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Story, dealing with the Schooldays in the Backwoods
of Canada, of FRANK RICHARDS, Author of the Tales of Harry Wharton & Co.,

of Greyfriars.

By MARTIN CLIEFEORD

{ Author of the Famous Stories of St. Jim’s now appearing in the * Gem ’ Library.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rium’s the Word !
EDAR CREEK SCHOOL was in
a buzz of excitement,
Only one topie, just then,
was of interest to the schoolboys
—the visit of Sergeant Lasalle, of the
North-West Mounted Police, to the
Jumber school.
The sergeant had come in" quest of

Rufus Slimmey, {he twin brother of
Mr. Slhmmey, , the assistant master.

And the resemblance between the twin
brothers had very nearly led him to
arrest Miss Mceadows® assistant master
in the school-room.

It was an exciting
naturally it° was discussed
keenest interest,

Mr. Slimmey, with his
nt face and big glasses,
ed with a good-humoured
tion by the Cedar Creek fellows.

It was a startling revelation, that the
guiet and : unassuming young man’s
brother was a fugitive from justice,
sought for by the Mounted Police.

“Poor old Slimmey!” said Chunky
Todgers compassionately. “This must
be a big shoek for him.”

“1 guess it’s a disgrace to the school,”
caid Gunten, the Swiss junicr, “Slim-
mey ought to be fired.”

“Ch, shut up!” said Bob Lawless
savagely. ““How can foor old Slimmey
help his Lrother being a wascal?”

“Yep!” chimed in ¥ben Hacke. “He
can’t help it any more than your brother
could help you being a rascal, Gunten,
if you had a brother.”

There was a laugh,
scowled,  His sneerin
no echo among his schoolfellows.
of them were serry for Mr. Slimmey,
and the disgvace that had fallen upon
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him  through his connection with the
fugitive from Vancouver. ;
“There he goes!” murmured Dick

Dawson.
All eyes were turned upon Mr, Slim-
mey as he left the log schoolhouse and
walked towards his cabin by the creek.
Mr. Slimmey walked straight on,
looking neither to the right nor to the
left. He did not appeaf to observe the
curious glances on all sides of him.
“And there's the sergeant!”
Lawrence,
“Still on the trail!” grinned Hacke.
The big, athletic figure in the scariet
coat of the Mounted Police loomed up
in the gateway.
Sergeant Lasalle’s

said

keen eyes were
towards his cabin, not suspiciously, but
very searchingly. >

Mr. Slimme§'s resemblance to the
photograph of Rufus Slimmey was still
evidently in the sergeant’s mind.

Save for the fact that Mr. Slimmey
was -clean-shaven, and wore glasses, that
resemblance was exact.

Only Miss Meadows’ positive assur-
ance that Mr. Slimmey had been her
assistant master for over a year had con-
vinced the sergeant that he had not,
after all, found the man of whom he
was in search. .

But Sergeant Lasalle  apparently
hoped yet to find some trace of his
game at the lumber school, for he was
not gone.

Frank Richards sauntered down to
the creek, with his chums, leaving the
other fellows still engaged in excited
discussion.

Frank’s
troubled.

“Phis is rotten, you chaps,” he said,
when they were out of hearing of the

'
face ’"was clouded and

others.

vesting on Mr. Slimmey as he walked.

#1 guess it is,”” assented Bob Law-

less. “I wondered what was going to
happen when the sergeant was question-
ing Slimmey in the school-room.”

“And 1,” said Vere Beauclere, I
did not think that Mr. Slhinmey would
tell him a lie. But from what you've
told us, Frank -

Frank nodded.

“That’s what beats me,”
“Mr., Slimmey denied, oint-blank,
having seen or heard from his brother.
And—and I told you fellows how I hap-
pened to hear them talking in the
timber yesterday. There was no mistake
about it—it was Slimmey and his brother
Rufus. The man did come here—and
Slimmey knows it. He met him and
spoke to him. He told him he wouldn’t
help him, certainly. But—"

“He can’t be expected to give his own
brother away to the police!” remarked
Bob Lawless.

“No. But—but I did not think he"
would lie,” said Frank, *“It made me
feel rotten, to see him standing there
telling lies, without tu'ning a hair. 1
should never have thought that of
Shimmey.”

“If he’d refused to answer, the ser-
geant would jolly soon have tumbled to
it ~that - his brother - was about here
somewhere.”

“I know! But—it was rotten, all the
same, and it’s so unlike Slimmey, too,”
said Frank. “It beats me! Slimmey
is rather an ass; but I always thought
he was the soul of honour.”

“Jt beats me, t0o,” said Beauclerc
thoughtfully, “ Slimmey seems rather
queer to-day, in more ways than one.
He was evén forgetting the names of the
kids in-his class. ‘And he had forgolten
all about the Latin lesson he gives you
in his cabin once a week, Frank.”

“VYes; I shall have to see him about

he said.
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that some time. I suppose it’s WOII‘V
said Frank Richards. ¢ Look here, you
fellows, we shall have to keep mum now
f1bout what we know., - Il’s hosrrid,
Slimmey having lied to Mr, Lasalle like
that, but—but we’re not going to show
llm up.’
“No fear!”

“1 was thinking of letting the ser-
geant know that Rufus Slimmey had
been here, and getting the rotter taken
away,” said Frank. “We can’t do that
now without giving Slimmey away. If's
a rotten position. I--I wish he hadn’t
‘ue(

“Shove it out of your mind, and
out in the canoe,” said Bob Lay-
cheerily. - “No gcmd thinking about

o

Jass
Bob Lawless’ advice was too good not
o be taken.
But as they paddled the canoe on the
shining creek, Frank Richards could
not_wholly dismiss the matter from his

mind,1 Rufus Slimmey haunted his
thoughts,
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Desperate Game.
R. SLIMMEY entered his
cabin, and the door -closed
behind him.

As he had cro~sed the school-
ground the young man’s manner had
been indifferent, and he had not ap-
peared to observe the many glances that
were turned upon him, or the fact that
the bur sergeant was eyeing him from
the distance.

Lut lmmedlaloh the cabin door was

closed, the indifference dropped from
him like a cloak flung aside. -
The calm composure - of his face

vanished, and his look became anxious,
almost drawn, and his eyes restless and
unguiet.
He paced to zmd fro for some minutes
the little cabin, his brows deeply
‘inkled, his hands clenched.
Then he moved to ‘the little window,
and without removing the mutam,
peered out towards the “School House.
In the distant gateway the big ser-
goeant was still v1~.1ble, talking now to
a trooper of the Mounted Police.
“Hang him!” The young man
muttered the words savagely. “Why
does he linger here when I ‘have told
him? He cannot still suspect me, after
Miss Meadows’ evidence, He believes
that Rufus Slimmey—the fool!—came
here —that he will pick up his trail here.

in

Hang him ! What if he should come
hore I’

Ho drew a deep, almost sobbing
breath. ;

He left the window, and placed the
bar in the sockets at the door. Then he
unlocked the door of the inner room—the
bed-room—and entered. *

On the camp-bed the figure of a man
lay stretched.

‘He was bound to the bed, and securely
gagged. He could move nothing but his
eves, which fastened at once upon the
man who came in with a burning glance.

If Sergeant Lasalle could have looked
into the room, he would have had no
doubt that he was hot upon the track of
the fugitive from Vancouver.

For the bound man-on the bed was the
exact counterpart of the man who stood
looking moodily down upon him.

He could not speak, but his eyes told
volumes of anger and scorn and bitter-
ness. =

“You are not looking happy, Brother

P1 1"  The man’s lips curled sar-
donically as he looked down at his
prisoner, ‘“Hang you! Why could you

not give me the help I asked?
NEXT
TUESDAY!

I might

from the outer door,
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have been safe new. But I would rather
be in your position than mine, hang
you l”

The bound man’s eyes burned at him.

“But I guess I shall play the game

out, Brother Paul. I've managed to get
through morning lessons.” He laughed.
“By gad, what would they say if they
knew that their teacher was Rufus
Slimmey, robber and outcast, hunted by
the North-West Mounted Police. I’ve
faced the cergeant himself, 'my dear
brother, and your kind headmistress bore
witness that [ had been a master in this
school for a year or more! She takes
me for you, my dear Paul, as everyone
else does!”

Rufus Slimmey laughed mockingty.

But his reckless insouciance could not
conceal the anxiety that was gnawing
him.

He had taken his brother’s place, and
his brother was a silent and helpless
prisover, while he played out the cheat.
But the position was full of danger.

So far, he had played that dangerous
game successfully.

But the sergeant was not satisfied; he
had not gone. And so long as he re-
mained at Cedar Creek there was ever-
present danger.

Already the Chinese servanf at the
School Home was surprised bv 2B
Slimmey’s 7 refusal to allow him to
enter the locked bed-room.

That refusal would hate to be renewed
on the morrow.

What if the sergeant should question
the servants, and learn that Mr. Slimimey
not allowing the Chinee to perform
his usual household tasks in the cabin?

He would guess at once that the fugi-
tive from Vancouver was concealed
there. He would search, and he would
find, not the fugitive, but the real Mr.
Slimmey.

The imposture would be revealed then
with a vengeance.

And there were other dangers. There
was the boy Richards, who had asked
him some question abeut a private lesson,
of which he knew nothing. He had put
the boy off. But there would be another
occasion——

‘“Paul, listen to me.
will you help me? Close your eyes
you mean ¢ Yes. ”

Paul Slimmey’s eyes remained wide-
open, gleaming.

The adventurer made an angry gesture.

“You fool! Do you want to stay tied
up here for days, without food, without
drink? That is what it means.”

No sign from the prisoner.

“Listen, Paul! There is a boy here,
named Richards, to whem it appears vou
give private lessons. Will you tell me
the,sdetails if I remove your gag, so that
Tean w ard him off 77

No sign.

“Otherwise, he may suspect,
tattling tongue may do me harm.

Still the same steady look from the
boand man. Rufus qhmmey had no help
to expect from that quarter,

He gritted his teeth.

“Very well. Remain as you are—
starve, for all I care! 1 shall play the
game out without your help.”

He quitted the room, putting the key
into his pocket. Ife removed the bars

and he had barely
done so when there came a tap on the
cutside.

For a moment the adventurer's face
went white.

But with a steady hand he threw
open the door, and lodked over his spec-
tacles at the tall figure of the Canadian
sergeant without.

Rufus Slimmey was quite himself again

If I free you,
if

and
,

a

2

now. His face was calui, and he Aoo'ced
at the big sergeant with polite inquiry.

“These.  are your quarters, I think?"
said Sergeant Lasalle.

“Yes, that is so. Will you step in?”
Sergeant Lasalle entered.
Only the board wall separat ed him

from the room where the gagged prisoner
lay bound. But the door of the l;ed room
was closed, and it was not evident that
it was locked. Theve I,O'['!ng to
excite the sergeant 3
“Well 2 said Mr. %1 am
quite at your service, ser it. Believe
me, if I could do anything o help you,
you would not need to as
“You are not on :uend'w terms with

Slimmey.

vour brother Rufus,” the sergeant re-
inarked, his eyes on the vmmg man’s
face. L -

““Not in the least. s has always been
my enemy, as well as his gwn.

“Yet he has flad to this placa.”

“Ts that certain 7 asked Mr. Slimmey..

“Quite certain. Ie has been trac
?m side of the town of Thompson.
ainly

L/QT
i he has been within five miles of
this :chool ”

"\11 Slimmey looked troubled.

“Then I can only conclude that hia
object was to see me, if possible,” he
said slowly, “I can guess his intention,
I think, I—I admit, sergeant, that I
am not a man of resolute (hana(tel and
on a previous occasion Rufus extorted
money from me by threats. Possibly he

hoped to gain my assislance this time by
Bat

thu same methods,
mm ve{ =

I have not seen

shall gn'e mfo
course. He has fo."'
a brother upon me.”

“Thank you, Mr. Slinime
wish to communicate wilh 1 you can
do so, at ‘Gunten’s store, in Tnomp»on
“You are going back {o Thomp on,
then""

STt does not seem rmuch use remain.
ing here.”

The sergeant was disappointed.

There was a vague suspicion in hiy
mind that Rufus Slirimey was concealed
in the vicinity, assisted bv his brother.

But he scanned Mr. Slimmey’s faca
in vain for any sign of mhet at his an-
nounced intention to depart.

Instead of looking relieved, Mr.
mey had an anxious {‘(piossmn

“Of course, you know your own busi.
ness best, Semeant Ia;a‘le ” he said
hesitatingly, % But=—but n case the
ruffian should come here, attempting ta
see me, would it not be advisable for
you to remain nearer at hand? My
brother Rufus would think notlnnv of
resorting  to  the most  desperate
violence.”

The sergeant’s lip curled involuntarily.

“T—1 admit that I am afraid of him,”
stammered Mr. Slimmey. “I have not,
led a life like yours, sergeant. I have
led a quiet, scholarly exiStence, and-—
and I am not the kind of man te deal
with a desperate character, If—if you
remained in the neighbourhood,” I
should feel more able to dea! with that
scoundrel if he should appear. ‘hey
would put you up at the Hopk-ns Farm,
if you w ished; that is only a mile
away.

X3

1
mey.”’
“Lui you will let me know ?” asked

Slimmey anxiously.

“Yoq I will let you know.

And the sergeant departed, d‘ tise
fied. Mpr., Qlunmev closed the cabin
door after him, and breathed hard.

He had played his part well—the part
Tae Popurar.—No 173.

LI you

hm

will think that over, Mr, S&fim-

M

A MAGN!FICENT STORY OF FRANK R!’EHARDS & €0

By MARTIN GLIFFORD.



4 Another Grand

of a pusillanimous man, whe feared the
arr of the desperate fugitive from

e

Vancouver. And if the sergeant adopted
i}s suggestion of putting up at the Hop-
kin

homestead, he would be near—too
but at least the schemer would
v where he was, and could be on his
i in that direction.

us Slimmey had played his cards

But there was deep anxiety in his
breast.

Frank Richards could net help glanc-
ing at Mr. Slimmey when Cedar Creek
School assembled for afternoon lessons.
The young man came in as usual te
take his elass.

His aspect was quite normal. Frank
had expected him to be worsied and
troubled by the eccurrences of the morn-
ing, but Mr. Slimmey was quite calm.

Immediately classes were dismissed.
Mr. Shmmey went to his cabin.

e went at once into the bed-room,.
after barring the outer door, to make
sure that the prisoner’s gag and bonds
were still seeure. -

Meanwhile,” Frank Richards was dis-
cussing Mr. Slimmey with his chums.
The kind-hearted master was in the
habit of helping Frank with his Latin
once a week, to assist him in keeping
up that subject. which was not taught
in the backwoods scheol. . i

Once a week Frank stayed for~ half
an hour or an hour after lessons to
s ? with Mr. Slimmey in his cabin.

swot
“T suppose T'd better go, you chaps,”
Frank said dubicusly. . ‘Slimmey put
me off yesterday. but T suppose he meant
me to stay to-day instead. It would
look rather slighting if I let the lessons
slide. Only I don’t want to bother him
while he’s worried about that blessed
brother of his.”

“Well, you can put it to him,” said
Bob TLawless. ‘““Ask him whether it's
convenient.”’

1 suppose I'd better.”

“1 guess so.”

“We'll wait for you,” said Vere
Beauelere.  ‘‘I dare say you'll get your
lesson this time, Franky. Buzz off !”

“Right-ho 1”

Frank Richards made his way to the
log cabin.

He tapped at the door and pushed it,
but the deor did not open.

_ Frank could not help feeling surprised.
Why Mr. Slimmey should bar his eabin
door in the:day-time was a mystery.

He tapped again.

He heard a hurried movement within,
and the sound of a elosing door, then
the unmistakable click of a key turning
in the lock.

A moment or two later the door was
opened from within, Frank clearly de-
tecting the sound, of' the bars being
removed.

Mr. Slimmey Jocked out him, his eyes
glittering over his spectacles. -
" Frank, utterly astonished, stood dumb
for a moment. Mr. Slimmey had been
in the inner room, and he stopped ts
lock the door before opening the outer

door. Frank’s glance wandered in:
voluntarily to the inside door.
The key was not to be seen. After

locking it, Mr. Slimmey had evidently
put the key in his pocket, a proceeding
so surprising that the schoolboy was
dumbfounded.

“What is it? What are you troubling
me for?”’ exclaimed Mr. Slimmey, in
sharp and angry tones.

¥rank flushed.

“1—1 came——"

“What have you come for?”

“T—J—about the lesson, sir,”

Trw Perprar.—No. 173.
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Frank. "1 did not have it yesterday,
sit. I den’t want to bother you, of
course, sir, but ‘I thought I'd better
mention it.” .

“Oh, the lesson!” M. Slimmey's
face cleavred. “I—I am afraid that I
cannot give you the time this evening,
Richards. Ancther time.”

“QOh, wertainly, sir!”

. My, Slimmey closed the door in the
schoolboy’s face.

“Well, my hat!” muttered Frank.

He walked away, surprised and un-
easy, suspicion ecreeping into his mind
is spite of himself.

His face was so disturbed when he
rejoined his chums that Bob and the
Cherub looked at him ecuriously.

“Slimmey seedy again?” asked Bob.

“No. But i

“What’s happened?” asked Beauclere
quietly. >

“Blessed if I catch on!” said Frank.
“I-1 ean’t help thinking that—
that—""

~ He broke off abruptly. He hardly
cared to frame in words the dark sus-
picion that had been forced into his

mind. =ih
“Go ahead!” said Bob. “What's the
trouble, old chap? Get it off your
chest 17 ! :
“I—I say, it’s jolly serions,. I be-
lieve ! said Frank. “The door was
barred on the inside when I knocked !”
“What on carth for?”
“Well, it was. Slimmey was in the

NEXT TUESDAY’S GRAND
FREE COLOURED PLATE

will depict a famous Express
Locomotive of the Metro-
politan  Railway Comparur.

| DON'T MISS IT!

other room, and when he came to let
nie in he locked the bed-rpom door and
put the. key in his pocket. What the
dickens should he do that for?” Frank
drew a deep breath. “Fve been in
Slimmey’s cabin lots of times, and he's
never done anything of the kind.”

“He could act like that for one rea-
son,” said Beauclerc. “He wasn’t run-
ning any risk of anybody looking into
room. It ean't be possible
shat—that—-""

Beauclerc paused, startled by his own
thoughts.

“He couldn’t he aszs enough to hide
that rascally brother of his in his own
cabin'!” breathed Bob Lawless.

“T—I ecouldn’'t help thinking of it,”
said Frank. “He lied to the sergeant,
and that could only have been to help
Rufus Slimmey. to keep clear.”

“QGood heavens!” said Bob.

Frank Richards compressed his lips.

“1 Like Slimmey,” he said.” “I always
thought him a good sort. I was for
standing by him, even after he lied to
the sergeant in that rotten way. But
if he’s hiding a thief, with his plunder
still in his pockets, at this school, the
time has come for us to chip in. If
he’s doing that, he’s no bhetter than a
criminal himself. And I feel sure that
he must be doing it; there can be no
other explanation !”

“And what are we going to do?”
asked Beauclere. “If the man's there,
we're not going %o let him stay there,
This school isn’t a refuge for criminals.”

“No jolly fear!” said Bob Lawless
emphatically. “Let’s go and put it

THE TRAIL!"
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straight fto Slimmey. Either the man
clears off at once, and takes his chance,
or else we call the sergeant in. That’s
fair

“Come on'!” said Frank Richards.

And a few minutes later the chums
were at the door of Mr. Slimmey’s ca
with very determined expressions on their
faces. '

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
An BAmazing Discovery.

—~ RANK Richards knocked at the
}4 cabin door, and opened it. This

time it was not fastened.

Mr. Shmmey was in the roem,
moving ~about restlessly. The young
master spent much of his leisure time
in study, but there was mo sign of study
in the room now. He swung angrily
towards the door as it opened.

“¥You again, Richards " he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir.”

“I have told you that I cannot be
troubled with you this evening.  Is nob
that plain enough 7" :

Frank bit his lip.

“ Quiite, sir. I have not come to speak
about the lésson.” -

*Then what do you want?”

“T will explain, siv. I had better come
in.” -
Frank entered. followed by his chums,
watched angrily by Mr. Shmmey. His
anger did not deter Krank Richards,
however. He had a duty to do, and he
had come there to do it.

“Well, what is it 7" snapped the man.

“I ought to tell you fist, sir, that
vesterday I heard you talking in the
timber with your brother Rufus,” said
Frank quietly.

Mzr. Slimmey started violently.

“You—you heard " he gasped.

“Yes. It was quite by accident. I had
gone there to mug over my books, when
1 heard your voices,” said Frank. “1
never intended to let you know that 1
had heard you, or knew anything aboub
your brother i

“My—my brother—"’

“Veour brother Rufus, the man Ser-
geant Lasalle is in search of.”

“ ORIt

The -expression of relief in the man’s
face puzzled the schoolboy. Frank did
not know that for one terrible moment
the impostor had feared .that the boys
knew the whole truth.

“You told the sergeant in tho
schoel-room that you had not seen or
heard from your brother,” went on
Frank, in the same steady tone. “Tt isn’t
for me lo judge you, sir; but that man
cannot stay here.”

“What—what man?”

“Rufus Slimmey !”

“ Aye you mad? Do you think he is
here?”’ panted the man.

“1 can’t help thinking so, sir. I think
hLe’s persuaded you somehow to give him
shelter here,”” said Frank. “It can't be
done, sir. We all like and respect you,
Mr. Slimmey, but we can’t keep silent
while you hide a thief and criminal in
the school. You know what Miss
Meadows would say if she kunew.”

“You—you have Hot told her this—
this ridiculous suspicion——" .

N

“Have you told anyone?”

“Not yet."?

“Not yet? That means

“That means that unless the man
goes, we are bound to call in the ser-
geant !” said Frank Richards.

“Oh [

“Don’t think we intend to be dis-
vespectful, sir,” said DBob Lawless.
“ But we should be doing wrong if we let
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him stay here and said nothing. You can
see that.”

“And we don’t want him arrested
here,” said Beauclere. “Simply let us
know that he is gone, sir, and that ends
it as far as we're concerned. We're not
asking you to give the man up.” =

M:. Slimmey drew a panting breat

”

g

“You-——you are mad to suspect
thiig—-"

“Wills you let us see into the other
room ?”

“No, T will not. Am I to be dictated
to by scheolbeys? 1 shall report this
isolence to your parents.”

But the attempt- at bluster had no
effect upon the chums of Cedar Creek.
The matter was too serious for that.

“We intend to tell our parents, in any
case, sir, unless that man goes,”’ said Bob
Lawl “That cuts no ice, sir. We've
got to see that man off.”

“If—if I should admit the—-the truth
of what you say, will you keep silent?”
muttered Slimmey. :

a weapon, yeb they knew that this man
had a revolver hidden in h , upon

which fingers had close convul-
sively.

What did it all mean? Wh
change had come over

olute man? Why was th
desperate look creeping on his .

The distrust they already felt 1
His eyes glear

“Well,”” he muttered,
say 7"’

“That's good encugh, sir,” said
Frank, after a-long pause. “Let the
man clear off. We don’t want .to have
a hand in arresting your brother. The

nt can take the money he has
stolen, That can be arranged-—-"
“The money! What do you mean?”
- “Sergeant Lasalle told you that he
had stolen money upon him,” said
Frank. “He cannot take that away with
him. Wae can’t agree to be parties to a
robbery, sir! If he kecps his liberty he

sergea

o :
=

A 4:7

Slimmey’'s hesitating tones and the clear,
cool, hard voice of the adventurer from
Vancouver. The voices had been
similar, but the manner of speaking very
different.

Unconsciously the impostor, in his
anxiety and bitter rage, had spoken with-
out disguising his tones. He was no
longer affecting the low voice of the
zchoolmaster, and back into Frank’s mind
came the hard, sardonic tones he had
heard that day in the timber.

“Good ‘heavens!” muttered Frank,
almost dazed by the startling suspicion.
“Good heavens!”

The look on the boy's face was encugh
for the adventurer. He knew that
Frank Richards knew.

His hand flashed from his pocket now,
and a revolver glittered in it.

Frank sprang back.

“Look . out!” he
out! That is not Mz,
man is Rufus Slimmey !”

With the bound of a tiger the ruffian

shouted. “Look
Slimmey—that

A DESPERATE CHANCE.—With a sudden swing of Frank’s arm the stocl was iifted and flung at the same moment.
“The rufflan spun round, and the whizzing stool struck him full on the head.
the naxt moment the chums were on him ! (See Chanter 4.)

Crash !

