to Liverpool and
reason it out with that foolish girl. How you
are going to manage it, I don’t know. If you
were in London, you might get to Croydon and
hire a ’plane, but you're stuck away there in
Aylesbury——"

“ Look here, Uncle Stephen, have I your
consent to marry Cynthia if I get there in
time 2 ”’

He heard the old fellow gasp ; then a chuckle
came over the wire.

“ Marry her ? Why, hang it, that’s what
T’ve been hoping you would do for this last
three months, you young fool. And I think
Cynthia was of the same mind. But you hung
about, hemming and hawing. You never won
your races that way, Roy, and you can’t expect
a girl to wait all her life !

Roy slammed the receiver on the ’phone
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A deft swing to the right and left, a wisp of hay brushing Bill’s face as he ducked—and Grey Goose swung

into the centre of the road again.

and turned away, a grim smile on his tanned
face.

So that was the position, was 1t ?

His Uncle Stephen and—and Cynthia

regarded him as a laggard in love.

He strode across the lounge and passed out
of the elub-house. Bill was backing the two-
seater into line with the other cars when his
master’s voice hailed him.

** Here, Bill, quick! We're going home ! ™

Never were gears changed quicker, and there
was a grin of unhmpd,twu on Bill’s face as he
swung the car to a halt 1 in front of his master.

“ No golf, Mr Roy ?’

“No, Bill,” Roy returned, as he climbed
into the seat. * Push along as quick as you
can, Bill. We-—we've got a jobon!”

That run to the quiet little farm was carried
out in quick time, and, instead of halting in
front of the house, Roy directed Bill to run the
two-seater into the garage ; then, leaping from
the vehicle, Roy pointed to ’thp dark corner
where the t ar;uuhn cover lay in limp folds
over the Grey Goose,

(See page 201.)

“We're going to Liverpool, Bill,” he said,

“ and Grey Goose is going to take tis ‘rherp !
How long will you be getting her ready ?°

Bill started up with a shout of dehghi

“Taking out—Grey . Goose, sir?” the
mechanie broke out. * How long will T be—
not ten minutes, Mister Roy ! Why, I've had
her greased and oiled and tuned up this last
month, sir. 1 couldn’t let the old beauty lie
there and rust, blow me if I eould ! Give me-=
give me ten minutes ! ”

“ Right !

Roy turned and hurried across to the farm,
going up to his bedroom, where he opened a
]ong Jocked trunk, and out of it he drew his
old racing kit—overalls, close-fitting helmet-
cap, goggles. :

They had lain in that trunk from the
moment he had discarded them after the
great, tragic race, and something stirred in
his heart as he began to make a switt change.

Mrs. Penbury, I{oy s housekeeper, flung up
her arms in sheer dismay when she saw the over-
all-clad figure come running down the stairs,
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“ Oh, Mr. Roy, sir, what are you going to
do? What are you going to do?” she
demanded.

“ I want some sandwiches, and a couple of
thermos flasks, quick, Mrs. Penbury!” he
said. “ Bill and I are going out—for a spin.”

Mrs. Penbury was about to speak again,
when the loud roar of the 200 h.p. engine
sounded, echoing round the farm, and the
woman’s kindly face blanched.

“You're not taking out that great, mur-
derous brute, sir,” she said.

Roy passed her, hurrying down the hall
and out into the gravel space in front of the
house.

Round the corner came the Grey Goose,

sleek, powerful, grim, and Roy’s heart fairly
leaped as he saw the long, familiar bonnet, the
huge tyres, and the low, racing frame.
- Bill was at the steering-wheel, Bill in his
greasy overalls, his racing cap drawn well
down over his eyes, and a grin on his face that
nothing could move.

“ I've filled her up with petrol, Mr. Roy,”
he declared. * Listen to her. Ain’t she a
beauty ?

He brought the car to a halt and allowed
the engine to race for a moment, the deep,
reverberating roar increasing until it became
a perfect tornado of sound.

The feather of blue smoke pulsing away
from the exhaust indicated that Bill had
spoken the truth when he said that Grey
Goose needed nothing in the way of lubrication,
and the body, clean and speckless, hinted of
many quiet hours. of toil on the part of
the mechanic, toil that he need not have
accomplished.

Roy made a hasty examination of the
powerful racing engine. Neither rust not
dust was there. Grey Goose might have
come out of the machine-shop, and Roy drew
a deep breath of contentment.

Mrs. Penbury came hurrying to the car,
with a small wicker basket crammed with
sandwiches and a couple of thermos flasks.

“ Where are you going, sir? Where are
you going ? ”’ the old dame demanded, as Roy
swung into position behind the huge steering-
wheel.

He leaned forward and laughed.

g

“We're going to Liverpool,” he returned,
“ and I—I may bring someone back with me,
Mrs, Penbury.”

THE THIED CHAPTER
A Duel of Speed !

GLANCE at his wrist-watch told Roy that
A he had a quarter of an hour’s start on
the boat express. There were also the
miles that divided Aylesbury from London as
an additional advantage, but he had to
cross half England through some of the
most congested parts, and he knew that
the slightest hitch, the least mishap, would be
fatal.

From Aylesbury the Grey Goose was head-
ing for Buckingham, covering the seventeen
miles through Winslow just under the half-
hour, then to Rugby, and on to Stafford.

Through villages and towns the great
Grey Goose drummed its way, checked here
and there when it reached the more congested
parts, then opening out later when long,
empty stretches of undulating roadway rib-
boned away beneath its flying wheels.

Roy had deliberately chosen roads that
would keep him in touch with the railway, and
here and there he struck bad patches of sur-
face that made Bill groan for the safety of the
tyres.

One long hill between Rugby and Stafford
was being negotiated when, half-way down,
there came lumbering out through the gateway
of a field a huge hay-cart.

It was being backed out, the driver stand-
ing at the head of his horse. Slowly the
heavy waggon emerged, and Bill gave one
warning shout to the intent, silent figure at the
wheel.

“ Look out, Mr. Roy ! ” he called.

The Grey Goose was skimming downhill
like a thing of life, and Bill caught at the side
of the car to steady himself.

He watched his master out of the corner of
his eye, for here was one of those grim tests
that tried the nerve of the skilled.

To brake and endeavour to check speed
would have been the act of the unseasoned.
By a miracle a spill might have been avoided,
but it would mean many minutes delay. Bill
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saw that well-shaped foot thrust down on the
throttle, and Grey Goose leaped forward in
response !

A deft swing to the right and left, a wisp of
hay brushmg Bill’s face as he ducked, a
momentary vision of that huge wagon looming
like a cliff above them sand Grey Goose swung
into the centre of the road again, and from
the field there came the startled bawl of the
hornfied carter.

At the foot of the hill Roy glanced sideways
at Bill. The mechanic was 1}1110' back in his
seat breathing heavily, but the broad, ugly face
widened into a grin and Bill nodded.

He was quite satisfied now. His master
had not lost
that old,
quick, as-
sured touch,
that swift-
ness of deci-
sion which %
rises almost £ at)
to genius. :

A long,
toilsome
chimb fol-
lowed, a
grinding
piece of col-
lar work
‘that stead-
ied the fly-
ing monster
and sent
- breaths of
hot, petrol-
tainted air into the driver’s lungs.

One hundred h.p. chained under a bonnet,
straining to its task, generates immense heat.
Little puffs of steam wafted away from the
radiator as they reached the top. The Grey
Goose was boiling, and no wonder. It was
eating up the miles like the monster it was,
and Bill busied himself with the oil-pump for
a few seconds.

Another long sweep down-hill served to
cool the engine a trifle, for Roy shut down the
throttle and opened the air-inlet wide, allowing
the Grey Goose to run down on its own

- momentum,

( 2or

There was a rending crash as the boom shot away from its suppnrts and leaped
into the air, wht]e the great car tore on like a flash !

On the level below they gathered up speed
again, then, on rounding a bcnd there came
another test.

Ahead of them, barely two hundred yards
off, was a steam-roller drawn up close to the
hedge, and in front of it across the road was
a huge boom suspended on two heavy
trestles.

A knot of workmen were seated under the
hedge, eating their lunch. They had not
started to break up the road, but had erected
that barrier as a proof of thew intention.

Bill heard

o A7 the shout

that went

- up from the
v road-ma-
kers, and
one thickset
man leapt
forward,
‘waving &
useless red

\ flag.

A car
| moving at
sixty miles
‘an hour
doesn’t
take long
to cover a
iundred
yards! Be-
fore the
foreman of
the gang
had stum-
bled out of the ditch, Grey Goose was
charging headlong for the barrier, and here
again Roy gave proofs of his keen driver
nstinet.

He smashed into that thin trunk amidships,
the stout radiator taking the shock full on its
bull nose.

There was a rending crash as the boom
shot away from its supports. It leaped
into the air, quivering at the impact, and
the great car tore on like a flash, passing
the steam roller and the group of affrighted
workmen.

The boom crashed to earth again, grazing

) F
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the rear wheels, and, in a smother of dust,
Grey Goose continued on its way.

“ Hope that crash won’t start our radiator
Teaking! ” muttered Bill, when he had
recovered his breath. T wonder what we're
going to come against next ?

Driver and mechanic and pulsing monster
were covered now with a coating of grey dust.
Bill’s lips were grimed and cracked, and the
lean, handsome face of the man at the wheel
was drawn and tense as he peered through
his goggles along the road.

They swung into a stretch that ran beside
the railway, and presently Bill heard the
rumble of distant wheels on the embankment.
Glancing back over his shoulder, the mechanic
caught sight of a pillar of white smoke in the
distance.

It came nearer and nearer, and at last
Bill could see the huge engine, with its lines
of passenger coaches. Closer and closer the
great express drew, and Bill recognised it
finally.

Leaning forward, he touched Roy on the
arm.

“It—it’s the express, sir.
hauling us at last !

The long, grim race against time had been
well fought, but that mighty engine, hurtling
over the smooth, glimmering rails, had over-
hauled its challenger,

Nearer and nearer the great passenger train
drew, until at last it was running level with
the speeding monster on the road. Foot by
foot, yard by yard, the powerful railway
engine drew ahead, and Bill saw the faces of
the passengers peering out from the com-
partments at the racing car below.

She’s over-

Grey Goose had been climbing a slight rise,

and now it reached a level, and Roy SaW a
long stretch of roadway ahead. Grey Goose
began to put on speed then, and Bill saw the
speed indicator mount step by step steadily.

Fifty — fifty-two — fifty-five — fifty-eight
—sixty—sixty-two !

The great express train began to drop to
the rear. Coach after coach was caught up
and passed, the trail of dust rising behind
Grey Goose growing into a column, a thick
dense cloud.

On and on, with the wind shrieking in

their ears, and the roar of the exhaust deafen-
ing them to all other sounds. On and on,
down the lonely road, flashed the racer,
revelling in another lease of life. :

It drew level with the engine, and, leaning
out of the cab, the fireman waved a grimy
paw to the grey car below, Bill answered that
gesture, then the engine slipped out of his
vision, and the Grey Goose went on—alone !

On the left of the road the ground rose
sharply, forming a high bank. Ahead, there
suddenly appeared a bend, carrying the road
away from the railway line—a swift, treacher-
ous turn. ‘

“ Look out, sir! Look out!”

Bill, with his eyes on the speedometer, saw
that the needle had not dropped, and he
glanced at the set, grim face of the driver.

Would Roy dare to take that bend at the
terrific pace he was moving at ?

Bill lay back, swaying out to the left, then
round came the front wheels in a lock, and
the car skidded from one side of the road to
the other as it took the bend.

The shock and surge almost lifted Bill out
of his seat.

For a moment Grey Goose seemed to stand
still, as its wheels tore up the soft road surface.
That awful skid had carried it almost on to
the ditch on the right, and one wheel hung
dangerously over the soft ground, then the
cool, powerful wrists of Roy swung the steer-
ing-wheel round again, and Grey Goose
recovered itself, leaping away from danger.

The passengers on the express train had
seen that amazing display of nerve, and from
compartment after compartment there arose
a cheer, involuntary acknowledgment of skill
and courage that a DBritisher will always
give vent. to.

Three minutes later the railway track and
the express had vanished, and Grey Goose
was swarming down another stretch of lonely
road that ran through tall masses of trees.

* Sandwich, Bill ¢”

The cool voice brought Bill out of his dreams
and he reached for the little wicker basket,
opening it. They had been on the road for
hours, and neither had broken theq fast
since the early morning,

Bill fed his master, for those strong, sure
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hands could not move irom the steering-
wheel, and the pile of sandwiches vanished
swiftly, as'did the contents of the thermos
flasks.

They slammed through Crewe, avoiding
the main streets, and came out again near to
the railway line. And so the last stage of the
grim race began.

There were many sections of that road when
the Grey Goose touched seventy, and Bill
prayed for the safety of the overtaxed tyres.

All that man could do he had done for the
Grey Goose, but this punishing, tearing con-
flict, this ceaseless thrust across England,
without halt or breathing space, was more
than any ear could be expected to stand up to.

In addition, his fears as to the damage the
radiator might have sustained in the barrier
crash some miles back were only too well
founded. The shock had strained the radiator
badly, and started a serious leak, so that for
many miles now the precious cooling-water
had been leaking away, causing the long-
suffering engine to become seriously over-
heated.

At last ominous rattlings and complaining
notes from the engine told the trained ear of
Bill that Grey Goose was reaching the end of

her tether.
* “8She’ll fiop—blinkin’ well flop like a house
of cards,” the mechanic told himself. It
ain’t fair—not by a long chalk it ain’t fair!
He’ll drive her to death.”

And that is what Roy Maitland did do.

Through the traffic-filled streets of the
great seaport thundered Grey Goose, dust-
covered, smoking. As they reached the broad
roadway that led to the docks, Bill felt that
ominous pulling, that sensation of inertia,
which can never be mistaken.

THE
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Through the gates to the dock, on towards
the railway platform, Grey Goose headed, its
powerful engine running now with a halting,
irregular note.

Outside the station, Roy switched off the
quivering, pulsing monster, and leaped from
his seat, his face twisted into a look of grim
content.

“ She’s done, old chap!” he said to Bill.
“ Bearings all gone to blazes! But, by
James | we've won. Look!”

A throaty beat sounded, and, clattering
over the points, came the long boat express,
gliding for the platform.

But Bill had no eyes for express or platform
or carrigges ; he had climbed out of the car,
and was staring with dimmed eyes at the
wonderful machine that had been his
pride.

He knew that irretrievable damage had
been done to that wonderful, carefully-tended
engine.

Old Grey CGloose would fly no more.

Ten minutes later, a grimed, greasy figure
in overalls had side-tracked a white-faced,
tremulous girl in one corner of the platform.
and was talking to her earnestly,
entreatingly.

What Roy said to Cynthia Maitland need
not be recorded, but the result was that.
presently Bill, moaning over his ruined
monster, heard a soft voice by his side, and
looked round into Cynthia’s tear-filled eyes. -

“ And you—you are sure that it—it will
never run again ? ”’ Cynthia asked.

Bill looked first at her, then at his magter,
and the burly mechanic squared his shoulders.

“That don’t matter, Miss Cynthia,” he
said. “ After all, it—it was only—only an
old ’bus, and its job was done ! ”

END.,
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A CRICKET BALLAD

When the summer sun is streaming
Over all the pleasant fields ;

i When the cricketer is dreaming e
Of the joy a “ century” yields.
b2 When the bowler hops and hurries, : #t

And the fieldsmen sprint like hares,
It’s good-bye to woes and worries,
And a fond farewell to cares!

When the runs come fast and faster,
And the batsman’s fairly set;
When no shadow of disaster
Even threatens him as yet.
When his schoolmates cheer and heller
As they see him strive and thrive,
You can bet your bottom dollar
He's the happiest boy alive !

When the bowler’s arm is tiring,
And he cannot hit the sticks ;
When the fieldsman is perspiring
As he sprints to save a “ 8ix”;
When the fellow at the wicket
Makes him chase the ball a mile,
Will he grumble ¢ No, he’ll stick it,
And he’ll smile a cheery smile !

When the winning hit is made, sir,
Or perchance the winning catch,
When a chorus of “ Well played, sir!”
Greets the boy who won the match.

When within the cool pavilion
Tea is laid for twenty-two,
It’s a moment in a million,
And the skies seem bright and blue.

When your head is on the pillow,
And you’re in the Land of Nod,
Once again you wield the willow,
With Bob Cherry, Bull, and Todd.
Yes, the thrilling, breathless tussle
Is replayed in blissful dreams ;
And you exercise each muscle,
And behold the sun’s bright beams!

g
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RIMBLE was in trouble. He always is.
But on this occasion the matter was
more serious than most.

Let me plunge into the sordid details.

A rabbit-pie had disappeared from the
school kitchen. The cook explained to the
Head that it had ““ walked.” But the Head
knew that a rabbit-pie is no pedestrian, and
that it could not have disappeared without
some human agency.

Dr. Holmes summoned a general assembly
in Big Hall, and he probed very deeply into
the matter.

Baggy Trimble was found to have left his
dormitory at dead of night. At first, Baggy
strenuously denied all knowledge of the
affair, but under the Head’s searching cross-
examination he broke down. At last he had
to admit that he had taken the pie.

“ But there is every excuse for me, sir,” he
said to the Head.

Dr. Holmes frowned.

“ Theft is inexcusable, Trimble,” he said.

“Oh, really, sir——! The fact is, T was
nearly starving. I didn’t have a meal all day
yesterday.. I came down late for breakfast,
and there wasn’t a crumb left. After morning
school I had to go on an errand for my Form-
master, and so I missed my dinner. When

(

A short complete story of
St. Jini’'s School, in whickh
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
proves he has a kind heart!

w9

INlustrated by R. J. MACDONALD

tea-time came, I was carrying Mr. Selby’s
golf-clubs for him on the links. 8o I missed
tea. And in the evening I had an imposition
to get finished for Mr. Railton. He said if it
wasn’'t handed in by bed-time he’d cane me.
So I hadn’t time to think about supper.
Consequently, sir, I was wasting away to a
shadow, and I was so ravenous during the
night that I even felt like eating my—my
bootlaces, sir !

At this, there was a titter from the assembly
in Big Hall.

“Silence ! ” thundered the Head. ]
cannot accept your statements, Trimble.
You are a proven fabricator.  Your word
cannot be relied upon in any particular. For
this outrageous theft from the school kitchen,
you will be severely flogged ! ”-

*“ Oh, crumbs ! ”

The Head beckoned to the school porter.

“ Taggles ! ” he said. ““ I will trouble you
to take this boy on your shoulders.”

“Werry good, sir.”

It looked as if Baggy Trimble wag in *.r a
terrible flogging..  But he was saved on the
scaffold, so to speak.

* Pardon me, sir,” interposed Mr. Railton,
“but Trimble’s statement that he had an
imposition to write for me last night is

205 )



perfectly true. I was not aware that he
missed his supper in consequence.”

“Did he complete the imposition, Mr.
Railton ? ”” asked the Head.

“No, sir. He brought me less than half of
it. And as I had been having a great deal
of trouble with him of late, I gave him a very
severe caning. In view of this, might I
suggest that his punishment takes some
other form ? ”

“ The Head, who had been about to wield the
birch-rod, laid aside thatinstrument of torture.

“ Very well, Mr. Railton,” he said. “I
will inflict a different, though not less drastic
punishment. Trimble must learn to keep his
hands from picking and stealing. = He will be
confined to the punishment-room for twenty-

' four hours. During that period, his diet will
consist of bread and water.”

Trimble’s face fell. He would almost have
preferred a birching.

Food was the be-all
and the end-all of
Baggy’s existence, and
to be placed on a diet
of bread and water
would be gall and worm-
wood to him.

The fat junior threw
out his arms appeal-
ingly.

*“ Have pity, sir! 7 he
pleaded. “ Don’t let me
2o to the punishment-
room! Don’t put me
on bread-and-water, sir !
T’ll be as good as gold in
future — honour bright,
sir ! ”

But the Head was
adamant. He signalled
to Kildare of the Sixth.

“ Take this wretched
boy to the punishment-
room, and see that he
is securely locked in,”
he said.

Kildare marched Bag-
gy out of the crowde
hall, and the school was
then dismissed.

in the ceiling.

N ',m""’ I

d A clutching hand appeared through the opening

cake!” (See Page 207.) ~

Only one fellow felt sorry for thé delinquent.
This was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Gussy has a heart of gold, and he is for ever
thinking and planning for those who are less
fortunate than himself. >

“1T feel dweadfully sowwy for poor Twim-
ble,” remarked the swell of St. Jim’s.

Jack Blake gave a snort.

“1 haven’t any patience with the fat
burglar ! ”” he growled. “ A fellow who raids
the school kitchen deserves all he gets.”

“ Hear, hear ! 7 said Digby and Herries, in
chorus.

“Don’t be hard on Twimble, deah boys,”
said Arthur Augustus. “ He has a sort of
kink. When he grows up, T expect he’ll be a
kleptomaniac. = He simply can’t keep his
hands from pickin’ an’ stealin’.”

“Then the sooner he learns, the better,”
was Blake’s comment. “ This term of im-
prisonment in the punishment-room will give
him a chance of brood-
ing over his shady past,
and making good resolu-
tions for the future.”

“But think of his
tewwible punishment !
said Arthur Augustus.
“ A whole day an’ night
in the punishment-
woom, without a soul
to speak to, without a
book to wead, an’ with-
out anythin’ to eat
except bwead an’ water.
It will be a heart-
bweakin’ expewience.”

*“ Let Trimble get on
with it!” growled
Blake. “I've got na
sympathy for him.”

Neither had Herries
and Digby. But Arthur
Augustus had plenty
of sympathy. He was
fairly bubbling over
with it.

“I'm goin’ up to

!FI |
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Arthur Augustus cheerfully. “Theah’s a cuwwant WOOMm, deall boys,  he
announced.
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What on earth for ? ” asked Dighy.

“To talk to Twimble thwough the key-
hole, an’ cheer him up,” was the reply.

Despite the protestations of his chums,
Arthur Augustus proceeded to the old tower,
and climbed the spiral staircase which led to
the punishment-room. |

On reaching the stout oak door, Gussy
heard sounds of groaning from the interior of
the dreaded apartment. _

“Are you there, Twimmble ?” he called
through the keyhole.

The groaning ceased as if by magic.

* That you, Gussy ? ”

“ Yaas, deah boy.”

“Have you come to torment me, or to
help me ¢ ”

“To help you, of course ! ”

“Then I'll tell you what you can do,” said
Baggy Trimble. “ I've just made a discovery.
There’s a loose plank in the floor of this
room. It lifts right up. So if you'd like to
help me, Gussy, you can take some tuck into
the lumber-room that’s underneath this and
smuggle it up to me. I can’t exist on a bread-
and-water diet, you know.” :

Arthur Augustus jumped at the idea.

“ I shall be vewy pleased to fetch you some
gwub, Twimble,” he said. “I am suah you
must be dweadfully hungwy.”

“ Hungry ?  Why, I could eat a donkey’s
hind leg off ! ”

“ All sewene, deah boy I'll buzz along to the
tuckshop befoah the bell goes for mornin’
lessans, an’ bring you some supplies.”

The generous Gussy, eager to help the
prisoner, sped off to the tuckshop. He made
numerous and varied purchases, and conveyed
them to the school tower.

He had to exercise great caution, for
if his intentions were divined by the au-
thorities, he would find himself in serious
trouble.

It was just like Gussy to run grave risks
for the sake of another—even for such a
worthless fellow as Baggy Trimble.

The supplies of tuck were conveyed to the
lumber-room. By placing a number of
‘packing-cases on top of each other, Gussy
- was able to reach the aperture in the floor of
the punishment-room.

A clutching hand appeared through  the
opening. :

“Heah we are, deah boy!” said Arthur
Augustus cheerfully.  “TIl pass the things
up to you one at a time. This is a cuwwant
cake——"

The clutching hand closed upon the cake,
and it was promptly transferred to the
regions above.

“ This is an apple turnovah 2ok

The apple turnover promptly followed the
cake. And so it went on, until Baggy Trimble
found himself in possession of sufficient pro-
visions to last him for the twenty-four hours
of his captivity.

He didn’t mind his solitary con-
finement a bit, especially when his benefactor
brought him a number of thrilling adventure
stories to read.

“This is top-hole!” murmured the fat
junior. “I'm dodging lessons, and I've got
plenty to eat and plenty to read. What could
be nicer ¢

Baggy had, of course, restored the floor-
board to its proper place. He also smuggled
the food and books under the bed whenever
he heard footsteps.

Taggles brought him his bread-and-water
at intervals. And the school porter could not
understand why the prisoner looked so cheer-
ful and contented.

Baggy seemed to be enjoying his captivity
as much as the imprisoned Cavalier of old,
who wrote the famous lines :—

“ Stone walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron bars a cage.”

Arthur Augustus paid him several surrep
titious visits during the day, and ministered
to his comfort in every possible way.

Baggy Trimble had such a good time that
when the twenty-four hours had expired, and
the Head gave the order for his release, he
actually pleaded to be allowed to remain in
the punishment-room !

Fortunately for Baggy, the fact that he had
been supplied with food and reading matter
never came to light. And perhaps it ‘was
equally fortunate for Gussy the Good
Samaritan !

- )

THE END
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Stages in the Life of a Greyfnars Celebrity!
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Bunler.
CWILUAM G’EORGE)
LBUNTER

Ten glimpses of the best-known schoolboy in the world. Always fat and always funny, Billy
iBunter’s- popularity grows ever greaterﬁhke his appetite |
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SIX TRICKS AND PUZZLES

When you have ten minutes to spare, just try these Tricks and Puzzles.

(Contributed by “‘ The Magician,” of * Chuckles.”)

No. 1.—THE TWO COINS TRICK

PLACE two coins on the table and put the
tips of your first and second fingers on
them as shown at A. Now the trick is to
get the two coins
together in the
position shown
at B without
taking the fin-
gers from the
sides of them.
This is done
by working the
coins to the edge
of the table and
then moving one
of them over the
edge and bring-
ing 1t under the
table. When you have done this, draw the
two coins together as shown at C. For the
purposes of this amusing trick, it is best to
select a table with a rounded edge. But try
the little feat for yourselves.

No. 2—THE PROBLEM OF THE WATER-MAINS
rOM time to time I have given some very
interesting little problems in my corner,
and these have proved so popular that I
am going to set you one to solve. I am
also giving the solution of it, but you can
pencil a copy of the diagram in this column,
leaving out the dotted lines, and then try the
problem on your friends.

Now just look at the diagram for a moment.
A represents a wall, while the squares B, C
and D stand for three houses. E, F and G
are three water-mains. It was required to
run water-pipes from E to D, F to C, and G
to B, without crossing the pipes or going
outside the wall. How was it done ? 1In the

i

material,

diagram the dotted lines represent the water-
pipes, and show

how the prob- A
lem was solved. ¢

If you are X
asking your o B S A
friends to a 'o S i LS
party, it is a N P ey
good idea to fa]'-; vy D ||a
prepare this dia- S P :
gram on several it
pieces of paper, & EG
so that everyone ‘i‘
can try t¥o solve S
the problem. No. 2

No. 3.—BALANCING A CIGARETTE PAPER
OST magicians and conjurers vary their
entertainments a little with a few balanc-
ing tricks, and these always ““ go down well
with an audience. Some of the balancing
tricks are very difficult, and need a tremend-
ous amount of
practice, but
here is one you
can do for your-
self right away if
you are smart.
Borrow a cig-
arette-paper
from your pa,
or some other
grown-up. You
will find 1t 18 of
the thinnest
and

No. 3

shaped rather like the little illustration at A.
Place the paper over the bridge of the nose
in the manner depicted at B, and then try

to balance it. Even if you cannot do it the
first time, you may be able to do it after
two or three attempts,
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No. 4.—THE MAGIC HA'PENNY
FOR this simple little trick you will require
two halfpennies as much alike as possible,
and an ordinary breakfast cup. Have one of
the ha’pennies hidden between the second and
third fingers of your left hand, as shown at
A. By keeping the hand half closed you can
prevent this coin from being seen. Show
your audience the other ha’penny and then
cover it over by the cup. (See B.)

Now lift the ecup with the left hand and take
away the coin with the right hand. As you
hold up the ha’penny to let your chums see
1t quickly replace the cup on the table with
the left hand, at the same time slipping the

i

indicates the wax covering the second finger-
nail. When you have the coin in the palm of
your hand, bend your fingers in the manner
also shown at A, until the wax presses on to
the eoin. Open your hand quickly and show
it to your chums empty. Of course, the coin
will be stuck to the wax at the back of your
second finger, as shown in the diagram B.

No. 6.—THE DANCING WINE-GLASS
ET two bottles of equal weight, together
with corks of equal thickness. Take the
corks and cut each of them to a wedge shape
at the top. Replace the corks in the bottles,
and then balance on them two table-knives

No, 4

coin, which is held between the third and
fourth fingers of the left hand, under the cup
as depicted at C. Now take a wand, or

pencil, from your pocket and at the same

time slip the coin you took from under the
cup out of sight. Tap the cup with the
wand and then lift the cup. To the astonish-
ment of your friends they mll see a coin on
the table.

5.—THE VANISHING SIXPENCE

THIS 18 a trick that anyone can perform, and

vet, although it is so simple, 1t will puzzle
most people. On the nail of your second
finger place a little wax or soft candle grease.
If you can tint the wax to a pinkish colour
it would be so much the better. Show your
hand open to your chums and ask one of them
to place a sixpence—or a farthing would do—
into your palm. Diagram A shows the coin
in thc palm of the ‘hand, while the arrow

I‘\fl' R

No. 5

with heavy handles. The blades of the knives
should just touch—see diagram A. Next
obtain a thin wine-glass and place it on the
blades of the knives in the manner also shown
in diagram A. Slowly pour into the wine-
glass as much water as you can, By the
kelp of a chum and the slight adjustment of
the knives, you will find you can get the
glass almost full of water.

Tie a small metal ball or a metal button to
a piece of string, and carefully let it down
into the water as shown at B, taking care
that the metal ball or button does not touch
against the glass itself. This action of letting
the button into the water will cause the wine-
glass to dance. :

Readers should not perform any of these
tricks—and more particularly No. 6—until
they have had some practice. Learn the
tricks well, practise in private, and you will
become a popular performer,

2T X
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Specially drawn by J. Mc Wilson,

If the famous Toy-Boys, from the pages of ““ Chuckles,” were suddenly let Joose in the Remove
Form-room at Greyfriars, this is what would happen, according toourartist ! Such aninvasion

would certainly brighten up a dull lesson-hour for the Remove juniors !
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A splendid long complete story of Jimmy Silver and Co.,
written for * The Holiday Annual.”

THE FIRST CHAPTER
Unexpected
IT was frightful luck.

And 1t was not Jimmy Silver’s fault.

Even Arthur Edward Lovell—some-
times a stern critic—admitted that it wasn’t
Jimmy’s fault.

It was just awful luck, one of those things
that do happen just when they are not wanted
to happen.

Detention on a half-holiday never was
pleasant. Detention on the half-holiday spe-
cially devoted to the Greyfriars football
match was distinctly unpleasant; but de-
tention for the junior football captain on such
an occasion—that could not be adequately
described by any adjective to be found within
the covers of the dictionary.

And that was what had happened.

Jimmy Silver could not feel that it was
his fault. The snowball had been intended
for Tommy Dodd, of the Modern Fourth. It
was by a curious concatenation of unexpected
circumstances that Mr. Roger Manders had
received it mstead of Tommy Dodd.

A junior schoolboy, even a junior football
captain, could not be expected to foresee, and
guard against, a curious concatenation of
unexpected circumstances.

On that Monday afternoon, lessons over,
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By Owen Cornquest

?

of Rookwood, especially
IMlustrated by G. W. Wakefield.

Jimmy Silver had come out of the schoolhouse
with a cheery smiling face, little dreaming of
what was in store for him. His chums, Lovell -
and Raby and Newcome, were in cheery
spirits also. Life looked good to the Fistical
Four of Rookwood.

There had been a fall of snow.
among the old beeches. Jimmy Silver and Co.
strollecl across to the Modern side—Mr.
Manders’ House. They were not thinking of
Mr. Manders, they were not, in fact, ’(]11111\m<r
of anything u11plu,tsmnt at all

They were only thinking of looking for some
of the Modern fellows, and snow balling them ;
a harmless and necessary entcrtdmment even
if i1t was not indeed the bounden duty of
Classical chaps.

Tommy Dodd’s study window was open.

Tommy Dodd’s study being rather high up
in Mr. Manders’ house, the interior could not
be seen from the quad. But the probability
was that Tommy Todd and his study-mates
were at tea in the study. Jimmy Silver could
not help thinking what a happy surprise it
would be for the Modern fellows if a snowball
dropped into the study and landed on the tea-

table, or on the features of Thomas Dodd.
He was not particular as to whose features it
landed upon; he would have preferred Tom-
my Dodd’s. But Tommy Cook’s or Tommy
Doyle’s would have served almost as well.

)

It lay thick



To Mr. Roger Manders’ features he did not
give a thought, not having any reason to
suppose that those sharp, hawkish features
were by any chance in a Fourth-form study.

All Rookwood was aware that Mr. Manders
had a prying way of dropping into a fellow’s
study at unexpected moments. But Jimmy
Silver was not bothering his head just then
about Mr. Manders’ dlqaareeable manners
and customs.

He gathered a snowball with care, an extra
large one, and kneaded it well. TLovell and
Raby and Newcome looked on, grinning, as
Jimmy Silver took aim at the open window.

The snowball flew with plenty of force and
unerring aim.

It whizzed in at the open window.

And—horrible to relate—at that very
moment an angular form, a sharp face, and
a beak-like nose, showed up at the window;
the form, face, and nose being the property
of Roger Manders, senior Modern master of
Rookwood School.

Jimmy Silver and Co. gazed at it with
horror.

It was too late to recall the snowball, which
whizzed on its way like a bullet from a rifle.

Crash !

“ Oh, my hat!” gasped Lovell.

Jimmy Silver did not speak. He was frozen
with horror. The big snowball smashed all
over the face of Mr. Manders.

There was a muffled yell.

Mr. Manders staggered back from the win-
dow, and disappeared from the view of the
Fistical Four.

Three Modern juniors in the study stared
at him blankly. They did not laugh; ‘they
were too terrified even to smile. The sight of
Roger Manders sprawling across the study
was too alarming to excite risibility, though
otherwise funny enough.

“Ow! Oh! Oooooch!” spluttered Mr.
Manders.

“ Oh, crumbs!” breathed Tommy Dodd.
““ What awful ass has been chucking a snow-
ball at Manders!”

“ Groooooogh !

Mr. Manders bumped on the tea-table, and
set: the crockery dancing. He slid to the floor,
sitting down with a bump.

But he was on his feet again in a twinkling,
jumping up almost as if he were made of india-
rubber.

He made one furious leap to the window.

He wanted to know who had hurled that
snowball, he was thirsting for information on
that subject.

He dabbed and clawed snow from his face,
and glared down into the quadrangle.

The Fistical Four had had no time to flee,
even if horror had not rooted them to the
ground.

Mr. Manders’
them.

“Who threw that snowball ?” he thun-
dered.

Jimmy Silver gasped.

‘ Sorry, sir!”

“ Did you throw that snowball, Silver 2 ”

“sYes, sir; but——" '

“ Wait ! ” thundered Mr. Manders,
coming down! Wait!”

He disappeared from the study window
again. Jimmy Silver and Co. looked at one
another.

*“ Better hook
awfully wild

“ He looked a bit wild ! murmured Raby.

*““He can’t touch wus,” said Newcome,
¢ Modern master can’t cane Classicals.”

“ Not in theory,” remarked Jimmy Silver.
“ He might in practice. I think we’d better
cut.”

And the Fistical Four cut—fading across the
quadrangle at their best speed.

Ten seconds later Mr. Manders emerged
from his house, raging. He looked a good
deal like a lion seeking whom he might devour.
But there was nobody for Mr. Manders to
devour—the four Classical juniors had vanished
from sight. Mr. Manders, breathing indig-
nation, wrath, and fury, started for the school-
house, to lay his case before Mr. Dalton, the
master of the Fourth Form, and to demand
condign punishment for Jimmy Silver, the
captain of the Fourth.

And to judge by Mr. Manders’ looks, he was
going to demand, at least, something lingering,
with boiling oil n it.

baleful eyes fixed upon

“Iam

it! 7 said Lovell.  He's
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THE SECOND CHAPTER Jimmy glared.
“1T don’t want a licking!” he answered.

The.Blow il “Well, you'll get over it,” said Lovell.
£ HERE’S Silver 2 7 “ Might be only detention.”
\fg/ Bulkeley of the Sixth was ask- “My hat!” said Raby. “If Jimmy got
b ]

ing that question up and down detained for Wednesday

the Rookwood school- 5 Jimmy Silver almost
house. turned pale at the
 Anythin’ up, Bulke- thought. On Wednes-
ley ? ” inquired Morn- day Harry Wharton
mgton of the Fourth. and Co. were coming

“ Silver’s wanted.” over from Greyfriars

“ What’s he done 2™ for the football match.

“Snowballing a s
master, I think,” said
Bulkeley. “Anyhow
he’s wanted, and at
once. Where is he ?”

“Echo answers
where!” answered
Mornington, affably sind
he dodged out of reach
of a cuff from the
prefect.

Bulkeley of the Sixth
tramped up the stairs to
the Fourth-form
passage, to look for
Jimmy Silver in his
study.

That was where
Jimmy Silver was, at
the present moment—
in dismay, with his
dismayed chums. That
there was going to be
trouble the Fistical
Four realised only too
well.

Mr. Manders was the
last man in the world
to forgive such an
injury. The Classical « my hat !

o O R orumbe
) murmured Jimmy.

“ Dalton wouldn’t be
such a beast——"

“Not a bit of it,”
said Lovell. “ Manders
would. Manders hates
footer, and he likes to
bilk a chap out of a
fixture. You remember
he detained Tommy
Dodd the day we play-
ed Bagshot last time.
He likes doing these
things. But Dicky
Dalton is a sportsman.
And it’s in Dalton’s
hands — Manders can
only complain to him.
Let’s hope, though, that
you'll only get a licking,
old chap.”

Jimmy Silver rubbed
his hands ruefully. He
would have preferred
a licking to detention
on a half-holiday when
there was a football
fixture. But he did not
exactly yearn for a

: gasped Lovell, as the snowball 2!
juniors having dodged smashed all over the face of Mr. Manders. “Ow ! licking.

him in the quad, it was Oooch!” spluttered the Modern Housemaster. Bulkeley’s footsteps
certain that he would (See page 213.) came along the Fourth
come over to the schoolhouse. That meant TForm passage. The captain of the school
being called up before the master of the looked into the end study.

Fourth. . “Oh! Youre here, Silver!”
“Tt’s only a licking, old chap,” said Lovell, “ Here I am, Bulkeley ! ” answered Jimmy,
by way-of comfort, with great meekness.

s - e



Bulkeley gave a grim look.

“You young ass!| What have you been up
to ? Haven’'t you sense enough not to play
your japes on a master—especially a master
like Mr. Manders ? ”’

“It was an accident——"

“ Better tell that to your form-master,”
said Bulkeley. “ If you can make him believe
that snowballs fly about by accident, all the
better for you.”

“1 mean, it wasn’t intended for Manders.”

“ Manders got it, it seems.”

“It was meant for another rotter—I
mean 3

“You'd better go and tell all that to Mr.
Dalton,” said Bulkeley. “ He’s waiting for
you in his study, and Mr. Manders 1s with

him.”

And Bulkeley strode away. Jimmy Silver
dismally slipped from his seat on the corner
of the study table.

“ Now for the jolly old circus ! * he groaned.

“ After all, I dare say it’s only a licking,”
said Lovell, still in his role of Job’s comforter.
“ Four on each hand, perhaps—"

[ OW ! 23

“ Keep a stiff upper lip,” said Lovell, en-
couragingly. “ A licking’s only a licking,
you know.”

Jimmy gave him an expressive look, and
quitted the end study. Lovell could say,
very much at his ease, that a licking was only
a licking. It loomed up more unpleasantly
to the fellow who was going to capture it.

“1 say, Jimmy!” Tubby Muffin met
Jimmy Silver at the foot of the staircase.
“1 say, old chap, you’re for it !”

“Br-r-r-r! ” grunted Jimmy

“ Manders is looking awfully wild, and
Dalton has a face like a gargoyle,” said Tubby
impressively. “1 fancy it will be a Head’s
flogging. Do you think so, Jimmy ?”

Jimmy Silver did not reply in words—
Tubby’s happy anticipations afforded him
no pleasure at all. He took Reginald Muffin
by the collar and sat him down forcibly on
the lowest stair. There was a howl from
Tubby Muffin: and Jimmy proceeded on his
way a little solaced.

He tapped at the door of his form-master’s
study and entered. Richard Dalton, the

L

master of the Fourth, gave him a severe look.
Mr. Manders, who was standing by the form-
master’s table, gave him a black scowl.

“gSilver! Mr. Manders informs me that
you hurled a snowball at him, at a window
in his House!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton.

“ It was an accident, sir 34

“ What ¢ ”

“ I—I was chucking it in at Tommy Dodd,
sir,” gasped Jimmy. “I—I didn’t know
Mr. Manders was in the study at all.”

Mr. Manders curled his thin lip bitterly.

Obviously he did not believe that statement.
Roger Manders, indeed, never believed any-
thing if he could help it. He was that un-
pleasant kind of man.

“Ah! that alters the case,” said Mr.
Dalton, his brow clearing a little. “ Mr.
Manders will take a more lenient view of
the matter if you convince him that it was
an accident——"

“ Absurd ! ” said Mr. Manders sharply.
“The snowball was hurled at me, at a
study window in my House—an open window

“ Tt was Dodd’s study, sir!”’ said Jimmy.

“ You did not know that Mr. Manders was
in Dodd’s study at the time, Silver ? ”

“ Never had the least idea, sir ! ”’ answered
the junior. “1I was going to drop the snow-
ball among them—I thought the Modern
chaps would be at tea—only a lark on the
Moderns, sir. Then all of a sudden I saw
Mr. Manders at the open window after I'd
just chucked—I mean, throwh—the snowball.”

“ After 2> sneered Mr. Manders. “ Oz
before 2 ”’

“ After, sir!” said Jimmy.

Mr. Dalton gave the Modern master =
rather sharp look.

“1 have every reason to place confidence
in Silver’s word, Mr. Manders,” he said. ‘° He
i8 an honourable lad ; and since I have been
master of the Fourth Form, I have never
known him tell an untruth. I accept his
statement that the affair was accidental.”

“ Thank you, sir!” said Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Manders set his lips.

“1I have been struck down by a missile,”
he articulated. * Actually struck down, at

a window of my own House! I—-"
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“One moment, sir!” said Mr. Dalton
quietly. “1I believe Silver’s statement that
the missile was not intended for you, and that
he did not know that you were in the room at
all. T am far, however, from excusing his
conduct in hurling a snowball into a room in
your House. Such a ‘lark,” as he calls it,
is very reprehensible. I shall leave Silver’s
punishment in your hands, as the offence
was committed in your House.”

Mr. Manders’ angry brow cleared.

For a moment he had feared that the un-
happy victim was going to escape. He was
relieved upon that point now.

“Very good, sir!” he said. “1I exper?ed
that of you, Mr. Dalton.” -

Jimmy stood in silent dismay.

He was well aware how little mercy he
had to expect from Mr. Manders, who disliked
him from of old.

“ Nevertheless,” continued Mr. Dalton,
“ the fact that the offence was unintentional
should weigh with you, Mr. Manders. I think
a light punishment should meet the case.
However, I will, as T have said, leave the
punishment to your sense of justice.”

And Mr. Dalton walked to the study
window, leaving the Modern master to deal
with Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Manders looked at Jimmy, and his eye
strayed to Mr. Dalton’s cane, which lay on
the table. Jimmy mentally prepared himself
for a most tremendous caning.

But Mr. Manders did not touch the cane.

“In the circumstances, Silver,” he said
slowly, “ I shall not cane you—I am bound
to defer to your form-master’s opinion.”

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy in amazement.
“Yes, sir! Thank you, sir! I—I'm really
very sorry the snowball hit you, sir.”

“ Very good,” said Mr. Manders. T hope
that the profession of repentance is sincere,
Silver. I will take it as sincere and award
only a light punishment. You will be sen-
tenced to detention for the next half-holiday,
and during your detention, in the form-room,
you will write out three hundred lines from
the Aineid.” Mr. Manders turned to the
Fourth form master. “1I trust, Mr. Dalton,
that you do not regard that punishment as
excessive, considering the offence ? \
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“ Certainly not,” said Mr. Dalton, taking
no notice of the sarcastic inflection in- Mr.
Manders’ voice. ““ It is not more than ade-
quate in my opinion. If you are satisfied——"’

“ Quite, sir!”

“ Very good, then ! ”” said Mr. Dalton.

And Mr. Manders whisked out of the study.

Jimmy Silver stood rooted to the floor.
He was so overwhelmed with dismay that he
could not speak.

The punishment was no more severe than
he might have expected—it was, in fact, less
so. Apparently, Mr. Manders, contrary to
custom had been merciful.

