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A GREAF SENSATION 1S CAUSED WHEN THE BOUNDER ACCUSES FRANK CLEVELAND, THE NEW

_

A Magnificent Long
Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co.,
and Herbert Vernon-
Smith, of Greyfriars.

RICE ARDS

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars Tales appearing in the ¢ Magnet >’ Library.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Pencunced !
HE new hoy was standing by the

i open window of the junior

Common-room, alone. He was

looking out into the Close of
Greyiriars towards the distant playing-
fields, where the shouts of the cricketers
and the merry click of bat and ball could
be heard. There was a shadow on his
tace. He was alone, and he was feeling
lonaly.,

He sighed involuntarily as he stood
there, and that sigh caught the ear of
Bob Cherry of the Remove, who had
come into the Common-room. Bob
looked round in surprise, and spotted the
new boy.

Bob Cherry was in flannels, having
just come in from the cricket. Fry of
the Fourth had taken his wicket with
the first ball of the over, and Bob Cherry
had sfrolled into the house f{o escape
sarcastic inquiries from his Form-fellows
as to the market price of duck’s eggs.
That was how lie came to happen upon
the new boy.

Bob Cherry had the kindest heart in
the world. He had never seen the new
fellow before, the latter having doubtless
arrived  while the cricket-match yas
going on. But Bob understood how he
was feeling—as most new boys feel at
first at a big school, amid a throng of
sirangers—lonely in the midst of a
crowd. And Bob bore down upon the
lad standing at the window, and slapped
him on the back by way of greeting.

“Hello, hallo, hallo!” said Bob
cheerily. -

The new boy .spun round. He was
gasping a little from the vigour of
Bob’s salute; and for a moment did not
know whether the attack was a hostile
one or not, But Bob Cherry’s ruddy;
good-hamoured face reassured him.
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“ New chap?” asked Bob affably.

e Yes.?i

‘“Name?”

“Cleveland.”

“Form?”

“Lower Fourth.”

“ Good egg!” said Bob. “That's my
Form—the Remove we call it here. I
see you're watching the ericket. Play
cricket 7’ .

(£ NO;”

“Footer?’’

(£ NO.,"

“Oht

Swim?”

3 No‘i)

Bob Cherry rubbed his nose thought-
fully. He had never listened before to
such a list of “noes.” They were strong
on games and all athletic sports at Grey-
friars, and a fellow who did not play any
of them was not likely to be popular.
1t was also difficult to find a topic for
conversation.

“Play anything?” asked Bob, rather
dismayed. |

“Yes; draughts.”

“Draughts!” said Bob faintly. “Oh,
my hat! Why don’t you say dominoes?”’

The new boy smiled, He was a hand-
some fellow, and his smile was very
pleasant. Bob Cherry looked him over.
He was very handsome, but not at all
“soft > in his looks. His form was re-
markably well-developed for a lad of his
age, and he had a deep, strong chest,
and his head was well poised upon strong
shoulders. At a glance, Bob Cherry,
who was versed in such matters, would
have set him down as a surprise packet
for any fellow who should thoughtlessly
attempt to handle him.

“Box. I suppode?”’ said Bob.

“No.” .

“Rver have the gloves on?”

“No.” -

“Run, jump, or hop?’ asked Bob,
growing sarcastie.

Cleveland laughed.

(2 NO.”

“ My only sumier bonnet! Don’i you
do anything 7’ asked Bob. “You look as
if you've got scme muscle, tooc! Been
to"s%wgl before?”

By s

“Oh, that accounts, perhaps! You'll
learn some things here,” said Beb
Cherry cheerfully. “Cricket is com-
pulsory, you know, unless you've got a
doctor’s certificate for slacking. And
P'll teach you how to box.”

Cleveland eoloured. :

“Thank you, T'd rather not!” he said.

“You don’t want to learn to box?”

6t NO.”

“But you'll have to, if you're going to
find life worth living in the Greyfriars
Remove,” grinned Bob Cherry. ““Fellow
who can’t Jook out for himself will get it
in the neck. Why, if you can’t put your
hands up, even Bunter and Snoop will
bully you! Now, I've got nothing to do
till Wharton’s wicket goes down, and
the fellows come in, so I'll show you
how to stop a drive at the noze.”

The new boy backed away.

““Please, don’t!” he said.
fight !

“You'll learn different here |”* chuckled
Bob. “I'm a nice quiet boy, but most
of the chaps would dot you on the nose
if you told them you couldn’t fight. I'm
going to dot you on the nose, but only

“T never

in the way of kindness. Now, stop that :

one !’ -

<Bob Cherry launched out a large fist.

Cleveland’s arm came up, as if involun-
tarily, and the blow was stopped. Bob
Cherry stared at him.

“You guarded that one jolly well for
a fellow who doesn’t know how to hox,”
he said suspiciously. “Have you been
pulling my leg, young shaver?”’

s of Americz.)
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“No, no!” exclaimed Cleveland hur-
riedly. “‘That—that was a fluke!”

**Ses if you can do another fluke like
it, then.”

And Bob Cherry punched again.

This time his knuckles came upon the
new boy’s nose, and Cleveland sat down
on a chair with a bump. He put his
hand to his nose, and Bob looked con-
cerned.

“Oh! Did that hurt you?”

“Ow! Yes.”

“Sorry! I thought you were gowug to
stop it. Now, take off your jacket and
stand up to me, and I'll show you my
special upper-cut—the one I knocked out
Bolsover major with.”

¢ I—I'd rather not.”

““But, look here——"

There was a trampling of feet in the
doorway, and a crowd of fellows in
fiannels came in. The cricket-match was

over, Harry Wharton tossed his bat on
the table.

“Hallo, Bob! Fighting the new kid
already?”’

“ No,” said Bob, laughing. “Onuly dot-
ting him on the nose to show him how

it’s done. Have you licked the Fourth?”
“Of course!”
“Ha, ha, ha! Temple and Dabney

and Fry wouldn't say ‘Of course’!”
grinned Bob Cherry. “How many
wickets in hand 7"’

“Three. So you're the new kid?”
asked Harry Wharton, turning to
Cleveland. “I heard there was a new
chap coming into the Remove.”

““And his name’s Cleveland; and he
doesn’t play cricket or footer, or swim,
or ‘row, or jump, or box!” chimed in
Bob Cherry.

“My hat!”

“Dadda’s baby boy, T suppose?” said
Bolsover major, with a sneer. * Well,
we'll knock all the spooniness out of him
here!”

“Bolsover’s beginning already !”
grinned Bob. “You'd really better let
me teach you that upper-cut, Cleveland.
You remember that upper-cut, Bolsover?
I gave it to you just under the chin, and
you &

“Oh, rats!” growled Bolsover major,
as the juniors laughed. ¢ Cheese it! I
say, Smithy, here’s the new kid—fellow
who doesn’t play cricket or footer, or
anything else, and doesn’t box, or jump,
or do anything but suck his thumb !

Vernon-Smith, whom Bolsover now
addressed, had come. into the room after
the cricketers. He was not in flannels.
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, was not in the Form team. He
was a good cricketer when he chose; but
ke did not always choose, and he was too
unreliable for Wharton to depend on
him. But the Bounder did not take his
exclusion from the Remove eleven
pleasantly, and he was in a very bad
temper at the present moment. He had
asked for a place in the team that after-
noon, and he had received a refusal; and
he had watched the match in the hope of
seeing his Form beaten, and he had been
very much disappointed. He looked
‘round with a frowning brow as Bolsover
spoke to him. 4

“New kid?” he growled. “I'm fed up
wvith new kids! He can go and eat
_coke!” -

Then, as his eyes fell carelessly on the
new boy, the Bounder gave a start.

“Great Scott!” he exclaimed.

“Hallo! You know him?” exclaimed
Bolsover major.

“Know him? My hat!”

Vernon-Smith . strode through the
crowd of juniors, and came face to face
with the new boy. Cleveland looked him
in the face. The juniors gathered round

NEXT
TUESDAY!

curiously. There was nothing surprising
in Vernon-Smith knowing the new boy,
so far as that went. But the Bounder’s
expression was very peculiar, He was
evidently astounded to see the new boy
there—utterly astounded. He gazed at
Cleveland as if he could hardly believe
his eyes. He scanned the new boy’s face
feature by feature, Cleveland seeming
strangely uneasy under his searching
gaze,

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated the
Bounder at last.
““What on earth’s the matter?” de-

manded Frank Nugent. “1 suppose you
don’t take him for a ghost, Smithy?”

“ Might as soon have expected to see
a ghost here as that chap !” said Vernon-
Smith, with a sneering curl of the lip.

Cleveland flushed red.

“If that’s the way you treat new boys
here, I can’t say I think much of your
manners,” he said, in a low, even voice.

“Oh, don’t mind Smithy; he always
was a pig!” remarked Johnny Bull.

“The pigfulness of the esteemed
Smithy is terrific!” purred  Hurree
Jamset Ram Sivgh, the Indian junior.

Vernon-Smith burst into a scoffing
laugh.

“You fellows will stare when you know
who he is!” he exclaimed. .

“ What do you mean?”’ demanded Bob
Cherry hotly. “I know his name already,
if that's what you mean. His name’s
Cleveland.” :

“Cleveland rats!” said the Bounder
contemptuously.

“Do you mean his name isn’t Cleve-
land?” demanded Bob, in astonishment.

“Yes, I do. His name’s no more
Cleveland than mine is Thompson. I
tell you I know him, His name’s Hubert
Osborne, and he was expelled frem St.
Wode'’s for theft!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Accusation !

6 $E12
O The
uttered

once.

All eyes were fixed upon the new boy.

Cleveland—if Cleveland was his name
—had become crimson; but the colour
eb%)ed from his face, leaving him deadly
pale.

But he stood firmly there, with his
head erect, and his eyes did not fall
before the mocking gaze of the Bounder.

Silence fell upon the juniors.

Ten minutes before, the new boy had
been unknown and unseen, and nobody
had cared twopence who he was or where
he-came from. But he had leaped inte
publicity all of a sudden. Ali attention
was centred on him now. New boys
arrived at Greyfriars often enough, and
fell into their places, sooner or later,
without attracting any special attention.
But a new boy under an assumed name
—a boy who had been expelled from his
last school for theft—that was decidedly
something new if it was true! But after
the first gasp of surprise, most of the
fellows shook their heads. They did not
believe that it was true!

“Rot !” said Bob Cherry, breaking the
painful  pause  that followed the
Bounder's accusation. “T1 don’t believe
a word of it. Not so jolly easy for a
chap to get into Greyfriars under a name
that isn’t his own. Do you think the
Head's asleep?”

“Let’'s hear what Cleveland
say,” said Nugent.

“Go it, Cleveland !”

“Tell Smith he’s a silly idiot, and he's
made a mistake !” said Bob Cherry.

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“T've not made a mistake,” he said
coolly; “and he can’t deny it. Look at

fellows
exclamation

Remove
the

all
at

has to
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his face—white as a sheet. Does he look
as if he's fair and square?” .

“That he doesn’t!” said Bolsove
major. -

“Rot!” said Wharton again, *It's
enough to knock any fellow off his
balance to have this sprung on him
before he’s been in the school an hour. I
think you're acting rottenly, Smithy. If
you think he's the fellow you say, you
might have spoken to him quietly, not
dragged it out before a crowd. Not that
I believe it.”

“It’s true,” said the Bounder

“Speak up, Cleveland,”
Cherry, patting the new bo
shoulder. - *There are some décent chaps
here to give you fair play.” ;

“It is a mistake,” said Cleveland
quietly. = “This boy’s mistaken. My
name is entered on the school books, and
anybody can see it there—Frank Cleve-
land.” -

““Smithy’s off his rocker,” said Tom
Brown, the New Zealand junior, “or else
this is one of his little jokes. I don't care
for that kind of joke myself.” ‘

““I'm not off my rocker, and it isn’t a
little joke,” said the Bounder calmly. “I
say that that fellow is Osborne, and he
was expelled from St. Wode’s for theft,
and I'll prove it; T'll prove.it up to the
hilt.  He's deceived the Head, some-
how, and wormed into this school; and
it’s my duty to show him up.”

“My hat! When did you first think of
doing your duty, Smithy?” asked
Nugent, with a look of great astonish-
_Ilt]?’l'lt. “This is the first I've heard of
it!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, Smithy can do his duty, if it
makes things jolly rotten for somebody
else,” said Bob Cherry, with a svort;
“but he’s off-side this time!”

“Buck up, Cleveland!” said = Harry
Wharton, with a compassionate glance at
the new boy’s white, strained face. “We
know it’s all rot, and we'll see you
through.” :

“If you want to back up that thief,
Wharton 5 began  Vernon-Smith
savagely.

I don’t want to back up a thief; but
I don’t believe he’s anything of the sort,
and I think you're acting like a cad, as
usual,” said Harry. “You've made an
accusation against this chap, a siranger
here, and it’s up to us fo see fair play,
and see that he has a chance to defend
himself. If you've got any proofs, trot
them out. In the first place, where is St.
Wode’s, and what do you know about
it?”

““St. Wode’s is a school in Devonshire
—a jolly good long way from here, which
I suppose is the 1eason why the chap has
selected Greyfriars,” said the Bounder
scornfully. “I knew a chap at St
Wode’s, and he asked me there for the
sports day, and thai was when I saw that
chap Osborne. He was the champion
athlete of the Lower School at St.
Wode’s, and everybody was looking at
him. ¥e beat everyone hollow—at
running, jumping, swimming, and a lot
of other things, and beat even the ceniors
in events that were open to Upper and
Lower School. So you can be sure he
was well looked at, and I saw him plainly
enough. T hadn’t anything to say to
him, as the chap I was with wasn't on
speaking terms with him. - But I saw
him as close as I see him now, and I saw
him when he took his prizes. I saw him
in the swim and on the cinder-path. Do
you think I’'m likely to make a mistake
after that? He was the most-talked-of
chap in the place. If he had been just
an ordinary junior I shouldn’t have
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As it was, he was forced
And I know 1 haven’t

noticed him.
on my attention.
made a mistake!”

The Bounder concluded, a little.breath-
less, and all eyes were fixod upon the new
boy.

Vernon-Smith’s account

stantial enough.

There was no doubt that it had hap~
pened as he said, and that he believed he
had recognised Hubert Osborne, of St.
Wode’s, m the new boy at Greyfriars.

But the Bounder was given to believ-
ing very easily in anything that was dis-
agreeable to others.” The fact that he
believed it did not prove that it was true,
The general impression still was that it
was a case of a resemblance and mistaken

was  circum-

zdexmty.

“And you say that chap Osborne was
expelled from St. W ode’s”’ ‘asked
Nt.gent

35

‘Yes.

“Notthe kind of chap to be expelled,
from.the way you've described him, 1
should think. T should h'we thought the
sehool’d be proud of him,’

“He turned out a déad w rong un. My

friend wrote to me later and mentioned
hzny the chap who’d knocked out seniors
and janiors in the athletic competitions,
‘and told me he’d been found ont to be a
thief, and sacked from the school. He
Just gave it to me ds an item of news.
He had never liked Osborne, and I didn’t
like him, either, the little I saw of him
on sporis day at St. Wode’s,”

" “Rather " a cdompliment for him?”
grunted Johnny Bull,
“Phal’s the chap!” said the Boundcl

pomtmg a-dramatic fmeﬁnge“ at Cleve-
dand. “*He was expelled from St. Wode’s
for theft, and he’s come here under an
assumed name,” -
Cleveland stood rooted to the floor.
His tongue seemed to cleave o
iouth as he iried to speak.
There was a murmur round him.
‘Speak up!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“We'll stand by you. We know it's all
yot. Speak up, old man!”
“Let him deny 1t if he dares!” said
Y e”)(m bl.lith, with a aneer.
“¥ deny it!” said the new boy.
““You hear him, Smithy?”
Thb Bounder shimgged his shoulders.
“ I suppose lymg would come easy 1o
hmx after stealing!” he said.
*“ Oh, shut up i’
“It is not true,’

his

” said Cleveland in a

low, steady voice, the colour coming back
.mg

his cheeks, “This fellow has
bed a boy who was keen on all
8§ —well, I am not a ~pol’(“m'm at_all.
1 had qucady told this dlap "—he nodded
103 \.uds Bob Cherry—*“that T don’t play

£ or ecricket, or swim, or anything

ir t line.”
So he had,” exclaimed Bob Cherry
“before you came in,

t mmmvlqmiv

Smithy, with your precious yarn!”

I never heard of St. Wode’ s, and the
raine of Hubert Oshorne is quite strange
to me,” said Cleveland calmly. “I hope
that will be enough. But if this ipl‘m‘,
on-Smith, persists in uttering this
‘harge usramct me, I shall appeal to the
!wulmastei for plo(ﬂchon

“ Better give Smithy a licking,” said
Bob Cherry. <

Cleveland shock his head.

“I'm not a fighting chap,” he said.
“1 have a vight to be protected from
such accusations, and I shall appeal {o
ilm Head.”

“*Sneak ! said several voices.

““Oh, dry up!” said Bob Cherry, glar-
ing round. “Is a chap to be called a
liav and a thief and keep mmum ? Smithy’s
made a mistake, because Cle\'ehud
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happens to look a bit like some other
chap, and instead of stopping to make
sure, he’s blurted out a rotten accusation
before the whole Form. I eall it dis-
gusting 17
“1 am sure!l”
“Oh, rats!”
“He’s not a fighting ehap, he says!
said Vemon Smith scoffingly. “Osbome
was the best junior boxer at St. Wode’s
I know that. He could lick any chup
in the school below the Sixth, He's

lying now!”
“1f he could do all
that, he’d lick you now, for your cheek.”

said Vernon-Smith.,

“Rot ! said Bob.

“1  should imagine so,” remarked
Wharton.

“Well, he would find me rather
tough,” said the Bounder, ‘“and he’s

afraid of giving himself away, T suppose ?
But I hold to what I said—that chap is
named Osborne, and he’s a thief !

There was a fense panse.-

The Remove at Greyfriars was a
rough-and-ready Form. In reply to such
words as the Bounder’s there was only
one possible answer—a blow, or a meet-
ing in the gym with the gloves on. A
fellow “ho allowed himself to . be in-
sulted was likely to get nothing but con-
tempt from the rest of the Form.

Cleveland looked round at the faces of
the rest of the juniors. e understood.
They did not believe that the Bounder
was in the vight. But they knew what
Cleveland ought to do. He had to stand
up for himself,” or else fall at once into
the place of a wretched funk, who could
be bullied to any extent by any fellow
who felt that way inclined.

“I've said I'm not a fighting chap,”
said Cleveland, “but I'll fight you,
Vernon-Smith ! T say you are a liar and
a slanderer !” »

And he reached out and struck the
Bounder across the check with the epen
palm of his hand.

Smack |

"The Bounder sta;tnd back.

“Bravo!” said Beb (hei'ry. “ Now
2

come along to the gym!

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

“TII come to the gym fast emongh,”
he e\tlmmed. “I'll make the cad pay
fo‘ thai !l

“I'm yeady !” said Cleveland,

And the juniors crowded out of the
Counnon-rooin and made their way to
the gym, :
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A GRAND TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF

"'THE BOY WHO GOULDN'T FIGHTI™ * om

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Fight!

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
gathered round the new boy.

He had no friends at Gle*,"

friars, and he needed somebody

to see him fhlough this. And the chums
of the Rcmme meant to see him through.
It was “up” to them fo see that the
stranger within the gates had fair play.
And they were on the worst of terms
with the Bounder, and naturally disposed
to side with a fellow the Bounder was
attacking. And there was something
about Cleveland they liked. He had a
pleasant and frank face, and he looked
a  wholesome and good natured
And this sudden persecution, in the very
first hour of his arrival at Greyfriars,

moved the indignation of the Famous.