He crashed to the floor, and

“Yes, if the man goes.”
“I—1 agree, then!. Keep silent, and
T & 1"
as scon as it 1s dark the man shall go.
1 promise you that.” -
The chums of Cedar Creek looked at
one another. It was a complete admis-

sion. The man was there. They had
been sure of if, yet that complete sur-
render on the part of the assistant n:a
startled them a little.

“Are you satisfied?” he mutlered
hoarsely. “I will do as you wish.

will pass over your conduct in t
me in this manner. The man shall
{o-night. That is a promigse.”

His face was deadly white, a hunted
Jogk was in his eyes. His hand was in
his pocket, and the schoolboys kuew
from the sagging of the coal, that
was grasping a weapon hidde

It was not the Mr. Slimme
always known, and there was a
fear and suspicion in their looks.

W
1t

vague
My,

Slimmey had never been knosvn to carry
NEXT
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is lucky. He “cannot take the stolen
money. Let him leave it here, and it can
be handed over to the sergeant in =om
way to be taken back te Vancou
“Agreed! Now go.”
“But the money ?” said Frank.
“He shall leave 1t here”
Frank smiled slightly.

" “He is hardly likely to do that at your
asking, sir.”

“ He—he will do as T ask——
said Frank quetiy
him in the

»

< He will not,”
“When I heard you talking to !
timber, sir, it did not sound
weuld do-as you asked. Y
to go, and leave you in per

do so? am “sorry, Mr Shimmey,
ba—" : .
Frank Richards paused

He started viclengtly as a strange and
startling suzpicion Hashed into his mind.
On that cceasion, when he had heard the
brothers speaking in the timber, there
had been a contrast’ between FPaul

reached the eabin door, slammed it shut,
and set his back to it. The revolver in
his hand rose to a level, gleaming at
the startled chums of Cedar Creek.
“* Silence !” he hissed. |
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Closs Quarters.

£ ILENCE? :
g Frank Richards panted.

He knew the truth now-- Rufus
Slimmey’s action left no doubt of
nd ‘his chums knew.
azing as it was, they wondered that
they had. not guessed it before. It was
not Mr. Slimmey, but his double.-
The resemblance, which had almost
made the Canadian sergeant arrest him
in the school-room, had enabled Rufus
Slimmey to play this trick.
He advanced towards
revolver still levelled. :
(Continuwed on page 23.}
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A Magnificent Long
Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., The
Chums of Greyfriars.

Ey I‘R.&MK RE@H.&.RDS

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Tales appeariny in the ** Magnet ”

Library.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Peter Wanis te Help !

ETER TODD of the Remove Form

P at Greyfriars made his way along

the corridor and stopped at the

study “which was shared by chk

Penfold, the scholarship boy,
Skinner, Stott, and Snocop.

Peter entered the study and found only
Skinner and Penfcld there. He nodc.gd
carelessly to Skinner and came towards
Penfold.

“Y want to speak lo you, Pen,”
said,

“Yes,” said Pen,

“I'm sure Skinner wouldn’t mind
leaving the study for a bit—"

*“What blessed cheek' It’s my study !”
growled: Skinner.

“Ob, 1 den'’t
chw*hng you out,’
“I] thought youd rather walk,
all.”

Ahem‘ I—I only came in for a
book,” said Skinner.

“WeH take your baok and your hook
at the same time.”

he

mind the trouble of
said Peter ealmly.
that’s

‘Skinner tock both, and Peter Todd B
(msnd the doo" after him.
“Now, Pen,” he said, “I'm goina to

mllr to you like'a Dutch unnle 17 haven i

been at Greyfriars iong but you’ve got
io know me. I'm not one of the felloxw
who go through a school from the First
Torm to the Sixth without anybody ever
knowing they’re there at all.”

Pen smiled faintly. Pcfm Todd cer-
tainly wasn’t that kind of boy. He was
never likely to be anywhere for long
without everybody else becoming em-
p"mtloally aware of his presence.

“You're in trouble,” said Peter Todd.
“You haven’t known me long, but
you've known my cousin Alonzo a long
tiine, and you know he’s simply brlm—
ming over with the milk of human kind-
ness. So am I, only I show it in a
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and

misint
different way. I n making a man of
Bunter, {for 1nstance. I shall succesd in
the long run, if he lives. Now, I'm
going to help you out. What's the
trouble?”

Penfold crimsonad.

< N»n-nothing 2

“Rats!” said Peler Todd promptly.
“No good telling me fairy tales, you
know. You're in trouble, and, as head-
cook-and-bottle-washer in the Remove,
it’s up to me to pull you through. Tell
me all about it.” -

Pen closed his lips.

“1 understand,” said Peter, with a
nod. “Poor and proud—yw on’t talk of
your itroubles—rather go under than let
a chap help you. I savvy! But I'm not
an ordinary chap—not of the comimon-
or-garden variety at all. I'm going to
help you, I tell yOLL"

“You ean’t.” -

“You don’t know that until you’ve
told me, and I've had a think about it.
1 suppose the -trouble’s money?”
en nodded. ;

“You won't take any if any fellow
wanted to help you?”

Pen flushed aga;na

“1'd die sooner!” he said.

Peter nodded. :

“I understand again...;+I'm a .good
understander, you see. I'm not going
to offer you any money—partly because
you wouldn’'t take it, and still more
because I haven’t any to give away. But
there must be some other way out of
the trouble. Now, tell your Uncle Peter
all about it—in sirict confidence, of
course.”

Pen hesitated.

There was something very taking in
the breezy directness of Peter Tedd, and
he inspired confidence:in the breast of
the ‘worried, troubled, harassed boy.
Dick knew that he could trust him not
to talk 6f what was confided to him, and

in his trouble he had a longing for some-
one to help him to share the burden.

“Go ahead,” said Peter Todd, who saw
already that he had succeeded and he
sat on a corner of the table and swung
his legs—his fa\ouute attitude. *“Tell
it all to your uncle, and we'll put our
hev}ds together. Your pater’s in {rouble
—ehn i

“Yes,” said Pen.

“Is it true about the bailiffs?”

“Yes. The pater’s business isn't what
it was,” said Pen drearily. “It’s partly
through my coming here, you kuow. i
can’t help him as I used to. And trade’s
bad. It makes me begin te wish I'd
never come to Greyfriars, though I was
so jolly glad when I got the scholarchip.
i teemed such a wonderful chance for
me.’

“So it was” said Peter.

“All the same, I've been ’(hmkn g
about chucking it up, and going home to
.1e!p the governor,” said Pen.

‘You may be able to help him thh-

out chucking up your scholarship,” sa: d
Peter. ‘‘How is he fixed? Is it rent?”
S Vg

“Shell out all the facts. I'm going to
think out a way for 3011 “to work it, you
know.’

“You can't!”

“Leave that to your anle Peter.”

“I only wish you could,” said Pen,
brightening a little with cnoom.men‘nm -

in spite of himself, “Bul ho‘\ couild
you?”
“We shall see. It’s rent, I suppose?”
“Yes.”

“How much?’

“ Pive pounds—overdue!”

“Landlord’s a hard man, T suppose?™

“It isn’t the landlord; it’s his agent.
The Jandlord who owns all that ground
h\es abroad, on the Riviera somewhere.
1 don’t even know his name; I’ve heard
it, but I've forgotten. But 1ts Mr:
Snooks we have to deal with, and he's
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@s hard as nails. If the money isn’t paid
riext week, there’ll be what they call a
man in possession.” Pen clenched his
hands convulsively. “1I think the dis-
grace of it would kill my father. Poor
old dad! He’s always held his head up
in Friardale.”

Peter Todd wrinkled his brows in
t‘mu ght.

“I(s not much money,” he said.
“Lord Mauleverer spends more than

that on a txe pin, and Mauly is a friend
of yours.”

“I'm not going to touch his money.”

““Not even for your father?”

“‘IV father wouldn’'t take charity.’

“Quite right,” said Peter, noddmg.
““that’s the right sort. But if a chap
could think of a way to help him get out
of the difficulty hlmself

= 14 never folgeu it, if you could do
that,” said Pen; “but you can’t. I've
thought and thought about it till my
head’s splitting. But I can’t think of
anything. Mouey isn’t so easy to gel—
espnmallv when you want it.”

“Quite true. But where there’s a will
there’s.a \\'ay.” said Peter Todd. =T m
not going to jaw about what you've told
me. I'm going to think it over, and if
there’s a way, I'm going to find it for
vou. You rely on your Uncle Peter.’

And Peter Todd left the study. He
left Pen, in spite of his doubts, in a more
cheerful humour. There was an impres-
sion of force and strength about Peter
Todd which seemed to say that what he
had undertaken to do, that he would
carry out with success.

And Pen’s face was brighter as he sat
down to his work,

Peter Todd’s brow wore a thoughtful
frown as he went along the Remove
passage to his own etudv Peter Todd
was a youth with a peculiar sense of
humour, which was not always to he
restrained within bounds. But he had a
kind heart; he was like his cousin Alonzy
in that respect. And Peter cheertuily
considered himself as top dog in the
Remove, and therefore bound to help
the other fellows out of their troubles.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Five Pounds Reward!

s FIVE POUNDS REWARD !

Peter Todd started as the
words caught his eyes.
Five pounds reward!
Peter was thinking at that very

moment of the exact sum of five pounds
—the five pounds that young Penfold
required to help his father out of his
ﬂ‘ouble and which Peter had promised
to help him obtain somehow,

As chief of the top . study in the
Remove, Peter had said that it was up
to him. Whether it was or not, Peter
was in deadly earnest about it. But how
tc help young Penfold without giving
himn money which he certainly would
not accept was a problem that puzzled
even Peter Todd’s keen*wits, The only
way was to help him to earn it somehow
—and how could Penfold earn it?

Some of the fags, it is true, turned an
honest penny by writing out lines for
richer fellows who didn’t.want to do
their own impots. Clever “kids '’ in the
Fourth and Remove sometimes did con-
strue for duffers in the Fifth, like Coker,
and were rewarded with shiilings and
even half-crowns. But little earnings of
that kind would be of no use to Penfold.
e wanted a big sum—for a schoolboy—
and wanted it in a few days. How was
e to be enabled to get it?

That was what Peter Todd had set
himself to think out. Pen was more than
willing to work if he could have found
some work that would bring in money.
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Peter was strolling through the old town
of Friardale, with his cap on the back
of his head and his hands thrust deep
into his trousers’ pockets, thinking hard,
Peter always thought better when he was
in motion—as a matter of fact, he was
very seldom still. He had cheered him-
self up a little by knocking the hats oft
two Highcliffe fellows he had encoun-
tered in the old High Street of Friardale,
and by uttering a sudden yeil at the open
door ‘of Mr. Snooks, the estaté agent,
which made Mr. Snooks jump up from
his desk and knock his chair over back-
wards in his surprise. But these things,
though pleasant in themselves, did not
help Peter with his self- imposed problem,
How was he to enable young Penfold
to get hold of five pounds in hard cash
without giving it to him?

Peter was wrestling with the knotty
problem when he passed the little police-
of Friardale. P.-c. . Tozer
was sunning himself on the steps
majestically. Peter was thinking of ex-
pending a halfpenny upon an orange for
the especial benefit of P.-c. Tozer’s waist-
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coat, when he caught sight of the words
on a bill posted up outside the police-
station:

“ Five Pounds Reward !”

Five pounds! The exact sum he
wanted ! Peter dropped the idea at once
P.-e. Tozer with a cheap
orange, and raised his hat very politely
to that officer. Then he halted and read
the notice on the wall.

“Five Pounds Reward!

“The above sum will be paid to any-
one giving information leading to the
Detection of the Person or Persons who
lighted a fire upon Popper’s Island, in
the River Sark, thereby causing damage
to Sir -‘Hilton Popper’s estate. —Apply at
the office of J. Snooks, Friardale.’

Peter Todd grinned cheexful]y

“ Five pounds !” he murmured. “Five
golden quids! And I happen to kdow
who did it—nobody better! Five quids
—how ripping! Oh, my only Aunt
Gloxiana !’

Peter Todd turned tow ards P.-c. Tozer,
whe was eyeing him suspiciously. DP.-c,
Tozer was suspicious of all Greyfriars’
boys. He had had many rubs with thein.
But Peter Todd looked very innocent;
and, as a matter of fact, Mr. Tozer took
him for his cousin Alonzo. When it suited
Peter Todd, he could adopt the meek-
and-mild manners and gentle voice of his
cousin, It suited him now.

“Good-afternoon, my M.
Tozer !” he said.

Dear Mr. Tozer grunted.

“Some bad boy has been lighting fives
on Sir Hilton - Poppér’s island, I

dear

»
500

o2,

said Poter. “Do you think he will be
caught, Mr. Tozer?”
“I ’opes as how he is,’
amiably. “I knows perfectly well that i
was some young rip fuom Glc,jfuars
a-going a-picnicking, and not caring how
much dammldge he might do.to a man’s
property ! Huh [
“1 shouldn’t wonder!” said Peter.
“There are some very rnmvhtv boys at
Greyfriars—boys who are quite rough in
their manners. I suppose that’s all square,
Mr., Tozer—five pounds for whoever
gives the name of the nau"lr‘h Boy 7"
“Wotto !” said Mr. Tozer, *“ You should
'a\e seen Sir ’llton when he kem down
’ere about it—fair ramping he was. Tha
young scallywags had cacpped down a
young tree for fuel—fair chopped it down,
‘And one of them stuck a card on another

*.said Mr. Tozei

tree, with the words hon it: ‘ Poor old
Popper!’ My heye! You should ’ave
seen Sir 'Ilton. Fair scorching, ‘e was!”

*“The naughty boy ought to be sent to
a reformatory,” said Peter, with a shake
of the head.
“I dunno about that,” said Mr. Tozer;
“but if it's a Greyfriars’ kid, and he's
found out, the 'Ead will ’ave to ﬂcg‘
hxm—%r Ilton will see to that! Wotto !”
Smr\e him right!” said Peter in-
“There doesn’t scem to be
respect left for a great landowner in
the country any more than there is for
the police force. Only this morning - [
heard a bad boy éay that you were an
old donkey, Mr. Tozer. I chided him &t

once.
0, he did, did he 7 said Mr, Tozer,
growmg purp‘e =
es, and he said your face was

enouvh to make a cat laugh, Mr, Fozer.’
“ Look ‘ere, Master loll(—-—
1 said it was not right to cackle aboug
vour face, though,” said Peto rtuously.
“T said a man couldn’t he 2lp his face. If
he could, it stands to reason that you
would have quite a dlﬁeront ort of one,
wouldn't you, Mr. Tozer?' -
Awh‘ Tozer ~p1uttuied
“And I heard a bad boy say that you
were——"
“1 don’t want to ’ear wot he said!¥
roared Mr, Tozer.
“He said you weve =
“Took here
“He said you were a funny merchant,

»

Mr. Tozer, and that if yvou knew how
fumn _you were you 'd let yourself out
ircuse
ill you be off I roared BMy. Tozer.

Peter Todd looked surprised.
“But I'm only tellinu vou what that
bad boy said, Mr. Tozer. I was shocked

at him! I said you couldn’t help being
funny——"
Mr. Tozer made a dive towards Peter,

and Peter walked away. The fat con-
stable gazed after him with a purple face
and bulging eyes, snorting with rage.
Peter smiled gently to himself, and
strolled round to the office of My. Snoolks,
Mr. Snooks was an estate agent, and a
house agent, and agent for many things.
He was a collector of rents to many
owners of property in and about Friar-
dale, and as he was a good collector he
had plenty of-clients. Mr. Snooks was
as hard as nails and not troubled with
any sentimental unwi llmgne\x to turn an
unfortunate tenant out of house and
home. He was a fat man, with a pro-
minent waistcoat and Watc}ﬂ(-‘laxn and a
hard face that might have been carved
out of a partieularly hard red brick.
Peter ratsedshis hat respectfully as he
came into the office. Mr. Snooks looked
at him hard. He had not forgotten the
vell at his door which had startled him;
but there was no evidence to connect
Peter with it, as he had not seen the
. Tue PorurLar.—No 173.
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joker. And Peter looked as innorent as
Alonzo; that is to say, as innocent as

innocence itself, :
sir,”  said Peter

* Good-afternoon,

meekly. ‘I hope I see you well, sir.
Very warm for this time of the year,
150t i, sir 772

“Have you any business with me?”
asked Mr. Snooks.

*“Yes, sir. About that reward you are
offering for the wicked boy who lighted
a fire on the island in the river——"

Then Mr. Snooks looked interested.

“Oh, good !” he said.” “Can you give
me some information, my lad? Sir
Hilton Popper is very anxious to dis-
cover the perpetrater of this outrage.
The reward will be paid ever at once
when the eualprit is discovered.”

“1 know a fellow who can give you
his name, sir.” :

“Indeed! Then if your friend wants
five-pounds, he has only to come along
and give the name,” said Mr. Snooks,
turning back to his papers again.

“Thank you, sir!”

And Peter left the office, and walked
back to Greyfriars. His face was very
cheerful as he came in at the old gates.
Harry Wharton & Co. had just come off
the cricket-field, and they greeted him in
the Close.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, slacker!”

*“Why ain’t you playing cricket 7

““The slackfulness of the esteemed and
tudicrous Todd is terrific.”

Peter grinned.

“ Important affair {o attend to,” he
explained. ‘“Some affairs have to be
aitended to by the top study in the
lemove, you know—lots of time for
cricket.”

- And Peier went on into the School
House, leaving the Co. locking after him
very expressively. s

“The ‘cheeky bounder!” said Bob
Cherry. “We shall-have to take him
down a peg or two, one of these days.
Top study! The cheek of it!1”

“Awful perve!” said Wharton indig-
nantly. - “If we hear much more of it,
we'll rag him, and bring him down off
his perch.”

‘“ Hear, hear!”
~Peter Todd went up to the Remove

ssage,  whistling cheerily—a shrill
stle which made fellows yell out to
him, and throw boots and books at him
as he passed. Peter reached Fenfold’s
study. The door was open, and the
voice of Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of
the Remove, could be heard within.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Pster’s Way !

(] EGAD, you know, Pen, old chap,
it won't do, my dear fellow, you
know.”

Lord Mauleverer was

nuch in earnest. Dick Penfold was s

at the study table, at wérk—or rather, he

bad been at work when the schoolboy
earl eame in. His face was far from
cheerful.

“You see,” said Lord Mauleverer,

“Tlmyour pal, you know, ain’t-177

“You're a good chap!” said Pen.
“Well then, why don’t you let me lend
vou a hand?” expestulated ILord

Mauleverer. haven’t told me

what’s the matter, but I know it’s tin.

I've got plenty of tin—-as much as I

want, and more. What's the good of ihe

beastly money if a vhag can’t help his
friends when they're down on their

luck 27

Pen sighed.
“If it were a loan I wanted, Mauly,
Tae PorpuLar.—No. 173.
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I'd ask you like a shot. But it isn’t!
If I barrowed of you I couldn’s pay!”

“Well, I shouldn’t dun you for it, my
dear fellow.”

Pen grinned.

*1 know you wouldn't, Mauly. But a
loan that isn’t repaid is a gift—and I'm
not taking money from anybody! You
vould despise me yourself if I did, when
you came to think of it.”

“No, I jolly well wouldn't!”

“Well, I should despise myself,
that would be worse.”

“But it’s only rotten money, kid,” sal
Lord Mauleverer. “What is it Sha
speare says about it—about locking
raseal counters from one’s friends? I
forget the lines, but they’re quite o the
point. Let me lend you a hand.”
“No:!2

“You're a determined beast,
though you look so soft,”” growled his
lordship. “I've a jolly good mind te
punch your silly head !” :

Peter Todd came in.

“It’s all right!” he announced.

Lord Mauleverer looked at him.

“Begad! What do you know about
it ?” he asked.

“I’ve taken the matter up, as head of
the top study in the Remove,” Peter
explained. “I know all about it. Pen
won't take money in charity—quite right.
He wants to earn it. . I've found out a
way for him to do it.”

Pen’s face flushed with hope.

“Oh, Toddy! Is it true?”

“True as a die !”

and

Pen,

“You know a way I can earn five
quid ?”

“Tasy as rolling on a log!”

“Oh, Toddy !”

“Begad, that’s all serene, then!” said

Lord Mauleverer. “I'll be off ! You're a
very clever chap, young Dodd.”

“My name’s Todd !”

“Yaas, Pm always forgetting nemes.”
said his lordship. “I meang Rodd. Well,
so-long, Pen; so-long, Podd.”

And Lord Mauleverer left the study.
Peter Todd closed the door after him,
and then turned to the flushed and ex-
cited Penfold.

“It’s all right,” he said. - “Right as
rain.  I've been.thinking a big think,
and I've got it. You want to earn five
quid—this week ?”

*“Oh, yes, -yes!” said Pen cagerly.

“I ean fix it. You've heard of Sir
Hilton Popper—bhig gun in this district ?
He owns the island in the river, and
won't allow chaps to picnic there, though
they’ve done it from time immemecrial.
I mean,” said Todd, remembering—
““some naughty and reckless fellews per-
sist in camping out on that island, though
Sir Hilton Popper won’t allow it, and
the Head has made it out of bounds.”

“Yes, I know all that,” said Pen, in
wonder. 2

“There is a reward of five pounds
offered fer information about the latest
bad boy who did it. The awful young
rascal chopped down a tree, and burnt
it in a camp-fire, and left a card for old
Popper, with cheeky werds written om
2

Pen grinned.

“Yes, I’ve heard about it. Some of the
fellows say it must have been a Grey-
friars chap,” he said. “Serve old
Popper right! He shouldn’t have
stopped us from going on the island.
Greyfriars chaps have always camped
there.”

Peter shook his head solemnly.

“F'm sorry to see you upholding dis-
order and disobedience in this way,
young Penfold,” he spid severely. “The
misereant ought to bt denounced.”

THE BILL!™

“Rats!” said Penfold.

“ And you're going to denounce him 1**
“What 1

‘“And earn the five quid !”’

The eager, hopeful look died out of

Penfold’s face. He sat down again
drearily.
“Is that the wheeze ?” he asked. “Ig

that how I'm to earn five pounds?”

“Fhat'sit 1

“Then it’s no good. I wouldn’t give
the chap away, if I knew who it was; and
I don’t know. I haven’t the faintest
idea. But if I knew, I wouldn’t sneak
about him. I'm really surprised at your
ggesting such a thing, Todd. Why,
en Snoop would stop short of doing a
reotten thing like that!”

“You don’t tumble, Penfold. I'm not
proposing to you to sneak—and I'll punch
your head if you make any niore remarks
like that. I happen to know who did it
—a really desperate young rascal who
ought to be had up.”

“Then you can give him away your-
self, if you want to. I sha'n’t!”

“It wouldn’t do. Sir Hilton Popper
wouldn’t pay me the reward. Never
mind why he wouldn’t; but I happen to
know that he wouldn’t. But if I write
down the name and put it into an
envelope, and you take it to Mr. Snocks,
you get the five quid.”

“Well, T won’t}”

“Yes, you will!” said Peter Todd
coolly. “You don’t know all the circs
yvet. The fellow who did it wants to be
given away.”’

Pen jumped.

* What rot |”

“Ysa faet 1

“How do you know 7

“Ive got it from the chap himself. You
see, old Popper wants him badly—he
won't rest till he's got him. He's raising
Cain to find out who burnt that blessed
treé on his blessed island. He’s going tc
go on nosing and nosing till he finds him
out. 'Then the chap will get it where the
chicken got the chopper; you know—in
the neck. The chap would rather have
it over. Mind, I have this from the chap
himself ! He wants to have it out—and if
you don’t give him away, he’s going to
own up. Fact! He won’t be punished,
either.”

“He would be flogged—"

“No, he wouldn’t; he’s got a way of
getting out of that—and that’s why he
vants to get it over,” said Peter cheer-
fully. *“Now you believe me, don't
you f”

“Of course, T take your word, Tedd;
but 12

“I give you my word of honour that
the chap wants to be found out, and that
you will be doing him a favour by doing
it =

“I don't see it——"

“Can’t you take my word ?”

* Yes; but—but—who is the chap ?”
“Never mind that now. All you've
got to do is to take the name in an
envelope to Mr. Snooks. Snooks will
do the rest, and you get your five quid.
And I give you my sacred sam that the
chap wants you to do it.”

“You have that from the chap him-
self?”

“Honour bright!”

Pen looked perplexed, -

“It’s a jolly queer business,” he said.
““Of course I believe you, Todd; I know
you wouldn’t play me a rotten trick, and
make me sneak for nothing. But why
does the chap want to be given away?”