But the next half-holiday was Wednesday,
and Wednesday was the date of the Greyfriars
foothall match.

Perhaps Mr. Manders hadn’t known that—
or hadn't thought of it! But there it
was !

“You may go, Silver,” said Mr. Dalton.
“I may say that Mr. Manders has punished
you very lightly, and you should be thankful.
1 think you should have thanked Mr.
Manders.”

Jimmy found his voice.

“ But, sir ” he gasped.

“ You should feel obliged to Mr. Manders,
Silver, for letting you off so lightly ! ” said
the Fourth form master, frowning.

“ But, sir 2
Mr. Dalton interrupted the junior without
ceremony.

“I am sorry to see you ungrateful, Silver,
for Mr. Manders’ extreme leniency. You
may go.”

“ But——"" stuttered Jimmy.

“Leave my study!” said Mr. Dalton,
raising his hand.

Jimmy Silver almost limped from the
study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Nothing Doing

o that was that!
S Detention for the junior foothall
captain—on the day of one of the

most important fixtures on the junior list.
The Fourth heard it with dismay and
wrath,

Even Tommy Dodd and Co. of the Modern
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side, heard it with as much wrath and dismay
as the Classicals.

Classical and Modern  were at one, for
once, in their view of the situation. For on
the occasion of a School match, when the
eleven was selected from both sides of Rook-
wood, the fellows ceased to be Classicals
and Moderns, as it were, and became simply
Rookwooders.

Jimmy Silver,
captain and centre-
half of the junior
foothall team, could
not be spared from
the eleven.

That was impos-
sible.

In almost any
other match, it
wouldn’t have
mattered so much.
But the Greyfriars
match was a mdtch
in which Rookwood

had to play, or the match would be a goner,

It was true that, outside the junior foot-
ball club of Rookwood, even that catastrophe
would have been viewed with calmness.
The solar system would have rolled on its
accustomed way, regardless, even if the
Greyfriars match had been a goner.

But to the Rookwood footballers, it was
a catastrophe compared with which the

- great earthquake
at Lisbon, the
Great Fire of
London, and other
historical episodes
of that sort, were
very small beer in-

deed.

To be licked by
the visiting team
after a strenuous
match would have
been bad enough,
but not so bad.
Sportsmen could

Junior eleven had
about equal
chances. Harry
Wharton and Co.,
of Greyfriars, were
a tough proposi-
tion; extremely
tough. For weeks
Jimmy Silver had
been knocking his
men into shape for
that match. And
with the best jun-
ior foothaller at
Rookwood left out,
what was to become
of Rookwood’s
chances ?

There were, indeed, fellows who considered
that they could replace Jimmy Silver, with
advantage to the team. Tubby Muffin was
one of them—and he made the offer. Tubby’s
offer was not seriously considered. In fact,
Arthur Edward Lovell took Tubby by the
collar and shook him — which was the only
answer Muffin received.

It was generally agreed that Jimmy Silver

i

Manders drily.
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‘“I see no reason to defer Silver's punishment be-
cause he is playing in a football match!” said Mr.
““ Then there is nothing more to be
said ! " said Mr. Dalton, and he left the study with a

clouded brow.

stand that. But
to be walked over
by the visitors
because their foot-
ball captain was
detained, writing
out silly Latin
classics in the form-
room — that was
the limit !

vIf ‘only: it
wasn’t Manders!”
groaned Arthur
Edward Lovell.

There was the
rub !

Any other master
at Rookwood, finding that he had sentenced a
footballer to detention on the date of an im-
portant fixture, would have made concessions.
Detention postponed from Wednesday to Sat-
urday would have met the case; and any Rook-
wood master would have made a concession
like that—any master but Mr. Manders.

But the juniors knew that it was hopeless
to ask Mr. Roger Manders for anything of
the kind,

|

(See page 219.)
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Mr. Manders took no interest in games
—or in the school record. Indeed, any
interest he took was of the reverse kind—he
disliked games and considered them so
much waste of time. His ideal schoolboy
was a fellow with a bumpy forehead, a pair
of big spectacles, an absent-minded manner,
peering into pots in the school lab.: which
was not the Rookwood ideal at all. If a
fellow could have thought in geometry, and
talked in algebra, Mr. Mauders would have
been almost kind to him.

“It’s a plant!” was Valentine Morning-
ton’s comment.

“ How’s that ? ” asked Jimmy Silver, who
was debating with his chums the faint hope
of making an appeal to Mr. Manders.

“ He's wangled this!” answered Morny.

“ Wangled it ? 7 said Lovell.

Mornington nodded emphatically.

“Yes! Manders knows Wednesday is
Greyfriars day—knows that Jimmy is cap-
taining the team—and he’s dished us on
purpose ! That’s his charmin’ way!”

Lovell whistled.

“My hat!” said Jimmy blankly.

“ He wouldn’t be such a beast ! said Raby.

“Such an awful beast!” said Newcome,

Morny shrugged his shoulders.

“Isn’t he every kind of a beast?” he
inquired.

“ Well, ves! But——"

“ Blessed if it doesn’t look like it,” said
Jimmy Silver, slowly. “1 was surprised at
his letting me off a licking! I expected a
record whaling, when Dalton left it to him.
Of course, this hits a chap harder than any
licking.”

“ That’s his game!” said Morny.

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed hard.

“ It seems almost too mean, even for Man-
ders ! ” he said. * But he’s such a beast—and
such an ass! He’s quite capable of thinking
that three hundred lines from Virgil would do
a fellow more good than a football match.”

“ There are idiots like that!” remarked
Conroy.

*“ There are—and Manders is one of them !
said Lovell. * I agree with Morny—Manders
knew all about the Greyfriars’ match, and he’s
dished Jimmy on purpose.”
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“If Dicky Dalton knew that—— " said
Rawson.

Jimmy Silver shook his head. :

“ He wouldn’t believe it ! ”” he said. * Bles-
sed if I can quite—it seems too mean even for
Manders. Anyhow, he wouldn’t listen to any-
thing against another master.”

“That’s so ! ” agreed Mornington. “But it’s
the case all the same. We've got to beat
Manders somehow.”

“ How ? ”” said Oswald.

“I'm going to speak to Mr. Dalton about
it,” said Jimmy RSilver resolutely. * He
ought to be able to manage it for us. I know
he would if he could.”

“Try it on, anyhow ! ”” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver dropped into his form-master’s
study that evening to try it on. Mr. Dalton
listened to him quietly.

“You see, sir, if 1t were made Saturday
instead of Wednesday, it would be all right,”
Jimmy wound up. “In fact, detention for two
half-holidays instead of one—I wouldn’t mind
that—so long as I'm free on Wednesday to
play Greyfriars.”

Mr. Dalton nodded.

““ I guite see the point, Silver. Mr. Manders
takes !ttle interest in sports, and I’'m sure had
no Intention of interfering with the school
games. I will speak to him on the subject.
The matter 1s entirely in his hands now ; but
I am sure he will conccde such a point.”

“ Thank you, sir,” said Jimmy gratefully.

“ Wait here, Sﬂver and I will go to MI
Manders’ house and speak to him at once,’
said the master of the Fourth kindly.

Mr. Dalton crossed over at once to Mr.
Manders’ house. He found that gentleman in
his study : engaged in the plva,sant occupation
of caning Towle of the Modern Fourth. Towle
limped away rubbing his hands, and Mr
Manders fixed his eyes inquiringly upon the
form-master.

Mr. Dalton proceeded to explain.

He had no doubt that Mr. Manders—owing
to his lack of interest in the school sports—had
quite unintentionally interfered with the
junior fixture, in his sentence on Jimmy Silver,
So he was surprised to find Roger Manders in
an utterly uncompromising mood

Mr. Manders’ lip curled as he listened.

)



“ T understood, sir, that you left the pﬁnish-
ment of Silver in my hands, as his offence was
committed against me, and in my House ! ” he
remarked.

““ That is quite correct, sir,”
114 Bu,‘ LH

“ I do not see there is any ‘ but’ in the case,”
gaid Mr. Manders. “1T gave Silver what you
yourself considered a light punishment.”

“ That is true ; but asit happens, the ® next’
half-holiday is the date of a football match
which the juniors regard as important!” the
Fourth-form master explained laboriously.

“1 am not closely acquainted with the im-
portant affairs of the Lower boys,” said Mr,
Manders, with a freezing smile.

“ Silver is junior football captain, Mr. Man-
ders. Surely you are aware of that ¢ ”

“Yes, I am aware of that.”

“ His presence is required in the match on
Wednesday——"

“ And all discipline and order may be thrown
aside, in order that a junior game may not be
interfered with ? ”” inquired Mr. Manders.

“ Nothing of the kind, of course. But the
deferring of Silver’s punishment from Wednes-
day to Saturday

* T see no reason to defer it. No doubt on
Saturday some other igaportant junior affair
would arise, to defer 1t still later,” said Mr,
Manders, with a disagreeable smile. * Per-
“haps a meeting of the junior debating society,
or a run of the cycle club——"

“T will answer for it that such will not be
the case ! ”’ said Mr. Dalton, quietly. * Hav-
ing left the decision in your hands, Mr. Man-
ders, I cannot now rescind your sentence my-
self. But I should be very much obliged if
you would make this concession i3

“1 should be very glad to oblige you, Mr.
Dalton,” said the Modern master, genially,
“but T feel it my duty not to allow Silver to
throw aside all restraints in this way. If the
junior boys are to dictate to the masters the
precise time of their detention, there is an end
to all law and order in the school.”

“On this very exceptional occagion——"
urged Mr. Dalton.

*“The fact is, I see nothing whatever excep-
tional in this occasion,” said Mr. Manders,

£ ~ still genial.

said Mr. Dalton,

Mr. Dalton drew a deep breath.
“If that is really your view, Mr. Manders

“ Tt is my fixed and most decided view, Mr,
Dalton.” :
“Then there is nothing more to be said ! ”

And Mr. Dalton quitted Mr. Manders’
house with a clouded brow—leaving Mr.
Manders smiling as if he had quite enjoyed the
interview.

Jimmy Silver was waiting hopefully in his
form-master’s study. His hope was faint—
and it was quite dashed by Mr. Dalton’s look:
when he returned.

“I am sorry to say that Mr. Manders de-,
clines to alter his decision, Silver,” said Mr.
Dalton.

“’Ob, sir! But—"

“I am sorry; but there is nothing to be
done,” said the Fourth form-master. “I am
afraid that you have only yourself to blame,
Silver ; you should be very careful how you
play pranks on Mr, Manders’ side of the quad-
rangle.” |

“Yes, sir. Bu

“ There is no more to be said.”

Jimmy Silver quitted the study, and re-
turned to the junior common-room, where a
crowd of eager fellows were waiting for news,

“Well 27 exclaimed Lovell eagerly,

“ Nothing doing.”

“ Oh, rotten ! ¥’

“ Dicky Dalton put it to Manders, and Man-
ders won’t hear a word!” groaned Jimmy
Silver. “ The beast is pleased, of course.”

“That was his game all along,” said Mor-
nington.

“ Looks like it, now! But thcre s nothing
doing ! ” :

“Then the Greyfriars’ match is a goner!”
growled Lovell.

“You fellmws will have to do your best
without me,” said Jimmy Silver dolorously.
“ Morny will captain the team—and Morny 1s
a good skipper, anyhow.”

“ Thanks,” said Mornington, with a grin.
“ But that isn’t the programme. We've got
to have you, Jimmy! We've got to beat
Manders somehow.”

Jimmy Silver shook his head dismally.
Beating Manders was a consummatios
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devoutly to be wished ; but to Jimmy Silver
it did not seem to be within the range of prac-
tical politics.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
' }}mvell Thinks It Out.
Arthur Edward Lovell uttered that
remark suddenly; firing it off, as it
were, like a bullet from a rifle. Lovell’s face
was bright —as if
he had found him-
self in possession of
a remarkably strik-
ing and original
wheeze.

“Bolt ! repeat-
ed Jimmy Silver,
suspending his
prep. in the end
study, and staring
at Lovell across
the table.

Arthur Edward
nodded vigorously. |

Ehat’a  it]
Bolt!” \

“What
thump i

“ I've got it, you
see! Bolt,” said
Lovell. *On Wed-
nesday afternoon, I
mean. I've thought
it out.”

“Do you mean
break detention ? ”
asked Jimmy.

* That’s it.”

“I’ve thought
of it. But %

“Bother the
buts,” said Lovell; decisively, “Bolt’s the
word. Did you know the senior eleven is
going over to Bagshot on Wednesday, to
play Bagshot seniors 2 ”

“ Of course, ass.”

“That means that most of the prefects
will be away!” remarked Raby.

“ Better. than that,” said Lovell, triumph-
antly. “T heard Bulkeley and Neville talking
about it. Dicky Dalton is referee.”

¥ OLT

the

“ You will go into the Form-room at two and remain there

until five, Silver!” said Mr. Manders; and stalked away,

leaving the Fistical Four gazing furiously after him.
(See page 223.)

** Sure of that ? ” asked Newcome.
“ Quite !
Bagshot. That means that he’ll be out
of gates all Wednesday afternoon—all
the time the match is on here with Grey-
friars, and some time afterwards, They're
not likely to be home till dusk at least.
Long before that we shall have beaten
Greyfriars, and Jimmy can be back in the
: form-room, ready
for Dicky Dalton to
look in on him and
find him there.”
*Hold" on.
though,” said
Raby, “ Jimmy’s
got to turn out
three hundred lines
of Virgil while he’s
in detention.”
Lovell smiled.
“Can’t  Jimmy
get them done in

asked sarcastically.
“Can’t he have
the stuff in hand,
and leave it in
his locker in the
form-room ready ?”

*OR17 Séaid
Raby.

“That’s pos-
sible!” said Jimmy
Silver, thought-
fully, “if Mr. Dal
ton .13 away all
Wednesday after-
noon, he can’t tell

form-room or not,

23

He can leave me there when he starts

“ And you can walk out as soon as he’s
gone,” said Lovell.

Raby and Newcome Ilooked interested
Lovell was not, as a rule, the fellow fo:
brilliant wheezes. He believed that he was -
but as a matter of actual fact, he wasn’t
But this time it certainly looked as if Arthwu
Edward Lovell had hit upon the method of
cutting the Gordian knot
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" Bo long as Jimmy's Immes are done, and
he’s sitting in the form-room when Mr.
Dalton comes in, it’s all serene,” declared
Lovell. '

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Something in that!”’ he said. “ Only
Mr. Dalton may ask a prefect to keep an eye
on the form-room.”

“ That’s the beauty of it ! * grinned Lovell.
“ All the Classical prefects are in the senior
cleven, excepting one—Carthew, They’ll all
be over at Bagshot, And you know Carthew.
He’ll be supposed to be on duty—but he’ll
clear off for the afternoon—catch Carthew
hanging about a half-holiday to keep an eye
on the form-room.”

Really, it scemed as if Arthur Edward
Lovell had thought of everything.

“ It may come out afterwards that Jimmy
played in the match!” observed New-
come.

“ May or may not!” said Lovell, “ but if
it does it’s only a licking. Jimmy can take
a licking for the sake of beating Greyfriars at
footer.”

“ Willingly ! ” said Jimmy Silver; “and it
mayn’t come out either. Unless — unless
Manders happens to give the football a look-
ln"'_”

Lovell chuckled.

“Catch Manders giving the foothall a
look-in ! 7 he said. “ Wild horses wouldn’t
drag Manders to see a football match.”

“ Well, that’s true, too!” said Newcome.
“ Manders won’t even:walk down to Big
Side to see the senior team play in a big
match.”

*“ He’s never been known to look at a junior
match,” said Lovell. “Tommy Dodd is
ashamed of having a master who won’t take
any interest in foothall. It's a sore point
with those Modern cads.”

“True, O King!” said Raby.

Jimmy Silver forgot all about prep. in
thinking over this important development.

It might be possible to play in the Grey-
friars match after all ; and that was a glorious
prospect. Breaking detention was a rather
serious matter; but in the present circum-
stances, 1t had lost its seriousness for the
chums of the Fourth, The Greyfriars match

was more 1important than detention, from the
junior point of view ; and the suspicion that
Mr. Manders had intentionally ““ mucked up ”
the fixture weighed with the juniors.

With Mr. Dalton and the Classical prefects
gone, it was hard to see what was to compel

-a detained junior to remain in the form-room.

Carthew, the slacker of the Sixth, was sure
to go out of gates on his own business; and
certainly the Head would not interest his
lofty self in so very trifling a matter. Mr.
Dalton might ask one of the other masters
to have an eye on the “ detenu ” ; but it was
highly improbable.

Jimmy Silver’s face was much brighter now.

Lovell regarded him triumphantly. Arthur
Kdward was quite proud of having found the
solution of the problem.

“ Looks like business, what?” grinned
Lovell.

“It do—it does!” said Jimmy Silver.
“ Lovell, old man, you're a trump. It looks
all right.”

“ What about Manders ?2” asked New-
come. ;

“ Nothing about Manders ! ” said Lovell.

“1 mean—he might keep an eye open

“ On the other side of the quad. Manders
will be in his own House,” said Lovell. * He
can’t see across a quadrangle and through
several brick walls. Manders is sharp, but
not so sharp as that.”

“ Blessed if Lovell hasn’t thought out the
whole bizney ! ”’ said Raby with accustomed
admiration. * Blessed if I knew he had the
brains.”

“ Look here——" began Lovell warmly.

“ Chuck over Virgil ! ” said Jimmy Silver
decidedly. “I'm dropping prep. for this
evening—I’ll chance it with Dicky Dalton in
the morning. I'm getting my lines ready for
Wednesday.”

“Good egg!” said Lovell. “T wish we
could help ! But Dicky would know it wasn’t
your fist.”

“That’s all right; I can wangle three
hundred lines before Wednesday, though it’s
a big order.”

Jimmy Silver lost no time.

If the stunt was to be put to the test, it was
necessary to have a stack of lines ready, to

b ]
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be shown up “ after detention ” on Wednes-
day afternoon. The manufacture of those
lines was a somewhat lengthy task; and
Jimmy put his energy into it at once.

There was a supply of impot paper in the
study. Jimmy opened P. Vergilius Maro, and
propped him up against the inkstand.

Then he started at “ Tu quoque litoribus
nostris,” and worked on industriously ; and
by the time his chums had finished prep, he
had reached “ sed populo magnum portendere
bellum ” ; eighty lines, which was a very good
start.

Jimmy Silver felt entitled to a rest after
that ; and the eighty lines were carefully
- stacked away in the table drawer, and he left
the end study with his chums.

The cheery looks of the Fistical Four
- attracted notice in the common-room, and
fellows wanted to know the why and the
wherefore.

Fellows who could be relied upon not to
chatter were taken into the secret ; and there
was a joyful grin on the faces of the footballers

when they were told.
~ “Ripping ! ” said Conroy.

“Top-hole ! ” said Mornington.

“Jolly good wheeze!” declared Erroll.
“Dalton can’t grumble if he finds the lines
done.”

“Dear man! He can grumble if he likes,
go long as Jimmy helps us to beat Greyfriars !
said Lovell. .

* But———" said Mornington thoughtfully.

“It’s not a case of ‘but’!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell loftily. “ It’s a top-hole stunt,
and 1t will work like a charm.”

“I hope so. But—"
“ But what, then ?” asked Lovell rather
irritably.

“You know Manders!” said Morny,
shaking his head. “ If he knows that Dalton
will be away ]

“I don’t suppose he knows! He never
takes any interest in football matters.”

“ But if he knows——"

“Oh, rats! Suppose he does know, what
then 2 ”

“ Well, he may keep an eye on the form-
room, to see that Jimmy doesn’t bolt.”

“He can’t, from the other side of the quad.”

“Might walk over to this side,” said
Mornington. “ He would walk ten miles
to make anybody miserable.”

Lovell grunted. He was quite confident in
the success of his wheeze; and he was very
impatient of criticism.

“Rot!” he said tersely.

€< But—s’

(11 Rats ! L ]

Valentine Mornington said no more. He
hoped as heartily as anyone that all would go
well ; but he had his doubts. But most of the
junior footballers agreed with Lovell’s point
of view; and the Classical Fourth went to
their dormitory that night, in the full belief
that Mr. Roger Manders was going to be out-
witted—foiled, diddled, dished, and done, as
Lovell put it emphatically.

But Mornington, as it happened, was right !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Sold !

MMy SILVER AND Co. trotted out into the
J quadrangle in a cold, clear, sunny morning
in cheery spirits. The weather was cold
but fine, and promised well for Wednesday.
Before Lovell’s great wheeze was promulgated,
the fellows would not have been sorry to see
bad weather, which would inevitably post-
pone the Greyfriars’ match. Harry Wharton
and Co. couldn’t have come over to play in a
heavy snowstorm, for instance. But the
weather promised well, and now they were
glad of it. But a change came o’er the spirit
of their dream shortly.

Mr. Manders was walking in the quadrangle
when the Fistical Four strolled out before
breakfast.

The Co. would have given much to hand
out snowballs to Mr. Manders. They would
have enjoyed it ; it would have been worth
a term’s pocket-money. But they restrained
their yearning. Instead of snowballing the
Modern master, they “capped” him most
respectfully as they passed him. Mr, Manders
was, at present, a gentleman to be treated with
diplomacy.

But diplomatic capping had no effect on Mr.
Manders.  Possibly he guessed the secret
thoughts in the minds of the Classical juniors. !
Possibly he took them for granted.
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He frowned at the Fistical Four, and called
out :

“ Bilver ! ”

The chums of the Fourth halted. They did
not want to speak to Mr. Manders; but Mr.
Manders wanted to speak to them, apparently.
They stopped before the Modern master in a
respectful row.

“Yes, sir!” said Jimmy Silver meekly.

“Mr. Dalton
spoke to me last
evening, on the
subject of your
detention, Silver.”

“Yes, sir.”

“T have declined
to alter my decision
in any way!”

“ Mr. Dalton told
me so, sir, I am
sorry.”

“You under-
stand, Silver, that
you are detained
for the whole of
Wednesday after-
noon, and that you
will occupy the
time in writing
out three hundred
lines of Virgil.”

“ I  understand,
sir.”’

“Very good. I
hear,” continued
Mr. Manders grim-
ly, “that your
form-master will be
absent on Wednes-
day afternoon.”

Jimmy’s heart sank.

“Oh!” he ejaculated.

“ It appears, also, that some, if not all, of
the Classical prefects will be away ! ” said Mr.
Manders.

* Indeed, sir!” faltered Jimmy.

“In the circumstances,” went on Mr.
Manders in a grinding voice, “ it may have
occurred to you to break detention, Silver.”

Jimmy Silver did not answer. He couldn’t.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stared at Morny.
speaking in his natural voice, but in a sharp, strident tone
reminiscent of Mr. Manders !

He wondered dismally whether the beast was
a thought-reader.

Lovell’s face was a study.

From Lovell’s face, if not from Jimmy’s,
it was not difficult for Mr. Manders to divine
that his surmise was well-founded. He
smiled disagreeably.

“T trust, Silver, that you had no such in-
tention,” he said. “ It would be disrespectful

to me personally.”

\ Jimmy made no

N]| answer to that.
Probably disrespect

3 to Mr. Manders
: personally would
not have weighed

very heavily upon

“In order that

vou may not be
g tempted to be
! guilty of this
disrespect and de-

: E fll 1[Il fiance of authority,
Silver, I shall keep

you under obser-
vation on Wednes-

said Mr. Manders.
“You—You're
very kind, sir!”
gasped Jimmy.
Lovell suppress-
ed a groan.

“You will ge
mto the form-room
at two o’clock to-

his conscience.
day afternoon!”

e = =

morrow, Silver,
He was not You will remain

(See page 226.) t-h?‘re_ until five.”
; ~ Yes, Vsirl®

groaned Jimmy.

“T shall look in several times in the course
of the afternoon,” added Mr. Manders. “ On
each occasion I shall expect you to have made
reasonable progress with your lines.”

“That’s putting you to a lot of trouble,
sir | ” said Jimmy, with dismal sarcasm.

“I have no objection, Silver, to taking the
necessary amount of trouble to preserve
discipline among unruly junior boys.”

( 223 ),



With that Mr. Manders turned and stalked
away.

The Fistical Four gazed at one another
in silence.

Words could not have expressed their
fpelmos No language could have described
their fury Even German would have been
inadequate.

They tramped back dismally to the school-
house. Mr. Manders had succeeded in cloud-
ing the sunshine for them that bright morning.

“Sold ! ” was Jimmy’s first remark.

“ The awful rotter!” gasped Lovell.

“ Spying beast !’ said Raby.

“What’s the row ?” asked Mornington,
joining them at the steps of the schoolhouse.

Jimmy Silver explained.

“ Now say ‘I told you so!’” said Lovell,
with a ferocious glare at Morny. Lovell was
suffering with an intense yearning to punch
somebody’s head. He could not punch Mr.
Manders’ head ; so Morny would have served
his turn.

But Morny did not say “1 told you so.”
He smiled.

“ Awful luck ! ” was what he said.

“ Beastly ! ” said Newcome. “ The rotter

must be a giddy magician. Reads your
thoughts like a book.”
“Sold | ” said Lovell. “Done! Diddled !

Dished! Jimmy can’t bolt with Nosey
Parker poking into the form-room every hali-
hour or so. He would just enjoy coming
down to Little Side and interrupting the game,
and yanking Jimmy away.”

“He just would!” groaned Jimmy Silver.

Mornington knitted his brows.

“ Looks bad!” he said. * All the same,
Jimmy’s got to play in the football match
to-morrow. If Manders could be kept off
the grass somehow 34

“ How could he ? * growled Lovell. Lovell’s
own masterly strategem having been knocked
into a cocked hat, so to speak, “Arthur Edward
seemed to have lost faith in stratagems

“ Might be kept in his own house some-
how ! ”* said Mornington, in deep thought.

“ Thinking of screwing him up in his
study ?  asked Lovell sarcastically. * Think-
ing of catching a weasel a.sleep (4

* That wouldn’t work—

|

“Go hon!”

“ But there’s more ways than one of killing
a cat!” saild Mornington. “I'm going to
think this out.”

“Don’t burst your brain box, old scout,”
said Lovell, still sarcastic and pessimistic.

“If you could think of anything, Morny !
said Jimmy Silver.

“Of course he can’t,” grunted Lovell.
“ Why, I can’t.” Lovell seemed to regard
that as a clincher.

Mornington smiled.

“ He might be kept busy somehow,” he said.

“How ?” snorted Lovell.

“ Well, his rich uncle from Australia might
call on him on Wednesday afternoon, for
instance it

“Eh? What? Has he got a rich uncle in
Australia ?

“ Not that I know of.”

“Then what the thump Fad

“ Only putting a case,” said Mormnrrton
affably.

“ Fathead!”

“Or his aunt from Peckham might drop

L2

in

“Has he got an aunt in Peckham ?”

“Never heard of her, if he has,” said
Mornington. “ What I mean is, lots of things
might happen to keep Manders busy in his
own house on Wednesday afternoon.”

“Lots of things might!” snorted Lovell.
“ But nothing will ! ”

4 Somethmg may, if we help,” said Morn-
ington. “ While there’s life there’s hope.
I'm going to give it a big think.”

“Fat lot of good that will do!” snorted
Lovell. “TI've thought it out already, if it
comes to tha".’

“ Yes—but I'm going to do it with a differ-
ent sort of mtellect old chap.”

Mornington strolled away with that remark,
leaving Arthur Edward ~Lovell speechless,
and his chums grinning.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER

Mornington is Mysterious.

MY SILVER’S motto was © Keep smiling.”
J Generally, Uncle James of Rookwood
contrived to keep smiling, living up  to

his .own cheery maxim, in spite of all the
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troubles that came his way. But at breakfast
on this particular morning there was no smile
to be seen on the countenance of Uncle James.
Mr. Manders had been unusually successful in
his career as a killjoy. Instead of smiling,
Jimmy Silver looked glum.

That unfortunate snowball, which had
landed upon the august features of Mr.
Manders instead of upon the unimportant
countenance of Tommy Dodd, had the direst
consequences. It was going to “ muck up”
the most important foothall fixture of the
season.

Jimmy had brought the team up to perfec-
tion—or as near perfection as possible. They
worked together like clockwork ; they were
to put it poetically, eleven souls with but a
single thought, eleven hearts that beat as
one.

Extracting Jimmy Silver from the team
was like taking the keystone out of the arch.
All the footballers thought so, and Jimmy
Silver modestly agreed with them.

The fellows would put up a good match
without Jimmy. Quite a good man could be
found to take his place. But they wouldn’t
beat Greviriars. To beat Greyfriars, Rook-
wood had to be at the top notch of their
strength. Without Jimmy Silver, they were
nowhere near that point.

And the case looked hopeless. Even the
desperate resource of breaking detention
seemed to be barred. There was no hope,
unless Mr. Manders caught a sudden cold. He
was given to catching cold—chiefly from lack
of fresh air and exercise, which he disliked.
He might catch a cold—and his cold might
even, as Lovell remarked with blissful eager-
ness, turn to pneumonia.

But really it was not probable. Certainly
Mr. Manders was not likely to catch a cold
just to oblige the junior footballers. He was
not an obliging man at the best of times.

Mornington was not looking glum at break-
fast. He was looking very thoughtful. He
was seen to smile—and his smile became a
chuckle. Mr. Dalton glanced down the table
at him; and Morny became serious again at
once. But a glimmer was in his eyeu—and
Jimmy Silver glanced at him with a faint hope.
Morny was a keen fellow, and it was possible—

barely possible—that he had thought of some
way out.

After breakfast, Morny joined the Fistical
Four as they came out. He was smiling now.

“ No end funny, isn’t it ? ” growled Lovell
morosely.

“Who knows ? ” said Mornington. * The
fact is, I’ve been doin’ some thinkin’—"’

“ Any result ? ” grunted Lovell.

“Lots! You know what Shakespeare
says &

“ Blow Shakespeare !’

“ Blow him as ha,rd as you like. But you
know what he says, ‘ Sweet are the uses of
advertisement !’

“ What rot ! Shakespeare says, ‘ Sweet are
the uses of adversity !’ said Lovell.

“ Then Shakespeare missed a chance of
statin’ a great truth,” said Mornington coolly.
“ I’ve never noticed any sweet uses in adver- .
sity—but in advertisement there are no end .

“ What on earth are you driving at?’
demanded Jimmy Silver.

“ Manders !

“ What has Manders to do with advertise-
ments, fathead ?”

“ More than he knows.”

“ Look here, Morny

Mornington glanced at his watch.

“ At this hour the Head will be lingerin’ on
the matutinal toast and rasher,” he remarked.
“ Tt follows, my young friends, that there will
be nobody in his study.”

“ What about it ? ” hooted Lovell.

“ Lots !+ We can use his telephone.”

“ What the thump do you want to use his
telephone for 2 ”

‘““ Manders ! ”

“You shrieking ass!’” gasped Lov.Il
“ What has Manders to do with the Head’s
telephone ? ”

“Tons i

Mornington walked away towarda tles Head’s
corridor, and the Fistical Four, in sheer
amazement, followed him.

Morny tapped at the Head’s door—in case
that study should not be, after all, unoccupied.
Then he looked in. The room was vacant.
Dr. Chisholm had not left his house yet.

‘““ All clear ! ” said Mornington cheerfully.

“ But what—"" exclaimed Jimmy.

L
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“ No time to talk now, my infant. I don’t
want the Head to meander in while I'm tele-
phonin’ for Manders.”

“ Has Manders asked you to telephone for
him ? ” demanded Raby blankly.

“ Not at all. I wouldn’t if he did.”

“ Then what——"

“ Keep an eye on the corridor.”

Mornington glanced rapidly through the
telephone directory, and then picked the
receiver off the hook.

“ Rookham two-CO-four!”

“ What’s that number ? ”’ asked Newcome.

“ The Coombe Times.”

“The giddy local paper?” said Jimmy
Silver.

“ That’s it!”

2 Look here,” growled
Lovell, “we shall get
into a row if we’re caught
in the Head’s study.
What's the good of stick-
ing here while that ass
Morny pulls our leg 7 ”

“I'm not pullin’ your
leg, old bean. I'm pullin’
the leg of the jolly old
Manders bird.”

“How ?” hooted Lovell.

Mornington did no
reply to that question.
A voice was coming through on the telephone,
and Morny had to attend to business.

“Yes! Speaking from Rookwood School.
That the ¢ Coombe Times * ? Good !”

Jimmy Silver and Co. stared at Morny. He
was not speaking in his natural voice, but in a
sharp, strident tone that was reminiscent of
Mr. Manders. Certainly the gentleman at
the office of the “Coombe Times” could
not have supposed that it was a schoolboy
speaking.

“1 understand that your paper appears
to-morrow morning ? ”’

‘“ That is correct, sir. Advertisements may
be handed in at any time up to twelve o’clock
to-day.

= Very good. I will send a boy down to
your office with my advertisement imme-
diately. That.will be in ample time ?

* Ample, sir!”

Instead of punting a ball about the
quadrangle, Jimmy Silver sat down and

patiently scribbled lines of Virgil.
page 228.)

“ I specially desire it to appear in this week’s
paper.”

“ It will appear without fail, sir.”

“Very good. Perhaps you had better take
down the name—Manders ! ”’

““ Mr. Manders ¢ Very good, sir.”

“You assure me that the advertisement
will appear in this week’s paper without fail ?

“ You may rely upon that, Mr. Manders.”

“T shall not be able to give any further
attention to the matter, as I shall be otherwise
occupied to-day, and cannot attend to the
telephone. But if you assure me that there is
no doubt

“ None at all, sir,” came the reply, in
slightly surprised tones.
‘“ Advertisements handed
in up to twelve o’clock

“Very good.”

Mormntrton rang off
He turned to the Fistical
Four with a smiling face.

“So far, so good!” he
remarked.

“Well, where’s the
jape?” asked Lovell. “I
believe that man at the
“ Coombe Times” took .
you for Manders.”

“ Think so really ?

“Well, you didn’t say so, but he must
have thought so, from the way you spoke.”

““ Dear me ! ” said Mornington.
Jimmy Silver laughed.

“ That’s what Morny wanted him to think,
fathead ! ” he said.
“Oh!” said Lovell.

“1 haven’t told him so,” grinned Morning-
ton. ““ If he chooses to think so, from my re-
marks, that’s his own bizney.”

“ But what’s the game ? ” asked Lovell im-
patiently. “ I suppose you’re not going to put
an advertisementin the local paper in Manders'
name ? 7

“ Why not ¢2”

“ Great pip!”

“Why not, if it will keep him busy to-
morrow afternoon while we're playing foot-
ball ¢ ”, yawned Mornington.

(See
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“ But it won’t!” howled Lovell. * How
could it ?”
“ That, my dear old fathead, is still on the

knees of thu gods. I think we’d better clear

now. The Head would be quite surprised to
find us holding a pow-wow in his study.”
“1T think so too ! grinned Jimmy Silver.
The Fourth-formers lost no time in clearing,
Morny’s telephoning being, apparently, at an
end. Lovell was perplcxcd and exasperated ;
and

Raby and Newcome were puzzled;
Jimmy Silver simply
did not know what
to think. But in
spite of his doubts
and misgivings, he
was feeling hopeful.

“ Now, look here,
Morny ? said
Lovell, as the jun-
iors turned out of
the Head’s corridor.

“No time, old «
top—busy !

With that, Morny 7
hurried away to his
study and locked
himself in. He was
busy there for ten
minutes. When he
came down he walk-
ed to the School
gates.

“Youll be Ilate
for class, Morny!”
called out Townsend.

““ Really 2 7 called stammered Tubby.
back Mornington.

“You'll get wigged!”

“ What a life | ” said Mornington resignedly.
And he walked out of the gates, and disap-
peared from the sight of the surpmqed Towny.

Valentine M{)rmnwton was a quarter of an
hour late for classes that mor ning, for which
he duly received a hundred I]Tl{b from Mr.
Dalton. But the hundred lines did not seem
to worry Morny; he only smiled politely,
in fact, and Mr. Dalton gave him a sharp
look. For some reason or other Morny
appeared to be in the very best of spirits that
day.

Mr. Manders stared at Tubby Muffin in angry surprise.

“What do you want ?”’ he asked.
“ You—you've got it, sir!
yelled Mr. Manders.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER

A Sporting Chance !

My SiLveEr did not share Mornington's
high spirits. He could not help feeling
glum.

When he was called upon to construe, it
became evidcnt that hc had not devoted his
attention to > the previous evening.
He couldn’t explam to Mr. Dalton that he had
left prep. over, in order to get some of his

lines ready for Wed-
1 ’ nesday afternoon, as

{

h

J

a necessary step
towards bolting from
detention. Such an
explanation as that
would not have im-
proved matters.

But the Fourth-
form master, for-
tunately, was lenient.
= Perhaps he realised
the perplexity of a
junior football cap-
tain, barred out of
his team by detention

So Mr. Dalton let
Jimmy off lightly.

mg,, But the captain of
WY the Fourth remained

® very serious, not to
say solemn, during
the morning class.

Morny had raised
his hopes, to some
extent ; but he had
little faith that Morny’s wheeze, whatever
it was, would prove of much uge. It
seemed assured that he had to make up
his mind to cut the Greyfriars’ match,
and in that case, his chief problem was to
decide upon a new centre-half. Jimmy was
thinking more that morning about the new
centre-half than about the valued instruction
he was receiving from Mr. Dalton.

And yet, all the time, there was a faint hope,
a slim chance, that he might be able to play
after all, and that the new centre-half would
not be needed. It was quite worrying and

“M-my money, EI}‘: e

(See page 232 )
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perplexing; and not at all surprising that
Uncle James of Rookwood could not, for once,
““ keep smiling.”

Mornington joined the captain-of the Fourth
when they left the form-room. Morny was
Jooking merry and bright.

“ How many lines have you got in stock ? ”
the asked.

' “Righty!” grunted Jimmy.

“ Then hook it to your study-and put in
some more.”

“ What’s the good ? I shall have lots of
itime for lines during the football match to-
morrow ! ” groaned Jimmy.

“ Fathead! If you get clear, you'll be

layin’ footer, not writin’ lines ; but the lines
jwill have to be shown up.”

“How am I to get clear, with Manders
watching me like a cat watching a dashed
-~ mouse ?”

“ Nothing doing!” snapped Lovell.
* You're talking out<of your hat, Morny.
Chuck it.”

Morny shrugged his slim shoulders.

“ Keep smiling ! ” he said.

Jimmy smiled faintly.

“T'm afraid the game’s up, old chap,” he
said. “I don’t know what your dodge is,
but I don’t see, anyhow, how you can bottle
up Manders for a whole afternoon.”

“1 don’t either ! grunted Lovell.

*“ Lots of things you don’t see, Lovell, that
other fellows see ! ” remarked Mornington.

“ Oh, are there?” said Lovell warmly.
* And what are they ? ”

“Well, you don’t see that you're an ass—
“What!”

“ But other fellows see it plain enough.”
“ Look here ! ” roared Lovell.

“Shush!” said Mornington soothingly.
Keep smiling, old scouts. I tell you there’s
a sportin’ chance at least. It mayn’t work!
But I'm fairly certain that it will. Get your
lines done, Jimmy, in case they’re wanted.
It won’t do any harm, at all events.”

“ Well, that’s so!” admitted Jimmy.

“ Go ahead, then!”

Jimmy Silver decided to follow Morny’s
advice. Instead of punting about a ball be-
fore dinner, he repaired to the end study,
where he sat patiently and scribbled Virgil.
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Before he came down to dinner, he had pro-
gressed from “sed populo magnum por-
tendere bellum > as far as “ Aeneas primique
duces et pulcher Tulus,” and had a total of
one hundred and seven lines in hand.

The lines were carefully disposed in the
table drawer, under a stack of other papers.
Not even Mr. Manders was likely to suspect
their existence.

A fellow who got his lines done at the last
possible moment was unheard of at Rook-
wood.

Perplexing as the position was, Jimmy
Silver was conscious of rising hopes. Morny,
evidently, was confident ; and Morny was not
a fellow to be confident without some reason.
In his elusive and rather exasperating way,
the dandy of the Fourth declined all explana-
tion. That seemed to imply a doubt of
success. But it was possible that Mornington:
was only exercising extreme caution : for un-
doubtedly his wheeze, whatever it was, re-i
quired secrecy. He declined to be *“ drawn |
upon the subject, even by Jimmy Silver, the
fellow most concerned.

But Jimmy had made up his mind to have
the three hundred lines finished and ready,
at all events, on the sporting chance of being
able to cut detention undetected on the
MOTTOW.

After dinner he added twenty. After tea,
he primed himself for the ordeal by a brisk
sprint round the quadrangle, and then sat
down determinedly in the end study to grind
out lines.

“Prep.” had to go again. That couldn’t
be helped. Once more he had to risk “ chanc-
ing it ’ with Mr. Dalton in the morning.

Lines, and lines, and more lines, were the
order of the day. Three hundred from
Virgil were no joke.

Jimmy was feeling as if life was barely
worth living, by the time he had scratched
down “ toto me opponere ponto,” and had
completed his three-hundredth line.

He finished at a colon. One more line
would have brought him to a full stop. But
Jimmy saw no reason why he should write
three hundred and one lines instead of a bare
three hundred. The beauties of the great
Mantuan were absolutely lost upon Jimmy
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Silver at this time. Indeed, Jimmy would
have given a week’s pocket-money for the
privilege of punching the Roman nose of the
great poet.

“ There ! ” gasped Jimmy.
my hat! Three hundred—done !
all for nothing &

“ Well, it’s done, anyhow,” remarked Raby.
“Even if you have to keep in the form-room
to-morrow, you won't
have to do the lines
now.”’

“ Might as well, if I'm
stuck 1 doors. I'd
just as soon do lines
as loaf about the form-

“Done! - Oh,
And if it’s

g ,"’ //“ 72 |
T T
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if required. After that there was nothing to
do but to wait, and hope for the best.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
The Amazing Conduct of Reginald Muffin,

HE next day was Wednesday—the day
of the great match. It dawned bright

and clear and cold; an ideal day

for a football match, had other matters been
~as propitious. as the
weather. That after-

noon, Harry Wharton

and Co. were to arrive,

and it was still a

question whether they

would find Jimmy

Silver in the ranks of

i

—
——

—

room doing nothing,” /%é?

grunted Jimmy. A

“Well, do them all the /// 4/
same, and keep this lot [’ ,///
in stock, if you have to %/
stick detention after 5‘:0::‘,\',"}‘::":*% 9,;§
all!1” suggested Lovell. ‘.‘;’1{5‘5}::;:‘#:{}
“ A stock of lines always A
comes in handy.”

“ Something in that!”
remarked  Newcome.
“ May save time on an-
other occasion. Orif any Y
of us get lines from the
Head, we eould use them 1
—the Head wouldn’t
notice the fist.”

“ Good ! said Lovell,

heartily.
JimmySilvergrunted.
Perhaps it was a

happy thought on the
part of Arthur New-
come. But, really,
Jimmy had not labour-
ed through three hun-
dred lines, to supply a stock in case any of
his study-mates got an impot from the Head.

“ Well, it’s done ! he said.
ready in the form-room—Morny may turn up
trumps after all, though I'm dashed if T can
guess what his silly wheeze 1s.”

And Jimmy Silver conveyed the stack of
Virgil to the Fourth-form room, where it was
carefully concealed in a locker, to be produced
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Jimmy Silver, clad for football, dropped from a
window of the Form-room, and scudded away for
the junior football ground.

“ I'll put them

ll? ! C the Rookwood foot-
| iy . ballers.

7 In class that morning

1 Jimmy Silver did not

distinguish himself as
a model pupil. But
Mr. Dalton was very
kind. Indeed, the
master of the Fourth
had gone to the length
of speaking to Mr.
p Manders once more, in
| the hope of softening
that gentleman’s heart.
"]3' He failed to produce

RO

any effect upon Mu.
Manders. That lean
: gentleman had appar-
/ ently understudied

Z = Pharaoh of old, and
&“i—?‘% hardened his heart. So
T e all Mr. Dalton could do

was to be forbearing
to the perplexed junior
(See page 239.) football captain; and
he even kept patient when Jimmy Silver
informed him, absent-mindedly, that Chris-
topher Columbus was a famous eentre-half.
It was at dinner that day that Tubby
Muffin—generally the most unimportant mem-
ber of the Fourth Form at Rookwood—came
into prominence. That Tubby’s mysterious
conduct had anything to do with Morny’s
wheeze, or the prospects of the Greyiriars’



match, never even occurred to Jimmy Silver
and Co. They were to learn that later.
Meanwhile, they couldn’t help sitting up and
taking notice, so to speak, at the curious con-
duct of Reginald Muffin/

Muffin was several minutes late for dinner—
which, in itself, constituted a record. Muffin
was generally late-for everything-else—never
for meals.

Punctuality is said to-be the politeness of
princes. At meal-times, Tubby Muffin was
more than princely in that respect.

On this special occasion Tubby rolled in
geveral minutes late. And instead of asking
for a third helping, he devoted his attention
to something which appeared to be a news-
paper, concealed under his jacket.

Reading at meal-times is a bad habit.
Tubby had heaps of bad habits, but he had
never cultivated that one. There was no
masterpiece of literature that could have
drawn Tubby’s attention from his provender.
Yet here he was, squinting down at a folded
newspaper, instead of devoting his whole and
sole attention to the refreshment of the inner
Tubby. It really was amazing.