Five. They wanted to show the new

had’

lad.

fellow that all the Remove were not of

the Vernon-Smith brand.

Vernon-Smith was surrounded by his
{riends, ‘too, as he went into the gyvmna-
sium—DBolsover. major,. and Snoop,
Stott, and Skinner, and some more.

and

Glove fights were allowed by the rules-

of the school, so long as they were not
carried to excess; or if not exactly
allowed, they were taken no notice of.
The prefects were very much down on
combats with the bare fist.
major helped Vernon-Smith off with his
jacket, and Snoop brought the. gloves.
"hme was a sareastic grin on the
Bounder’s face.

“You think yowll lick him?” said
Polsover, with a glance across at Cleve-
land.

The new boy was stripping,well. e
had rolled back his sleeves, and he dis-
played a pair of arms that were remark-
ably well developed, and seemingly as
hard as iron.

“1 don’t know,” said the Bounder.
“But he can't lick me without giving
himself away. He’s told Bob Cherry that
he can’t box.”

“He looks like iromn.

“He’s as hard nails,” said the
Bounder. “But if he stands up to me it
will prove he's the fellow I take him for.”

“That’s right enough.”

“I don’t care if I’'m licked if I prove
nmy point. I’'m acting from a sense of
duty in this matter,” said the Bounder
loftily.

Bolsover major chuckled, and Vernon-
Smith scowled at him.

38

as

“What are you cackling at?” he
demanded. g
“Oh, nothing,” said Bolsover, with a

grin. ‘“‘Sten out; the chap’s ready !”

Cleveland was leadv to begin. He was
quite cool and calm. He had fumbied
with the gloves in pulting them on, and
his backers were very doubtful about his
chanees with the Bounder.

“I wish I had time to show you that
upper-cut,” said Bob Cherry regretfully.
“Look out for Smnm‘ s~left,”  Hels-a
demon with his left. * Keep as close to
him as you can, and hit your hardest.
He doesn’t like being hurf, and he's
afraid of getting his face marked. 1le's
bit of a dandy, you know, and mdxl\ns a
thick nose. Pile in your hardest, and
Iomk out for his left !*

“All right,” said Cleveland.

Bulsirode was selected as timekeeper.
He had a watch in his hand.

“Seconds out of fhe ring,” said Bul-

strode in a business-like manner. * Noxw,
then! Timel’
And Cleveland and Ver non»Smllh

stepped up for the first round.

'+ “It's a roiten shame !” murmured Bob
Cherry. ~“‘The 0hap must be tired after
his journey, and it’s beastly to pick on
him like this!”

GREYFRIARS.
By FRANK RICHARDS. £ e

Bolsover
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“Just like Smithy!” grovwled TFrank
Nugent; and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
aaid that the likefulness to the esteemed
Smithy was terrific.

“Took! There he goes!”

Bump!

Vernon-Smith was attacking, and

. Uleveland’s defence was clumsy. He did
not ﬂeem to know -what to do with his
hands. The Bounder’s blows came like
Lightning, tapnng here and there on the
face and chest of the new boy; and sud-
denly Smithy's left came ecrashing home
swith a terrific drive, and the new junior
went down. .

1le lay on the floor for some moments
dazed.

“Time !

Bob Cherry picked up the new boy
am‘ sat him on Wharton’s knee in a

ruer of the ring. Cleveland blinked at
him. The gloves had softened the force
of the blows, but Vernon-Smith had hit
hard, as hard as he could, and the new
boy was hurt. Ilis lip was bleeding, and
hii nose was swelling visibly.

19

“1 say, this w cm t do, you know,” said
Bob, in dlsfren “Vou can stand up to
him better than th hat, Cleveland! Put

vour beef into it!” Bob fell the new
boy's biceps. “Plenty of beef here, if
you use it. - Go for him !”
( leveland smiled faintly.
“T told you I wasn’t a fighting chap!
he said. “But I'm not & coward. If Um
going to be licked, T can take it.”

“But you needn’t be licked if you stand

123

up to him,” said Bob. *Get close to the
2 1d and hit haed 7 L
P ey
“ Time [ sang out Bulstrode.
Cleveland stepped up again. Ile was
hard hit, and he did not seem to know
how to take care of himself in a fight.

But he was evidently plucky. He was not
afraid to face the blows of the Bounder,
though he seemed unable to stop them

The Bounder simply played with him
in the second round. There was a cruel
strain in Vernon-Smith's nature, and he
liked a situation like this—a fellow at his
mercy, 1o be hit again and again, as hard
as he liked. And the Bounder made good
use of the {wo minutes the round lasted.
He finished the round by knecking the
uew boy reeling into the arms of his
ond.

Bob Cherry fanned Cleveland's crimson
face with a towel.

see

“May as well chuek it up!? he
growled.
“Ill fight as long as I can!” said

Cleveland.
“If vou had as much sense as pluck
you'd make rings round him,” said Bob.

“Time !

The Bounder followed the same tactics
in the third round. But that yound con-
tained a surprise for him. Cleveland
suddenly seemed to break out, and he
closed in on the Bounder with a rain of
blows, and the cad of the Remove was
knocked right and left. Right and left,
left and right, came Cleveland’s crashing
blows, and Vernon-Smith staggered back
dazed and confused.
a roar of approval.
“That’s it Go
in!”

“Bravo !”

But Cleveland’s sudden energy
him as suddenly as it had come. Ver-
non-Smith recovered as the altack
slacked, and finished the round by knock-
ing Cleveland on his back.

Bob Cherry picked him up.

In the fourth round Vemon Smith
attacked savagely, and the new boy was
driven right round the ring, fumbling
feebly in his defence.

NEXT .
TUESDAYT

it Co =it ==Pile

left

Bob Cherry gave:

“THE BOY WHO GOULDN'T FIGHT!"

Bump I’
tie was down again, stretched, gasping,
on the floor. - Dulstrode began to count.

“QOne, two, three, four, five, six—"

All eyes were upon Cleveland. He
made an effort {o rise, and then sank
down again, gasping for breath.

The Bounder regarded him with a
weelmw smile. His expression showed
that he believed that the new boy was
malingering ; that Clev eland could have
risen if he had chosen to do so.

TIf the new bo) was acting, he was
doing 1t very weil, and the Removites
were not disposed to believe that sz
fellow would ailow himself to be licked
if lm could help it.

“Seven, cight, nine—

sl

He

Cleveland was still upon the floor.

said Johnny Bull. “But what you don's
know about fighting would fill a book.”

Cleveland smiled.

“I"know that,” Ile said. “I suppose
I'm what you'd ‘call a swot. I'm pretty
good at my lessons, you know, but I'm
uot a fighting chap.”

Johnny Bull grunted.

“You'll have to learn,” he said. “A
chap who can’t take care of himself is ne
good here. We'll give you some boxing
of an evening in the gym.’

“Thank you very much; but I
shouldn’t carve for it,” said Cleveland,
with a shake of the head. - “I fought
that fellow because they’d all have
thought me a funk if I hadn’t. But 1
don’t like ﬁghtmg, and 1 don’t intend
to fight again if I can help it. I want

“ Bravo !’ said Bob Cherry,
Smith gritted his teeth. ¢

THROWING DOWN THE GAUNTLET !

the Bounder across the cheek with the open palm of his hand.

¢ Now come along to the

’it make the cad pay for this ! "’ he exclaimed.
(See Chapter 2.)

Cleveland reached out and struck
_ Smack !

gym!' Vernon-

and according to
and the

had been ecounted out,
the rules the fight was over,
victory was with the Bounder.
Vernon-Smith stepped out of the ring,
and threw off the gloves with a scoffing
laugh.
““He could go on if he liked !” he said,
But {here even his own friends mur-
mured.
“Hang it
“The ki

all!” said Bolsover major.
id's put-up a good fight, and he
hadn’t a dLm(e from the beginning.
Let him alone,’
“q tell you he coukd keep on——
“Oh rals!

Harry Wharton helped Cleveland fo
his feet, The new hoy seemed dazed and
confused, They took off the gloves, and
he‘pej hira on with his Javket Then he
was taken to the tap tot at},le his flushed
and burning face.

“'hmn‘-\ voul!” said Cleveland grate-
fully. “You're very kind, you fellows.’

“You're a good pm(knﬂ un;- kid !

9

1

i

to work. This kind of thing puts me oft
my v ork, a.ul 1 want to pass exams.’
“Well, vou're a queer fish, that's all,”

said 1ohlmy Bull. “Blessed if T could
see how Smlth" could fancy for a minute
that you're the chap he was describing.
Not much of a champion athlete about
the way you handled that scrap.’

“We're going to have tea in the stvdv
Cleveland,” said Harry Wharton, “Will
you come 7"’

“Thanks! T shall be very glad.”

And when Clev eland had removed,. a3
far as possible, ‘the signs of the combat,
he was taken into Study No. 1 by the
cnums of the Remove.

The tea in Study No. 1 was very
pleasant, and the juniors liked Cleveland
very well upon further acguaintance.

“ hen - the guests were gone, and

Wharton and Nugent were left alone in
Smﬂ\ No. 1, Harry Wharton remained
very Hmughtful for some time, Nugent
looked at him inquiringly.
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“What do you think of {he new ehap,
Harry?”’ he asked at last.

“I think he’s the right sort,” said
Harry.

“So do 1!
yarp—"

“I think it's all rot !”

“Same here! Do you think Smithy
believes it himself 77

“1 suppose 0.
this chap had been the chap Smithy was
describing, he could have knocked the
Bounder out. Wouldn’t he have done it
it he eould #” :

“T should say so[”

“Of course he would! It's just a case
of a resemblance, that's all. It’s pretty
clear that Smithy took a dislike to that
chap Osborne at St. Wode’s. You know
he dislikes every chap who's popular,
and who's decent. That's Smithy all
over. He's got his knife into Cleveland,
and he believes that yarn just because
he wants to believe it. But he won't get
the other fellows to swallow it in a
hurry. And if the Bounder’s going to
be down on Cleveland, this study is
going to back him up!” =

“Hear, hear!” said Nugent.

And about Smithy’s

THE FOURTH CHAPTER!
Quite Satisfactory !

- LEVELAND of the Remove eame
in for a great deal of attention
that day and the next. New boys
generally dropped into their

places without exciting much remark.

But with Cleveland it was different.

Nobody but the Bounder believed the
sccusation he had made. But it drew
the general attention to Cleveland.

Vernon-Smith stuck to his own
opinion. If he addressed Cleveland at
any time, he would call him “Osberne.”

He always spoke of him as Osberne.

But even Smithy’s own friends did not

pretend to swallow the story.

Bolsover major told him bluntly that |

he'd better chuck it if he wasn’t looking
for trouble; and, indeed, the Bounder,
never very popular, was growing more
unpopular on account of it. - -

The fellows did not hesitate to tell
him that he was picking on the new
fellow like this simply because the new
fellow had shown that he was a duffer
with his fists.

If he had been able to lick the
Bounder, the Bounder would have bad to
shut up. And the Remove voted it a
ghame.

The queer story spread to the whole
school, and Fourth Form and Shell fel-
lows looked at Cleveland inquiringly
when they met him, and asked him ques-
tions.

To all questions Cleveland gave the
same direct answers. His name was
Frank Cleveland. He was sent to Grey-
friars by his great-uncle, Colonel Cleve-
land, who was in India.

He had never been to school before.
Fle had had a tutor. He wasn’t a sport-
ing chap, but he was strong on Form
work; indeed, the fellows soon pro-
nounced him, with great disgust, to be a
“swot.”

It could not be denied that he an-
swered frankly and readily, and Vernon-
Smith’s-accusation was laughed at.

The Bounder gritted his teeth over it.

It was not often that he was bothered
with a sense of duty, and on this special
occasion, when he had done what he had
chosen to consider his duty, he had made
the biggest mistake of his life.

Instead of branding the new boy as an
imposter, he had branded himself as a

Tre PoruLar.—No. 175.
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But itls all rol. IEF

“THE BOY WHO GOULDN'T FIGHT!"

reckless slanderer; and ihere were a
good many feltows in the school who swere
quite ready 1o tell hims 0.

But, in spite of the general disbelief,
such a story was not easily forgotien. It

-came to the prefects ears, and Wingate,

the head prefect of Greyiriars, and cap-
tain of the school, felt it his duly to
question Cleveland. But Cleveland an-
swered Wingate to his perfect salisfac-
tion, and Wingate sought out Vernon-
Smith in his study.

“You have been setting a yarn on
foot about a new kid in your Foerm,
Smith ! said the captain of Greyfriars
sternly.

Vernon-8mith scowled.

“Tve told the truth about him,”
said sullenly.

“(leveland has proved that he is
right.”

““He has taken the fellows in.
can’t take me in.”

“J suppose I can’t tell you what you're
to think,’” said Wingatc grimly. * But
I can tell you what you're not allowed to
say. You're to drop this.”

And with that warning Wingate left
the study, leaving the Bounder sullenly
silent. Vernon-Smith gritted his- teeth
savagely when the captain of Greyfriars
was gone. @

When the Remove went in to morning

lessons a couple of days later My, Queich,
their Form-master, did not proceed to
0 D0 YOU
- WANT AN
FOR YOUR FREE
REAL PHOTOS.

business as usual.
B
See Page 28.

he
all

He

The grave expression upon his face
warned the Remove that something out
of the common was coming.

“Something’s up!” murmured DBob
Cherry.

Mr. Quelch coughed.

“My boys,” said the Remove master,
“I have something to say to you before
we commence this morning. A most un-
pleasant matter has come to my notice.”

'The Remove was deadly silent. Many
of them were running hastily in their
minds certain delinquencies which the
Form-master might possibly be referring
to. Billy Bunter was cbserved to turn
very red. The cook had missed a pie
from the pantry the day before, and Billy
Bunter was generally suspected of know-
ing what had become of that pie.

“The matter concerns a new boy who
has recently joined this Form !’ said Mr.
Quelch.

Billy Bunter breathed again.

The fellows all glanced at Cleveland.
The new boy started, and the colour
changed in his cheeks. :

“It appears that a most unpleasant
story-has been going round the school,”
went on Mr. Quelch very severely. “A
boy in this Form has declared that Cleve-
land is here under an assumed name, and
that he was expelled from some other
school before he ¢ame here !”

A pin might have been heard to drop in
the Form-room.

Vernon-Smith shifted uncomfortably in

o ]

his seat. But there was a steely glilter
in-his eyes, and he met the glances of
the fellows near him defiantly. ;

“ Vernon-Smith, stand up!”

The Bounder stood up.

“You have made a certain accusation
against Cleveland !”

“*VYes, sir.” His name isn’t Cleveland !’
said the Bounder grimly. “His name is
Hubert Osberne. He was expelled from
St. Wode's——"

“That is the accusation,” said Mr.
Quelch. -~ “When it was brought to my
notice I inquired into the matter imme-
diately. Cleveland is the ward of his
great-nncle, Colonel Cleveland, now in
india. He is in England in charge of
{lolonel Cleveland’s family lawyer, who
sent him here. 1 have communicated
with the lawyer, and have received a re-
assuring reply from him. Fhere is
nothing whatever in your statement,
Vernon-Smith. T hope you have been
mistaken—deceived by a chance resem-
blance. I should be very sorry to believe
that you had invented this story from
sheer -malice!” Mr. Quelch paused
i y. “1 have received the
of Mr. Brough, the solicitor,
Frank Cleveland was placed in his
charge by Colonel Cleveland, to be sent
to this school. At the time, Colonel
Cleveland wrote himself to the Head from
India. Everything is fair and above
Loard. You see for vourself, thevefore,
that there is nothing whatever in your
supposition.”

Even the Bounder was staggered.

“You understand me, Vernon-Smith ?

“Ye-es, sir!”

“You admit that you have made &
mistake 7"

Vernon-Smith. was silent.

“I am waiting for your reply, Smith,
said Mr. Quelch icily.

“T don’t think I was mistaken, sir.”

“What !” Mr. Quelch raised his veoice
a liltle. *“ After what I have said to you,
Smith, do you dare to repeat your
charge 777 =

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Qne]vh compressed his lips.

“Very well! Step out here, Vernon
Smith 1”

Vernon-Smith stepped out, and Mr
Quelch took the cane from his desk.

““T shall cane you severely, Smith,” he
said: *“I shall cane you for malicious
slander against an unoffending boy, and
for im?eriinence to me, Hold out your
hand ¥’

Vernon-Smith was tough, and he
prided himself upon being tough. But
the caning he received then .and:there
from his Form-master made him writhe.
He went back to his place with a white
face and burning eyes. ;s

The matter dropped, and lessons went
on their usual course. The Bounder sat
quivering, his eyes burning. When the
Remove were dismissed, he strode up to
Cleveland in the passage. The new bhoy
faced him calmly.

“You've got me a licking!” mutiered
the Bounder. *“I sha’n’t forget it. And
I'll prove yet that you're what I've said
you are—an expelled thief! Tll prove it,
and show you up to all Greyfriars!”

Then' the Bounder strode savagely
away, and for a time; at least, Cleveland
was left alone. -

3

L3

THE END. :

(There  will be another grand, long,
complete -tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at  Greyfriars, entitled: “The Boy Who

Couldn’'t Fight!” . By Frank Richards.

Don't misg it!l)

A GRAND TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS. 23
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"THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“The Quests Arrive.

1] O NE, two, three—"

“Yarooogh I

Bagley Trimble, the faifest

junior at St. Jim’s, gave a wild

how! as he found himself careering
through space.

6plashl

““Ha, ha, ha!”

A dozen juniors from St. Jim’s stood
on the diving-board.over the River Rhyl,
shrieking with langhter at the discomfi-
ture of the fat junior. Baggy Trimble,
like Billy Bunter, his famous friend at
Greyfriars, had a great dislike to water,
especially in large doses.

He was certainly geiting large doses
at the present moment, for he had com-
pletely disappeared under the water.

Jack Blake, who was the acknowledged
leader of the Form to which Trimble
belonged, gave an expressive grunt.

“Thai will jolly well teach the fat ass
that water is goou for him!” he said.
““Beastly slacker! Glorious afternoon
like this, and the young ass afraid to
have a dip! Breey!” -~

““He’s coming up

There was a yell from half a dozen
throats as the surface of the water was
broken, and a fat, dripping, sed and con-
fused face appeared:

“Help! Gug-gug! Help!”

“ZBwim, you ass! You jolly well
ought to be able to!” hooted Jack Blake.

- Tom Merry, the junior mptnwl at St
Jim’s, was looking on, smiling. But he
kept a watchful eye on the fat Jumo.‘.
Baggy could swim, but only a little, He
was uPlv immersed in about five feet of
water, so there was no great danger.
But Tom kept a wary eye open, for thers
had been more than one ducking which
had caused merriment {o change to alarm
since he had been at 8t. Jim’s.

Splashing, kicking, and gurgling,
Bagley Trimble floundered about like a
huge porpoise. And every time he came
to the surfuce he yelled for help.

Tom Merry dived-in at last, and three
or four others followed suit. It was not

NEXT
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the famous tales of St. Jim’s

to save the faL junior they did it, but
rather to help him find hh feet.

“Swim, you lazy oyster I yelled Blake.

“My glday aunt! If I come m there,
you duffer, I’ll duck you again!

“Yaroop Oh dear! (,vug gug! Help!
Oh crumbs !”

Bagley Trimble found his feet at last,
but only his nose and eyes appeared
above the surface. But feeling his feet
upon the bottom gave him more confi-
dence, and he ceased o yell so madly
for help.

But help came from an uneAxpcrlec
quarter. The hilarious juniors on the
diving-raft were all looking down at
Baggy, and they did neot zes the boy
who came charging through the trees of
the little wood mnearby iush to the
bank aund fling his hands above his head.

But they heard the splash as the boy
went into the w ater, and stared in amaze-
ment as they cang]x ight of a pair of
neat shoes rapidly ¢ sappeannw in the
river.