‘“He’s got reasons—jolly good reasons
—and after it’s done, youll see for
yourself. You've got to trust me till
then. But you know Pm a square chap.”
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3 you kn
lt V'vhmton tells

right for you to take the note to
wi ill you take it?”

= Yes—[ Itnow Wharton won't trea
me badly. If it's not honcurable, he

uldn’t have a hand in i
wouldi’t either, of course;
t be mistaken
g to be given away
mistake about 1t—I know
better than I kunow any

world.”
‘s a friend of yours

“My best pal!”

“Well, that ought to settle it. But
why can’t you give him away yourself,
then, and capture the quids?

“Bocause I couldn’s gat the reward.

Sir Hilton Popper wwoukmt pay 1t to
me. I couldn’t touch the reward, if I
wanted to ever so n“uch i

“It’s jolly queer.” said Pen slowly,
“and 1 don’t see what you want to be
=0 mysterious about it for. But if I can
save my father without doing anything
rotten, of course I should jump at the
chance If Wharton knows about it,
and tells me to go ahead, T'll do it!”

“Then I'll go and have a jaw with
Wharton.”

And Todd left the study Dick
Penfold remained plunged in dnep and
perplexed thought.

Pen did not understand the matter at
zil. Peter Todd was such a peculiar and
original kind of fellow, that it was not
always easy to unders tand his processes
of thought. - But if Pen could earn that
reward honestly and honourably, it was

not likely that he would fail to do so.
e thought of his father, working away
long and | weary hours in the little shop,
in cla;l» fear of the bailiffs.

However peculiar and mysterious the
mmtter was, it was up to Pen to take
advantage of the chance, if he could
50 honov rably, And he could certainls
depend upon Harry Wharton's judgment.
Wharton would not have done anything
mean, or counselled ancther fellow to do
anythu‘-g mean, for any consideration
whatever. Pen knew that.

He swas still thinking the matier out
in perplexity, but with reviving hope,
when Peter Todd came back into the
study w Wharton. Harry Wharton
W smiling Todd held a sealed
velope 1n his hand.

Pen ]ooker} quickly and
captain of the Remo
£ lcmi s told

“Nen ¥ s Bany
Todd's a regular genius;
"Todd would have t«xough* of tms'
can earn the reward b" giving away t}
chap who lighte ire on the island,
and the ch’xp agrees to it, and wants you
to do i, in fact”’

‘You—you're si mx‘"’

“Quite sure, I'v
about it.”

Pen looked relieved.

“Then you think 1: will
for me to go to Mr. 1)0’)&~—~M

“Right as rain! Tl walk down with
you, if you like, and sce you through.”

“You're jolly good!” said Pen grate-
fuliy.

The boy hesitated no longer. 1f
Wharton said it was all right, he had
no right to doubt further, though he did

not understand =
*LODER PAYS

A

_Q

en-

e talked to the chap

ey

be all right

NEXT
TUESDAYV!

minutes later Pen and Harry
Wharton were walking down together to
dale, and in Pen’s pocket was the
>po  containing the name of the
wn delinguen’,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Cuiprit !

"B SNOOKS was in his office,
J.. bu with & Ilong list of
& articles he was preparing for

the printer. Mr. Snooks added
his other professions that of an
ctioneer, and he was making up a list

sale. He glanced up rather im-
pnxent‘v at the juniors as they came in.
“One brass bedstead, good condition,
and one set of fireirons he mur-
mured. “Well, well! What can I do
for you?”
“1f you please

” began Pen, rather

. Snooks waved a fat hand.

*Kindly do not refer to your father’s
affairs, Penfold,” he said. ‘I canrot
isten to you on the subject! T cannot
discuss questlons of rent with a boy !
If you have come to ask me——"

Pen flushed.

-l navent come for anything of the
sort " ho exclaimed.

"V;'ell‘ what do you want,

“1t’s about the reward,” “said Hal.v
Wharton, helping Pen out. “The
reward of five pounds for the name of

then?

the chap who lighted the fire on
Popper’s Island in the river.”
Mr. Snooks became more genial at

9

covering the person or persons against
whom Sir Hilton Popper was so deeply

incensed, he knew that it would be a
“leg up " for him in the l)monn s good
graces. And that was a great des side

Snooks. He made a remark-
out of acting as agent

tum to Mr,
ably good thing

2

for Sir Hilton Popper.
= se he

said. “Yoeu know
name wri

envelope, Mz, Snool
'y good ! Upon prr)(.t being for
rd will be paid im

want the reward,
d Pen.  “My father o
W S p/xuuu:, and T want you to ta
the nioney for his rent, and send b
a recei p* instead of sending the rewats
to nie. »
Myr. Suooks nodded.
i That is quite imimaterial to me,” hLe
said.  “1 will certainly do’so, if you

wish. Of course, the proof against the
person you denounce must be clear.”
‘““He won't deny it said Wharton.

“In that case there will be no doubt.

i T p‘L 519

ume, a Greyfriary’ boy?

so,”” said Mr. Snooks

at lips spitefully.

‘There's. one other thing,” said
\Yhartmz “It’s understood that the
source of information is kept dark. Tho
fellows might cut up rough with Pen-
fold if tl.(-y knew.”

“Tt is very meritorious of Pewfold to

He was far from disapproving of | assist the law in its (‘OuI‘SP aid Mr.
nything in the nature of sneaking or| Snooks pompously. “But oelt’nnlv the
And if he succeeded in dis- | source of nformation shall be kent

E'

THE MYSTERY SOLVED!
He drew out a large sheet of thick leat
in stupsfaction. Now they understood.

Poter Todd went on remo;/ing his garmenis.

his garmentis whn fhe had had the flogging.
' gasped Frank Nugent.

her. The juniors gazed at it aimost
Peter had worn that leather under
‘¢ Oh, you awful spoofer ! ”’

(See Chapter 5.)

THE BILL!™ :
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10 Don't Miss the Splendid

There will be 1no need to
course, 1f the proof is
&> 3

id Wharion.

32

paper, Ren !
envelope on the

agents

rton linked his arm in ¥
hed him out of the office
ent was opening. the envelope.
looking troubled.

“T don’t know the name yet,” he
said,

“TThat's all S Cemeon!?

“You're quite sure it’s all right,
Wharton?’ said Pen, smitten with a

new aud troublesome feeling of doubt.

“Right as rain!” -said Harry

And he walked Pen
iriars cheerfully.

Pen could not help thinking abount the
matter and puzzling., But his heart was
lighter. The five pounds reward would
pay his father’s debt, and he could
imagine Mr. Penfold’s surprise and joy
when he received the receipt for the
rent.

It was about two hours later when
Nugent, looking out of the window of
Study No. 1, uttered a sudden exclama-
tion. The shades of night were falling
fast, as a poet has observed, but in the
dusk Nugent saw a portly figure cross-
ing the Close from the gates, The
portly form in riding-breeches and coat
could be no other than that of Sir Hilton
Popper, the local landowner, who was
so unpopular with the Greviriars’ boys.

“My hat! Here's old Popper!”’ said
Frank, turning from the window.
““Looks as if he’s on the warpath, {00!
Trouble for somebody !”

“Generally is when Popper
us with a visit.” said Harry.

“I suppose it's about that affair on
the island,” said Nugent. “‘I've heard
that the old duffer has offered a reward
about it.”

“Yes; I believe so,” saill Wharton,
with a chuckle.

Nugent looked at him,

“Do you know anything about it?”’
he asked.

“Well, yes; a little,”” admitted Harry.
“The chap told me in confidence. But
all Greyfriars will know who it was in
a quarter of an hour.”

A good many fellows gathered to stare
at Sir Hilton Popper as he strode in,
and Trotter showed him {o the Head's
study.

Two or three fellows, forgetting the
respect due to a really great man, gave

- 8ir Hilton a groan as he passed. The
baronet frowned angrily.

The fellows gathered in
the passage as the Head’s dc
upon the portly form of
Popper.

“Trouble for somebody!’ :
over major. “ Popper’s found

V-
back to Grey-

honours

a crowd in

ed

Feged

Sir

Hilton

it was a Greyfriars’ chap who
that fire on hiz giddy island,

pose.”

“PBegad, it will be bad for the chap,
then i said Lord Mauleverer.

“Sure, and I shouldn’t like to be in
his  shoes,” said Micky Desmond.
“Phwat are. ye grinning at, intirely,
Pether Todd? What do you know about
;g}???

Peter chuckled

Trotter, the page, came down the
passage, and stopped before Peter Todd,
with a look of commiseration upon his

ace.
“The doctor wants you, Master Todd,”

he said--“that is, if you're DMaster
Peter,” added Trotter, a little doubt-
{ully.
TrHE Porurar.—No. 173.
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Peter grinned cheerfully.
“Pm Master Peter, and it’s all right,”
he said.

There was a buzz
'n the passage. ;

“My hat! It was Todd, then!”

“Peter Todd.”

‘“He's in for it!”

“The bounder doesn’t seem to
said Bob Cherry. ‘ Blessed if I v

1:lessed

as Todd swung away
.

€

dooner face a ramping, roaring lion than
4o s
old Popper when he’s ralty.”
“The soonerfulness is tervific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram ngt

“And the esteemed and
Popper looked very excitful! i
in an honourable and august wax !’

And the juniors waited anxiously for
news from the Head’s study. All their
sympathies were with Peter Todd, if he
was indeed the culprit. -

Sir Hilton Popper had a legal ri o
close his island to the public—at all
events, nobody had gone to the trouble
of & lawsuit on the subject. But land-
owners have duties as well as rights.

At the same time, most of the fellows
had the impression that Peter Todd
would succeed in extricating himself from
the serape somehow. : :

Peter Todd was a deeidedly cool cus-
tomer, and he had a way of looking after
himself that was really wonderful.

Peter Todd’s manner was meekness
itself as he entered the Head’s study.

as

-His cousin Alonzo looked as if butter

wouldn’t melt in his month ; Peter looked
as if ice-cream wouldn’t melt there. The
innocence of the dove was in Peter’s
countenance, and he was carefully con-
cealing the wisdom of the serpent.

Dr. Locke was locking very worried.
Sir Hilton Popper stood frowning, a
picture of majestic wrath. He glared at
the junior as the latter entered, and then
some of his ferocity abated. "It really did
not seem possible to be very ferocious
with that innocent and harmless-looking
boy. ~

“You sent for me, sir?” said Peter
Teodd meekly.

Dr. Locke looked at him dubiously.

“You are—er—Peter Todd?”’ ‘he
asked.

“Ves, sir.”

“Very good! Sir Hilton Popper com-
plains to me that somebody—somebody
belonging to Greyfriars—has trespassed

- Gach wock
12
PHOTO-STAMPS
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Here's a free gift no one
should  miss! Twelve
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week inside every copy of
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Real Action Photo ¢f J. Crozbie of Birmintham—

“ A tree cut down and burnt for fuel I’

exclaimed Sir Hilton Popper, in
phurous tones. “A large patch of g
burnt! Empty sardine-tins left lying
about! And an insulting notice pinned
upon a tree! Huh!”

*“Jt appears that Sir Hilton’s agent has
received i i at you are the—
the perpetrator of this outrage, Todd!
caid the Head severely.

% Ves, wir. !

“You do not deny it?”

“No, sir,” said Peter meekly.

The Head coughed. Sir Hilton Popper
snorted. -

“The boy confesses!” he exclaimed.

“Yes,” said the Head. *The inform
ticn Mr: Snocks has obtained appears {o
be correct. It was, then, you, Todd, who
broke scheocl bounds by going to the
island in the river, and who did damage
to Sir Hilton Popper’s property by light-
ing a fire there?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why did you do it, Todd?”

“1 went on a little picnie, sir,”

“You knew that Sir Hilton Popper did
not allow trespassers upon his property 27

“* Vens iV £

“And that the island was out of
bounds,” asked Dr. Locke sternly,

Y¥esrten

“Todd! This—this conduct =

“Pray excuse me, sir,” said Todd
meekly. “I knew that Greyfriare fel-
lows had always camped on that island
when they wanted to, and Sir Hilton
suddenly stopped them from going ihere
when he came back from abroad. All the
fellows think they had a right to go there.
There is supposed to be a right-of-way
across the island.”

“Nothing of the sort!” roared the
barounet.

“You do not allow it, sir,” said Peter
meekly ; “but that is because you are an
unreasonable old gentleman, sir.”

The baronet turned puiple. Peter
spcke so meekly and mildly that it was
impossible to think that he intended to
be impertient. He seemed to.be simply
the facts as he saw them in the
ity of his heart.

e all know that you have made the
island out of bounds, sir,” resumed Peter,
looking gently at the Head, ““simply to
avoid dispute with Sir IHilton Popper,
and not because he is in the right. We
feel that it is up to us, as Greyfriars
chaps, not to let an unreasonable oid
gentleman like Sir Hilton bully us, sir.”

“Todd!” gasped the Head. “You—
you must not be impertinent to Sir Hilten
Popper 1V

“I'm sure I don’t mean to he,” caid
Todd, in surprise.  “I'm sure any ac-
quaintance of Sir Hilton Popper would
admit that he is a very unveasonable old
gentleman.”

The baronet appeared to be about to
choke.

“1 am very, very sorry I broke bounds,
sir,” said Peter. . “But I can’t say I'm
sorry I went on the island, because ! am
sure that Sir Hilton Popper has no right
to keep me off it.”

“Insolence!” roared Sir Hilton
Popper.  “Dr, Locke, there stands the
young—young ruffian who has damaged
my property. Unless that young rascal—
that unmitigated young scoundrel—is pro-
perly punished, under my eyes, sir, L
shall take the case before the magistrates.
I will have my property respected, sir!”

““That is enough, Sir Hilton,” said the
Head coldly. “Todd has confessed to
breaking bounds, and to committing

(Continued on page 16.)
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GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY TRIES HIS HAND AT RAISING A CRICKED E!
A FEARFUL CROPPER!

By

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mot Cricket !

13 UMPH !”

}I George Alfred Gumdy of
the Shell, with his study-
mates, Wilkins and -~ Gunn,

were standing in front of the notice-
board, and it was Grundy who gave
\enu to that expressive grunt

“Got a cold, old man?” queried Wil-
kins anxiously.

Grundy made no reply, but snorted
again. In fact, he had snorted con-
tinuously ever since he had first gazed
at the notice-board.

From across the almost deserted quad
could be heard the unmistakable click
of willow against leather. It was a
beautiful sunny May afternoon, and once
again King Crlcket held his sway, and
the cricketing juniors of St. Jim’s were
putting in their Wednesday “half’ at
the nets.

“Lormng up to change, Grundy?’
asked Gunn, “or are you going to stand
staring at that Loard all day?”

Grundy snorted more violently than
ever, and then growled:

“Look at tha t'”

“We've been looking
minutes,” sighed Wilkins.
know it off by heart.”

“Come  up and change into ﬂamwem
old bo3 and we’ll have some practice,”
said Gunn.

Grundy glared.

“Don’'t you chap vealise,”” he said,
*that we're not playing in the ]umor
practice matcﬁ next Saturday?”

“What. of it?” asked Gunn. “You
don’t expect to play cricket if you nevet
Dat in any time—-"

‘101 chut up, young Gunn. You
always harp on the same string ll\e a
blessed parrot. Dide’t I spend about
half an hour yestérday explaining to
Tom Merry that I'd better organise the
p;am ice game on Saturday?”

“Did \ou"” asked -Wilkins mnooentxy

“VYou know I did!” howled Grundy.

“What did he say?’ asked Gunn.

Grundy sniffed. It was guite evident
Tom .L\rl@ll) had not taken him at all
seriou

Grun: \]3{ was under the impression—
the pther fellows thought it a perfcctly
absurd one—that he was a born
crickater, just as he fondly imagined he
was a great exponent of all other sports.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

about ten
“1 almost

“THE TRAP!”

—f —

A Splendid Long Com-
plete Tale of the Famous
Chums of St. Jim's.

MARTIN CLIFFO

In this it can hardly be said that Tom
Merry, as captain-and leader of the St
Jim’s juniors, saw eye to eye with him.

In spite of repeated endeavours on

George Alfred’s part to get Tom Merry
to leave the junior cricket in his cap-
able hands. so far his talent had not been
recognised in fact he was not even in-
cluded in the teams for the practice
match the following Saturday.

“You going to stand here and mope
all day ?” inquired Wilkins, who was fast
getting fed up. “Because I'm not!”
And he walked off in the direction of
the Shell dormitory. Gunn, after a
moment’s hesitation, followed him.

“1 say!” bawled Grundy after them,
but his two henchmen seemed to be
suddenly struck deaf, and George
Alfred was left to waste his remarks on
himself. He thrust his hands deep in
his trousers-pockets and walked moodily
away from the offending notice-board.

On the way upstairs he met Gunn and

Wilkins, who had changed into flannels
in record time, and were now carrying
their ‘bats under their arms.
. “Buck up, Grundy, old scout, and
come and have a knock. We'll see you
down at the nets,” called Wilkins, as
they hurried off.

Grundy sniffed and glared after his
depaxfmor followers. Gunn and Wilkins,
he felt. although tiue pals to him, were
scarcely the sort of followers a genius
like himself should have. Somechow
they never took him seriously enough,
which, perhaps, w as just as well. In
this frame of mind he slowly changed
into his flannels and then walked towards
thtlu Side. He had with him a brand

ew bat, a perfect piece of wood.

f\w Wilkins had remarked to Gunn.
it was a rotten shame to waste a bat
like that on a chap like Grundy. George
Alfred, however, hfmoc to do greal
things with it, a'ld his step quickened
as he drew near the playing field.

“(atch, Grund

Tom Merry had
ball, and the Kan
shoulders, had d it rig'nb to the
edge of the field, straight for Grandy.

Grundy stared 1oam1 and dropped his
bat. - Then he ran
catch, but, misjudging the flight of the

sent down a
roo, opening

ball enhmly. that thissile cmt”fht him
full in the chest.
“Yavooooh I velled Grundy, as he

forward for the'

11

LEVEN AND COMES

sat do“n with some force. “Who did

that
“Guilty, my lord!” said the grinning
Ixanira:oo “Why didn’t you catch it7”

said
"Plt(h our ball back,
and don’t sit there looking like

"()h he caught it right enough,”
Monty Lowther.
Grundy,
-a statue.’

George Alfred picked himself up and
returned the ball with none too good a
grace. He felt more injured at having
muffed the catch than hurt by the bump.

“Care to try your arm, old son?”
asked Tom Merry, as Grundy came up.

Grundy nodded, and clumsily caught
the ball that was tossed to him.

“My hat! Get your distance, you
chaps,” advised Lowther. “Grundy’s
going to bowl!”

There was a general-retreat as Grundy
prepared to take a iremendous long run.

Kangaroo, at the wicket, began to
lock quite alarmed.-

Grundy clutched the ball and com-
menced a series of weird antics, copied,
as he fondly imagined, from one of the
leading professionals of the day, and
finally hurled the ball.

“Ow! Yowl Ow! Bai Jovel”
screamed  Arthur Avgustus D’ Arey,
hopping round on one leg and clasping
the other.

Grundy stared dazedly at him. Gussy
had been standing at the bowling stump
of the pitch, two nets away.

“You dangerous lunatic!” shouted
Jack Blake. “You might have killed

125

our Gussy !

“What do you mean?”’ demanded
Grundy. ‘I haven't touched him, have
Yor :

“Touched him! Oh, no! Only thrown
a Cncket ball at him and hit him on the
shin I’

Grundy looked astounded.

“My ball hit D’Arcy?” he asked.

“But it couldn’t have done. Let me have
another shot!”
2 - = =
“\ you don’t, my infant” said
» promptly. “You might brain

3al
Herries or Dighy next time—that is, if
they have got any brains{”
Grundy seemed prepared to algue
“The hall must have slipped,” he said.
“I'm a jolly good bowler really. At my
other Q‘v(hool‘ Redclyffe—"
The assembled cricketers groaned in

unison. If Grundy was-allowed to start
TeE Porurar.—No 173.
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to describs an arc, and Grundy, carried away by the momentum, co!lapsad on
Ho sat up dazed amongst the scattered stumps.
“Oout!”

to his wicket.
umpire ? 7’

* How’s that
{See Chapter 1.)

the story of his exploits at his old school
there would be little cricket for the rest
of the afternoon.

It was Tom Merry who came to the
rescue again.

“Go and have a knock at the wicket,
Grundy,” he said.

George Alfred accepted with alacrily
and took up his stand at the crease. 1t
was an extremely businesslike posture he
took up, too. His splendid new bat was
tilted at a rather impossible angle, and
his legs reminded one of an ostrich.
Nevertheless, upon his face was that do
or die expression so well known to Gunn
and Wilkins, who expected great hap-
penings from their leader, but not in the
way of cricket.

Fom Merry winked
to Fatty Wynn, the champion New
_House .bowler; and, strange to say,
Wynn screwed his plump face into a
wink by way of reply. Taking his usual
short run, ]wttv Wynn made as if to
Lowl the ball, but kept it in his hand.

Grundy biought down his bat, and
made a fearful swipe at where he
thought the ball should pitch, and, of
course, hit nothing but air. The force
of the mighty stroke caused his bat to
deseribe an are, and-Grundy, carried
away by the momentum, collapsed on to
his wicket, and sat up dazedly amongst
the scattered stumps,

“How’s that, umpire?”

“Ooutl”

Silashas hy 1t

The juniors saw something
funny in Grundy’s great hit.
however, did not.

“Where did the ball
breathlessly,

Trae Porurar.—No. 173.

NEXT
TUESDAYE

as he tossed a ball

extremely
. >

go?” he asked

Fatty Wynn chuckled as he held up the
object in question.
“Did you catch it?”

“Ha, ha, ha! No, 1 didn’t, old
,
scout !’ :
This was too much for ‘the juniors;

they simiply roared with laughter.

“Look here, you grinning hyenas,”
roared Grundy, “are you going lo give
me another bou,, or do you want me to
give you a thumplng good hiding all
round?”?

The fellows went on chortling until
Grundy could stand it no longer. With
he® went for the laughing
who scattered before his

Ynor‘oh 1 = yelled - Lovison,
Grundy’s great fist landed on
*“Pile in, you chaps!”

The juniors stopped glmu g, seized
the warlike Grundy, and with a thump
sat him upon the turf.

By the time they had finished with
him “his thoughts were like the c?L.'nps
he had sat on—somewhat scattered
THE SECCOND CHAPTER,

Grundy’s Graat fdea!

&  T'S up to me!? :
Wilkins and Gunn glanced up
mmhamcuuy and grodned.

Ly me !’
Grundy ‘nm]
ly shook th

Hig 3
leader was ap-

up to repeated

nates
ly, Their

DIey

"EVERY MONDAY..PRICEZ?

A GRAND COMPLETE STORY OF ST.

“THE TRAPI™ - t

Another Grand Engine Plate in Art Colours Next Week!

parmtly going through another of thoss

le brain-waves to which he was

:t. From long experience Uley had
found it was best to let him run on

“Look here,” said Grundy,
junior (,ucket s no good !’

“Rats!” said Wilkins promptly.

“What??

“Rats!” said Gunn, with emphasis.

Grundy commenced ic push back his
cuffs.

“I'm afraid I shall have to bring you
to your senses!” he said.

Wiikins and Gunn looked at cach other
dubiously. They were certainly not
cow MLL, but even colleciively they were
hard I; a match for the warhke Grundy,
and there was no fun in getting hurt for
nothing.

52 %.'uem 12
13C U}ougu

Vi O 1d
erhaps 7

On let L
Will

“our

S 0n
right,

began -~ Wilkins
ts. perhaps you’'re
top 1’

“Pp,

sweat
“You're

have it his own
biroke in Guvn
ual, old man.’
dy jooked doubtfully at his
,mu then hls Lountename clear
1 he said. “I’ve been thinking

22

)

fol-

1 opened his mouth {o make a
is remark, but shut it again on
ng a warning glance from W ilkins.
‘Lh.1t practice match they’re having
Saturday,” their leader went on.
Iy idea 1s that we ought to get up a
to serag the junior our-

cleven

“Where are you going to get them
from, old bean?” asked Wilkins.

“Oh the fellows will join all right!”

said the great George Alfred confident ly.

Ot course, I shall be the backbone of
the team.’

My hat!” groaned Gunn.

Grundy stared ferociously at his in Lbr-
rupter.

“Got any more of your feeble inter-
ruptions to make?” he demanded. **If
ot, we'll see about getting the team
out.” :

Gunn groaned again.

“I'd better buttonhole the fellows one
by one,” mused Grundy, as if uncon-
scions that he was not getting any sup-
port from his chums.