“ Muffin ! 7 said Mr. Dalton.

Tubby jumped.

“Oh! Yes, sir

“ You must not read at dinner, Muffin, as
you know very well !

“Oh! I wasn’i, sir.”

“ Muffin!”

“1I haven't got a paper under my jacket,
S_l]_‘—--—-—-” :

“What 2”

“And it isn’t the ¢Coombe Times’!”
gasped Muffin.

There was a chuckle along the Fourth-form
table. How Tubby expected Mr. Dalton to
believe those amazing statements was a
mystery.

“ Muffin, you will take fifty lines for pre-
varication ! ” said the master of the Fourth
sternly, ““ and if you look at that paper again
during dinner, you will be caned.”

SORh!  Yes sirl”

Tubby did not look at the paper again. He
devoted himself to a third helping, and then
to a fourth.

The juniors could not help being surprised.

| 72

Mornington, indeed, gave the fat junior a
rather black look, which Tubby did not even
notice. What unusual interest there could
possibly be, in the local paper, was a question
without an answer for the jumiors. Rook-
wood fellows sometimes bought a copy of the
“Coombe Times,”” as it reported school matches
in its columns, and sometimes other items in-
teresting to Rookwooders. Tubby had a
special interest in the local paper this week,
as he was advertising for sale a hutch for
white rabbits. But nobody had ever found
the columns of the “ Coombe Times” interesting
or thrilling ; and it was simply amazing that
Tubby should be so intensely enthralled by
the local newspaper. The juniors even won-
dered whether a particularly atrocious murder
might have been committed locally, and re-
ported in the ““Coombe Times.” Butit was not
at all probable. Coombe was a quiet, old-
world spot, and never produced a crime
—it was, in fact, very much behind the
times. :

After dinner, five or six fellows surrounded
Muffin in the corridor to inquire.

But Tubby was non-communicative.

“ It’s nothing ! ” he gasped. “ Nothing at
all. That’s all.”

“ But what’s in the paper ? ”’ asked Lovell,

“What paper ?”

“ The ¢ Coombe Times,” fathead.”

“ I—I haven’t seen it.” '

“What ? > roared Lovell.

* It only comes out to-day,” gasped Tubby.
“Naturally, I haven’t seen it yet. I didn’t
ask old Mack to take in a copy for me, and he
didn’t hand it to me just before dinner,
and——"

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“You awful Ananias!” exclaimed Raby
indignantly. “ What’s that sticking under
your jacket ? »

“Eh! that—that’s nothing! I mean, it—
it’s my Horace ! ” gasped Tubby.

“Your Horace!” yelled two or three
juniors. | ;

“Yes. I—I read him for pleasure, you
know—I—I always carry old Horace about
with me ji

Reginald Muffin was interrupted by a howl
of laughter. The idea of Tubby reading
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Q. Horatius Flaccus for entertainment was
too much for the juniors.

Conroy jerked at the * Horace” under
Tubby’s jacket, and jerked it out into view.
It proved to be the ¢ Coombe Times.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Conroy. “I wasn’t
aware that Horace wrote for our local
paper.”

“I—I say—gimme that paper

“ What's in it ¢ ” demanded Ra.wson

 Nothing.”

“ Then we'll have a look at nothing ! ” sald
Townsend with a chuckle,

“ Gimme my paper!” howled Tubby.
‘“ There isn’t any advertisement in it——"

wHae hes el "

“ Besides, I'm going to claim it.”

“Eh! Clalm What ¢ ” agked Jimmy Silver,

“The money,”

“What money?”
blankly,

“It’s mine.”

“You fat duffer, what the thump——"

“ I'm going to Manders about it at once.”

“ Manders % *

“Yes; he’s got it.”

Jimmy Silver took the fat junior by the
shoulder and shook him. It really looked as if
the fourth helping at dinner had got into
Regihald Muffin’s head. Certainly he was
acting very strangely.

“ Look here, you fat chump——"

“ Yarooooh | *

“ What are you going to Manders for ? ”

“Ten pounds.”

“ Wha-a-a-at ? »

Tubby Muffin jerked himself away, and
rushed out of the schoolhouse. Jimmy Silver
gazed after him in blank astonishment.

“Mad as a hatter | ” he ejaculated.

“Fairly off his rocker !’ remarked Putty
Grace. “I've seen thls coming on for some
time. Now it’s come.’

The juniors crowded into the doorway
staring after Muffin. That fat youth was
speeding across the quadrangle to Mr.
Manders’ house as fast as his extensive
circumference would allow. Breathless,
Reginald Muffin vanished into Mr. Manders’
‘house, and was lost to sight; and there was
only one conclusion to which the Classical

7

demanded, J immy

fellows could come, and that was, that the
hapless Tubby was indeed as mad as a hatter !

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Most Extraordinary !
MR. Roger ManNDERS had finished his

lunch, and was crossing the hall to
his study, on the Modern side, Dodd
and Cook and Doyle, the three Tommies of
the Modern Fourth, were looking out of the
doorway in the quadrangle, and thinking of
the approaching match, in which they were
going to distinguish themselves. A fat form
came rushing up the steps, and rushed into
the house so suddenly and forcibly that
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle and Tommy
Dodd were hurled right and left. Evidently,
Reginald Muffin was in a hurry !
“My hat! What——"
“You fat duffer——""
“ Oh, crumbs!”

Heedless, Tubby rished on. He was

Jbreathless, and his fat face was red with °

excitement. He caught sight of the angular
form of Mr. Manders, and almost shouted :

“ Mr. Manders!”

The Modern master looked round.

He was quite surprised to hear his name
howled in that manner, in the hall of his own
House, by a breathless Classical junior.

He frowned portentously.

(13 Muﬂ‘in ‘ 2
“It’s mine | ” gasped Tubby.
“ What ¢

“T've come for it, please.”
Mr. Manders blinked at him. He was so
astonished that he almost forgot to be angry—

though not quite.

“Is the boy mad ? ” he ejaculated.

“ Mine, sir——"

“What is yours, you absurd and stupid
boy ? ” snapped Mr. Manders.

“ The ten sovereigns, sir.”

“ Wha-a-at ? ”

“ I—I lost them

“You have lost ten sovereigns ! *
Mr. Manders, in blank amazement.

The three Tommies, and a dozen other
fellows, stared at Tubby, as amazed as their
master. Tubby’s statement was astonishing
enough; indeed, it was dumbfounding.

exclaimed
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Jimmy Silver passed the ball to Morny, and Morny drove it fairly into the goal. * Goal!” roared

the crowd.

Certainly Tubby Muffin had never been known
to be in possession of such a sum as ten
pounds ! And sovereigns !

It was exceedingly doubtful whether there
were, at any time, ten golden sovereigns
within the walls of Rookwood School. Plenty
of pound notes, doubtless; but sovereigns
were quite another matter. There were fags
at Rookwood who had never seen a sovereign.

“The boy is mad!” said Mr. Manders,
addressing space.

“I—I've come for them, sir
Muffin.

“You have come here for ten sovereigns,
which you allege you have lost ¢ ” exclaimed
Mr. Manders.

“ That’s it, sir.”

“Do you dare to state, Muffin, that you
have lost ten sovereigns in this House ? ”

“Oh! No, sir!”

“Then what do you mean ? ”

“ On the river bank, sir—the bank of the
Roke—I lost the bag with the ten sovereigns
in it——-"

“T do not believe your statement for one

'”

gasped

Rookwood had equalised !

(See page 242.)

moment, Muffin. But if you have indeed
lost a sum of money, the proper person to
acquaint with the fact is your form-master,
Mr. Dalton. It is no business of mine.”

And Mr. Manders walked on angrily to
his study, and snapped the door shut after
entering it.

Muffin blinked after him.

“Potty ! ” murmured Tommy Dodd.
“ Balmy in the crumpet, you know. 1 say,
Muffin, go back to your dorm. and dream
again.”

Tubby Muffin did not heed. He rolled
away to Mr. Manders’ study door, and
knocked at it. Without waiting to be told
to come in, he opened the door and entered
the study.

Mr. Manders stared at him in angry surprise.

“ What do you want, Muffin ?

“ My—my money, sir.”

 Money ! ”

“ Yes sir,”

“ What have I to do with your money ?”’
roared Mr. Manders, quite exasperated by
this time.
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“You—you've got it, sir!” stuttered
Muffin.

Mr. Manders fairly jumped.

“I1!” he yelled. :

“Yes, sir! I've come for it.”

Mr. Manders {frequently became angry
without adequate cause. On this occasion,

it must be acknowledged that he had cause. .

Certainly he became very angry.

He strode towards Tubby Muffin, and
grasped him by the collar. With his free
hand he reached for a cane.

Outside the study, a dozen fellows stared
into the open doorway, in amazement.
Tubby’s amazing conduct fairly dumbfounded
them. Bearding a lion in his den, a Douglas
in his hall, was child’s play, compared with
cheeking Manders in his own study, like this.
Reginald Muffin was never supposed to be
cast in heroic mould ; yet what he was doing,
the cheekiest and most plucky junior at
Rookwood might have shrunk from. But
he had to pay for his temerity.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Mr. Manders, as a Modern master, was
not supposed to cane a Classical fellow.
Occasionally he transgressed that rule. He
transgressed it now with emphasis.

Whack ! whack !

“ Yarooosh ! ” roared Muffin, wriggling
frantically in an iron grip. “Oh! Ow!
‘Whooooop !

Whack ! whack !

“ Help ! Hoooop——woooop ! Oh, erumbs !
Leggo! Gimme my money!” shrieked
Tubby desperately. * You’re not going to
keep my money! Yaroooop!”

Whack ! whack! whack ! whack !

“ Yooooooooop ! ”’

“There ! ” gasped Mr. Manders. “ You—
dare to come here—to insinuate—indeed to
state—that I have in my possession money
belonging to you. You wicked, untruthful,
unscrupulous, stupid boy——"

“ You—ow—ow—ow | ”

“ Take that——"

¥ Yoooooop !

“ And that—"

““ Woooorrooop ! ”

““1 trust, Muffin, that that is a sufficient
lesson | ” panted Mr. Manders ; * you have,

I suppose, been set on by some more cunning
person than yourself to play this disreput-
able trick—you are too stupid to understand
its enormity. Who told you to come here ?

“ Yarooooh ! ™

“ Was it Silver ¢ ” thundered Mr. Manders.

“Wow-wow! No! Nobody! Ow! I
came for my money!”

“ Bless my soul!”

Whack ! whack ! whack ! whack ! A

Tubby Muffin’s terrific roars rang through'
Mr. Manders’ House. The Modern fellows
stared on blankly. It was a terrific whacking ;
but the amazing thing was, that Muffin kept
on asking for it, as 1t were.

“Now go!” said Mr. Manders, breath-
lessly.

“ Grooogh! Ow!
money e

“The boy is out of his senses,” said Mr.
Manders, in sheer wonder; °° Muffin, leave
this study at once. ‘Another word, and I
will cane you again.”

“ Look here 2

Whack !

“1 say—’

Whack !

Tubby Muffin bolted. TFlesh and blood
couldn’t stand it. Still, apparently, under
the firm impression that Mr. Manders was
in possession of cash that rightfully belonged
to him, Muffin, the fat Classical, fled—
yelling. Mr. Manders slammed his study
door. And Tommy Dodd and Co. fairly
buzzed with excited discussion—forgetting
even the Greyfriars’ match, in their amaze-
ment at the mysterious and extraordinary
carryings-on, of Reginald Muffin of the
Classical Fourth.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Morny’s Master-Stroke !
JIMMY SiLver anD Co., in the meantime,

Oh, dear My—my

had elucidated the mystery. The clue was
contained in that copy of the Coombe

‘Times, which had been jerked away fr_om'
‘Tubby Muffin. It was open at the advertise-

ment columns ; and a fat thumb-mark drew
attention to a paragraph—evidently the
paragraph which had so keenly interested
Muffin.
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The column was headed “Lost aND
Fouxn!” 1t contained two or three an-
nouncements of the usual kind found in such
a newspaper column. But one announcement
was of great interest. It ran:

“ The person who lost a small bag con-
taining ten sovereigns on the towing-path
by the Roke, can have same by applying
personally, bétween the hours of 2 and 5,
on Wednesday afternoon, to Mr. Roger
Manders, in Mr. Manders’ House, at Rook-
wood School, near Coombe.”"

“My hat!” said Arthur Edward Lovell.
“ Is that what Muffin was after ?
lost ten quid.”

“ Tenpence would be nearer the mark, for
Muffin ! ”” said Raby. * The fat duffer’s going
to claim it.”

“The awful rascal ! ” said Newcome.

“ Just like Muffin ! ”” chuckled Putty Grace.
“1I say, this is the first I've heard of Mr.
Manders finding ten quids on the towing-
path.”

“'What an ass to put in an ad. about it,”
said Rawson. “ He could have taken it to the
police-station.”

“ He ought to have taken it to the police, I
think,” said Jimmy Silver. “ Why, an
advertisement like this might bring a crowd of
dishonest bounders after the money.”

Lovell whistled.

“ I—I suppose there are people who wouid
claim it, without having lost it ! ** he remarked.

“Not nice people!” grinned Conroy.
“But I believe there are a few people in
existence who are not nice.”

“ Just a few ! ” chuckled Jones minor.

*“ Muffin for one!” roared Lovell.  Ha,
ha, ha! Tubby’s put in for the ten quids
already.”

“The awful fat rotter!” said Jimmy
Silver, laughing in spite of himself.  He
ought to be kicked! But Manders wouldn’t
be ass enough to hand over the money to
Muffin.”

“ No fear!”

“ Hallo, here he comes!” roared Conroy.
“He doesn’t look as if he’s bagged ten
quids.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Tubby Muffin certainly did not look like a

He never

fellow returning from a successful expedi-
tion. He was gasping and groaning as he
rolled dismally towards the schoolhouse. The
crowd of juniors intercepted him.

“ Got it ¢ ” howled Flynn.

“Ow! No! He won’t hand it over.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

“ Did you expect him to, you fat duffer ?
chuckled Jimmy Silver.

“ I'say, it’s mine, you know.”

“ Tell that to the Marines ! ” chortled Higgs.
“ Manders isn’t likely to believe it.”

“ And where did you get ten sovereigns
from, Muffin ?”* demangded Jimmy Silver
sternly.

“ I—I—I—T had it in a registered letter,”
gasped Muffin. ““ My—my pater, you know

“ And you lost the registered letter with the
ten quid in it 2

* Yes, Exactly.”
“ The advertisement says it was in a small
bag 23

“Oh! I—I mean—-"

“Tell us what you mean,’
“It’s quite interesting.”

“ You—you see, I—I had put it in a small
bag, for—for safety——"" Muffin stammered.

“Go it!” said Lovell.

“1 say, Manders whacked me instead of
handing over my money o

“Serve you jolly well right.”

“Think I’d better go to the Head, Jimmy %
asked Muffin anxiously.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“ Certainly. What you want is a flogging,
you dishonest young rascal ; and if you go to
the Head with a yarn like that, you'll get
one. Go at once.”

“Oh! I say—do—do you think the Head
wouldn’t believe me ? ”

“Ha: bha, ha”

“How’s he to know the money wasn’t
mine ? ”’ demanded Muffin. “ Sovereigns ain’t
numbered like currency notes.”

“ So that’s why you've laid claim

“Yes. I—I mean, no. Of course, I
wouldn’t ! But—but anybody might claim
the money, the way Manders puts it. 1 dare-
say a dozen people will be here this afternoon
for that money,” said Muffin. * Dishonest

)

grinned Lovell.
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people, you know, who haven’t any claim to
itr'—‘-‘——”

“Have you any claim to it?’ bawled
Lovell.

“Well, T saw the advertisement first——"’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“How is Manders going to tell whom it
belongs to, if a
dozen people come?”’
demanded  Muffin.
“Why, that advert-
isement will be the
talk of Coombe by
this time. All the
loafers at the Bird-in-
Hand will be coming
along to claim those
quids. As the chap
who spotted the ad-
vertisement first, I’'m
entitled to putin the
first claim——"

“You fat rascal!”

“ Look here, Jim-
my Silver, you're not
going to claim it

“What 27 yelled
Jimmy.

“’Taint fair—it’s
my paper—you
wouldn’t have seen
it if T hadn’t had the
paper. Don’t you
butt in e

“Do you think I
would claim money
that doesn’t belong

to me, you fat

worm ?”’ shrieked

Jimmy Silver. “Go!” roared Mr.
“Well, of —of

course not. I  Steps

wouldn’t either, you
know,” gasped Muffin. But— but to
prevent some dishonest person getting hold of
1t, you know——"

“It's no good talking to Muffin,” said
Lovell. “ Bump the fat bounder! May
bump some honesty into him.”

“ Here, I say—yarooooh——

Manders; and he swung the
purple gentleman round and rolled him down the
“I'm going ! ”

“ Yow-ow ! ”* roared the visitor.
(See page 243.)

Tubby Muffin had suffered at the hands of
Mr. Manders. But his sufferings were not
ended yet. The Classical juniors collared the
enterprising claimant, and proceeded to bump
him in the quad, methodically and scienti-
fically. And the last state of Tubby Muffin
was worse than the first. ;

When the chuckling juniors left him,
Tubby Muffin was sitting on the ground,
gasping and spluttering frantically. He was
not thinking now of trying to get hold of
the ten pounds. He was trying to get his
second wind. |

“By Jove, though!” Lovell exclaimed
suddenly, as he walked away with his chums,
“that giddy advertisement may come in
useful.”

“ How’s that ? 7 asked Raby.

“Why, Manders doesn’t seem to have
thought of it, but a lot of rogues will be
after that money,” said Lovell ; “ I shouldn’t
wonder if every rotter in the neighbourhood
gives Manders a look in, making out that he
lost the quids.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“ Quite likely ! ” he said.

“Well, then, that ought to keep Manders
pretty busy this afternoon—and give you
a chance to bolt
out of detention !”
said Lovell ex-
citedly; “if he
has a lot of
callers, all
through the after-

noon——

“My hat!
Might keep him
too busy to
squint into the
form-room at all,
what ¢ >’ exclaim-
ed Newcome.

Jimmy Silver
started.

“ Great Scott ! ” he ejaculated. *“ Morny ! ”’

“ What about Morny ? ”

Jimmy fairly gasped. He understood at
last. Valentine Mornington was strolling
under the beeches with his chum Erroll,
and Jimmy Silver rushed across to him:
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followed by his puzzled chums. Jimmy
caught the dandy of the Fourth by the shoulder.

“Morny! You awful ass—"

“ Hallo, what’s the row ? ” asked Morning-
ton coolly.

“That advertisement——"

“What advertisement ? ”

“Did you do it ¢ ” gasped Jimmy.

“ Holy smoke!” yelled Raby; * Morny !
It was you——"

“Morny ! ” said Lovell dazedly, “how
could Morny——" Arthur Edward broke
off, as he remembered the telephoning in
the Head’s study.

“ Don’t shout, dear boys,” said Morning-
ton cheerfully, “I’d rather Manders and
the Head didn’t know.”

“You did it 2 gasped Jimmy.,

“ Little me!” said Mornington, with a
cool nod.

 Then—then—then ten sovereigns haven’t
been lost on the towing-path at all2”
stuttered Lovell.

“Not that I know of.”

* Then—then Manders hasn’t found them 2

“ Couldn’t have if they haven’t been lost.
I should say that that was as big a cert as
anythin’ in jolly old Eueclid.”

“Oh, crumbs ! said Lovell.

“ And Manders never put that advertise-
ment into the local paper at all 2 ” murmured
Newcome, in quite an awed voice.

“I fancy not ! ” assented Morny.

“Morny! You ass!” breathed Jimmy
Silver ; “ there’ll be an awful row about
this. Manders will have a regular procession
of rogues and vagabonds coming here,
between two and five, after those quids.”

“Just that!” assented Mornington ;
“keep him busy, what 2 ”

“ But—when it’s found out that you put
the advertisement in ” exclaimed Jimmy.

“ But will it be found out ? ” asked Morny
argumentatively. “¢The Coombe Times’ man
thought it was Manders telephoning from
here. He expected a boy to call with the
advertisement, and a boy called——"

“You'll be recognised——

“I don’t see it. You see, I tipped a
country kid a bob to take the advertisement
into the office.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the Fistical TFour
together.

“No end of a giddy jape, what ? 7 smiled
Mornington. “ I don’t say it’s goin’ to be
a jolly old success. But there’s a sportin’
chance, what ? Manders is certain to be
fairly busy, at least. You’ll hook it from
the form-room as soon as Dalton’s gone,
and chance it, Jimmy.”

Jimmy chuckled.

“You bet!” he answered.

“ And Manders ought to have a busy time
and a fairly entertainin’ time. I hope so,

at least. Of course, it was my kind regard
for Manders that made me think of this
stunt——-"

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Oh, what a gorgeous jape!” gasped

13 2 ] X Eapt

Lovell. “Jimmy, old man, you’re playing

Greyfriars this afternoon! It’s right as
rain! Hurray!”

And the Fistical Four almost hugged
Morny. -

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Chancing It !
OUTSIDE the select circle of Jimmy Silver

and his immediate pals, nothing was

said concerning Morny’s master-stroke.
Obviously, the less said about it the better.
“The jape on Manders ” was justifiable from
the point of view of the junior foothallers.
Mr. Manders himself would not have looked
at 1t from that point of view—neither would
the Head—neither would Mr. Dalton, It
was a case of the least said, the soonest
mended ; of speech being silvern and silence
golden; of a still tongue showing a wise
head ; in fact, any amount of proverbial
wisdom could have been cited on the subject.
So the juniors, like Brer Fox in the fable,
lay low and “ said nuffin.”

But inwardly they rejoiced. Even if
Morny’s “ wheeze ” did not succeed in dis-
tracting Mr. Manders’ attention from the
captain of the Fourth that eventful after-
noon, at least it was certain to give Mr.
Manders an exciting time. That was some-
thing. But the Rookwood chums hoped
for complete success.
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At the appointed hour, Jimmy Silver went
into the form-room for detention. Mr.
Dalton dropped in to speak to him there.

“ As you know, Silver, I shall be at Bag-
shot with the senior team this afternoon,”
said the Fourth-form master. “ I shall expect
to find your three hundred lines written out
when I return.”

“ Very well, sir,” said Jimmy ; happy in the
knowledge that three hundred lines from the
seventh book of the Aeneid lay already written
in his locker.

“I am sorry, Silver, that I cannot excuse
yvou from detention,” added Mr. Dalton.
“ You see for yourself that it is impossible.”

“ Yes, sir; thank you all the same,” said
Jimmy.

He composed his face to a serious, in fact
dismal, expression, as Mr. Dalton left him. In
the circumstances it was not judicious to look
too bright.

Mr. Dalton quitted the form-room, leaving
Jimmy Silver to ink and paper and P. Ver-
gilius Maro. Jimmy mounted to a form-room
window, and a little later had the pleasure of
seeing the senior eleven start in their brake—
Bulkeley and Neville and the rest, with Mr.
Dalton.
~ The brake rolled away and disappeared.
Jimmy Silver descended from the window,
and took his seat at a desk as there was a foot-
step in the corridor.

He was sitting down to Virgil, with a long
flismal face, when Mr. Roger Manders looked
in

3

“Oh!” said Mr. Manders. “ You are here,
Silver.”

Jimmy looked up.

“Yes, sir! I'm detained,”
innocently.

“ You do not seem in a hurry to commence
your lines, Silver,” said Mr. Manders sarcas-
tically.

_“I've got the whole afternoon before me,
sir.”

“ Quite so: but you must understand that
unless the total of three hundred lines are
written, you will be kept in the form-room until
they are finished, even after five o’clock,”
snapped Mr. Manders.

“ Very well, sir.”

he said

“ Tt 18 now two o’clock,” said Mr. Manders.
“1 shall give you a look in shortly, Silver.”

“ Thank you, sir.”

Mr. Manders sniffed, and left the form-room.
Jimmy was at a window a minute later, and °
he saw the Modern master’s angular form
striding away across the quad.

As soon as he was gone, Lovell looked in.
He brought a bundle with him, containing
Jimmy’s foothall rig.

“ You can change here, old bean, as soon as
you feel safe,”” remarked Lovell. “ Nobody
will happen in here, if Manders doesn’t.  Stick
1t out to the last minute, for safety—don’t
come down to the ground till the Greyfriars’
chaps are there.”

“ What-ho ! ”” assented Jimmy Silver.

“ Carthew’s gone out,” said Lovell. “ He
went off with Hansom and Talboys of the
Fifth. Coast’s quite clear.”

“ Good.”

Lovell strolled away smiling, and Jimmy
lounged to the window again. The kick-off
was timed for two-thirty, so Harry Wharton
and Co. were expected along soon. Raby and
Newcome had gone in a brake to meet the
Greyfriars’ fellows at the station. On Little
Side, some of the Rookwood footballers had
already gathered, and were punting an old ball
about to keep themselves warm.

Tommy Dodd and Co., of the Modern Fourth,
were standing in the doorway of their house,
with overcoats and mufilers on over their foot-
ball rig, when Mr. Manders came back there.
They were discussing the strange fact that
Jimmy Silver, although detained for the after-
noon in the schoolhouse, had not filled the
vacant place of centre-half in the team. They
drew from it the conclusion that Jimmy intend-
ed to cut detention: and their opinion was
that Jimmy was an ass. For what chance
had any fellow of escaping the hawk eye of
Mr. Manders ?

“The telephone’s ringing in your study, sir,”
said Tommy Dodd, as the Modern master came
in.
Mr. Manders nodded shortly, and passed on
to his study. The bell was ringing loud and °
fast.

The Modern master took the receiver off the
hook.
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“ Well 27 he snapped.

“ That there Rookwood ?

Mr. Manders gave a start. It was a hoarse
voice, most decidedly uncultivated, that ad-
dressed him over the wires.

“Yes ! ” he snapped.

“ Cove of the name of Manders there ? ™

“What ?”

“ Manders ! ”

“ T am Mr. Manders ! What do you want 2"

“Good! I've
been put off
once—glad
Ive got you
this ere time.
I'm Bob Log-
ger.”

“I’ve mno
acquaintance
with you, sir,
and desire
none !”’ snap-
ped Mr. Man-
ders, and he
jammed the
receiver back.

He sat down
in his arm-
chair. He had
some papers to
draw up that
afternoon:
papers with
little catches in
them, on which
it was to be
hoped that
unwary pupils
would come to
grief. That
congenial task was interrupted by a loud
and incessant buzzing of the telephone bell.

Mr. Manders jumped up angrily, and grabbed
the receiver.

“What ? 'Wkoisit ?” he exclaimed.

“Me, guv'nor.” It was the same voice
again. *° We seem to ’ave got cut orf some-
0w.}3

(13 Sir’ I 3

“ Corst me another thrippence,” said Mr.
Logger. *“ But that ain’t much when ten blink-

(

master into the fender.
ting up his fists.

Mr. Manders groaned and gasped and gurgled and shrieked for
help, but Bob Logger, with a final hefty shake, hurled the House-

“Come on!” roared Bob Logger, put-

ing quids is concerned.

“What ¢

“ Them ten sovereigns

“What ten sovereigns?”
Manders.

“ Them what was torst. They’re mine. I'm
calling for ’em this atternoon. Jest rang up
to let you know. I s'pose I'm the first 2

Mr. Manders was about to jam the receiver
back savagely, but he realised that this Mr.
Robert Logger
was a sticker.
It was no use
cutting off, to
be rung up
again. So he
suppressed his
angry impati-
ence as well as
he could. Ob-
viously, to Mr.
Manders’ mind
there was some
mistake going
on

The money’s mine.”

33

roared Mr.

S Frdortt
know what you
are talking
about!” he
snapped.
“Eh? Them
ten quids.”
“You have
the wrong
number. Kind-
ly ring off.”
“’0ld on!
Ain’t you Mr,
Manders ¢ 7
“¥es.”
Mander’s Ouse,

(See page 246.)

“ Roger Manders. Mr,
Rookwood ?

“ Yes—yes.”

“Then you’re the bloke what’s got the dibs.
It’s all right—I'm a-coming along for them.
You ain’t parted with ’em yet ¢

“T fail to understand you ! What on earth
are you referring to 2’ Mr. Manders almost
shrieked.

“ Them ten quids—"

“Pah!”
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Mr. Manders rang off, savagely, Three
minutes later there was another ring at the
telephone bell. Whether it was Mr. Logger
again, or another gentleman, Mr. Manders did
not know or care. He let the buzzing pass
unheeded, and it ceased at last.

This incident—inexplicable and annoying—
did not improve Mr. Manders’ temper. When
he heard the sound of merry voices in the
quadrangle, he looked out of his study window
with a frowning brow. The Greyfriars’ party
had arrived in the brake from the station—he
saw the cheery faces of Harry Wharton, Bob
Cherry, Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, and the rest of the Grey-
friars” crowd. The sight did not please him—
happy smiling faces never pleased Mr. Man-
ders. He looked more sour than ever.

Tommy Dodd and Co rushed away to greet
the Greyfriars’ visitors, with Lovell, and Morn-
ington, and a crowd of fellows. Mr. Manders
compressed his lips and left the house, walking
over to the schoolhouse. These were the foot-
ballers who were to play Jimmy Silver’s team :
andSilver was quite capable—quite!—of break-
ing detention, and hurling defiance and disre-
gard in the teeth of all authority. To save
Silver from that iniquity, Mr. Roger Manders
walked across the quad to the school house.

He found Silver in the Fourth form-room,
just composing his features to an expression
of the deepest woe. Jimmy had seen the lean
gentleman approaching from the window, and
was ready for him. He had the first sheet of
his “lines ” on the desk before him, too, so
this time Mr. Manders could not accuse him of
neglecting his task.

He looked up meekly as the lean face poked
in at the doorway. Mr. Manders stood and
regarded him sourly.

There was simply nothing for him to find
fault with—nothing at all. It was hard—but
there it was !

“I am glad to see you are working, Silver,”
said Mr. Manders, at last.

“ Thank you, sir!” said Jimmy meekly.
“ It’s very kind of you to take such an interest
In me, sir,” :

Mr. Manders set his lips.

“If that is intended for impertinence,
Silver—— "’

“ Mr. Manders, please, sir,” came a voice
from the corridor. Pilkins, the page in Mr.
Manders’ house came hurrying up.

“What is it Pilkins?” snapped Mr.
Manders.

“ Gentleman to see you, sir.”

“Oh! Very well !

Mr. Manders rustled away.

A minute later Mornington looked into the
form-room, grinning.

“ It’s the first ! ” he said. “ The jolly old
first of the bunch! Let’s hope there’ll be a
mob to follow. Raby says the brake passed
five or six gaudy characters heading for Rook-
wood.”

“ Good egg !’ said Jimmy.

“You’ve got to chance it now. Get into
your things, and drop out of the window—and
hook it ! We’re all ready on the ground.”

“ Right-oh !

Mornington walked away whistling. Five
minutes later, Jimmy Silver, clad for football,
dropped from a window of the form-room, and
scudded away for the junior football ground.

The die was cast now—or as Jimmy, being
a Classical fellow, might have put it, jacta
alea est. He had taken the chance: and he
could only hope that his luck would hold good.
Three minutes more, and the ball was kicked
off ; and the Rookwood footballers, and their
old rivals and friends of Greyfriars, closed
in strife.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
The First Half.

My Silver was chancing it.  He hoped
J that Mr. Manders would be too busy
that afternoon to give him any attention.
But, as a matter of fact, he very quickly for-
got even the existence of Mr. Manders.

The game claimed all his attention.

Harry Wharton and Co. had come over from
Greyfriars to win—as they fondly believed.
Certainly they put plenty of “ beef ** into the
game from the start.

The pick of the Greyfriars’ Remove were in
the visiting team. There was Squiff in goal ;
Johnny Bull and Mark Linley at back ; Bob
Cherry, Peter Todd, and Tom Brown, halves ;
Harry Wharton, Hurree Singh, Vernon-Smith,
Frank Nugent, and Ogilvy, forwards. That
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was a team that required ““some ” beating,
and Jimmy Silver was well aware of it.

With a team like that in front of him, a
junior football captain was not likely to have
any time to worry about Roger Manders.

Even if Mr. Manders had been sighted in

the offing, Jimmy would hardly have given
him a glance, once the game was fairly going.

Certainly, if that lean form had marched on
the field and claimed Jimmy as a truant,
Jimmy would have had to sit up and take
notice. But ' that dread possibility was
banished from his mind in the excitement and
stress of the game.

Jimmy was in his favourite position—centre-
half. His forwards were Raby, Mornington,
Erroll, Tommy Dodd, and Tommy Cook. In
the half-way line with Jimmy were Conroy
and. Arthur Edward Lovell. The backs were
Tommy Doyle and Towle. In goal was
Rawson.

Mornington, in the front line, was brilliant ;
Erroll was rapid and reliable ; the others qmte
good. But doubtless the Greyfrlars forwards
had some advantage. In the half-way line
of Rookwood, however, was a tower of strength
—or more correctly, three towers of strength.
On the whole the teams scemed fairly well
matched, and it was, as many of the spectators
remarked, anybody’s game.

But there was no doubt that, minus Jimmy
Silver, the Rookwooders would have been at a
terrible disadvantage. KForces so equally
balanced would have been rendered terribly
unequal by the loss of the best man on the
Rookwood side.

Of the Fistical Four, only Newcome had no
place in the team. Football came before
friendship, Jimmy Silver considered, and
Newcome manfully did his best to agree.
Newcome was a good forward ; but with better
stuff in hand, hls chum had to leave him on the
reserve list. Arthur Newcome did not wholly
recognise the superiority of the better stuff;
but that was a matter for the football captam
to decide, and Newcome took his sentence
with cheerful fortitude. Newcome joined the
crowd of Rookwood fellows who watched the
kick-off ; but being merely a spectator, he did
not think solely of the game, but gave some
thought to Mr. Manders.

T

The danger of the match being interrupted
by Mr. Manders was manifest to Newcome,
who had not forgotten the existence of that
lean gentleman as the footballers had.

Indeed, Newcome had some desperate
thought at the back of his mind, of watching
for Mr. Manders, and ° huttmnr » him if he
appeared on the football ﬂround—truly a
desperate expedient.

The game was hard and fast from the start ;
but the score was a long time coming. It was
Harry Wharton who put the ball in at last for
Greyfriars, after twenty-five minutes’ play.
There was a shout from the Greyfriars’ fellows
who had come over with the team.

“Goal!”
“Good old Wharton!”
“Bravo!”

Greyfriars had broken their duck. Rook-
wood lined up again in a determined mood ;
but in spite of all their efforts it was not easy
to equalise. Valentine Mornington, with a
brilliant effort, almost succeeded but Squift
knocked out the ball, and the game swayed
away to midfield. There was almost a groan
of disappointment from the Rookwood junior
crowd. It had been a near thing, but a miss
was as good—or as bad—as a mile, and Grey-
friars were still one up with the interval
approaching.

“I say! Jimmy’s playing!”

Newcome glanced round as Tubby Muffin
made that remark at his elbow.

“Go hon!” he said, sarcastically.

“1 say, Jimmy’s detained, you know,” said
Muffin, with a blink of great astonishment.
“He ounht to be in the form-room. Suppose
Manders sees him here, what ? ”’

“ Br-rr-r-r ! ” said Newcome.

Newcome looked round towards the school
buildings. There was no sign of Mr. Roger
Manders to be seen. Q.omvt]um‘ or other must
have kept the attention of the Modern master
occupied, or certainly he would have missed
the detained junior from the form-room by
this time.  Was Mornington’s amazing scheme
going to be a success ? Really, it looked like
1t. Only stress of other affairs could possibly
have kept Mr. Manders from discovering the
absence of the truant.

( 240 )



THE GREYFRIARS V. ROOKWOOD MATCH

1

ey

To face page 240. 5 L_OOK OUT IN GOAL'! Y



oa

Gl
Wi

g

m*({ﬁmh gfi i
:“*gx-_ﬁg_‘:w(&r( (et

h=1 ——

Newcome saw a man dodge in before the porter could shut the gates—then another got over
the gates and another climbed over the wall. “ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Newcome. “ They're
all heading for Manders’ house. (See page 247.)

Newcome observed, too, that the crowd Newcome grinned.
round the football ground was not so numerous “ After your ten quids ? ” he asked.
as before. Fellows seemed to be straying off, “ Yes—dishonest rotters, you know. They

as if there was some other centre of attraction. can’t all have lost ten quids in & bag on the
“ Anything going on in Mr. Manders’ house, towing-path, can they ? ” asked Tubby argu-

Tubby ? ” asked Newcome. mentatively. ““ Old Manders might as well
Reginald Muffin gave a fat chuckle. have handed it over to me. I say, there’s a

£} ]

“ Yes, rather ! Visitors, you know—— crowd there—I‘m going back.”



And Tubby Muffin rolled away, evidently
regarding the proceedings at Mr. Manders’
house as being more entertaining than the
Greyfriars’ match.

Newcome was not of that opinion ; but he
 decided to give Mr, Manders a look-m, and he
followed Tubby from the football ground.

A few minutes later there was a roar from
the football field.

“(Goal!”

“ Bravo | ”

Jimmy Silver had sent the ball to Morning-
ton, and Morny—not failing this time—had
driven it fairly in. -~ Almost on half-time,
Rookwood had equalised.

A minute or two later, Brown major of
the Fifth, the referee, blew the whistle.

“ One to one,” said Arthur Edward Lovell,
with much satisfaction. “ All right so far.
‘That was a good goal, Morny.”

“ Jimmy’s as much as mine,” said Morning-
ton. “ But have you fellows thought of
Manders ¢

Jimmy started,

“ Blessed if I hadn’t forgotten there was
such an object in the wide world!” he
ejaculated,

““Ha, ha, hat"

“ Looks as if the jolly old stunt is a howling
success | ”” said Raby.

“It do—it does,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Good old Morny! If only Manders keeps
off the grass for the second half——"

Jimmy Silver looked round, bhut the
horizon, so far, was not blotted by the
apparition of Mr. Roger Manders.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Inexplicable !

- Jr R. MANDERS was amazed.

M He was dumbfounded.
Thunderstruck, in fact, would not
be too strong a word to describe the state
of Mr. Manders.

The Modern master had expected to be
busy that afternoon. He had exam. papers
to prepare, with pleasant little catches in
them for unwary victims—not an uncongenial
task. Likewise, he had several little walks
across the quadrangle in view. Every half-

{
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hour or so, it was his amiable intention to
glanee into the Form-room, over in the School-
house, and ascertain by the evidence of his
own eyes that the detained Classical junior
was still there, exploring the beauties of
Virgil,

Undoubtedly, Mr. Manders was busy that
afternoon, as he had expected to be. But he
was not busy in the manner that he had
expected. Far from that.

It seemed to Mr. Manders that that part
of the county of Sussex in which Rookwood
School was situated had been seized by a
sudden spasm of insanity.

Only on such a theory could the amazing
happenings of that afternoon be explained. /
It began quite early. Mr. Manders, called
from the School-house by the page’s message
that a gentleman had called to see him,
returned to his own house. He wondered
who the gentleman was, and what he wanted.
As he came into his house, he -wondered
still more, for the gentleman who had called
to see him was a rather remarkable gentleman.

He was a little, thin gentleman, clad in
the shabbiest posslblc attire, and with a
purple complexion. His looks indicated that
he was a determined opponent of the Pussy-
foot campaign. It was obvious that he
spent a great deal of money in support of
the drink traffic, which left him without
resources to expe nd upon soap. Mr. Manders
gazed at him in surprise and indignation.
Such a gentleman had no right whatever
to call at Rookwood to see Mr. Manders.

“Sir !’ said Mr. Manders, most ungenially.

The purple gentleman nodded and smiled
to him,

* Mr. Manders ? ” he asked.

“That is my name. Kindly explain what
you want here ! ”” snapped Mr. Manders.

“ Name of 'Ookey, sir.”

“What ¢ ”

“’0Ookey—that’s me. I've called for the
money.”

“ Money ¢

“That’'s it.! Ten soverelgns in a bag what
I lost on the towing-path, sir.’

Mr: Manders blinked at him. Ten sovereigns
in a bag seemed to be haunting Mr. Manders
that day. First of all, there had been the
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amazing conduct of Tubby Muffin.” Then
there had been the mystifying talk on the
telephone. = Now there was a gentleman
with a purple complexion, in person, actually
calling on Mr. Manders on the same mysterious
subject. Mr. Manders’ footsteps seemed to
be dogged, as it were, by a phantom of
ten sovereigns in a bag.

“ Lucky you found 11;, sir,” said Mr. Hookey
affably. ““ Looking in the paper for a job,
gir ; that’s ’ow it was, otherwise I'd never
’ave knowed that you'd found it.”

“ @i, I—I—"

“ Got it about you, sir ¢ ”

“What ? What ?”

“ Them ten quids, sir!”

Mr. Manders raised a bony hand and
pointed to the open doorway.

“Go!” he said.

(14 25
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“ But I've called

“You are intoxicated, sir!” said Mr.
Manders. “ You have no right to be here! I

shall, speak severely to the porter for letting
you enter. How dare you come here, sir ? £

Mr. Hookey blinked.

“T've called for the money ! he said.

(14 GO ! )

“ But the money

“Do you dare to ask me for money ?”
exclaimed Mr. Manders. “ How dare you
come here to beg % ”’

“ Who's begging ? ” demanded Mr. Hookey,
getting angry himself. “ Ain’t I asking for
my own money ?

“You are intoxicated!” thundered Mr.
Manders. * Leave this house!”

“ P'raps I ’ad a drop at the Bird-in-’And,”
said Mr. Hookey. “ It’s a cold day. As for
being toxicated, it’s a lie! No more toxicated
than you are, Mr. Manders. Bless your ’eart,
it ain’t so easy to get tommfed these days.
‘What with the price of drink
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“Not Without my money ! I”” said Mr. Hookey
hot]y “T s’poge you ain’t trying to Leep a
man’s money from him, sir ? 7’

*“ Are you insane ?’ * hooted Mr. Mandcrs
“I have no money belonging to ycu!”

“ Them quids

22

“Go!” sliricked Mr. Manders.

“ Look ’ere, ’ave you got them ten quids
or ’avent you got them ten quids?”™ de-
manded Mr. Hookey. * Did you pick up a
bag of sovereigns or did you not ?

“ What, what ? Certainly not!”

“ Then what for did you say that you did ?

“ The man is mad ! " gasped Mr. Manders.
“Sir, if you do not leave these premises im-
mediately, you will be ejected by force!”

“ Look ’ere %

“Go!” thundered Mr. Manders.

“’And over the spondulics, and I'll g0 fast
enough ! ” howled Mr. Hookey. * Why,
keeping a man’s money—you're no better'n a
thief ! 7

That was too much for Mr. Manders. Gen-
erally, Mr. Manders was not prone to be
belligerent ; generally, in fact, he would have
walked ten miles to avoid anything in the
nature of a personal encounter. But the purple
gentleman was very small, and Mr. Manders
towered over him. Sideways, there was not
much of Mr. Manders ; but length-wise there
was a great deal of him. It was safe to deal
drastically with this obnoxious purple gentle-
man, so Mr. Manders, giving a free rein to his
wrath, dealt with him drastically. He grasped
the purple gentleman by his dirty collar, and
jerked him round to the doorway.

The purple gentleman gave a wild howl.

“Ow! Let a man alone! I'm going!
Yow-ow ! ”

“Go!” roared Mr. Manders.

The purple gentleman rolled down the steps.

He picked himself up, stared at Mr. Manders,
and bolted for the open gateway. Mr.
Manders, somewhat solaced by the drastic
handling of the purple gentleman, retired to
his study.

He was perplexed and annoyed. But he
forgot his annoyance as he settled down to
his work. Shortly afterwards his work was
interrupted by a buzz on the telephone bell.

Mr. Manders picked up the receiver.

“ That Mr. Manders 2 ”’

“Yes. Mr. Manders speaking.”

“ Keep 1t tiil I come!”’

“What ? 7’

“Don’t you ’and it over to anybody elze,
gir! It’s mine!”
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“What ? What is yours?”

“Them quids!”

 Blegs my soul!”

“ Jest seen it, sic—only jest, so I thought
I'd ring up. I'm coming along directly.”

There was quite a crash as Mr. Manders
slammed the receiver back into its place.

“What can this mean?” he gasped.
“ Have a number of

“ All right, guv’'nor!” said a hoarse voice
in the corridor. *‘I'm’ere! Won't keep you
a minute! Jest ’and over the quids, and I'm
off |-

And Bob Logger twirled the page aside
and walked into the study.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Shell Out !

people gone suddenly

msane ? There seems
to be an impression
that I have a sum of
money to give away—
it is amazing ! ”’ |
Undoubtedly it was
amazing. Nobody who
knew Mr. Manders
would have supposed
for a moment that he
would give anything
away. Still, these
mysterious  claimants
were strangers to him,
and did not know his
disposition; and |
evidently they had an |
impression that he was |
giving away sovereigns. }

Mr. Manders sat down
to his study table
again, but 1t was |
difficult to concentrate }
his attention upon his |
work. As for Jimmy
Silver, Mr. Manders had
forgotten him.