“Great pip!” gasped Blake,

“The gallant’ rescuer!” chuckled
Monty Lowther of the Shell.

“Bai Jove! I wegard—— Oh deah!
Heah comes Mossoo, you chaps!”

Arthur L\ugustus D Arcy. the swell of

St. Jim's, broke off suddenlv

Monsieur ﬁ\do]ph Morny, ihe French
master at St. Jim’s, was 1nsmng wildly
towards the (lel""uilﬂ e littls gen-
tleman, always of an Q\LLU)I“ nature,
seetned more excited than ever.

His arms were being waved like flails
about his head. And behind him—in fact,
all around - him—came mnearly a dozen
bOy\

'iom Merry & Co.
the boys. They certainly
to St. Jim

“Zo. brave garcon! Ze rescuer!
sarieked Mosam “Merry, Blake, Idll’(h
ze hoat of ze life!”

Torm Merry, astonizshed beyond speech.
could only stare. Tt would have beeun all
the same if he had triéd to speak, for
he would most certainlyfnot have been
heard.

he strange bLoys had ga

did not recognise
did not belon ;

thered round

“FIGGY'S FINE FIGHT!™

the raft, shrieking and n—eqwulatmg
drowning even Mossoo’s wild yells. They
babbled in the same langnage as the
master of $t. Jim's, and dimly it dawued
upon Tom Merry that ihe sirange boys
were 'rench.

Monty Lox\ her stuffed up his ears with
1is ﬁul:e s to deaden the high-pitched,
xcibed voices,

b My hat!” he remarked.
cackling !”

That seemed to excile the ¥rench boys
all the more, for they turned upon the
lackless Moniy, and dlrected whatever it
was they iere saying at him.

wy aunt!” gasped Monty Low-

0

$¥What a

0k,
{her.

And, {o get away from it all. he took
a tumble off the raft mto the water.
Tmmediately there was a shriek of delight

from (he French boys and Mossoo
Morny.

“Ab, ze brave garcon!" said Mossoo
pantingly.  “Merry, vy is it not you
have ze rescue? I dive

“]”.e‘;t?r not, Mossoo!” saul Manners
warningly. * You'll get wet if you do.”

“Vet—vet, is it?” shricked Mossoo.
“Care I for ze vet ven ze rescue has lo
be done! I_._ :
Suddenly it dawned upon the juniors
that they ‘had not taken the slightest
heed of the mysterious person whe had
dived in{o the river. They swung round
and stared ai the spof where l\e had dis-

:momred
> And they saw then the reason for all
ine QA\fth'HC‘U‘.
l‘w(\ stranger had caucht Dager
I'rimble by tlie seruff of his neck, and
was 'Ir'wgmg him to the diving-rafi.
“Leggo my neck, you dumwy 2
roared Baggy., Oh dear!”
*Ha, ha, “ha!” shrieked {he juniors,
“Silence; isw’t 1t!” hooted Mossoo.
“¥y you laugh al ze brave garcon?”’
“ Brave garcon?’ repeated Maunners.
£E Re-nue(‘ Baggw bj, JO\"!"
* Ze poor Trimble ery for ze heh) :\nd
e u\ehe juniors stand at ze side and
laugh!” hooted Mossoo. “Ciel! Zab
you let ze poor garcon drown———"
Tar Popvrar.—No. 175.
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“ Drown I”

“My hat!” -

“He was standing up !

The French master started. The wild
shrieking had died away as the French
boys saw that their comrade had dragged
the fat junior to the raft, and that Baggy
had pulled himself up out of the river.

The strange boy, panting and dripping
with water, climbed out and smiled. It
was rather a pleasant smile, and Tom
Merry grinned cheerfully back at him.

*Vat is it you have say, Manners?”
asked Mossoo suspiciously.

Manners wiped his eyes.

“Primble was standing on the bottom,
sir I’ he explained, striving hard not to
laugh. “We ducked him, as we've
ducked him a hundred times before, and
he yelled for help——"

. _“As he’s yelled a hundred times before,
sir!”? wound up Tom Merry.

Mossoo blinked suspiciously at the
juniors. The masler’s leg had been
pulled before. But the juniors looked
serious enough now,

“Oh, really, Merry——"" began Baggy
plaintively. .

“Shut up, -Baggy!” said Jack Blake.
“I suggested he should be chucked—
ahem—1I mean, thrown in, sir.” )

“Ze joke—eh?” queried Mossoo, with
a slight smile. :

“1 don’t call it & joke!” howled
Baggy.

“Silence, Trimble!” snapped Mossoo.
*‘Ze joke is ze joke, as I have heard ze
English people have it. Take ze mattair
in ze good light, like my friend Gaston
Leaveau!”

He indicated, as he spoke, the French
hoy who had dived to Baggy’s rescue.
Leavean was grinning, and seemed not
to care a bit that he was wet through.

*Ze joke is good, mon—how you have
it—friend I” he said cheerfully.” “I gei
zs dry at ze school.”

“The school 7’ said Tom Merry.

“Ze boys of la belle France have to
stay with me for ze day and ze night,”
explained Mossoo Morny, with a fond
smile at his smiling charges. “Zey are
boys from ze school like St. Jim’s, only
in Paris.”

-~ Tom- Merry held out his hand to
Leaveau, who gripped it and shook it
warmly.,

“Jolly good luck to you, old top!”
said the Shell leader. “You dived into
the water to save our prize ass, although
there wasn't any need to save him.
Nobody else. would have done so, even
ii he had been in danger.”

“Oh, really, Merry, you beast——"
began Baggy. -

“You cannot swim like ze French boy
—eh?” said Leaveau, who did not under-
stand the -juniors sufficiently to see that
Tom Merry was not serious.

“Swim?” said Tom Merry. “My dear
ami—I mean. friend—we swim like fishes
at St. Jim’s!”

““First time I've seen or heard anybody
swimming at St. Jim’s,” said Monty
Lowther. “Down ~ the corridors,
Tommy?” . < 2 :

“Rats!” grunted Tom Merry. “Chuck
being funny for five minutes, Monty,
there’s a good little ass! This fellow is
talking as i we don’t swim so well in
England as they do in France.”

“Rot!” said Blake.

- “Weally, Blake, that is hardly the cow-
wect way to addwess a guest within our
gates,” -gaid D’Arcy remonstratively.
“Pway don’t let us down, deah boy!”

Blake glared. Arthur Augustus had a
little way of saying culting things in a
gentle manner. True, it was hardly the
correct thing to classify a guest’s state-
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. posed that nobody was quite so ‘good,

ment as rot, but Blake said that on the
spur of the moment.

“Dummy !’ he said witheringly, “For
two pins I'd——"

“You ehouldn’t——"" began D’Arcy.

“Please don’t quarrel in the presence
of a guest, D’Arcy !” said Monty Lowther
solemnly,

D’Arcy stopped. He turned a vivid
red, and fairly gasped.

“Weally, Lowthah—— Bai Jove! 1
beg your pardon, Leaveau, deah bhoy!”
he said hastily.

Monty Lowther chuckled, and Leaveau
grinned, and looked curiously at the ele-
gant junior. D’Arcy was obviously very
sincere. Mossoo Morny beamed upon
them all.

‘“Leaveau means you do not have ze
swim as zey swim,”” he attempted to
explain. *Ze brave Leaveau is ze great
swimmer: 2 "

“We’re jolly good swimmers at St.
Jim’s, too; sir!” said Herries bluntly.

“Ah, but ze French boys——'" began
Mossoo ecstatically.

That was too much for Tom Merry, By
Mossoo's attitude one might have sup-

quite so wonderful, as the French boys.

“Like a race?” he suggested, turning
to Leaveau eagerly.

He was evidently proud of his prowess

in the water, or he would not have other-
wise jumped to accept Tom Merry’s chal-
lenge so quickly, Tom Merry took his
arm.
“Come with me, my friend!” he said
grimly. “We'll jolly soon have you
togged up for a race! My giddy aunt!
The way Mossoo speaks, we might not
be__‘$’

Tom Merry, perhaps out of respect for
the French master’s guest, did not finish
that sentence. But the Shell leader was
very grim and determined as he con-
ducted Leaveau to the juniors’ dressing-
shed by the river.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Race—and After.
o ERE’S another, Tommy !”
H Jack Blake came mnto the
3 dressing-room as Leaveau was
slipping on his costume, and with
the Fourth-Former was a sturdy, grin-
ning French boy. t

“Ze race have us all in it, isn’f it?7”
asked the newcomer.

“Neuvon,”' said Leaveau excitedly.
“Cherchez Marteu, Gravet, Deveaux!”

Neuvon poked his head out of the dress-
ing-room door, and shrieked out the
names Leaveau had mentioned, and three
more sturdy French boys ran towards
them.

In less than five minutes the four
French boys and Tom Merry, Blake,
Manners, and Arthur Augustus D’Arey
were lined up on the diving-raft, ready
for the French master to give the word
to start.

It was going to be a grim race. Tom
Merry & Co. had an idea that this was an
International match. The French master
had as good as told them that they were
:‘_ﬁmmnnmnummmmmmumlmmummlmlluu_r._'-.'
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10t o pood swimmers as the French
boye.

He should see!

“Ready?” said Mossoo, evidently striv<
ing to keep his excitement in check,
“Commence |

Eight figures dived neatly into the
river, and a moment later eight boys

broke the surface again and struck out.

There was a recognised swimming-
track of a mile in length from the diving-
raft to an old oak-tree up the river. Half-
way up there was a white post, which had
been se} there by Kildare of the Sixth.
That being the half-mile post, it was a
favourite distance for the juniors to swim.

And now the eight juniors were racing
the half-mile. The French boys had
starled along the towing-path as soon as
the swimmers had set off. Monsieur
Morny, after one glance at the crowd of
boys an the path, jumped into a rowing-
boat, pulled across the river, and selected
the less-frequented path on the far side.

The St. Jim’s juniors rushed back as
one man to the dressing-rooms for their
shoes. They did not care to run along
the stony towing-path without shoes. But
they soom eanght up with the swimmers,

“Go it, Gussy!” shouted Herries and
Digby, who shared a study with Blake
and D’ Arcy.

“ Stick to it,"Blake !” roared Digby.

‘“Show ’em how to do it, Tommy!"”
yelled Monty Lowther.

““Vive la France! Vive la France!™
shrieked Mossoo Morny, on the opposite
side of the river.

Two hundred yards were covered, and
Tom Merry and Leaveau were swimming
steadily behind D’Arey and Deveaux. The
other four were swimming strongly in a
row behind.

Tom Merry did not call out to Gussy,
but he knew very well that the swell of
the Fourth would not maintain that pace
to the end. But he served as a pace-
maker to the Shell leader; and evidently
the same thought was occupying
Leaveau’s mind, for'he looked across the
few inches of water separating him from
the junior captain of St. Jim’s, nodded
ashead, and grinned.

Tom grinned back, and kept steadily
on.- Leaveau was swimming with won-
derful ease and grace, and was, if any-
thing, using a slower stroke than was
Tom. But they kept up the same speed,
which gave Tom the idea that his
opponent was stronger than he was.

Encouraging cries came from the &t
Jim's juniors on the bank. Shrieks came
from the Hrench juniors. No one could
describe the noise they were making as
eries,

Half-way found Deveaux three yards
in frout ¢f D’Arcy, and ten yards in
front of Tom Merry and Gaston Leaveas.
A dozen yards behind, the remaining
swimmers were striking out in a bunch.

“Get a move on, Tommy!” shouted
Monty Lowther.

“Leaveau! Leaveau! La France!”
shrieked the French' master and his
guests.

Leaveau quickened his stroke, and
Tom Merry, without an instant’s hesita-
tion, followed suit. In the next fifty
yards the leaders were pegged back, and
Leaveau and Tom Merry went on.

The white post was drawing near:
Deveaux had slipped D’Arey a few yards
behind again, and was after Tom Merry
and Leaveau.

“Put it on, Gussy!” shouted Herries.

“St. Jim’s for ever!” roared Baggy

. Trimble.

Even the fat juinor was taking a keen
interest in the race.

Tom Merry and Leaveau heard the
shouts; but, of eourse, they did not
A NEW LONG STORY OF ST. JIMS
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attempt to reply. They wanted their
breath for their efforts.

And with the winning white post two
JDundred yards away, it became obvious

_ihat Tom Merry or Leaveau would win
e e
i

=

racde. - ~The others were splashing a
little wildly, a sure sign that they were
tiring, although as yet Deveaux was not
many yards behind the leaders.

Tom Merry's lips were set grimly. He
thought it was up to him to win the
vace, for he had thrown out the chal-

e. And Leavealt was thinking that
he simply had to back up his host. Had
not Monsieur Morny insinuated that the
I'rench boys were the better swimmers?

* [1e's- spurting; TFommy 7

Lowther was watching the race as a
cat watches a mouse, and not a second
afler Leaveau spurted the information
was conveyed to the Shell leader.

Tom Merry spurted a little, too, with
the result that he gained a few inches.

The post was fifty yards away, and
Monsieur Morny realised with a thrill of
dismay that Tom Merry was going to
avin the race unless Leaveau had even
greater reserve than he thought.

Tom Merry, panting now,-and closing
his eyes, put all he could muster in that
next few yards.

“Merry !” -

1t was the French master who s

“Stop zis minute, Merry! 8
cnee !

Wildly excited, and hardly knowing
that he had given voice to the wish in
his heart, he simply danced on the bank.
His arms and legs were going up and
down like those of a dancing doll on the
end of a piece of string.

4

uted.
8

y zis

Tom -Merry could hardly believe his}

ears. Had he passed the winning-post?
He slackened almost unconsciously, and
Leavean went past him. Tom saw his
head and shoulders gleaming in the
bright sunlight.

“Merry! Vy you stop? Vive la
France! Vive la France!” shrisked
Monsieur Morny. “La bells France
vins {?

“Tommy !” roared Monty Lewther,
¢ 0Oh, my only sainted aunt!”
Tom Merry bit his lips. Monsieur was

velling for France—yelling that the
French boy was victorious; but the

winning-post was twelve yards away !

The Shell leader never knew how he
found the strength to put in that won-
derful spurt.. But spurt-he did, and
Leaveau was left a few inches away—only
a few inches, but encugh. Monsieur
Morny danced and shrieked; Monty
Lowther nearly wept for sheer joy.

But Tom Merry shot past the post
without knowing he had won.” The
tremendous effort had exhausted him,
and unable to swim_another stroke, he
went under.

An instant later Monty Lowther and
Herries had dived inté the river,
Levison, Lumley-Lumley, Wildrake, and
Gore struck the water the next moment,
and between them the six juniors dragged
Tom Merry to the bank. .

T.eaveau was helped out by his com-
panions, beaten, but smiling. But it was
nearly three minutes before Tom Merry
looked up at the anxious faces around
1im,

“ He—he—he velled to ma {o stop,” he
muttered.

“The ass !” sald Herries witheringly.

“Hae's too jolly well excited, that's all,”
said Lumley-Lumley quietly. “He yelled
to ask why you stopped a moment later.”

Leaveau joined the little group.

““He is vell now—yes?” he asked.. *Za
effort, oh, he was magnifique |

Tomn Merry smiled.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

THE FRENCH

miss ze wicket !

IDEA OF CRICKET!
-ground, and rushed tocwards his compatriot.
Ze catch was him out !
argue with his captain, he took to his heecis and boited off the cricket field.
{See Chapter 3.)

Leaveau snatched a stump from the
“Muff!’ he yelled. * You
The luckiess slip did not stop to

“Thanks!” he laughed. “You're a
jolly good swimmer, Leaveau!”

‘“Ah, but not so good as you, mon
ami,” said Leaveau, alittleenviously. *No
boy at ze French school could beat you.
i am ze champion of ze schools of
Paris !

He wound up that remark with a proud
shake of his head, and the St. Jim’s
juniors nodded. Leaveau might have
been champion of the Paris schoolboys,
;;)xut they had a champion who had beaten

m !

On the other side of the river monsieur
was beginning to get excited again.

““Bring ze boat !” he shouted. “I want
to speak avec Merry., Zeo boat, zis
instant !

‘There was no boat, and monsieur had to
wait until several of the St. Jim's juniors
had gone back for it, taken in Tom Merry
and Leaveau, and rowed across to him.
Two other boats had picked up the
remaining swimmers, and they were
pulled back to the dressing-room, where
the spectators wended their way more
stowly.

‘1t was five minuties after they had
entered the dressing-room when Jack

Blake went up to Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

“How’s funds, Gussy ?”' he asked in a
whisper, - :

“All wight, deah boy,” said Gussy
quietly. “Pway——"

“Good!” said Blake. “You shall

stand the French kids a feed!” .
“Weally, Blake—""
“Now, don’t be mean, Gussy,” said
Blake warningly.
“Bai Jovel! 1

tewisad as bein’ mean!”

: +
wefuse to be chawac-
said D'Arey

“FIGGY'S FINE FIGHT!™

hotly. = ‘I was about to inform you,
Blake, that it was my intention to invite
Mossoo’s guests to take tea with us; and
Tom Mewwy & Co. as well.”

“ Why didn't you say so, then, instead
of babbling away like the giddy old
brook?” = demanded Blake warmly.
4 Tommy 122

“Hallo !” sang out Tom Merry, who
had now completely recovered from his
magnificent effort,

“ Gussy’s standing us a tea—all of us!”
said Blake, with a grin.

“We're in funds, too,”” said Tom
Merry, }\‘ith a laugh. “We'll pay our

whack !’

**Good !” said Blake; and he proceeded
to extend a warm invitation to the
French master’s guests—an invitation
which was  accepted after Monsieur
Morny had been consulted by Leaveau.

“Certainment ouil” said Mossoo,
beaming. ‘I was going fo suggest that
ze cricket be played after tea—just a goat
each way, as you have it.”

“A pgoal each way!” gasped Blake.
“My hat! Ha, ha—excuse ms, sir!”

“QOui—oui! It would be ze great joke
to play ze cricket!” said Monsieur
Morny, with another beaming smile, and
completely misunderstandiny the cause of
Jack Blake’s laughter. “On ze field, zen.
Ze boys have zeir flannels! Au revoir.
zen !”’

And the French master, doffing his hat
in response to the bows and salutes of his
guests and the St. Jim’s juniors, hurried
away.

Tom Merry & Co., grinning, explained
that cricket was not a game where the
time was judged by a goal each way.

Tae Porpvran.—No. 175.
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They found that the French boys had a
far better idea of the great sunnner game
than had their host, and when at last the
party sat down (9 teg they were in great
spirits. -

Blake’s study would not hold all t,'h‘e,

guests. Tom Merry’s study was exammed,
and Levison and Lumley-Lumley found
room for one or two of the “crowded
outs.” Howéver, in whatever study they
were, it was safe to say the French boys
were having the time of their lives!
- THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Cricket!

UITE a crowd of St. Jim’s fellows
made their way down te the field
to see the cricket match between
Tom Merry’s eleven and the

French master and his guests. Probably
the reason for the attendance was mainly
on account of the fact that Mossoo was
going to play. -

Monsieur Morny had never been known
to attend cricket matches. The fellows
thought perhaps there might be some fun.
There was! =
Pom Merry had tossed a coin with
1ston Leaveau for choice of innings, and
(taston had won and elected to bat first.
There was still plenty of light, and Tom
Merry & Co. had no doubt but that they
woild be able to get the French boys out
iv itme to have a knock themselves.

- Blake took the first over, and it was un-
fortunate for the French boys that Blake
was on top of his form.

Mossoo and Gaston Leaveau went in {o
bat first. The French master was in
tlannels like the rest of his countrymen.
Down went the first ball, and Mossoo
advanced to meet it.