“They might go for you if you ask
them in lots of more than one at a
time,” remarked Wilkins sarcastically.

Grundy looked at Wilkins in a pitying
way, and then walked out of the study,
with a resolute expression on his heavy
face. :
* Cardew , was
buttonholed.

Cardew smothered a yawn.

“I'm getting up an eleven which will
put the lybosh on Tom Merry’s team.
g to join?”

Cardew shook his head.

**No, I'm not!” he said decisively.

“yy hy not?” demanded .~ Grundy
warmly. -

“Too much fag,” drawled Cardew
lazily. “T’ll come and watch, if you like.
It should be rather amusin’, I think.”

Grundy snorted, and continued his

iting tour. Strange to say, his
effo met with little success. Nobody
seamied at all anxious to assist the great
ge Alfred “put the kybosh ” on
m Merry & Co. Some, in fact, were
listinetly rude.

Grundy even endeavoured io annex
some of the regular members of the
junior eleven, but they seemed quite
satisfied with things as they stood, and

the first viciim {o be

(Continued on page 17.)
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DEN. : By ALONZO TODD.

BY‘ BELLY BUNTER' Beet}é, wriczling on your back =

Just ou le my study door,
Do vyoun find the outlook black?
Are vou feeling bruised and sore?
Can I give first aid or massage

My Dear Readers,—I was aware that To revive you once again,
the town of Nottmgilam was famous for While you're prostrate in the pa
its lace, and also for its Goose Fair; Racked with pain?
but I was not aware, until recently, -
that anybody in Nottingham possessed Beetle. as you lay and kick,
an appetite greater then my own! Tell me how this came ahout!
This week, however, I have reseeved B g
vees, oW s nay : As you crawled, and knock you out?
a letter from a reader signing himself Did the heavy hoot of Bunter
“Trencherman.”  This reader encloses Trample on you unawares?
his waste mezzurements, which are Were you hurled by some mad stunter

enormus, and he informs me that he is Down the stairs?
fifteen wears of age, and that his appetite e
e e Sabpous Beetle, you are sinking fast.

is ineggsaustible. “1 never finish a L
meal,” he writes, “‘without wanting to lléii)elbsé 1hrere CI stzndgazhasi alave
start on the next.” Exercising my restraint. :
Well, I can only hope that “Trencher- Bately can I keep from sobbin’
man's "' parents are wealthy, and that As your helpless plight I view.

Talk about “Who killed Cock Robin "—

there aren’t many more like him at Whe Eilled YOU?

home! Fancy a fambly of fourteen,

all possessing Bunterian appetites! Beetls, you no longer kick,

My chum goes on to say that he kon- Limp and lifeless here you lie.
sidders that the descriptions of my eatl If 1 knew who threw that brick
ing eggsploits are eggsagerated. *Sup- 1 should smite him in the eye!
posing you come up to Nottingham, H,I knew the callous fen“;\f —
Billy,” he says, “and compete Foninst e xyuuld tremble at. the ll:'E:a,

3 Py s And I'd surely make him bellow:
me 1n an eaiing. contest? No money My nhaer

involved, just a friendly affair. If you
come up, 11l guarantee to-tuck away{,

more grub than you at one sitting. We I PEEDPS INTO THE FUTURE

will equally share the cost of food, il :
By George Kerr.

sou are agreeable.” I

1 am quite agreeable, my chum—
ite!  But, unfortunately, the Head
izn’t! When I asked him if I could
take a week-end off to go up to Notting- |
bham, he was quite 1o0d !

“Why do 1 wish to go to Notting-
ham, Bunter?” he demanded.

“Mo gee the Goose Fair, sir!”
D

B

I re-

"hy, you stupid boy, the Goose Fair
is not in progress!”

“Ahem! What I meant to say was
1 want to see. Notis play Yorkshire a
kricket, sirl”

“Worse and worse!” said the Head.
“The county cricket matches have not
vet kommenced ! 1 shall cane you
crely, Buater, for attempting to
deseeve me!”

He did, too, the tyrant! He gave me
such a lamming that I feel soar, even

now.” -
Your Editor.

’

=

Supplement 1.]

POPULAR
PERSONALITIES !

J‘ NO., 3.
ARTHUR AUGTUSUS D'ARCY

An elegant awistocwat am I,

With dazzling socks s

The fellabs wemark, as they pa
That I'm vewy spwuce and clas

A stately swell from top to toe;

I'm nevah “infwa dig,” you know.

My name's not vulgar “ Tom ™ or “Joe";
It's Arthur Augustus D'Arey!

There, deah boys! Now you know ail
about me. Those of you who wead the
“ Gem " will have known all about me ages
ago. I'm a chap with a stwikin' personality,
ou know. (Aubw Wazke told me that
when I punched I nese!) I am also a
fellah of tact am’ judg:ment. I mpevah say
a thing out of place, an' my judgmnent is
nevah at fault.

Some howwid beasts at 8t. Jim's call me
“Fashion Plate.” They declare that I dote
too much on dwess. Well, I always beli
in lookin’ smart an' elegant. You nev
see an awistoewat wearin' corduwoy twousals
' a battahed bowlah hat!

A fellah should always take a pwide in
his appeawance. The appawel oft pw
claimis the man, Shakespeare said, an’ it 6t
pwoclaims the schoeiboy, too. If you see
a fellah slouchin' about indiffewently
dwessed, you know he can’t be much cla
wear good togs, an’,
more, he should study the art of
' them cowweetly.

I pos sevewal scores of top]
dozen b s, a dozen second-bes
an' a dozen suits for ay wear.
there are heaps of cy waistcoats
spats, an' neckti an’ socks, an’ so fort
it 5 t my dutay to
you the histowy of each gamment, it will
natuwally occupy a considewable time
ou to think, deah boys
to the exelusion of ev

1 simply wevel in spert, whethal
h or cwicket, or merely a game
in the juniah Common-woom. An’

S wag " or

L

£

¢

I nevah get much of a show in
Buntah's Weekly.” An' now that I've g
the chance, let me again impwess my

ahful personality upon your minds a3

An. elegant awistocwat am T,

Though Blake declares 1 am a guy,

An' Lowthah mimics me on the sly.
Two howwid beasts they are—see?

Of skill and tact I'm nevah short;

1 shine at lessons an' ab sport

An' boys an’ gals of evewy sort
Will bow the knee to D'Arcy!

Tue Porvrar.—No 173,
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By TUBBY MUFFIN.

of Iuck and eubt of pocket.
a camel, I've got
‘'ve got it badly!

and weeks, dear readers, I
£ on an extra-special, gilt-
seen-carrot story—a pirate story,
ong of the Spannish Mane!® I
ghort of pocket-munney, and I
Billy Bunter would axxept my
“Weekly,” pay me well for it.
and thus my eggschecker on a scund
footing o more
When the manuuscript was finnished, after
wuch burning of midnight oil, T despatched
it to Billy Bunter, with the following letter:

12 &

a

hoped th
story fer

“My dear

« v,—I send you hearwith a
£rand pirate ¥, which will make the fame
of your * Weekly * ring through the land!
“1 think you will agree, on reading my
story, that i's the finest peace of fickshun
that has come your way for many a Jong
day. hope you wiil be able to publish
it at once, and pay me hansomly for same.

“Yours hoeapfully,
¢ TuppY MUIFIH.”
send me a c¢heck by

crateful. My ecredditors
payment.”

Well, T certainly resceved a eh
the sort of check I wanted! It
2 very rgod check.

Two days later I had a letter from Billy
RBunter. Either by axxident or design, he
hadn’t put a stamp on it, so it cost me
fourpense !

The letter ran as fo

“My dear Tubby,—1 am-sorry to be kom-
pelied to return your story. It will be quite
sootable for my * Weekly * if you will make
a few alterations.

“In the first plaice, there are no less than
seventy-seven murders in your story, a 1
want to keep my paper as free from crime
as possible, 8o will you kindly reduce the
pumber of murders to nix?

Secondly, the masters lere are very
straight-laced and mnarro-minded, and they
don’t like me to introduce cutlasses, and
swords, and deadly duels into my ‘ Weekly.’
So will you please re-write the chapter én-
titled, * A Duel to the Death,” and let the
pirates lay in each other with kricket-
stumps. T will be ever so much nicer,
and it won't ¢ offence,

“In another chapter you describe a ship-
wreck. I want you to keep off shipwrecks,
wie they only remind me of the con-
n 1 am in at present, namely, ‘on the

3

—hut not
; in fact,

Your story as it stands
halt a duzzen issews of
nt you to cut it down
that it can be skweezed

F w
and kondernse
into a single kol

“When - you hs ne all this I shall be
pleazed to ferws: stamps to the value
of fourpence. in payment of your story.

“Yours sinseerly,
*“BILLY BUNIIR."”

As you may imagine,

x dear readers, I was
awiully wild. 1 p

up and down in my

study like a savvidge beest.
It was impossiblc for me fo make the
alterations Bunter had suggested. Seventy-

seven murders, and I was ordered to cub
THE Porviar.—No. 173,

(Sub-Edio'r.)

out the whole jolly lot! Why, murders are
the very essence—the very life-blood, so to
speak—of a pirate story! A pirate story
without murders is like a house without
windows.

Then, again, how could I describe a feerce
duel on the quarter-deck, fought with kricket-
stumps? It simply isn’t done. It would be
making a mockery of the whole thing. My
itnry would be a hollow sham—a fiimsy pre-
ERCe,

As for the shipwreck chapter, T couldn’t
possibly cut it out. That particular chapter
took up half the story, and it was the
finest peace of descriptive writing I've ever
done. Cut it out, indeed! Why, I'd as
soon eub out my own tung!

But the croolest cut of all was Bunter's
offer to pay me fourpence.

When you come to konsidder that I had
already paid fourpence on - his surcharged
letter, it was simply adding insult to injury,
to offer me that sum in payment of my
pirate story,

I felt so mad that T sat down and wrote
to Bunter, telling him eggsactly what I
(:hm&gl'lt of him. And I didn’t mezzure my
words ¢

“Dear Bunter,—You are a becst, and 1
konsidder you are treeting me very shabhily.
My pirate story is a jolly good one, and it
is only professional jellussy that has prompted
you to reject it.

“Unless you axxept my story as it stands,
without any alteration, I shall jolly well
go on strike! Yah!

“ TUBBY MUFFIN.

I hoped my letter would bring Buunter to
his senses. But it didn’'t. He replied to it
as follows:

“Dear Muflin,—~You have introduced 2
mutiny into your pirate story, but you're
not, going to do it in real life.

“If you dare to carry out your threat
of going on strike, I shall dismiss you for
ever {rom my employ. No bunkum. I mean
every word I write!

“As for your pirate story, you can tear

it up and feed it to your studdy fire!
: “W. G. BUNTER.”
J have carvied out Bunter's -suggestion.

My mannuseript has been fed to
and Jimmy Silver & Co. were
the cremation.
Now you can understand, dear readers,
why I am out of luck and out of pocket.
Trooly, the eggsistence of a famus anthor
is anything but a hed of roses!

the flames,
present at

BUMPER NUMBER

OF

STORIES .
AND

ARTICLES

IN NEXT
WEEK’S ISSUE.

W.G.B.

THE GREAT STORM
AT ROCKWOOD!

Ey AN OLD BOY,

EVER shall T forget the great
storm of 1895. :

N

was at Rookwood at the

time; captain of the Classical

Fourth. . (There was no Modern Side in
these days.

The sterm hroke out one April after-
noon, and it was like a whole crowd of
furies let loose at the same instant.

The annual boatrace between Roogk-
wood and Greyfriars was in progress.
Both boats became waterlogged, and
sank, and the crews struggled to the bank
with difficulty.

Jove, it was a terrible storm that
raged—a veritable tornado! I remember
we could hardly keep our feet as we
hattled our way back to Rookwood.

Although it was quite early in the
afternoon, a pall of darkness settled over
the countryside. .And the wind howled
and roared, and the great trees swayed
and groaned, and ever and anon a peal
of thunder awakened the echoes.

It was positively dangerous to be out
in such a storm, for more than one tree
was sent hurtling down across the road-
way. One of my pals, Jimmy Barlow,
had a jclly mnarrow escape. A treo
crashed down across the very spot where
he had passed a few seconds previously.

So fierce was the gale that it would
have been sheer madness to have
attempted to ride a bicycle. Cycle and
rider would have been sent spinning.

On reaching Rookwood, we found that
considerable damage had been done.
And the havoe was still in progress.

Tileg, and fragments of glass, camo
clattering down on to the flagstones of
the quadrangle. =

Nobody was safe. The air seemed to
be thick with flying missiles. I recollecs
that I found my study window smashed
to fragiments.

The Head’s garden gate had been
swept off its hinges, and carried b y
for a distance of a dozen yards.
the flagstaff on the school tower was
swaying ominously. It was a jolly
stout pole, and it had weathered the
storms of many seasons; but it gave up
the ghost that afterncon. When the
tempest was at its height, it broke in
two, and everybody scurried into safety
as it came crashing down. Fortunateiy,
1no one was struck.

Not one of us slept a wink that night.
Very few of us undressed. For hour
after hour we remained sitting on cur
beds, listening to the wind which
shrieked round the roofs and turret
And from time to time we heard terr
erashes, while the building was shaken
to its foundations. 3

It was not until dawn that the tem-
pest abated. And we were not surprised
to read in the newspapers, some hours
later, of terrible calamities on land and
sea—of ,wrecked houses and wrecked
vessels, of loss of life and of terrible
devastation caused by the storm.

We found all sorts of debris scatteved
about the quad next morning, and the
damage was estimated at several hun-
dreds of pounds.

Happily, however, there were 10
casualties at the school; though some of
us could only have escaped by a miracle,

G

[Supplement 11,
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MUSICAL
CONUNDRUMS!

—i

By KIT ERROLL.

(Fourth-Form, St. Jim's.)
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Dodd: “T say, Jimmy, have you ever
seen a real, live eake walk?”
Silver: “No: but I've
the ‘ Dead March’!”

# *

often heard

#*
What is the difference between Han-
som of the Fifth and Tubby Muffin?
One blows his own trumpet, the other
borrows somebody else's !
* * *

. What did Mornington sing on break-

~ing-up day, when he could find nothing
to tie round his box?
£ The Lost-Cord I

* *
What was the punishment adminis-

tered to Peele of the Fourth for wark-
ling “Two Eyes of Grey " ?

Two eyes of black!

®

® % e *

What would be an appropriate song
for that notorious Nosey Parker, Tubby
Muffin ?

“The Noses Round the Door!”

* * *
What is the difference hetween an

editor and the audience that listens to
an amateur singer?

One voices his “regrets,”
other regrets his voice.

and the

# * *

When Rookwood played footer against
St. Mary’s Coliege, what song could be
heard ? 2

“The Yels of St. Mary’s!”

* # *

What is the * diffcrence between a
successful Rugger player and a fellow
learning to play the piano?

The former scores a tiry, the latter
tries a “score.”

Why should a really great musician
be arrested for kidnapping?

Because he “camvies his audience
away !’

What is the appropriate song to sing
when Lovell major is seen chasing Lovell
minor ?

“The Galloping Major !”

# * *
When the aforementioned Lovell
minor feels homesick, what do his
schoolfellows play on  their mouth-

organs?
“The Minor's Dream of Home !?

Suoolement Jil.]

o el
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(13 OUR appearance, Trimbie,” said
Mr. Railton, hearicg down upem
Baggy in the passage, *is T

ing!" You resemble a Bols
When did you last have your hair ¢

“Somewhere about Christmas, sir,” said
Baggy.

“Bless my soul! If you go on like tl
you will have locks of hair straggling o
your shoulders!  You will proceed to Wa
lax%d immediately, Trimble, and get your hair
cut.”

The Housemaster passed ‘on, and Bagzy
Trimble stared ruefully after him.

“All very well for old Railton to talk like
that,” he muttered, “but I'm broke! And
I don't suppoese I should find a barber who'd
cut my hair for nix.”

Baggy went along to Study No. 6 in the
Fourth Form passage.

Jack Blake & Co. were at tea. They sur-
veyed the fat figure in the doorway with
hostile glares,

“Buzz off,

Baggy!” growled - Herries.

“There’s no grub going spare.”

“0h, really, Herries! 1 don't want any
grub——7"

“W-w-what?” gasped Blake faintly,

“Dgn't tell us you're off your feed!”

“1 say, you fellows, I want to horrow a
tanner——*

The expressions of
frozen as icehergs.

“Travel!” suapped
to the wrong shop.”

“I—I want the
know,” said Baggy.
the tuckshop.

“Oh Y

“ Railton’s ordered me to go and get my
mop shorn; and if I don't get it done 2%
once, it will mean a stiff impot—p'raps a
licking !

“In that case, deah hoy,” said the cood-
natured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, “I'll
advance you the necessawy money,”

“Thanks awfuily, Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus tossed a sixpenny piece
to the fat junior, who promptly decamped,
fearful lest Gussy should change his mind,
and repent him of his philanthropy.

Baggy Trimble borrowed Dick Julian’s
bike—without permission, of course—and
rode over to Wayland.

Half-way along the High Street a barber’s
pole arrested his attention.

Baggy dismounted, left Julian's bicyele
standing insecurely against the kerb, and
rolled into the barher’s saloon.

Trade was evidently far from brisk, for the
barber seemed overjoyed on catching sight
of a customer.

“This way, sir,” he said, adjusting a chair.
“What can I do for you, please?”

“Hair cut,” said Baggy briefiy.

“Very good, sir.”

Baggy Trimble plumped himself into the
chair, which groaned beneath his weight.
And the barber made short work of his flow-
ing locks.

the juniors became as

Digby. “You've

cone

money urgently, you
“I sha'n't blue it at
I want to get my hair cut.”

“Have I taken enough off, sir?” he
inquired. -
“Yes, rather! I feel mnearly bald!”

answered Baggy.

“Would you care for a shave, sir?”

“Don't be a chump! I haven’t grown any
fluff yet, and I'm, not likely to for socme
years.” o= :

“You'd like & shampoo, of course?”

“I'd like ope, ecertainly,” said Baggy,
SRt : 3
He was gpoing to add that he hadn’t

But the business-like barber
Already -he

enough money. )
gave him no chance to explain.

RALPH RECKNESS CARDEW.

(Fourth Form, St, Jim’s,)

<e<-ed

was pouring an evil-smelling concoction over
Baggy's few remaining hairs. He rubbed the
stuff in until a thick, frothy lather formed,
then he seized Baggy Trimble by the seruff
of the neck and ducked his head in a howl
of water.

Baggy gurgled and splubtered wildly.
hated water at all times.

“Gug-gug-gug!” gasped Ragey.
want a wet shampoo!”

“It’ll do you much more good than a dry
oue,” said the“barber, jerking Baggy back
into the chair and towelling him vigorou

He

“1 didu't

The face-massage was a lengthy operaticn.
Whilst it was in progress, Baggy Trimble
happened to glance at the price-list which

was displayed in the saloon. He saw that
face-massage was half-a-crown, and he
roaned.

“Am I hurting you, sir?” inguired the

barber solicitously.

“Nunno! Not at all!” gasped Baggy.

“You'll be real handsome by the time I've
finished with you,” the barber went on.
“Surprising what a difference a face-massage
makes to a person's appearance. Even my
ugliest  customers "—the  speaker  looked
meaningly at Baggy—‘“hecome almost goc:d-
looking !”

The face-massage having been complated,
Baggy Trimble rose from the chair.

“You'd better take a bhottle of Sprouter’s
Hair Cream with you, sir,” advised the
barber. “Your hair's of the dry variety.
1t needs plenty of grease.”

“Thanks,” said Baggy. “I shouild like some
of the cream, but—7" <

The barber thrust a
Baggy’s hand,

“Now, let me see,” he wmurmured.
will be six-and-six altogether.”

Baggy fumbled in his pocket and produced
his sixpence. He handed it to the barber.

“Thank you, sir,” said that worthy.
is a tip, take it? Now what about the
six-and-six7” :

Baggy stared-helplessly at the barber.

“1—I'm broke!” he stuttered.

“What?”

The barber’s suave, polite manner departad
in an instant, He became like a raging
lion.

“You don't leave this establishment,” he
said wrathfully, “until I’'ve been paid in
full 1

Fortunately for Baggy Trimble, Tom
Merry & Co. strolled inté the saloon at that
moment.

“Hallo, Baggy! What’s the matter with
vou?” asked Tom Merry, as he caught ]
of Baggy’'s doleful expression and the barber’s
warlike Jooks. “Been trying to get some-
thing on tick?”

“No, I haven't! I say, you fellows, wil
you Jend me six shillings?” asked Bag
Trimble. Then he proceeded to explain the
whole situation to the Terrible Three.

When they discovered the wretehed plight
their schoolfellow was in, they had a whip-
round in order to extricate him.

But if the Terrible Three had not happened
to walk in at that moment—well, Baggy
Trimble shudders to think of the probable
consequences !

large bottle inie

Tor PopurLar.—No 173.
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FIVE POUNDS |
. REWARD!!
|

(Continucd from page 10.)

7

the damage on the island. He will be
flogzed for doing so.  As for ithe damage,

85 5 5
it shall be paid for.” -

“1 did not come here for moncy!”
snorted Sir  Hilton Popper. “The
damage shall not be paid for. That is

nothing. I came here to see the author
of this outrage, sir, properly punished,
siv. It is the principle of the thing I am
thinking ‘of, not a couple of pounds for
damage to my grass, sir!”
. “Very well. You have nothing to say
in your defence, Todd?”

“No, sir. If Sir Hilton wishes me to
be flogged——"

“1I insist upon it !” roared Sir Hilton.

“Pardon me!” said the Head icily.
“You are allowed to insist upon nothing
here, Sir Hilton. I have already said
that Todd would be flogged. If it is any
pleasure to you to witness it, you may
stay and ses the infliction.”

T shall certainly do so.”
{ “Very well I

The Head rang for Trotter, and sent
him for Gosling, the porter. Gosling
came into the study in a few minutes.
The doctor rose to his feet.

“ Gosling, you will kindly hoist Master
‘Todd upon your shoulders for flogging.”

“Yes, sir,” said Gosling, not looking at
all displeased. In Gosling’s opinion the
more all boys were thrashed the botter
it was for them, and everybody else.
. Peter Todd seemed quite calm and
cheerful. 8ir Hilton Popper looked on
with a grim and frowning brow while
Peter was hoisted upon Gosling’s broad
back, and the Head commenced opera-
tions with the birch.

et

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Like Leather!

: UTSIDE the study quite a crowd
of fellows were gathered, ex-
citedly whispering. The juniors

; had seen Gosling enter the study,

‘and they knew what that meant.

Todd was to be flogged !

The  juniors looked very grim.
I'logging was a severe punishment.
ue a old-fashioned variety o
True, the old-fash d Ly {

flogging on the bare back had long ago
been abolished at Greyfriars—many vears
before the oldest fellow in the school had
come there. But a flogging was a
flogging, whether upon the bare skin or
with garments interposing.

“Poor old Todd !”

““Poor old Peter |’

“It’s rotten I .

“Sure, it’s bastely intirely
“T don’t guile see how they’ve proved

it against him,” said Bob Cherry,
puzzled.  “There can’t have been any
evidence.” :

“I fancy he’s owned up,” said Harry

Wharton.
“My hat! He nmuist be an ass.”
“Might have had his reasons,” said
Wharton, laughing. The Co. looked at
their leader very curiously.

“Dash it all, you don’t seem very sym-
athetic!” said Johnny Bull, “‘Peter
‘odd is a cheeky bounder, calling his

study top study in the Remove. But
when——"

“ But I'm sorry for him
Wharton laughed again.

“ Nothing to feel sorry about,” he said.

“I've got a strong suspicion that Peter

I'ne Porpvrar.—No. 173.
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I said Nugent,

Another Grand Engine Plate

won’t-he very much hurt. He's a deep
card.”

“Hark!” exclaimed Bolsover major.
t That sounds as if he’s being hurt.”

Tt was a wild yell from the study. The
| birch had evidently descended upon Peter

Todd, and he had let out a yell that rang
through the School House. The juniors
started, and shivered. - Another and
“another yell followed.

“My hat ! muttered Tom Brown. “I
don't like hearing that. I'm off I”
~ “TIt's beastly !V

““The beastfulness is terrific!”

(ell, yell, yell from the study.

“Poor old Todd !” 3

“My  dear fellows!” Alonze Todd
camo hurriedly down the passage. “‘Is
my cousin Peter here? Dear me! What
is that dreadful sound? Is it possible—
my dear cousin—oh dear! What would
my Uncle Benjamin say!” =

Alonzo ran towards the Head’s door.
Two or three juniors caught hold of him
and stopped him in time.