Possibly he would
have remembered — in
fact, certainly he would
have remembered—had
he been left in peace. “ Go away !
But it was fated that spluttered.
Roger Manders should not be left in peace that
surprising afternoon. ~ There came a tap
at the door of his study, and Pilkins looked
in.

“ A gentleman, sir—name of Logger

“ Logger!” Mr. Manders remembered the
first talk on the telephone. I cannot see him,
Pilkins. Tell him to go away at once.”

.

1_,_

raved.
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It was in vain that Pilkins denied the man
admittance, and, inside, Mr. Manders fairly

Rr. Logger nodded
*“f M affably to the

! Rookwood
I master.

He was a powerfully
built man, with a
rugged, bulldog face,
and knuckly fists of
large size. He was, at
first glance, a gentle-
man whom no prudent
person would have cared
to meet in a lonely
place on a dark might.
The study floor almost
shook under his heavy
tramp as he came in.

Mr. Manders stared
at him savagely. But
he had to rein his wrath
to some extent. It
was palpable that Mr.
Logger could mnot be
dealt with drastically
like Mr. Hookey.

The burly man was
quite  good-tempered
so far. Doubtless he
was pleased and cheered
by the prospect of hand-
ling ten sovereigns that
did not belong to him.

Go away at once!” he “ Arternoon, sir!”
(See page 249) he said.
“ (-g-good afternoon!” gasped Mr.

Manders.

“ 1 give you the tip on the "phone, sir ! You
ain’t :anded out ten quids to any other bloke
yet 2 ”

“Eh! Certainly not!”

“Good!” said Mr. Logger, with much
satisfaction. “ Thought you might ‘ave.”
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“ 1T should not be likely to hand money to
strangers for no reason, I suppose !’ snapped
Mr. Manders.

“Very sensible of you, sir,”
Mr. Logger.

approved
“ There’s dishonest people
about, sir—low coves what would claim
money what wasn’t theirn.  Very right
and proper, sir, for you to keep it in and
for the right bloke. I'm the bloke !

“You are what ? ”’

“ The right bloke ! ”

“ Bless my soul !

“Course, you want a cove to put it
straight,” said Mr. Logger. “TIll tell you
’ow 1t was. Them ten sovereigns, sir, was
the savings of years of ’ard work. 1 kept
them in a bag; I don’t trust them banks.”
Mr. Logger shook his head. * Kep’ it about
me, sir. Being as ’ow I'd ’ad a drop too
much that night, I goes and loses it. That’s
‘ow it was.”

“I—I—I fail to understand—"

“Ain’t I putting it plain ¢ asked Mr.
Logger. “I'm the bloke what them quids
belongs to. I've called for them—ten sove-
reigns in a bag.”

“T—1 think I must be dreaming ! ” gasped
the unfortunate Mr. Manders. “Do you
mean to say that you suppose 1 have ten
sovereigns for you ? ”’

“Not much s’posing about it that I can
see! ” answered Mr. Logger. “ You ain’t
"anded them to nobody else ?

“ Certainly not! 1 have not——

“ Then ’and them to me ! ”

“ Bless my soul! But—but why—what—
how——"

“ We're wasting time,” said Mr. Logger.
“I ain’t got any time to waste, sir. I'm
thirsty—I mean, I'm busy. ’And over the
money and I'll go.”

“ I have no money to hand you ! ”

(1] What 2 1

“ I cannot imagine why you should suppose
that I have ten sovereigns to give you. I
have nothing of the kind.”

“Dror it mild!” said Mr. Lowger, losing
his affability quite suddenly.  “ Findings
ain’t keepings, I s’pose ¢ You ain’t sticking
to them quids ¢ ”

“1I have not the faintest idea—"

39
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“ Changed your mind singe you put it in,
what ¢ ” sneered Mr. Logger. “ Well, sir,
it’s too late. If you wanted to steal them
sovereigns, you should ’ave thought of that
sooner. Now I’ve called for em.” :

“ There are mno sovereigns!” shrieked
Mr. Manders, in bewilderment. “1 have
not a single sovereign In my possession !
Are you so ignorant that you are not aware
that there is now a paper currency in this
country ? ”

Mr. Logger blinked.

“1 don’t foller,” he said. * Currency be
blowed ! I lost them ten quids in a bag on
the towing-path.”

“1If you have lost money, you must apply
to the police. A schoolmaster is not the
proper person to apply to.”

“Come off!” said Mr. Logger roughly.
“You found them quids——"’

“ Found them ? Certainly I did not!”

“You didn’t ? 7 howled Mr. Logger.

“No! Most decidedly, no!”

“Then what for did you say you did 2 ”
roared Mr. Logger.

“T did not! I deny—I never——" splut-
tered Mr. Manders.

“You did!” roared Bob Logger. “ Ain’t
I seed 1t in black and white ? Didn’t old
Stiggins, at the Bird-in-’And, show it to me
in the paper, and didn’t he say to me, ‘ Bob,’

says he, ° this looks like a chance for some-
body,” says he. ‘I'm on!’ says I. And
ere I am.”

This was so much Greek—or, rather,

Sanskrit—to Mr. Manders.
blink at the indignant Bob.

“If any other cove has told you that
them quids 1s his’n,” said Mr. Logger, it
ain't true! Savings of years of ‘ard work,
they was. I'm waiting for them quids,
Mr. Manders.”

“1I repeat,” gasped Mr. Manders, “that
I have no money to give you! I have no
sovereigns—I| have not seen a sovereign for
years. If you do not immediately leave
this place, I shall telephone for the police ! ”’

Mr. Logger breathed hard.

“ Meaning to say, you don’t believe that
they belong to me?” he asked. “ You
can’t take a man’s word ? ”

He could only
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“ No—yes—no! There are no sovereigns!

1 assure you that I have never found any
sovereigns on the towing-path or elsewhere.”

“ That won’t wash, sir!
take my word they was mine, I'm willing
to put up my ’ands, if you can’t take a
gentleman s word. But tellin’ me there
ain’t any sovereigns—that’s too thick! You
goes and advertises in ‘ Lost and Kound’
in the paper that you’d found them——"

“1did not! I have not! I never 2

“Ain’t I seed it ?” roared Mr. Logger.
“Didn’t the landlord at the Bird-in-"And
show it to me 27

“ Impossible ! You—you are acting under
some—some misapprehengion! I certainly
never did advertise anything of the kind !

“ You're Mr. Manders ¢ *’

*“Yes, yes,”

“This ’ere is Mr, Manders’s ’ouse, Rook-
wood ¢

“ Yes—oh, yes ! ”

“Then there ain’t no mistake. You've
changed your mind, and you want to freeze
on to them quids; that's ’ow it is!” said
Mr. Logger darkly. * Dishonest, I call it !
In a schoolmaster, too, what has boys to
bring ‘up honest! I'd never ’ave believed
such a thing. But if you think, sir, that
you’re going to ’ang on to my money, that 8
where the mistake comes in!”

“I—I tell you——

Mr. Logger clenched his enormous fists
and came round the table towards Mr.
Manders.

“’And it over ! ” he said laconically.

Mr. Manders dodged wildly.

“1—1 tell you, upon my word—my word
of honour Keep off ! I do most solemnly
say Yaroooooop !

Bob Logger had Mr. Manders by the neck
now. He shook the lean gentleman a great
deal like a terrier shaking a rat, only Mr.
Logger bore a closer resemblance to a bull-
dog than to a terrier.

“Ow! Oh! Help! Police! Yoooooop!”

“ Are you ’anding over my money ¢ ”’

“Yow-ow-ow | *’

Shake | shake ! shake !

*“ Whoooop! Help!”

Bob Logger shook and shook. It was

If you didn't -

growing clear to him now that there were no
“ quids " to be had from Mr. Manders. Pos-
sibly Mr. Logger had not wholly expected his
claim to be credited ; he was prepared for
doubts. But Mr. Manders’ declaration that
there was no bag of sovereigns at all was too
much for him. His only possible conclusion—
after reading the advertisement in the
“ Coombe Times ’~—was that Mr. Manders, on
reflection, had determined to keep the money.

Naturally that made Mr. Logger indignant.
A rascal very seldom has any fellow-feeling
for another rascal. So Bob Logger proceeded
to punish Mr. Manders for his supposed
raseality.

Shake, shake, shake !

Mr. Manders howled, and groaned and
gasped and gurgled, and shrieked for help.
Pilking’ scared face looked in at the study
doorway; a dozen other faces were soon
looking in. Two or three of the Modern Sixth
came to the rescue at last—in a rather gin-
gerly way, for Mr, Logger was a formidable
gentleman to tackle.

Bob Logger gave Mr. Manders a final hefty
shake, and hurled him into the fender. Mr.
Manders rolled on the hearthrug and splut-
tered.

“Come on!” roared Bob Logger, putting
up his hands.

The Sixth-formers backed.

“ Clear out, you hooligan!’” said Framp-
ton.

“ I'm going,” said Mr. Logger. * That man
—your blinking schoolmaster—he’s a swin-
dler! He’s keeping money what don’t belong
to him. 1’d fight him for it if he was man
enough to put his ’ands up.”

GGroan from Mr. Manders.

Bob Logger stamped out of the study, the
Sixth-formers gladly letting him pass in
peace. Astonished stares greeted Mr. Logger
on all sides as he strode away. In the quad-
rangle a crowd was gathering before Mr.
Manders’ house. Bob Logger halted there,
and brandished a big fist at the fagade of the
house.

“ Come out: ! ” he roared.

Newcome had just arrived on the scene.
He fairly blinked at Bob Logger. Evidently
Morny’s stunt was working—emphatically so.
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“Come out!” bawled Mr. Logger. “If
you're a man, old Manders, come out and put
up your ‘ands, man to man.”

Mr. Manders would as willingly have ac-
cepted an invitation into the den of a hungry
lion. He did not appear.

“ Oh, my hat ! ” gasped Newcome. * I say,
my man, you'd better cut. They’ll ring up
the police-station.”

“Who you torkin,
to 2 inquired Mr.
Logger.

And with a
backhander, he
sent Newcome
sprawling.

“Ow!” howled
the hapless junior.
“ Oh, crumbs!”’

“You coming
out, old Man-

““ Man pitched into him, lot of fellows saw it.”” -

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ There’s three more after him.”

“ Three! Oh, crumbs!”

“ Old Mack tried to keep them out at the
gates,” gasped Newcome. ¢ They wouldn’t
keep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ One dodged in before he could get the
gate shut — Man-
ders has sent him
an order to lock up
another got over
the gates, and I
saw another climb-
ing over the wall.”

* Ha, 'ha; hal”
roared the juniors.

“All heading
for Manders’
house!”  gurgled

ders ?” roared Mr.
Logger.

There was no
reply, and Bob
Logger stalked
away towards the
gates, old Mack
retiring’ into his
lodge as he saw
him coming. And
so Bob Logger at
last shook the
dust of Rookwood
from his feet.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
The Second Half

Eager faces, rather in need of soap and water, were

quids ! ”

¢ TIMMY :

J Newcome came up breathless. The

Rookwood footballers were chatting

with Harry Wharton and Co. in the interval.
Brown major of the Fifth was looking at his
watch.

Jimmy Silver looked anxious.

“ Not——" he began.

“No. He’s not coming!” gasped New-
come. ‘Oh, my hat! Such larks.”

“ Visitors for Manders ?”’ asked Mor-
nington.

“Ha, ha! Yes.” Newcome’s face beamed.
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pressed against the window panes.
It was quite a chorus.

Newcome. ““ And
I saw five or six
more shaking the
bars at the gate,
howling to Mack to
let them in.”
Jimmy Silver
and Co. yelled.
They had hoped
that Mr. Manders
would be kept busy
that afternoon.
Undoubtedly he .
was being kept
busy. Of that, as Mr. Gilbert has said,
there wasn’t a shadow of doubt, not a pos-
sible probable shadow of doubt, no possible

“1 lost them
(See page 251.)

 doubt whatever.

“ Big joke on, you fellows ?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“Joke of the season,” answered Jimmy,
beaming. “ The last thing in japes, the real
record. Somebody’s shoved a bogus adver-
tisement in the local paper, and a lot of
rogues are coming along to claim a bag of
quids that never was lost.”

“ Oh, my hat!”

“ Manders is having the time of his life,”
explained Mornington. “It’s keeping him
so busy that he can’t worry about a chap
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who's playing footer instead of writing lines.’

R 0]1 ! gaid Harry Wharton, laughing. “ I
see.’

“ Some scheme, and no mistake,
Bob Cherry.

“The schemefulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky junior
of Greyfriars. “ It takes the honourable and
respected cake.”’

”? chuekled

“Ha, ha! It does.”:
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Time!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

" The footballers went into the field again
for the second half of the great match.

Jimmy Silver and Co. were merry and
bright. It was fairly certain now that there
would be *““no more Manders,” so to speak.
Roger Manders had his hands full with
unnum bered claimants for a non-existent
" bag of sovereigns.

The second half started in great style,
but the crowd of spectators had greatly
thinned. It was a great match, an important
match, and there was first-class play to be
seen on both sides. But the counter-attraction
was too strong.

All the Rookwood Fourth—Classical and
Modern—were keenly interested in the Grey-
friars’ matech ; but still more keenly were
they interested in the amazing adventures
of Mr. Manders.

Even Newcome felt himself torn away,
and, after watching the game for ten minutes
or so, he drifted back to the quad to see how
Roger Manders was getting on. Fellows who
remained to watch glanced over their shoulders
every now and then in the direction of the
school buildings.

Only the footballers, in fact, quite fororot
Roger Manders. But they had more lmportant
things to occupy their attention.

It was a gruelling game. Both teams
were in great form, and in a mood of deter-
mination.

The score was level at half-time, and it
remained level, with narrow escapes on
both sides, as the minutes ticked away. But
a terrific attack by Greyfriars got through
at last. The Greyfriars’ forwards came up
the field in splendid style, passing like cloek-
work ; and Rawson, in goal, was beaten to

the wide. The ball went in from the foot of
Vernon-Smith. 3

“ Goal I'” roared Bob Cherry.

“Two to one!” murmured Jimmy Silver,
as the footballers walked back to the centre
of the field. * Pull up your socks, you fellows.”

The Rookwooders pulled up their socks,
and luck came their way. Five minutes later
Erroll put the ball into the Greyfriars’ goal.

Once more the score was level, with ten
minutes to go. It was still “anybody’s
game.”
~ Every minute that followed was erammed
with incident. Another goal to either side
would decide that hard-fought game ; it was
pretty clear that not more than one would be
taken. Both sides were determined that
it should net be a draw.

Jimmy Silver, all thoughts of Mr. Manders
and of his detention forgotton urged his
men on to their utmost efforts.

“ Stick it on, you fellows ! Now’s the time !
Only one more goal ! ™

And the Reokwooders
manfully.

Hard and fast went the game, swaying
up and down the field. A struggle in {front
of the Rookwood goal. failed to materialise ;
the backs cleared, and Lovell sent the ball along.
A rush into the Greyfriars’ territory followed.

Squifft was en the watch in his citadel,
all eyes and hands and feet; and Harry
Wharton and Co. fell back to defend. But
they could not succeed in clearing, The ball
went to midfield, only to meet the foot of
Jimmy Silver, and to come back like a pip
from an orange. Mornington drove it in.
and Squiff fisted it out. Brown of the Fifth
looked at his watch.

Hard and fast; harder and faster! But
there was, by this time, not a shout of en-
couragement for the football heroes, for not
a single spectator remained on Little Side.
The counter-attraction had won the day,
and every fellow not chained to the spot had
streamed off towards Mr, Manders’ house,
It was the first time on record that Roge:
Manders had succeeded in interesting a Rook
wood crowd ; but, quite unintentionally, he
had succeeded this time. In faet, Mr. Roger
Manders had brought down the house !

“stuck it on”
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Awful !

% 0 away!”
G 1 Hay ? 22
“Go away!” shrieked Mr. Man-
ders passionately.

Mr. Manders was excited; indeed, he
looked almost hysterical.  The strange,
mysterious, inexplicable affair of the bag of
sovereigns was getting on his nerves.

It was in vain that Mr. Manders had
sent orders to old Mack, the porter, to
lock the gates, and to refuse admittance to
any person asking for Mr. Manders. Old
Mack locked the gates, but the seekers after
fortune were not to be baffled so easily as
all that. Obviously, Mr. Manders’ advertise-
ment in the “ Coombe Times” had spread
all over Coombe. Every loafer at the Bird-in-
Hand or the Red Cow had heard of it, and
jumped at it. Ten pounds were not to be
picked up every day; the temptation was
great to gentlemen of loose principles. Had
the advertisement stated that banknotes
had been found, it would have been a different
matter ; a claimant would have been expected
to give the numbers of the notes. But a
bag of sovereigns could be claimed with
impuiity, and there was a sporting chance of
getting hold of the goods, at least. So the
honourable company of the Bird-in-Hand
considered, at least.

Three rough-looking individuals, with mutu-
ally hostile looks, converged on Mr. Manders’
house. It was in vain that Pilkins denied
them admittance; they shoved in.  Mr.
Manders fairly raved when they found their
way into his study.

“Go away! Go away at once! Goodness
gracious, go away | ”’

They stared at him.

“ What's the trouble, guv'nor 2 ”

“I've looked in for that there bag of

uids——"

“T've called for my money

* Cheese it, Bill Hikes ! It’s my money ! ”

“You shut up, Sam Trotter! I lost that
there money on the towing-path——"

“You’ad ten quids tolose ? Idon’t think!”’

“ Look here, you two, it’s mine——"

2

“ Chuck it, Ted Harker! Chuck it!”

“Go away!” roared Mr. Manders. “I
have no money; mo sovereigns have been
found, I assure you!”

Messrs. Harker, Hikes, and Trotter ceased
their recriminations, and gave their undivided
attention to Mr. Manders as he made that
statement—or, rather, as he roared it.

“ No money——"

“No sovereigns——" _

“Dror it mild! Where’s the dibs then ? ”

“Go away!” gasped Mr. Manders, I
will telephone for the police——"

“ Where’s the dibs ?” roared Mr. Harker
indignantly. “ You advertises that you’ve
found a bag of spondulics, Where are they ? ”’

“I—I have not——"

“ You advertises ! ” howled Mr. Hikes.

. “1 did not—I——"

“Why, ’ere it is in black and white!”
shouted Mr. Trotter, producing a soiled copy
of the “Coombe Times” from his pocket.
“ Look at this ’ere, old codger!” A dirty
thumb indicated the advertisement, to the
amazed eyes of Roger Manders. * Now wot
you got to say ?”

Mr. Manders had nothing to say for some
moments. He wondered whether he was
dreaming. There it was—in black and white,
as the indignant Mr. Trotter declared. Mr.
Manders gazed at it, thunderstruck.

“ Deny it if you can!” said Mr. Trotter,
scornfully. “Don’t you believe I'm the
howner ? T’ll proveit. I dropped that there
bag of sovereigns on the towing-path out of
my trousis pocket. There was a hole in the
pocket, which I can show.”

And Mr. Trotter dragged out the lining of
his ragged trousers, and showed the hole in it.
There were about fifty or sixty other holes in
Mr. Trotter’s garments, if further proof had
been required.

“ Gammon ! ” howled Mr. Hikes. “ Gam-
mon! I dropped that there bag of quids on
the towing-path accidental like, jest as I was
taking it to the bank—dropped it out of my
’and——"

“Stick to the truth, Bill Hikes!” inter-
rupted Mr, Harker. * Well you know that
I lost that bag of quids on the towing-
path!”
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“ There was no bag of sovereigng at all 1.”

ghrieked Mr. Manders.

“ What ?”

“This advertisement is false—ift is un-
authorised—it has been inserted in my name
by some person or persons unknown-——"

“ You don’t expect a cove to swaller thclt
inquired Mr, Harker, with lofty scorn, * Say
you mean to pocket the money, and we’ll
believe yer.”

“1 assure you—I swear

“(Come off, old gentleman! We're arter
the quids. We ain’t come ’ere to listen to
fairy tales.”

““ No blinking fear ! Look ’ere,
’and out the dibs, and we’ll
settle atween us who they
belong to ! ”

“ That’s fair!”

“ There is no money ! ” raved
Mr. Manders. “ Go away! Go
away at once! Bless my soul!
Gol”

Mr. Manders careered to the
telephone. He grabbed up the
receiver, and panted out the
number of the police-station.

The three claimants stared
at  him, and stared at one
another. Whether the bag of
sovereigns had a real existence -
or not, it was plain that Messrs.
Halker, Hikes, and Trotter were
not going to llandle them.

“Send a constable ! ” gasped
Mr. Manders into the trans-

2

mitter. “Send a constable at 2
house. (See
onece—Mr. Manders’ house, Rook-
wood. Hurry! Hurry |
¢ Strike me pink!” said Mr. Harker,
There was a general move on the part of

the three (]amnnts They did not seem to
want any personal dealings with a constable.
Probably their relations with the police were
rather strained already.

Mr. Trotter only lingered a moment to
bestow the end of his ragged boot on Mr.
Manders as he bent over the telephone.
There was a fearful howl from Mr. Manders
as he rolled over, dragging the instrument
down with him. Then the visitors retired.

With a heavy,
tread, Mr. Boggs crossed

towards Mr.

“Oh!” gasped Mr, Manders. “Ow!
Goodness gracious!  I-—I—Oh!  Thank
goodness they are gone! Ow! Oh! Wow!”

They were gbne. But alas for Mr. Manders !
As they went another gentleman passed them
in the d{)orwayﬁcommg in!

“This ’ere Mr. Manders’
asked the gentleman.

“ Haw, haw!” roared Mr. Harker. * You
arter the quids ? Yes, this is the ‘ouse, Go
in and try your luck!”

The gentleman went in. Pilkins made an
attempt to close the door, but the gentleman
planted a large foot in the way,

“ Mr. Manders at ’ome ¢ he

asked,

“ Yes—no—can’t come in!”
gasped Pl]lmls.

“Tell "im Mr. Scuppers has
called about the bag of
sovereigns 4

“ Oh, my eye!” gaid Pilkins,

Mr. Scuppers shoved the door
further open, and shoved in,
Another gentleman came racing
up the steps.

“Don’t’ you come in here,
Charley Hunkq I exclaimed 1Hr.
Seuppers.  “1 was first, and 1
know what vou’re arter!”

“ Halves!” breathed Mr.

ouse, what ?”

Hunks.
Mr. Scuppers reflected a
moment, and nodded.

“ Halves 1t is,” he answered.
“ Where’s Mr. Manders, me lad?”

“ You can’t see him——
Yow-ow !’ wailed Pilking, as
Mr. Scuppers took his ear in a hefty finger
and thumb.

SCant 1 7%

“Ow!

Slam !

Mr. Manders heard them coming. He
slammed his study door and turned the key
in the lock, just in time.

Mr. Scuppers and Mr. Hunks hammered at
the door.

“Go away ! 7 shrieked Mr. Manders,

“ We've called for the money, sir.”

“Them quids, gir.”

stately

Manders’
page 251.)

said Mr. Scuppers,
This way ! ”

pleasantly.

£ 250.%)

RERSE R NS SEF =



* Belongs to both of us, sir. TLost it to-
gether on the towing-path, we did ! ”

“ Kept it in the same bag, sir, being such
pals. It’s ours, sir.”

Thump. Thump? Thump !

“Go away! I have sent for the police.
Bless my soul! I will have you taken into
custody—prosecuted, arrested |  Oh, dear!”

“ Here comes the bobby!” shouted Pilkins.

“ Oh, my ‘at!” gasped Mr. Scuppers. “I
don’t want to see no bobby. I ’ate bobbies.
I'moff!”

“I'm arter you!” gasped Mr. Hunks.

The hammering at Mr. Manders’ door
ceased. A crowd of Rookwooders in the quad
roared with laughter as the two latest claimants
dodged out of the house and fled. Pilkins—
who had not been brought up at the feet of
George Washington—had given the alarm
rather early; there was no sign of a police-
man yet. But as soon as Messrs. Hunks
and Scuppers were out of the house, Pilkins
shut the door and put the chain up.

Bang, bang, bang! came at the door.
Hunks and Scuppers were gone, but three or
four other untruthful gentlemen had arrived.
The door did not open, but a kind junior—
Newcome of the Fourth—pointed out Mr.
Manders’ study window to the visitors.
Eager faces, rather in need of soap and water,
were pressed to the window-panes.

“ Mr. Manders, sir £

“Let a bloke in

“1 lost them quids!”

It was quite a chorus. Mr. Manders
pressed his hands to his distracted ears, and
longed for the sight of a policeman’s helmet.
There was tapping at the window, and a
rather vigorous tap broke a pane. I‘ragments
of glass rattled on the floor.

“Let a cove in, sir! You don't want to
keep my money, I g’pose?”

“What's this ’ere game, Mr. Manders ?
Can’t you answer a bloke who's called for
money he’s lost 2”7

“ Look ’ere, do you want me to come in at
the winder ? ”

Mr. Manders groaned.

“Look out!” shouted Tubby Muffin in
the quad. L

0ld

*“ Peelers !
1t was Police-constable Boggs at last.

Mack thankfully let him in at the gates. With
a heavy, stately tread, Mr. Boggs crossed
towards Mr. Manders’ house. And at the
sight of the official uniform, the claimants of
the bag of sovereigns melted away like snow
in the sunshine. Peace at long last descended
upon the harassed soul of Roger Manders.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
The Winning Goal!.

& .OAL! % ' .
G‘ “Good old Jimmy!”
Lovell.

“ Hurray ! ”

It was a splendid goal. Right up to time,
the hot attack on the Greyfriars’ citadel lasted,
but Johnny Bull drove back the ball at laist.

gasped

It was then that Jimmy Silver, centre-half,

put in a long shot almost from nudﬁc]d and
sent the leather home. He knew it was on
time—he expected to hear the blast of the
whistle as he kicked—there was not a second
to spare; no time for anything but taking
that long chance, and Jimmy Silver took it
and “ got there.”

“ Goal 1

Pheep ! went the whistle.

“ Hurray ! ”

It was Rookwood’'s game right on the
stroke of time. Arthur Newcome came racing
up breathlessly. He heard the shrilling of
the whistle as he came.

“ Rookwood wins!” Lovell shouted to
him. “ How’s Manders getting on ?”

““ Ha, ha, hal” -

“It’'s a regular riot!” gasped Newcome.
“Oh, my hat ! Ha, ha, ha! They've been
besieging him = :

i Ha, ha, ha!?”

“ Now the bobby’s come——

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

““ Cut off, Jimmy,” breathed Tovell. © We'll
look after these chaps. Cut off.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

All had gone well. Mornington’s amazing
scheme had been an amazing success. Jimmy
Silver had played in the great match—in spite
of Roger Manders and all his works. And—as
it turned out—he had won the match for
Rookwood. Jimmy would not have cared
very much now if his absence from the
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Form-room had come to Mr. Manders’
knowledge. Nevertheless, he was not anxious
for a licking to wind up that happy and
eventful day, so he cut off from the foot-
ball field without delay.

The attention of nearly everybody within
the walls of Rookwood was centred on Mr.
Manders’ house just then. It was easy
enough for Jimmy to dodge in at the open
window of the Form-room unnoticed.

He was breathless, but he lost no time. In
the dusky Form-room he changed hurriedly,
and his football clothes were rolled out of
sight in a locker.

In Etons once more, Jimmy Silver sat at
his desk, with a stack of impot paper before
him on which were inscribed three hundred
lines from P. Vergilius Maro—so fortunately
prepared in advance.

Harry Wharton and Co. were staying to
tea before they went for their train. Lovell

and his comrades looked after them, Jimmy -

being under detention.

Newcome looked 1n at the Form-room door,
grinning.

“ They're gone,” he announced.  “ Boggs
cleared them off, and turned back some more
that were coming up the road.”

Jimmy chuckled.

“ Manders might look in here now.”

“ Let him,” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

““Ha, hia,; ha!"

Newcome strolled away to join the foot-
ballers at tea. But Mr. Manders did not look
in. Mr. Manders was utterly oblivious of
Jimmy Silver now, he had. completely for-
gotten the existence of that cheery youth.
In a state of excitement, almost hysteria, and
of raging wrath and indignation, Mr. Manders
was thinking about anything but Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy smiled as he heard the sound of a
brake in the quadrangle, and understood
that the senior footballers had returned from
Bagshot with Mr. Dalton. It was close on
five now, and at five o’clock his detention
was to expire—if his lines were done! Un-
doubtedly his lines were done!

There was a step outside as five o’clock
rang out from the clock-tower.
looked in.

Mr. Dalton

®

Jimmy rose respectfully to his feet.

“Your lines are done, Silver ? > asked Mr.
Dalton, with a kindly glance at the detained
junior.

“They are here, sir,
murely.

““Then—ah, here is Mr. Manders ! ”

The lean gentleman had remembered
Jimmy’s existence as five o’clock rang out.
He came whisking into the Form-room. Pos-
sibly he hoped that Jimmy was not there—a
victim would not have been unwelcome to
Mr. Manders just then.

“ Oh, you have returned, Mr. Dalton ? ”

“Yes, Mr. Manders.”

“ Has Silver——"

“Silver is here.”

Mr. Manders set his lips hard.

“1 see that he is here,” he said sourly.
“1 think it as well, however, to ascertain
whether he has written his lines.”

“ He tells me——"

“I should prefer to see for myself; Mr.
Dalton.”

“ Pray do so, then, Mr. Manders.”

Mr. Manders did so. Then, having abso-
lutely nothing more to say, he whisked out
of the Form-room, and stalked across the
quadrangle to his own house.

“You may go, Silver,” said Mr. Dalton,
with a smile.

“ Thank you, sir.”

And Jimmy Silver went.

2

said Jimmy de-

Mr. Manders made exhaustive inquiries
into the affair of the inexplicable advertise-
ment. He spent a great deal of time on that
matter; but the result was nil. Somebody,
1t was clear, had played a jape on Mr. Manders,
but the identity of that somebody was a deep
mystery.

Mr. Dalton came to learn, later, that Jimmy
Silver had figured in the Greyfriars’ match.
When that circumstance came to his know-
ledge, Mr. Dalton may have put two and
two together with more or less success. But
he did not speak on the subject, and Jimmy
Silver and Co. never knew how much their
Form-master knew or guessed concerning the
mystification of Mr. Manders.

THE END,
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By PERCY LONGHURST
{llustrated by Harry Lane

A Story of the
Great Gold Rush
in the Klondyke

S e e S e S e S e e e e

HEN gold is discovered in a new country

\x; a “rush ”’ to stake out claims follows

immediately ; those first on the ground
usually get the pick of the rich claims. How
these claims become the property of the
staker is well enough known. The man
drives in a wooden peg at the four corners
of the area of ground of a size as mining law
requires, and there most people think, is an
end of it.
almost always forget it—is that the ground
so staked out does not become the property
of the person putting in the pegs until he has
recorded his claim at the office of the nearest
government recording official. At least, that
is the law in Canada. A certain time is
allowed after driving the pegs in which to
make the record ; if that period elapses, then
others are at liberty to re-stake and claim the
ground.

I remember one case of this kind up in
the Klondyke. It gave rise to a race that
every man and woman in Dawson City
turned out to see.

Bonanza Creek was one of the richest of
the many Klondyke locations, and I'd be
afraid to say how many millions of dollars’
worth of dust were taken from it. One of
the last claims staked when the rush took
place was never recorded for some reason
or other and the pegger disappeared—Ieft
the country, perhaps. In due time the
government, officials gave notice this claim
would be available fgr re-staking, as soon
after midnight on a certain date as anyone
chose to go there. To avoid any trouble

What is forgotten—fiction Wnters'

a N.W.M. policeman was sent up to the spot
to give the signal when midnight arrived.

More than a dozen miners ‘turned up, but
for some reason all dropped out but two—
a long-limbed, cast-iron Canadian miner
and a Swede—a tremendously big fellow,
strong as a giant and active as a wolf. Each
had his pegs ready and both were waiting
some time before midnight for the police-
man to give the word * ‘Go 1

The signal was given, and off shot the
two men like bullets from a gun, as soon as
each had put a peg at the corner of the
claim just outside which each was standing.
Then they reached to the farther side of tlie
claim, five hundred feet, to put in further
pegs.

It was winter-time, of course, cold as

‘charity, and so close were the two men that

the policeman and the other miners who
had turned out to watch the contest declared
a dead heat. The claim would go to which of
the two was first to reach the Recorder’s
office. That was Fortymile—only seventy-
five miles and a bit away !

Off the pair started, on foot, almost
shoulder to shoulder, over ice and broken
ground covered with frozen, slippery snow,
not at top speed, for the first stopping-place,
Dawson, from whence the rest of the long race
would be continued with the aid of dog
sleds, was eighteen miles away. Both ware
seasoned runners, all brawn and muscle,
hardened and toughened by their work, and
each determined to go on until he dropped.

Early mormng saw them in Dawson,

( 253 )



where they arrived within a few minutes of
each other, the Swede ahead. Both had
friends in the city ; these got to work, fixed
up a hasty breakfast, prepared a dog team,
and loaded the sled with grub, etc.—and the
“ ete.” was mighty little and the grub not
much more, as in a long and hard race every
pound of weight was going to tell.

The two teams started on their race to-
gether, amid a scene of excitement and to the
accompaniment of such cheering as only
Dawson City in 1896 could have produced.

It was a record race—in record time.
First one and then the other drew ahead,
due to clever jockeying upon the none-too-
wide trail ; and neither man spared himself,
his whip nor his dogs, though the huskies
seemed to enter into the spirit of the race
and tore along the frozen snow at a pace
threatening disaster if anything should be
hit.

At 4 p.m. the record office at Fortymile
was closed, and to reach it before this hap-

£ 2
i

»

pened was the intention of both men, as
the door would not be opened again until
nine o’clock next morning. So through the
long day they drove, cheering their galloping
teams.

Within three miles of the goal the team
of the Canadian, who was leading, suddenly
gave out. J.‘hey were used up. Deaf to
the voice of their gdriver, careless of the
stinging cuts from his long whip, they
stopped, curled themselves on the snow
just as they fell, and stayed there.

Looking back along the trail, the Canadian
could see the team of his rival, and his hopes
rose. His sight was good enough to tell him
the Swede’s dogs were in but very little
better condition than his own. He could hear

the driver’s stentorian shouts, could see the
constant rise and fall of the flogging whip,
but the dogs were not to be shifted from a
mere painful crawl.

Right ; he would finish the journey afoot.
And off he started.

And hard in pursuit

Within three miles of the goal, the team of the Canadian, who was leading, suddenly gave out,
and, back along the trail the team of his rival could be seen.
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came the hercu-
lean Swede, he,

too, abandoning
his exhausted
team.

Within half a
mile the Canadian
had been over-
hauled, but try
as he might, the
Swede could not
get a yard ahead.
With gritted teeth
and labouring
lungs the two
determined men
pounded along
side by side.
Each was not far from his last gasp, bub
neither meant giving in.

At last the barrack yard, within which
was situated the recording office, came in
sight, and the runners’ wearied limbs found
an increase of strength. Both spurted, and
it was neck-and-neck that they blundered
through the wide open gate. Here it was
the big Swede made a mistake. He had
never l%een within the barrack square, and
he made straight for the biggest block of
buildings. The Canadian knew better. He
was familiar with the place, and aware that
the recorder’s office was on the right hand
side of the square. It was the officers’
quarters for which the Swede was making.
He allowed the Swede to dash past him, then
turned away to his right.

In five seconds he had gained the door

The Canadian was so weary he flopped across the threshold,
crying as he fell: “Sixty above on Bonanza!”_

ot the office, and
just found
strength sufficient
to push it open.
But he was too
weak to lift his
foot over the six-
inch  threshold.
Down he flopped
across it crying
as he fell :

“Bixty above
on Bonanza ’—
: : the designation of
the claim.

And before the
startled  official
had well realised
the meaning of the words they were
repeated, by the Swede, as he tripped and
fell over the body of his rival.

“Well, boys,” said the Recorder, when
the men had recovered sufficiently to be
able to talk; “it looks as if it's been
much of a dead-heat from start to finish.
Say, why not divide the claim between

ou?”
3 And that is what they did. Joint-owners,
they worked the claim together.

I wish I could tell you, as a pleasant
finish to the story, that the plucky owners
were suitably rewarded for their tremendous
struggle. One feels that they ought to
have become rich men as a result. But
they didn’t. They had all their trouble
for nothing.. There wasn't an ounce of gold
on the entire claim !
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3 Edited by WILLIAM GEORGE
BUNTER, the fat and famous Editor 1
of the WEEKLY which bears his name r
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My Dear Readers,
THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL for 1923

had only one serious fault. There wasn’t
enough Bunter in it! So in order to remedy
this defect, I wrote to the Editor, and asked
him if he would permit me to publish an
eight-page paper, to be entitled BILLY
BUNTER’S ANNUAL, in the 1924 ANNUAL.

After a rather stormy diskussion on the
question of how much payment I should
reseeve for my services, the Editor konsented
to my proposal. In the first place, he was
only going to pay me half-a-crown for my
YEARLY. I was 0 indignant about this
that he has extended his jennerossity to the
extent of two-and-ninepence. This sum will
secure me a modeit snack at the Greyfriars
tuck-shop.

With only a few pages at my disposal, I
can’t make much of a stir. I wanted to find

room for “The Advenchers of a Pit-boy,”’

by my miner Sammy. I also wanted to
publish a story of power and punch, from the
pen of Percy Bolsover, the popular prlzr-—
fighter. Then there was a 200-verse “ Ode
to a Chirping Cricket,” by Alonzo Todd. All
these things I have had to leave out, with many
heart-burnings ; and the writers are already
claiming kompensation. But there! You

In Your Editor’s Den

By BILLY BUNTER

really can’t find room for everything, as
the cannibal said when he was offered
an extra missionary.

Even in eght pages, however, 1 have
managed to pack some perfectly priceless
features, as you will all agree. The
four fat sub-editors on the staff of my
WEEKLY have each provided a kontri-
bution; and in addition there is an
artikle by Dicky Nugent, the frivverlus
fag, and a poem and an artikle by Dick
Pentold.

In case there are any readers of THE
HOLIDAY ANNUAL who have never
heard of my wunderful WEEKLY, let me
explain that it 18 published every Tuesday in
THE POPULAR. My little paper has an
amazing histery. It started with a circulation
of 0111y one reader—myself-—and in a mater of
weeks it was selling like hot cakes. - BILLY
BUNTER’S WEEKLY is now blest and
beloved by billions of boys in the British
Empire.

Harry Wharton, of the Remove, tries to
run a rival rag, called the ¢ Greyfriars'
Herald,” which is published in the ““ Magnet
lerary every week, but it is a feeble
imitation of my famous jernal, of course !
You wouldn’t catch the Xditor of the
““Holiday Annual” letting Harry Wharton
put in an eight-page 11umbm of his blessed
“Weakly ”’ like T am being allowed to do!
Not liholy* Of course, 1 don’t want to boste,
but it’s no use ]m]mﬂ your light under a
bushell, is 1t ? Over- mod(qty has .11w%ya been
my greatest fault—owr}nnu at Greyfriars
will tell you so—perhaps !

By the way, should you find any spelling
mistaiks in this issue, kindly attribute them
to the carelessness of the printers!

Your plump pal,

BILLY BUNTER.
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OUR EDITOR GUY FOX DAY!

By DICK PENFOLD.

S R

By DICKY NUGENT.

but it duzzent squash it by falling
on it !

The day is named after Guy Fox, who was
a Span-yard living in England in the rain of
Alfred the Grate.

It appeers that Guy Fox had a grudge
against the King and the Parlyment, so
he desided to give them a good blowing-up.
I don’t mean verbally, but a real blowing-up
with gunpowder.

There were several other people in the
plot, and they smuggelled some gunpowder—
barrels and barrels of it—in the Parlymentary
vaults.

But the best-laid skeems of mice and men
—and Foxes—often come unstuck, and this

GUY Fox Day falls on November 5th,

)

—— A

Who walks as if he

owns the earth | was a case in point. ;
) Sumboddy discovered the pressence of

Who is the plumpest boy we know, the gunpowder, and the dasterdly plot was
The blggest du.ﬁ“ur here below, nipt in the bud. P
Who thinks he’s full of push and go ? I forget what happened to Guy Fox.

Our Editor ! If he wasn’t put in the pillory, he wasu.hangml
Who gobbles pastries by the score, at Tyburn. And if he wasn’t put in the
Then, like the workhouse boy of yore, pillory or hanged at Tyburn, he was put in
Picks up his plate and howls for more ? o

Our Editor ! 2\ \
Who always seems to smile and smirk ? ' ' 7

Who simply loves to slack and shirk I\ NP4
While Sammy does the donkey work ?
Our Editor !

Who loves to tease, torment, and try us

By spouting fibs like Ananias ?

(Lucky we’ve got a cushion by us!)
Our Editor !

Who walks as if he owns the earth,

Yet fourpence-halfpenny’s all he’s worth ?

Who makes his schoolmates sob with mirth ?
Our Editor!

Who acts so quaintly and so queerly 2

And who 1magines, most sincerely,

Nothing can equal BUNTER'S YEARLY ?
Our Editor !




the stox. And if he wasn’t put in the pillery,
or hanged at Tyburn, or put in the stox, he
was put to the torcher. Anyway, his precious
skeem eggsploded, but the gunpowder didn’t !

It was on November Hth that this diabollical,
devillish, dasterdly plot was discovered ;
and every year, on that date, the event has
been commemerated by the publick. Bon-

fires and beekons are lighted all over the

country, and firework displays are given.

At Greyfriars we have grate fun. It isn’t
often that the fags get a chance of staying
up till midnite, and we always make the
most of it.

This year I have made a ripping guy.
It i1s a giant, standing ten feat in its socks.
It takes four of us to Tift it. On bonfire night
we shall cast it to the flames, and dance a war-
dance round its ashes.

The only drorback to Guy Fox Day is
that it isn't kept up often enufl. T konsidder
we ought to have a Guy Fox Day every
week, ot once a munth at least. It’s simply
awful having to wait three hundred and
sixty-four days till the next Guy Fox Day
comes round.

I've got a lovely lot, of fireworks this year.
Squibbs, and starlights, and jumping crackers,
and golden reigns, and other kinds of sky-
rockitts. I shall fairly set the place alight—
metaforically, of corse !

Although old Guy Fox was a dasterdly
crlmmmal he was a pretty decent chap, on
the quiet, bekawse if it hadn’t been for him
we shouldn’t have a Guy Fox Day.

‘Hear is a list of the guys that the fags have
invented this year :

Guy. Inventor.

A hefty giant.
Kaiser Bill.

Dicky Nugent.
George Tubb.

Fallstaff. Sammy Bunter,
Dick Terpin, Bolsover miner.
Scrooge. Wingate miner.

Berglar Bill. G. A. Gatty.

Personally, T am afrayed Gatty is in for
trubble. His guy is so like Billy Bunter he’s
bound to get into the wars. I think I can gee
Gatty doing another guy when Billy spots
Berglar Bill !

FIGURES OF SPEECH!

By JIMMY SILVER

I

“The Fat in the fire.”

uvssy MurriN is not only plump, but
dense. We have tried to bump him
out of it, but in vain.

Everything you say to Tubby he takes
literally.

Let me give you a few illustrations of
what I mean.

We wore having a high tea in our study
the other afternoon, and we found that we
had forgotten to buy the plum-cake. It wag
then too late to get one, as the tuck-ghop
was closed,

“Here's a pretty
Lovell.

Tubby Muffin, who had been standing in
the offing in hopes of a feed, looked round
eagerly.

“Where 2 he asked. “ I could just do
with a nice eutlet of cod. But fancy frying
fish in a kettle ! ” |

“You silly duffer!” shouted Lovell
“ That was merely a figure of speech.”

113 ()]1 ‘ »

We proceeded with our preparations for
tea. Raby started frying some rashers of
bacon, and Newcome was about to fill the
teapot—the silver teapot we had borrowed

kettle of fish!” said
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from Smythe of the Shell—when Smythe
himself walked in.

“You've raided my teapot, you cheeky
young sweeps ! ”’ roared Smythe.

“ Oh, crumbs!” gasped Raby. “ The
fat’s in the fire now with a vengeance ! ”

Instantly Tubby Muffin rushed towards Raby
and snatched the frying-pan out of his hand.

“Hi! What are you up to ? 7 yelled the
astonished Raby.

“TI'm going to fry these rashers myself,”
said Tubby. “ You're too careless. Fancy
spilling the fat in the fire ! ™

“I didn’8!”

“Then what did you mean by saying
‘ the fat’s in the fire’ ?”’

“Oh, dear!” gasped Raby.
the‘death of me, Tubby!”’

Eventually, having restored Smythe’s tea-

“You'll be

pot to its wrathful owner and borrowed
another, we settled down to tea. In the
course of the meal Tubby Muffin remarked
that Adolphus Smythe was a silly ass.

“It’s a case of the pot calling the kettle
black ! ”* chuckled Lovell.

Tubby Muffin stared.

“ How can a pot possibly call a kettle
anything ? ” he said. ““ It hasn’t a tongue !
You fellows do say such queer things. I
believe you are all potty!”