Round went his bat with a terrific
swipe. But he did not hit the ball.  His
bat niet empty air, and the ball curled
underneath and crashed inio the wicket.

“How's that?" chortled Blake.

“0ut 1”

“‘ Zaf iz good. my boys!” said Mossco,
beaming ; and he veplaced the bails and
Lnocked the stumps a little straighter into
the greund, >

Tom Merry & Co. watched, grinning.
But the grins died from their f
they saw the French Master stand
again veady for another ball.

You're out, sir!” said Tom Merry
tly. “Next man in !” :
Mossoo appeared surprised. but he
carried out his bat, and Deveaux took his

vlace at the sicket,

Blake took a shor ift run, and sent
the ball down like a streak of lightning.

C'rash !

Deveaux never even attempted to hit
ihe ball. e did not appear to ses 1t
But his wicket went down flat en ihe
ground.

< Oh, well bowled, Blake !"

“Next man in!? -

The juniors and seniors were begin-
ning to enjoy themselves. It was quite
obvious that the French boys had played
tittle, if any, cricket. -

Another boy came i, and he twas
i d with the first ball. Ancther
100k his place, and, amidst tremendous
sitement on the French boys’ part, a
bye was run. But that was the ouly run
obtained during that over, for the next
iwo balls from Blake accounted for two
more wickets—five wickets down in one
over !

*Chuck it, Blake!” said Tom Merry,
laughing., *“Let 'em have a knock!”

Levison ook the next over, and he
sent down a tempting, slow ball which
the batsrman smashed hard into long-
field, where ID’Avey neaily caught it

‘Tre PoPuLAr.-—No. 175
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In three overs the French boys were dis-
missed, having scored four byes.

As the last wicket went down, {o the
terrific cheering of the laughing spec-
tators, Monsieur Morny was seen to be
coming back to the wicket again, with a
bat under his arm. He beamed upon

Tom Merry, who stared at him in amaze-

ment.

“Ze first over isn't very successful for
ws, is it?” said Mossoo cheerfully.
“Never have ze mind. Ve has another
over.”

“Another over? stammered
Merry. “You're all out, sir!”

“But—but nevair! Zat is but ze one
over !” declared Mossoo indignantly.

Tom Merry groaned. He might have
wasted the whole of the evening in ex-
plaining the great game to Mossoo.

. “Let ‘em all come again, Tommy!”
said Blake, chuckling.

“Ven we have ze score of 50 ve de-
clare, isn't 67 said Mossoo. ‘‘ Zen you
have ze batting for ze runs. My brave
boys%‘,zen have ze bowl, and zey beat
you l’ :

“Oh, my giddy aunt!” murmured
Tom Merry. “Give ’em jip, Blake !”

Jack Blake chuckled as he went to the
wicket and gave the master the benefit
of a terrific *‘yorker which sent his
bails flying over the head of the wicket-
keeper. But Mossco did not seem to
mind in the least. He grinued cheer-
fully, and walked out with his bat under
his arm. !

Six overs were required to Jdismiss the
French boys for the second time, they
managed to score 20 runs, 10 of which
were byes. Then Gaston Leaveau took it
upon himself to explain to his host that
it was time the St. Jim's team had a

glHIHIHHIIllHIlIIHIlII!llllliHJ|lllIIIIlllillllllllllllilillfl,:‘
COMING SHORTLY!
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turn at batting, and although it took the
boy some {iime to convince
Mossoo that he was right, Tom Merry
and Blake eventually went in to bat.
Leavean took the first over, and Blake,
waiting with his bat held carelessly in
his  hands, grinned cheerfully. To
Blake's way of thinking, the first over
should see six boundaries scored, which
meant that he would himself beat the
total of the French boys’ two innings.
Leaveau took.a run of nearly thirty
yards, and sent down a ball which beat
everything ever seen at St. Jim's for
pace. Blake’s bat came down like light-
ning, and his eyes nearly started out of
his head as he made a frantic effort to
get the bat to the ball. But he failed,
and his wicket went down with a crash.
“M-m-m-my hat!” ‘gasped Blake.
“Qut!” Ze brave Gaston! Out!l”
shrieked Mossoo,
“(Great pip!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
Harry Noble followed the dazed Blake
to the wicket, and the Australian was
decidedly more on his guard and very

much more caveful than the Fourth-
Former had been.
Leaveau senbt down another ball,

taking a long run and putting all his
strength into it. Noble watched care-
fully, but no ball came near him. But
there was a vell {rom ihe French boy
playing mid-on, and he started to dance
upon one foot, whilst he nursed ihe
other tenderly in his hands.

“Ow! Yowi Mon Dieul Helas!”
he shrieked.

“EIGGY'S FINE FIGHT!™
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“You caught it?” shouted Leaveauw

excitedly.
“Quil”?
“Qut! Caught ze man out; isn’t it 7%

shouted Leaveau escitedly. “Ze iwo

balls—two victims! Bon!”
**Ha, ha, ha!”
The juniors. simply shrieked with

laughter. Leaveau had not quite under-
stood his own schoolfellow. The mid-on
had certainly cavght it—mot with his
hands, but on his Joot. It took another
two minutes to convince Leaveau that
Harry Noble had not even touched the
ball. ~ Therefore, he could not have been
caught out. >

Then the vest of the over was coms
pleted, three boundaries resulting from
three terrific swipes from Harry Noble.
The next over was served in alike mane
ner by the watchful, careful Tom Merry.
Then Noble had to stop ancther fluke
ball which went perilously near his
wicket. 'The next ball looked easy, and
Noble lashed out at it. -

Ie only half hit it, however, and the
leather went straight to slip, who flung
out eager hands to catch it, but he muffed
the catch, and the leather dropped to the
ground. That was too much for
Leaveau. :

He snatched a stump from the ground,
and rushed towards his compatriot.

SMuff!” he yelled. “You m
wicket ! Ze catch was him out!”

The luckless slip did not stop to argue
with his leader. That stump looked
even more dangerous than did Leaveau,
which was saying a lot. So slip tcok to
his ‘heels and ran for it, and Leavean
dashed after him in full chase.

Tom Merry & Co. simply yelled with
laughter. Fven the French boys could
not help laughing.

“That chap’ll get brained if Leaveau
catches him !” gurgled Blake. ‘‘Rescue
him, Tommy! 1 can’t move!”

Tom Merry, gasping with laughter,
dashed after the flying French boy, and
sught Leaveau by the shoulder. 'The
French boy struggled to get free, but
hanging on with an effort, Tom Merry
stopped him until the slip had disap-
peared towards the school.

That was nearly the end of the match,
for Mossoo saw that his guests were
being made to look a little ridiculous,
and after the nexi over he sirode on te
the pitch.

“Ve declare, Merry!” he said
solemnly. “Ze game is enough, isn't it ? -

. am—ahem !—taking my boys to ze
picture-house in Wayland for ze even-
ing’s entertainment, and ve must have
rush 1

And, beaming and smiling, the litile
master collected his guests and marched
them towards the school fo change
again.

Tom Merry & Co. dropped to the
ground and kicked up their heels in
sheer merriment. It was probably the
funniest cricket match they had ever
taken part in, and ever likely to take
part in.

“Oh crumbs!”  gasped Blake, as he
wiped his eyes. “Going to the pictures,
are they? My hat! If they only
stopped here they'd give all St. Jim's a
show which would knock the pictures
into a ¢ocked hat!”

But the French master’s guests did
not stop,® and the juniors had to be con-
tent with what amusement they had
had. But 1t was a long time before their
chuckles died away.

THE END.

(There will be another grand, long,
eamplete school story of the chums of
St Jim’'s next Tuesday in the POPTLAR. )
A NEW LONG S8TORY OF ST. JIM'S.
4 By MARTIN CLIFFORD. i
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. '
A Very Reckloss Schems.

ILLY COOK, the foreman of the Law-
less Ranch, pulled in his horse as
Frank Richards and Bob Lawless
came riding down the trail.

It was a sharp morning in the late
Canadian autumn—the *“fall,” az Frank
Richards had already learned to call it.

A keen wind came from the snowy slopes
of the Rockies, far off on the horizon. But
the two schoolboys looked ruddy and cheer-
tul as they trotted along the trail, with
powdering snow under the hoofs of their
ponies.

“Hold on a minute, boys!” smaid Biily
Cook, and the chums of Cedar Creek School
halted on the trail.

“You're goin’ to school now? " asked the
ranchman. >

“1 guess so,” said Boh. “Anything up?”

“Yep! Don't you go near Cedar Camp
fo-day!”

“Anything on at Cedar Camp?”
Frank Richards.

Billy Cook nodded, with quite a porten-
tious look.

“Sure!” he said.

“Well, what's on?” askej Bob. “We
weren’t thinking of going to the camp, it's
D!lz of our way from school. But what’s
e

“Long Bill's come fo towa!?” said Billy
Cook impressively.

“And who the merry dickens is Long
Bill? * asked Frank Richards in surprise.
“And what does he matter to us, anyway?”

“You haven’t heard of him?” asked Billy
Cook. *“He's the bad man!”

“The what? "

“The bad man!”

“QOh, he’s a bad man, is he? ” said Fraak,
“Well, Canada’s a
tipping country, but I suppose every man in
Canada isn't a good man. That would be
too much to expect!”

Boh Lawless laughed.

“You don’t catch on, Frank,” he said.
“¢Bad man’ is a Westernism. It means a
horder ruffian—a rustler. . What you would
call a hooligan, I think.”

£ I seel”

“Waal, carty me home to die!” said Billy
- NEXT -
TUESDAY!L . -

asked

Cook. “You go to school regler, and you
don’t know what a bad man is!”

Frank grinned. =

“We live and learn,” he said. “So a ‘bad
man ' is a border ruffian, is he? Well, how-
ever bad Long Bill may be, I suppose he
wouldn't eat us if we dropped in at the
camp to-day.”

“Oh, you're a tenderfoot!"” said the ranch
foreman. “Long Bill hes been painting the
town red last night. The boys say he's goin’
to shoot up the camp to-day.”

“§‘noot up the camp? ” ejaculated Frank.

“Yep.”

“In the name of all that's potty what
does shooting up the.camp mean?” yelled
Frank Richards.

Billy Cook grunted.

“1 guess that's plain Canadian,” he said.
“You don't want to stop any of the bullefs,
youngsters. He’'ll be rounded up soon. The
sheriff of Thompson has been warned that
Long Bill's come over the horder on the
warpath. He can’t play his Boot Leg games
here. I guess when the sheriff gets after
him with his posse, Long Bill will be sorry
he left Boot Leg. Mind you keep away
tom the camp.” .

And Billy Cook rode on.

“{ome on, Franky,” said Bob, grinning at
the surprise in his English cousin’s face.

The chums rode on towards Cedar Creek
Scheol.

“But what the dickens does it mean?”
asked Frank in wender. “Ilave you heard
of this chap, Long Bill, Boh?”

“Yes, I've heard him spoken of,” said
Bob, laughing. “He doesn’t belong to this
country, F¥rank. Shooting-up a camp isn’t
a Canadian pastime at all. He belongs to a
place called Boot Leg, on the south side of
the border. It's a wild place, awmong the
mining camps of the Cascade Mountains, and
there isn’t much law and order there—
except lynch law! ™

“Oh!” said Frank.

“1 shouldn’t wonder if even Boot.Leg has
got too hot to hold him,” grinned Bob.
“The mman's a regular brute, and he seems
to fancy thHat he can play his tricks in
Canada—quibte a mistake od his part. If he

i tries the pame of shooting-up the camp at

Cedar, he will be brought to order so- quick

‘it will make his head swim.”

“But what is shooting-up the eamp?™
asked the mystified Frank.

“It’s a fool’ me they play in some of
the lawless m amps down in the Cas-
cade Mountains and the Sierra Nevada. A
man fills himself up to the chin with Ifire-
water, and goes on the warpath. He chases
up the street, firing right and left with six-
shooters. If anybody gets in the way he is
liable to get hurt. ie smashes all the win-
dows, riddles the cabins, knocks over a dog
or two, or a horse or two—semetimes a man
or two.”

“My- hatl g

“You see, in a lonely camp iike Boot Leg
a ruffian like that terrerises the whole place,”
explained Bob. “There’s no handling him,
unless all the boys get together some fine
day and lynch him.”

“I say, Bob—"

“Well?2 ”

“I've never gseen a bad man,” said Frank,
“That kind of a bad man, I mean. What
price trotting over to Cedar Camp after morn-
ing lessons?”

Bob chuckled. .

“After Billy Cook's warning?” he said. -

“Well, we needn't get in the way of his
pistols,” said Frank. “It would be no end
of a lark.”

“I guess I was just thinking of it myself,”
said Bob. “We won't say a word at the
school. We' i cut over and get our
dinner at the eamp, instead of at the school.”

“@Good egg!” ¥

“I dare say the Cherub will come,” grinned
Bob. “I've never seen a bad man on the
rampage, any more than you have, Frank.
We don’t grow ’‘em in Canada,.you know.
It willi be no end of a stunt!”

And the chums rode on to school, their
minds made up on that reckless scheme.
They were quite curious to see the Bad Man
from Boot Leg “on the rampage,” and they
hardly thought of the danger inmvolved.

But when they joined their chum, Vere
Beauclere, at the school, and. propounded
the precious plan to him, Beauclere looked
rather grave.

“You'll be running a jot of risk,” he said.
“Bullets are not respecters of persons, you
know.  That man.Long Bill is a regular
scoundrel. He was fighting three or four

THe Porpurar.—No. 175
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- ¢haps in the camp last night. My pater was
there.”

“Oh, let’s go!” said Bob.
put of danger.”

“Yes, let’s!” said Frank.

Beauclere smiled.

“I'm game,” he said. “I'll borrow D,'c
Pawson’s horse, and ride over with you.”

And so it was settled.

“We can keep

¢ glad enough when morping

“What

see your bad

aid Bob.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

‘4 Shooting-Up the Town | ”?
IS8 MEADOWS, when she took her
¢lass that morning, certainly had
1o suspicion of the reckless scheme
concocted by three of her pupiis.

Frank -Richards & Co. had not said a word
to the other fellows.

It was wiser to keep their scheme strictly

cark.
. Long Bill's famc¢ had already spread, and
Cedar Creek fellows were talking of him
that morning, and of the way he would he
rounded up ” by the sheriff of Thompson if
ke started playing the fool in the Thompson
valley.

The chums wes
lessons ended.

Frank and Bob brought round their ponies,
as if going on a ride, and Dick Dawson
willingly lent Vere Beauclerc his horse.
Pawson was the only fellow Beaucierc was
friendly with excepting his own chums.

The three schoolboys mounted, and rode
away down the trail through the timber.

When they were out of sight of the lumber
school they broke into a gallop.

They passed the Hopkins’ homestead, and
the shack where Vere Beauclerc lived with
hig father, the remittance man, and a little
later Cedar Camp came in sight.

The three: schoolboys rode into the camp
cheerily in the bright, wintry sunlight. They
jumped down before the Hote! Continental,
~which, in spite of its grandiloquent title,
Was only a log building of two fioors

A Kootenay stableman took their lorses
away, and the chums entered the backwoods
hotel.
i+ A good many of the men of Cedar Camp
‘were ﬂlere for their midday meal, and there
'was an excited discussion going on.

- Long Bill of Boot Leg was the subject

There was angry indignation in most faces.
' Cedar Camp, in the backwoods as it was,
was as orderly as any town in Canada, and
not in the least like the wild, lonely camps
u the other side of the ‘norder, sitch as Boot
Leg, where Long Bill came from.

for the “bad man” to attempt to play
his wild pranks there was an insult as well
a5 an injury, and it was quite certain that
Long Bill would soon find that he was in
the wrong box.

“Hallo, Pete!” said Bob Lawliess, with a
hod to the red-shirted landlord of the Con-
tinental.

“HJIO, young Lawless!” said Pete.
on airth are you doing hyer?”

ST , Buess we've come to

~an.’

“You'd hetter have stayed at home,” said
Pete seriously, “The sherifi hasn't conie
along yet. When he does, Long Bill i
to get a surprise.- He's going to di
that this hyer town isn't Boot Leg, not by
long chalks!”

“ Where is he now?” asked Trank Richards.

“He’s at the Red Dog, filling himself up
with tanglefoot,” said Pete, with a sort of
angry disgnst. _ “He's heen bragging that
he’s going to shoot up the camp, same game
a8 he plays at home in Boot Leg. He ain’t
done it yet.”

“We're in time for the show!”

“What about lunch? 1'm hungry!”

The three schoolboys went into the dining-
room to lunch.

Long Bill and his threatened “shoot-up”
did not have the effect of impairing their
appetites.

They made an excellent meal in the log
dining-room. at a table crowded with cattle-
men and lumbermen. The talk at the table
ran entirely on LOI!g Bill and his reckless
threats.

Just as the meal was over, a Chinese
bar-tender came bundling into the
room, his almond eyes wide-open with

He plunged under the tahle, and sat t Lmﬂ
quaking.

“Hallo! What’s that game?” asked Frank
Richards, in astonishment.

There was a wail from the Celestial under
the table.
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NEXT
TUESDAYH

dining-.

“Bad Melican
Poor Ching killy !

nan

eomee !
Oh!” ?

Bang! Bang! Bang! :
“Hallo! He's at it!” shout
less.

Every mar

Bang! Bangz! Bar
- Warning shouts we
“Look out!”
“Cover|” ;
“It’s Long Bill on the ran
And there was a ru:h tn
Frank Richar
his eyes and ears, s-a"ﬂl aut of
into the street.
The Bad Man from Boob Leg
fulfilling his threa

Long Bill had filled himself ¥
tanglefoot, and lashed h
like mood. Now he w
“shoot up the town ’ in ‘the
Leg style.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The reckless ruﬁmn had a
either hand as he charged up
the street.

With utter disregard of
might do to property,
ruffian charged up the
and left into the eabi

The street was deserted in
of -an eye.

Crash!

Crash!
buildings

The few
hoasted glass in the
deprived of that 1uxary.

A terrified dog, holting
cave a sudden feartul howl,
lay still,

Iizm f=Bang!  Bans!

“Cover!” yelled Bob La
Frank Rich ards by the arm.
Crash!
Right in at the window whe

been standing o few mements b
whizzed, crashing into the
the long bar.

Pe —wis 4 roar of

¥
.h\-km as he saw
in tnat reck! il

get oub of the line of fire,
Vere and Frank with him.

Bulltts flew over them as the;
{ Crash!
ng Bill passed t
lessly up the street, fir risg his r
and left as he went,

Bang! Bang! Bang!

And then he was gone,

His heart wa

The ordeal

longer than g minute, but
exciting enongh while it lastec
“My hat!” gasped Frank.
“A bit exciting—eh?” said
corting out his Stetson hat fr
it had fallen among.
“Yes, by Jave!”
“The reckless scoundrel!” s
clere, “He's gopel”?

d

An Unexpected Arr
RANK RICHARDS rose
breathing hard.

digtance.
Long Bill was
monarch of

still holding
all hie sus\-—)uf

But the dan 1ger past.

shieriff comes !V

was on his feet at

the

hot

the hotel. eh

18 beating fach.
had laste

“Gh.

breathed F

there was none his right to dx‘rnm

“Well, this B.:n«ghﬂr &
Lawless. “The checky Iancm t
game in a Canadian camp!  V

ed

There was a rush into the outer ro to
look into the street.

From the long main street, 1 with
cabins and buildings, there came a loud.
incessant raftle of shots

£31

Was evid

Frank sighted - him as he ¢ up
street from the Red Bog Sajor
He was a huge, muscular rufian, with a
ty black beard and a red-hrick com-

i the fiery
mtr} 3 wart-
ting out -to

red Boot

‘and evei
strect,

twinkling

€

ul*

¥

€VOiN

THE THIRD CHAFTER.

ival.

to his

it
1.

my hat!”