¢

T

“What are to “den
demanded Harry. .
*“1 am going to remonstrate with the
Head. My Uncle Benjamin says that
flogging is brutal. I am going to tell the
Head % — =
“You're jolly well not!” said. Whar-

you going

ton. “You'll get flogged, too, you
duffer, if you cheek the Head in his own
study £

“The flogfulness would be terrific, my
worthy and ludicrous Alonzo !

“My dear Wharton——" .

“You stay where you are,” said Harry
Wharton, keeping a tight grip upon the
arm of the Duffer of Greyfriars. * Peter
doesn’t want you to be licked as well.
And yow're not so prepared for it as
he is !

“Prepared for it!” said Nugent in
wonder. “Do you mean Peter's got
some dodge !”

Wharton laughed.

“I've got an idea so!
comes oub !”

¢ But—but those howls—"

“Spoof, 1 fancy!”

“Oh, my hat!”
© Yell, yell, yell!

The cries from the study were harrow-
ing to listen to. And the fellows, while
their feclings were harried, were sur-
prised, too. Peter Todd was as hard as
nails, and was the kind of fellow to take
his gruel calmly and grimly, without a
cry. But he was roaring now as loudly
as Bunter or Snoop would have roared.

It was painful to the kind old Head to
hear him. But Dr. Locke had his duty to
do, and his hand did not falter. Sir
Iilton Popper staod with his legs wide
apart, and his hands deep in the pockets
of his riding-breeches, looking on with a
grimm brow at the punishment of the
junior. Sir Hilton would willingly have
lent the aid of his riding-whip.

Twenty strokes were well laid on, and
then Gosling swas ordered to lower the
junior to the floor. The Head laid down
the birch.

“You may go, Todd !” he said gently.

“T.-tit-thank you, sir!” gasped Peter.

And he staggered from the study.

Crosling  followed him. The Head
turned to Sir [Tilton Popper.

“1 trust you are satisfied?” he said

tartly. =

“1_ am sabished,” said S Hilton
grimly. “I should have recommended
{wice as many stiokes, but, upon the
whole, T am satisfied. I wish you good-
evening !

And Sir Hilton took his leave.

As he left, the Greyfriars juniors gave
him a deep, deep groan, and Sir Hilton
gave them a fierce glare in return as he
strode down to the gates.

Wait till he

‘Pray let me go, my dear Wharton.
" .

in Art Colours Next Week !

said  Russells

3

“Poor old Todd!”
“ Let’s go and see him !’

Peter Todd had gone up to the Remove
dormitory. He had gone up with stag-
gering steps, groaning at every step, as if
almost overcome,  The juniors crowded
into the dormitory, expecting to find him
in a state of collapsé. :

But they didn’t! -

Poter Todd was removing his jacket
and waistcoat, and his face was quite
cheerful and bright. ~He seemed to have
recovered suddenly from his agony. He
nodded to the juniors, and grinned ab
them as they came in. They stared at
him blankly.

“ ot over it alveady 7" roared Bolsover
major.

“ (ot over what ?” asked Peter.

“The flogging.”

“QOh, that! My dear chap, there was
nothing to get over!” said Peter airily.

“Wha-a-at !”

Peter went on removing his garments.
Ile drew out from the interior of thein
a large sheet of thick leather. The
juniors gazed at it almost in stupefaction.
They began to understand now. Peter
Todd had indeed been prepared for the
flogging.  He had worn that thickness of
leather under his garments where the
blows fell, and it was doubtful if he had
felt the slightest pain through thas
defence. <

“M-m-my only hat!” gasped Nugent.
“You awful spooter!”

“Oh erumbs !”

“Begad !

“¥You—you
Qgilvy.

Peter chuckled. :

“What-ho! T got it specially for the
flogging. That’s the best of the modern
system of flogging. You couldn’t wear
a protection like this in the old days;
when you had to strip.”

“ Great Scott!” |

“Then you weren't
Bulstrode.

“ Not 'a bit.”

“Then what were you howling for ?°
€4Ves Todd! What were you making
that frightful row for if you werent
Tuart 7”7

Todd smiled compassionately. -

“ My dear chaps, you are obtuse! If I
had taken thé flogging without seeming
to be hurt, don’'t you think the Head
W?}’%d have smelled a rat?”

1

had that on?” exclaimed

hurt?”  yelled

“1 was bound to keep up appearances.
Besides, why shouldn’t T bestow a little
harmless pleasure on a kind and tender-
hearted old gentleman like Popper? He
was enjoying the show. It was giddy
music to him.”

S Haha, ha l”

“There’s nothing like leather!” said
Peter. “That's an old saying, and it'’s &
jolly {rue one. Nothing like leather !
*“Ha. ha,hal? .

“You'd better keep this awfully dark !”
gasped Nugent. *You terrific spoofer !
Blessed if T'd ever have thought of such
a thing! And the way you roared——"

“Yes,” said. Peter, with satisfaction.
“I think it was rather artistic. And it
was s0 nice, for a boy like me, to send
Popper away feeling happy !” =

“Ha, ha, i 5

And Peter Todd redonned his clothes
in merry mood, putting away that leather
defence and locking it up very carefully.
As he remarked, 1t might be uséful on
some other occasion in the future. Thers
was no telling what punishments might
be handed out even to a good boy.

THE EXD.

(A splendid long complele story of
Harry Wharton & Co., entitled * Loder
Pays the Bil!” by Frank Richards,
in next week's issue of the POPULAR.
Don’t miss it!)
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not at all willing to exchange Tom Merry
for Grundy as their leader.

Gore met Gmndv s cool requesh thw
he should join his select band with dis-
tinct antipathy, and Grundy left Stady
No. 9 nursing a severely ~\\ohen eye
He gleaned some satisfaction, honevw

irom the fact that Gore was also
bathing a nice fat ear. -
Talbot roared at Grundy’s question.

It was evident he would receive
suppert from that quarter. Blake &
Leartily agreed with him when he
marked that it was time St. Ji
10 itself a mew junior cricket ¢
but when George Alfred modestly

gosted himself For the office, they al
mn fell upon him and- depoq’ud hm
none too gently, on the linoleum of the
Fourth Form passage.

At last Grundy was reduced
lyctantly to apply to the lesser
of the Lower School to make up his
team. Ile was very mearly in despair
as he realised the poor prospects of
zetling a respectable team together.

The recognised cricketers amongst the
St. Jim’s juniors were not prepared to
serve under his banner. Those that re-
mained were, for the most part, slackers
and hopeless. It was not like Grundy,
however, to swerve from a set purpose,
<0 he resolved to tackle even those, and
by his gentle, persuasive methods coax
tlrem into something approaching an
eleven,

After all, thought the great George
Alfred, he was actually a team in him-
self, but it would be as well to have the
correct number to beat Tom Merry’s
{eam.

He made tracks for Study No. 7, and
his face darkened as he entered. The
study was full of smoke, and the two
blades, Crooke and Racke jumped
Lastily to their feet. It was easy to see

no
Cao.

what their occupation had been, but
Grundy started immediately on his
subject.

“TLook here!” he began “Y cam

guttmg up a cricket eleven whic h will
lick the junior team to a frazzle
C’moke and Racke stared in
went; and Grundy went on,
“None of the decent fellows seem
anxious to join, so I've had to descend to
you rotters.”

anmaze-

“Thank you for nothing!” snarled
Crocke.

Grundy locked grim. :

“You'd better join,” he advised, ‘‘or

there'll be fur flying around.”

Crooke was about to make an
reply when Racke broke in.

“Hold on,” he said. “Did you sa
you were going-to do Tom Meny do\\
It you are, you can count me in.

Crooke stared at his fellow-blade. He
knew how deep was Aubrey Racke's
hatred for Tom Merry, but he hardly
thought that the slacker would go to wh
‘!ouolo to gratify it. As he caught
Racke’s eye, he growled:

*Count me in, too!”

Grundy econtinued his recruiting, and
presently, consulting his list, he found
he had nine enrclled. Himself
and Gunn, Racke, Cloolw
Clampe, Luecas, and Scrope.

'l‘ne lust two places caused him more

angry

J
?

Mellish,

TUESDAYI

, Wilkins, .

worry. Herbert Skimpole, the genius
of the Shell, who knew more about
“isms ¥ than he ever would about

cricket, was asked o join, and he agreed
somewhat doubtfully.

The ouly other j that Grundy
could think of now was Baggy Trimble,
who, after a visit to the tuckshop with
him, graciously consented lo assist the
famous team.

George Alfred Grundy had succeeded
in raising an mm en, and the success was
assured—or so Git m(y thought.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Challengs is Accepted.

€ ALEO 1?
H Tom Merry advanced to-
. wards the table in the end
study, with a puzeled ex-
0 on his usually sunny face. On

the table was a note
“ Love-letter, Tomn
pressible Monty Lov
was picked up.
Manners grinned.
“My hat " gasped Tom Merry, as the
La.l meaning of the missive struck hin.
“Just loek at this !”
Manners took the note, and as he read
it burst into an uncontrollable chortle.
Lowther, who had read it over Manners’

Iressed o him.
asked the irre-
the note

er, as

Shoulder danced -a war-dance with
delight.

“What shall we do without our
Grundy ?” he asked. “ He’s too funny
to live long 1

Tom Merry —was havdly as much
amused as the othei two. The missive

contained notmrg less than a challenge
from the great George Alfred to the
junior cnr’ket ele\ en. A clumsy, ill-spelt
challenge it was, too. Grundy never was
a great hand at ':pe]lmg
“But I can’t accept this, Monty,
” began Tom Meiry dcubttully
w om\l be the joke of the schocl !”
L:O\\.thcl stov‘u ed laughmg suddenly.
“Of course it would,” he said. “That’s
what we want. Let Glundy amuse the
school again. It’s a long time since we
had anythmg half so funny. What do
you say, Manners?”
Manners shmggel his shoulder
“Do hnn good to ]“e taken do“n a peg

you
ST

or two,’ he said. “Accept it by all
means, Tommy !”

“ ATl right!” he agreed. ~“That’s
settled then.  Shall we bat and bowl

left-handed 7
“I wonder who he’s

: : got in his pre-
cious team ?”

said \Iwnnelc
tmows ! said Tom Merry.
s dug up a few fellows from

4 ho s
somewhere, :

\Ioniy Lowther and Manners were
almost hugging eagq other with glee at
the glorious _prospec (;rvndys team
against the junior XI' It was almost
too funny to be true. Tom Merry, how-

ever, wondered what the rest of the
team would say when they knew he
had accepted the challenge.

Suddenly the door of Study No. 3

was flung open, and the burly form of
George Alfred Grundy appearved in the
doorway.
“You got my note?” he
Tom Mut_v nodded.
“Yes!” he agreed,

serious 77

“*Course T was serious!” - replied
Gumdv indignantly. “It’s about time
you kids saw somebedy else who could
play cricket !”

Tom Merry laughec

“¥You're a bigger

demanded.

“Were you

¥
i.
a

ss than I thought

Jdim's in *Chuckles '} 17

beach. My team will be at the nels in
half an hour, and you'll be able to learn
something about cricket if you turn up.”

Tom Merry winked at the shrieking
Mauvners and Lowther.

“Right-ho [” he said gravely. “We'll
be the:

Grundy eyed the Terrible Three sus-
piciously, and then turned cn his heel
and lefi the study.

Ealf an hour later ke had changed
into flannels, and went down to the nets
with Wilkins and Guan. Apparently
these threce were the only ones who
necded practice, for there was no sign
of zny other member of Grundy’s team.
(ﬂmxm waited ten minutes for the miss-
ing members, and then strode away
with a hlack brow to find them,

Skimpole he found deeply immerszed
in a new volume by the famous Professor
Balmycrumpet, and it was only upon
threatening phwlcul violence that
captain persuaded him to turn out.

Baggy Trimble he found in the pas-
sage. Baggy was arrayed as gorgeously
as the liies. His flannels—or rather
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy's, for they
were his—fitted his plump form like a
glove. A positively magnificent scarf of
many colours graced his tub-like waist,
and a blazer of many hues, like Joseph's
coat of old, completed the picture,

his

“Come along, Trimble!” growled
Grundy. “We've been waiting for
you,”

“Oh, really, Grundy,” said Baggy,

with his most lordly air. ‘¥ had some

difficulty in finding my flannels,”
(ﬂm*dv sniffed.

te me youxe found some-

,” he said bluntly, and passed

The rest of his famous team weie
mostly blades of the first water. Net
practice to them was quxte unnecessary.
Grundy, however, thought differently;
and afier a little “gentle ” argument,
managed to convert them to his way of
thinking,

In about an hour mo=t of the team
had turned up, much to the delight of
the spectators.

Skimpole, their captain dcmded, should
take first knock, and he took his stand
at the wicket with some degree of ner-
vousness.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed, mildly
blinking through his spectacleu “Do
I gather that one of you is about to
throw that leather sphere at me?”

“You do!” replied Grundy sarcastic-
ally, “We're going to bowl at yeur
wicket, and you’ve got to hit the ball
with that bat you are holding.”

Skimpole looked at his bat, and then
at Grundy, who was preparing to
“bowl.” Cricket, he decided, was not
a game a genius like himself should in-
dulge in. ~

Grundy tock a lumbering and
delivered the ball. Marvellous to relate,
the ball went straight for the wicket,
and the genius of the Shell shut his eyes
and swung his bat wildly.

“ Hurrah, Skimmy! Well hit, m e

Skimnpele’s flying bat had caught t!
ball, which was now «axhnc away
merrily across the field. He blinked
round, astonished at the applause,

“Pear me !~ Did T hit %7

“Ha, ha, hal”

When the ball was refrieved, Grundy
proceeded to bowl again. Once moro
he tock a Iumbelmg run, and turned
Lmeh into a miniature catheune wheel
as he delivered it. This time, however,
the hall did not travel towards the
wicket—it hit Racke, who was standing
watching.

run

18

you were, Grundy,”

Grundy snorted. *

*“Look here !’ said the great man.
“You arven't the only -pebbles on the

A GRA
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ass!”  yelled
19

0z, you dangerous
Racke, “You've broken my arm!

Grundy stared.

“What’s that silly ass hooting for?”
he demanded.

The spectators could contain them-
sclves no longer—they simply howled
with laughter, and then, it appeared,
the team had had enough. One by one
they tramped off towards the school,
and at last Grundy, with his loyal
followers, Wilkins and Gunn, were left
alone.

Grundy sighed as he looked at the
‘remnants of his elev en, from whom he
had expected such gleat things. Truly
the life of a reformer at St. Jim’s was
not worth leading.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
> The Match! i
HE day of the great match dawned
X bright and sunny, and Tom
Jlelry & Co. grinned cheerfully
when they thought of the licking
in store for Grundy’s merry men.

Not so George Alfred. He took him-
self and his side perfectly seriously, and
'was resolved” on his part, to hit up at
ileast a century, and so make the result
in his favour perfectly certain. Wilkins
and Gunn were hardly as sanguine as
itheir leader. They, in [acl, danlpated
a fearful hiding. ;
| “Now then, young Gunn,” began
Grundy encouragingly. “Don’t get
down 1n the mouth. Just leave it to
your uncle, who's going to lick them all
by himself.”

Gunn made no reply, but glanced at
‘Wilkins, who shook his head despair-
ingly. Grundy was beyond them.

“Let’s go and rout out our fellows,”
Grundy suggested.

“Go and find ’em yourself!” growled
Gunn. “I’'m not going to be seen talk-
ing to them!”

Grundy looked contemptuous at such
scruples. Although at heart he was
‘quite a decent fellow, he held that any
means were an end to his object.

“I'll see you two on the ground,”
were his parting words as he left the
study.

The “blades” who formed the
majority of his team, strangely enough,
soemed quite prepared to turn out.
Racke was still very sore about his arm,
but consented to come, nevertheless.

Herbert Skimpole, Grundy found, had
planned a fossil-hunting e\pedltlon all
on his own, .and was about to start with
his specimen-case and geological hammer.

“Dear me!” said the absentminded
gemus of St. Jlms

when Grundy re-

minded him of his previous engagement.
“How very unfortunate!”

Trimble lﬂe found skulking in
study.

“1 say, Grunuy began Baggy plain-
tively, as his captain burst into the
room, “I don’t think I can play on a
hot afternoon like this.”

“You come along;, my pippin!”
ordered Grundy. “I'll come and fetch

his

you with a cricket-stump if you don’t!”

Under this dire threat Baggy decided
to go.

At last the team was got togother,
and left for Little Side. Tom Merry and
his cheerful Co. were already there, and
had got'the big roller out on to the
pitch. Grundy went out to meet them.

““Hallo, Grundy, my son!” said Tom
Merry. ¢ Tho ught you weroen’t coming!”

Grandy sniffed and produced a ‘coin.

“Toss for choice of innings,”” he said.

“Heads!” called Tom Merry, as the
com spun into the air.

“Heads it is!” glowled Grundy.

“We'll bat first,” said Tom
promptly.

Grundy led his team out on to the field
amidst ironic cheers from the St. Jim's
juniors, who had turned up in force.
Trimble turned out proudly equipped
with pads and gloves. Grundy had de-
cided Baggy should keep \\wket and
Clampe was longstop.

Himself, when he was not bowling,
with Wilking and Gunn were to field in
the slips. Skimpole he placed out at
long field, Crooke was to be cover-point,
and Racke cover. Mellish and Scrope
were at mid-on and mid-off respectively,
and Lucas at square-leg completed the
arrangement of the field

Wilkins was to have first over, and a
great roar arose from the spectators as
Tom Merry and Talbot came down the
steps of the pavilion and made for the
wickets.

Tom Merry was taking first knock,
and Wilkins delivered the first ball of
the match.

Wilkins was not a bad bowler, so Tom
Merry treated the first few balls, which
were of good length, with respect. Then
came a loose one, and Tom Merry, open-
ing his shouldels drove hard for the
boundary.

There was a roar from the crowd, and
another from Skimpole. The genius of
the Shell had received the ball full on
the chest, and its force had carried him
backwards. As the ball struck, he
clasped at his chest, and he was grasping
the ball in a dazed fashion as he sat on
the tLuf

AU ISR PN

Merry

»

“Hurrah! Well held,
roared the crowd in delight.

Skimpole had made the catch of the
game—quite unconsciously, it must be
admitted, but for all that Tom Merry
was out for a duck.

Harry Noble took the vacant place at
the wicket, and both he and Talbot got
their eye in quickly, and the ball was
hit all over the field.

Nearly all Grundy’s team had tried to
separate them, but without success. The
batsmen went merrily on their way, and
very soon the 150 was replaced on the
board by the 200.

With Noble and Talbot still together
at 250, Tom Merry ﬂecl"red the innings

Skimmy !

closed, -and Grundy’s eleven, hot and
perspiring, left the fleld, glad of the
respite. :

The great George. Alfred, however,

was not downhearted. The game was
not lost until it was won, and he should
at least get a century himsslf.

With that intention, he strode to ths
wicket, accompanied by Mellish, and,
after elaborately taking centre, faced
Fatty Wynn.

The New House bosvler took his short
run and sent down a deceptive ball.
Grundy hit out at where the ball was
not and heard a gentle click behind him.

“How's that?”

(13 Out I’Y

Grundy stared in astonishment at his
broken wicket.

“Toddle off, old son,” laughed
Lowther, “and send in another cripple !

Racke followed in; but he was no
match for the Nesw House champion, and
the first ball he received knocked his
middle stump out of the ground.

Crooke was the next \1ctnl and his
downfall was greeted with cheermg

“Hat trick! Well played, Wynn!”

Three further wickets fell to the
bowler in that over—Trimble, Skimpole,
and Lucas, each only requiring one ball.
The Wnole innings was an inglorious
procession to and from the w ickets.
Gunn managed to make 4, and Wilkins
zot 3, but that was all.

In t}\ree overs Grundy’s team had been
dismissed for the paltry score of 7.

It was a long time before the St. Jim's
Jumms stopped laughing over the feats
of Grundy’s cricket team, and it is quite
certain that ericket will mot be the
medium when next time George Alfred
Grundy makes a bid for fame.

(Another splendid story of Tom Merry
& Co, of St: Jim's, entotled < The
J'r(Lp!’" By Martin C’ll}ford in next
week‘s issue. )

THIS CRAND COLOURED ENCINE PLATE GIVEN AWAY

Subject:

IN

‘Taz. Porurar.—No. 173.

The Latest Type of Metropoilitan Railway Locomotive.

NEXT WEEKS ISSUE.



—Presented FREE with T

CIMCUMSTANCES MARKE IT TOO UNPLEASANT FOR GEORGE BULKES

ROOKIWOGOD ITHER'S DRAMATIC

AFPTER KIS F.

his Week's Issue of the

ARBRESY

A Splendid Long Comnlete Story, dealing with
the Adveniures of JIMMY SILVER &Go. at

Rockwood School,

By OWEN CoONQUEST

(Aather of the Famous Rookwood Yarns appearing in The *

0:0

“Boys’ Friend.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Testimonial!

(73 HEREAS—— 7
“That's a good word!” said
ELovell approvingly. =

“Jolly good!” said Raby.

And Neweome nod-jeu approval.

“* Wher recommenced
&ilver.

“Sounds well,”
bit like a legal
pressive.”

“Don't interrupt, old scout!” said Jimmy
Silver. ‘“Let a chap finish. * Whereas el

Jimmy

said Lovell, “Makes it a
document. Still, it’s im-

The door of the end btudy opened as
Jimmy Silver reached that point once more,
F;hbj Muffin looked in.

ou chaps having tea?” he asl\ed

‘V ? hooted Jimmy Silver. *“Sccov!l”

“1 was going to offer you a whaeck in my
eardines,” said Tubby, in an injured tone.

I've got a whole tin.”

“Oh, blegs your sardines!

“Hold on, though!” said Raby. *
vretty skinny to-day, and if lubbv wan b
1o stand some sardines, no reascn why he
shouldn’t. He’s generally scofling a fellow’s
grub instead of whacking it out.”

“Yes, come in and have tea with us,” said
Lovell. " We've got a cake—no currants in
it, but it’s a cake of sorts.”

“Oh, good!” said 'Fubby Muffin.

And the fat Classical rolled in.

Jimmy Silver gave a snort.

ile had been busy with pen and paper
while his three chums were getting tea, and
1ow he was going to read out his composi-
tion. the Co. pelitely letting tea wait while
Le did it.

“¢“ Whereas,” ” ‘said .mey Silver, with a
glare at his chums—** whereas, the Rook-

ood lcurth, Classical and Modern, fcel
ocked and indignant at the accusation
ought against Bulkeley’s pater, and
creas they feel sure that it is all a siily

¢ Whereas—-""

iistake, and Bulkeley’s pater is as innocent
as a baby, and that his accusers are a seb
¢f silly idiots, they hereby—— "

& W The silly idiots?” asked Raby.

83!

The Fourth Form. *They
_,7 testify that their confidence in George
Bulkeley of the Sixth Form, captain of Rook-
d Schoo], is boundless and unshaken, and
iy are prepared to back him up to the last
ot in the locker.’”
‘B;axo"’
“That ail?” :
“No, It isn’t all, Listen! ‘'They beg
keiey of the Sixth, their respected cap-
tain, net to think of leaving Rookwood, as
some cads have suggested he should, bub
ick it out, and sée that Rookwood scores
et this season. They are further
that his pater’s innocence will be
proved in the long run, and all will be
gerene.” In witness whereof—""

“Gh, good!”

“*In witness whereof, they herewith ap-
pnuu their hands and seals.””

‘Topping ¥

“Bravo!”

Jimmy Silver smiled a little complacently,
qguite mollified by that praise from his study-
mates. -

- NEXT
TUESDAY!

Jimmy flattered himself that he had drawn
up that testimonial rather well.

Certainly, it left no doubt as to the opinion
of Jimmy Silver & Co., and all the Fistical
Four agreed that it ought to please Bulkeley
no end.

The Reokwood eaptain, being under a cloud
—and such a cloud—could not fail to be
bucked by learning that the Fourth Form-—
Classical and Modern—still reposed the most
unbounded faith in him.

At least, the chums of the Fourth were
sure of it.

Tubby Muffin blinked up from his sardines
He was busy with them already.
“Chaps going to sign that,

asked.

“Every chap in the Fourth,” answered
Jimmy. “It will let all Rockwood know
what the Fourth Form thinks of old Bulkeley.
Knowles and Catesby and Carthew and otker
rotters will see that they’re in a minority.”

“But they re in the Sixth,” said Tubby.
“They won’t take much notlce of the I‘ourln
will they?”