“ Density, thy name is Muffin | ” said New-
come. “‘Let’s show him the door, you fel-
lows!”

“But I don’t want to see the door!”
protested Tubby.

That was the last straw! There was a
bump and a yell, and the study door slammed,
with Tubby Muffin on the other side of it !

Fine Feeds Make Fine Fellows!
By TUBBY MUFFIN,

HAT is the difference between an
optimist and a pessimist ?

At first, there would not seem to
be any difference, bekawse both are * fed up.”
But whereas the pessimist is fed up with
life in general, the optimist is fed up with good,
nourishing food. That’s why he’s an optimist.

If you see a fellow going about with a
hang-dog look, as if he is carrying the weight

of the whole world on his shoulders, you can
safely wager that he hasn’t had a good, square
meal for days. If, on the other hand, you
see a fellow who is bubbling over with the
joy of life, you may conclood that he has
just attended a study banquet.

A good feed makes all the difference in
the world to a fellow. When he is hungry, he
is a mizzerable, moping, moony, missanthrop-
pick mugwump (you'd better memmerise
this phrase!). When he is well-fed, he is a
bright, bonny, beaming, bouncing boy.

A good feed will cure all the ailments under
the sun, except Indiagestion, and schoolboys
don’t suffer from that.

The other day I was reading the life of
Shelley, and I came across a remarkable fact.

Shelley’s first novel, * Zastrozzi,” was
published while he was still a boy at Eton.
He reseeved eighty pounds for it. And what
do you think he did with this windfall ?
Stood all his schoolfellows a hansom feed,
of course! And it was the most sensible
method of getting rid of the munney—much
better than hoarding it. Shelley knew a
thing or two about the value of a good feed,
though I was sorry to read that later in life
he became a veggetarian.

Some fellows are ashamed to admit that
they enjoy their food. They are afraid they
will be dubbed gluttons.
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But what is there to be ashamed of in
having a harty appetite ? It is a thing to be
grateful for and proud of. I am the biggest
eater at Rookwood, and I do not hezzitate
to own it. Why should 1? Others can
denounce me as a glutton if they like, but I
don’t care. Far better than being a secret

eater—a fellow who stints himself in the

dining-hall and then locks himself in his
study and gorges until he falls asleep!

All the greatest men in histery owe their
greatness to the fact that they were well-fed.

The Duke of Wellington declared that an
army marched on its stummack, and Welling-
ton, like Shelley, knew a thing or two about
the value of a good feed !

2t NAP AP NAP DA N N\ P\ s

From an Essay on
THE“BOER
WAR” :—

“The Bore War was
fought in South Amer-
ica a few years before I
was born. Lots of our
Tommies were sent out
to the releef of Lady
Smith, whoever she
might have been. I
expect she was the wife
of some big shipping
magnet ; anyway, she
1s ‘supposed to have
been very attractive.
The Brittish got the best of it in the end,
but the Bores fought with true Dutch
courage.”

From an Essay on “NATIONAL
PASTIMES ” :—

“In olden times our greatest national
pastimes were cock-fighting, bull-baiting,
and boles. It will be remembered that Sir
Oliver Cromwell was playing boles on Ply-
mouth Hoe when the Spannish Armada came
in site. He went on calmly with his game,
and remarked to his friend, Shakespeare :
‘1 do not fear these huge Spannish galleons.
I am a man of war myself !’

“ Cock-fighting has now heen banned as a
erool sport, and in its place we have another
sport which causes a flutter—football. A

EXTRACTS FROM MY EXERCISE BOOK !

By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

PAAPAAA AN NN A N s N

Cup—without a saucer
—is presented ' every
year to the best team.

“In our list of nat-
ional pastimes we must
inclood golf, kricket,
baseball, tennis, hockey,
kiss-in-the-ring, boxing,
Jew-jitsoo, swimming,
and other indoor
pursoots.”

From an Essay on
“LONDON.”:— .

“ London is a mity
city standing on the
River Tems. It is not altogether a nice place,
though many people speak of it as Capital.
In the olden days London used to konsist
of St. Paul’s Cathedral, Ludgate Hill, and
Fleet Street.

“But it has spread rapidly of recent
years, and eaten into the counties of Kent,
Surrey, Middlesex, and Hearts. We shall
soon find the following towns linked up
with London : Guildford, S.W. 99 ; St. Albans,
N. 150 ; Margate, E. 77 ; Windsor, W. 93.
The letters and numbers after each name
refer to the postle districts.

“ London contains many places of publick
interest, the cheef of which are the British
Abbey, the Tower of Parlyment, and the
Monument Museum.”
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Great Days at Greyfnars

A
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See all the runners toe the lme‘
And note their crouching attitudes ;
While keen spectators think it fine
To give advice or platitudes.
“ Don’t take it easy at the start!”
“ Spurt like the dooce when finishing !
The runners take these tips to heart,
Excitement's undiminishing !

The pistol cracks, and off they go!
The tape is held in readiness.

Some gallop fast, some seem so slow—
We slate them for their steadiness.

And then the tape comes fluttering down,
A thrilling race—yea, verily!

Who wins ? The verdict goes to Brown,
And all applaud him merrily.

T O

The sack-race starts ; and in their sacks
Competitors come blundering ;
Some topple over on their backs,
Then sit up dazed and wondering.
There’s Billy Bunter in the rear,
His antics are peculiar;
At others, too, we scoff and jeer,
Their movements so unruly are!

The flags are fluttering in the breeze,
The fun is fast and futious ;

The kindly, wise old Head agrees,
That sport is not: injurious.

He loves to watch each thrilling race,
So breathless and so glorious ;

And loves to see each smiling face
Of those who prove victorious !

-
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WHAT I WOULD DO WITH
ONE HUNDRED POUNDS

By SAMMY BUNTER

First of all I should buy up Billy’s
WEEKLY, lock, stock, and barrel, and run
it myself. I should alter the title to *“ THE
TUCKSHOP TIMES.”

I don’t know how much the printing plant
would cost ; but young Tubb, who is a bit of
an amateur gardener, bought a hothouse
plant for eighteenpence, so I don’t suppose
the printing plant would cost me more than
two shillingg.

Of course, I should have to employ a
printer. Printers are a mercenary race. I
pever yet met one who would be prepared to
work for less than ten shillings a week. So
1 should have to set aside the sum of twenty-
five pounds for the printer’s yearly sallery.

I should buy a larder of my own, and stock
it with tuck. - Come.to think of it, I should do
this first, before I bought the WEEKLY
and the printing plant.

I have often dreemed of possessing
my own private larder, with good things
stacked upon the shelves. But alas! A lack!
These dreems have a habib of never coming
true.

Been wvery keen on musick, I should
natcherally buy a grammarphone. This
would make the fags’ common-room a
cheerier place on winter evenings.

I should also buy a bicycle, with an auto-
wheel attached, so that I shouldn’t have to
peddle. Peddling takes all the joy out of

cycling.

I should also take out a sort of seezon
ticket, entitling me to go and feed at the
wllage bu nshop whenever [ felt in the humour.
(I fancy I should feel in the humour about a
duzzen times a day!)

If there was anythmg left outi of the hundred
pounds, by this time, I should buy

But what’s the use of dreeming dreems ?
I’'ve never had a hundred pounds in my life,
and I’'m never likely to boast such a sum—
unless the Age of Mirracles returns !
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scribble verses that are funny, send
them to journals of renown, and hope
to earn an honest crown.

The editor looks stern and solemn, and
says, ““ These verses fill a column. To pay
a crown, I'd have a fit. Here, sonny, take
this threepenny-bit!”’

And so you have to slave and strive, and
somehow keep yourself alive, on threepence
here and threepence there, until you're well-
nigh in despair.

Those who prefer to scribble prose are lucky
beggars, goodness knows! They write an
article or story, and reap no end of fame and
glory.

I know a chap who wrote a novel, of a poor
slum waif in a hovel, who lived with scoundrels
sly and sinister, but later rose to be Prime
Minister.

The lucky author, I declare, is now a multi-
millionaire. He runs a car—a Mercedes—and
lives in luxury and ease.

But the poor wretch who lives by verse,
he simply goes from bad to worse. He has
to pawn the “ Baby Grand,” and problems
rise on every hand. -

I've been a rhymer now for ages; I must
have filled a million pages! But am I rich,
like other kids? Do I possess a pile of
‘quids’? No, gentle reader, I do not; a
pile of pence is all I've got.

BEING a bard is not all honey. You

5 5 AN 7 I SRS I 7 S 1 (S O TR0 u_u-u_im_uumi
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By DICK PENFOLD I
]

(whose clever verses will be found in other

pages of this Annual)

From early morn till late at night I'm
called upon to sit and write. * Ode to a
Dainty Buttercup,” “ Sonnet to an Expiring
Pup,” “ Ode to a Little Warbling Linnet ’—
(I write a dozen lines a minute !)

My hair 1s erisp and black and long—just
like the blacksmith’s in the song. My eyes
are wild, my brow is lined ; at times I wander
In my mind.

Then Harry Wharton comes along with
“ Hallo, Penfold ! Gomq strong ? I want a
poem for my paper— Ode to a Joker and a
Japer” Write twenty verses, if you please ;
and dot your i’s and cross your t’s. See that
the poem’s full of fun, and let me have it
when it’s done.”

“ What will you pay me?” I inquire.

“ Seventeen-and-sixpence I rlesuro ?  Bays
Wharton, in his lofty manner, *“ Leave out the
bobs, and take a tanner.”

Then Billy Bunter says to me, “I'm
publishing my WEEKLY, see? 1 want a
poem right away, about a match in which
I play, and score about a doaen goals. That
will delight my readers’ souls.”

I take my pen up drearily, and say to

Bunter wearily, “ What will you pay me for
the stuff 2 * Oh, tuppence—if it’s up to
snuft ! ”’

And so I set to work again, until it drives
me half insane.

But if I plod and persevere, I'll make a
fortune, never fear. In ninety years or so
(hip, hip !) I'll go and bag the Laureateship.
And when I'm in that pmud position, Ull
win such fame and recoumtwn that all the
fellows will declare, “ I knew Dick Penioic
had it there!” T_h_ey’ﬂ. tap their foreheads
e to my brains unique.

And now I must turn out my lamp and go
to bed ; I've writers’ cramp.
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St. Jim's is the oldest public school in fic-
tion, and has had a longer run than any
other of its kind. Stories about St. Jim’s
have been published continuously for the
last seventecn years. It is now doing as well
as it ever was, and shows great pOSSlbllltlLS
for the future.

* sk ES

The stories in the “ Gem ” began when a
merger was made of two big schools—St.
Jim’s and Clavering—the former retaining
the name. The present Shell of 8t. Jim’s
was originally the largest Form at Clavering,
and the School House-master, Mr. Victor Rail-
ton, was the Headmaster.

* * *

St. Jim’s is a very old establishment,
abountling with secret passages in the school,
and subterranean tunnels which form a per-
plexing maze over a large distance between
the school and Rylcombe. Many of these
tunnels are unexplored, and many more have
been closed up.

* *

The most important tunnels can be ascer-

tained from an old book in the library. The

first is the single tunnel which rung from
beneath the Old Tower in the Cloisters direct

to the Monks’ Cell in the heart of Rylcombe
Wood.
* * i

The Monk’s Cell is an old ruin in white
stone, while beneath the surface it is a kihd
of junction for a number of vaults and tunnels.
Two of these tunnels, other than that one
which comes from St. Jim’s, have been
explored.

R *

One of the two tunnels from Monks’ Cell
runs direct to the mysterious old barn in a
field midway between St. Jim’s and Rylcombe.
This barn is the property of Mr. Pepper, a
miser. The tunnel is artfully contrived, and
has been used on occasion by the boys of
St. Jim’s.

* * *

The second tunnel leads direct into an ap-
palling’ maze. Cardew and Doris Levison
once had an experience in this which they are
not likely to forget in a hurry. From the maze,
a long tunnel extends far underground to the
old castle in Wayland Wood, which adjoins
Rylcombe in one particular part. The castleis
situated very near the spinney in which the
Abbey of St. James’ sheltered its ruined walls.
Many short cuts to these old places are known
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to the boys of 8t. Jim’s, and many a pleasant
half-holiday is spent there.
i # *

The two houses at St. Jim’s are found
quite sufficient to board the three hundred
odd scholars which the place contains.  Mr.
Leslie M. Linton takes the Shell of both
Houses at classes. He is an unemotional
man with a well-balanced mind.  If his boys
work well at classes he gives them ample time
to devote to sport, but if they try scamping
things to get out earlier he comes down very
hard.

Mr. Philip G. Lathom, on the other hand,
has also to be rubbed the right way for best
results. Unlike Mr. Linton, he is always very
mild and generous with his boys, and seldom
doses them with heavy punishments. It is
possible to pull his leg to a certain extent,
and wags like Blake and Figgins frequently
attempt it. Mr. Lathom is more interested
in geology and antiques than in driving
wisdom and knowledge into his pupils, and
the Fourth are considered very fortunate in
this respect.

Mr. Selby needs little introduction. He is
a kindred spirit to Mr. Ratcliff. He is a kill-
joy and a spoil-sport. He teaches the gospel
of gloom daily to his youthful-hearted charges,
and suffers from chronic indigestion. He does
not like boys, and regards teaching them
anything as a waste of good time, The Third
are never likely to learn a great deal from
him, and at times their little lives become a
burden to them. Mr. Selby’s dear relatives
have landed him into some unpleasant scrapes
before now.

* * *

Eric Kildare is the captain of the school
and leader of the School House. James Mon-
teith is the leader of the New House. Rivalry.
has existed between the two from the time of
their first appearance. Kildare is very much
after the pattern of Mr. Railton, while Mon-
teith is of similar principles to Mr. Rateliff.
James Monteith has altered lately, prefering
obscurity to the limelight.

Kildare comes from Ireland, together with
Mulvaney of the Sixth. Mulvaney minor of
the Fourth and Patrick Reilly also come from
the Emerald Isle.

Gerald Knox is the black sheep of the St.
Jim’s School Houge. He has an ally in
Gerald Cutts of the Fifth. Both these fellows
do their utmost to cause trouble with the
juniors who are unable to defend themselves
against older and more powerful fellows.
Tom Merry & Co. frequently interfere with
his worst schemes, and match their strength
againgt him in a battle of wits. As he in-
variably retires defeated, Knox harbours a
bitter hatred against the Terrible Three and
the chums of Study No. 6.

* * %

The St. Jim’s First Eleven is a. powerful
team, comprising Erie Kildare, Nigel Mac-
gregor, Geeorge Richard Bruce Darrel, Philip
Rushden, Philip Lefevre, Stanley Baker,
Albert Gray, Gerald Cutts, Herbert Langton,
and James Monteith.

The three best bowlers at St. Jim’'s are
Herbert Langton of the Sixth, Fatty Wynn
of the New House Fourth and Ernest Levison
of the School House Fourth.

Gerald Cutts of the Fifth is a very wealthy
fellow, and the nephew of Major Cutts, who
is an uncle of Robert Arthur Dighy of the
Fourth. Digby’s father is a baronet.

~Cutts’s pals are Philip Gilmore and Arthur
St. Leger. All three are undesirables. Cutts
spends his spare week-ends in town, and his
evenings and half holidays in Wayland hotels.
He condescends to tolerate the company of
Aubrey Racke of the Shell. It is because
Racke is the son of a multi-millionaire and
free with his money. Racke, of course, can’t
see this, and believes Cutts enjoys his society.

* * *

One of the biggest fights in the history of
St. Jim’s took place between two - Fifth
Formers. One was a fellow called William
Lee; the other, Tuck Purkiss, was a regular
bruiser, who frightened fags out of their wits.
Lee was an ignorant individual, with a burly
appearance and a large pair of fists. The
fight arose, so the tale goes, over an accusation
by Lee against Purkiss of stealing a new
pocket-knife. Purkiss decided to fight his -
accuser. The fight took place in the heart
of Rylcombe Wood, and with the exception of
a few prefects and the masters, the entire
school mustered to see it. After Lee had
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When Tom Merry and Co. of the Shell visit the Fourth Form Dormitory at the head of a raiding-party, Jack Blake & Co.
are not slow to take up the challenge, and a lusty pillow-fight ensues.

broken his opponent’s front teeth, Purkiss later, and Lee had to go abroad for a whole
smashed his man about very badly. Kven term to recover.

though he proved to be the victor of the * - -
affair, Purkiss did not enjoy the fruits of his TOM MERRY.
victory, for somebody played ° nark,” and It is doubtful whether any boy has travelled

brought the masters on the scene at the close more widely for his age than Tom Merry.
of the fight. Purkiss was expelled a week Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, have
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Popular Sportc and Pastimes at St. Jim'’s
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seen France, and many other parts of Europe,
also Africa; but ('omparod with the travels of
the chums of St. Jim’s they are nothing. In
fact, Tom’s adventures as a globe-trotte
would pack a decent-sized book. The Ter-
rible Three have been to the Rocky Moun-
tains, and to many of the big cities in the
United States. While in America they met
Buck Finn, and brought him along to St.
Jim’s. While in New York, D’Arcy minor got
into trouble with a policeman, and was quite
shaken at the way the American police
treated him.

Naturally the Terrible Three are nov lacking
in. enterprise. When the laundry went
broke, they did their own washing. Tom’s
washing-day will never be forgotttn at St
Jim’s. Least of all, perhaps, by Arthur
Augustus ! One wet Wednesday, Tom founded
the Hobby Club. When the local hospital was
in sore need of funds, Tom Merry’s bazaar
came into being, and to the rescue. When a
local parliamentary candidate was in need of
support, Tom put his brains to work again,
and their man succeeded in getting in against
a very powerful opposition.

>
/i

FEEEEEEEEEE LDJ;:Cu[]_:Z:E:EEIJEC—‘W
ﬂ “Calling Over” in Big Hall at St. Jim's. LL}
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A few terms ago, Tom and the chums of the
Shell, saw a "ood bit of the Yukon with
Ernest Levison. This was not a pleasure stunt.

Tom Merry and a large party have been to
Paris, and seen all the swhtb of the French
capital.  Then Arthur Auwustus and the
Terrible Three went to Monte Carlo for a
period, and encountered some very amusing
adventures. They have cruised the Medi-
terranean, and visited the South Sea Islands.
They have been shipwrecked and rescued.

Tom has toured over a large part of Eng-
land by caravan, cycle, and hy train.

Tom Merry & Co. also had the delight of
attending the Great Franco-British Exhibi-
tion. rlhey have had high jinks on the
large roller-skating rm]m in London—and in
thv corridors at St. Jim’s on the quiet. Tom
Merry has taken his chums to camp on
several occasions; he has raised an emer-
gency fire-brigade, and put out at least one
fire.

Half the things Tom Merry and his chums
have done wonld take a book to describe
properly. It does, in fact, take a book—the
“ Gem ” Library, to wit.
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Billy Bunter Trles to Get Out of Doing His Lines!

Another funny adventure of Loo Lummee, the Mervy Magician from  Chuckles.”

1. ¥ Good-mqrnipg, my cherub,” murmured Billy
Bunter, as he sawy the little fag taking the turkey up to
the school ; ** that’s a fine bird you have thete. But oh,
it’s much too heavy for a little lad to carvy 1 7

3. And when Billy Bunter took that hamper into the
study .of the genial master, tlie cheery little Chinee was
not far away. “ There!™ pufied Billy. “It was a
frightful weight, even for an athletic chap like me ! ™

R
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5. But little Loo Lummee at the window gave his
lucky lamp a gentle rub-a-dub. Hey, presto! What a
sight when Billy opened the bamper! *“ A turkey!”
gasped the master. ‘plucked,sparrow, You mean, you
—you great dumpling | ¥

( 270

2. But when Billy tried to take the hamper the little
fag raised an awful hullaballoo about it. So the ponderous
Porpoise gave him a tap on the noddle to keep Him quiet.
But Loo Lummee was round the corner.
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4. Soon in toddled the master. * I’ve brought a ereat
plump turkey for you, sir,” murmured Billy Bunter,
and he thought: * He'll be so pleased, he'll wash out
those lines he gave me yesterday. Tee-hee!”

6. ““ You deserve something for bringing it here”
went on the magfer, as he reached for his cane. But Billy
didn't wait! * Ha, ha, ha!” Jaughed Lummee. * Me
tinkee I teach that dumpling a heap useful lesson 1
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“THE SCHOOLBOY

St.

THE FIRST CHAPTER
A Strange Meeting
“ ENORITO ! Senorito ! ”

S Tom Merry stopped in sheer amaze-

ment.

He was sauntering along Rylcombe Lane
towards St. Jim’s, when the voice called from
the wood. With his hands in his trousers’
pockets, and his straw hat on the back of his
curly head, Tom Merry looked a picture of
happy and ecareless boyhood. It was a half-
holiday at §t. Jim’s, and there were plenty
of the fellows up the river bank, and in the
glades of Rylcombe Wood, and Tom Merry
had expected to be hailed from the wood as
he strolled towards the school. But to be
hailed in a foreign tongue was asurprise to him.

“ Senorito !

Tom Merry looked round into the big,
overhanging trees that bordered the lane.
The voice came from the wood, but he could
not see who called.

* Senorito !

“ Hallo !’ said Tom Merry. “ Whoisit ? ”

He looked with puzzled eyes into the deep
shadows of the wood. Tn contrast with the
burning sunshine in the lane, the wood
seemed very dark and sombre. The trees
grew thickly, with great ferns intermingled.
From the shadow a little swarthy face with
twinkling black eyes looked out, and Tom
Merry started as he discerned it. For the
face was the face of a man, yet from its height

T d

.EASURE -HUNTERS!

A fascinatfng, fong, complete sitory of
s Tom Merry & Co., the famous chums of
Jims, and their adventures in the

South Sea Islands.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

lustrated by SAVILLE LUMLEY,

above the ground it appeared it must be that
of a boy.

““ Senorito !

The swarthy face came neurer to the edge
of the wood, and the man it belonged to
emerged from the cover of the thicket. Then
Tom Merry understood. The man was &«
dwarf—with a large, dark face and massive
shoulders, and powerful arms ; but his body
seemed to shrivel away lower down, and his
total height was not more than four feet six.

He nodded to Tom Merry, with a peculia
grin—a grin in which there was expressed
nuwh more of malice than of humour.

“ Senorito ! Stop a minute ! ”

The man was a Spaniard evidently, but he
spoke Knglish very well. Tom Merry stood
in the sunny lane, a,nfl looked at him.

“ Yes,” he said. * What do you want ? 7

“T am looking for someone, senorito,” said
the little man; “ a friend of mine—a dear
comrade whom I have missed upon the road—
a saillorman. Have you seen him 2 ”’

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ No,” he replied.

““ Ah, you are sure you have not seen him ?”

4 tho sure,”” said Tom Merry. ** There
are not many sailormen about here. 1 am
sure 1 should have noticed him if I had seen
him on the road.”

The little man contracted his heavy brows,

and his black eyes looked piercingly at the
St. Jim’s junior,
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“You are quite sure, senorito ?

“Yes, I tell you.”

“ But—you are not lying to me ?”

Tom Merry flushed.

The Spaniard had stepped out of the wood
now, and he stood in the sunny lane, in Tom
Merry’s path. Tom, as he looked at him,
could not help wondering what had brought
the swarthy foreigner to that quiet Sussex
countryside. There was a seafaring look about
the stranger, in his manner and his clothes ;
but St. Jim’s was a good distance from the
coast, and seafaring men seldom came so far.

““ No,” said Tom Merry quietly, “ I am not
lying, and in this country, my man, we don’t
say things like that to strangers. If you don’t
learn better manners, you may have them
taught to you free of charge.”

“ Listen to me,” said the Spaniard, still bar-
ring Tom Merry’s path. I know that the
man took this path, and I have been watching
for him from the wood. He has not passed
me. You must have seen him on the road,
from the way you came.”

“1 have told you I did not.”

“ But you must have seen him, senorito.
He may have gone into the wood before
coming so far as this, and you have seen him.”

Tom Merry made an impatient gesture.

“ Once for all, I tell you I have seen no
sailorman upon the road,” he said. “ Now
let me pass, or there will be trouble.”

The Spaniard grinned mockingly.

“ There will be trouble, as you call it, if
you do not tell me the truth, little senor,” he
said, ““ What path did the sailorman take? ™’

Tom Merry did not reply to the question.
He had had enough of bandying words with
the swarthy stranger, and his anger was at
boiling point now. He made a stride towards
the Spaniard, and grasped him by the shoul-
ders to swing him aside.

Then he had a surprise.

The Spaniard, dwarf as he was, stood like
a rock, and Tom Merry’s powerful swing did
net move him an inch from where he stood.

He laughed in the boy’s amazed face. Tom
Merry was the finest athlete in the Lower
Forms at St. Jim’s, but he realised that his
strength was as nothing to that of the little
Spaniard.

{ -ane

“ Tt is not so easy, senorito!” grinned the
dwarf.

“ Get aside!” panted Tom Merry.

“Not yet!”

Tom Merry made a movement to pass the
man. Then the long arms grasped at him,
and he was whirled round. He struck out now
in deadly earnest, and the Spaniard gasped
as the boy’s fist erashed into his dark face.

He relaxed his grasp for a moment and
Tom Merry made an effort to get away.

But it was in vain.

The strong, hairy, sinewy hands closed
upon him again, and he was swung off his feet,
and the Spaniard carried him as easily as if
he had been a baby into the wood, and hurled
him there upon the grass under the heavy
branches.

The next moment he was kneeling beside
Tom Merry, and his hand was upon the
junior’s throat. His fierce black eyes blazed
down at the boy.

“ Now, senorito!” he hissed.
you answer ¢

Tom Merry panted.

“You scoundrel ! Let me go!”

“Bah! I will throttle you unless

His grasp tightened. He looked savagely
angry enough to carry out his threat. Tom
Merry made an effort, and sent a shout for
help ringing through the wood.

“Help! Rescue, St. Jim's!”

The Spaniard gritted his teeth.

“ Ah, will you ?” he said.

And his grasp fastened tighter; the evil
face above, and the branches of the trees swam
before the dizzy eyes of the St. Jim’s junior.

But Tom Merry’s ery had been heard.

There was a ringing shout from the wood.

“This way, deah boys! Wescue, St.
Jim’s!”

And a junior ran out of the trees, and the
crashing in the thickets showed that others
were following behind.

“ Now will

¥y

THE SECOND CHAPTER
The Wrong Man
rRTHUR Avcustus D’Arcy, of the Fourth
A Form at St. Jim’s, paused one second
to jam his eyeglass into his eye. He
took in the scene at glance; and then,
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allowing his famous monocle to drop to the end
of its cord, he rushed at the Spaniard.

The dwarf looked up, his evil eyes glittering,
and his grasp relaxing upen Tom Merry.
Before he could rise to his feet, D’Arcy was
upon him.

“ You uttah wascal ! ”

The Spaniard went over in the deep grass,
with Arthur Augustus rolling over him.

“ Carambo !

“Bai Jove! Help, deah boys—the beast
1s awfully stwong!”

Jack Blake and Digby and Herries, of the-.

Fourth, ran out of the thickets. They had
been strolling through the wood with D’Arcy;,
and all four of them bad heard Tom Merry's
desperate cry for help as the ruffian’s grip
closed on his throat. Herries paused for a

moment and looked baek into the
wood.

“ Towser! Towsy!”

Gr-r-r!

!!‘!

“Come on, Towsy ! Seize him

The Spaniard had leapt to his feet, throwing
off D’Arcy as if he had been a child, much to
the astonishment of the swell of 8t.
Jim’s,

He stood back, a strange wild figure against
the green of the thickets, his dusky face
aglow, his breath coming thick and fast
through the thick, bearded lips.

“ Carambo ! ”

“Collar him!” shouted Blake.

“ Bai Jove 5 :

“ Hold on ! said Herries. “ Towser's got
him ! -

The bulldog leaped forward.

The Spaniard had not quailed from the
crowd.of boys, but at the sight of the bulldog’s
open jaws he turned and ran.

Crash ! _

Headlong through a thicket' he went ; and
Towser, with a short, sharp growl, went
after him, loudly encouraged by his master.

g Seize him, Towsy ! Go

Go it, Towser !

s 1 Ak
TR Bgi Jove! Towsah is useful for once!”
gasped D’Arcy. ““ Bai Jove! The beast has

no wegpect whatevah for a fellow’s twousahs,
but——"

“Goit, Towser ! Beize him|”

Meanwhile, Dighy helped Tom Merry to his
feet. The captain of the Shell was white and
dazed, and his hands were shaking.

“ Thanks ! *” he gasped.

“Who was it ? ’ said Dighby.
row ¢ 7’

“ The—the hound! I—after him!”

“Good ! "’ said Blake. ‘1 suppose he was
going to rob you, the cad. Let’s run him
down.”

“ Yaas, wathah

Tom Merry was not vindictive; but his
blood was boiling now. He wanted to get to
close quarters with the Spaniard again. He
dashed off through the wood on the track of
Towser, who clung te the track of the Span-
iard, Blake and Herries and Digby and

D’ Arey followed him,
Herries gasped. * No

“Tt’s all right,”

need to worry, you know, Towser won't lose
that traek ; Towser’s simply ripping at follow-
ing a trail——"

“ Wats, deah boy——"

“ Look here, D’Arcy s

“Buck up!” shouted Blake.
jaw ! ”

“ Look here . &

“Bai Jove! Towsah’s got something!™
D’Arcy exclaimed.

There was a sound of loud, fierce growling,
and a voice raised in angry alarm. The
juniors of 8t. Jim’s burst out of the trees into
a glade, where a man was backing against a
tree, trying to keep the bulldog off with thrusts
of a heavy cudgel.

““Got him | 7 roared Herries, rushing on to
the attack.

“Stop!” gasped Tom Merry.

“What!”

*“ That’s not the man

“My hat ! ”’

Herries stopped just as he was about to
hurl himself upon the stranger. So cerfain
was he about Towser’s unerring instinet, that
he had not thought of looking at the man to
see that there was no mistake.

“ Bai Jove! Towsah’s twacked down the
w’ong man 2

“As usnal !’ grinned Blake.

The man was a short, thick-get fellow in
seafaring garb. His face was tanned by

“ What’s the
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tropical suns, and his eyes were deep-set and
gleaming. There was a bundle tied in a red
handkerchief on the grass, and remnants on
the ground seemed to show that the seaman
had been making his lunch there of sand-
wiches.

The man bore no resemblance whatever to
the Spanish dwarf, but Towser was evidently
not the kind of dog to be troubled by
distinetions of that kind. So long as he ran
somebody down he seemed to be satisfied.

And it would probably have gone very hard
with the brown-faced sailorman or with Towser
if Tom Merry
& Co. had not
arrived upon
the scene.

Either Tow-
ser would have
been brained
by the cudgel,
or the sailor-
man would
have felt the
bulldog’s teeth
in his leg, but
for their ar-

“ Bai Jove ! That’s wathah cool, you know,
Hewwies.”
“Oh, rats ! Towser! Towsy!”
“ Collar the beast ! ”
“If you're calling Towser a beast, Blake
2

“ Collar him, you ass!”

Herries snorted, and ran at Towser, He
grasped the bulldog’s collar, and said soothing
words, but Towser wanted a great deal of
quieting. Towser had had some knocks with
the cudgel, and Towser’s blood was up.

He tried again and again to rush at the
gailorman, and
Herries was
dragged to and
fro by the dog,
shouting to him
to “ liedown !”

“My hat!”
. ejaculated

* Blake. * This
is jolly near as
good as a
circus! Goit
Herries!  Go
it, Towser ! ”

rival. et - OO R
“Call him ha!”
off! 77 shrieked “Towser, old
the sailorman. boy! You
“1f that there beast, be
dorg belongs quiet! Lie
to you, call ‘im down! Good
oft ! T’ll brain dog ! Good
him!” A little swarthy face with twinkling black eyes looked over the ferns, doggy!”
Gr-r-t! Yow ! and Tom Merry st:lr’se;gl‘as he discerned i, szmrlto! Stop a “H a, ha,
I Bl minute !’ said the man. (See page 271). ha !
off | Towser’s efforts relaxed ab last. Perhaps

“You let that dog alone!” said Herries,
“ That’s my bull dog—"

“ Call him off, you ass!” said Blake.

“Towser! Towsy! Come off, old boy!
Towsy ! ”’

Gr-r-r'!

Towser did not seem inclined to come off.
He made another spring at the sailorman, and
popped back just in time to escape a fierce
slash of the oaken cudgel. Herries gave a
shout of wrath. :

“ Stop that, you ruffian ! ”

(

he recognised his master’s voice, or perhaps
he was getting tired. The sailorman lowered
the cudgel, which he had been holding in
readiness in case the dog should get loose.

“ Better take that brute away ! 7 he panted.

“Rot!” said Herries. * He’s very quiet
—vyou could trust him with a baby ! T expect
you're not much class, or Towser wouldn’t go
for you.”

“Oh, cheese it! ”’ said Blake. ** Take the
beast away. My hat! If I had a dog like
that I'd borrow a gun for him.”

274 )



“Bosh!”

“ Yaas, wathah ! And I would lend you one
with pleasuah, deah boy.”

“ Oh, rot ! 7’ said Herries.

“ Weally, Hewwies—"

“ Come on, Towser—come on, old doggy ! ”

And Herries marched off with Towser with
a great deal of dignity.

* We're awfully sorry,” said Tom Merry, to
the panting sailorman— very sorry indeed.
We were looking for somebody else.”

“ Yaas, wathah ! We beg to apologise most
pwofoundly, sir,”’ said D’Arey, taking off his
hat with a bow.

The sailorman grinned.

“No offence,” he said. “1I ain’t used to
dorgs. I guess there’s no ’arm done, young
gentleman. It’s all right.”

" We were looking for a friend of yours, I
think,” said Tom Merry. “ At all events, he
had been inquiring for a sailormanonthe road.”

The seaman started, and a shade of pallor
came into his mahogany face,

“ A friend of mine,” he said. “T ain’t got
no friends in these parts, I reckon. Wot was
he like, young gentleman ? ”’

** Oh, a foreign chap, who was inquiring for
a sailorman,” said Tom Merry.

“ A foreign chap 7 ”

“Yes.” :

" Not a Spaniard, by any chance ? * asked
the sailorman ; and there was an inflection of
strange eagerness in his voice.

“Yes; I took him for a Spaniard,” said
Tom Merry, wondering at the agitation in the
tanned face of the seaman.

** Not a little ugly figure of a man,” said the
seaman, in a shaking voice—" a little black-
jowled demon as strong as a horse and the
height of a boy—’bout so high ?

And he stretched out a tanned hand.

“Adwarf ?” said Tom Merry.

[ Yes.Bi

“ Yes, that was what he was.”

** With rings on his fingers, maybe ?

“ Yes, I noticed that,” said Tom Merry, his
hand going to his throat. ‘T felt it.”

“Ah! Tt was Pablo, then,”

“Pablo 2 ”

“Pablo Lopez,” said the sailorman. * So
he is here, is he ? And all the way from South-

ampton I ain’t seen him, and I reckoned he
was right off my course by this time. And
he’s here, looking for a sailorman ! ”*

He muttered the last words in low, fearful
tones, looking round him into the sombre
depths of the wood, as if in terror of seeing the
evil face of the Spaniard looking at him from
the shadows there.

There was something in his terrified manner
that had a strange effect upon the juniors.
They felt that there was something in this
that they could not understand—something
that hinted of tragedy and mystery. What
were these two men doing in the quiet Sussex
country-side ?

Tom Merry understood now that the
Spaniard had been speaking falsely when he
had said that he was looking for a friend.

It was evidently not as a friend that the

sailorman regarded the man he called Pablo
‘Lopez. '

* Where is Lopez now, young gentlemen ? ”’
the sailorman asked, his glance returning to
the astonished juniors.

“ He’s in the wood.”

“In this wood—near here ? *’

“We were after him,” Tom Merry ex-
plained. “We've had a row ; he’s a ruffianly
cad. We’ve lost him now, though.”

“ But he hasn’t lost me,” said the gailor.

“Is he an enemy of yours ? ”* asked Blake.

“Ay,ay!l?”

“ And he is after you 2

T Ay, &yl e

“1 should think you could handle a little
bounder like that ! ”

The sailor looked at him queerly.

“It’s more than my life’s worth to meet
Pablo Lopez, young gentleman,” he said.
“I've got something that he wants. You
see that ? He means to have it, too, but not
while I'm alive—not much ! ;

He cast a quick look round into the wood.

“1I reckon I'll be getting on,” he said.
“If Lopez is here, thig ain’t a place for me
to drop my anchor.” -

And he tramped away into the wood, with
his head sunk and his eyes gleaming on either
side of him at the slightest sound in the
trees,

The juniors stood silent, lost in amazement,
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THE TEIRD CHAPTER
The Treasure Chart

= A1 Jove!”
B Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was the
first to break the silence with that
cjaculation.

“ My hat ! ”’ said Digby.

“It’s a giddy mystery of some sort!”
caid Blake slowly. “ That sailor chap looked
as if he thought his life was in danger. Judging
from the looks of the foreign bounder, I
think it may be.”

“Yaas, wathah !”’

“I've got an idea,” said Tom Merry
quietly. “ The Spanish fellow is still in the
wood, and he’s looking for the sailor. If he
finds him 5

“ There’ll be mischief ! ”

“ Exactly ! Let us follow the sailor.”

“ZFollow him ? 7

“Yes ; we've nothing to do, and we might
as well see the man clear of the wood. We
may drop on the Spanish chap again that
way, too, and give him something to re-
member us by.”

“ Glood egg!” said Blake.

“ Bai Jove ! We'll have Towsah, then !

“ Herries ! Towser!”

But Herries and Towser were gone. Tom
Merry and Blake and D’Arcy and Digby cut
sticks in the thicket, in case they should have
need of weapons, and followed on the track
of the seaman. They could hear him tramping
doggedly on some distance ahead through the
thick wood.

“He'll come out on the Wayland road
if he follows this path,” Digby remarked.

“ Yaas, wathah ! ”

“ Listen ! ”

The juniors paused.

They had reached the edge of a broad,
sunny glade which the sailorman had crossed.
He was about to plunge into the trees on the
opposite side, when a figure bounded into
view from the fern.

It was the dwarf.

The sailorman saw him as the juniors did,
and he sprang back against a tree, his right
hand swinging up with the cudgel grasped
in it ; but the cudgel was shaking like a leaf

from the trembling of his hand. It was
evident that he was in deadly fear of the
dwarf. :

“Stand back, Pablo Lopez!” he ex-
claimed. “ Stand back!”

The dwarf laughed—a low, ugly laugh.

“1 have found you, Peter Raff ! ”” he said.

“ Stand back ! ”

“ Where is the chart ? ™

“Tain’t got it.”

The dwarf laughed again.

“You are lying, friend Peter!” he said.
“You are lying! You have the chart in your
pocket, and you know you have ! Giveitme ! ”

Peter Raff set his white lips desperately.

“I won’t!” he said. “ You shall kill me
first 1

“It will not take me long to do that,
Peter ! ”

“ Look you ’ere, Pablo,” said the sailorman,
his eyes watching wildly every sinuous motion
of the dwarf, who seemed about to spring
upon him every moment. “ Look you ’ere,
you belay ! You ain’t in the South Seas now !
You're in England, my man, and there’s a
law ’ere to hang up men who use their knives.
Yousee ? 7’

“T1 am not afraid of your law, Peter.”

“ Stand off ! 7

“ Besides, I shall not use my knife,”
grinned the dwarf. “ My hands will choke
the life out of you, Peter, if you do not give
up the chart !

“Iwon’t!”

“ Hand it over!”

[13 NO : bR

“Carambo ! ”

The Spaniard leaped forward like a tiger.

Peter Raff brought the cudgel down with a
swing, but his hand was shaking so that
the Spaniard had no difficulty in avoiding
the blow.

The cudgel missed its mark, and the next
instant the dwarf’s terrible grip was upon
the sailorman.

Peter Raff, powerful fellow as he was, was
borne back against the tree, and the next
moment was rolling in the grass with the
dwarf upon him.

“Now!” panted the dwarf.
hombre ! The chart ! ”’

“ Now,
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“ Never ! 7

“ The chart, or your life firgt !>

“Help!”

The juniors were dashing across the grassy
glade, and the sailor’s rolling, despairing
eyes had caught a glimpse of them. The
dwarf’s back was to them, and he saw nothing.

He laughed mockingly.

“There is no help here, Peter,” he said.
“We are alone—the wood is lonely. Bah!
The chart or your life! Will you trouble me
to take it from your dead body ? You are a
fool! The chart, I say ! ™

“You hound ! ”

Tom Merry sprang upon the Spaniard.
Pablo Lopez started up with a fierce cry.

“You! You, nino; you again!”

He whirled round upon the juniors, but
they were ready for him. Four sticks were
lashing out; they did not feel disposed to
stand upon ceremony with the murderous
ruffian.

A man was backing against a tree
trying to keep the bulldog off with
thrusts of a cudgel. (See page 273)

The dwarf reeled back from the crashing
sticks with a yell of pain.

Crash !

He made a savage spring forward, with
murder in his snapping black eyes; but
the juniors of St. Jim’s stood their ground,
hitting out fiercely.

“Bai Jove! Down with the wottah!”
gasped D’Arcy. '

“ Give him socks!”

The Spaniard retreated, hissing like a
spiteful cat.

“ Carambo, I will—T will "

“Get out!” said Tom Merry. * Buzz
oﬁ‘,lor you’ll get worse than that, you scoun-
drel !

“ Senorito

“ Buzz off, I tell you!”

Tom Merry made a motion with his stick,
and the Spaniard retreated again. Strong

23
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as he was, he was no match for the four
juniors.

He turned a savage look upon the sailor-
man, who had risen to his feet, and was
leaning against a tree, gasping.

“I shall see you again, Peter Raff! You
will not escape me!”

Then he disappeared into the wood,
muttering Spanish imprecations.

“Gweat Scott!” said Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy.  “1 wegard that fellow as a wank
wottah! I twust you are not hurt, Mr.
Waff2”

The sailorman was breathing hard, and
the colour was ebbing in his tanned face.

“No,” he said. “I've been near it, though.
P’r’aps you young gentlemen would——"

He paused.

“We'll do anything we can for you,”
said Tom Merry. “If you're afraid of that
fellow, why not apply to the police for
protection ?

The sailorman gave a hollow laugh.

“The police wouldn’t be much use agin
Pablo Lopez,” he said. “ You don’t know
him. I was with him in the South Seas.
I've seen him——" He broke off abruptly.
“ Young sir, you saved my life just now!
If Pablo Lopez had fastened his grip on
my throat, I should have been a gone
coon ! ”’

“1 did no more than the others,” said
Tom Merry.

“You was the first,” said the sailorman :
“but I'm obleeged to you all. I want you
to do something more for me, and p'raps
for yourself. What is your name, sir ?

“Tom Merry.”

The sailorman was fumbling in his breast.

His hand came out with something in it—
something that looked like a crumpled paper.
But as the juniors looked at it, they saw that
1t was a kind of leather—a pale-coloured,
delicate kind of leather they had never seen
before. There were marks upon it in Indian
ink, tattooed into the leather.

“ Look at that,” said the sailorman.

He handed the fragment of leather, which
was about four inches by six, to Tom Merry.
Then, a sudden thought seeming to strike
him, he closed his rough hand over it.

" No, don’t look atit! Young gentleman
—he came closer to Tom Merry, and looked
sharply and searchingly into his face—
“ young gentleman, I can trust you ? 7 -

“I hope so,” said Tom Merry.

“You wouldn’t go back on a poor sailor-
man ¢

*“ Certainly not.”

“ Wathah not,” said D’Arcy. “T assuah
you that you can wely entirely upon Tom
Mewwy, my deah fellow. He’s all wight.”

“You take that chart,” said the sailorman,
placing it in Tom Merry’s hand. “ Wrap it
up and don’t look at it.”

“Do you want me to mind it for you ? ”

13 Ay, ay-”

“ Very well.”

Tom Merry took out his handkerchief
and wrapped it round the oblong leather.
The sailor watched him with anxious eyes. |

“ Now make a knot,” he said.

Tom Merry smiled and knotted the corners
of the handkerchief. :

“You won't look at that?” said the
sailor. “ You won’t open that and look at it
while 1t’s in your "ands ?

“ Certainly not.”

“ Right you are,” said the sailorman. “I
can trust you ; I know it in your face. Look
you ’ere, then. I'm goin’, but, if I live, I'll
come back agin and ask you for that paper,
or else let you know where to send it by post.
You see ?”’

1 YCS.”

“If the Spaniard finds me agin—and I
reckon he will—he can’t get that chart now,”
said the sailor. “ He won’t suspect me of
giving it away—not he. But he won’t find
it on me now. You savvy ¢”

“ I understand.”

“1If I write to you within three days, yon
send me that chart in the post,” said the
sailorman. “ You savvy that ¢ ”

*¥pe.”

“If you don’t ’ear from me on the third
morning,” said the sailor, in low tones,
“it will be because I can’t write to you,
because—well, because the chart won't be
no use to me in Davy Jones’ locker.”

“ My dear chap 5
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“Ay, ay, I know what to expect,” said
the sailorman. “ But Pablo Lopez will never
have it; that's my comfort. Where can I
write to you ¢ ”’

“Tom Merry, School House, St. Jim’s,”

“T reckon I shall remember that.”