Boh less

om

There was still a sonnd of shooting

hooting died away.
<" Richards looked out into the strect

\ﬂlashed windows and riddled doors met his
gaze, and a dead dog lying in the middle of
the road. A mule, gra?ed by a bullet, was
calloping frantic:‘.‘;ly down' the street.
- Frank drew a deep breath.
“By Jove, this beats everything!” hn
“The gooner that cha p is put sate in chokey
the heLter it will be for him and L\”rHJOdV

ids

guess it won’y b., Ion > said “Bob.

It was time for the chumb “to start on their
return to Cedar Creek School, to gct there
in time for the afternoon lessons.

But they-wisely decided to wait a little,
UL the intoxicated ruffian should come
a3 was quite possibie.

Bnt nothing more was seen of Long Bill
t..c nv‘;t quarter of an hour, and so they
cir horses and started.

ir feelings were not quite easy as they
rode out of the camp. Flying bullets wonld
net have been pleasant to meet. They
reatised that they had acted far from wisely
coming to the camp to witness that
peculiar scene.

But Long Bill was not to be seen, and they
Teft the camp behind, and rode rapidly down

the trail

“Hallo ! Here's the sheriff!” exclaimied
Bab.

From direction of Thompsen a hutch

of horsemen came in sight—the sheriff of
Thompson and three of his men, with rifles
under their arms.

The sheriff pulled in his horss as he came
.xmei-t ot the schoolboys on the trail.

‘Anything going on at Cedar?” he asked.

“I guess so, Mr. Henderson,” grinned B
“Long Bill has been shooting up the tow
richt on the war-path?!”

Fhe sherifi’s lips closed grimly.

"‘11 guess we'll look after Long Bill,”
8a1C

he

the

resumed their way.
r them.

I'd like to be there when he

2. B!l"’ he e\d’mnej

Je on with his men towards
1d the schoolby
wiess looked atter
um,
L

¢!” said Frank. “But—"
alr (‘}v late for lcssons” said
*3Miss DMeadows won't- he
t-ho! Come on!”
galloped back to the schoel.
B\.n alternoon lessons were proceeding
when they arrived. he three chums ¢
e log wol-room red and breat
Meadows gave them a very sever

Richards! Beauclerc! You are
sorry, ma'am!” said Bob meckly.
“WWijere have you heen?”
“ Ahem !”
Miss Meadows frowned.

“Tell me at ones where you
she exclaimed sternly.

have been!”

_“H'm! We—we dropped in at Cedar Camp
mr hieh, ma'am!”
“You have been to Cedar Camp! You

know you should not have done so, under the
circumstances!” exclaimed Miss Meadows, “I
shall detain you for an hour after le
Go to your places!”

“Yes, ma’am

And the three delinguents, logking very
<k and repentant, sat dowrn They had
\Ie'ldov;s to be "\mxy.” The

tress’ point of view was,
v different from their own.

There were excited whispers in clase for
:u.nu tinme. The news that the three had
been to the camp made them the ohserved
of all observers. The other fellows wanted
to know whether they had seen the had man
from Boot Leg.

And there was a thrill in the elass as Boh
viess, in cautious whispers, described the
shooting-up ” of Cedar Camp.

“I guess the sheriff will nail him!"
Eben . Hacke.

naturaily,

said
“I caleulate Long Bill will he
jest-a few!”

1 said Dawson.
in the classi” rapped

out Mics

‘\m'\dn“ S.
And the \vmtpe‘ed discussion of Long BRill
and Lis exploits had to cease.
Miss Meadows was decidedly

“cross “
When
them a s

with

the

young adventurers.

tlie
{5 vas disinissed she gave

“You will remain for ene hour?” she said.,
(Continued on page 17.)
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| By SAMMY BUNTER
‘ (Sabb-Editter).

BRIGHTER
LESSONS.

By HAROLD SKINNER

i
i
; (Remove Form, Greyfriars).

Y DEAR READERS —1 am not
M in love with education. I
never was. And T never will

e.

There's only one thing to be said in
faver of a publick school edueation, in my
opinion. It is very nice, in later life,
to be able to say, ““Oh, 1 was educated
at Faten, or Shroosbury, or Dullidge!”
as the case may be.

Tducation wouldn’t be so bad if there
was mote freedom about it, if it wasn’'t
rammed down your throat, se to speak.
A fellow should be left to follow his own
bent, to studdy those subjeckis which

appeal 1o him, and leave the rest alone..

What's the use of teeching a fellow
things which are no use to him, and
never will be? For instance, why teech a
chap German, if he will never have
occasion to speak the langwidge?

I konfess that my views on education
are not jenneral. I was chatting to
Mark Linley about it, and he quite dis-
agreed with me. * Education, Bunter,”
he said, *is one of the finest things
going, and it’s a pity you don’t take if
‘more seriously. Education equips you
for the great tasks of life.”

It’s all very well for Linley to falk like
that. He’s a swof, and a prefty hopeless
case at that. I've given up irying to
reform him.

Well, dear readers, we are each entitled
to our opinion, and my view is that
education is all rot. Just think of the
hundreds of hours we waist in the class-
room, when we might be doing some-
thing far more proffitable—gorging, for
eggsample !

Howevver, I have been pressed for a
long time (as the trousers said when they
were taken out of the press) to publish a
Special Tducation Number. And here
it is.  Although the subjecki of eduea-
tion is a distasteful one, so far as T am

* konserned, I have spared no effort to
bring out a really intervesting number.
In faect, on going through the proof
pages before passing them for press, 1
have come to the conclusion that this is
one of the best numbers we have ever
set before a ravvenus and eager publick.
1 hope you will think the same.

With crowds of good wishes to all my
chums, weather they are plump like me,
or scraggy like Skinner,

Yours sinseerly,

YOUR UDITOR.

Supglement [.]

I'm simply sick of swotting Greek ..
Day after day, weak after weak.

I'm sure I never shall be pat in

The langwidge that is known as Latin,

I always feel a paneful wrench

When Twigg announces, “Now for French!”

And my reselve is quite a firm 'un—
To give up mugging beestly German!

1 never seem to feel at ease

When learning Duteh or Portuguese.

L don’t konsidder it is mannish

To swank by saying things in Spannish}

Why they should teech us history
To me is quite a mistery.

1 also hate orthography,
Mathematicks, and geography.

I wish we didn't have to swot,

1t’s just a lot of tommy-rott!

Some langwidges are dumb and dead,
Why karn’t we learn to kook, instead?

I'm sick of this, and sick of that,
I'm sick of everything, that's flat!
The tirranny of edducation

{s driving me to desperashun!

Greek and Latin, Latin and Greek,
Day after day, weak after weak.
Ain't it enuff to make you sing:
“Why, what's the use of anything?”

| PEEPS INTO THE FUTURE
I By George Kerr.

Lessons are a beastly bore: Therz’s uo
getting away from it. All the same, I doa't
see why they should remain a bore. If only
my hints are faithfully carried out, lessons
will become a dream and a delight, and
the sound of the school bell will he sweed
music in a fellow’s ears!

2 L3 L3

To begin with, you should arm “vourseif
with a littlé light literature befors gomy
into the Form-room. “The Daring Doings
of Deadshot Dave!” will provide enjoyable
reading. Under your desk you shenld fix up
a convenient book-rest., Bul don’ds Iet the
master spot you, for the love of Ould
Oireland} = =

* * L 2

When you are tired of readinz, there ars
many in which you can amiuse vour-
self. Load your peashooter, and take carefut
aim at the backs of the nuts of the tellows
seated in the front row, if you are an
erratic marksman, however, you had better
give this style of amusement a miss, or you
may pepper your master. And then he'd
be “mustard ” keen on leking you, and his
countenance would be as sour as vinegar!

#* * *

A game of noughts ‘and crosses will help
to break the monotony of class routine. It
You possess artistic ability, you can amuse
yourself, and your schoolfeliows, t
drawing a cartoon of yeur Form-master.
he should catch you in the act, however, it
will mean a licking. And then vou will look
a “sorry sketch !

® # #

Some fellows find amusement in ventrilo
quism. But this is an art possessed ouly by
the favoured few. If you ean’t throw yonr
voice, ihrow paper pellets! Always make

sure that the master’s back is*turned heforo
the
hig

taking aim. And make sure, also
brate hasn't got eyves in the hack
head, like some of them have!

» * *

A certain liveliness can always b
duced by bringing & monkey or a
into the Form-room. The parrot should be
carefully coaehed to say, “Yah, Tyrant!” -
referring, of course, to the Porm-master.
The monkey should be taught to perch on
the gas-bracket over th orm-master's desk,
and drop nutshells on Wiz devoted head!

» # *

Fhere are many ways in which lessons can
be made brightéer. I can’t eater into them
all heve, but I've giveu you something to go
on with, I can accept no respoasihility, how-
ever, if any or all of these “stunts” ead in

disasterl = :
Tue Porvran—No. 175,




14

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.,

A SLITE
MISTAIK!

By TUBBY MUFFIN.

EDUCATION COMMITTEE!

By JIMMY SILVER
(Of Rookwood.)

i THE RGOKWOOD

OUR
BOOK
CORNER.

Y Uncle Robert is a generous
sole. At the beginning of the
term I had a letter from him as
follows:

(Subb-Editter & Rookwood

representative.)

“Dear Reginald.—In response to your
appeal for a remittance, I regret that I
cannot see my way to forward you any
money until you have done something to
deserve it.

Your last school report, forwarded by
your headmaster, was far from satisfac-
tory. There will have to he a sweeping
improvement before I put my hand in
my pocket for your benefit.

If the next report I receive shows a
mavked improvement o6n your part, I
shall be delighted to hand you a gratuity
of five pounds.

“Your affectionate,
“Uxcre RoBErt.”

As you may imagine, dear readers, that
letter didn’t make me feel very hopeful.

Although I am one of the most brill-
yunt and brainy skollers on the Classical
Side at Rookwood, I never get any bow-
kays handed out to me at the end of the
term by thé school authorities. My
report is generally very bad,

Well, I worked like a Trojan all the
term, in the hope of getting a better
report, and, insidentally, pocketing a nice
fiver from my Uncle Robert.

As the term drew to a close, however,
and the reports were made out, I knew I
had fared no better than in previous
terms, and I despaired of ever reseeving
the fiver. =

Well, a few days before the end of
term, who should suddenly roll up in his
hansom Ddimler car but Uncle Robert.
I eggspected him to be all scowls, but,
lo and behold, he was all smiles! He
fairly gushed over me, and one of the
first things he did was to produce a crifh,
russling banknote and hand it over.

You could have nocked me down with
a fether!

“I have just reseeved your veport, my
dear boy,” said my uncle, ‘““and it is
eggsellent in every way,”

“ My hat !

“It is a kappital report, Reginald. The
headmaster has nothing but praise for
you!”

Well, I didn’t pretend to be able to
understand it; so I pocketed the fiver
and dried up.

And then the Head came along.

“ Eggscuse me,” he said to my uncle,
“but a mistaik has arisen in conmection
with the school reports. They were
‘despasched in a hurry, and two of them
became  transposed.  Your nevvew's
report was sent to Mr. Erroll, and
Erroll’s report was sent to you.”

“Oh!” said my uncle. “Might I ask
if my nevvew’s report was a good one?”’

‘“On the contrary,” said the Head, “it
was most unflattering. Your nevvew,
¢ir, remains the biggest dunce and dullard
‘n the Fourth Form.” = - :

Then Uncle Robert fairly eggsploded ;
and he insisted on my handing him back
the fiver, Which I did, with grate reluct-

anse.

Bother the Head and his silly mistaik!
Why couldn’t he have hushed it up?
That conversation of his with my uncle
cogt me five pounds!

Tus PopuLaR.—No. 175,

- . We started on Tubby Muffin.

HE above-mentioned committee

E consists of Lovell, Raby, New-

come, Erroll, Teddy Grace, and

my humble self. It was formed

last week, to deal with the problem of

educating those fellows at Rockwood
who stand in need of it.

TLovell

declared that it was possible to educate

Tubby into becoming a first-class
cricketer. T said it wasn’t. There was

no bel on the subject. If there had been,
1 shouid have won iy money !

We thiust a-bat into Tubby’
bade him iake up his position in front of
the stumps. Then we turned all our fast
bowlers loose on him!

Poor old Tubby! After he had posed
as_a human target for ten minutes, he
had bumps and bruises all over his
anatomy. He lacked the quick-eye uf
the skilful bateman, who can always hop
out of the way of a fast leg-ball. And
by the time the ordeal was over he was
a case for the ambulance.

We then invited Tubby to try his luck
as a bowler. But he had had enough.
He melted away like snow before the
morning sun.

* Better take Peele in hand now,” sug-
gested Newcome. “ Peele’s manners leave
much to be desired. We'll educate him,
and convert him into a little gentleman.”

Well, we took Cyril Peele in hand, and
transformed his stable manners into table
manners, We taught him to ask nicely
whenever he wanted a thing, and {o say,
“'Thank you very much!” when he gat
it. But I very much fear that Peele will
be only a temporary gentleman. When
the members of our Education Committee
don’t happen to he-on the spot, he'H lapse
into his old bad ways.

Educating Adolphus Smythe proved a
very painful ordeal—for Smythe! We
made him. discard his fancy waitscoat,
and his gaudy sccks, and his rainbow tie,
and dress perfectly plainly. This nearly
broke Smythe’s heart. He's a tre-
mendous swell in his way, and he
couldn’t bear being soberly clad. For
some time he was cbstinate, so we were
cbliged to bump him. No wonder he
said we were bump-tious in our attitude
towards him!

We next turned our attention to
Tupper, the page. Tupper complained
one day that he hadn’t the ‘‘eddication
that we had; so we took him in hand,
and gave him lessons in Latin and Greek
and French. He can now say “ Parley-
voo Frongsay,” and “Ontray noo.”
And he’s picked up quite a lot of Latin
verbs; but he'll soon drop them again!

Tupper didn’t take kindly to being
“eddicated.” It was too much like hard
work, he said, and he advised us to turn
our zealous attention towards Mack, the
porter. Which we accordingly did. We
gave Mack an education in sweeping up
leaves and ecarrying truuks—kept him
busy for a whole alternoon—and he
simply hates the sight of us now!

Education committees are never popu-
lar.  We've made "many more eneinies
than friends, But we mean to continue
our philanthropic efforts; so if you know
of anybody who stands i1 need of educa-
tion, send him along to us, and we'll put
him through his paces,

hand, and

\HE following works may be
obtained at the Rookwood Lend- °
ing Library, at a fee of twopence
per volume. Books are to be

returned clean and in good condition.
Tubby Muflin sent one back the other
day with strawherry jam on the frontis-
piece, and fragments of fish on the
centre pages! We want the books back,
but not the remnants of a study feed as
welll—ARTHUR EDWARD LOVELL, .
Chief Librarian.
“A GUIDE TO ROOKWQOD
CRICKET.”

By George Bulkeley. <3

This is 2 compact little book, contain-
ing the history of Rookwood cricket
since the year dot, or thereabouts. It
tells of many historic tussles betweer
Rookwood and the rival schools, and
makes special mention of the great match
of 1912 between Rockwood and Grey-
friars, which ended in a tie. Rookwood
started their second innings 350 runs be-
hind, and it was regarded as a hopeless
task to save the game; but they did it!
Truly might we say with the scribe,
“There were giants in those days!”

“KOQOKING SIMPLIFIED.”-

- By Reginald Muffin.

What Tubby - Muffin doesn’t know
about cooking isn’t worth knowing. But
he has blundered badly in calling his
book ‘“Kooking Simplfied.” There is
nothing simple about it. The queer
spelling complicates it so much that it
resembles a jigsaw puzzle! The word
“onions,” according to Mufin, should
be spelt “ungyuns.” And many of us
are left guessing as to the meaning of
“tarbly dote.” We suggest that the
Falstaff of the Classical side changes the
title of his book to “KOOKING KOM-
PLICATED ¥’

“THE BOY WHO KEPT
STRAIGHT.”
By Mark Lattrey.

A public. schocl story, not withont
merit. We find the hero ““a haud:ome,
dashing fellow of fourteen, skipper of
his Form, good at games, and the soul
of honour.” It is a great pity that the
writer of the book doesn’t model him-
self on the lines of his hero!

“THE COMIC SIDE OF
EDUCATION.”
By Valentine Mornington.

Morny’s book is one long “scream.™
He has collected all the.funny incidents
which have occurred in the Form rooms
of Rookwood, and has served them up
in a most entertaining manner. Morn-
ingten is the happy possessor of a keen
sense of humour. Not many of us can
squeeze any fun out of education!

“HOW TO FURNISH A STUDY.”
By Adolphus Smythe.

We shouldn’t care to start furnishing
a study on the principles laid down by
that foppish faddist, Adolphus Smythe.
To hegin with, the colour scheme of pink
and purple would annoy us intensely.
Pink walls and purple carpets are about
the limit! "In the second place, the cost
of furnishing a study, in the approved
Smythe manner, would be about a
hundred and fifty pounds. -

[Supplement I,
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HIZ!
An overripe T came. sailing
through the air—mo poetry in

% tcud_ga'--and tock off Lord Maul-
5 topper as clean as a whistle.

Mauly had been strolling elegantly along
the village street. He whipped rcund sud-
denly, and grasped by the collar a small
boy who was vering near.

“Begad, you young rascal!
topper .’m once”

Pick up my

pleasure,”

“It wasn’i me wob done it!”

Lord wuleverer shuddered. He was not
an g\mctmg sort of fellow, but he liked to
henr the English language correctly spoken.

‘I take your word for it, kid, tha 4 you
didn’t thr_o'v tirat pear,” he saéd! “but I wish
your denial had been a bit more gram-

matical. ¥
I who did
“Great p
The smal loy picked up
topper, and Mauly p d it
noble head.
“What's |your name, kid?” he inquired.
“Enery. S

‘It was not

hould have said,

said thr: boy snﬂc_ iy
’ad no chance to be a
never ’‘ad much schoolin’. I
‘cme with the mumps or the

“Which ain’t
scholard. 1

r nodded sympathe

gt k he-said. “Don’t rup away

with the idea that I'm despisin’ you. Look

here, Henry, I should like to take you in
5

hand.”

“Wot??

“Jf you care to come along to Greyfriars
with me, I'll put you through your paces—
teach you thé rudiments of grammar, an’ s¢
forth.”

“My word!”

“It will ¢ you nothin’,” said the
generois Mauly. “You can come along, say.
three times a Wweek, an’ receive tuition.

What do you sav?”
“You're a toff{” said Henry.
jump at itl”
ore along, then

“Whieh 'l

Come iz
The ill-assorted pair set off together.
Harry Wharton & Co. were standing in

the schocl gateway when they arrived.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
€Cherry. “What’s all this?”

Tord Mauleverer and his companion cer-
tainly afforded  anm interesting study in
contrasts.

Mauly was spick and span and elegaut,
save for a few specks of dirt on his topper.
Henry Hugging was ragged and disreputable.
He belonged to the army of the great un-
wastied, and he wore no collar or tie. A
muffler was drawn tightly around his neek.

“What the thump——" began Hurry
Wharton, in astonishment,

Tord Mauleverer smiled.

1%1317 pupil, dear boys!” he anncunced.

W9
“This is Master Henry Huggins, of Friar-

dale. I'm goin’ to take him in hand, an’
sducate him.”

“My hat!”

fomsa
Jx

vy Wharton & Co. had never regarded
clegant schoolfeliow in the light of
private tutor. Somehow, Mauly did not
seem to fit the part. He was not fright-
fully keen on ulucatlo‘; himself, being the
biggest slacker in the Remove.