“Fathead! Get on with your
don’t talk rot!”

“Besldes, how do you know Bulkeley’s
father is innocent?” persisted Tubby. “He's
been arrested for stealing a lot of bonds
from the bank.”

“He didn’t do ib.”

“Hew do you know?”

“Oh, youre a silly ass! We know
Bulkeley, don’t we? \'enl t stands
reason that old Bulkeley’s pater
do a dirty trick like that. Sign here,
fellows!”

The Fistical Four signed in turn.

“But, I say,” began Tubby, vxho seemed
to be i an argumentative mood, “Peele and
Gower were saying—"

“ Qign here, Muffin!”

“But I don't thmk—

“You never do. Sign here.”

“You jolly well sha'n’t have any cake if
you don’t sign!” exclaimed Lovell warmly.

“Qh, gimme that pes, Jimmy, old chap!”
said Tubby Mufful, ~ “Of course, I believe
that old Bulkeley’s pater is innocent, come
to think of it. 'Mue you are! h sign
it twice if you like.”

“You fab duffer! \To'v, after tea we'll takn
this round the Fourth,” said Jimmy Sil
“Every chap will sign it, I know. He'll ,ohy
well get his nose IJuU\.th if Le doe“lt I
say, these are good sardines. A goo
of yours tu whack them out in this ~tu(.y,
Tubby.”

The door opened again, and Flynn of
Classical Fourth put a
face into the end study.

“Seen that thafe of the worrnld, Muffin?”

Jimmy?” he

sardines, and

the
somewhat execited

he exclaimed. “Qh, *he“e you are! You
thaving young sw
“Here, hold on!” exelaimed Lovell. “Let

Tubby alone. He’s the founder of the merry

feast.”

‘“Sure, he's mn(‘hed me sardines!” roared
Flynn.

“What?"

“Me illigant sardinds! And, by the same
token, I've got  nething for me tea but
bread! 1’1l sealp him!?

“Qh, my hat!” gasped_Kovell. ks

Plynn rushed after Tubby Muffin, whao
dodged him wildly round the table.

“I\eep him off, Jimmy!” he yelied.

“You young villain!” shouted Loveil,
“They're Flynn's sardines you've brought
here, are they?”

“Yaroch! Keep him off !”

Tubby Muffin roared as Patrick C'Donovan
Fiynn collared him.

The Fistical Four glared at him in wrath.

understcod now that unexpested
ity on Tubby s part.

had “whacked out” the sardines in
to get protection when their owner

Hun!”

Help!

exclaimed Jimmy

Silver.
Yarooh!
he’s stood you a feed !” howled Tubby.
Draggimoft I
The Fistical Four were not proof against
that appeal.

Stand by a chap when
S¥ gkt

They seized the infuriated Flynn, and
(h‘agged him ©

‘Arrak! Lee"o" shouted Flynn. *“Sure,
i'm geing to qlaa;hter him mtnL.v Me

iliigant mnlmesv-‘

“Yiek him out!” said Lovell.

“Yes,” panted Tubby, “kick him out, the
heast! Oh—ah—yah—yaup! Wharrer you
kicking me for?”

It was Tubby that Lovell was
to, not Flyun, ‘and he promptly su
action to the word.

The fat Classical departed with a series
uf fiendish yells, and his place at the tea-table

taken by Patrick O’Donovan Flyrnn, who

ailuding
ed the

was grinning now.
'kubhy \Iuﬁms masterly scheme had not
been very successful, alter all.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Knowles’ Chance !
= 7 NOWLES of the Sixth glanced at his
study door, to make sure that it
was m.lt, and lighted a eigarette.
*“Help yourselves!”-he remarked,
followed his

Catesby and
example.

The three Sixth-Formers of the 3Modern
side were met in Cecil Knowles’ study for a
consultation.

There was an unusually sgqtisfied expression
on Knowles’ hard face.

Matters were going well for the Modern
captain.

ot course, ” said Knowles, with a slight
sm nobouy \\antu to hit a fellow when
he’s down.”

“Oh; not at all!”

“Bulkeley’s dow

“He’s (arned his head
always-been pretty lofty towards the Modern
side. We've always held that Bulkeley,
being a Cldssical, did net give our side fair
play in games, or in anything else.  That
being the case, we're entitled to get our
own back, without being too jolly particular.”

“Hear, hear!” said Frampton “These are
good smokes, Knowles.”

“Glad you .like them. Now, as the matter
stands, Bulkeley's father has heen arrested
en suspicion of robbing the bank. It looks

THE PopurLar.—No 173.
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a clear case. The police wouldn’
that \V\bnout jolly good grounds to
“That's

“I don’t know,” said Cateshy slov
takes have beea made before now.’
“Rot!” answered Knowles decisively
“ My uncle seems to believe that his partner
will be able te clear himself,” said Cat
“You know my uncle is Mr. Buike
partner, He seems to be standing by him.
“Well, innocent or guilty, Bulkeley
is under arrest,” said Knowles. To come to
the point, we don t want as captain of Rook
wood a fellow whose father is arrested on a
“m e of steilmg"‘
fear!
e Lulhdei ought vy f«
can d

But the lcast he to the
captainey.”

Frampton nodded and grinned.

“I believe a lot of fellows think so on
the | Classical side,” resumed Know

“They're bound to. I know Carthew agre
with me. Well, if Bulkeley gets cut, ﬁmrf. 11
be a new election for captain, and t!
here we come in. I think I ought to g¢

oro

in as captain of Roekwood.”
“You ought, old chap.”
“And that will make things & bit different

es,

with
the

for the Modern side,” said Kunow!
a Sﬂ‘llé‘ “We shall get a fair show
cricket if I'm captain. ¢
learn what it is like, to be always

minority in the eleven.”
“1 shouldn’t mention that too soon,” re-
marked Catesby. “You'll have to depend.on
d many Classical votes to get elected.

They're a major

Knowles lmahed

“That’s between ourselves, of course,”
said.. “In public I spin t]m same yarn as
Bulkeley—strict fair pl no favour to
either srde, shoulder to shoulder for the good
of the school, and so on, and so forth. I
know the game. It goes down from Bull
ley. No reason why it shouldn't go down
from me.”

“Now, shall we call on him pnrconﬂ!v
st hal H we put it in a note? K

A n;h, I think.” sa
“Might be a row others

“I don't object, to a row, with Bu

in ti e wrong. We should ke ﬂf: our tem

Still, it's better avoided. ake it a n
}‘ute pumtmﬂ out that for th‘ good"
~ vhnm ete.  You know wi*at to sa
All Ti/*‘lt &

Knowleg drew a paper and pen to ¢
chewed the handle of the pen for a moment
or two thoughtfully, and then began %o write.

T smiled as he wrote, not a pleasant

']Q

smile.

The Modern prefect had said t!mt he
not want to hiy Bulkeley when he was down:
but that remark was perhaps in‘:eaded
humorou

liere wa
to make
that
wood.

He had his own phrﬂmal dislike of Bulkeley
to consider, as well as the keen rivalry be-
tween the bwo sides of Rookwood—Modern
and Classieal.

He gshowed his note to his
when he had wri it,
approval. The epistle ran:

“Dear Bulkeley.—TI feel bou
attention to oplrlon int
tau mat and I feel

: t!ua ‘h in the s;

no doubt that ‘K'ls wles intended
the fullest use of misfortune
ad fallen upon the captain of Rook-

WO companions
i they nodded

rit-in whieh i is

“Under the prezent painfu!
the al opinign seems to
2 i at least, you sh
position” in Rockwood. N
sopal iz meant by this:
fit cf things.

my fullest symyg
s y hope that your f
in clearing himself il

upon his name, Until that is done,

ever, you must feel yourseli that it

more judicious for you to take up
tude less in the public eye.

“I should be glad to hear your views,
“Yours sincerely,

“Crem KNOWLE
“Jolly goody” said Frampton he
Tlmtq putting it plain—and nicely,

I really wonder Bulkeley
elf 'mu resigned already.”

“Call in a fag to take this
=cout‘ said Rncwlea throwing his
inte the grate.

Tre Popuranr.—No. 173.

NEXT . &3 THE ﬂgw

sn't seea it

note,
iz
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Frampton went to the deor. Tommy Dedd
of the Modern Fourth was in sight, and the
Sixth- Fo,mex hhiled him.

“Fag

“Hallot”
wanted?”

“You are. Comse here!”

Tommy Dodd approached rather cauti

Knowles’ study was not a pleasant Dleue
for fags to it sometimes—the three Sixth-

's_were sometimes given to bullying.
3 & Ca. were in high gooed-

“Come in, Dodd! Take that note,” said
Kunowles, tossing it to the Fourth-Former.
“Take it over to Buikeley, and wait for an
answer.”

“Right you are, Knowles!”
Tommy Dodd, and he trotted Qﬂ'.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Backed Up by the Fourth!
UST in {ime!” said Jimmy Silver,
The Fistical Four were in the Sixth
Form passage when Tommy Dodd
arrived in tnc Scl:osi House, note

Dodd.

£ Whe

said Tommy

humour ne

answered

139

Jnnmv Silver had the testimonial to Balke-
ley in his hand.

It was quite a long document, and was
made by pinning togetber a number of sheets
of 17zpo‘r paper.

Tommy glanced at the

ingly

estimonial admir-

mixed‘“" he asked.
; every blessed
swe rgd Jimmy Silver.
it up on the notice-board after presenting
it to Bulkele That wifl show all Rookwood
what we think of our captain.

“Good!” said Tommy Dodd.
Jimmy Silver tapped at the study

“Come in!”

The juniors entered.

Bulkeley of the Sixth was not alon

Neville, Jones major, and Lonsdale of the

Classical Sixth were in the study.

The four seniors had heen talking, Bulkeley
wearing a troubled and harassed look.
e captain of Rookwood had never looke¢
old sclf since that terrible seene in tl"e
r.uadrargn. when his fatiier, while on a it
to Rookwood, had been arrested in the view
of all the school.

That blow Ead hit Buikecley hard, and his

Ord‘a down.” an-
PR

We're going to post

anxiety for his father added to the bitber-
5 ol it. ;
Not that his loyal faith in his father
faltered for one moment.

He felt that the truth must come out

Mr. Bulkeley stood his trial; and the tr T,
he was sure, was that his iather was inno-

eent.
But the misery and shame of the accusation

and the arrest ¢ut him to the very hea
He gave th@ juniors a good- humour 2d

zlance, h:)‘, as they came in.

ed his kind

What do you kids want?” he

“In the presence of four prefects of the
bl}\th Jimmy Silver felt a little abashed.

‘W e r‘th bave you ‘got there?”

cing at the roll in Jimmy

e said
“Jhn;th f,ut ig——?
“ Arrah, and why don’t

point!” ex
“Suore, it’s
“Hurrah!
Geor,
astonish

come to the

ve
laimed a yoice from t‘»o pa

a testimonial, Bulke
” squeaked "‘u’u) A .
keley glanced at the deorway in

v

“1s that all?” asked
i Jimmy Silver had
nat's all Bulhexe‘

Ahem!”

“Oh, come on!" said

it on the
Bulkeley j -

“That nonsense—ahem!—I maan t
monial?” he exclaimed.

“Yes, rather
“Pon’t do anything of the sort!” exclaime
Bulkeley sharply. “You young donkeys, I

supposs yeu mean well.”

“0h, real you know. Bulkeley——"

3 Leuva it here,” said Bulkeley.

“On all right.”

And CI“AI""

Jimmy Silver & (‘“
wholly satisfied.

The testimonial had n evoked nearly so
much enthusiasm in Bulkeley’s study as
ameng the Fourth.

Tommy Dodd lingered behiad, and B
pointed to the door.

“HNote for you,
\Hdl a grin.

“Oh, run away,

“It's from Knowles

“QOh, Knowles! i

“I'm to wait for an

“We'll stick

Lovell.

_cleared, not fe

Bulkeley,” sal

d Tommy,

e

then.”
said Tommy

Dodd, handing over the Modern prefect’s
note.
Bulk n‘e nodded, and opened the envelope.

His brows came toqcﬂ\ef darkly as be read,
and he tossed the note to his friends.
“Read that!” he

“The cheeky Nevilie
wrathfully.

“"onfo' ad his nerve!” Jones major,

There’s no opinien of sort in the
scuool~I know that. There may be on the

Modern side.”

“They're cads enough for anything!”
growied Lonsdale.

“Oh, draw it mild!” interjected Tommy
Dodd Wdlnﬂy

hut up, you cheeky fag!”
Vell, don’t you slang the Me
said Tommy Dadd mduperl ent

cads on this side, I can tell \ou
you the names lf you like.”
“Dry upgk szid Bulkeley, «T’ d better

you tellows.”
“Fell him

zend an answer to this,
“Put it plain!? growled Neville.

what you think of him.”

“Well, I must be civil.

Besides, 1 darg

say Knowles Is only acting from what
think a sense of duty.”

“I don’t think!”
“Well, I'm bound
antet 1, said Bulkeley.
nswer.”

He seribbled a hasty note, folded it n‘
enve]opu. and handed it to the waiting
ake that to Knowles, Dodd.”

“Tommy Dodd left the stu

Bulkeley's face darkened as the 4
closed behind him, and his lips trembled a
little,

“{-1 wonder—" he be"‘m

“Don’t take any noti $ that
Modern cad's said!” D\dalmed Neville. “We
all know what Knowles is after—the c1p
tainey, 11“ he can get it.”

ere's a lot in what he says.”

® Rats) Bosh!”

“But I can’t resign the capntainey,”
ikeley quietly. “7To do so \vumd he
tting that there was

to take that for
“I'll et him have

1d that's not 111\ ely to h:\phen

‘A do_e'x Or more juniers d gathered major. “ ¥Your re'Johy well not g
there. on, anyway. Hang Knowles!” .
“What on ear —" began the Rookwood inowles don't LoLmt anyway!” said
captain.
“Tt’s a testimonial, " explained l‘o*nu'y Dodd presented himseif in Knowles’
Jimmy Silver. 3 on the Modern side, and found
“Olt gad! What doe: it mean?” Knpowles & Co. waiting there.
“May I read it out?” There was an atmosphere of smoke in the
“Yes. if yow like, but buck up!” study, which Tommy judiciously affected nob
Jimmy Silver proceeded to read out the j%o notice.
testimonml - “¥ell? said Knowles.
Bulkeley listened in amazement. “Here's Bulkeley’s answer,” sald Tommy
Neville and Lonsdale and Jones major | Dodd.
grinned. “Did he say anything?” asked T!‘"I"‘p on.
Apparently they saw something amusing in “ Bulkeley ~didn’t say much,” answered
that exposition ef the firm faith and loyalty | Tommy. “The others did!”
the Fourth Form of Rookwood. - “Ob, Bulkeley wasn't alone?” asked
From “whereas” to the last of the signa- | Knowles, with interest.
tures, Jimmy Silver read it out, at every “No; three Classical Sixth chaps with
pause a cheer coming in from the crowd of | him.”
juniors in the passage. “What did they say, then?”
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“Neville said * Cheeky cad!*”
“What?”
“Jones major said ‘ Confound his nerve!'”

“You cheeky young rascal!” shouted
Knowles. “Do you want me to give you a |
hiding?”

“You asked me what they said!” replied
Tommy Dodd, in an injured tone. “I'm only
telling you what you asked me.”

“Hold your tongue!”

“Qh, all right. Can 1 eclear out?”
Tommy.

“Yes!” snapped Knowles.

Tommy Dodd cleared.

Knowles opened Bulkeley’s note, and the
three Modern seniors read it together.

1t was brief, but to the point.

asked

“Dear Knowles,—I had already considered
the question of resigning the captaincy, but
decided not, as to do so might imply that I
had some, even the faintest, doubt of my
father’s innocence. Thank you, all the same,
for your suggestion, which, of course, I take
in the spirit in which it is meant\kyours.,

“ GEORGE BULKELEY.”

“Rather a sting in that
Jast sentence,” remarked
Catesby, with a grin.

Knowles gritted
teeth.

Tt

his

s a refusal,” he said.

“Well, you might have
expected that.”

“Bulkeley will find be
hasn’t finished with me
yet,” said Knowles
< ¢ “He can't ride
the high horse over me,
hang him! I'll make Reok-
wood too hot for him yet,
mark my words!”

THE FOURTH
CHAPTER.

Bulkeley is Wantied !
43 IMMY!”

Morning lessons
were over the fel-
lowing day, and

the Fistical Four were in
the sunny  quadrangle,

wien Tubby Muffin rolled
up in great excitement.

Tubby’s fat face was
simply ablaze.
say, Jimmy——" he
gasped.
“Oh, get ount!” _said
Jimmy Silver. “Don't tell
you've got a tin of
ines you® want to

, you fat fraud!”
“"Tain’t that! There’s

a bobby——»
“A what?”
“A  bobby!”

Tubby excitedly.
Do yeu mean a police-

gasped

Erroll, joining them. “He asked for
Bulkeley. Mr. Bootles is taking him to the

Head, and the bobhby is waiting in the hall—
looks as if he's on the watch.”

“My only hat!” said Jimmy blankly.

The Fistical Four were astonished
dismayed.

-What could a detective from Secotland Yard
possibly want with George Bulkeley?

“The—the feols!” muttered Mornington.
“They can't suppose that Bulkeley knows
anythin’ about it, even if his pater did it.”

“His pater didn't do it!" snapped Lovell

“No. But even if he did, Bulkeley couldn’t
know- anythin® about it. They must be
potty !”

The news that the detective had returned,
and had asked to see Bulkeley, was very
quick in spreading.

A crowd of fellows gathered about the
doorway, and glances were cast on all sides
at the stolid policeman standing in the hall.

Smythe of the Shell even ventured to ask
the officer what ke had eosme for; but he
received only a stare by way of reply.

Whatever the peoliceman’s intenticns were

and

“On tire cricket-ground, sir.”

dly tell him at onee that a gentle«
man has called to see him, and that I res
quest him to come to his study immediately!”

“Certainly, sir!”

Jimmy Silver hurried down fo Big Side,

“Bulkeley !” he called out breathlessly.

“Don’'t bother now, kid!”

“The Head wants you, Bulkeley.”

“Oh, ml right !

Jimmy delivered his message, and
Bulkeley’s face brighten.

“News about my pater, ¥ expect. Neyille,”
id. “They may have found eut the
by this time.”

“1 hope <o, old chap,” said Neville.

Buikeley hurried away to the house, and
Jimm ilver followed, with a clouded Lrew.

He knew very well that if the Rookwood
captain  was anticipating good news he
would be disappeinted.

Whatever Mr. Ecrew had come for
tainly was not to give Bulkeley g
of his father.

The Rookwood eaptain passed 1!
silent crowd. and entered the house.

he saw

it cers
1 pnews

uch g

maun, fathead?”

“Yes—a bobby. and that
deteetive ehap who came
here the other day and
airested Bulkeley’s”™ pater

own

UNDER SUSPICION ! If your father has placed any article in your keeping it will be in your

interest to hand it over to me ! ' said Mr. Screw.
Bulkeley coldly. *f Very well, For the presont, Dr. Chishelm, my duty here is done ! *?
Screw, with a polite bow, tock his leave.

‘“ I have answered you already !’ said

And Nir.
(See Chapter 5.)

when he was visiting
Bulkeley. I knew him again.

fuace like a saw.”

“What the thump do they want here?”
growled Lovell.

“Leggett says he thinks they've come for
Bulkeley !” gasped Tubby Muffin.

“Let me hear Leggett say so!” said Jimmy
Silver, with a gleam Jn his .eyes. “I'H give
bim something else to talk about, the cad!”

“But, I say, you know, do you think
they’ve come for Bulkeley, Jimmy? Leggett
thinks perhaps he was hand in glove with
his pater—— Yaroooop !”

Tubby Muffin found himself enddenly sit-
om the ground hefore he could state the
rest of Albert Leggett’s charitable surmises.

The Fistical Four left him sitting there,
gapi and hurried towards the School
Hou
A policeman was visible there, with a

tly-dressed man, whom they recognised
Ir. Screw, the deteetive.

They were going inte the House as the
istical Four spotted them.

Mornington came towards the chums of
the Pourth with a kaitted brow.

“What the dickens does this mean, you
fellows?” he exclaimed. “What does that
rat-faced bounder want here again?”

“Can't be anything to do with Bulkeley.”

“He's eome to see Bulkeley,” said Kit

NEXT
TUESDAY!

He’s got a he did not think fit to eonfide them to

Adolphus Smythe.

Bulkeley was on Big Side, with scme of
the Sixth and Fifth. |

The news soon reached the fellows look-
ing on at the practice; but no one ventured
to mention to Bulkeley that a “bobby ” had
come for him.

There was a buzz among the crowd out-
side the doer when the detective was seen

again.
The Head came into view with him.
Dr. Chisholm’s face was set, and indicated

ciearly enough the anger and zunoyanee he
was keeping under strict control.

Mr, Screw was murmuring some apolegy,
and the ¥Head of Rookwood interrupted him.

“You have your duty to de, sir,” he said
stifly. *“I am astonisbed that it should he
considered needful; but if it is your duty,
you must do it. I will take you to Bulkeley's
room, and send for him.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“You will find nothing there
that should not be there,” s¢
coldly. “But you shall sat
Silver!”

“Yes, sir?” said Jimmy,

“Do you know where Bulkeley is at
present ?”

Mr. Screw,
he Head
yoursclf.

Ee stared a little at the
censtable.

But his eyves were fixed upon the Head,
calmly and inquiringly.

“You sent for mé, sir?”

“Yes; step into yeur
Bulkcley, please.”

“ Certainly.”

Dr. Chisholm entered the Rookweed cap-
tain’s study with ¥r. Screw, and Bulkeley
followed them in. =

The door closed, much to. the disappoint-
ment of the Rookwood fellows.

Whatever thre transaction might be, it was

idently going to take place behind closed

sight ef the

study with me,

deor;

“ Well, the bobhy’s come for somethin’, I
suppose!” =aid Townsend fartly.

“Bulkeley didn’t look scared,” remarked
Townsend of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver gave Towny a fierce look.

*Why should he 1lock scared?’ he
demanded,

“ What’s all this fuss about?” Catesby of
the Sixth had eome over from Mr. Manders’

; I

house
i “He's

after

ey ™
“Shut up, you Medern cad!” roared Lovell
Tue PoruLAR.- No 173.
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furicusly. “You say that again, and I'll
sliut vou up fast enough!”
Leggett, feeling safe in the presence -of a

Modern prefect, sneered.

“He's after Bulkeley,” he repeated, “He's
gone into Bulkeley's study with tlw Head,
Catesby. I can Jol‘y well f’ums i
meaas, too. Mr. Bulkeley’
ing bonds from the bank, md {u»:g
found.”

W that got to do with Bul
Eaid Lovell, clenching his hands.

“Plain enough, I think,” sneered Leggett.
£ Mr. Buikeley was visiting your cheery
kkipper when he was arrested. Of couras, the

~ detective thinks his son had a hand in it—

very likely thinks that Mr. Bulkeley brought
the stolen property down here to hide.”
Catesby gave a violent start.
“ What—what’s that?” he exelaimed.
“Well, wouldn't it be a clever dodge?”
80id Leggett, evidently pleaged with his
surmise. - “Where would you find a safer
place .to hide stolen bonds, f’instance, than

in a scheolboy’s locker? Nobody would think
of looking there. But the detective hap-

pens to have thought of it.”
‘ou young fool!” sa
His face was white and
you suggest such a thi
tongue!”

The Modern prefect <h!ke1 a

C Ate‘ vy h \r-hu‘
ow dare
your

Hold

y towards

Mr. Manders’ house, several glances resting
cn him as he went.
Leggett's suggestion scem to have had

8 very startling effect upou Stephen Catesby;

why, it was lmp()u“lbl“ 0 GUess;
Leggett would have followed the Medern
prefect, but he was not allowed to do so.
Lovell’s grasp was upon him.

“Cateshy!” yelled Leggett desperately.
Cateshy did not even turn his head.

And during the nexf few minutes Albert
Tecgett had reason to repent b
iizes, as the Fistical Four rub?
on the cold, hard quadrangle.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Under Suspicion !
very kiod.

B ULKELEY !”
The Head's tone
Ever since the misforbune that

had fallen upon RBulkeley's father
the Head had been very kind and considerate
towards Ru‘heley, and the Rookwood feliows
h d noted it, and liked their headmaster all
: better for it.

What the Head's opinion micht be on the
pubject of Mr. Bulkeley himself nobody could
e but, at any rate, he evidentiy did
not believe ‘that he had a right to vistt the
sius of the father upon the chunrm

“Yes, sir?” said Bulkeley, looking at the
Head, and taking no notice of the presence
of the dstective.