“ Why not write it down ¢ ”

The sailorman shook his head.

“No; Pablo Lopez would find it and
guess!| No; I'll bear it in mind. Mind, if I
don’t write you by the third morning, I
shan’t never claim that chart, and it 1s
yours.”

“ Mine ? ” .

“ 1 reckon go,” said the sailorman. * Mind,
I came by it honest; I swear that on the
Good Book! It's mine, and if I don’t claim
it in three days, I give it to you ; and these
young gents are witnesses.”

“Yaas, wathah ! ”’

“ Maybe, you’ll have friends who can stand
by you and ’elp you to find what's written
on that chart,” said the sailorman. * P’r’aps

ou won't see Pablo Lopez agin. He won’t

now you've got the chart. He may never
even know that the treasure’s been lifted
at all.”

“The treasure ¢ ” said Tom Merry with a
gasp.,

Peter Raff nodded.

“Yes, the treasure,” he said. * There’s
treasure enough on Skeleton Island to make a
dozen rich—rollin’ in money, I reckon. But
it’s got to be found, and Pablo Lopez means to
find it. You steer clear of Pablo Lopez, and
you're all right. Keep that chart out of sight.”

“1 will take care of it.”

The sailorman laoked round into the wood.

“I'reckon I'll go now——"

* Shall we see you clear of the wood ? »* asked
Blake.

“If you’ll be so kind, young gents.”

The juniors walked with the sailorman as
far as the Wayland road. They walked in
silence. The circumstances were so peculiar
that they did not know what to think. Was
the man a dreamer, and did he imagine that
the leather chart he had given to Tom Merry
had the value he assigned to it ? That he was
speaking in good faith, and believed every
word he said, was evident.

But it was clear, too, that the Spaniard be-
lieved in the chart—else why his desperate
effort to obtain possession of it.

And the dwarf did not look like a dreamer,

The whole thing was amazing.

The sailorman walked with dogged step‘;,
like a man who felt himself in the grip of a
fate from which there was no escape, but would
not yield to fear. He marched on grimly, his
eyes well about him, and he seemed to breathe
more freely when they came out of the wood,
on the sunny Wayland road.

He held out a big, rough hand to Tom Merry.

“ Good-bye, young gent !’ he said. ““ And
thank you kindly—thank you all kindly. I
don’t suppose I shall write for that there chart ;
but if I do, you'll send it to me.”

“ Immediately.”

“ And, remember, if you don’t ’ear from
me in three days, the chart’s yours, to do
what you like with—all yours,” said the sailor
man.

And he pressed Tom Merry’s hand, and
ducked his head to the other fellows, and went
E&mpmg away down the road towards Way-

nd.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

Glorious Prospects !
“ ELL, this is a rum go ! ”
That was how Jack Blake summed

up the amazing events of the afternoon
—and the rest of the juniors agreed with him.
On the way back to St. Jim's, the party
discussed the matter in all its bearings, but,
naturally, came no nearer to a solution of
the mystery.

Immediately on arriving at the school, Tom
Merry slipped his notted handkerchief, which
of course still contained the mysterious strip
of leather, into a big envelope, sealed it, and
gave it into the safe keeping of Dr. Holmes, the
Head of St. Jim’s, who locked it up in his big
safe.

The juniors then began to count the hours.
If no word came from Peter Raff during three
days, the piece of leather, with its mysterious
secret, passed into the absolute possession of
Tom Merry.

And no word came.

On the third day Tom Merry met the post-
man at the gates at both morning and after-
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noon deliveries, but there was nothing for him.

From the sailorman there came no word.

After the last post Tom Merry asked the
Head for the envelope, and Dr. Holmes
handed it to him. Tom Merry carried it off
to his study, his hand trembling with excite-
ment.

Quite a crowd of fellows were waiting for
him there.

Monty Lowther, and Manners, and Blake,
and D’Arcy, and Herries, and Dig were there,
of ecourse,
with Figgins
& Co., from
the New
House. Kan-
garoo, of the
Shell, had
come in, and
a dozen more
would have
come 1if there
had been
room. But
Monty Low-
ther had
gently but
firmly de-
clined to have

‘the study
packed like
the inside of
a sardine-tin,
a limit was
placed on the
number.

There was
a general ex-
clamation as
Tom Merry
came in.

ot 361

“Yes.”

< Good 1

Lowther closed the door. The fellows all
gathered eagerly round the table as Tom
Merry laid down the knotted handkerchief.

*“ I've given the man every chance to write,”
wawa Tozz Merry slowly., “ He said 1 was to
open it if I didn’t get a letter this morning.
There have heen two posts since then, and I

{
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The next instant the dwarf's terrible grip was upon the
sailorman, and Peter Raff was rolling in the grass. “ Now!”

panted the dwarf. ** The chart!”

haven’t had a line. It means that he isn't
going to write. Either he wants me to have
the chart, or he isn’t able to write.” The
junior’s voice faltered a little. *‘ That Spanish
villain has killed him. I don’t want to
think so—I hope it isn’t so—but if he is living,
it’s clear that he wants me to have the chart, or
he would have written. I suppcse all you
fellows think the same ? ™

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ Quite right, Tommy

“You all agree that T ought
to open it now ?”

Sy ea

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Good ! ”

Tom Merry untied the hand-
kerchief. Every eye was bent
eagerly upon the leather chart
as it rolled out.

Tom Merry spread it flat
= upon the
table.

There was
a deep-drawn
breath from
the crowded
juniors.

They gazed
eagerly at
the chart.

It was
marked on
the leather
in tattoo, and
the black
marks show-
ed up clearly
against  the
pale  colour

"’

(See page 276.)

of the leather.

There was the outline of an island, and, out-
lined round it, were coral reefs. The points and
indentations of the coast were named, and in
the interior were further indications, The
juniors, gazing at it with breathless curiosity,
read out the names marked on the chart :

“ Danger Point!”

“ Shark Bay!”

“Dingo Creek!”

“ Pirate’s Mount ! ”

280 )
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THE GREAT FIRE AT ST. JIM'S)

A Thrilling and Terrible
Scene from the Past J
B AT A RN OSSO & ARRIE o

T was in the reign of George the Third—that
monarch whose reign was such a curious
compound of good and bad—that the Great

Fire of St. Jim’s occurred.

At that time, the New House had not come
into being. It was in the historic School
House that the fire broke out ; and it occurred,
as do most fires, in the watches of the night.

The masters and seniors did everything in
their power to prevent a panic. And the boys
of St. Jim’s hurriedly rose and dressed, and
were paraded in the quadrangle, which was
now illuminated by a lurid glare.

Unfortunately, the only apparatus for
coping with fires in those days consisted of
ladders and pails of water. An amateur fire-
brigade was hurriedly formed, and a long
chain of boys, armed with pails, worked hard
to check the conflagration.

Then the dread message passed from mouth
to mouth that a couple of fags were imprisoned
in that fiery furnace. These two boys were in
the punishment-room, the door of which was
securely bolted, and they had been temporarily
forgotten,

Tt was at this stage that Carfax of the Fifth
performed a deed of valour which will ever be
remembered in the school’s annals. Paying
no heed to the warning shouts of his school-
fellows, he caused a ladder to be reared up to
the window of the punishment-room, and
hastily ascended to the rescue of the two fags.
At grave personal peril, he extricated them
from their prison. Both were overcome by
the fumes, and Carfax had great difficulty
in bearing his unconscious burdens safely
to terra firma. Needless to state, the gallant
fellow received a tremendous ovation.

The fire was at last extinguished, though
not before considerable damage had been
done. One wing of the building was prac-
tically gutted ; but the majestic school tower
was preserved inviolate, and still stands
proudly erect—one of the landmarks of the
countryside,

b T s

(Continued from page 280.)

“TLook! ‘Gold buried here.” By Jove!”

A black spot was marked ““ Pirate’s Mount,”
and at the foot of it was a cross, with the
words ‘‘ Gold Buried Here.”

The words seemed to fascinate the juniors.

“‘Gold buried here,’” repeated Blake,
with a deep breath.

- “BaiJove!l”

“ My hat! And it only wants picking up ! ”

said Herries. “If we were there, I'll bet

- that Towser would find that place in next

3

to no time, and——
i “Tats ! »
“ Oh, it’s ripping ! ” said Blake.
a find ! Is the latitude given ? ”
“Yes ; look at this in the corner.”

“ What

“Good egg !

In the corner was scratched, “ Latitude ot
Sydney.”

“My hat!” said Kangaroo. “ That’s

the latitude of Sydney, in Australia, of
course. But the longitude isn’t given.”

“ Easy enough to find it from the latitude,
though,” said Kerr shrewdly. “ You only

“have to take the latitude of Sydney for a

guide, and sail on that parallel till you come
to the island.”

“ Might have to go right round the world,”
grinned Figgins.

“ What’s this ? ” said Tom Merry.

He pointed to two dotted letters in the
right-hand bottom corner of the chart.
The letters were “ W, L.”

The juniors wrinkled their brows over them.

“¢W. L., ” srepeated Blake. ‘ They
can’'t be the initials of the owner. They
would be ‘ P. R.,” for Peter Raff.”

“May have been some previous owner ;
this is a jolly old document,” said Digby.
“T should think it’s been in existence more
than a century.”

“ Yaas, wathah ! ”

i Perhaps it's a warning of some sort,”
Herries said thoughtfully “ It might mean
* Wild Lions’ or * Wild Leopards.” ”’

“Or ‘ Woolly Lambs,”” suggested Monty
Lowther sarcastically.

“ Look here, Lowther

Y S0 Wallop Lowthah,” ” said D’ Arcy
“ And, undah the cires., I considah——"
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“ Order ! ”

“ I weally considah——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kerr, bursting
into a sudden laugh. “ What asses you
fellows are! It means ° West Longitude,’
of course.”

.“ By Jove! Yes, of course. The longitude
isn’'t given.”

“W. L—West Longitude,” said Blake.
“ Of course ! They don’t give the degrees.”

“No; that’s unfortunate, but probably
the chap .who drew up the chart doesn’t—or
didn’t—know the exact longitude himself,”
said Kerr. “It’s pretty certain that this
island isn’t marked on any map.”

“ Wathah not!”

“ He’s given us the West Longitude—that’s
longitude west of Greenwich—and the latitude
of Sydney,” said Kerr. “ That ought to be
quite enough to find the island by.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“ Then—-"

“ Then we lift the giddy treasure!”

“Bai Jove ! ”

“My hat!” said Kangaroo. * The long
vacation’s just on us, you know. Could we
fix it to search for the treasure ? ”’

“ We might get leave——"

“Bai Jove! I weally think we ought to
get leave,” said D’Arcy thoughtfully. “1
wathah think I can awwange the mattah.”

“Rats!”

“ Weally, deah boys—"

“ Might get up a round robin to the Head,
or something to that effect,” said Herries ;
“and he could be assured that we should be
all right, you know. I should explain to him
that we were taking Towser with us.”

“Bai Jove! What?”

“ Towser, of course, would have to come.

,He"—"‘—”

“ Oh, cheese it!” said Manners. “ We
haven’t got leave to go at all yet, and we
can settle about Towser when we do get
leave.”

“Something in that,” grinned Blake.
“But how are we to get leave? That’s
the question.” : ;

“1 think I could awwange—"

“Bosh!”

“1 could awwange——"

Great Days at Greyfriars
Y,
Speech Day

A
e @S %
S92 VA

This day i#styled the * Gasbags’ Day,”
It’s one long round of chattering ;
When bearded veterans, old and grey,
Prizes galore are scattering.
So many trophtes have 1 won
For prowess intellectual,
I look at them, and say (in fun)
“ Oh, help . I can’t collect you all!”’

I’'ve taken first in “ Maths.,” though why
I got it'is a mystery ;

A dull and dreamy duffer I,

~ Except at rhymes—and history.

I'm fond of Stevenson and Scott,
I worship G. A. Henty, too;

Yet it’s for Latin that I've got
Ten prizes out of twenty-two!

The Governors called me * Clever boy!”
I’d shake the hand of each if 1
Thought it would give them any joy,
Or help the gents to speechify.
But people like Sir Highbrow Tubbs,
Might think me too familiar,
And say, “ Of all the silly cubs,
I’ve never met a sillier!”

Speech follows speech ; the listening throng
Grows wearier and wearier ;

And all the Greyfriars fellows long
For functions that are cheerier.

Speech Days, you are a nuisance, quite,
And in this merry ANNUAL

We set it down, in black and white,
That we should love to ban you all!
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“Order ! ”

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry. “It’s just
barely possible that Gussy may have a
sensible suggestion to make.”

““ Nonsense ! ” said Lowther.

*Ha, ha ha'l”

“I could awwange it, I tell you,” said
. Arthur Augustus mdwnantly “You chaps
know my bwothah Conway you wemembah

s What the dickens-

“ He’s goin’ on a cwuise in the South Seas.
I've heard fwom him about it to-day, and
he’s comin’ down here to-morrow to say
good-bye to my brother Wally and me.”

“My hat!’s

“You see, he’s been wathah seeday since
he went into ‘the House of Commons, owin’
to bein’ wowwied with Budgets and things.
He'’s paired off with anothah chap, and he’s
goin’ on a cwuise. My ideah is to capture
him when he comes ®wn heah and make h1m
pwomise to get the Head to let him take us.”

“ Good egg !

* Let's walt till Lord Conway comes,”
said Tom Merry. “ We'll make him agree.
1f he won’t, we’ll shut him up in the study
and start Gussy singing tenor solos to him.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

““Ha, ha, hal”

Lord Conway, who had the honour of being
D’Arcy’s elder brother, arrived the next after-
noon. The juniors met him at the gates in
a crowd, and marched him in triumph into
D’Arcy’s study—No. 6 in the Fourth.

A cheerful-looking youth with a smear of ink
on his collar and a blot on his nose was already
there. It was D’Arcy minor of the Third,
more familiarly called Wally

“ Hallo, cocky !” sald Wally cheerily.

“ Weally, Wally——

“ Oh, don’t you begin, Gus!” implored
Wally. “Sit down, Con, old chap, and make
yourself at home. You chaps buck up and
get tea.”

Lord Conway laughed.

“You're all very kind,” he said.
going to dine with the Head, so—"

“ Bai Jove! You're going to have tea with
us, first, Conway ?” said Arthur Augustus.
“ We shall weally take no wefusal.”

111 I’m

“ A very light one, then.”

“ Buck up, you fellows! Till the kettle,
Wally. Cut the cake, Dig, deah boy. Buck
up with stirrin’ the ﬁah Lowthah.”

Over tea the lu-b]ect of the proposed ex-
cursion to the South Seas was delicately ap-
proached. The chart was shown to Lord (‘an-
way, and the story of how Tom Merry had
obtained possession of it was related to him—
most of the juniors speaking at once.

The young man was genuinely interested.
He scanned the ehart, and looked it over, and
felt it in his hands.

“ By Jove,” he said, “ this is—is

“T1t’s a clue, ain’t it ? 7’ said Blake.

“Yes. But I did not mean that. Do you
know what this leather is made of ?

“ Never seen anything like it before,”
Tom Merry.

“They made leather like it, from the skins
of aristocrats, in the French Revolution,”
said Lord Conway quietly. “ I've seen leather
like it in Africa.”

The juniors caught their breath.

“ Human skin ?  said Tom Merry.

Lord Conway nodded.

“ Good heavens ! ”

“Gruh!”

“How howwid ! ”

“ Some grim old pirate drew up that chart,”
said Lord Conway. “ It’s genuine enough. I
can see that it’s a great deal more than a hun-
dred years old. I shouldn’t be surprised if
there’s something in it.”

“ Oh, we're convinced of that!” said all
the juniors at once in a breath.

Lord Conway laughed.

“ Naturally you would be,” he agreed. “ At
your age I should have been convinced of it
without any proof at all. But there may be
something in it. I wish I could take you all
to the South Seas with me to look for the
island.”

The juniors exchanged glances.

Lord Conway’s careless remark had brought
them to their subject. Several of them
started at once.

“ That’s just what we want.”

“You see, Conway, deah hoy——

“That’s it!” said Wally. ‘ We're coms-
ing!” '

"

said

9
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“ Weally, Wally—"" &

Lord Conway stared.

“ Well, T would take you,” he said. “ You
would make the yacht lively enough, I've no
doubt, and prevent the cruise from being
monotonous. But you could never get leave
from your headmaster to leave school for so
long a time.”

" That’s just it,” Tom Merry explained.
“ We want you to get leave for us.”

(11 MG ? 23

Our governah is
a governah of the
school, you know,
Con, deah boy,

and you are an

“Yaas, wathah !
5

Arthur Augustus had to be restrained forcibly
from going in to his brother’s aid.

The study door opened at last, and Lord
Conway came out, smiling.
~ The juniors gathered round him breath-
lessly.

“Bai Jove! What is the verdict, deah
boy ? 2

*“ What does he say ?”

“It’s all right,” said Lord Conway, laugh-
mg. “You can
come with me,
you young rascals,
on condition that
you promise to be-
have yourselves.”

“ Hurrah!”

old Saint. You've “Thanks—
got heaps of influ- thanks awf’ly, old
ence with the chap!”
Head.” “ Bravo ! ”’
“Yes, rather!” And Tom Merry
“ Do it—there’s & Co. rejoiced.
a good chap!” And from that
“ But Icouldn’t hour little was
ask——"  began spoken of among
Lord Conway, in e them but prepara-
dismay. o : tions for joining
(14 L. o 3
Yes, YO Tom Merry spread the chart flat upon the table, and the 1<0rd Conway’s
could, you know! juniors gazed at it with breathless curiosity. (Seepage 280).  yacht and voyag-
Ne Cbate Y ing to the South
said Wally. ~ “ You've got to do it, and you Seas in quest of the treasure island.

may as well make up your mind to it. If
you refuse Gussy is going to sing to you
till you give in ! ”’

“ Weally, Wally——""

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Conway set down his teacup and rose
to his feet, smiling.

“ I'll speak to the Head,” he said. * Mind,
I don’t promise anything ; but I'll do my best
for you.” "

“Hurray

Lord Conway made hig way to the Head’s
study, with a very dubious expression upon
his face. The juniors waited for him in the
passage with the keenest anxiety.

The viscount was quite a long time in the
study, ‘and the juniors could hear a faint
murmur of voices. Their anxiety grew in
keenness every moment, and several times

13?

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Luggage Limited.

- AGOLES | ¥
“ Yes, Master D’Arcy 2 ”
“Pway be careful with the hat-

box ! ”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ And careful with the twunk.”

““Yes, sir.” _

“ And vewy careful with the suit-case.”

* Suttingly, sir!”

“ And with the—"

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was interrupted.
Tom Merry, of the Shell, came out of the door-
way of the School House with a heavy bag in
each hand, D’Arcy was standing on the top
step as he gave instructions to Taggles, the
school porter, :
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Tom Merry did not see him, or perhaps
did see him.

Biff, biff !
“ Oh!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “ Ow!
Weally——  Ah! Help ! 2

The two heavy bangs bified upon the slim,
elegant form of the swell of St. Jim’s, and
D’Arcy was biffed off the top step.

He made a wild spring to save himself, and
his eyeglass fluttered to the end of its cord,
and his silk hat rolled off, and his cane went
flying in one direction and his gloves in
another.

e OW ! L]

Crash! :

D’Arcy whirled down the steps of the
School House, made a vain effort to save his
balance at the bottom, and sat down on his
silk hat!

“Owl -“Ahl Ohl”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jack Blake, who
was sitting in a brake outside the School
House. “ Let’s see you do that again, Gussy.”

“Ow! BaiJove!”

“Dear me!” said Tom Merry, from the
top of the steps. “ What did you do that for,
Gussy ? You've ruined that topper.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy scrambled to his
foet. He had certainly ruined the topper. It
bore some distant resemblance to an opera-
hat now, but was more like a concertina.
There was dust on D’Arcy—on his beautifully-
fitting Eton jacket, on his elegant grey
trousers, on his gorgeous waistcoat.

He groped for his eyeglass, and jammed it
into his eye, and glared up the steps at the
hero of the Shell.

“ Tom Mewwy! You ass!”

“Sorry ! ” said Tom Merry. “ You see,
you were in the way of these blessed bags,
and something had to go.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

“ Weally, Blake

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T wegard this mewwiment as beastly bad
form,” said D’Arcy. “ I shall have to get out
a new toppah now, and change my jacket. It’s
a howwid bore. You may lose the twain while
you are waitin’ for me, too.”

“Oh, that's all right!” said Herries.
“ We shan’t wait long enough for that.”

( 255

“ Weally, Heww1es

“We start in exactly five minutes,” said
Blake, glancing up at the old clock tower of
St. Jim’s. “We can't lose the train; Lord
Conway is waiting for us at Southampton.”

“ Weally

“Buck up with the changing,
you'll get left behind.”

“ 1 should uttahly wefuse to be left behind.”

“ Clear the way !’ shouted Monty Lowther,
coming down the steps with a heavy bag in
one hand and rugs rolled round umbrellas and
sticks under the other arm. * Blessed if I
know what you want to get in the way for,

Gussy, or

Gussy ! ”
13 OW ! HE
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T wegard you as a clumsy ass, Lowthah.
Blake, will you kindly see that Taﬂﬂlm puts
all my pwops in the bwake, while I go and
change my things ? 7

“ All there’s room for,” said Blake cheerily.
“ We're taking a bag or a box each, and that’s
the full allowance.”

“T have thwee boxes, a twunk, a hat-
box, and a - suit-case, with my dwessin’-bag
and :

“QOut of the way!” shouted Manners,
coming out with Kangaroo, the two carrying
a trunk between them.

“ Weally, Manners

“Only four minutes now, Gussy!” said
Jack Blake. “ Better buck up. We've got to
get over to the New House for Figgins & Co.,
and start in five minutes.”

D’Arcy gave him one indignant look, and
then dashed into the School House. He knew
that Blake wouldn’t wait, and he was in
danger of starting on his journey in a dusty
jacket, dusty trousers, and without his hat.

The brake was filling up. Tom Merry & Co.
were starting on a journey, and even with
only one box cach there was plenty of luggage.

Lord Conway was to meet them at South-
ampton, to take them upon his yacht, in which
they were to sail for the South Seas. The
juniors were looking forward to the cruise
with the keenest enjoyment, and in their
dreams they were already among palm-trees,
and coral reefs, and cannibals.

Arthur Augustus never started on a journey

T’!



A GREAT EDITOR AND SPORTSMAN !

DEEEANEEEEBEEAERRBHREEEHERER

William George Bunter, as everyone knows, is the Editor of the famous “ Billy Bunter’s Weekly.”
He is also fond of asserting that there is not another sportsman like him at Greyfriars, a statement
that few would contradict !
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without supplying himself with all the things
he might need, and a great many he certainly
never would need. But it was quite useless to
argue with him. The swell of St. Jim’s had an
unfailing politeness and an invincible deter-
mination. It was useless to point out that
silk hats would not be wanted in tropic seas,
and that a trousers-press would be nothing
but an encumbrance on a coral island. D’Arcy
packed his trunks regardless.

Blake was in the brake already, with Digby
and Herries. Herries had been persuaded
at a great cost of argument, to leave his bull-
dog behind. Herries regarded his bulldog,
Towser as a valuable addition to any party ;
in fact, according to Herries, merely to know
Towser was a liberal education. But Herries
had been overruled. He was not convinced
that Towser would be superfluous. But he
was somewhat influenced by a suggestion
made by Kerr, of the New House, that the
climate mlghtnt agree with Towser. And
there were cannibals to be considered, and
poisoned arrows.

Upon the whole, Herries had agreed to
leave Towser in the kennels at St. Jim’s.
But Herries had made up his mind that if
Towser didn’t come, neither should D’Arcy’s
superfluous luggage ; and most of the other
fellows agreed with him,

Kano_raroo, the Australian junior, climbed
in, with Manners and Lowther. Tom Merry
followed them in. The party from the School
House was now complete, with the exception
of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and his brother,
Wally, of the Third Form. They had to
call at the New House, across the quad.
for TFiggins & Co., and then drive to the
“station.

Taggles, the school porter, came out groan-
ing under a heavy trunk. Taggles always
groaned under any trunk ; he had found out
by long experience that a groan or two had a
perceptible effect upon the tips.

But he had reason to groan this time.
In that gigantic runk was the famous
trousers-press, and several suits of clothes,
additional trousers, and overcoats galore.
Taggles bumped the trunk down on the
ground, and gasped for breath.

“ Which ir’s ’eavy ! ” he gasped.

(

- bag on your feet ¢ ”

Tom Merry grinned.

“ Yes, it looks heavy,” he remarked. “It
would make a difference to the yacht, I should
think, if it ever got aboard.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Luckily, it’s never coming aboard,”
Kangarooremarked. “ Leave it there, Taggy ;
there’s no room for it in the brake.”

“ Master D’Arcy said—"

“ Never mind what Master D’Arcy said,”
said Blake cheerfully. * Leave it there.”

“Wot about: the other boxes ? ”

“ Oh, fetch them out, if D’Arcy told you to.
Nothing like obeying orders. You can pile
them up on the steps.”

Taggles grinned, and went into the House
agamn. Blake stood up in the brake, and
shouted :

“Gussy! Gussy! Gus!

A fag with a bag under his arm came out of
the School House, and jumped into the
brake. It was Wally—D’Arcy minor, of the
Third—with his cap on the back of his head,
and a cheeky grin on his face.

“ Ready, my scmq' 7 said Wally.
the driver to start.

“ You cheeky young bounder

““ Oh, cheese it ! What are you waiting for?”

“ Gussy.”

“ Oh, never mind Gussy ! ”

“Ow! Yow!”

‘“Hallo! Sorry, Dighy!

!J’

1 Tell

23

Did I drop my

“Yes, youass! Ow!?”

“ Blessed if 1 know what a chap wants with
such big feet ! Can’t you put them under the.
seat ¢ ”’

“TI—TI'l

“ Hallo,
baggage ! ”’

2 Haha, hal'”

Taggles came out of the house, carrying
another huge box. Toby, the page, lending
him a hand. A crowd of juniors had «athered
round to-see Tom Merry & Co. off, and they
burst into a roar.

“ Faith, and Gussy’s taking enough!”
Reilly exclaimed.

*Ha ha rhal’’

“ Oh, it’s all right,” said Tom Merry ;  he’s
not taking it. Leave it there, Tagey.”

here’s some more of Gussy's
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“Ha, ha, hal?”

“ Werry well, sir.”

‘Taggles tramped gasping into the house
again. He had had a liberal tip from D’Arcy,
and he meant to bring all the baggage out,
whatever became of it. Blake looked over the
heap

‘ Gussy is entitled to take one bag,” he
said. “ Pick out the smallest, will you, Gore,
and hand it up to me.”

Glore grinned, and picked up D’Arey’s hat-
box. It was the smallest of all the boxes, but
it was a good size, for it was constructed to
hold two silk hats and a bowler. It was the
lightest of the baggage, and Gore handed it up
easﬂy Blake stowed it away .

“My word!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
D’Arcy Runs for It

RTHUR AUucusTUs D'ARCY came
A breathlessly out of the School House.
For once, the swell of St. Jim’s had
lost the repose which stamps the caste of Vere
de Vere. He stood on the lowest step and
waved a glove and a cane and, shouted :
“ Stop, you boundahs!”
“ Ha, ha, ha! ” roared the crowd of juniors.
“I guess you'll have to sprint, Gussy,”
grinned Lumley-Lumley.
“ Go 1t, Gussy!”
“ After them!”
and it’s left behind yelll be
intirely.”

¢ Faith,

said  Digby.
“Is Gussy
going to take
nothing  but
toppms 2
“He’s en-
titled to ome
bag’” said
Blake stolidly.
“That’'s the
one.”’
Ve H aJ,
ha!?”
A uss y!
Gussy! Gussy!”
The fellows
all stood up

Panger’
’;’ojf’n(“

Shark.

ha, Bay

Tistuff

“ Stop, you
uttah wot-
tahe!” shrieked
D’Arey.

“You've left
all my baggage
behind. 1 in-
sist upon your
weturnin’  for
my twaps.”

*“Ha,  -ha!t”

The brake
rolled serenely
on.

It halted
outside the
New House.

in the brake
and roared.

D’Arcy put his head out of a window above.

“It’s all wight, deah boys!”

“ We’re starting.”

“ Weally, Blake——=""

“Come down!”

“ I sha’n’t keep you waiting more than five
minutes.”

““ That you jolly well won’t ! ”” agreed Blake.
“ Driveon, Johnny!” The brake moved off.

“ Stop for me ! * shouted D’Arcy from the
window.

“Rats 1 ”

‘And the brake rolled away towards the
New House, Blake kissing his hand affection-
ately to the excited junior at the window.

The plan which Peter Raff gave to Tom Merry.

 Figgins and Co.
were walting
there, with their boxes all ready—neat little
cabin trunks in a row, with Figgins and Co.
sitting on them. Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn
were smiling beaming smiles. Fatty Wynn
had a lunch-basket in his hand ; Fatty did
not mean to risk getting hungry in the train,

“ We’re ready.”

“ Here you are, Figgy ! ” sang out Blake.

“ Tumble in, or we shall have Gussy piling
boxes on us.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn lifted their trunks
in, aided by the School House fellows, and
came " in after them. Blake looked back
across the quad.
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Arthur Augustus, holding cane and gloves
in one hand, a light coat over his arm, and
keeping his hat on with a firm grasp, was
gprinting across the quad.

Loud shouts of encouragement from the
crowd outside the School House followed him.

“ Go it, Gussy ! ”

“Put her through.”

“ Hurrah ! ”

The swell of St. Jim’s did not heed the
shouting.

He dashed on at top speed ; but the brake
was in motion again now, and rolling down to
the gates.

“Buck up ! ” called out Tom Merry to the
driver.

And the man grinned and cracked his whip.
The brake increased in speed. D’Arcy put
on a spurt, and overtook the vehicle as it
reached the gates.

“Stop, you wascally
gasped.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Can’t stop, Gussy!”

“ Weally, Tom T\Ieww‘,.

“Jump in while we're going,” said \[on‘r;
Lowther. “Tll lend you a hand.”

“So will I,” said Kangaroo.
You—you uttah boundahs—what about

my baggage ?

“We've got 1t here,”

“ Wats !
house——"’

“We've got all you're going to take,” Jack
Blake explained. “ One box ecach is the al-
lowance, and we've got one of your boxes.”

* The hat-box!” grinned Wally.

¢“ Ha, ha, ha!?”

“ T wefuse to twavel to the South Seas with
nothin’ but a hat box!” shouted D’Arcy
keeping pace with the brake, which was now
outside the school gates, and travelling down
the dusty lane at a good speed.

“ Jump in, Gussy ! ”

“I wefuse to jump in! Tt is imposs. for
me to twavel without my clothes

“You won't need them in the South Seas,”
said Monty Lowther. “1I believe it’s a uni-

versal custom there to save the whole expense
of tailor’s bills.”

boundahs!” he

said Dighy cheerfully.
It’s left behind, piled outside the

* Ha, ha, hal”

“ Weally, Lowthah—-"

“Jump in!” said Manners.

“T decline to jump in, Mannahs.”

“ Fancy a chap preferring to run on a warm
day like this!” Figgins remarked. *° You
must be feeling awfully ﬁt Gussy.”

“ Keep it up, old man.’

“Heol -1tL" ' -

D’Arcy gasped with rage and breathless-
ness. He was keeping pace with the brake,
and it was a good way on the road to Ryl-
combe.

“I uttahly wefuse to leave my luggarm
behind,” he said. I insist upon your turnin’
the bwake wound and goin’ back for my
twaps.”

“Ha, hs, ha 1"

“ Buck up, driver!”

“ Yessir !

D’Arcy dropped a pace or two behind.

“ Better jump in, Gussy,” said Tom Merry.
“You sce, we can’t stop, or we shall lose the
train, and we can’t lose the train and let Lord
Conway wait for us in Southampton. Sup-
pose he sailed without us—what about finding
the giddy treasure, then ?

“1 ingist——"

“Think of the respect due to your elder
brother,” urged Kerr. * You can’t possibly
keep Lord Conway waiting.”

“ Weally, Kerr i

D’Arecy was perspiring and dusty. The
dust churned up by the wheels of the brake
was settling over him in thicker and thicker
clouds.

“Yewy well,” he gasped at last. ** Slacken
down, and I will get in, you feahful wottahs.
I wegard you as uttah outsidahs.”

“ Pax, you know,” said Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

* Easy, driver.”

The brake slackened down, and Arthur
Augustus was assisted into it. He sank down
into a seat, gasping for breath.

“ Feel the better for your exercise ? ** asked
Kerr sympathetically.

*“Ha, ha;, ha !

D’Arcy panted.

“ You utter wottahs

23
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 have nothing but a silk hat and a bowlah
to take to the South Seas with me——"’

“ We'll have a whip round for you,” said
Blake. “Or you can raffle the silk hats
against a set of pyjamas, or something of that
sort.”

* Ha, ha, ha !

Words failed the swell of St. Jim’s. He sat
gasping for breath, and mopping his perspiring
_ face with a cambric handkerchief, till the brake
rolled up to the station. Then the porters
carried the boxes in, and Arthur Augustus re-
" luctantly followed the crowd of juniors upon

the platform.

“ Suppose we catch the next twain, Tom
Mewwy 2 he suggested. ““ We could send
back to the coll. for my baggage, an i

“Rats!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“ Here’s the train ! ”

The train rolled in. Boys and boxes were
soon aboard. The swell of St. Jim’s stepped
into the train with'his nose very high in the
air.  He had given up hope of the baggage by
this time.

“ Cheer up, Gussy!” said Blake. “ You
won’t be able to change your clothes in the
South Seas, but you can wear two silk hats

“and a bowler, piled on one another, you know,
like an old clothes man——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wegard you as an ass, Blake.”

“ Well, I'm only trying to make useful sug-
gestions,” said Blake in an injured tone.

“Wats | ”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Lopez

ALLY, leaning out of the window, was
\qX/ the first to recognise the tall form of
Lord Conway, his eldest brother,
standing on the platform at the terminus.
Lord Conway was waiting for the train that

was to bear the juniors of St. Jim’s.

He smiled and waved his hand, as he saw
the cheeky face of Wally looking out of
the window,

“ Here’s old Conway ! ” said Wally, turning
back into the carriage.

" Weally, Wally, that is hardly @ wespectful

-

way of speaking of your eldest bwothah and a
future membah of the House of Peers,” said
Arthur Augustus.

“ Oh, don’t you begin, Gussy ! ”

“ Weally—"

“ Train’s stopping,” said Blake.
move on.”

“ You're intewwuptin’ me, Blake.”

“ Exactly ! Buck up.”

The train stopped, and the juniors crowded
out.

Lord Conway shook hands with them in his
genial way.

“Jolly glad to see all of you!” he said.
“ Dear me! Have you been having an acci-
dent, Gussy ¢ ”

“I've been tweated with gwoss diswespect,
deah boy.”

*“ Too bad ! ” said Lord Conway cheerfully.
“You will come and dine with me and then
we will go aboard.”

“1 have some shoppin’ to do——"

“ Shopping ? ” echoed the viscount.

“Yaas, wathah ! Owin’ to a wotten twick,
my baggage was left behind at St. Jim’s,”
D’Arcy explained. “ I shall have to do some
shoppin® in Southampton.”

Lord Conway smiled.

“ Very well, you shall shop while the others
dine.”

“* As a mattah of fact, I am wathah hungry.”

“ We have exactly an hour.”

“ Pewwaps we could put off startin’ till to-
mowwow ¢~ Arthur Augustus suggested.

The viscount laughed.

1 fear that would not do, even for the sake
of providing you with a completely new outfit
in the latest fashion,” he said, “ Come on,
boys—this way ! » :

In a few minutes more the juniors were
seated round a well-spread board in a private
dining-room in a palatial hotel. Fatty Wynn’s,
plump visage shone like a full moon over the
table. The fat Fourth-Former was fairly in
his element now. However cruel the sea might
be afterwards, Fatty Wynn was sure of a good
innings now, at all events.

Lord Conway presided at the meal with a
cheery manner and an unfailing flow of plea-
sant talk. He was very popular with the boys.
When the meal had progressed as far as dessert,

“ Get w
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Tom Merry's chart was produced, to be conned
over once more, and handed from omne to
another.

The chart was of never-ending interest to
the juniors.

The chart was Tom Merry’s, to do as he
liked with, if the sailorman did not claim it—
and he had never claimed it.

But Tom Merry had determined that if the
treasure were discovered, a full share should
be kept for the sailor-
man—for the hero of
St. Jim’s still hoped

that Peter Raff was
in the land of the
living,

Heads were bent over
' the map now, and the
strange names of the
places indicated upon it
were read out aloud.

The dining-room was
on the ground floor of
the hotel, and wide
open French windows
gave upon the garden—
a long wide garden,
planted with old trees
and rhododendrons. It
was a pleasant after-
noon, and the sun shone
in at the open window,
and a trace of the sea
‘breeze found its way
into the dining-room.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur
Augustus remarked, as
he adjusted his monocle
and surveyed the map. “ Bai Jove, it looks
the weal thing, you know! The Piwates’
Gwave is good ! ”’

In his interest in the chart, D’Arcy had for
the time forgotten his intended shopping expe-
dition in Southampton—and the others did not
remind him. The luggage of the party had
already been sent aboard the Silver Scud, and
it only remained for the juniors to follow it.

“ And Shark Bay!” Monty Lowther re-
marked, looking at the chart over Tom
Merry’s shoulder, * That sounds promising
for bathing.”

Lord Conway rose to his
anything,” he said.
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you can come with me to the South Seas.”
page 284.)

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And the caves, too ! 7 said Wally, rubbing
his hands. “ It will be ripping, exploring the
caves ! I wish I'd brought my dog Pongo ! ”’

“Wats!”

“ Pongo would have been more useful than
Gussy,” said Wally. “ It isn’t too late to send
Gussy back, and have Pongo instead, if we sail
to-morrow instead of to-day.”

“ And here’s the reefs,” said Manners.
“ Jolly ticklish work, I
expect, getting through
the reefs into that safe
anchorage, I should
Sa.y.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“Monkey River,”
went on Tom Merry.
“We may be able to
get along that in boats.
Then there’s the Mount,
and , ‘Gold Buried
Here ! "

“ Bai Jove, 1t will be
wippin’! T shouldn’s
5, wondah if there was a
@ million pounds, you

) know !’ Arthur Augus-
) tus remarked.

Tom Merry laughed.

“Not much!” he
said. “Not hkely.
But there may be a big
sum—unless ;

“ Unless what, deah
boy % ”

** Unless the gald’s al-
ready been lifted,” said
Tom Merry gravely. ““ This chart is very old—
certainly more than a hundred years, perhaps
a hundred and fifty. In all that time lots of
people may have landed on the island, and the
gold may have been found.”

Blake snorted.

“Hold on,” said Kerr. “If the chart’s
a hundred and fifty years old, look at
that ! ”’

He pointed to the words, “ Latitude of Syd-
ney,” scrawled in the left-hand corner of the
fragment of leather, some disvance from the
chart.

)

“T1don’t promise
“ But I’ll ask the Head if
(See
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“ My hat, yes ! ” said the Kangaroo. * that
must mean Sydney in Australia ! ”’

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ And Sydney wasn’t in existence then.”

“Bai Jove!”

Tom Merry smiled.

“ Those words have been added later,” he
said. “If you look at them youll see that
they’re written on the leather, and not tat-
tooed like the rest. My opinion is that Peter
Raff wrote them, or else somebody whose hands
the chart had fallen into. Whoever it was,
had found out that the island was in the same
latitude as Sydney, and wrote it down instead
of giving the degrees of latitude.”

e f]_"rue I b3

“ 1t’s different with the * W. L..” in the corner
of the map,” went on Tom Merry. * That'’s
tattooed, and it certainly means west longi-
tude.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“T think

Tom Merry broke off suddenly. His startled
glance was fixed upon the open window.

In the open stood a strange form—a man
with a massive head and immensely powerful
shoulders, and a dwindling form that dwarfed
away towards the ground. The dark, Spanish
face, and the singular form, told the juniors at
once who 1t was, even those who had not seen
him before.

“ Lopez ! ” panted Tom Merry.

Lopez, the dwarf Spaniard, stood for a single
second staring in at the window. Then he dis-
appeared from view.

Tom Merry rushed to the window.

He caught a glimpse of the Spaniard dis-
appearing among the rhododendrong, and that
was all. The juniors rushed into the garden in
a crowd, and searched it from end to end. But
the dwarf Spaniard was gone, without leaving

a trace behind.

T dining-room, disappointed and angry.
The Spaniard was gone. How long

had he been there at the open window, before

Tom Merry had seen him ? It was an import-

ant question, for, from where he had been

(

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
The Mate of the ‘¢ Silver Scud *’
oM Merry & Co. returned to the

2
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standing, the Spaniard could have heard
every word that was spoken in the room.
If he had heard the discussion of the chart,
he had learned all that was to be learned of
the position of the island—that it was in west
longitude, and in the latitude of Sydney.

That knowledge was sufficient to enable him
to reach the island, if he had the means of
chartering a vessel. True, of the exact
location of the treasure he had no knowledge—
that could only be gained by looking at the
ma

P?ut if he followed the party to the Treasure
Island, he would be an awkward enemy to
encounter there.

“ The villain must have learned our plans
somehow, and watched us come to Southamp-
ton ! ” Tom Merry said, frowning. “I wonder
if he heard ! ”

Kerr nodded,

“I'm jolly certain!” he said. “ He was
most likely there all the time we were having
dmner He knows where to look for the island,
now.’

“He doesn’t know where to look for the
treasure, though,” said Figgins.

“No. We've got the advantage, there.”

““Yaas, wathah!”

“It’s a pity,” said Lord Conway, “ but it
cannot be helped now. We will lose no time
in getting to the island, at all events. And it
is time, now, to go on board the Silver Scud.”.

*“ Bai Jove ! ”

“ What'’s the matter with you, Gussy ? ”

“T haven’t done my shoppin’, yet ! ”

“Rats }?

*“ Weally, Blake

“(Come on, ass!”

“T wefuse to be called an ass!”

“ Oh, come on ! ”

“ Yes, come, Arthur ! said Lord Conway,
Iaughmrr “ There is really no time. The
others will share out some of their things with
you, and you can have some of mine. And you
are well provided with silk hats, at all events.”

“ Weally, Conway——"

“Come on!”

“ As your guest, my dear fellow, I am
bound to yield the point,” said Arthm
Augustus with a great deal of dignity.

“ Exactly ! Come on!”

£




~ somewhere !

So D’Arcy yielded the point, and ten min-
utes later they were on board the Silver Scud,
which was already getting steam up. From
that moment Lord Conway was busy. He was
his own skipper, and his mate was an old col-
lege chum, whom the juniors had not yet
seen.

Tom Merry caught a glimpse of him as they
went below, and noted an athletic, broad-
shouldered fellow, about whom there seemed
something familiar. But he saw him only for
a moment. The juniors went into the saloon.

Black smoke rolled from the funnels of the
yacht as she glided out.

The motion was, as yet, barely perceptible,
but Fatty Wynn sat upon a cushioned divan
and changed colour several times.

The fat Fourth-Former had done more than
justice to the dinner at the hotel, and he had
already done more than justice to the lunch
basket in the train. The slightest motion of
the yacht was enough to make him wish he
had been a little more cautious in laying in
supplies.

Blake grinned at the fat Fourth-Former.

“ Feeling qualmy, kid.? ”* he asked.

“ N-n-no,” gasped Fatty. * It—it was the
last meringue, that’s all. I shall be all right
in a minute.”

“Bai Jove! I wathah think you will be
worse before you are bettah, deah boy.”

““Ha, ha, ha!l”

L Oll ' 1

“Hallo! Anything the matter, Fatty ? ”

' N-no.”

The juniors ascended the steps from the
saloon. The yacht, with half-steam on, was
heading for the Channel. The sunset was red-
dening away in the west. The bright steam-
yacht glided on like a thing of life, the trim
crew looking very sailor-like at their posts.
The mate was standing talking to Lord Conway
and his broad back was turned towards the
companion.

“ Bai Jove !’ said Arthur Augustus. ““I've
certainly seen him before somewhere ! ”’

“ Looks an athlete,” said Tom Merry.
“Yaas, wathah!”

“T'll swear I’ve seen those shoulders before,
Behind a wicket, I believe ! ”
said Monty Lowther, thoughtfully “ They’re

associated, somehow, with
Tom—Huckleberry Heath.”
: ’.{.‘om Merry wrinkled his brows thought-
ul

What he could see of the mate of the Silver
Scud certainly reminded him, too, of Laurel
Villa, and Huckleberry Heath, and the associa-
tions of his early home Wlth Miss Priscilla
Fawecett.

Who was the man ?

“By George!” Tom Merry exclaimed
suddenly.

“You know him ? ”

“1I think so.”

Tom Merry ran forward.

The broad-shouldered mate turned round.

“Mr. Dodds ! ” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Mr. Dodds laughed and smiled.

“You are surprised to see me here!” he
exclaimed, shaking hands with Tom Merry.