“Youd better smuggle the kid along to
your study b efore a master or a prefect
s along!”’ said Nugent.
iy nodded.:

Henry!” he said.
ip ambled away fowards the

ldix and Henry followed meek‘\
Maulv found his study deserted, which was
just what he wanted. Sir Jimmy Vivian and

Piet Delarey were on the cricket-field,
the nets.
» said uly, jerking a chair
into pos for his strange guest. “Sit
r‘Lvm‘ 2

s lordship stretched himself on the s

you your alphabet, Henry?
mm rul with a yawn.
way, then!™
ccited the alphabet, leaving out
about h.nf a dozen letters. But Lord Maul-
everer did not potice the omissions. He was

tco sleepy.

Mri Huggins rushed at f/’auly, swinging
his thick walking stick. " I’ll give you
heducate my 'Enery!”
,“Now we'll test your spellin’,” he
drowsily. “How do you spell ‘dog ’?”
“D-0o-g-g,” said Henry. *“That right, sir?”
No answer.
“Bit ’ard of ‘earing, p'r’aps,” murmured

said

Henry. “That right, sir?” he added, in-a
louder Ekey.

Snore!

Henry gave a jump. He crossed over to
the sofa, and saw that his tutor was fast
asleep.

& bewildered expression ecame over the

y's face. Then he seized his lordship by

bo
thie shonlders

Lord
dazedly

s \‘ harrer marrer?” he mumbled. “’Tain't
rigin’-bell yet!”

Then he caught sight of Henry, and
grinned apologetically.

*“’Fraid T must have dozed off, Henry,” he
said. “Look here, I'm. feelin’ a trifle fagged
this afterncon. You’ve made rippin’ pro-

and shook him.
Mauleverer started

up, blinking

By DONALD OGILVY.

(Of Greyfriars.)

so far. You've said your &l
}ou € spelt ‘dog.” Buppose you ¢
to-morrow 7”7
“ Right-ho!*
st Befoye

said heury cheerfully.
you  go, said  Lord
eVerer, help yourself to a snack.
find some jam-tarts in the c¢upbo
s0me ginger»pop.”

Heury needed no second bidding, He con-
sumed half a dozen tarts in true Buntarian
style, and drained a couple of hottles of
stone gmga Lord Mauleverer’s gin
His lordship always

'Wnﬂsﬁ
Mauleverer relapsed into slumber,
Henry nodded amiably at {the recum

He‘.} 7

form, and took
greatly enjoyed his snack.
tion, he reflected, he would be
quite 2 lot of it!

Henry renewed his visit to Grqf}‘iars next
day, with much the same result

Lord Mauleverer reclined on tl,e cov
gave tuition, until overcome by dre
Then he waved his hand towards the cup-
board, and told Henry to help himself.
Which Henry prompily did.

There was an interval of a few days hofore

iiis departure. He
If this was ¢
able to

Henry came again. He had been told 1o
p'e<enf himseif on Saturday afterncen.
There

were sundry johs of work to be done
at home but Henry ignored them. He would
much rather feed in the study of a -real
lord than perform the meuial tasks of cleatn-
ing knives and boots at home.

Lox'd Mauleverer, for once in 4 way, was
wide awake on Saturday afternoon. e
3 Lexed Henry through a difficult eourse of
ammar, and everything was going along
swimmingly, when suddenly there was a
drainatic interruption. =

The door of the study was flung oepen with
out: ceremony, and a hig, burly, ctie-
browed man strode into the apanment 1is
hobnailed hoots left their impression on Lo*d
Mauleverer’s luxurious carpet.

The intruder did not beat about the ’ﬂam,

8
ol

He came straight to the peint.

“’Ere, wot are you _doin’ with my
"’nerv?” he demanded. z

“IST'm  edueatin’ him, begad!” stam-
mered his ‘ordhhip

“Ho! You're a- dedmcatm of ‘im, are yer?
The young rqpsea‘llon‘ He’s playin’ truant
from ‘ome, and you're aidin’ an’ abettin’
Gt

“My dear sir

“Pon’t. ‘dear sir’ me!} Take that—an’

that—an’ that!” 3
As each “that » was uttered, a stout stic
came across Lord Mauleverer’s shoulders.
Mauly yelled with anguish, and shouted
“Rescue, Remove!” at least half a dozen
times. But there was no one at hand to
hear him. .
By the time Henry’s father had fin

ed

Mauly was pretty well finished also! He
sank down on to the sofa, groaning and
g(m;vu =

Mr. Huggins then laid vielent hands on his
recaleitrant son. And Henry was whiried out
into the passage, and thus home, with his
education, sadly incomplete.

When Harry Wharton & Co. heaxd tne
news they could not help grinning. They felg

aly; but, as Bob Cherry re-
mqmed a fellow who goeg arcund trv&
to educate people is asking for trouble. And,
in Lord Mauleverer’s case, he found it!

A Magnificent
Ferrers Lord and Co.,

coming shortly.

New Serial of the Further Adventures of

entitled
Losk out

“The Pearl Poachers,”
for it!

by Sidney Drew,

Supplement II1.}
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TRIMBLE THE TRICKSTER !

By RALPH RECKNESS CARDEW.
(Fourth Form, 5t. Jim's.) :

| POPULAR
" PERSONALITIES !

| No.5.—HERBERT SKXIMPOLE.
| (OFf St. Jira's).
, ,

113 LI Housemasters,” declared Bagzgzy
Trimble, parodying a well-worn re-
mark of Taggles: the porter,
“ought to be drowned at birth]”

Tom BMerry & Co. grinned.

They felt no sympathy for their fat sehool-

fellow.

Mr. Raiiton had just descended on BRag
Trimble in wrath, and given him a hundred
lines. Baggy's offence was what the police
would call loitering with intent to commit
a felony. He had been seen hanging around
Mr. Railton’s study, waiting for an oppor-
tunity of popping inside and exploring the
cuphoard. The opportunity had not arrived.
Mr. Railton had arrived instead!

Baggy felt very bitter on the subject.

“1 hate Housemasters,” he zaid with em-

* phasis, “and Railton’s the worst of the whois

blessed tribe!™
The grins vanished from the faces of Tom

Merry & Co. They became - suddenly
serfous. For a figure in cap and gown hadl
suddenly loomed up—unseen by Bagzy

Trimble, but noticed by the others.

“Railton’s an absolute beast!” Baggzy went
on, blissfully unconscious of $he House-
master's presence. “Wish it wasn’t a crime
to attack a master. I'd go for Railton bald-
headed! Why are you making faces at me,
Tom Merry? ”

“Oh!” gasped Tom.

“1f only was on equal terms with
Railton,” continued Baggy, “I'd give him a
Plece of wy mind! The beastly tyrant!

(ow! You trod on my foot, Lowther®

“Shurrup, you ass!” muttered Monty.

“I refuse to shut up! This is a free
country—it's supposed to be, anyway—and 1
shall say just what I think. Railton’s not
fitted for a Housemaster’s job at all. He
ought to be a bus econductor, or something
of that sort!”

“Trimble! "

A stern volce rapped out the name,

An expression of horror came over Bagzy
Trimble’s features. He looked as if he were
going to faint.

“Trimble!” repeated Mr, Railton, who had
been too thunderstruck hithsrto to find his
volee. “You have spoken of me in terms of
the grossest disrespect! You called me,

i

among other things, a beast and a
tyraut—-’

“Nunno, sir! " gasped Baggy. “I—I wasn't
referring to you at all, sir. I was alluding
to old Ratty——»

“Enough!” said Mr. Railton sternly. “i
will not listen to these prevarications. A
short time ago, Trimble, I had ocecasion Lo
award you a hundred lines. That imposition
is increased to five hundred!”

“0Oh ecrumbs!” -

“You may account yourself {fortunate,
Trimble, in escaping a severe caning !~

Bagey Trimble emitted a hollow groan,
and rolled away.

“I shall expect your lines to be handed In
to me by elght o’clock.this evening, Trimbie,”
Br. Rallton called after him.

The fat junior rolled disconsolately along
to his stud‘y.

An imposition of five hundred iines i3 a

: H!!!!"!H!IHHlllIHIll!li!NiIHHIiliIHlliH§Hl!!l!fiﬂiI!SilHIHl!IlISINHH!IHHE]!!I}HHIHH!HHHH!HMHHM!!MNHHH‘!H :

Get Your Albums Cut!

pre stiff ene, and it would keep Baggy
occupled for some hours. And Baggy had
already made arrangements to pay a visit
L nd cinema. He gouldn’t possibly
and go to the cinsma as
e impot. or the cinema would
And Baggy rashly decided
cinema, and let the impot.

to
1.

It was
returned
his right

g0 to

neariy eight o'cleck when Bagsy
and, We noticed that
swathed in bandages.
in ths Baggy bumped into Mr.
Railton. ne Housemaster eyed him sternly.
“Have you written zour imposition,
Trimble?” he demanded.

9,

And why Mr. Railton’s
tone was ominous.
“I—1 starfed on it, sir, and when 1°d
i about twenty lines 1 got writer's
My fingers simply refused to hold

At mrave ?®
nsi, prayys

frownsd, Baggy Trimble's ex-

planation c¢ub no ic: with him. He lacked
that simple faith which is said to be so much
better than Nerman blood,

“You are lying, Trimble!” he thundered.
“What i3 that absurd bandage doing on
your hand? -

“I had to bandage if, sir—the cramp was
80 painful. 1 mean-—1 sprained my wrist on
the cricket d, slpl??

Mr. Railton compressed his-lips.

“Remove that bandage immediately!” he
commanded. 3

“I—I daren’t, sir! 1t would mean loss of
blood. You see, sir, I cut my hand with a
table-knife——"

The Housemaster looked grim,

“Do you expect ms fo believe, boy, that
you have developed writer's cramp, sprained
your wrist, and cut vour haand, in the course
of a single afterncon? If %0, you must
think me a very gullible person.  Since you
will not remove the bandage, I will do so
myseif.”

Se saying, Mr. Railton stepped forward
and wrenched the bandage from the fat
junior’s hand. There was no sign of cut or
3pr

n.
Ah! Tt is as 1 thought, Trimhle—a triek
—2a wanton decention! You will follow me
to my study!”

“Ow! I—I can't move, sir. T've got pins
and needles in hoth legs, and 2t

“Follow me!” thundered Mr. Railton, m
such terrifying fomes that Baggy had no
option hut to obey.

On arrival in his study, Mr. Railton seleched
his most supple cane. | Bagzy Trimble’s com-
plexion turned a sickly yellow at the sight
of it

“I—1 suppose you're going to lick me,
8ir? » he faltered, moistening his dry lips.

“Your supposition, Trimble, is correct!
Hold out your hand!”

During the fiext few moments sounds of
swishing could be heard, accompanied by

toud lamentations.

Baggy Trimble w
not already made
way of &
i3 hard!

s discovering—if he had
the di rery-—that the
fransgressor—and the trickster—
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I'm Skimpole of the Shell, you kanow,
A man of brains—not brawn,
I sit and swot all sorts of rot
From sunset until dawn.
The other fellows like it not,
But then, they have to lump if:
From morn till night I take delight
In swotling Balmycrumpet !

825

A wise old man is Professor Balmy-
crumpet.  His latest work on Deter-
minism - occupies twenty-five volumes,
and as there are nine hundred and
ninety-nine pages to each volume. vou
will see that I have enough reading
matter to last me all the term.

I am » wonderfully brainy chap, vou
know. I absorb knowledge like a piece
of Llotting paper sbsorbs ink. Aided by
wet towels and blocks of ice, T sit and
swob in my study from the rising up of
the sun unts the going down thereof.
And even then [ don’t always pack up.

go on swotting through the night,
acting on the poet’s advice:

“The heights, by greal men gained and
kept,
Were not attained by sudden flight ;
Bul they, while their companions slept,
Were toiling upwards through the
night,”

I mean to be a great man one of these
days. The fellows laugh at me now,
just because I can’t handle a cricket bat
or kick a football, But wait! There
will come a time when the name of
Herbert Skimpole will ving through the
land.

I have already made up my mind (o
become a great statestaan. 1 shall sit
in the seats of the mighty, and direct
the destinies of the nation. My name
will be a household word, - I might even
become Prime Minister! Stranger
things have happened.

Meanwhile, T am steadily swotting,
perfecting myself day by day, using
every minute to advantage, while the
“Hannelled fools,” as somebody rightly
styled them, are playing their absurd
game of ball on the cricket field.

You don’t hear a great deal of ric,
dear readers—at present. I don't often

figure in BILLY BUNTER'S
VEEKLY. But keep an eye on the

barometer of my progress, and you will
see that I shall soar higher and higher.
Yor I-am a master mind—a powerful
nd brainy genius. I,shall “get there.”
rest assured of that. Aud when such
nawies as Merry and Talbol and Blake
are sprinkled with the dust of oblivios,
then shall the mighty name of HER-
BERT SKIMPOLE be flashed in letters
of fire acy the political sky. Wait
and see! . £

&

P'm Skimpole of the Shell, you know,
A brainy sort of chap.
All games 1 hate; I hesilale
To join in sport or serap.
I have a large and noble head
{I wish they wouldn't thump il })
And night and day, my strenglh and stay
Is dear old Balmycrumpet!

Supplement IV,




Still Going Strong!

§o<>0<>3<>0<>0®0<>0<>0<>9<>0®

'é> ROPING IN THE
BAD MAN!
(Continued from page 12.)
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“You will write out the comugat}on: of a
strong and a “E’\k verb!”

“Ves, ma'am.”

The early dusk was settling down as the

three schoolboys were left alone in the
big room.
Ontside, the moon was rising over the

woods, but in the log school-room it was
necessary to light candles.

Rather dismally, the three settled down to
their detention task by the light of the
candles.

Mr. Slimmey, the assistant-master, put
away his books, .and left the schoolhouse.
Silence settled down over the place.

Bob Lawless yawned lugubriously.

“T say, this is rotten!” he remarked.

“Beastly!” said Beauclerce. ~ “But Miss
Meadows is right enough. We ought not to
have gone, really.”

“Right as rain, Cherub! But I don't like
verbs out of lesson-hours-—nor in them, for
that matter! Everybedy’s gone now.”

The schocl greunds outside were silent and
degerted.

The full, round moon, riding high in the
clear Canadian sky, gleamed in at the win-
dows of the school-room. Qutside, it was
almost as light as day.

Conjugations of verbs, either strong or
vweak, did not entertain the detained boys
much.

They scribbled dismally.

The only sounds that came to their ears
were the clinking and clanking of pans from
the kitchen, where Sally, the black cook, was
at work.

But suddenly, in the evening silence, there
came a sharp, ringing report. It was the
report of a pistol.

'%b Lawless started to his feet.

*Hallo! Who's playing with firearms?” he
exclaimed.

“Hark!” exelaimed Beauclerc.

_»4, loud, harsh voice rang outside.

“Hwroo! Hyer, 1 am, the bad man from
Boot Leg! Hyer, I am! Hurroo!”
Crack! Crack!

ng  Bill!” panted Frank Richards, in
alarm,

Tramp!

Heavy footsteps rang in the porch outside.

Then in at the open doorway of the school-
room strode a gigantic figure—a man with
a4 shaggy beard, red face, and savage eves,
with a still smoking revolver in his hand.

He brandished the weapon in the air, and
fired another shot, which smashed Lhrough a
wndow -pane.

“Hyer, I am!” he roared.
Long Bill, of Boot Leg!
thing to say? Hurroo!”

Crack! Crack!
Smash!

“Hyer’'s me—
Any galoot got any-

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Cock of the Walk !

¢ ¥ ONG BILL!”
- ! Frank Richards and his chums

were on thelr feet now, in utter
dismay.

The fearsome ruffian caught sight of the
three schoolboys among the desks, and
strode towards them. -

cky as they were, it required all their
nerve to stand up and face the man as he
advanced.

‘H.tllo. galoots!” roared Long Bill.

“Hallo!” said Bob Lawless, with a gasp.

The man was evidently the worse for
drink, but he did not seem to he in a bad
temper. The firing had been simply exuber-
ance of spirits. It was a weakness of the
had Imm from Boot Leg to wish to inspire
terro

»\nybnd) at home in this hyer shebang ?”
:hmnndcd Long Bill in his bull voice.
“Wot do you call this hyer shanty, any-
how 97

“It’s a school!” said Frank Richards.
“Oh, it’s a school, is it? ~Then where’s
the schoolmarm? T've looked in hyer for
some supper. If T don’t have thet supper
suick there’ll be blood on the face of the
moon. You hear me yaup!”

-~ NEXT
TUESDAY!

Another Grand Coloured Eangine Plate Next Week!

And Long BRBill brought down both his
huge hoots with a crash on the plank floor,
and with a thud that made the school-room
ring again.

“What is this?”

It was Miss Meadows’
at the door.

The Canadian girl started as she saw the
huge ruffian, and her face paled a little,
but she remained perfectly calm.

Long Bill lifted his big Stetson hat to
the schoolmistress with a clumsy attempt
at politeness.

“Evening, marm!”

“Who are you?”

“Long Bill of Boot Leg!”

“Ohy”?

“Don’t he skeared, marm!” said Long Bill.
“I ain’t hurting you. I've dropped in for
seme supper. Glad to see me, hay?”

“I am not glad to see you,” said Miss
Meadows ealmly. “But 1 will certainly give
you some supper if you desire it.”

“0.K.!” said Long Bill. *“Don’t you mind
a- little shootin’, marm; that’s only my way.
I've been on the blaze at the camp, miss,
and they don’t like my ways! I've woke
‘em up!” He chuckled. “I’m tramping up
the valley, marm, and I ain’t looking for
any hotel bills to pay. You hand me some
supper, hot and plenty, and put me up for
the night, an’ you'll find me as gentle as a
lamb.  You bet!”

“I am afraid I cannot put ycu up for the
night,” said Miss. Meadows. *But you shall
have some supper.”

An ugly look came over Long Bill’'s face
at once.

“You can’t?’ lie thundered..

cool, quiet voice

he said.

DON'T MISS
/ THE SPLENDID
COLOURED PLATE

of a Famous I‘

HIGHLAND RAILWAY |

\EXPRESS ENGINE /
NEXT WEEK!/(

“No1”
“1 guess, marm, I'm staying hyer this
night,” said the bad man from Boot Leg.

not going farther on. You
And if there’s a word said

“1 guess I'm
hear me yaup!

agin it, T pity the pilgrim what says the
word! You bet, marm?!”’

“If you choose to stay here, I cannot
prevent you, of course.”

“Now, you're torkin® hoss-sense, marm,”
said Long Bill approvingly. “What I says
goeg, and don’t you forget it! When I'm
home in Boot Leg, marm, I kill a man
before breakfast every morning! That’s the

kind of antelope I am, with the wool on,
marm.” -

“I will order 'some supper for you,” said
Miss Meadows, taking no notice of the
ruflian’s rhodomontade, “You hoys may 2o
now. Go home at once!”

Frank Richards and his chums left the
school-room.

Thu %topped in the porch.

“I guess we're mot going!” said Bob in 2
whisper. “We're not vamoosing the ranch
and leaving Miss Meadows with that
ruffiant”?

“Certainly not!”

“No jolly fear!”
phatically.
minute. Look at the rotter now—hoozing!”

Leng Bill was taking a drink from a fiask

—a very liberal drink of raw whisky. His
red, coarse face grew - redder.

\[1}35 Meadows followed the boys into the
pore

“It is time you were Gone she said.

“We're not going, ma’am!” said Frank
Richards. *“We caut leave you alone with
that beast!”

“Youn would not be able to help me, even
it it were necessary,” said the schoo’mlstress,
with a slight smile. “Please gol”

sajid Beauclere.

exclaimed Frank em-

“The brute may get savage any

17

“We can't, ma’am!” said Beauclerc quietly.
“Let us stay, please. We—we’ll help you
to give the hrute his supper. He may begin
shooting.”

Miss Meadows hesitated. But it was quite
clear that the boys would not go, and she
nodded at last.