“Bulkeley, this is- A Very
matter. Yon understaand, of
what is about to take place s

his

3 uapleasant
se, that
not by my

wish—that
shaken.”

“You arve
in wonder.

-“You are aware that a number of bonds
are imissing from the bank of which your
manager,” said the Head. “These
¢ not been found, I am told, and
cannot be traced. They represent a large
sum of money. I hardly like to—to tell you
what is now considered possible by the
detective in charge of the case, Bulkeley;
but—but ”  The Head paused. ¢ Kindly
explain t¢ the lad, Mr. Screw!”
Certainly. Master Bulkeley, your father
‘izited you a few 5 ago, when I had the
painful duty of takmtf him into custody.”

Bulkeley nodded.

“Did he on that occasion place anything
in your keeping?"”

“No.”

“Had he on any cccasion within the last
mouth placed any article in your keeping?”

“Have you at the present
property of any kind, of whiech
tal\mg care for your father?”

“No.

my faith in you is quite un-

very kind, sir;” said Bulkeley,

time
you

any
are

The dkteetne coughed.

“Ahem! Well, the bonds cannot be found,
Master Bulkeley, though the search for them
has been rigid.”

“You had better find the tNeF and then
you may find the stolen bonds,” said Bulkeley
disdainfully.

The detective smiled slightly.

“To come to the point, Master Bulkeley,
it occurs to me as possible that your father’s
hurried visit to you on that occasion was
for the purpose of placing the bonds in
hiding here in a safe place.”

Bulkeley's eyes glittered.

“1 suppose you are
Mr. Screw,” he said, re
S ean onlv say that my
nothing.”

“He might have placed enmetlnm in your

doing your duty,
ing his anger.
her handed me

charge, thhm.t} stating its nature,” sug-
gested Mr. Screw. “He might have called it
by some other name—family documents,

’

literary manuscripts—anzthing.”
“He gave me nothing.

“If you have any such thing in your
charge, Master Bulkeley, I am willing to

believe that you were ignorant of its nature,
and if you hand it—to me at once a very
fenient view may be taken of your conduct.
I am here to find the bonds. if they are
hidden here. I hawe a warrant to search
for them.”

“Search as leng as yeu like!” said the cap-
tain of Rookwood scornfully. “You will find
nothing here that does net belong to me!”

“Very well. 1 wished ito give yocu a
cirapee.” ’ 3
“1 dare say you meant  kindly,” said

Bulkeley wearily. “But I know nothing of
the bonds, and have never even seen them,
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My father -did not take

I have my duty to do.

I cannot help you.

the bonds”
= Very well.

remain;”

“I will remain also,” said Dr. Ct
“I am perfectly convinced that not
be found here that does not
Bulkeley.”

“We shall see said Mr.

He opened the door and
constable.

Please

helong to

Screw
called in

calmly.
tha

Bulkeley handed over
stood pale and silent whil
proceeded.

It was a thorough one.

Under’ Mr. Screw’s unfailing eye the con-
stable ransacked every corner of study,
and every receptacle and recess.

Even the books in the bookcase were ta
oub, and opened and shaken separately.

It was more than half an hour before the
search of the study finished.

The Rookwood fellows had
dining-hall to dinner.

ELIl\elu_y was not thinking of
the Head forgot that his lunch v

The search was over at last, and
had been discovered.

“Well, sir?” said Dr. Chisholm, as the de-
tective stood with a somewhat bafiled ex-
pression on his face.

“Master Bulkeley will not object to
person being searched?” asked Mr. Screw.

Bulkeley Aushed crimson. £

“Surely this is an absurdity!” exclaimed
the Head. “A number of bonds would be
too bulky to be concealed ahout the persou,
sir.”

“They might be separated, and
severed in pieces,” answered Mr.
“However, if Master Bulkeley ohjects

“Will you allow this gentleman to do 23
he pleases, Bulkeley?”

“I will do whatever you suggest, sir,
answered the Rookwocd captain.

“Very well. Proceed, Mr. Screw,”
Head. s
- It occupied but a few minutes to search
Bulkeley from head to foot.

But again the search was unrewarded.

“May I conclude that you are finished mer=
now, sir?” asked the Head, whose impatience
was visibly growing.

“Are thpeo the only
Bulkeley occupies
Mr. Screw.

“Certainly!” :

“Very well. For the present "—the detec-
tive emphasised the word—*"for present,
Dr. Chisholm, my duty here is done.”

And Mr. Screw, with a polite b
his leave, the stolid-faced constable
ing in his wake.

Bulkeley went to his dinner late.

Neville joined him, and sat chatting
while he ate.

But Bulkeley hardly answered his chum.

en

into the

gone

his

even
Secrew.

said the

: ¢uarters that
in the school?”

to kiim

owr

ive bad

There was a fixed gloom upon his hm‘,

For he had come to the same conclusion
now as tiie Modern prefect.

The fellow upon whom rested the sha
of shameful suspicion was not the ¢
captain for Rookwcod Scheol.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Ciood-bye to Buikeley !
IMMY SILVER was worried.

It was just like Jimmy to forget his
own concerns and troithle head
abont the tronbles of somebod

But George Bulkeley was so great a man
in junior eyes—he filled so large a space
in the little world of sLhool—thaﬁ almost all
f!fe Rookwood {fellows felt concerned about
him.

It was known mow what the detect
come for.

And there were not. wanting ill-natnred
tongues to hint that perhaps Mr Serew had
been on the right track, though he had not
found what he sought

Bulkeley was popular with nine-tenihs of
lR'ookwood, but the othér tenth did not like
1im. :

Juniors like Peele and Gower and Tracy,
seniors like Catesby and Frampton, Knowles
and Carthew, disliked him sared him.

He had too strict a sense of duty to be
liked by ‘mean-spirited fellows.

And Tow was the chance of his enemies,
the few he had.

His quarters had been searched by the
police for stolen property; he was innocent—
he might be innceent-—but the suspicion, the
stain, remained.

It was simply impossible for a fellow in

A SPLENDID COMPLETE STORY OF ROOKWOOD,
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such a position to remain coptain of the
school.
5 Hven Jimmy Silver felt that it would not
a. .
And Jimmy kaew that Bulkeley had been
packing—it looked as if he was Lmvmg Rook-
wood.
Jimmy felt that as a personal blow.
ieve he’s going; you fellows!” JTimmy
said dismally, in the end study that evening
“I—1 suppose it's a bit rotten for him no
So fellows are cads enough to think e
Poor old Bulkeley!?
}‘oor oid chap!” said Raby.
“It’s sensible of him to geb out for a bit,
this is setiled one way or the otuer
Erroli, who was in the study.
pozition is too rottem altogether.
father is acquibted, Bulkeley can come back
ﬁy’ug colours =
mvt if he isn’t—
‘hen poor oid Bul y
way. But—-but 1 think
—and - he
be acguitted.”
“Mistakes are made
lnve‘l
Erroll smiled faintly,
Lovell's meaning was
not intend to hel
tkeley or his father,
might decide.
& 1,

1ill

said

“r

sometimes,”

not reply.

clear; he did
> against
\"hauv(’l a judge and

but d
it :

d

i3 into the study.
“He's going!™ | o
“Who's going,
Lovell.
“Bulkeley.”
“Oh!”
There was a rush from the study at ence.
Jimmy Silver & Co. dashed down the stair-
case.

The big door was open. Outside, in the
dusk, gleamed t..c iights of the station cab.
Old Muack and cabman were carrying
out a trunk.
Bulkeley, in coat and mp, was saying good-
bye to some of the Sixth.
face was little pale, but very calm.

ing furious, (e}

e\ laimed Jimmy Silver. “You
—vai're E(*‘DC‘ =
Bulkeley gave the )ml!ms a kind smile. -~
“Yes, kid—for a fime.’

“You're coming back?” exclaimed Lovell

“I hope s0.”
Neville went out with him to the cab
Through ﬂ)e dusk the
inowles of the Modern Six
“You re <*01ne, Bulkeley
“Nes

Knowles drew a decep breath.

He composed his features to an expression
mpathetic comcern. but he could not
uise the glitter in his eyes.

of
disg

“P'm sorry youre going, Bulkeley,” be
said.

‘T‘rmnk you!” said Bulkeley 1y.

“1 hope we part friends,” said Knowles.

=

sorry there have cver heen
ements betwgen us. Bulkeley:
like to say that 1 believe your father is
innocent, and helieve that the truth wili
come out in time. And there’s my hand on
i1

any dis

and I'd

Bulkeley toeck his hand cheerfuily enough.

“I'm glad to hear you speak like that,
Knowles,” he said simply. “It’s kind of
you. Certainly we part friends, old fellow!
Good-hye!”

Knrowles stood looking after
rolled away in the dusk.

There was a twinge of remorse even
Cecil Knowles’ hard heart.

But as lie walked away to his
his eyes were shining.

“Captain - of Rockwood!” he
“The path’s clear now—Captain
wood!”

the cab as it
in
own House

murmured.
of Rook-

Jimmy Silver was thinking of that, too,
when Bulkeley was gene. .
here’ll be an election for captain,” he

cad Knowles will think 1t's a
and we've got to stop

said. “That
sure thing for him;
him. Do you hear?”
Buikeley was gone, with a shadow on his
name, but it did not seem o certain as
Knowles supposed that the Modern prefect
would realise bis old ambition.
, Jimmy Silver & Co. had to be reckoned
with.

THE END.
(Don't wmiss next week’s grand tale
of Rookwood School, entitled * The New

Captam,” by Owen ﬂonquest 5
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(Continued frem page 5.)

“Open that door, * Richards.” He
flung a key to Frank. *“Open the door,
and get into the next yoom, all three

of you !”

Frank unlocked-the bed-rcom door.
The three schoolboys backed into the
room. lhe bmmd 1pan on the bed gave
them a look. Paul’¢ Slimmey had h(’(,ud
every werd maL was uttered in the outer
room.
| He had hoped, fo.

s known.
still held

1al the
st

Rufus Slimmey followed them in, and
w n{q nh left hand placed the lfex on
side of the door and lncl\ed it

‘\ w ¥ will deal with you,” he said
between his teeth. “I shall leave you
bound here le 1 take my chanee.

if you , beware! Kecp your
G

drew a cord fmm his pocket with

his left hand.

‘Make a noose in that, Richards.”

Frani .obeyed.

1 Lu outcast threw the noosc over Bob
3 s, and drew it tnnmz)cr

La, wles:

wmding close by a stool
e window, and.as the ruffian
cecuring the cord his hand closed
on the ﬂtom

it was a desperate chance, for he knew
the man would shoot; but he took'it.
Vith a.sudden swing of his arm the

was

stool was lifted and flung at the same
montent.

Crash!

The ruffian spun round towards him,

the leml\u up; but the whizzing sto ool
struck him at the same -moment, and he
reeled.

Crack ! 3

The pistol-shot filled the little room
with deafening sound. But the bullet
flew inte the plank ceiling. The next

moment Vere Beauclere drove his fist
under the chin of the staggering man,
and Rufus Slimmey went with a crash
to the floor.

Beauclere was upon him in a second,
he kicked the revolver from the
cal's hand before he could pull the
trigger again. Frank Richards was
only a second behind, and as Rufus
Slimmey struggled up Frank hurled him-
self upon him and bore him to the floor
again. "

“Back up!” panted F

rank.

Panting with rage, Rauf Slimmey
struggled in the grasp of Frank Richards
and Beauclere. He would probably

ha\c been too much for the two of them,
but Beb Lawless had dragged the un-
fastened noose from his wrists, and he

joined.in with great vigour. He raughl

up the fallen rexolvez and clubbed it,
and the heavy butt crashed on the
ruffian’s head.

Rufus Slimmey yelled, and sank back
on the floor.

Frank Richards’ knee was jammed on
his chest, and Beauclerc grasped his
wrists, Bob thrust the tevolwer muzzle
fairly inte his mouth.

“Chuck it !” said Ptb grlmlv

“The cord—quick!” exclaimed Beau-
clere. =

Dazed by the ecrashing blow, the
ruffian  lay almost helpless. Frank

! Richards caught up the cerd and looped

CAPTAIN!"

It
|
|

i Next Week!
j; (See page 28.)

3

it over his wrists as Beauclerc held them,’
and drew it tight and knotted it.

Then the c(‘l’oolboys left him,
on the floor and panting with rage.

‘‘Feich the sergeant here, Beau ! 7 ex-
claimed Frank breathless Iy.

“You bet!”?

Vere Beauclere unlocked the door and
ied out. Irank took.out his pocket-
knife, and cut the bonds that held Paul
Slimmey to the bed.

He removed the gag, ‘and Paul Slim-
mey strove to speak, but no word would
come from his numbed lips. He groaned
faintly as he moved.
All right now, Mr.
cheerily.

There was a heavy tread in the outer
YOO, The sergeant had heard the
DMOY shot, zmd he was already. coming
(owards the cabin when Beauclere found
hiim. The big Canadian loomed up in
lfne doorway.

“Here's your
Lawless,

lying

said

Slimmey 2°

man, sir!? said Bob

“4Holy smoke!” ejaculated Sergeant
Lasalle. “And—and who is this?”
His eyes turned to the man stretched
bed.
hat’s our master, sir—Mr. Shm-
That villain had been passin
himscli off as Mr. Slimmey!” panted
“By gad ¥
The sergeant uncorstood noy His
hronzed face was very gﬂm as he

stooped and jerked Rufus Slimmey to
hic feet.

‘1 guess you played a bold hand, my
man,” he ren 1a)ked “But the game’s
up now. You are the man I want!”

Five minutes later the two Canadian
Mounted Police were riding away for
Thomps on, and, between them, bourd
upon a horse, was Rufus Slimmey: The
lumber ‘school had seen the last of the
desperate rascal. :

For xe\'elal days Mr. Slimmey dld
not appear in the school-room; but
came back at last, locking very qmet
and ~ubdued By that time a judge
and jury, in far Vancouver, were deal-
uw with the reckless rascal whom Frank
Richards and his chums had laid by the
Leels.

THE END.

(There will be anather grand, pam};lef@
story of Frank Richards & Co. in newxt
Tuesday’s issue of the PopuULAR. T'his
story is entiﬂe(l “Held Up on the

Traill” and is one of Qwen Corquest’s

best stories.)
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A Magnilicent New Serial of
Adventure,
Ferrers Lord & Co., and Gan

infroducing

Waga, the Eskimo.
By SIDNEY DREW.

Author of “ The Invisible Raider.”

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

FERRERS LORD, having cleared up the mystery of the great German treasure trove, decides to make tracks south for an island he
The island is named Desolatia, and the millionaire adventurer puts it up for sale between
bis frignds, PRINCE CHING LUNG, RUPERT THURSTON, HAL HONOUR (his engineer), and GAN WAGA, a fal Eskimo atfached to

bag bought from the Portuguese Govarnment.

the crew of the Lord of the Desp.

The money from the four friends is given to Rupert Thurston’s little hospital, and they agree fo play *‘ Put and Take ** for the cwnershin

of Desolatia.

On the way south the yacht is overtaken by a terrific storm.

gigantic iceberg in the intense darkness,
They

Atter once tying with Ching Lung, Gan Waga has the great luck to win the island, ¢
They are swept far out of their course, and the yach! runs foul of a
The ship crashes through the side of the hollow berg, ond the entrance freezes up, imprisoning them.
discover a small tunnel leading ouf of the iceberg, and they find themselves cn the shore of Gan Waga’s Island.

Ferrers Lord, Chking

Lung, and Gan Waga are scouting on the island when they are held up by & Mexicen millionaire, who teils them he has faken possessicn
of the island, and orders them off. Ferrers Lord & Co, leave the island and refurn to the camp, which is being buili on the ice-floe.
Castaro sends Dan Govan with a lIeiter to Ferrers Lord, telling him to surrender while he hag the chance; but the millicnaize refuses
the Mexican’s offer, and decides {o fight for possession of the island. ; .

During the next few days the weather becomes milder, and causes the ice-floe to break away from the rest of the island.

(Now read on.)

Burglar Proof!

$é OUND wisdom, no do

said the millionaire I'm
not too eager to outside
help. Well, build boat, and

we shall see”

As the ice seemed perfectly sound, the
were ot overworked that day, and onlj
portion of the camp was moved. Honcur re-
ported the wireless to be in order, but the
operator was not. called - upon to use it.
Having completed one task, the tireless
engineer looked over his available stock of
material, and proceeded to plan cut his new
faunch. Ching Lung arranged a boxing cou-
test, in which, after a battle royal lasting

nize rounds, Enoch Dalblair, the giant black-

smith, knocked out Barry G'Roo! amidst
tremendous enthusiasm except en the part of
the man who was knocked out.

“P'r'aps yo' writes some poetry about that,

, old dears,” grinned Gan Waga, as the fallen
hero sat up and began to take notice. “How
do you likes it, hunk?”

“Bedad, phwat d’ye ‘mane?" gasped Barry.
“Don't tell me Oi'm counted out, bad ltuck
to nt! The watch must have sthopped. Sure,
Oi only counted six mesilf, and was just tak-
ing a breather. Oi was coming up on the

sthroke of siven to give him wan to make
hLim slape a month!
ut?”

Who says Oi'm out, is

y you're out, so get out!
2. “Only counted six! £
ying down there with your mou

7es shut for the Jast twen
 neat little punch, Dalblair,
else beats you, you are the heavy
mpion of Saurian Floe.”

In the evening there was a smoki
in the galley, the largest buil :
and the crush was encrmous.
“lights out” was scunded; for the
to be one of toil.
twenty
to see that all was quiet and sr
stopped and gripped his revolver as he
what seemed to be a couple of red
glaring at him out of the darkness, but

TrE Porurar.—No. 173.

2504 ““HELD U? ON

TUESDAY !

nex

: Prout gave the men
minutes, and then made his rounds
He

only Gan Waga smoking two cigars at the
same time.

-“By honey, you'll get shot one of these
times!” growled Prout. “Why didn't you
turn in with the rest? What are you moon-
ing round here for?”

“1 watching those funny lights,” said the
Eskimo, pointing to the eerie will-o'-the-wisps,
“and I listening, too, Tommy. What that,
hunk ?”

Across the brown, evil-smelling

some

unknown monster bellowed hoar and
another answered it.

Whatever these creatures of the night
might be that- bellowed and roared
over the ice-floe, Prout did not think
it~ worth while to waken anyone. By
morning the wind had veered to the

south and it was snewing. The millionaire
welcomed the snow. It made the work of
moving the camp easier, and it would delay
the rotting of the weed and destroy some of
the stench that«Harold Honour considered to
be so perilous to the health of the men.
Though the wind Lad shifted, it was not
blowing hard enough to retard the drift of
the floe. ‘They knew that the drift
southerly, and Ferrers Lord husied himself
with experiments i order to ascertain the
pace, but it was very difficult to arrive o
anything definite, for there seemed to be two
movements.

“We're swinging east as well as creeping
south, Ching,” he tcld the prince. “I make
the southerly motion about three knsots an
hour.”

“Then at some unknown date
up against the permanent ice an
I suppose,” said Ching Lung.
land?2 ™

“If there is any permanent ice or land,”
gaid Ferrers Lord. “That -earthquakc may
have altered everything, so who kno i

“We seem to know precious little,” said the
prince. “I hear that those big nightingales
were singing again 1ast night. Twe of them
this time, howling and barking at each other.
None of the Autarctic explorers have men-
tioned anythinz of the sort. With the ex-
ception of an odd whale and a s seal,

THE TRAIL!"

we shall hit
stop e
“0r- is 1Y

¥

they never
more dan
these bru
“if they

en tered anything iarger or

than a penguin. What are

visit us again we'll find out,”
said Ferrers Lord. “I had a report from
Prout. He thought they were mueh farther
away than the pocl where you cncountered
the first ene. Some of the older inhabitants
sorld miay still exist in these remote
zh as tne great Saurians of the past
hed in warm waters and streaming
ps, it is difficult to believe that thcy
uld linger on in these frozen places. Per-
bhaps the thing you fired at was an octepus.
Such a brute, with his horny beak, might
have straightened out the hook. These big
fellows are occasionally seen in polar waters.”
“Perhaps, Chief,” said the prince doubtiulty.
“I've seen a few octopuses—beg pardon,
octopi—small and large, but they looked slug-
gish sort-of chaps to me. O'Rooney says the
one in the pool came along at the speed of
a little destroyer under full steam. That was
O'Rooney’s version, of course, and we must
ailow something for his imagination. Has an
octopus a voice? Can the beggar bellow and
grunt and roar? After 21l he's only an over-
grown cuttle-fish, and I always thought that
cuttle-fish, iike oysters, were dumb.”
“Perhaps it's a brontosaurus, Ching, the
chiap there was such a lot of talk about in
the newspapers some time baek,” put in
Rupert Thurston with a laugh. “They dug

up about fifty feet of bones of cue of themn
As
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1t -t have a decently loud voice. If you
d get one to perform for the cinema-
camera and sing a few gramophone records,
vou'd make money.”

The millionaire turned away, and seizing
the rope attached to a Iloaded sledge,

Thurston and the prince helped to haul it
to the new camp. Close to the camp the
ice had been cleared of weed, and Enoct
B vir, the smith, was hammering a bollow
steel har into the floe. When he had sunk
the bhar almost leve] with the ice he screwed
on a second bar and continued to swing his
hammer.

A PMAGNIFICENT STORY OF FRANK RICHARDS & €O.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD. :
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“What’s the game, here?”” asked Ching
wa “Is this to be a sort of fountain to
sauir cold sea-water baths = over s,
Ii)n]blair" 2

“I don't think it can be that, sir, for I'm
only te go down twenty feet, and that won’t
touch water,” answered the smith. I don't
know what it’s for.”

When Ching Lung came that way again a
box had been fixed to the upstanding bar.
The box contained a dial, and there was an
electric bell attached to ome side -of it.
Towards afternoon six or seven inches of snow
had fallen. It was colder and the sky was
“clearing. ” When they obtained a glimpse of
the sea it was as grey -as slate and very
calm. . Then the wind dropped and the snow
ceased to fall

“By Jove, Ching! If we could only get a
real stinger of a frosts now it might alter
things,” said Thurston. .“With the sea as
flat as that it might give us a first-class
skating rink all the way back to Gan Waga’s
island. Imnstead of building a launch, Hal
could rig up a few armoured motor-sleighs,
and we could raid old Esteban in'astonishing
style. I'd like it to freeze hard enough to
turn boiling oil solid.”

“If wishes were Rells-Royces, you wouldn’t
see many people driving -Ford cars, my
friend,” said the prince. *I wish the same
thing, but I've noticed precious little ice
down south fit to skate on. It’s all bumps
and hollows and crags, which seems to prove
that it- freezes hardest when the stormy
winds are blowing. Let us consult the fat
oracle. Hi, Gan! Is it geing to freeze, and
if s6, how much?’ - -

Gan Waga was carrying a shovel and look-
ing round for a suitable site on which to
erect another igloo.

“Not muchness freezer, Chingy,” he said.
“Yo' and Rupert think it jolly coldness scon,
but not coldness encugh for me.”

“If you're going to build a new house, take
my tip and put a barbed wire fence round
the garden or youll have O’Rooney and
Maddock walking over it again with their
large feet,” said Ching Lung. “I say, Gan,
how far off were those animals you heard
squealing last night do you think? »

“I think they justs on the edge of the ices,
Chingy,” said the Eskimo. ©“They not so
nearness as the pool. They come out of the
sea perhaps.”

Gan Waga was permitted to build his igloo

in peace, for they were all too busy to
interfere with him. The snow had trans-
formed the ugly floe, and when  darkness

gathered mone of the weird lights showed,
for the rotting weed was buried under a
white blanket, and for a time, at least, the
process of decay had been checked. Over-
head the grey arch of the sky was festooned
with gleaming stars. The wireless sent out
a few messages;, but only Ferrers Lord and
the operator kmew what the messages were.
They remained unanswered - except for
strange, unintelligible murmurings and
buzzings, probably due to some magnetic
storm, The waves were of long range, but
they brought no reply.

~ The huts had been wired up for electric |

jight, and the dynamo and petrol engine were
in working order, but as darkness had come
before the installation could be tested they
had to be satisfied with lamps and candles
in the huts. This being the case, Mr.
Benjamin Maddock and Mr. Barry O’Rooney
were not a little astonished to see bright
lights shining out of the gleom, two like
linge eyes glaring at them,' and a third
shooting a brilliant ray upwards towards the
sky.  Barry and the bo’sun stopped and
gazed. Then they went fo see what it was
all  abeut.