“ By George, yes.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

Mr. Dodds laughed again. He had a very
pleasant laugh. Mr. Dodds, the curate of
Huckleberry Heath, was an old friend of Tom
Merry’s. He had begun his acquaintance
with the St. Jim’s juniors by astonishing them
with his powers as a cricketer—the juniors
having been under the impression that a curate
couldn’t play. Mr. Dodds had amazingly un-
deceived them on that point, and since then
the juniors had grown to like him wvery
much,

“1 was very glad when Lord Conway told
me tha.t my young friends were coming on this
cruise,” said Mr. Dodds. * It was a plea%ant
surprise to me.”

“ Bai J ove, and this is a pleasant surprise to
us, sir!” said Arthur Augustus. * We're
awf'ly glad to see you, sir, aren’t we, you
chaps ? ”’

“Yes, rather | ” said the juniors, heartily.

“ Thank you,” said Mr. Dodds.

“But ain’t you curate  at Huckleberry
Heath any longer, sir ? ” askéd Figgins.

Mr. Dodds nodded.

*“ Certainly ! I had to have a change for my
hea.lth and Lord Conway heard of it. As I
could not afford to go abroad on my own, he
very kindly offered the post of mate on his
yacht for the trip to the South Seas. I shall

your old place,
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take up my work again when T return to
England. Lord Conway’s kindness—"

“Oh, go easy on the kindness!” said the
viscount. “ You know I’'m jolly glad to have
you, Doddy. 1t’s like old times to have you

along Dear
me! Is anything '
the matter with

you, Wynn ¢ ”
Fatty Wynn
lurched a little.
*“ No-o-no, sir ! ”’

he gasped.
“Don’t you

think you had

better sit down?”
<Gregl

Lord Conway led
the almost blind
and helpless Fatty
to a seat. Fatty
Wynn sat with a
face like chalk,
gradually changing
to quite an artistic
shade in green. -

“Poor old Fat-
ty ! 7 said Figgins.
“Tt was the dinner, ’
you  know. I
warned you to go

After the first couple of days the juniors had
got their “ sea-legs,” even Fatty Wynn;
though the Bay of Biscay had tested them
severely. Daily the juniors enjoyed their
trip more and more.

Swiftly the yacht was drawing nearer to the
“summer isles of Eden, glowing in dark
purple spheres of sea.”

Past the Azores, past the
Canaries, past the Cape Verde
Islands.

They were names that teemed
with interest to the juniors of
St. Jim’s; names
that had been only
names to them;
portions of geogra-
phical lessons—
now realities.

There was music
in the very words,

a strange subtle
attraction in the
mere sound of the
names.

“ Land ahead!”

The cry from the
deck made the
juniors tumble up
from below in hot
haste. Since cross-
ing the “line”’ they
had seen little land.
A glimpse of

easy.”

“Groo!”

“Bai Jove ! I
feel . a little—a
little—gwoo-

*Nat, " toe,
Gussy ! ”’

“ Gwooh ! 7

And the subse-
quent proceedings
interested ID’Arcy no more. And TFatty
Wynn sat the picture of mental anguish.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Round the Horn
UNNY seas and bright skies !
S Day after day the steam yacht had
ploughed her way to the southward.

English skies and English waters had long
been left behind.

The juniors burst into a roar as Taggles and Toby stag-
gered out with the huge box.
enough ! said Reilly.

Ascension, and
another glimpse of
St. Helena—the
lonely isle where
the great Napoleon
had been held a
prisoner after the
last throw of the dice at Waterloo—had been
all. At St. Helena the juniors would gladly
have landed to explore. As Monty Lowther
remarked, they had had Napoleon’s im-
prisonment and death at St. Helena in their
history books at St. Jim’s, and after being
bored with it in that way, it would have been
only a just compensation to have a run over
the place. But time did not permit, and,
leaving the last prison of a great adventurer

* Faith, Gussy’s taking
(See page 287.)
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behind them, the voyagers had plunged into
the wider waters of the South Atlantic.

The next land they expected to see was the
solitary island of Tristan d’Acunha, or Da
Cunha, to give it the Portuguese spelling. And
1t was Tristan da Cunha that loomed into view
now. The tropic of Capricorn was behind the
yacht now, and this was the last land that lay
between them and the Antarctic Ocean,

D’Arcy was first on deck, and he turned
his eyeglass upon the island.

“Bal Jove! Land!” he said.

“ Land-ho ! ” said Figgins gleefully, “ But
what land ? 7’

“ The treasure island, pewwaps. I say,
Con, old boy, is that the treasure island ? ”

Lord Conway laughed.

““ That 18 Tristan da Cunha,” he said.

% “ Tristan dah Coonyer ? ”” repeated Figgins.

Oh!”

* Our search begins here,” said the skipper.

“Bai Jove!”

Lord Conway brought a large chart out of
the chart-room, and spread it on a table on
deck. The juniors gathered round. The
map showed the whole of the southern ocean,
from east to west.

Lord Conway followed a line with his finger.

The chart was drawn upon Mercator’s pro-
jection, and each degree of latitude was
marked. Through the latitude of Sydney in
New South Wales a line was drawn, extending
across the map from side to side.

“On your chart, Tom, the latitude of
Sydney is given,” Lord Conway remarked.
“You see that the latitude of Sydney is,
roughly speaking, thirty degrees south of the
Equator. A line drawn across the map
passes through Cape Colony in Africa, and the
Argentine in South America. We have,
therefore, two oceans to search for the island,
as the exact longitude is not known—the
Atlantic from the African coast to the South
American, and if the island is not there—the
Pacific from the other side of South America
to Sydney in New South Wales.”

Tom Merry whistled.

“That’s a big order, sir.”

“ Quite so. If the man who tattoged your
chart had known the exact longitude—or had
cared to write it down—we could have

steamed directly to the spot. All the clue
to the longitude, however, is contained in the
words West Longitude—taking that W. L. to
mean west longitude. That gives us exactly
half the globe to choose from. The only way
to make a thorough search is to follow the
thirtieth degree of south latitude right round
the globe—west of Greenwich—excepting
where land intervenes.”

“ Bai Jove ! ”

“ But I do not think we need try that heroic
method,” the viscount went on, ‘° There are
other clues. For instance, that chart of yours
was tattooed, certainly, in the Pacific—and
that indicates a location in the Pacific, not the
Atlantic.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Quite 80, in my opinion ! ** said Mr. Dodds.

“We shall, therefore, pass through the
Atlantic here under full steam,” said Lord
Conway, “ and search the Pacific first. It is
the greater task of the two—but there is no
reasonable doubt that the island is in the
Pacific. An island here would be known and
charted—but in the South Pacific there are
many that have not been given attention by

navigators. We head, therefore, for the
Pacific.”
“ 1 agree, sir. T think you are quite right.”
“ Bai Jove! We shall have to wound the

Horn, then, sir!” D’Arcy exclaimed.

Lord Conway laughed.

“Well, there is no alternative, unless we
steam east and take a much longer route,” he
said. *'We shall round Cape Horn, and take
up the search on the western coast of South
America. We shall stop at Valparaiso for
fresh coal, and then begin.”

“ Good !

The yacht steamed on.

Tristan da Cunha vanished astern, and the
Silver Scud drew farther and farther into the
llimitable spaces of the southern ocean.

The juniors were naturally excited at the
prospect of rounding the Horn.

In a trim steam-yacht it was a very differ-
ent task from that of the old sailormen who
rounded the Horn in their sailing craft, at the
mercy of wind and wave. But even for the
Silver Scud it was not easy work.

Bad weather, for the first time in the voya ge
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came upon them, and the yacht glided on to
the south through foaming waves and under
black, threatening skies.

Warm weather and sunny skies were behind
the voyagers now. They buttoned on thick
coats, put on thick stockmgs over their socks,
and tied on scarfs and mufflers, every time
they came on deck.

But the Silver Scud made good time.

In the midst of lashing waves and racing
billows, the juniors caught a glimpse of the
Horn, black and threatening. But calmer
weather waited ‘for them in the Pacific.

That ocean justified its name when the
yacht glided into its wide waters, leaving the
Horn behind.

Northward-ho was the word now—and the
Silver Scud steamed on to Valparaiso, with
the soaring peaks of the Andes looming upon
the starboard.

At Valparaiso the stop was short.

There was no time to waste, and, after
taking in the necessary supplies, the Silver
Scud put to sea again. The juniors had no
time to explore the place ; but as they steamed
out of the harbour, they inwardly vowed to
return some day and see more of the wild and
romantic land at the foot of the Cordilleras.

It was upon a bright, erisp morning that
the Silver Scud steamed out of harbour, in
the midst of many craft putting out of the
busy port.

Tom Merry & Co., watched with special
interest a handsome felucca that ran out to
sea with her great sails bellying out in the
breeze.

“ Bai Jove ! ” D’Arcy remarked. * That’s
is a handsome cwaft, if you like.”
“ How she sails, too ! ” said Kerr. “ She’s

keeping pace with us—just now.”

“We shall soon leave her behind,” said
Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry suddenly fixed a keen stare
upon the felucca.

The handsome vessel had passed so close,
that the figure on the deck could easily be
distinguished.

“Your glasses, Gussy—quick!”
Merry exclaimed.

“ What’s the —”

Tom

“ Hand them to me!”

“ Certainly, deah boy.”

D’Arcy unslung his binoculars and handed
them to Tom Merry. The hero of the Shell
put the glasses to his eyes, and scanned the

~ felucca.

His face was pale with excitement.

The others watched him in amazement.
What could be the cause of the junior’s
strange excitement, they had no idea.

“It’s he ! ” Tom Merry exclaimed.

“ What!”

“He! Who?”

“Lopez ! ”

“ Gweat Scott!”

“ Lopez | ” exclaimed Manners.
sure ¢ 7

“ Look, then!”

Manners snatched the binoculars. Several
other pairs of glasses were turned eagerly upon
the felucca.

Then the figure of the dwarfed Spaniard
seemed to rush into view.

He was standing at the wheel, steering the
felucca. His face was turned towards the
steam-yacht, and Tom Merry & Co. could see
the grin upon it. It was Pablo Lopez !

Had the Spaniard been following them, or
had he heard in the garden at Southa,mpton
as much as they knew of the location of the
island, and was he bound there ?

The latter was doubtless the correct theory.

That he had recognised the yacht was cer-
tain from the look upon his face.

- “My hat!” said Figgins. “It’s a race,
then—the Spanish villain is going there,
too.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Lord Conway turned his glasses upon the
felucca.

“You are right,” he said. “It is the
Spaniard, But that felucca, well as she sails,
would have no chance with the Silver Scud.”

And he signalled full steam ahead to the
engine-room.

Swiftly as the felucca sailed, the yacht
seemed to walk away from her, and ere a
quarter of an hour had passed, the Spaniard’s
vessel was out of sight astern.

But the sight of Pablo Lopez had given the
juniors a thrill,

“ Are you
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“Stop, you uttah wottahs ! ” shrieked D’Arcy. “ You've
left all my baggage behind!” “ Ha, ha, ha!” roared

Tom Merry and Co. (See page 289.)

They realised now that it would not only
be a race to the treasure island, but in all
probability a struggle for the treasure when
they reached it. The dwarf Spaniard re-
mained to be reckoned with.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Treasure Island

roM Valparaiso westward the steam-
F yacht swept on, over seas again sunny,
under skies of deepest blue. Round
the Silver Scud rolled the wide waters of the
Pacific, gleaming under the tropical sun.
Every day now the juniors watched from
the deck with eager eyes. At the sight of a
flying fish or a dolphin, glasses were raised to
scan the sea.
When would the island be sighted
In hundreds of miles, or thousands, from
the coast of South America ? They did not

e L
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know. They knew that it was on or near the
thirtieth degree of south latitude, but the
longitude was a secret, -

But if the yacht followed that parallel far
enough, she must come upon the treasure
island—unless the hand that had written
those words upon the tattooed chart had
written a mistake or a lie,

That was what the voyagers had to dis-
cover,

But all of them had faith that the chart

- was written truly—that they had the latitude,

and had only to discover the longitude. Fven
Lord Conway was catching the infection of
the boys’ enthusiasm. As for Mr. Dodds, he
had been quite keen upon the subject ever
since he had been shown Tom Merry's chazt.
Morning after morning the juniors scanned
the sea. _
Day after day nothing met their gaze but
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the wide rolling waters, and sometimes a
glancing sail, or the rolling smoke of a steamer.
Whalers and sealers bound for the south
passed them, and exchanged greetings, as the
yacht ran on.

“ We shall get to New Zealand if we keep
on far enough,” Kangaroo remarked. “ We
shall pass within sight of the North Cape of
the North Island, unless we find our destin-
ation this side of Maoriland.”

“1 don’t think we shall go so far as that,”
said Tom Merry, with a shake of the head.
“ I'm expecting the giddy island every day.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

There was a shout from the look-out.

“Land ho!” :

And there was a rush of the juniors to sec.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed D’Arcy. “It’s
weally land, you know.”

“Land! Land!”

Lord Conway consulted his chart of the
Pacific. No land was marked upon the spot
where the yacht was now cutting the blue
waters with her keen prow.

The land ahead was evidently one of those
innumerable islets  dotted upon the wide
surface of the Pacific which no one has taken
the trouble to chart.

Lord Conway’s eyes were gleaming as he
came out of the chart-room.

“It is undoubtedly land, sir,”
Dodds.

“ Indeed 1t is.”

The yacht changed her course slightly in
obedience to Lord Conway’s signal, and
headed directly for the land.

The juniors watched eagerly.

The land rose more clearly into view,
emerging from the blue of the sea, and the
feathery fronds of palm-trees could be seen
waving in the breeze.

Closer and closer, till the palm-trees stood
out clear against the sky, and the high
mountain within the isle was black against
the clouds.

Between the island and the yacht ran a
line of white foam, showing the position of
the barrier reef—the reef plled up by the
untiring industry of tiny workers under the
sea—a reef of coral that reached just to the
surface of the waters.

said Mr.

““We shall have to be careful here,” said
Lord Conway. ‘ Those reefs would go
through our hull like a knife through cheese
Send a man forward to sound, Mr. Dodds.”

“ Ay, ay, sir.”

The yacht seemed to crawl now.

Keen and impatient as the juniors were,
they would not have had their skipper hurry.

-A false step now meant destruction to the

ship and the crew. And there was no help
for the shipwrecked in that lonely sea. The
yacht was all that stood between them and
the doom of Robinson Crusoe.

“ Anyway, it's weal land,” said Arthur
Augustus. ““We shall be able to stwetch
our legs again, deah boys.”

“ And they’re cocoanut-palms,” said Fatty
Wynn, with a smack of the lips. “ We shall
be able to gather cocoanuts—for nothing.”

“ Good old Fatty.”

“Well, it will be jolly ripping,” said Fatty
Wynn Warmly “ Cocoanuts are jolly good
prog., and 11:5 something to get ’em without
paymn for ‘em. Hallo ! We're past the
reefs.”

Lord Conway had followed the indications of
Tom Merry’s chart. Where the chart showed
an opening in the reefs, the yacht tried care-
fully for way. She glided through the lines
of foam, and stopped in a wide bay, marked
on the chart ** Safe anchorage.”

The anchor glimmered down.

Then the juniors gave a shout.

“ Hurrah!”

“ Hip, hip, hurrah ! ”

The hill flung back the sound with a
thousand echoes.

“ Hurrah ! ”

It was the treasure island at last! There
was no doubt of it. The hill, and the slim
curl of smoke to the northward, marking the
existence of a volcano—and the configuration

of the coast as the yacht approached it—all

proved that it was the island of which the
outlines were tattooed on Peter Raff’s chart.
It was the island—the island of treasure !

No wonder the juniors cheered !

The sun was sinking behind the hill, and
glimmering on the thick woods round the base
of it. The island was silent and still ; there
was no trace of life upon it. How long was
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it since that lonely isle had been trodden by
human feet ?

Years—centuries ! It looked like it !

. “Bai Jove!” D’Arcy’s eye blazed with
excitement behind his monocle. * Gweat
Scott! This is wippin’, you know! I feel
perfectly convinced that the tweasure is here
all wight.”

“ Oh, of course!” i

“ Not a doubt about that.”

“1 suppose we're going ashore now ?

Lord Conway shook his head.

* Not in too great a hurry,” he said.

“ Why not, deah boy ? ”

“There may be danger.”

“ But the giddy island is uninhabited, sir,”
said Figgins.

“ It looks like it ; but it may be inhabited
all the same, and if it is seldom or never
visited by ships, the natives may be in a
primitive state of barbarity,” said the vis-
count quietly. “We shall go ashore in
parties, and well armed. It would not be
pleasant to fall into the hands of cannibals.”

“ Cannibals !

“Bai Jove!”

“ And you must not forget the Spaniard.”

“Lopez!” said Tom Merry. “ But he
has been left long behind. Could he have
come all this distance in that felucca ?

“He could.”

“ But he would be far behind us.”

“1 am not sure of that. That craft of his
sailed well, and he may have come on a direct,

line, you see, while we have been exploring

north and south of the thirtieth parallel.
We covered more ground—or, rather, more
sea—than we need, strictly speaking, have
taken in, in order not to let a chance sli p. That
has taken time. If Lopez chanced it, and
came straight on, it is quite conceiv able that
he may have arrived here first,”

“ Bai Jove! Then he may have woped in
the tweasure.”

Lord Conway shook his head with a smile.

“You forget—he knows the location of the
treasure island, but not of the treasure,” he
replied.

*“Bai Jove, yaas!
that.” _

“ If he is here, he is waiting for our arrival,”

I nevah thought of

» spot.
- home, and they had learned to study tracks

said Lord Conway, hopmg to get a clue to
the treasure from us.’

“Well take jolly good care he doesn’t,”
said Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

And when the treasure-hunters landed, it
was in a party of a dozen juniors, and five
seamen, all of them armed. If the dwarf
Spaniard was on the island he was likely to
find them a formidable party to tackle.

The boat grated on the beach and the ex-
plorers jumped ashore. Soft sand, shelving
down to the sea, crackled and crisped undex
their feet.

“ Bai Jove | ” D’Arcy exclaimed suddenly.

“Hallo! What is it ? ”

“ Look there, deah boys ! ”

D’Arcy pointed to the sand.

In the clear, soft sand was a deep impression
—the impression of a human foot! There
needed no further proof that the island was
not uninhabited.

The juniors gathered eagerly round the
Most of them had been Boy Scouts at

and footprints. Tom Merry dropped on his
knees to examine the track.
“It’s not a bare foot that made this,” he

remarked. “ It was a boot!™

“Then it was not a savage,” Figgins re-
marked.

“No fear!?”

“ And it’s a small size in boots,” said Tom
Merry. “ Lopez is a dwarf, and his feet are
naturally very small.”’ ,

“ Bai Jove, it’s Lopez!”

“1 believe go0.”

Tom Merry rose to his feet. The juniors
scanned the shore with anxious eyes. But
only the cries of wild birds came from the trees,
and a solitary flamingo moved in the distance.
If the Spaniard was there, there was no sign of
him. But that single footprint in the sand
was enough to put the voyagers upon their
guard.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
An Alarm in the Night
1TH the suddenness of the tropics
the sun descended behind the hill,
and light was blotted out upon
Skeleton Island. But ab the same time the
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full round moon was sailing up over the
eastern sea.

The juniors stood in the dim half-light,
still looking at the footprint.

“We shall camp on the shore to-night,”
Lord Conway said. “In the morning we
will start for the treasure. According to
the chart, we have to follow this river that
empties into the bay, and the course should be
clear.” ‘

With much zest, ‘--—-" e
the juniors helped .
to camp. It re-
minded them of 18 r
their old days of
playing Redskins
in Rylcombe
Wood.

Supplies ~ were
brought ashore
from the yacht,
and only four men
were left on board
to watch.

The rest of the
crew—which-  was
numerous for the
gize of the vessel—
came -ashore with
the treasure-
hunters.

The juniors
gathered fuel on
the borders of the
wood to build up a
huge  camp-fire.
They looked into the gloomy depths of the
forest with strange feelings. In those black
thickets, what foes might lurk ?

They did not venture out of sight of the
beach.

A huge fire was soon blazing and roaring
away, casting ruddy light far along the beach,
and the juniors and the sailors gathered round
it, cooking their evening rations and making
coffee.

Fatty Wynn was in his element now.

Given a frying-pan and a fire, and some-
thing to cook, Fatty Wynn was a fellow who
was sure to make his mark, and he made it
noW,

“The Spaniard !”

(T e

Tom Merry rushed to the window.

Couches of fresh leaves gathered under the
trees, and camp stools brought from the yacht
served for seats as the campers had their
supper.

It was a merry supper, and the explorers
were in the highest of spirits.

Yet, in the midst of the eager.talk and
chatter, and the keen discussion of themorrow’s
explorations, they cast sometimes a glance
towardsthe dark, circling wood.

Two sentries had been posted
between the camp and the
wood with loaded rifles in their
hands.

Their steady tramping to and
fro could be heard through the

stillness - of the shadowed
night.

“Bai:Jove

D’Arcy said, as he

finished his coffee,
and lay back lazily
on his couch of
thick dry leaves,
“this is wippin’!
1t beats picnickin’
in Wylcombe
Wood, deah boys!”

“ Yes, rather.”

“ What are you
looking wound like
that for, Kerr 2 ”

“I was just
thinking,”  said
the Scottish junior.

“ Penny for your
thoughts,” said Wally, with a grin, “and
pass the beef before you tell ’em!”

“ You cheeky young wascal—""

“You're interrupting Kerr, Gussy. I'm
surprised at you,” said Wally. “ And pass
the beef, too.”

“ What were you thinking, Kerr, old chap ?”
asked Tom Merry. “ You generally think
something when you do think.”

Kerr grinned.

“ Well, I was thinking that if Lopez, or any
chap of his kidney, was in the wood yonder
with a rifle, we should make splendid targets
sitting here by the fire.”

“ Bai Jove!l”

7

“Lopez!” he panted.
(See page 292.)
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“ Great Scott ! Kerr! You don’t mean '

“ Lopez is an unscrupulous hound, and he’s
suspected of having murdered Peter Raff,”
said Kerr. " And if it’s Lopez against us lot,
1 should think that the more he picked off of
us, the easier he would find his job.”

“ There is something in what the lad says,
Lord Conway,” Mr. Dodds remarked very
gravely, It is hard to think that the man
could be scoundrel enough to fire upon us
here, but it is certainly quite possible.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

Crack !

The campers sprang to their feet electrified.

Crack-ack !

The echo of the shot died away in the deep
woods.

The campers exchanged quick, anxious
glances. No one was hit, and it oceurred to
them in a moment or two that the shot had
not been fired at the camp.

It echoed from the depths of the wood, and
the sound was flung back from the hill. But
there was no whizz of a bullet.

Faces were pale, now, in the glare of the
camp-fire. :

“Who is it,
muttered.

“ It must be Lopez.”

“ But who is he firing at 7 ”

“Us, I should think.”

“T am sure the bullet did not come this .

b3 |

way.
d Quite right, Tom ; it did not,” said Mr.
Dodds.

“Somebody’s firing at somebody else in
the woods, or else a firearm has gone oft by
accident,” said Lord Conway. “In any
case, I think it will be safer to stamp the fire
out. It is no use posing as targets in case a
marksman should take a fancy to pot us.”

“ Wathah not, deah boy!”

The juniors willingly stamped the fire out.

Darkness reigned where the red glare had
been—darkness, save for the glimmer of the
moon in the dark blue sky, and the glimmer
of the wide ocean beyond the bay.

‘The campers waited and listened.

But the shot was not repeated.

They resumed their seats, and their talk ;
but there was a tone of anxiety in their voices

I wonder?” Tom Merry -

now, and they frequently glanced over their
shoulders.

For the first time, they realised the danger
of the quest they had undertaken; they
realised to the full that, in penetrating the
mysteries of the treasure island, they carried
their lives in their hands.

The moon rose higher in the sky, and the
explorers prepared to sleep. Lord Conway
suggested that the juniors should return to the
yacht to sleep, but so vigorous an objection
was raised that he did not insist.

“ Very well,” he said, “ remain here. After
all, there is little danger if we keep a good look
out.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” Arthur Augustus re-
marked. * Besides, you old chaps would be
in a feahful wisk if we weren’t here.”

““ Hear, hear ! ” said Wally.

And Lord Conway laughed and yielded the
point.

The  campers rolled themselves in their
blankets on the soft sand, round the still warm
embers of the fire, and slept.

The juniors had wished to take their turns
on sentry-go; but Lord Conway would not
agree to that. The watch was kept by the
seamen of the Silver Scud, two at a
time.

It was past midnight when Tom Merry
awoke. He had been dreaming of treasure,
and sharks, and Pablo Lopez, and he awoke
with a strange feeling of uneasiness thrilling
through him. He sat up. The moon had
passed behind a bank of clouds, and all was
dark. From the forest came strange whispers
of the night wind. ‘

Tom Merry satand listened. The night was
warm, and he allowed his blanket to fall. He
listened for the steady tramping of the sentries,
but it was inaudible.

Had they slept at their posts.

The mere thought, and the knowledge that
the savage Spaniard might be lurking in the
wood, sufficed to bring Tom Merry with a
bound to his feet.

He stood with beating heart peering into
the gloom. :

Ah, there was the sound! Tramp, tramp,
tramp, on the soft sand, to and fro. The

- sentries were awake and at their posts.
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But what was that softer sound nearer at
hand ?

Tom Merry strained his ears to listen. It
was a soft and swishing sound, and, for the
moment, he could not make it out.

But suddenly it came home to him what it
was. It wasthe sound of a man dragging him-
self softly along the sand towards the camp.
Tom Merry shivered.

The creepin@ man, whoever he was, was
within the distance of the sentries. He had
succeeded in passing them, unseen in the
darkness,

He was close upon the camp now. Who
was it ?

Lopez ?

Tom Merry groped for his rifle, which lay
beside him in the sand. Quietly, with beating
heart, but steady nerves, he put it to his
shoulder.

The moon was about to emerge from the
clouds.

As the edge of silver glimmered in the sky,
and a faint light fell upon the beach, Tom
Merry scanned the shelving sand in the direc-
tion of the sound he had heard. He levelled
the rifle at the creeping figure of a man.

“Halt ! he shouted.

The man leaped to his feet with an inarti-
eulate cry. The rifle in Tom Merry’s hands was
wyelled at his breast, steady as a rock.

The moonlight glimmered on his face.

Tom Merry saw it, and uttered a cry of
astonishment. He lowered the barrel of
the rifle.

“ Peter Raff !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER

The Enemy

ETER RAFF stared at Tom Merry
blankly, blinking in the moonlight.
He was shaking in every hmb and
there was no colour in his sunburnt cheeks.
tHe had a rifle in his hand, but it was of little
danger to anyone but himself. It was evident
that the man’s nerve was gone.
“ Master Merry ! ” he exclaimed.
Tom Merry allowed the butt of his nﬂe to
fall into the sand.

“BSoit’s you!” he exclaimed. “T'm glad

to see you alive, my man. Come on. There’s
nothing to be scared about.”

“Who is that, Tom ?

Half the camp was awake. It was M.
Dodds who asked the question.

“ Peter Raff, sir,” said Tom Merry. “ The
sailorman I told you about, sir, who gave
me the chart of the island.”

“Bai Jove,” said D’Arcy, sitting up,
“I'm jollay glad to see you alive and kickin’,
Petah, my boy! You fellows will wemembah
that I said all along that Petah wasn’t dead.”

“ I don’t remember,” sa.ld Monty Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah

“And I don’t,” said Herries.

“ Weally, Hewwies—

“Well, he is alive and kicking, whether
you said so all along or not, Gussy,” Figgins
remarked; “and I'm sure we’re all jolly
glad, Sit down, Peter, my son. Was it
you shooting in the wood a while back ¢

The sailorman shuddered.

“No, sir; it wasn’t me. I was shot at.”

“Who by ?” asked Lord Conway quietly.

“ Pablo Lopez, sir.”

“Then he is here 2 ¥

“ As large as life, sir; and armed to the
teeth, and ready for any devilish work,”
said the sailorman, with a shiver.

“You'd better tell us all about it,” said
Tom Merry. “How did you get here?
You never asked me to let you have the
chart again.”

The sailorman shook his head.

“I meant you to have it, Master Merry,
for your kindness to me,” he said. “1I
never thought I should get away from the
Spaniard. But a trick I played took him
in, or else he found out that you had the
chart, and not me. Anyway, I saw no more
of him. And when I found that I was
clear of him, I thought to myself that I
would have a shot at the treasure. For I
remember every line of that chart in my
mind, sir, as if I had it under my eyes still.”

“I suppose so.”

“8o 1 came out this way on the fastest
boat I could,” said Peter Raff. “ And I
got a passage to Kermadec on a fast whaler,
and some Kanakas brought me over here on
their schooner. I fitted them up with a
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Tom Merry was pale with excitement as he peered through the glasses at the felucca. #ilpeas he 1™

he said tensely.

yarn of having left some papers on the island,
and I should have got the gold safe enough,
I dessay, but—"

“ But Lopez arrived ? ”

“ Ay, ay, sic! The day after I was here
I saw a ferocious face in Shark Bay, and
then I guessed that he had come. The
Kanakas fled in their schooner at the first
shot from that demon of a Spaniard, and
they left me marooned here, and ever since
then I've been skulking to save my life from
Pablo Lopez. He’s been hunting me, to
make me show him where the treasure is
hidden, but I swore to myself that I'd jump
off the Bluff into the sea before I'd do it.
But I've kept off his course till now, knowing
the island so well—for I've been here before,
sirs—and—and you could have knocked me
down, sir, with a captain’s biscuit when I
saw a steamer coming round the reefs this
biessed day. .

“I hoped it might be Master Merry and
his friends, and yet I thought it couldn’t be ;

“ Lopez, the Spaniard, is also going to the island!”

(See page 296.)

‘and then I hoped it might be a stranger;

but all the time I had a fear that it was
friends of the Spaniard, who had come to.
help him carry off the treasure. That’s why
I didn’t show myself, sir, And that’s why
I came creeping up here like a thief in the
night, to see if I could tell whether you
were honest seamen, sir, by listening to
something that might be said among you.
Thank Heaven, sir, I've fallen among friends !
But Pablo Lopez is in the wood, watching
the camp. Heaven deliver you from him!”

Lord Conway smiled.

“T think there are enough of us to give a
good account of Lopez if he ventures to inter-
fere with us,” he remarked.

The sailorman shook his head.

“You don’t know him, sir,” he said.

“Is the man alone here?” Mr. Dodds
asked. :

“No, sir. He has four niggers in the
felucca with him, but they ain’t any account,”
said Peter Raff. * They stick in the felucca,
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and there ain’t any fight in them. It’s the
Spaniard himself, sir.” _

“Well, I think we shall be able to handle
him amongst us,” said Lord Conway, with a
smile.

Peter Raff Iesponded only with another
shake of the head. It was evident that the
dwarf had impressed him with a terror that
would not easily be removed.

The treasure-hunters did not share it,
however. They were not likely to allow
themselves to be scared by a'single man, how-
ever desperate.

The campers returned to their sleep; and
Peter Raff, after eating a hearty supper,
rolled himself in blankets, and slept, too.

The moon was sailing high over the island,
and in the clear light it was easy to keep
watch ; but the Spaniard did not appear.

At early dawn Tom Merry & Co. were
astir.

It was a fine, clear morning, the skies blue
and sunny, and a soft breeze waving the
feathery fronds of the palm-trees. Fatty
Wynn cast a hungry eye upon the cocoanut
palms.

“I'm jolly well going to have some of
these cocoanuts!” he remarked.

“XKeep out of the trees, Fatty,” said Tom
Merry. “ You remember the orders. We're
* not to leave the camp, excepting in a party.”

“Yes, bu

“We're going up the river this morning,
and there will be heaps of cocoanuts,”

““Oh, all serene!”

But F&tty Wynn could not give up the
idea. There were no cocoanut palms near
at hand, but plenty in sight in the distance,
further along the Monkey River. Fatty
Wynn helped to gather fuel for building up
the fire to cook the breakfast.

The thought of the cocoanuts overcame his
prudence. There was no sign of an enemy
encampment, and Fatty resolved to risk
it. It meant only a run of a hundred yards
to secure an armful of cocoanuts, and bring
them back to the camp.

Leaving the fuel he had gathered in a heap.
Fatty Wynn started through the thicket,
_}’_E‘om Merry saw him go, and called after

m

“ Fatty—Fatty !

The fat Fourth-Former of St. Jim’s did not
appear to hear.

“TFatty ! ” shouted Tom Merry.
back, you duffer!”

But Fatty Wynn ran on.

A belt of flowering bushes hid him for the
moment from Tom Merry’s sight, and the hem

“ Come

+ of the Shell started after him.

He dashed past the bushes, but Fatty
Wynn had disappeared.

“ Fatty—Fatty !

Only the echo of his own voice answered
Tom Merry.

He ran on a dozén yards or more, but the
thickets were round him now, and prevented
him from seeing any distance. He stopped,
frowning.

“ Fatty ! ” he shouted.
come back ! ”

There was a rustle in the bush.

Tom Merry turned quickly towards the
sound.

““Oh, here you are!”. he exclaimed.
“ Fatty, you chump, come back to the camp !
You can get the cocoanuts afterwards,”

There was no reply, and Tom Merry
plunged through the bush in search of the
fat Fourth-Former.

As he did so a sudden grasp was laid upon
him, and he was dragged backwards and
borne to the ground.

“ Fatty, let go, youass! Oh!”

Tom Merry broke off as he saw who his
assailant was.

A dark, evil face was bending over him.
The arms that grasped him were stronger than
those of Fatty Wynn.

“So we meet again, sefiorito!”

The voice was low and mocking.

Tom Merry struggled furiously, but he was
as a child in the hands that grasped him. It
was Pablo Lopez who was bending over him.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
In the Hands of the Enemy

orEz planted a heavy knee upon Tom
Merry’s chest, pinning him helplessly

to the ground., The boy struggled and
gasped for breath. He strove to shout for
help, but even as his lips opened something

“ Fatty, you duffer,
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zold and sharp touched his neck. It was a
knife, in the swarthy hand of the Spaniard.

* Not a sound, sefiorito,” said Pablo Lopez
—“not a sound ! At the first cry, my knife
18 in your throat!”

The unuttered cry died upon Tom Merry’s
lips.

The Spaniard meant what he said. The
junior’s life hung by a thread. The knife was
ready for its murderous work.

Tom Merry gazed up speechlessly into the
savage, cruel face
above him.

“You understand,
-sefiorito ?  Ere your
friends can reach you

ou are dead!
Sabe? ¥

Tom Merry nodded.

“Ah! You are a
sensible  boy,” said
Lopez, with a grin. “ If
you speak, speak only
in a whisper, nino ! ”’

“ You scoundrel ! *

The Spania rd
laughed.

“If it 1s any com-
fort to you, sefiorito,
to’ call me pretty
names, you may do so,
so long as it is in a
whisper,” he said.

“ Villain !

Skl

“Tom Merry !

* Taom-!"

“ Where are you ? ”

Tom Merry caught a glimpse of a straw hat
through the bushes, but it passed. It was as
well that it passed, for if the Spaniard had
been discovered, and had to run, he would not
have left Tom Merry living behind him.

“If they find you——"" murmured Lopez.

But the footsteps and the voices passed on.

A few minutes of terrible tension, then

silence.

The Spaniard smiled
grimly.

“They have not
found you, sefiorito.”

“They will search
again,” sald Tom

" Merry.

“ But they will not
find you, then. You
are coming with me,
sefiorito.

“You will come
with me, or remain
here dead!” said
Lopez. “ Mind, a cry
or a struggle, and T

drive my poniard
home ! ”
He meant every

word. That was clear
from the savage
look upon his swarthy

The Spaniard made sty face. Tom Merry

- s lid not resist

B gf’St.“m- = “ So we meet again, sefliorito! ”  Tom Merry e ¥
Silence ! struggled furiously as he heard the low, mock= LUIJGZ crammed a
There was a sound  ing voice, but he was as a child in the hands  handkerchief  into

of trampling in the  that grasped him.

thickets and of voices
calling. The edge of the knife pressed closer
to Tom Merry’s throat, till 1t almost cut the
skin. The junior felt a cold shiver run through
his body. Even then he wondered why Lopez
did not drive the weapon home. The man
was villain enough.

But Lopez did not.

Pinned to the earth by the heavy knee,
with the blade at his throat, Tom Merry could
not venture to make a sound. The thick,
- tangled bushes round themhid them from sight.

It was Pablo Lopez who
was bending over him !

his mouth to gag him,
and then tied a cord
round his head to keep it there.

Then he dragged the junior to his feet.
“Vamos ! ” he said briefly.

With a tight grip upon the junior’s arm
with his left hand, and the knife still held in
his right, he led the junior through the
thickets.

It was impossible to resist. And Tom
Merry, with his heart beating with anger and
a set look upon his face, walked beside the

Spaniard quietly.

(See page 304.)
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Deeper and deeper into the wood they went,
but there was one feeling of satisfaction in Tom
Merry’s breast. The chart was not upon him
now ; that had been left with Lord Conway, to
auide the party that was to start after break-
fast.

1f the Spaniard had captured him, hoping
to gain the chart, he would be disappointed.

Deeper into the wood.

At last, in a deep glade among the trees, half
hidden from the sun by thick boughs and trail-
ing vines, Lopez halted.

He gashed a length of wiry creeper with his
knife, and tied Tom Merry’s wrists with it.

Then he released the junior.

“ You may talk now, if you choose,” he said.
“They will not hear you. We are safe from
them now.’

Tom Merry gasped as the gag was dragged
from his mouth.

¢ Oh, you scoundrel ! ”” he muttered.

““ Where 18 the chart 2 ” :

“Tt is 'not upon me,”
steadily.

*You lie! Give it to me, or——

“1 cannot give it to you, ‘and T would not if
I had it,”

“ Carambo ! I shall soon see to that.”

The Spaniard returned the knife to his belt,
and began to search the junior. Tom Merry
submitted quietly.

Lopez searched him again and again, leaving
no nook of his clothing umnvestlgated till even
the suspicious 8 qp’mmrd was satisfied that the
chart was not there.

He gritted his sharp, white teeth.

‘“ Where is the chart, then ? ” he demanded.

“ It is with my {riends.”

“ Which of them ?

“Lord Conway.”

“* Who is that 2"

“ Our captain.”

The Spaniard muttered a curse.

“(Carambo ! 1t will not be easy to get,
then!”

Tom Merry smiled scornfully. e

“ It will be impossible,”” “he said. “Lord
Conway will not run the risk I ran—especially
after I am missed. You will never get the
chart.” ;

", “ We shall see.

saild Tom Merry

)

Do you know why I did not

drive my knife to your heart as soon as 1
saw you ? " asked Pablo Lopez, in a hissing
tone.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“No. You are villain enough.”

“ It was because I suspected that you might
not have the chart upon you,” said the dwarf.
“ 1 suspected that they might not leave it in
the hands of a boy.  And without the chart
you are more valuable to me alive than dead.”

Tom Merry did not reply. The dwart
watched his prisoner with scintillating eyes.

“ You have conned over the chart, and mas-
tered it, I do not doubt ? ” he said.

“1 have examined it, certainly.”

“ You remember it 2 7’

“To some extent.”

“ Could you follow the clue to the place
where the gold is buried, from memory ?

“1 do not know.”

“ You shall try,” said the Spaniard. “ Lis-
ten ! If you help me to find the gold, I will set
you free, and give you some of the treasure.
That I swear by all the saints ! ”

Tom Merry’s lip curled.

“ I do not believe you ! ”’ he said.

“ Carambo ! Beit so, then. But unless you
guide me, you shall die by torture ! ”’ said the
Spaniard, between his teeth. “° Now, will you
be my guide ?

[ NO ! 23

* Mind, I am a man of my word,” said Lopez
hoarsely. “ Unless you guide me, I will bind
you to the tree, here, and set fire to the dry
bushes around you. You will burn slowly to
death—slowly ! You understand ? ”

Tom Merry shuddered, but he made no
reply.

* Will you guide me, sefiorito ? ”

13 NO 1 a3

The dwarf did not speak. He flung the
junior against the sapling, and wound long,
wiry creepers round him to secure him there.
Tom Merry struggled furiously, careless of the
knife now. But it was in vain, The terrible
dwarf seemed possessed of superhuman
strength, Tom Merry was like an infant in '
his powerful grasp. In a few minutes he was
bound fast to the tree.

Then the dwarf gathered fuel and heaped it
up round him waisf; hlgh
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“ Have you changed your mind, sciiorito 2
he asked.

“No! Help! help!’ shouted Tom Merry.

The dwarf grinned, and took a tinder-box
from his coat. A spark flickered out, and he
blew a flame in the tinder. Then his evil eyes
turned upon Tom Merry again.

“ For the last time, senorito 2 ”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
The Track cf the Treasure

T oM Mgerry looked at the dwarf with
dilated eyes.

There was no doubting the purpose
in the scintillating eyes, in the
swarthy face.

“Think again, seiiorito,” said Lopez—
“ think again! Once 1 have fired this pile, I
leave you, and no power on earth can save
you. Think again!”

Small blame to Tom Merry if he surrendered
then. What was the treasure in comparison
with life itself ?

“ Shall T hold my hand, senorito ? ”’

“Yes,” gasped Tom Merry.

“You will guide me 2”7

L Yes-?3

Lopez gave an ugly laugh.

“1 thought I should bring you to reason,”
he'said.  “ Let us go.”

He dragged the twining bonds away. Tom
Merry’s hands were still bound. His face was
white and set.

His brain was in a whirl. 'What if he guided
the ruffian to the very spot where the gold
was buried—what then ? A thrust of the
Spanish knife would reward him. Lopez had
no object in allowing him to live.

It was but deferring his doom.

But while there was life there was hope.
The tendrils that bound his hands were not so
secure as a cord would have been, and Tom
Merry hoped to work his wrists loose. He
might turn the tables upon the villain yet.

“Where is the cache?” said Lopez.
“ Where is it, to the best of your recollection,
sefiorito ? ”

“ By the mountain, near the river,” said
Tom Merry.

“ Exactly where ?”

“I cannot remember, but I may be able to

savage

follow the direction from the river,” said the
junior.

“Good! You shall try.”

With the Spaniard’s iron grasp upon his
arm, the boy was led through the wood. The
trees thinned away, and there was the gleam
of sunlit water ahead. :

“ That is the river,” said the Spaniard.
“ You meant the river that empties into the
bay where your yacht rides ¢ ”

11 YGS.”

“That is it. We keep on till we reach the
mount ? ”’

19 Yes.ﬁ’

“ Muy buenn.”

They tramped on side by side—with how
different feelings! The Spaniard’s dark face
showed exultation and anticipated triumph.
Tom Merry’s face was white and desperate.
As they tramped through the trees he was work-
ing his hands cautiously, in the hope of working
them loose. The wiry tendrils held them
fast, but they were coming looser and looser.

Lopez did not notice it. Perhaps he did not
care. It was proved very clearly that Tom
Merry was no match for him in a struggle,
and he was armed, and the junior was not.

The ground became more rocky and uneven,
and the trees were sparser. Tom Merry had
the bearings of the chart imprinted upon his
mind.

Through the rocky slopes ran a natural path
from the river, leading up the acclivity to the
mount. They followed it. From the trees,
black-faced monkeys grinned and chattered,
and wild goats looked out from the underwoods
and scampered away at their approach.

Suddenly the Spaniard halted, with a
muttered imprecation.

Tom Merry followed his startled glance, and
shuddered at what he saw.

In a deep cleft between two great rocks,
gleaming white in the sun, now high in the
heavens, lay a skeleton.

The bones were almost perfect, and the
skeleton had evidently never been disturbed
from the time the body had fallen there—
perhaps in strife a century or more ago.

One arm was outstretched, pointing away
towards a clump of heavy trees that grew
thickly among the rocks of the slope.
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“ Carambo ! ” muttered the Spaniard.

It was clear that, in his wanderings upon the
island, he had never come upon that grisly
object before.

He stood, and regarded it in'silence for some
minutes. Tom Merry’s face was very white.
Would his bones lie and whiten in the sun
amongst those silent rocks ?

It seemed only too likely.

* Carambo ! ”’ said the
Spaniard again. *‘Is
that a sign ¢ ”

Tom Merry started.

The idea had not
occurred to him, but it
wag only too probable.
It was like one of the
fearful deeds of the old

buccaneers, to leave a
dead man with out-
stretched hand pointing,
as a guide, to the
treasure.

“Come on!” said
Lopesz. ;

He started off again,
following the indication

of the dead hand,
dragging the junior
-after him.

Tom Merry was
breathing hard.  The
tendrils round his wrists
were loose now, and he
could tear his hands
free at any moment he
pleased. But what was
the use ?

He was a child against the dwarf, and he
had no weapon. He glanced at the knife in
Lopez’s belt. But he would not be allowed a
chance of snatching it. There was a rifle
slung over the shoulder of the Spaniard, but
that he could not seize.

His heart was beating wildly now.

He felt that they were drawing near to the
hiding-place of the treasure, and when it was
found, what was to be his fate ? -

Lopez halted again.

He stopped at the clump of thick trees.
His eyes turned savagely upon Tom Merry.