N ery well, you may stay at pres sent,” she
caid. “But keen out of the man’s s'"ht and
do not irritate him.”

"Yea, marm!*

‘Where’s that supper?® roared Lor\~T Bill,
striding out of the scheool-room. “I ain't
waiting long, you beti”

“Please -step into the kitchen,”
Meadows, unruffled.

The ruffian’s heavy -boots went tramping
into the kitehen. Sally, the black cook,
fled with a shriek at the sight of him. Long
Bill burst inte a roar of laughter.

The sight of the terror his very looks in-
spired seemed to be very entertaining to
the gentleman from Boot Leg.

“Haw, haw, haw!” he roared.

Miss Meadows did not recall Sally. With
quiet, calmness, though her heart was beating
fast, the brave girl set about waiting on the
unwelcome guest and supplying his needs,
which were not moderate.

The three boys remained in the hall.

It Long Bill’'s mood changed, and he he-
came yiolent, as was only teo prebable,
they meant to chip in, whatever the danger
might be.

Danger or no danger, they did not mean
to leave Miss Meadows to entertain her
terrible guest alone.

“My hat!” murmured Frank Richards.
“This doés take the eake, Boh! TFancy that
rotten brute coming here!”

“He's had to clear out of Cedar, I guess,”
said Bob. “With all his bounce, he lighted
out as soon as he found the sheriff was after
him. The sheriff of Thompson wouldn't care
for his guns, aind he knows it.”

There was a step outside, and Mr. Slimmey,
pale and agitated, came into the porch.

“What is it—what is going on?” exclaimed
the young master, peering f\t the boys over
his gold-rimmed glasses.

Frank pointed into the open doorway of the
kitchen.

Mr. Slimmey became paler still, but he
did not tremble. Poor Mr. thmev wag
feeble in bedy, but he had the spirit of a
lion. His eyes blinked away at a great rate
buun(‘ his glasses.

“Bless my soul!” he murmured.

“He's qmeb now, sir,” said Bob. “We'rs
hanging on in ease he cuts up rusty with
Miss Mcadows.”

“You must not go into danzer—I shall deal
with him, in that case,” said Mr. Slimmey
nervously.

Bob Lawless grinned; he could not help
it. Mr. Slimmey would not have made a
mouthful for the gigantic ruffian from the
Californian sierra.

The ruffian was eating voraciously. His
exploits in Cedar Camp had apparently given
hini an appetite.

Miss Meadows waited on him with quiet
calmness. The brave Canadian girl was
mu}\mg the hest of a bad situation.

Long Bill caught w*ht of Mr. Slimmey in
the porch, and glared out at hlm

said Misg

“Hallo! _Who's that galoot. with the
blinkers on? I allers wing gallots witb
biinkers on!”

Crack!

Bob Lawless dragged Mr. Sliney aside.

The rufﬁ:m had fired recklessly, intending
to “wing” the young master—not to take
his life, but to injure him, that being the
Boct Leg geut]emana idea of pleasantry.

He roared with laughter- as poor Mr.
Slimmey disappeared round the corner in the
ps ssage, dragged into cover by Bob Lawless.

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Slimmey.
'l‘hn—bhe rufian was—was actually ficing at
me! Oh!

Miss Meadows came quickly out of the
kitehen,
“You boys go at once!” she said authori-

tatively. “You are in danger here.”

“So are you, ma'am!” said Bob rebelli-
ocusly.

“Go, I tell you!"” commanded Miss
Meadows. %

The three schoolboys looked rebellioug, but

they did net dare to disobey.
out inte the moonlight.
But they did not go far. Nothing would
have induced them to leave the precincts of
Tue Porunar.—No. 175.
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the lumber school so long as the .border
ruflian was there.

They moved round the building to the

epen window of the kitchen, where the lamp-
light-streamed out into the might.

Long Bill sat at the kitchen table, with
his broad back to the window, and the
schoolboys were within a few yards of him,
unseen by the ruffian.

Hg crashed his pistol-butt impatiently en
the plank table. Miss Meadows came back
into the room.

“Anything to drink in this hyer shanty?”
demanded Long Bill gruffly.

“You do not like water?”

“Water?” Long Bili yelled an oath. “Do
you think I'm a wmissionary, marm? What's
the matter with tanglefoot? ”

“1 have no intoxicants here.
you some coffee?

“Nix! Tanglefoot’s my drink!”

“I have none here.”

“Mean-to say you run a shanty without
a drink in it? ” demanded Long Bill incredu-

Shall I make

lously. “Don’t tork to me! 1 dare ‘say
Binkers has got some tanglefoot. Come
hyer, Blinkers!”

Mr. Slimmey did not appear. .

“Come hyer!"” roared Long Bill. “Show
yeourself, you galoot, before 1 shoot the

schoolmarm’s ear off ! ”
He caught up the revélver. Paul Slimmey
¢ame hurriedly into the kitchen,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
= Roping In a Ruffian.

: ONG BILL chuckled. His savage
threat to Miss Meadows had brought
the young master on the scene at
once.

“Oh, hyer you are!” snorted the ruffian.
‘\ow about that tanglefoot? I've got a
man’s thirst. Where's the lick®r?”

“There is no liquor in this house,” said
Mr. Slimmey quietly. “And I warn you, my
man, not to go too far. There is faw and
otder in Canada.”

“What! You tork (o me, you—you slab-
sided son of & greaser!”” roared Long Bill.

“Do not anger him, Mr. Slimmey,” whis-
pered Miss Meadows hastil

Long Bill waved his six-shooter at Mr.
Slimmey.

“You hike off, and feteh in the licker!” he
said: “1 guess I've nearly finished my Hask.
You hear me vaup! Get a move on!”

“I cannot give you what is not here,”
Mr. Slimmey.

“I give you two minutes!"” said Long Bill.
“Afraid of me getting elevated—hey? You
galoot, T could drink more whisky than you
could drown yourseli in, and keep a3 zober as

said

a padre.  Huamp ib, you galoot! If that
there licker ain’t hyer in two minutes off
goes the schoolmarm’s ear!”

The ruffian levelled his six-shooter at Miss
Meadows.
Whether he would have carried oub his

‘atrovious threat, Mr. Slimmey hardly knew.

But he knew
risk it.

‘With a pale face, but quite composed, Mr.
Slimmey  stepped between the levelled
revolver and the schoolmistress.

“Leave the room, Miss Meadows!"” he said
hurriedly. “Leave him to me!”

“Haw haw, haw!"’ roared Long Bill.
“Leave me to you, you whipper-snapper—
you—you mosquito—you howling coyote!
fiyer I am for you, you galoot!”

He made a rush at the young man, club-
bing his revolver.

Mr. Slimmey, still keeping in front of the
Capadian girl, faced him bravely, but he
was unarmed. He sbruck once, full on the
brutal, bearded face, and then "the revolver-
butt crashed on his head, and he fell sense-
less to the flcor.

Miss Meadows gave a sharp cry.

“You vyillain!"

“Enough chinwag!” shouted the ruffian.
“I'm Long Bill, the bad man from Boot Leg,
and I don’t stand chin-music. Fur a Mexican

that he did not mean to

-red cent I'd serve you the same, and don’t

you torget it!"

Miss Meadows bent over the assistant
master. Mr.. Slimmey was quite uncon-
scious, and a big blue bruise was forming in
his pale forehead.

Long Bill sat down at the table again, and
resumed his voracious meal.

“Now, you hurry up with that licker!" he
zaid. “Mind, you bring it along sharp, or
I'll fiil that carcase so full of bullet-holes

that you can use him for a colander! You
hear me!”

“Will you listen to me? I—

“I calculate not! You hump it!” ex-

claimed the ruffian savagely.
or I'll come to you!”

He half-rose from his seat threateningly,
and Miss Meadows stepped back out of
the kitehen, Long Bill sat ‘down again, with

“Qut you go,

-a brutal laugh.

“Don’t you come back without the tangle-
foot!"” he said. “And if that ain’t back in
five minutes you'll hear my shootin'-irons,
and that galoot on the floor will be the
target. You hear me yaup!”

And he resumed his wolfish meal.

Qutside, in the glimmering moonlight, Frank
Richards and his comrades looked at one
another with pale, set faces. They with-
drew quietly to a distance from the window
to speak.

Wonderiul FREE Real Action Photo—

“We've got to chip in!” muttered Bol
tensely. “He's fit to commit murder now!”

Frank Richards nodded.

“There's no choice,” he said.» “He may
kill peor Slimmey, and Miss Meadows, too,
for that mat‘ter. There's no time to geb
help here.”

“We've got to handle him!”
clere, clenching his hands.

“But—but- how?” muttered Boh.

“You can handle a lariat, Bob?"

“You bet!"” g

“We can get a rope from the horse. Ous
of your trail- -TOpes would de.”

“Good man!"” said Bob, under his breath.
“I guess I'll try it! - Chaps, it may mean
death to us all!- That villain will shoot if
he gets a chance!”

“We shall chance it,” said Frank.
Miss Meadows -or us.”

“That's s0.”

They hurried away.

It did not take a minute to catch one of
the ponies and take off the long trail-rope.
Bo&) Lawless hastily ran a slip-noose at the
end.

The rancher’s son was an old hand with the
Jasso. Often enough he had lassoced cattls
on the ranch when helping the cattlemen in
their work. -

With the improvised lariat coiled in his
hand, Bob Lawless crept back towards the
open, wide kitchen window. Frank Richards
went with him, with a heavy billet of wood
in his hand—the only weapon he could find.

YVere Beauclerc, alse armed with a
bludgeon, went to the front porch, to attack
the ruffian on the other side when he was
“roped.”

He crept quietly into the porch, ready to
rush into the kitchén the moment Bob had
made the lasso-cast from the window.

Frank and Bob stopped silently outside the
window.

Long Bill was finishing his huge meal, sit-
ting in the same place, with his back to the
open window, guite unconscoius of the school-
boys there. If he had known they were there
he would hardly have been on his guard
against them.

The bad man from Boot Leg would cer-
tainly not have supposed that he was in any
danger from schoolbog

But the three were esperately determined.
They were setting their lives upon a cast,
and they knew it, and they did not falter.

Long Bill sat at the table, his revolver
lying beside his plate. It was ready to his
hand if he wanted it, though he did not
suspect that he would need it.

Bob, with steady hands, though his face
was pale, prepared for the cast.

Frank Richards stood with his

(Continued on opposite page.)
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. THE “BALTIC” BRIGHTON ENGINE!
;‘i BY ﬂ BAILWAY EXPERT. All About the Famous Engine Which Forms the Subject of Our Grand Free Plate.
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. The Brighton Eailway engines have long
been favourites. One reason for this
popularity was that until a decade back they
all had names.

At first glance it appears to be a f.xm
‘cult problem to find suitable names for five
or six hundred engines.. The L.B. & S.C.R.
met this diffieulty in an ingenious manner.
The names of stations on the line were given
to the engines, so there were locomotives
with such names as “Brighton,” “ Victoria,”
and “Croydon.” This type of engine nomen-
clature was popular because Brightenians
considered they had something in the nature
of a proprietary right in the locomotive
named “Brighton.” In the same way Hor-
shamites were interested in the “ Horsham,”
ete. = As the ‘L.B. & 8.¢. locomotive stud
increased the supply of stations gave out, but
there are man mmdbes through which the
railway runs wguch do not possess a =tahou.
this accounts for such names ag “Patcham ”
and . “Blatchingfon ”  being  found on
1.B. & 8.C. engines. -After theze were used
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up the mnames of places on the Continent
reached by the L.B. & S.C.R. Continental
connections were applicd to engines, the
names of directors of the company wers
pressed into service, and also names of
celebrated engineers. Then came a time
when names for locomotives went out of
fashion on the Brighton Railway, and the
popular titles borne by the engines gradually
disappeared.

A few months ago the Brighton locomotive
works turned ocut a fine hig tank engine for
express work, of the 4—6—4 *“Baltic ” type.
A club of lecomotive enthusiasts considered

that so handsome and powerful a specimen

of the lecomotive builders’ craft ought not
t0 go nameless, and petitioned the company
that No. 529 should be named after Stephen-
son, the loccomotive designer who obtained
fame right at the commencement of the
railway era.
wish, and this emgine, instead of working
express trains merely as No. 320, has been
given  a. Bname, and- with the name a
personality.

H!'ﬂ

i

A«»‘L»’\.\J‘
1)

The directors acceded to the

e el iaa

The “Sounthern Belle,” and other non-stop
London-Brighton expresses, the Newhuaven
boat expresses, and the fast Eastbouras
tmma have need of powerful engines such
as “Stephenson,” the subject of the colour
plate presented with this issue.

Her 6-coupled wheels are 6ft. 9ins.
diameter, and the cylinders measure 22ins.
diameter by 28ins. stroke. The heating sur-
face measures 1,816 sq. ft.; being a super-
heater, only 170lbs per square inch pressurve
h: carrie Her tanks hold 2,686 gallons of

rater, and her bunkers 8} tons of coal. The
totdl weight of “ %tephensuu " is only 1% fons
short of 100 tons!

A monster express

Ll iy

&=

tank engine is very
suitable for express work on the

B. & 8.C.R., the distances from London
termini to coast termini are mot very long
—50 miles to Brighton and 66 to Eastbourne—
30 there is no need for tender locomotives to
be employed, and- the railway-is able to
benefit from the advauta{,e of emplqymg tha
handy tank engines.
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AOPINQ IN A RUFFIAN !

Long Bill started to his feet at the same moment the rope settled over his shoulders. Bsb
pulied at the rope with all his might and dragged the ruffien off his feet and on to the flioor with a crash.

(See Chapter 5.}

cienched, his hand gripping his cudgel. He
breathed bard, but he was steady. -

It was not easy to make the cast through
a window, but the range, at least, was close.
Bob Lawless swung the coiled rope, and
paused. He swung it again, and it flew.

Whiz! 5

Long Bill started as he heard that sudden
whiz in the air,

But- before he could rise the loop was
round him, settling down over his shoulders,
and Bob was dragging madly on the rope
outside. ;

The ruffian started up, with a horrible
oath, and the drag on the rope dragged him
off his feet, and he sprawled, with a crash,
upon the floor.

A siring of furious oaths left Long Bill’s
lips as he rolled on the floor, struggling with
the gripping, tightening nocoze.

One of his arms was pinned down to his
side, but the other was torn free, and he
had one hand at his service.

He was out of reach of the six-shooter
lying on the table, but there was another in
his belt, and he groped for it furiously as
hie rolled over.

Had that revolver been drawn there would
Liave been grim murder done in the lumber

school. >
Frapk Richards was clambering
ough the window as Bob dragged on the
Half-way through he hurled his
Lludgeon with good aim, and the heavy
hillet of wood erashed on the ruffian’s arm.

-Long Bill gave a howl of agony, and his
right grm for a moment hung useless. The
erashing blow had numbed it.

Still, he struggled to his feet; making
ferocious efforts to throw off the gripping
noose, which was tight reund him now. But
before he was fairly on his feet Vere Beau-
¢ was dashing into the rcom from the

.
The ruffian was facing the window now,
a3 he struggled with the lasso, Beauclere
struck at him, and his endgel crashed on the
back of the ruffian’s head with stunning
force.

Giant as he was, Long Bill reeled under the
Blow, which would almost have felled an
X,

As he staggered, Vere Beauclerc struck
again, with all his strength, and the rufflan
erashed at full length on the floor.

Frank Richards was in the rcom now, and,
eatehing up his cudgel, it circled over Long
HBill’s head, and came down with a erash.

There was a deep groan from the ruffian,

~ NEXT -
TUESDAYI
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and he lay inert on the floor. He was
gtunned.

Frank Richards panted.

“The rope—quick!”

Bob Lawless came scrambling in.

The three schoolboys threw themselves
upon the fallen giant, fearful lest he should
recover before they could secure him. The
blows had stunned him, but already he was
stirring. 3

The rope was knotted round his huge bodiy
and round his powerful arms. - Coil after coil
was knotted upon him, and then the end of
the rope was knotted around his legs. He
was secure at last—more than secure.

“My boys!” Miss Mecadows was at the
kitchen door. “My dear boys, you should
not 2

Bob Lawless sprang up.

“I guess we’'ve got that galoot in a dead
cinch, Miss Meadows,” he said, “He won’t
shoot up a town in Canada again in a
hurry!”

“He’s safe now, ma'am,” said Frank.

Long Bill opened his eyes. He struggled,
and seemed amazed when he found that he
could not move a limb.

As he realised his position, a stream of
furious curses poured from his lips.

“Hold your tongue, you blackguard!” ex-
claimed Vere Beauclerc fiercely.

The torrent of oaths and threats did not
cease. Beauclerc picked up one of the
ruffian’s revolvers, and thrust the muzzle into
his open mouth.

“Silence!” he said.

And the bad man from Boot Leg gurgled
into .silence.

He lay glaring at the schoolboys with
speechless rage. The bad man, who boasted
that he killed a man before breakfast every
morning when he was at home in Boot Leg,
had been roped in by achoolboys, and his
wrath was unspeakable.

But Long Bill had to grin and bear it—
or, at least, he had to bear it. The bad
man from Boot Leg had reached the end
of his tether.

Miss Meadows bent beside Mr. Slimmey,
and bathed his face. The young man had
recovered consciousness now, and he sat up,
Frank Richards supporting him.

He looked at the bound ruffian, and crim-
soned as he turned his glance upon Miss
Meadows.

“I did my best!” he muttered.

“You were very, very brave!” said Miss
Meadows softly. “Phe bravest man could
n;)t have done more than you did in your
place.”

A MAGNIFICENT STORY OF FRANK RICHARDS

And poor Mr. Slimmey took comfort.

Frank Richards and Miss Meadows helped
him away to his cabin. while Bob and Vere
watched the bound ruffian. With a pistol-
barrel between his jaws Long Bill could no$
speak, but his looks were eloquent.

“I guess the sherif will be glad to see
this pilgrim, Miss Meadows,” Bob remarked,
when the schoolmistress came back with
Frank. “Wasn’t it lucky you detained us
after lessons to-day, ma’am!”

Miss Meadows smiled. "She could smile
now. She hardly dared to think how the
matter would have emded but for the pre-
sence of the three schoolboys.

“It was very lucky,” she said. “Now I
will send Chu Ching Chow over to Thompson
abt once for the sheriff, »

“And we’'ll wait till he comes,” said Boh.

Miss Meadows did not dissent. The Chinese
servant was despatched on horseback at
once, and the schoolboys waited, to keep
guard over their prisoner.

They had their supper while they waited,
and while they enjoyed it the bad man fromn
Boot Leg glared at them from the flocr in
helpless rage, with which apprehension was
now mingled. :
; 'l;here was a trampling of hoofs outside at
ast.

The stalwart sheriff of Thompson strode
in, and a look of great satisfaction over-
an§lead his bearded face at the sight of Long

1,

“Take him out,” he said to his men; and
the border ruftian’s legs were freed, and Le
was marched out, to be bound on a horse,
and taken to Thompson, to stand his. trial,
and later to depart for a,very long period
of repose in an institution which the Cana-
dian Government maintained for the special
benefit of “had men.”

In that enforced seclusion Long Bill had
plenty of time to reflect upon the chequered
career of a professional “bad man.,”

It was late when Frank Richards and his
comrades reached home that night.  But
they reached it in a very satisfied mood,
and the next day, at the lumber school, they
were called upon a dozen times at least to
relate how they had dealt with the “Bad
Man from Boot Leg.” :

THE END.
(There will be another grand, long,
complete story of Frank Richards & €o,
: next Tuesday.)
Tae Porurar.—No. 175.
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HAVING SECURED THE CAPTAINCY OF ROOKWOOD, ENOWLES QF THE SIXTH SHOWS HIMSELF
UP IN HIS TRUE COLOURS!