The bright beams came from Waga's igloo.
He had four windows in it and also a sky-
light glazed with ice. Gan had made friends
with the electrician, and the kindly elec-
trician had wired up the igloo and provided
him with a powerful lamp to illuminate his
mansion.

“Souse me, did you ever see the like?”
growled the be’sun. “We've got to go to
bed with a silly eandle, and here’s that fat
heathen in his spow-shack fixed up as
luxurious as a millionaire. He'll want his
 breakfast took to him in bed next. This is
“the limit, ain’t it?” 5

They looked in, each at a window, and
saw that the Eskime was busy. Not only did

7
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bie possess electric light, but he also poss
an electric cocking stove. On one |
the stove he was boiling potatoes .in
aluminium saucep&n, and on another part a
couple of plump mutten chops were grilling.
The proud owner of this up-to-date iglco was
squatting on a tiger-skin rug smoking a cigar
and testing the progress of the potatoes with
the point of his knife. He looked very ¢hubby
and perfectly contented.

“Bedad, ut’s amazing to me that they
didn’t fix him up wid a telephone, and an
electric piano to play ‘ Home, Sweet Home,’ ”
said Barry O’Rooney. “Ut’s Bill Ellery who
done that for the blubberbiter. Ellery is as
soft wid him as the carpenter is. = And a
candle for us—phwat!” =

As they watched, Gan Waga put the cigar
aside, took one of the mutton chops off the
grill, cooled it by rubbing it against the
snowy wall of the igloo, and severed the meat
from the bone with one mfty bite. Taking
another raw chop from his “pocket ds he
munched, he placed it on the grill, and un-
screwed the cup from the top of a large
vacuum flask containing hot coffee.

“The ugly cannibal!” said -the bo’sun.
“Souse me, that chop could only have been
warmed through! Oh, vou‘ve spotted us,
have you, beast?” =

The Eskimo looked up. Evidently he saw
the handsome faces at the windows; for. he
put the mutton-bone to his nose in a vulgar
manner, and then pulled a string. A couple
of tarpaulin blinds fell over the circular
slabhs of ice, and Barry O'Rooney and the
bo’sun saw no more.

“Say the word, Ben, and Oi'll dance an
Oirish jig on his ould roof!” said Barry. “This
pampering is bad for the bhoy. Ut ought to
be sthopped.”

“Panee your boots off if you like, but,
souse me, I'm not geing to be fcol enough
to encourage you!” said Maddock. ‘“He’ll go
squealing to the prince if we bust another of
his igloos. Leave him aione. He don’'t under-
stand electric light and electric stoves, and
he’ll start monkeying about with them till
he gets a shock that’ll make him howl blue
murder and holler for the fire-engine. Leave
him to it, and he’ll do something silly.”

This was probable, but Barry went round
to another window, where the blind had not
been lowered. This was a square window, not
a lump of ice set halfway in the two-feet-thick
snow wall. Gan Waga had damped the snow.

an

25

and the wooden frame had frozen in quite
firmly. Gan Waga, not being a earpenter,
had made one slight mistake by inserting the
window upside down. Consequently, instead
of opening inwards, with the fastening on the
inper side, it opened outwards. As an iglog
is a “fairly easy place to burgle, and thg
Eskimo had no jewellery or family plate ta
tempt a Bill Sikes, this littlé error was not
of much importance. But Barry O'Rooney
saw something that made him chuckle.

On a ledge of snow that acted as. a shelf
was. a eigar-box. Barry knew the brand.
More than once he had tasted the exquisite
flavour of Ching Lung’s special cigars. They
seldom came his way, and only came Gan
Waga's way when the prince forgot to lock
them up. It seemed monstrous that such
treasures .should be wasted on a semi-cannibal
who devoured mutton chops in a half-raw
condition.

“Howld aisy a bit, Ben!” whispered Barry
O'Rooney. “0i'd niver rob an honest man,
but, bedad, ut’s no croime to reb a haythen
thate from the backwoods of the North Pole.
As the poet'says, ‘ To rob a man, or stale or
thave, Oi'd niver move an inch, but whin
Oi see an aisy chance, O'll pinch my bohy,
Oi’'ll pinch!  Gently does ut. Bedad, ut
tooks loike a full box of the very best "oods~—
and they’re mine!”

Barry blew gently on his eoId fingers to
warm them, and then unfastened the cateh
and opened the window. Gan Waga was
busy with his third chop. Beyond the stove,
leaning against the snow wall of the igloo
was a mirror. In the mirror he saw the
little window open, and a red hand appear.
It was followed by an arm clad in blue ecloth,
with brass buttons on the cuff. Gan Waga
went on with his supper quite calmly. The
hand opened, and descended on the eigar-box,
and the thieving fingers closed over that
coveted article with greedy eagerness,

A howl broke the silex of the echill
Antarctic night—a how! of woe and pain—the
shrieck of a strong man smitten in fierce and
sudden agony.

“Murther and gridirons! Ut's kilt dead
0i am! - Hilp! Ochone, cchone! Owooh!
Murther! Ben, Oi'm -electrocuted and kilt!”

The drm vanished, and the astonished
bo’sun saw Barry O'Rooney stagger back-
wards, make several springs and jumps, like

an expert on a pogo-stick, and then sit down
in the snow, with his mouth open and his
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eves shut, gasping hoarsely. Gan Waga put
his smiling face out of the window.

“1f yo' comed to empty the dusthin, or to
buys any old bottles, yo’ come in the
daytimes, old dears!” he gurgled, and shut
the window.

The bo’sun grinned as he raized- Barry
O’Rooney to his feet.

“Souse me, if' I'd thought of
sooner, I might have warned vou,”
Maddoek. “I notxced Ellery smoking a n
looking cigar, and see him and the Eskimo
havmg a grin together. It was a trap, and
you tumbled into it. That cigar-box was
alive, eh? Full of electric-juice, not cigars!
It sarves you right. 1 took you for an honest
man, O Roouey, and now I've found you out
to be a common thief I've done with you.
Don’t you attempt to speak to me again, or
I'll clout you with the nearest brlck' Im
honest, I am, souse me, and I don't mix up
with rogues and pickpockets, 80 there!”

The bo'sun stuck up his chin and strode
away haughtily into the gloom. Barry had
not received a very severe electric shock, but
it had surprised and hurt him, and he. still
tingled. As he stood rubbing himself, the
mndow was agam pushed open, and the

owner of the igloo looked out.

“Run away, yo' boys!” he said. “Go and
plays somewheres elses, ,mot in front of my
butterfuls igloo. Are yo' there, Barry dears?
I thought I heard yo’ loveliness voices. How
o' like those cigars, hunk? Ha ha, haah!
A bit hotness, hlmk? Ho, ho, hoo, hoooh!'

Barry O’'Rooney did not answer. He
stocped and triecd to mould a snowball to hurl
at the Eskimo, but the snow was too dry
and crisp. He felt inclined to charge down
on the igloo and flatten it out, hut he re-
membered that Ellety was a very smart
electrician; and that Gan Waga's snow-
house might be protected in the same way
as the tempting box of cigars had been
rendéred thiet- -proof.

“Bedad, Gan, you caught me bending that
toime!” he said. _ “Ut's your jape. Being
only an ignorant haythen, you don't know
phwat a black night's work this manes.
O1 don’t mind the shock, for Oi'm used to
shocks. Oi've been called a thafe, and the
man who calls the last of the O’ Roopes~ of
Ballybunion a thafe must doie. Av ye want
to see a dead bo’sun. call round about five
minutes from now, and Oi’ll show you one!”

Barry O'Rooney must have changed his
mind, for a quarter of an hour later “he was
playing a game of whist, and Maddock was

hi pwtncx
C tomary appearance, so the prince
thought he would look him up.

L ] gomg to see if I can rescue any of
my cigars,” he said to Thurston. “There’s
another box missing, and oenly one person
to take them. I'm getting tired of it!”

“If yow'd on‘ tell Gan not to touch them,

A Cail for Aid,

HING LUNG put on his overcoat.
Gan Waga had not put in his cus-

and gave hlm plainly to understand that
you meant it, he'd let them alone,” said
Thurston.

“I don’t think it could happen, old lad.
You eouldn’t knol,k it into his head with
a hammer that he doesn’t own more of my
property than I do. I only wish he'd pick
out some of the second-raters instead of the
prime stuff. If there ate any left, I'll com-
mandeer them, for the stock is running low.”

Thurston, as usual, was writing up the log
before turning into bed. When the primes
opened the door the air struck very cold.
The windows of the igloo that faced the
camp. were in darkness, but a light was
streaming up through the roof. Ching Luag
listencd, expecting to hear the bellowing
the mystericus monsters that haunted
floe, bu
of vo
purring sound of an electrie bell. The, sound
came from the instrument fixed on the hollow
steel rods. A small electric lamp had lighted
in the box, and the indicator on the aial
was oscillating violently and tracing a zig
pattern on the sheet of paper fixed “behind

The instrument was a glaciograph, a device
for recording any tremors or disruptions in
the ice-field, and very similar to the seismo-
graph that records: earthquakes and earth-
tremors. The needle was still quivering when
the bell ceased to ring, but the light remained
burning long enough for the prince to detach
the sheet and replace it with a fresh one,
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the
he heard nothing except a murmur
from the huts and then the sudden

a range . of mountains with

“Come in, please,” said a deep, quiet voice,
as he knoeked at the door of Ferrers Lord's
hat, - “Oh, it's you, Ching! Any news?”

The millionaire was sitting in front of
the oil-stove.

“Something must have smashed, - Chief,”
said Ching Lung. “The pglaciograph has
been working overtime. 1 didn't hear any
noise or feel any shock, but by the pattern
the thing has drawn we must have hit the
bottom of the sea and kept on bumping
against it. How’s this for a record?”

The record resembled a crude drawing of
sharp peaks,
gradually ascending in height and then
dwindling again.

“Bee if she’s working again, Ching, while
I dress,” said Ferrers Lord, glancing at the

sheet. “If she is, we may have drifted into
shallow water, and the floe may have
grounded or be scraping bottom. As there

was no shoek, I'm afraid it
different. I’ll join you in a few minutes.

The electric bell was not ringing, and the
electric lamp was out. The indicator was
still slightly restless and giving little, spas-
modic jerks, . Under the bright stars the
quiet floe looked white and ghostly, and in
the still, frosty air the prince’s breath was
like steam. Y¥errers Lord joined him.

“The glaciograph is a bit wuneasy,
making no fuss about it now, Chief,” said
Ching Lung. “Even if we'd scraped, don't
you think we might not have noticed it?
The ice is jolly thick, and the weed with
the snow on top of it would act as a kind
of shock-absorber.”

“True. But it could not ha\ﬂ absorbed
such a shock as that, if the floe is moving
at three knots an hour, unless the bottom is
soft mud.”

“Then something must have parted.”

“1 think so,” answered Ferrers Lord. “The
glaciograph has recorded a break somewhere,
or a collision, The floe may have run against
an iceberg we did not notice, or even against
land; but I think it’s a break, - We had
better go and see. Even in the thickest part
the floe is not too sound.”

They struck acrozs the snow in the star-
light, taking a small sledge with them., It
was freezing keenly, but Ching Lung noticed
that there was no ice on the surface of the
pool in which the unknown monster had
lurked, and might still be lurking. It lay
smooth, glassy, and quiet, reflecting the clear
gleam of the stars. °

“Why doesn’t that freeze, I wonder?” he
said. “It ought to have three or four inches
of ice on it. Perhaps the brute is still at
home, and takes a swim round every now
and then to stir the water up and keep it
from going solid, just as a seal keeps its
blow-hole open. What's wrong with it? It
looks different.”

“The floe has swung,  answered Ferrers
Lord. “We have twisted round. That rough
ice was exactly opposite Gan Waga's island
looking north, and now it faces south. The
break mhst be to the porth, so we’ll head
that way.”

In the hollow walking was not easy, for
the snow lay in thick drifts, and had kept
the frost from hardening the weed, which
was still slippery and spongy. Suddenly the
southern aurora flickered up, paling the
light of the stars. From white the snow-
elad floe becamé tinged with faint green.
They climbed one of the weed dunes, and
the aurora shone out brightly and more
steadily. There was a gap in the streteh
of green. A widering gap of grey water
stretching east and west without a break—
a widening canal, for the flce had split in
bglf :

“Smaller and beautxfull\ less, Chief,” said
Ching Lung. “I'm not surprised that the
vla.clo”raph cot busy when it wag telling us
about that little calamity. If that sort of
thing happens a few times we shall have
to tie ourselves to what's left of the floe,
to kecp from slipping off.”

(To be cont
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- THE
LANKY LOCOS!

By a RAILWAY EXPERT.

terested in the locomotive colour

plate presented with this issue. It
iz of a type of express engine with which
they are familiar, and which, moreover, is
e\tremely popular with them becau:e of its
many good points.

UR crowds of readers in Lancashire
O and Yorkshire will be greatly in-

Thé Lancashire and Yorkshire Railway,
the best knowm of the provincial English
lines, has always been a go-ahead railway,
but has just lost its ldent\ty by amalgama-
tion with the L. & N.W.R., much to .the
keen regret of the numerous admirers of the
“Lanky,” as the L. & Y. is familiarly called
at Liverpool, Manchester, Bolton, Black-
pool,” Rochdale, Bradiord, and a score of
other big busy towns in the North.

From any of the numerous towns dotted
over Lancashire and the West Riding, it is
safe to say that a railway journey can be
performed by ¥.”& Y. trains, and even if"
there be a competing route, the L. & Y. is
usually chosen by the patriotic native.

The L. & N.W.R. hopes that it will sue-
ceed to this goodwnll of the L. & Y., but
some people are not certain.

The best run in point of speed performed
by these big “Lanky " engines is that be-

tween Liverpool and Manchester. The
distance is 36; miles, over a very difficult
route, abounding with junctions. In pre-

war days this was covered in 40 minutes
by more than a score of trains a day, the
speed being 54.7 miles an hour. Now an
extra five minutes has been added to the

schedule, lowering the speed to 48.7 miles
an hour, g
The Liverpool-Manchester high-speed run

is only the commencement or end of a longer
express journey to or from Hull, York or
Bradford, and Liverpool.

The most famous express of the L. & Y. R.
is the Blackpool Club train, which runs into
Manchester - each morning, and returns to
Blackpool in the evening. The club pas-
sengers are first-class season-ticket holders,
and each expects to find a certain seat
reserved for him in the club saloon, or one
of the first-class corridor coaches attached.
The train altogether seats 420 passengers,
of whom 268 are first-class. This i3 pre-

bably the only train conveying both first
and third-class passengers with so large a
proportion of first-class accommodation——
sixty-four per cent. The average on a train
of usual character is about twenty per cent.

A somewhat similar express runs between
Southport and Manchester, and vice-versa,
but without the club carriage. The South-
port express seats 216 first-class passengers
out of a total of 4062.

The longest run without a stop on the
& Y. R. is between Halifax and Black-

pool—60% miles. The speed is not high,
averaging only 35 miles an hour. This run
is on Saturdays. The daily longest non-
stop run on the “Lanky” is from Man-
chester to Wakefield—47; miles.

The “Lanky Dreadnoughts,” as engines of
the No. 1523 ‘class are popularly called. have

cylinders 16 in. diameter by 26 in. stroke.
The coupled wheels are 6.3 in. diameter,
heating surface 2,507 sq. ft., grate area 27
sq. ft.,.steam pressure 180 1lb. Weight in
working order—engine 77 tons, tender 30
tons. .

NEXT
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in
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GRAND COLOURED
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—Presented FREE with ThisWeek’s Issue of the ** Magnet’'! =

CAN YOU READ THIS PUZZLE LETTER?

FIRST PRIZE £20. Ten Prizes of £1. Twenty Prizes of 10s.

INSTRUCTIONS.

To win one of the above magnificent 'money prizes, all you have to do is to cut out the pieces of the
letter printed below, put them together so as to form a letter, and write your solution on a sheet of
notepaper, The letter below is the eighth and last, therefore when yott have solved all the letters, pin a
coupon on each sheet upon which you bave written you solutions and post THE SOLUTIONS ONLY to
‘¢ Popular Letters,”” Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4, not later than May 20th, 1922,

. There is NO ENTRANCE FEE, but readers must agree to abide by the Editor’s decision, which is finai
and legally binding, That is the express condition of entry,

Puzzle Letter No. 8. ~ : {Fill in this Form before sending in)
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YOUR
THE

WONDERFUL GIFTS!

lers of the Companion Papers are this
week enjoying the splendid free gitts which
are being given away. No-less than FIVE
FREL GIFTS are given to readers this week,
particulars of which you will findl extremely
fnteresting.

In the “Magnet” Lmr'\n. which is now
on sale at all newsagents, there is GIVEN
AWAY A FREE REAL PHOTO of famoeus

Johin Crosbie in action on the field of play.
,i‘l-q popular Birmingham player makes a
splendid photo, and he was “caught” by
our camera in a characteristic attitude. You
really must have this splendid photograph,
4o take a piece of paper and a pencu and
write down upon it—the “Magnet ” Library.

Ano‘her of cur Companion Papers now on
sale iz the “Boys’ Friend.” This popular
periodical is piving away, absolutely iree,
A REAL PHOTO of Johnny Brown, who is

EDITOR IS ALWAYS
HEAR FROM HIS READERb Address:
“POPULAR,”
FARRINGDON STREET, LO TDON, E.C. 4.

*he

PLEASED 7T0.
EDIT

OR.
THE EETWAY HOUSE,

undoubtedly one of the rising boxers of the
day. He might easily become a el 1ampion,
and reasons for this are given in a splendid
little character sketeh by Mr. 7. €. Wignall,
the famous boxing expert. Put the name ot‘
the “Boys’ Friend ” down tpon your paper.

In the “Gem” Library this week there
will appear a magnificent, gift in the shape
of TWO FREE REAL PHOTOS' of famous
foothallers—to wit, Alec Donaldson, of Sun-
derland, and Robert Kelly, of Burnley. The
“Gem ” Library will be on sale on Wednes-
day morning—put the name down on your
paper!

In this issue you will have found a splendid
coloured engine plate. Next week there will
still  another GRAND
ENGINE PLATE for your collection.
the name down on Your paper!

No reader of this paper can afford to mias
this golden opportunity to possess splendid

Put

COLOURED °

THE POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

photos of many of fantous faotballers fn
the ecountry. Ui you run o great risk in
getting only half a-collechion if wvou do
not order your <opies of  the Companion
Paperas to be saved you, The best way
to do this is by ng- your name antd
address on the sheet of rm'n“ upon which
You have written tie names_of the

‘1ion Prmem, d_drop it im at the
vill then be certain
s will find in the “Magnet * Library

ticulars of the maneer in which they
can gecure albums for se wondérful free
photos. That is

yes
¥ou should he sure .
of the “Magnet ”

There will he FIVE MORE FREE
NEXT WEEK for readers of the (o
Papers!

GIFTS
mpanion

MNext Week’s Stories,

regret 1 have nog suffi

space at my
week to tell you about our
Tuesday’s programme. I ask
chums to e a iook at the footlines, head-
lines, and notices at the end of this \weeh’:
stories, where particulars will be found

Dour }Ebitou

or gentleman'’

plated ;

packed free,

15 DAYS’

Accessories
prices,

which had

beat 650 up-to-date machines and
broke the world's record by covering

34,366 miles i

ourart catalogue. W
for free copy —bnmful of

B226

isall you pay for our Ro. 400A1ady’s

the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms, Built
to stand hard wear.
nchly enamelled, exqui-
sitely lmed in two colours

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in slightly factory
soiled mounts,

Buy du ect from the
factory and save pounds.

How a seven-year-old MEAD
traversed 75,000 miles, -

s Mead * Marvel ''—

Brit ham!) Novelties,
House,

Dept. 9P,

Sent

THE “100-AND-1” FOR ‘is.

Amuses and Interests All.
that creates a Sensation Wherever Showa.
The Biggest Novelty of Recent Years,
Powerful Lens Srereowope and Picture
Holder 2} ins. long, and 100 Beal Kinama
Film Pictures, only 1/=; Superior 1/8, A
Postageon Either 2d. A BARGAIN, &
All the 100 Pictures are Different, g
Widely Assorted, and have acbuall"
beenshown at Varions Picture Palaces
Delight or Money Back. FREE Lists
Etc—Pain’s Presents
Hastings.*

The Film Noveloy

carriage paid on

FREE TRIAL.
blemished reputation.

Tyres and

Treatmens report from 2 to 5 inches increase,
advantages can be yours also if you are under 40.
The increase i3 qm £ pexmanenu ad P.C.
for particulars and our
175 STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDOXN, N.4.

BE TALLER —Height will make you respecfed in business and
8 private life. Stud { the Girvan Scientific;

ud:

h far better health. Th%a
0ve’ tﬂn years’ un-
tu dav
RY DEPI AM

£100 _guaraniee te ENQUIR

s 33%% below shop

ELE
n 365 days is explained in
e TC-DAY
in-

YERTICAL TF.AM ENGINE, 7/6; postage, elosy 9ds
4-Volt DYNAMO, 12/6.
ELECTRIC.

%>B0YS! MAKE A SHOCK COIL FOR 1/9;

SHOCKING COILI "3 Setof Parts formakmg 319
BATTERY PARTS, 1/6; postage 3d. each.
MAGI\ EL;

ELECTRO |
(Lifts 1 pound.} Boxl

10d.; postage 2d,
S 2/9; postage 4d.

OTRICAL ~EXPERIMENTS,

LIGHT. — Battery, Switch, Wire, -

formation about bicycles and Holder, Reflector, Instructions,
contains ~ gigantic 'photas Larger wize, 8/6; postage 9d. (
graphs of our latest models. Motor, /9 —EABBORNE BMALL

HEAD GYGLE CO. (ing.)

(Bept. 8607 )
Birmingham

AT TONA TEC Eo

Pires 17 shots with one loading, m metal,” Improved pabtern 1/6 post free.

THE ‘““PIRATE ”’
AUTOMATIC PESTOL

Glves Brilliant Flash when trigger is
.. _preased, and also takes 100 real caps,
can befired withoutcaps. 1/6 post free.

Illustrated Catalogne post free.
Satisfiction Guaranteed or Maney returned.

GRACE & CO., 81, Wood Street, cheansme, London, E.C.

PISTOL:

32, HOPE STORES, RYE

Ready to wear and made tomeasura, on Easy Terms,
7/8 monthly.
all the new shades in Tweeds, Se
wear guaranteed. Our Hasy Terms
well by paying a little each month,

now and see whal wonderful valus we are giving.

Write for Paiterns day. We have

etc. Fit and
low you to dress
Wriie for Patierns

MASTIERS. ST,

Iistd. 1369,

No Appliances. No

CUT THIS

& The Popular.” PEN COUPON.

end 7 of these ol Eons thh only 2/9 direct to
19, Fleet Street, don, E.0.4. You will recei

iiish Made 14-ot. Gold Nlbbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value_10/6 (Fine,
B < If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 3‘9 zd(
{Pocket Clip, 4d. extra

Medium, or Broad Nib).

allowed for each extra coupon up to 6.

offer 18 made to introduce the famous Fleei Pen to
Eausmction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign
Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety

o8t extra.
ap, 2/- extra,

System NEVER

HEIGHT INCREASED
IN 30 DAYS.

Drugs,
FATLS.
stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.}, 24, Southwark 8t., 8.E.

Complete

5/ ® Course.

No Dieting. The Melvin Strong
Full partioulars and Tesbimonials,

ouT

HUGHES,
Value 2d.

STOP STAMMERING!

7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW,

Cure yourself as I did. Par.
ticulars Free. — FRANK B,
LONDON, W.C.1.

the Fleet Pen Co.,
ve by return a Splendld

being
'rhis greas
the POPULAR reade;s.

4t
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When Answering Advertisements
Please  Mention
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This Paper. ™

Printed and published every Tuesday by the Propristors, The Amalgamated Press
Advertisement offices: The Fleotway House Farringdon Street, London,

Abroad, 11s. per annum; 5s, six months,

6d,_ for
Zealand : Measry. Gordon&Gotoh Lid. ; and for Canada, The Tmperial News Co., Ltd. {Canada). —Batg

E.C- 4,

le[ued The Fleetway Housa, Farrmgdon Sbv‘eeb, London E.C. 4.
“Subscription rates: Inland, 13s,

for atx months.
Now,

G3. 6d.
“Bole agenta for Sonth Africa: The Oentral News Agenc\l?, Ltd. E;oie affenfs tor %‘ﬁbtwjnﬂ,

May

th, 1922, ¢

all my-