(

on earth can save you

"¢ Think again,_éenoritu,” said Lopez. “ Once
I have fired this pile I leave you, and nothing
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“Is this the direction, nino 2™

“So far as I remember.”

“Good! Then we must be near!”

“T think so.”

“Come!”

They plunged into the trees.

A sudden cry burst from the Spaniard—a
“cry of triumph.

In the midst of the trees was an open,
rocky space, shut in darkly and closely,
as by a wall of green.

And there, upon a huge trunk, the
bark had been gashed away by heavy
blows of an axe, and in the tree-trunk
a huge cross was cut.

It was the fellow of
the cross upon the chart.
“The treasure!”
shouted the Spaniard.
And he turned upon
Tom Merry, and there
was & murderous glare
il (11, inhis eyes, and his hand
3.1 .-..-:'g' || / 1 flew to the knife in his
\ bt 14 3 THE FIFTEENTH
) CHAPTER
A Fight for Life

T oM MERRY sprang

away at the
same moment,
and with a wrench freed hig hands.

As the Spaniard came at him he struck, out
fiercely, and the blow.was so unexpected
that Lopez received it without defence, and
it sent him reeling backwards. He had not
known that Tom Merry’s hands were loose.

Tom Merry stood, panting for a second.

To dash into the bushes was his first thought,
and then he remembered that the Spamiard
had a rifle. To run was to be picked off like a
rabbit.

It was only a fraction of a second that he
had to think, but it was enough. He followed
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up his blow by leaping upon the Spaniard.

Crash ! crash!

His right, and then his left, came home upon
the swarthy face of the tottering Lopez, and
the dwarf crashed heavily to earth, panting.

Tom Merry was upon him in a second.

The Spaniard’s hands were sprawling help-
lessly out, and in the twinkling of an eye the
junior snatched the knife from his nerveless
fingers.

It flashed in the air in the grasp of Tom
Merry.

To drive it to the hilt in the scoundrel’s
body would have been justifiable, and only
cautious, but Tom Merry could not do it. He
planted his knee upon the ruffian, and held the
knife aloft.

“ Keep still ! ” he said.
swear I will strike ! *

And he meant that.

And Lopez knew that he meant it, and he
lay still, panting convulsively, his hps dra.wn
ba.ck from his tecth In a savage snarl.

““ Carambo ! he hissed.

“ Lie quiet, you hound ! ”

And the Spaniard obeyed.

His rifle had fallen beside him, in the grass,
still held to him by the sling. Tom Merry
brought down the knife, and severed the leather
strap with a single cut. The rifle lay loose.

The Spaniard was watching him like a
cat.

“Mind what I say,” said Tom Merry, in
a hard, concentrated voice. His heart was
beating like a hammer, but his head was quite
cool. “I will pin you like a beetle if you
attempt to struggle.”

“ Carambo !

Tom Merry picked up the rifle with his
left hand, and rose. The Spaniard made a
movement, and Tom Merry had him covered
with the rifle in a flash.

“ Lie there, you hound ! ”

“Carambo ! ”’

“T will shoot if you move.”

The Spaniard did not move. It was proof
that the rifle was loaded. Tom Merry had
not thought of that until it was levelled at
the Spaniard. But it was not likely that
Pablo Lopez would be carrying an unloaded
weapon,

“If you resist, I

Lopez lay with glittering eyes, like a
cornered rat.

His rage was too great for words; but he
read the desperate determination in the boy’s
face, and he understood 1t. It was as much
as his hife was worth to move.

“ You scoundrel ! ”* said Tom Merry. “ You
deserve that I should shoot you down, like a
mad dog. And I will do it, if you make the
least movement to attack me.”

“ A thousand curses——"

“ Hold your tongue, you villain ! Get up ! ”

“ Sefiorito ! ”’

“ Get up, and keep your distance, or I will
fire!”

Lopez rose to his feet.

“ Walk before me,” said Tom Merry.

Lopez made a passionate gesture.

“ Where ? Carambo, where ?

“ Towards the river.”

The Spaniard gave him a terrible glance. But
he dared not disobey.

“1 do not intend to risk being attacked
from behind, you treacherous villain,” said
Tom Merry scornfully. * Mind, I will pull
the trigger if you make a single movement
thatis susplclous

“Carambo ! ”

“March ! ” ,

The Spaniard marched.

He strode away, with Tom Merry half a
dozen paces behind him. That he could
march the Spaniard as far as the camp, and
make him a prisoner, Tom Merry did not hope.
But he meant to get out of the thickets with
the ruffian at a safe distance. They came out
upon the bank of the gleaming river.

There the Spaniard halted.

He turned a furious face upon Tom Merry.

“Are you satisfied, sefiorito ?”’ he asked,
in a choking voice.

“You will wade across the river,” said Tom
Merry. 1 shall keep you under cover till
you have reached the other side, Then you
can go.” !

“ It is too deep, sefior

“ Swim, then.”

“I cannot swim, sefior.”

“ You must take your chance.”

The Spaniard faced round at him, his
features working convulsively.
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“ Ah, sefiorito, T can swim, but I will not,”
ke said. “ Shoot if you choose, then.”

Tom Merry’s eye glanced along the levelled
rifle.

“T give you two seconds ! ” he said.

“ Carambo !

The Spaniard made a sudden spring forward.

Tom Merry kept his word.

Crack !

There was a fearful yell from Pablo
Lopez.

He staggered back, with the blood streaming
down his face. He yelled wildly again, and
clapped both his hands to his head.

“Oh, I am killed! ”

Tom Merry’s face was white. But he had
fired only in self-defence, and he did not
regret it. The dwarf’s blood was upon
himself.

And it might be a trick! Pablo Lopez
reeled and crashed heavily to the earth,
falling in the thick grass.

Tom Merry watched him.

He had no carfridges to reload the rifle ;
and he dropped it in his left hand and drew
the knife from his belt. 1f Pablo Lopez was
tricking him, it was necessary to be careful.

Lopez groaned heavily.

. Tom Merry turned to go his way, and
paused. Could he leave the man, brute as
he was, s0o ¢ Lopez was evidently wounded ;
there was blood upon his face and blood upon
‘the grass.

Tom Merry approached.

e Lopez ! 2

The man groaned.

The junior bent over him.

And as he did so the strong arms of the
dwarf flashed up, and the boy was caught in
an iron grasp.

“ Now, nino—oh, oh!”

Tom Merry, the instant the treacherous
scoundrel’s hands touched him, hacked out
with the knife. 1t was a trick—Lopez was
not seriously hurt! But the junior of BSt.
Jim’s was ready for his treachery.

He hacked fiercely with the long, keen
knife, careless where his blows fell, for his
life was in the balance.

Lopez shrieked with rage and pain, and
released his hold, and sprang away. Blood

was streaming from three or four wounds
where the knife had gashed him.

Tom Merry faced him, panting.

“You scoundrel! You hound!”

The Spaniard, mad with rage, sprang at

him again. Tom Merry slashed with the
knife, and the ruffian leaped back. Then the
junior followed wup the attack, slashing

savagely, and Lopez, with a howl of rage,
turned and ran.

Tom Merry did not pursue him.

He was panting and giddy from the struggle
—sick with the sight of blood and with the
knowledge that he had almost killed a man.

He picked up the rifle and hurried away
down the river in the direction of the bay.
Over the trees he could see a column of smoke
from the camp-fire.

“ Tom Merry ! ”

“Bai Jove! Here heis!”

“Merry! Thank Heaven, we have found
you!”

A party of juniors and seamen from the
Silver Scud, with Mr. Dodds at their head,
burst from the trees and surrounded Tom
Merry. i I

The hero of the Shell gasped with relief.

“Bai Jove! Are you hurt, deah boy ?”
exclaimed Arthur Angustus D’Arcy anxiously.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ But there is blood upon you-—upon your
hand-—your coat ! ”’ exclaimed Mr. Dodds.

* 1t 1s not my blood ! ”

“ Good Heavens! Whose, then 8

“Lopez!”

Tom Merry dropped the knife, from which
red drops spattered on the grass as it {fell.
And then Mr. Dodds caught him just in time
as he fainted.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
The Last of the Spaniard
TOM MERRY came to himself to find his

head upon Mr. Dodds’ knee and the

curate of Huckleberry Heath bathing
his face Wlth cool water from the river.
The junior’s eyes opened wildly.

“It's all wight, old chap,” murmured
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ You're all
wight.”’

Tom Merry shivered.
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“What anassT am !’ he muttered. “ Did

I—did I faint ?

“You need not be ashamed of fainting,
Tom,” said Mr. Dodds quietly. “ You have
been through a fearful experience. Are
you better ? *’

“Pm all right now, sir.”

Tom Merry rose with the curate’s assistance.

“Tell us how it happened,” said Lord
Conway.

Tom Merry explained.

“ All my fault,” said Fatty Wynn remorse-
fully. “And I never got the cocoanuts
after all ; I went back instead.”

“You ass,”” saild Tom Merry. “ That’s
how I couldn’t find yom, 1
suppose.”

“You see

“I wegard
Wynn as a feah-
ful ass,” said
D’Arcy, turning
his eyeglass upon
the fat Fourth-
Former. “ 1 we-
gard you as a
feahfully dweadful
ass, Wynn.”

“ Oh, rats!”

“If you say
wats to me '

“Well, I do: \\U\

and many of ’em.”

“Then I shall
have mno wesource W
but to give you
a feahful thwash- 5
S g grasp.

“Order!” said Tiggins. “ You can look
for Lopez, and give him a fearful thrashing,
Gussy. Peace in the family.”

“ Weally, Figgins -

“ Yes, order,” said Wally. “ I'm surprised
at you, Gussy.”

“ Weally, Wally—" "

“ It seems that the Spaniard knows where
to look for the treasure, then,” said Lord
Conway anxiously.

“I'm afraid so, sir,” said Tom Merry.
“1 hope you don’t blame me for guiding

23

Tom Merry bent over the dwarf. As he did so the strong
arms flashed up, and the boy was caught in an iron
“ Now, nino ! "’

the wood round me-—he really meant it.”
“Bai Jove! What a feahful beast ! ”

“1I don’t blame you, Tom,” said the vis-
count. * You could hardly do anything
else. But the Spaniard knows as much now
as he could learn from the chart.”

“ Yes, sir—I suppose 8o.”

“Then we have no time to lose.”

“Bai Jove, wathah not!” said D’Arey.
“But didn't you 'say the boundah
was hurt, Tom Mewwy!” ,

“Yes; I don’t
know how severe-
ly, though.”

“If he is in 2
condition to loek
for the treasure,
he will certainly
do so,” said Lord
Conway. “ For-
tunately, he is
unarmed. Of
course, he would
have no chance
against us, but it
would be terrible
to have lives lost
in dealing with
such a scoundrel.”

B “Yaas, wathah!”

“Let us keep
. on,” said Lord
Conway. “I have
the chart here;
but it 18 evident
t0 me that we
shall not need
it now.”

“ Lead the way, Tom Mewwy, deah boy.”

“ Right-ho ! 7

“ By gum, sir!” said Peter Raff, in great
admiration, as he tramped beside Tom Merry
through the underwoods. “ By gum, sir,
you're the only one I've ever heard of who
came off best in a tussle with Pablo Lopez.
But I wish you had put the bullet through
his head, sir.”

“I'm glad I didn’t,” said Tom Merry.

The sailorman shook his head.

“ It would have been safer, sir; nothing’s

/"_"'?‘
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him.  He was determined to set fire to safe except that, with Pablo Lopez.”
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They tramped on over the rocky slopes.
There was a general exclamation as they
reached the spot where the skeleton lay. .

“Bai Jove!” D’Arcy exclaimed, with a
shudder. “ Let’s get on!”

And Fatty Wynn, who had been nibbling
at a sandwich, put it away unfinished. The
sight had taken even his appetite away.

As they drew near the clump of thick trees,
Lord Conway held up his hand.

“Hafe!”

There was a sound of scuffling and scratching,
from the thick cover of the trees. There was
no doubt what it meant. The Spaniard was
there. He had had no time to obtain digging
implements from the felucca, and he was
making a desperate attempt to get at the
buried ' treasure before the English party
could arrive.

They broke into a run,

“Don’t shoot unless he attacks,” said
Lord Conway. ‘ Make him a prisoner if you
can,”

“ Ay, ay, sir

They burst through the trees.

Pablo Lopez was there. He was on his
knees under the tree marked with the blazed
cross, tearing feverishly at the soil with a
wooden stake.

The soil was soft, and it turned up rapidly
under the primitive implement. The Span-
iard had already excavated a foot deep, and
he had dragged away the earth with his hands.

In the excavation a corner of an iron-
bound chest showed through the earth.

“ Seize him ! ” shouted Lord Conway.

The Spaniard sprang to his feet as the
Britishers burst upon the scene.
~ He presented a terrible sight.

Tom Merry’s bullet had gashed along his
cheek and ear, and the scar was still raw and
red, and his clothing was torn and stained
with blood where the knife had struck him in
the hand-to-hand struggle.

“ Carambo ! ”

“ Collar him ! *

“Bai Jove! Go for the cad, deah boys!”

They rushed at the Spaniard in a body.

The ruffian whirled the stake aloft, but as
he did so Mr. Dodds dodged under his arm,
and closed with him.

| 22

The stake went flying from the Spaniard’s
hand, and he whirled back in the grasp of
the athletic curate; but he returned grasp
for grasp, and the two struggled fiercely.

“ Look out, sir ! ”” yelled Peter Raff. “ He’ll
strangle you, sir!”

“Stand back!” said Mr. Dodds. The
curate’s voice was cool and steady. “1I can
handle him ! ”

They gathered round the combatants.

Strong as the Spaniard was, he had met his
match in the Britisher.

To and fro they reeled, struggled fiercely,
tearing up the soil with their feet in the
desperate wrestle, till the Spaniard was forced
backward and backward, and fell to the earth,
gasping and overcome.

The curate stood over him.

He was panting, too, now with the terrible
exertion, and his face and clothes were stained
with the blood of Pablo Lopez.

“ Now take him ! he said.

The Spaniard scrambled up. With a
spring like a tiger, he escaped the outstretched
hands, and plunged into the wood.

“ After him!” shouted Lord Conway.
“ He must not escape ! ”

“Wathah not !

“ After him!”

They rushed in fierce pursuit. Through the
crackling underwoods they swept, the Span-
iard leaping desperately on, the pursuers
shouting and whooping close behind.

“Wun like anythin’!” yelled Arthur
Augustus.

“ Oh, chase me!” gasped Blake.

Round the base of the mount they ran,
through the jungle paths, up slopes, and over
arid ridges, the wounded Spaniard still keep-
ing ahead.

“My hat!” Figgins gasped.
can run!”

“We'll have him now!” said Kangaroo,
as the gleam of water showed ahead. “‘ There’s
the sea ! ” \

Tom Merry panted.

“ And there’s the felucca!”

“My hat!”

The Spaniard had reached the shore of
Shark Bay. Out in the bay the felucca lay at
anchor, with four negroes on deck. They

“ The beggar
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stared stupidly at the sight of the Spaniard
and his pursuers bursting from the woods. -

Lopez did not halt. ;

The crisping sands rung under his hurrying
fect, and he dashed straight into the water and
swam.

With desperate strokes he swam for the
felucea.

“ After him ! ” yelled Kerr,

But Lord Conway’s voice rang out :

113 St{)p ! 2

Unwillingly the juniors halted, their boots
crunching up the sand on the water’s edge.

“ We could overtake him before he reaches
the felucca, sir!” Figgins exclaimed.

“Yaas, wathah!” '

“ You remember what this bay is called ? ”
sald Lord Conway. “ Probably it was not
given a name without a reason.”

“ Ay, ay, sir!” exclaimed Peter Raff.
“ There are sharks here—I've seen them—
dozens of them ! Great Davy Jones! Look
there | 7

A fin showed above the blue waters, close
by the swimming Spaniard. The trail of blood
in the water had drawn a shark to the spot.

*“ Oh, Heaven ! ” exclaimed Tom Merry.

He grasped a rifle in his hands. The Span-
tard ‘was a deadly foe—a mprderous ruffian.
But such a death as this !

Lopez had seen his danger. He redoubled
his efforts to reach the felucca. A negro
stood ready with a rope to throw to him.

But the shark was quicker. There was a
gleam of white as the horrible monster of the
sea turned over to seize his prey.

Crack !

It was the report of Tom Merry’s rifle,

Unerringly the bullet sped to its mark. It
struck the white belly of the shark as a hail-
stone strikes glass.

There was a wild flounder in the water, and
the shark sank under. The Spaniard reached
the dangling rope, and the negro hauled him
aboard. The next minute the shark was
swimming close by the felucca. The bullet
had not been fatal. But it had saved the
Spaniard’s life. :

Dripping, exhausted, the

Spaniard stood
upon the deck. : : \

He turned and shook a furious fist at the
party on the shore. But the felucca was
within easy rifle range. Lopez grasped a
firearm for a'moment, but a shot would have
brought a volley upon him in return, and he
knew it. . He screamed to the negroes in
Spanish, and the sails were shaken out, and
the felucca glided out of the bay.

The glancing white sails flashed out to sea.
Pablo Lopez was gone, leaving behind the
treasure island and the treasure.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
The Treasure

% ELL done, Tom!” said Mr. Dodds,

ix; clapping the hero of the Shell upon

: the shoulder. “ Well done, my lad !
A splendid shot ! ”

“I couldn’t let him be killed like that, sir,”
said Tom Merry. “I'm glad I hit the shark !
It was lucky !

“ Quite wight, Tom Mewwy! The man’s
an awful wascal, but that would have been too
howwid ! ” said Arthur Augustus. * Aftah
all, he won’t twouble us any more ! ”

“ And now for the treasure,” said Lord
Conway.

“ Hurray

The explorers turned back towards the
mount,

It did not take them long to reach the spot
where they had discovered Pablo Lopez.

They had come provided with digging im-
plements, and the Spaniard had already ex-
posed the buried chest.

The seamen were soon hard at work
digging.

Round them the juniors gathered with keen
and eager faces. There was no doubt that
they had discovered the exact spot where the
treasure was hidden. Asthe chest was exposed
more and more to view, they could see that
it was a strong, old-fashioned sea-chest of
oak, clamped with iron, and evidently very
heavy.

One man could never have carried it to
that place and buried it there.

Was the skeleton whose grisly hand pointed
to the spot one of the men who had carried.it ?
Had he fallen, to keep more surely the secret
of the pirate—the pirate who had amassed

!5)
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the treasure, and hidden it there, and was him-
self dust long since ?

‘What tale of tragedy could those shadowy
old trees have told ?

Deeper and deeper grew the excavation.

“1 think we can lift the chest out now,”
said Lord Conway.

Four strong seamen stood in the excava-
tion, and with their united efforts the chest
was lifted from the depths and dragged out.

It was locked, and there was no sign of a
key, and the oak and the iron clamps were
still stout and strong, in spite of the time thcy
had been in the earth.

“We will
open it on the
yacht ! ” said
Lord Conway.

Keen as the
juniors were to
see the con-
tents of the
treasure - chest,
they raised no '
objection.

The chest
was not easy to
carry. Four
of the party
- shouldered 1t,
and then the.
pace was slow,
and the bearers 2
were changed
several times
before they
reached the beach by Safe Anchorage.

The chest was deposited in the boat at last,
and the explorers rowed off to the yacht. The
treasure had been discovered, and there was
nothing to delay them at Skeleton Island.

On the deck of the Silver Scud the chest lay
amid the eager crowd, while the steam was
got up, and the yacht moved out to sea.
~ “ Bring an axe here ! ” said Lord Conway.

Crash !

rash !

The axe, wielded by Peter Raff, crashed
upon the old chest. Crash, erash ! The lock
flew in pieces, and the lid was loose.

Tom Merry raised it.

sl
i

stake.

(See page 312.)

There was a buzz of deep-drawn breath as
the lid of the chest was thrown back and the
interior exposed to view.

The juniors had expected to see masses of
gold, piles of old coins, bags perhaps of
diamonds and pearls, But nothmg of the sort
met their view. In the tray in the top of the
chest was nothing but old moth-eaten sailor
clothes, folded up.

“Oh!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“ Bai Jove!”

“ Blegsed if we haven’t raided a giddy rag-
and-bone merchant, instead of a pirate ! il
murmured Jack Blake.

Mr. Dodds quietly lifted out

the tray. Then a shout burst
from the juniors :
“Gold!”

“ Gweat Scott! Gold!”
“ Hurray ! ”
“ Hip,: b,
hurray ! ”

Gold at last!

Gold 1t was,
undoubtedly—
dulled and
dim, but gold,
real gold !

Gold in bars,
and gold in
ingots—gold in
old coins eram-
med carelessly
together, gold
in every shape
and form.

The gatherings of many a wild cruise, the
plunder of many a hapless ship in the wild
old days—the price of many a life !

. T
Pablo Lopez was on hls knees under the tree marked with
the blazed cross, tearing feverishly at the soil with a wooden

Gold ! ‘

“ My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “ My
only hat! It’s real!”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ (old, and no mistake ! ¥’ said Kerr. *“ And

I wonder what that little lot is worth in
cash ? 7’

Lord Conway smiled.

“ It’s impossible to tell now,” he said. “ But
certainly thousands of pounds—many thou-
sands of pounds.”

“Bai Jovel”
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“ And it’s yours, sir,” said Peter Raff, with
a peculiar effort. “It's yours, Master
Merry |

Tom Merry laughed.

“Nonsense ! ”” he said. “ It’s not mine ! ”

“Ay, ay, sir! 1 gave you the chart!”

“Rats ! ” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“And I should have been murdered by
Pablo Lopez, gentlemen, if you hadn’t come
‘ere to find the treasure!” said Peter Rafl.
“ You've saved my life ; and T gave you the
chart, Master Merry, and a sailorman’s gift is
a gift!”

“You will take your share, at all events,”

saild Tom Merry. “ We've already settled

that, my son! You will take a third of the
treasure, and-a third goes to myself because
you gave me the chart, and a third to the
others here. That was what Lord Conway
considered a fair arrangement.”

*“ I think so,” said Lord Conway. * Peter
Raff cannot be left out, certainly, and Tom
Merry, as owner of the chart and originator
- of the enterprise, is bound to take a third, at
least. The remaining third goes to the rest of
the party ; but my share I shall divide among
the crew of the yacht as prize-money ! ”

And there was a cheer from the seamen of the
Silver Scud.

“Ay, ay, sir! ” said Peter Rafl.
gave Master Merry the chart!”

“ We'll leave it to the church to decide,”
said Lord Conway, with a smile, turning to
Mr. Dodds.** What do you say, Mr. Dodds ?

Peter Raff touched his forelock. He had
all an old sailorman’s respect for a parson.

“ Ay, ay, sir ; I'm willing to leave it to the

gentleman ! ” he said.
» “ Then I endorse Lord Clonway’s decision,”
said Mr. Dodds. “I think it is the fairest
arrangement possible. And there is certainly
sufficient gold here to make everyone con-
cerned quite rich.”

“Bai Jove! It’s wippin’!”

“ Hurray ! Blags

Fatty Wynn's eyes gleamed. He grasped
Figgins by the arm.

* Figgy, old man! I say, Figgy!”

“ Hallo % ” y o

~“ What a feed we'll stand when we get
back to 8t. Jim's!”

Bt

Figgins roared,

“ Ha, ha, ha! Trust you to think of that,
Fatty !

“Yaas, wathah! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I suppose we ought to celebrate
finding a treasure of this sort,” said Fatty
Wynn warmly. ‘“ When we get back to St.
Jim’s we’ll stand . regular glorious feed to
all the fellows. That’s what I think.”

“ Oh, good!”

“ Yaas, wathah ! I wegard Fatty Wynn's
ideah as weally wippin’, undah the cires.”

“Only we haven’t got the treasure tq
England yet, gentlemen,” said Peter Raft,

*“ Nothing but foul weather can stop us
now,” said Lord Conway. “It’s a straight
run home, my man ! ” :

“1 was thinking of Pablo Lopez, sir.”

“He cannot harm us now.”

But a shadow of doubt remained upon the
saillorman’s sunburnt face. Wounded, de-
feated, put to flight, the Spaniard still filled
him with dread and uneasiness. .

“ There goes the Treasure Island!” Kan-
garoo exclaimed.

The juniors turned to take their last look
at the Treasure Island.

The lonely isle was sinking into the blue
Pacific behind them. The shelving sands,
the dark belt of trees, the curling waters on
the barrier reefs sank from sight, and the
wooded hill sank last into the shining
waters.

Against the dark hill, ere it vanished, Tom
Merry caught for & moment a glimpse of the
white sail of a felutea. Felucca and island
vanished astern, and the Silver Scud throbbed
on over the vast Pacific, homeward bound !

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
Sunk at Sea

RASH |
C Crash !

Tom Merry started and awoke.

He was lying in his bunk aboard the Silver
Scud. He had been dreaming of home—St.
Jim’s and the fellows there, and as he started
into sudden wakefulness, it seemed to him for
the moment that he was back at the school, and
that he was in his bed in the Shell dormitory in
the School House at St. Jim’s. There was a
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sound of creaking and straining, and of rushing
water, of excited voices and hurrymg feet.

Tom Merry sat up in bed.

What had happened ?

His brain cleared immediately from the
mists of sleep ; he remembered where he was,
on board Lord Conway’s yacht, gliding through
the moonlit waters of the South Pacific, home-
ward bound for England after a holiday cruise
in the South Seas.

* Look out ! ”

“ She’s struck ! ”

The engines were throbbing still—the yacht
was trembling and shivering like a frightened
animal. Tom Merry put his legs over the side
of the bunk, and there was a yell from below
him. Jack Blake had just put his head out of
the bunk beneath Tom Merry’s, and Tom
Merry’s feet had come into violent contact
with it.

“Ow ! ” roared Blake.
game? Ow!”

“Sorry ! 7

“Youass!”

“Bai Jove!” came the voice of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy from the darkness. * Bai
Jove, deah boys, there’s something up, you
know ! ”’

“ She’s struck ! ”

The shout came again hoarsely from the
deck. The juniors turned out in hot haste,
serambling into their clothes. It was pretty
clear that an accident had happened to the
yacht. Tom Merry, in trousers and shirt,
bare-headed, dashed up on deck.

Wild confusion reigned there.

The full round moon sailed high in a cloud-
less sky. Round the yacht glimmered the wide
rolling Pacific. There was no sight of land—
the yacht was solitary in the midst of the great
southern ocean.

The engines had stopped now. The yacht
was heeling over drunkenly. Lord Conway, the
skipper, was on deck with Mr. Dodds, the
mate, and both were perfectly cool, but their
faces were pale.

“ What is it, sir 2 Tom Merry panted.
~ “ An accident,” said Lord Conway quietly.
“ We have struck upon a coral reef, I think—
a reef not laid down in any chart.”

“ Good heavens!”

“ What’s the little

Lord Conway turned away. He had plenty
to do at that moment. He was rapping out
orders quickly, and the well-trained seamen
were obeying them. Everyone was on deck
now, some with clothes in their hands.

The yacht was filling.

There was no doubt about it—the Silver
Scud, the handsome yacht that was Lord Cen-
way’s pride, was a hopeless wreck. She had
dashed upon the treacherous reef fair and
square ; her bows had ground upon the reef
where it was concealed under the surface of
the water, with hardly a line of foam to mark
the place—and the stout hull of the yacht had
been crushed in by the violent impact.

The Silver Scud was sinking !

The terrible reality rushed upon the minds
of the juniors of St. Jim’s with stunning force.
Ten minutes ago they had been sleeping safe
and sound in thou‘ bunks, homeward bound,
rich with the treasure they had found upon
Skeleton Island. Dreaming of home, of St.
Jim’s, and of the celebration they would have
at the old school when they arrived there.
And now

Now the vessel that had been between them
and death was filling and sinking.

It was well that, in that terrible moment,
captain and crew kept their heads. Lord Con~
way's orders were given sharply and concisely,
and obeyed instantly. The two boats were
lowered, and water and provisions conveyed
into them. Some of the juniors helped ; some
of them were too dazed.

There were twelve fellows in the party from
St. Jim’s—Tom Merry and Manners, and Low-
ther, and Kangaroo, of the Shell ; Blake, and
Herries, and Digby, and D’Arcy, and Figgins,
and Kerr, and Fatty Wynn, of the Fourth ;
and Wally D’Arcy, of the Third. They belonged
to different Forms and different Houses at St.
Jim’s, and at school were generally on fighting
terms ; but they had enjoyed the holiday to-
gether wonderfully well. All the same, they
were looking forward to their return to the
school, and relating their adventures in the
South Seas to interested audiences in the
studies and Form-rooms. They could scarcely
realise that their homeward voyage was
stopped ; perhaps for ever—that they were
wrecked in the lonely wastes of the South Seas,

( 316 )



and might never look upon a white man’s face
again. It was so sudden, and so terrible.

They had come to the South Seas in search
of treasure, and they had found it. The great
oaken chest, crammed with gold in bars and
ingots and coins, was on board, being conveyed
home in triumph. Pab]? Lope? the Spaniard,
their rival in the quest, had been defeated and
put to flight. All had seemed plain sailing
now—when the Silver Scud ran upon the sun-
ken reef, and
all was changed
m the twinkling
of an eye.

“ Bai Jove |
murmured Ar-
thur  Augustus
D’Arcy, groping
wildly for his
eyeglass, which
was hanging on
its cord down
the back of his
neck. “Bai
Jove, you know,
1t’s  howwible !
But keep your
heads, deah boys
—keep your
heads ! ”

* Keep yours I”
growled Blake.

S 1im cool
enough.”

“We a 1 ly,
Blake

“Yes keep
yours, ass, and

don’t be as
excited as a
giddy old hen!”
said Monty Lowther. * Keep your head!
There’s nothing in it, but keep it |

“ Weally, Lowther

“ Get into the boats!”’

“Bai Jove! I shall have to get up my
luggage

*“ There is no room for luggage, Arthur,”
said Lord Conway., “Not even a hat-box.
Tumble in.”

“ But weally——

under.

23

Jack Blake and Dighby seized the swell of St.
Jim’s by the arm and hurried him to the side.

“ Buck up, you ass ! said Blake,

“ There’s no time to lose ! ”

“ Pway keep your heads

““ Oh, rata’!”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was rushed
into a boat, and Blake and Digby followed
him. Monty Lowther and Manners jumped
in, Manners not having forgotten to sling
on his camera.

Manners was
getting quite a
collection of
pictures of the
South Seas, on
rolls of films to
be developed
after his return
to England.
Tf Manners had
been sentenced
to execution
he would prob-.

There was 2 wild flounder in the water, and the shark sank
At the same moment, Lopez grasped the rope and
the negro hauled him aboard.

ably have taken
his camera with
him.

“ What about
the chest, sir 7
Tom Merry
asked.

Lord Conway
nodded.

“ It is going
into the boat,
Tom.”

Sturdy sea-
men were al-
ready hdragging
the chest out
o upon the deck.

It was slung over the side with ropes, and
bumped down into the boat. Even in that hour
of terrible peril not one of the voyagers
thought of abandoning the great treasure for
which they had run so many risks.

“ Bai Jove, that’s all wight ! *” said D’Arey.
I dare say we shall be picked up in the morn-
ing, and we shall save the tweasure, you know.
But don’t lose your heads, deah boys!”
“ Oh, shut up ! ”

ux\\\
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“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

The yacht gave a wild lurch. There was a
shout from the few men remaining aboard.

“ She’s sinking !

“Look out ! 7

“ Stand by there ! ”

Men tumbled into the boats.
way’s voice rang out.

“ Pull—pull ! 7

Qars were put out, and the oarsmen pulled.
The boats glided from the lurching, shaking
vacht. They were in danger of being drawn
down in to the vortex caused by the sinking
vessel. :

With a last plunge, the Silver Scud disap-
peared into the watérs. Bubbles rose, and
broke, and the seas rolled where the yacht had
been—and nothing but a few fragments of
floating wreckage remained to mark the place.

Upon the wide, wild waters, under the soar-
ing moon, two boats crammed with men and
boys floated—alone in the heart of the Pacific.

Lord Con-

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

In an Open Boat.
T oM Merry drew a deep, deep breath.

It seemed like a dream—it was

but twenty minutes since the crash

of the yacht upon the hidden reef had

awakened him in his bunk. He shivered; the

night was not warm, and the junior was but
half-dressed.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, in a
low, awed voice. “ Bai Jove! It’s tewwible,
you know. But don’t lose your heads.”

Tom Merry looked round him.

The embarkation in the boats had been
hasty, and he did not know who was with him,
or who was in command. In Tom Merry’s
boat, the smaller of the two, was the chest of
gold, and most of the juniors of St. Jim’s were
there. Tom Merry found Manners and Low-
ther sitting beside him, and Digby and D’Arcy
and Jack Blake were in the boat. Wally,
Kerr, and Wynn, the New House fellows, were
there. Then there was Peter Raff, the sun-
burnt sailorman who had given the treasure-
chart to Tom Merry in Rylcombe Wood, and
first caused this strange adventure in the South
Seas. Rangaroo, the sturdy Cornstalk, was
there, too, quite cool and collected.

There were no men of the Silver Scud in the
boat : the seamen had tumbled into the other,
the junior’s boat being pretty full already.
Herries was in the other boat, and so were Mr.
Dodds and Lord Conway. The moon glided
behind a mass of clouds, and a deep shadow
fell over the ocean. Lord Conway’s voice
hailed the junior.

“Tom Merry ! ”’

“ Ay, ay, sir!”

“ Keep close tous ! 7

“ Ay, ay, sir!” said Peter Raff, who had
seated himself at the tiller. * We'll keep com-
pany, sir, never fear ! ”

“Burn a light,” said Lord Conway. “Iwill
do the same. We must not risk parting com-
pany. It will be daylight soon, and then we
will make a new arrangement of the crews of
the boats. We had better wait till then.”

“ Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry.

The sea was rolling a little. It would not
have been safe for the boats to approach too
closely in the darkness, for the men to pass
from one to another. There seemed little
danger of their separating by accident.

“ My hat!” said Blake, as the boat rocked
on the deep. “ My only hat! Who'd have
thought this ? ”

“Bal Jove! I nevah thought of it, you
know.”

“ It’s risky bizney, sailing in unknown seas,”’
said Tom Merry. “ But we're lucky to have
had time to get into the boats.”

“ Yes, rather.”

“ It will be an awful blow to Lord Conway,
losing the yacht,” said Figgins.

“ Yaas, wathah ! Poor old Conway

“If we save the treasure,” said Tom Merry,
“ we shall have a new Silver Scud built out of
it before it is divided. That’s the least we can
do.”

“Good egg ! ”

“If we save it,” said Kerr, with a rueful
grin, “Yes, and if we are saved ourselves.
We're hundreds of miles out of the track of
ships—in open boats.”

“Hallo! It’s beginning to blow!” said Blake,

“ Yaas, wathah!” -

A cold, sharp wind swept over the boat,
and the sea was beginning to curl round
them, - -

'?!
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The juniors looked anxiously at the water.
In the yacht they would have scarcely
noticed the wind; but in the open boat
they were ternbly close to the water. The
curling waves seemed as if they would leap
the gunwale.

“It’s all right, young gentlemen,” said
Peter Raff. “ There ain’t any danger—it
won’t be a blow.”

“ It seems to make the watah wuff, Wafi,”
said Arthur Augustus.

“ But the boat’s safe enough, sir.’

“I twust we shall not get our clothes
wetted,” said D’Arcy anxiously. *“1 have
only the clothes I am wearin’, and I feah
that they would shwink, too.”

“Go hon!”

“ It is wathah a sewious matter, deah boys.
You see—"

“ Ahoy there ! ”

It was a hail from Lord Conway’s boat.

“ Ay, ay, sir | ” shouted back Peter Raff.

“ Keep company if youcan! If you should
miss us, we are heading due north.”

“ Ay, ay, sir! ”

It was the last word heard from Lord Con-
way’s boat. With the wind came great banks
of clouds that hid the moon, and for a time
the light of the other boat twinkled above
the black waters, but at last it disappeared.

Lord Conway’s boat was swallowed up in
the darkness.

Peter Raff kept upon the course to the
north, but in his heart he knew—though he
did not say so to the juniors—that it was not
likely that the other boat would be in sight
at dawn.

And he was right.

When dawn came up in silver light over
the eastern sea, the juniors stood up in the
boat and scanned the ocean in all directions.
But Lord Conway’s boat was not in sight.

East and west and south and north. the
juniors searched the sea. D’Arcy had slung
on his binoculars before entering the boat,
and the juniors used them in turn now, to
scan the ocean for their friends.

But the other boat was not to be seen.

They were alone upon the ocean.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER

Alone on the Deep

oM MerryY & Co. looked at one another
in dismay. -
They had not expected this, though

the old sailor-man could have told them.

Iach of the boats was under sail, and,
hidden from each other’s sight as they had
been in the darkness, it was pretty certain
they would part company. If they had not
had their canvas out, the result would have
been the same—the rough wind and the
rolling waters would have drifted them apart.
The boats had parted company, and there
was little hope of their rejoining each other.

With the morning came calmness of wind
and wave. There was still breeze enough to
fill out the sail, and the boat glided on to the
northward. Northward lay the only chance
of the shipwrecked. 1f the boat came into
the regular track of steamers before their
provisions gave out, or before rough weather
overwhelmed them in the sea, they had a
chance of rescue. But every hour was
precious. - Leagues upon leagues of desert
ocean lay to be traversed before they had the
remotest chance of being picked up. In
that lonely sea, perhaps a sealer or a whaler
might chance upon them ; but it was a very
remote chance.

“ They’re gone, bai Jove!” said D’Arcy,
dropping hls glasses.

“Gone!’ :

“They’re as safe as we are, young gentle-
men,” said Peter Raff. “It wasn’t likely
that the boats would keep company when the
wind got up.”

“ Wathah not! But—-"

“It may be all for the best,” said Kerr.
“1f the boats are apart, one of them stands
a better chance of being picked up; and if
one is picked up, search can be made for the
other.”

“ True enough.”

“ And the water and provisions were pretty

- equally divided, I believe,” said Tom Merry.

“ We've got all ‘the gold here , but that’s less

than a loaf of bread would be ;
Peter Raft looked at the heavy chest lying
in the bottom of the boat.
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“ Tt might be better to pitch it into the sea
and done with it,” he said.

“ Bai Jove!”

“Why ?” asked Tom Merry.

Peter Raff scanned the sea with his keen
eyes before replying.

“ Because if we’re picked up it may mean
death to all of us,” he said. ‘ Traders in
these waters ain’t over particular, and they’d
cut our throats for that treasure as soon as
look at us. Many of ’em would.”

“ Ba1 Jove ! ”

“ There are enough of us to take care of
ourselves, and we're not unarmed,” said
Tom  Merry.
“We'll  save
the = treasure
as long as we
can, at all
eventge.”

" Ay, ay,
Master Tom!”

The sun was
rising  higher
in theheavens,
It gave prom-
ise of a blazing
day—a day
of  tropical,
shadeless
heat.

The pros-
pect was very
different from
what it would
have been on
thetrimyacht.
There the
juniors had
spent lazy hours of tropical heat under wide
awnings, with iced drinks to help them

. \\\\lill

out.

out. Here they were exposed to the
blazing sun, unsheltered, and water was
more precious than gold.  With the

strictest economy, it might not last them
till they were picked up.

“ We shall have to allowance ourselves with
food and water,” Tom Merry said.

“ Oh, dear ! ” murmured Fatty Wynn.

The boat glided on under the sail, with
a keen wind behind, while the sun climbed

i
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Four strong seamen stood in the excavation, and with their
united efforts the chest was lifted from the depths and dragged
(See page 314.)

higher into the cloudless
blue.

High overhead, at last it blazed down
p]tl]ESSIY upon the defenceless boat.

The juniors crowded as well as they could
in the shadow of the sail, but it afforded them
little shelter.

Of all the party in the boat, D’Arcy was
the only one who had dressed himself fully
before leaving the Silver Scud. The swell of

St. Jim’s had

brought on
9 deck the
clothes he
could not put
on in the
cabin, and
had finished
dressing
there. He
wascomplete,
even to the
diamond pin
in his tie..

But the
juniors, half
dressed as
they were,
began to dis-
card clothing
as the rays
of the sun
grew more
powerful.

D’Arcy
was the last
to yield. For
a long time
—t1ll past
noon—the swell of St. Jim’s sat tight, in
a stiff collar and with his silk hat on. For
D’Arcy had not forgotten his silk topper.
It being impossible to bring any baggage
into the boat, D’Arcy had put a tall hat
on as the only possible means of saving one
for possible need. He had a cap in his
pocket in case of mecessity, and his first
surrender to the heat was the changing of the
silk hat for the cap.

Then, after an interval, he removed his
jacket. His waistcoat followed. After an

and higher
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hour or so longer, hc took his collar and tie
off. His boots followed. By that time he was
in a state of deshabille pretty nearly as com-
plete as the others.

The tropical heat seemed to sap away the
strength of the juniors. They sat or lay
about the boat in listless attitudes, longing
for sundown.

But the pitiless blaze continued overhead.

The sea showed no sign of life. No sail—
no smoke on the horizon.  Occasionally a
flying-fish, gleaming in the sun, glanced upon
their view—or a wide-winged albatross sailed
by on giant pinions.

That was all! Round them the ocean
heaved—smiling, pitiless. Over them was
the arch of the blue sky, blazing with heat.

“ Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, at last, as he drew his hand from the
blistering woodwork of the boat. *° Bai Jove,
I'm thirsty.”

“So are we all,” said Tom Merry.

“Don’t you think you're being a little too
stwict with the watah, deah boy ¢’

“ There’s only enough for four, days at the
present rate,” said Merry. “Goodness knows
mhether we shall see a sail in four days
time.”

There was a sudden shout from Wally. He
was sitting in the bows, watching the shining
sea with glassy eyes. He sprang to his feet,
waving his cap and yelling. The juniors
turned round upon him in alarm, the fear in
every mind that the heat and_ glare had
turned his brain. But Wally was sane
enough ; only wildly excited.

“ A sail—a sail1 ”

“ Bai Jove |

“ A sail ! 7 yelled Wally.
We're saved ! ”

And a shout burst from all the juniors—a
shout of joy and relief ! “ Hurrah!”

“ Hip, hip, hurrah ! ”

“TLook! A sail!

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
The Felucca.

HITE against the blue of sea and sky, the
strange sail glanced and glimmered.

It was standing westward, clear across
the course of the gliding boat. Only the glimmer
of a great sheet of canvas could be seen, and
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the juniors could not yet make out the form
of the vessel. But it was a sail—a sail—
there were men there, sailormen—who would
help sailors in distress. If they could attract
the attention of the wvessel. They were
saved !

The thought was almost enough to turn
them giddy.

The vessel was far, far away—a glancing
patch of white on the blue. But she was
drawing towards the course of the boat, and
by changing their course a little to the west,
the castaways might hope to intercept her ;
or at least get near enough to be seen and
heard. Peter Raff trimmed the sail, and as
the boat glided on, the strange vessel rose
more and more clearly into view.

“ What vessel can it be, I wonder ? ” Tom
Merry said. ““ Not a sealer or a whaler,
Peter 2 ”

Peter Raff shook his hoad

“No, Master Tom. It’s not the build.
It’s some small trader, I should say—per-
haps a blackbirder.”

““Bai Jove! A what?” asked D’Arcy.

“ Blackbirder,” said Peter Raff. *° A vessel
employed to kidnap natives off the islands.
That trade ain’t extinet yet, whatever they
may say about it. I've seen——” The
sailorman paused, and changed the subject.
“TIf'it’s a blackbirder, they’ll pick us np; I
make no doubt; but they I murder us for
that chest.” -

Tom Merry glanced thoughtfully at the
treasure-chest.

“If it’s a suspicious vessel, when we get
nearer we’ll pitch the chest ovorboard “h-1ie
said. It would be madness to take it with
us among a crew of lawless ruffians.”

“Ayyay, sir”

“ Whatever that vessel is, we can’t lose
this chance of being picked up. If they're
white men, they must be humane enough to
take us in, and we can pay them afterwards.”
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The boat ghded on. Larger and larger the
strange vessel rose over the waters fill the
juniors could make out great lateen sails.

Peter Raft gave a groan.

“TIt’s all over.’

“ What do you mean, Peter ?”
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“ That’s a felucca.”

“Bai Jove!”

*1t’s Pablo Lopez’s vessel.”

£ 17 Oh ! 22

The juniors gazed with fixed, startled eyes
at the sail.

Tom Merry wondered he had not thought
of it before. Pablo Lopez, the dwarf Spaniard,
whom they had defea.ted on the Treasure
Island in the fight for the buried gold, had
come there in a felucca from Valparaiso, and
had fled in that vessel after his defeat. It
was not likely that there was another vessel
of the same rig in this lonely waste of
waters.

If the felucca was the Spaniard’s craft,
anything was better than falling in with it.
‘With or without the chest of gold in the boat,
they had only savage ferocity to expect from
the Spaniard.

Peter Raff stepped towards the sheet.

“ Better change the course, Master Tom,”
he said.

“Hold on!”

“Lopez will murder every soul in the
boat, if he discovers us,” said Peter Raff.
“We’d have no chance agin him.”

“He had only four blacks i