KNOWLES!
KNOWLES !

WHO CHUCKS AVVAY MATCHES |

WHO'S A SILLY ASS?

A Splendid Long Complete Story,
dealing with
JIMMY SILVER & Co,,

the Adventures of

at
Rookwood School.

By OWEN CONQUEST

(Author of the Famous Rookwood Yarns appearing in The “ Boys' Friend.”)

O: 0

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Knowies Shows His Hand !

UBBY MUFFIN put his head in at
the end study, in great excitement. |
“Jimmy Silver—you fellows—"
“Hallo!” said Jimmy Silver, look-
ing round.

“The lst’s up!” announced Tubby.

“Oh!”

“Nearly all Moderns!” said Tubby. “Just
as we expected, you kmow. Come and loock
at it! The fellows are grousing, I can tell
you!l”

And Tubby Muffin vanished, to carry the
ncws further.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at prep in the
end study., but they rose to their feet at
cuee,

All Rookwood, in fact, was waiting to see
the list of the First Eleven for the St. Jim’s
match—the first big fixture of the ecricket
season at Rookwood.

Classicals and Moderns alike were eager to
see the kind of eleven Knowles of the Sixth
intended to put into the field.

By that list it could be seen how the new
capbain of Rookwood intended to set to
work. ;

Fellows knew pretty well what players
Bulkeley, the former captain, would have
selected for that important mateh.

But “old Bulkeley ” was gone from Rook-
wood, and Knowles, of the Modern side, had
been elected in his place.

Jimmy Silver & Co. found a crowd already
collected before the motice-board in the
hall, where the cricket list was posted up
for all to read.

The crowd were nearly all of Cla
and their comments were decidediy
favourable.

“ Rotten !

“What a seb of tripe!”

“It’s .a joker”

“Knowles must be pottyi”

“This is asking St. Jim’s for a licking!”

Such were the remarks Jimmy Siiver &
Co, heard as they came up.

They heard other remarks, too, as they
shoved their way through the crowd by a
liberal use of elbows.

But they did not heed them.
| They were anxious to see the liat.

“Who are you shoving, bedad?”
Flynn.

“¥ou, old chap,” answered Jimmy Silver
cheerily.

And he won his way to the board, feilowed
by his chums.

icals,
un-

roared

“What do you think of that, Jimmy

Silver?” shouted .Rawson.
“Let's read it,” answered Jimmy,

* And he read it, with-a frowning brow.
Tre Portrar.—No. 175.
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The list of players givea for the first big
match of the season ran:

C. KNOWLES.

S. CATESBY. =
R. FRAMPTON,
T. HOKE.

H. TRESHAM,

M. MYERS,

T. LISTER.

K. BRAYE.

L. NEVILLE,
E. JONES.
M. CARTHEW,

Jimmy Silver fairly blinked at that list.

Eight names in it belonged to the Modern
side of Rookwood.

The final three were Classicals.

Several of them were fellows who had never
been selected for the Rookwood First at all,
£ven as Teserves.

Of the three Classicals, Neville and Jones
major were first-rate men, but Mark Car-
thew certainly was not.

But he was a friend of Knowles’, and that
accounted for his selection.

Jimmy rubbed his eyes.

“My only hat!” he said. “That isn't a
Rookwood team—that’s a Modern side team.
Lonsdale’s left out, and Hansom, and Scott
—— My hat!”

“It’s asking for a licking,” said Raby.

“An’ gettin® it, by gad!” remarked Morn-
ington. “Knowles is beginnin' well?”

“Here comes Neville!” murmured Oswald.

The juniors made way for Neville of the
Sixth as he came along with Lonsdale.

Neville had put up for the captaincy after
Bulkeley’s departure; npot se much from
ambition, as from a desite to keep the place
warm, as it were, for his old chum, whom
he hoped to see return some day. =

Knowles had carried the election, however,
partly by means that were not quite ‘open
to inspection.

. Neville glanced at the excited crowd of
juniors.

“What's on?” hs asked.

‘j E)thq' the cricket-list,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Your name's in
Smythe of the Shell.
Neville took no notice of that remark.

He read the list through quietly.

Lonsdale read it, too, and his
darkened.

Lonsdale had been one of Bulkeley's best
men, and he could not be spared from the
First Eleven in a biz fixture,

But Knowles had evidently comsidered that
he could spare him, - :

My hat!” said Neville at Iast,

“What a team!” said Lonsdale, his Hp
curling. “Well, the Ciassical chaps who
veted for Knowles are gettin' wha$ they

it, Neville,” grinned

brow

asked
grace!

The two seniors walked away.

“We know what the Sixth
now!” grinned Oswald.

Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to the erd
study.

Prep had to be done. But that evening
the Classical juniors certainly did not give
so much thought to prep as they should
have given.

The way Knowles had started, as captain
of Rookweod, filled all thoughts.

It was not only that he was going to put
into the field a team that couldn’t beat
St. Jim's. That was bad enoungh!

But it was clear that, in Knowles' eyes,
the Modern side—his own side—was the only
side that mattered, and that under the new
captain the Classicals were to be left out in
the cold in every way.

And that was serious.

“They’re going to remonstrate with
Knowles, I believe,” said Jimmy Silver, with
a sniff. “Fat lot of good that will be!
Krowles will only grin. He’s got the whip-
hand now, and he’s going to use it.”

“And Rookwood First will go to pot!” said
Lovell.

“Well, it does look like it! Serve the
fellows right for electing Knowles!” growled
Jimmy., “I wish old Bulkeley could come
back!""

Jimmmy Silver was not the only fellow on
the Classical side who wished that.

The Classicals—even some of those who
had voted for Knowles in the captain’s
election—would have given a great deal to
see George Bulkeley in his old place at Rook-
wood again. -

for, now. That list is simply a dis-

think of ib

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Knowles Knows Best!
ECIL KNOWLES was standing by ths
window in his study.
He turned from the window, with
a smile to Catesby and Frampton,
who were in the study.
“We're goin’ to have visitors,”
marked.
The two Modern seniors grinmed.
“1 thought the cricket list would stir 'em
up a. bit,” remarked Frampton.
“ Bound to!” smiled Catesby.
They joined Knowles at the window.
Through the dusk of the guad they dis-
cerned Neville and Jones major of the Sixth,
and Hansom and Lumsden of the Fifth, com-
ing to the House.
The four Classical seniors looked
serious.
There was no doubt that it was Knowles’
selection of the First Eleven that was the
cause of their coming.

he re-

very
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“Shall we clear off, Knowles?” asked

Catesby.

“No; stay where you are. I shall speak
pretty plainly if there’s any nonsense.”

“Good! Let them understand that the
¢aptainey is on this side of Rookwood now!”

“I intend to. We had to do a lot of
Enucklin’ under while Bulkeley was skipper.
It’s their turn now.” %

“Hear, hear!” chuckled Knowles' two sup-
porters. 3

In a very cheery mood the three Modern

" seniors waited for the visitors.

“Come in!” said Knowles very politely, as
& tap eame at the door.

Neville and his companions entered.

Knowles greeted them with a cheery nod. -

“Glad to see you fellows!” he said affably.
“8it down!”

“We sha’'n’t be staying long,” eaid Neville.
“The fact is, we've come to see you about
the team for the St. Jim’s match, Knowles.”

“Any suggestions to offer?”

“Yes; if you care to hear them.”

“Certainly! You are on the committee,
Neville, and you have a right to make any
suggestion you think fit. Of course, the
decision rests with the captain of the school.”

“I don’t dispute that,” said Neville dryly;
while Hansom of the Fifth gave utterance
$0 an expressive grunt. “We've seen the
notice you've posted up, Knowles. It was
the first 1'd seen of it when I found it on
the board. Are we to take that cricket-list
seriously?”

Knowles elevated his eyebrows.

* Naturally !” he replied.

“That’s the eleven you intend to play

against St. Jim's?”

“¥es "

“And you cxpect to win?” broke in Jones
maijor.

“I hope to,” answered Knowles calmly.

“ With that team?” snorted Hansom.

“You think it could be improved?” asked
Knowles: 3

“What! I know it could.”

“Well, I don't think I ought to leave out
Neville or Jones major,” said Knowles, with
a shake of the head. “They're good men.”

“Bh? 1'm not suggesting anything ef the
Leave out some of the Modern crocks
youre loading up the team with,” said
Hansom. =

Knowles smiled.

“I'm afraid you're a bit prejudiced, asz a
(lassical, Hansom. You must really allow
me to use my own judgment, especially in
connection with fellows in my own House,
that I know thoroughly well.”

“I should jolly well think so!” said Cateshy
warmly.

“If you're determined to play this team,
Knowles, T suppose there’s nothing more to
be said,” said Neville quietly. “But as head
of the Classical side," I feel bound to pro-
test. Tt's practically a House team, net a
School team at all, and it can™t possibly
meet St. Jim’s on anything like equal terms.
It means a defeat for the First Eleven.”

“Why?”

“Because half the men you have selected
are no good,” answered Neville bluntly.

“Because they are Moderns?” sneered
Frampton.

“Because they can't play ericket up to
the standard required for a first-class matceh,
I mean, and you know it.”

“I don't know it,” said Frampton. “3
know the Modern side produces better
cricketers than the other side, though Bulke-
ley didn't- think so in his time!”

“Oh, come out into the open!” said Lums-
den. ‘“Now. Knowles is captain, the Classical
side is to be left in the shade. That's it.”

“Not at all,” said Knowles smoothly.
“You remember what Bulkeley used to say.
In matters affecting tue school we must
forget that there are two sides to Rookwood,
and think only of the school.”

“That’s right enough.”

“Well, that's what I'm doing. Bulkeley
worked on that principle, and it always led
him to select the majority of players from
the Classieal side. It just happened that
way, of course. Working on the same
principte, I happen to find the best men
on the Modern side.”

“Only you don’t find the best men there;
you find a set of erocks.”

“1 might have said the same to Bulkeley
in his time. I certainly thought so,” said
Knewles calmly. “The fact is, since you
foree me to speak plainly, Im not satisfied
with Classical cricket.”

“What!"

“I want, to see a gemeral improvement in
- NEXT -
FJUESDAY!

" TUBBY MUFFIN'S DISCOVERY!™

your form,” went on Knowles: “I want to
see you stick to praetice, and buck up
generally. When you produce men fit to play
for Rookwood, I'l play them with pleasure.
Until then I've got to win matches somehow
with the material I've got in hand. That's
how the matter stands.”

Knewles spoke with perfect gravity, though
the effect was somewhat spoiled by the lurk-
ing gring of his two comrades.

The Classical seniors stared at him almost
open-mouthed.

Knowles’ statement was so directly con-
trary to the facts, ‘that it quite tock their
breath away.

“So—so that’s how you look at it, is it?”
gasped Jones major at last.

“Yes, that's it.”

“Then we may as well get out.
you fetlows!”

“We protest!” said Hansom.

Kuowles nodded.

“I will make a note of your protest,” he
replied.

“And you are going to play that team of
duds, all the same?”

“I am going to play the Reookwood First, if
that is what you mean.”

“Then I'm dashed if I'l play in a team
that goes out hunting for a thumping lick-
ing!” exclaimed Jones major angrily.

“If you choose to rvesign your place, of
course you are ab liberty te do so,” said
Knowles, unmoved. “I dare say I can fill
it; we've got plenty of good men in this
House. Only don’t say it was my doing,
to make the First Eleven entirely Modern,
The responsibility for that will_be yours.”

Jones major strode out of the study with-
out replying.

His companions followed. him.

Knowles had them in a cleft stick, as it
were.

The Classical players could either share in
the match, foredoomed to defeat, or they
could resign, and put it in Knowles’ power
to say that defeat was brought about by
their desertion,

They were breathing hard as they crossed
the quad back to the School House.

Knowles smiled as the door closed.

“1 don't think our dear friends got mueh
change out of me,” he remarked.

“Not much!” grinned Frampton. “By
gad, this is like Bulkeley’s time over again,
but with the boot on the other leg!™

And Catesby chuckled.

Come on,

said Tubby.
It's a jolly

Tubby Muffin Has His Suspicione.
Four were starting their preparation,
as he often did, sometimes with dire results
“I say, Jimmy——" he began.
“Clear!” grunted Lovell,
Tubby Muffin remained entirely unmoved
He waited for‘silence, and recommenced:
it matter to us whether a blessed Modern
“But, I sayp—7"
morning {*’
good chance for ome of you fei/ldws to nip
and stared at the fat Classieal.
“Have you gone off your recker?”
“That he’s hiding some grub!”
demanded Tubby.

T UBBY MUFFIN insinuated himself into
Tubby ought to have heen at prep
to himself when he had to deal with Mr.
Jimmy waved a hand at him.
“Scat!” said Raby.
by those four objurgations, all delivered at
“1 say, Jimmy, Catesby's gone out!”
bounder stays in or gees out?” snapped
“Go and do your prep, you fat duffer!
“Never mind prep now,”
into his study !’
“What on earth should anybedy nip into
“I've got a strong suspicieq———-"
“Rats!”
“Eh? Any old thing, T suppose!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
the end study, where the Fistical
himself, but he was apparently putting it off,
Bootles in the morning.
“Can’t you see I'm busy? Buzz!”
“Absquatulate!” howled Newcome.
once.
“Bother Catesby! What the dickens does
Jimmy. “Let a fellow work!”
You'll have Bootles on your track in the
“Qateshy’s gene out, I tell you!
Jimmy looked up from his work at last,
Catesby’s study for, you owl?” he demanded.
“Bow-wow!"
“Then, what is it/lie keeps in his desk?”
“I mean that big mahggany desk in his

HH

E

study,” said Muffin eagerly. “He keeps it
locked, and always takes the key out.”

“He may be afraid of a fat, little, inquisi-
tive beast nosing among his papers,” re-
marked Raby caustically. :

“ His fag’s noticed it—in fact, he told me,”
said Tubby, unheeding.. “One day Cateshy
found him near the desk, and cuffed hin.
Taverner wasn't going to touch his old desk,
but Catesby cuffed him. He thought he
was, Looks suspicieus, don’'t it?”

“Oh rot!”

“You see, Catesby never used to keep that
desk locked.”

“How do you know?”

“His fag says so. Taverner says the
matches used to be kept in that desk, and
he used to get them when he was going to
light a fire for Catesby. Well, all of sudden
Catesby took to keeping it locked. Why
should he? The key used to stick in the
lock, but now Catesby wears it on his watch-
chain. He don't keep papers in it. It’s
never opened, Taverner knows that.”

“And how does Taverner know that?”
asked Newcome.

“He was rather eurious about it, you see,”
grinned Tubby, “so I put bim up to a dodge.
He stuck some wax in the keyhole. It's
never been disturbed, though it was a week
ago. Catesby never unlocks that desk. Vet
he's awfully careful about the key. He had
a ring made specially to keep it on his wateh-

ch:}in. 'Tain’t a key yow'd wear on a ehain,
neither. It’s rather big and clumsy, and

must be awkward on a chain.”

Tubby Muftin paused and looked inguir-
ingly at the Fistical Four.

Evidently the Paul Pry of Rookwood eon-
sidered that he had strong grounds for
suspicion. ’

“What do youn fellows think?” he asked.

“I think you'd better mind your own busi-
ness, and let  Catesby's desk alope!™ said
Levell gruffly.

“But he's hidi
Tubby. “What
not grub?"

“Nonsense!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Don’t you think so, Jimmy?"

“Ne, I don’tl”

“But he’s hiding something there!" urged
Tubby. “Isn’t it plain encugh?”

“Ratst”

“It’s grub,g

mething in it!” urged
he be hiding there, if

right enough!™ said Tabhy
“Couidn’t be anything
Semething he's putiing away for a rainy
day, you know.”

with conviction.

s

* Buzz oft{”
“But I say—"
Lovell grasped the inkpot, and Tubhy

Muffin rolled hastily out of the end study
without finishing his remarks.

“I say, that's jelly queer, all the same,”
remarked Newcome, as Lovell set down fhe
mmkpot. “Why should Catesby bother so
much over his old desk? Looks as if Tubby
is right.”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

““L can guess what's in that desk,” he
answered.

“You can!” ejaculated Newcome,

“ Vs

“What the dickens is it, then?®

“Papers!” said Jimmy.

“But how do you know?”

“Don’t you remember the day we were
at Woodend?” said Jimmy, with a teuch of
impatience. “Catesby met his uncle there,
and the old johnny gave him a bundle of
papers to mind. Ten to one it’s that that's
in the desk.”

“I remember mnow,” said Tovell, with a
nod. “I'd forgotten. That was jolly queer,
too. It puzzled me at the*time.”

“Not our business.”

“No; that's so. But it was queer. 1
wonder what Catesby would say if he kmsw
we knew !” said Lovell, with a grin.

“Just as well he doesn't, He would ba
down on us, though we couldn’t help know-
ing, and as his pal is captain of Rookweod
pow he conld make it warm for us” said
Jimmy Silver. “Not a word about it. They
want te keep it dark, according to what we
heard thém say. And it’s nob our bizmey.
Pile in, or we sha'n't get done.”

And the Fistical Four resumed their prep.

But Tubby Muffin was not thinking of
prep.

The thought of Steplicn Catesby’s laocked
desk haunted him. < =

Tubby Muffin  knew nothing of that
mysterious meeting between the Modern

Toe Popurar.—No. 175.
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prefect and hig uncle, which Jimmy Silver
& Co. had accldentally witnessed.

The only conclusion he could come to was
that Catesby was concealing a secret store
of food in the mahogany desk, all the more
because Tubby's thoughts and dreams ran
continually upon food.

The thought of that possible supply was so
enticing to the fat Classical that he made
up his mind at last to risk it himself, having
failed to interest the Fistical Four in the
matter.

With great caution Tubby made his way
into Me. Manders' House, and as most of
the Modern fellows were at preparation at
that hour he succeeded in reaching Catesby’s
atudy unobserved.

With bated breath the fat Classical tiptoed
into the study.

1t was in darkness.

Tubby groped his way to the .desk in the
far corner and struck a match.

His eyes lingered on the desk, but he tried
in vain to force the locked lid.

His glance wandered to the poker in the
grate, and he wondered whether he could
_kisk it.

He struck another mafch, his fat mind
almost made up.

There was a step in the passage, and the
door opened,

“Hallo! - You're in, Cateshy?”
Tresiam of ~ the Modern Sixth.
What—"

Tubby dropped the match in terror.

Tresham entered the study, switching on
the electric light.

He stared sternly at the palpitating Fourth-
Former.

“You young sweep, what are you up to?”
ge Exc!aimed. “What are you doing at that

€s.

“N-n-nothing!" stammered Tubby. “I-—1
wasn't touching it, you know.

“What did you come here for?”

“N-nothing!

Tresham grasped him by the collar.

“This way!” he said grimly.

“¥—I say—— Varoooh!” roared Tubby.

The Modern senior spun him out of the
studr, and planted a heavy boot behind him.

Tubby Muffin went dowu the passage as
iI he had been shot from a catapult.

Tresham hurst into a roar of laughter as
“he went.

Tubby Muffin did not laughg he roared in
wuite ancther way, and fled for his life.

It was
“Hallo!

==
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts.

ks ELL, Stephen?”
Mr James Catesby removed the
cigar from his mouth regarding

5 his nephew, with a somewhat
aurious look,
There was a froubled expression on

Laleshy’s face.
 “You wished to see me, Stephen,” continued

A Splendid Gift!

Wonderful FREE Real

the City gentleman. “I have not had time
to come down before. I have been rather
busy, owing to the unfortunate happenings
at the bank.”

“I understand that, uncle. But why
couldn’t you come to Rookwood to see me as
you used to do?”

“There are reasons, Stephen, why I do not
wish to visit you at present.”

“Is it anything to do with the bundle of
papers you gave me to mind for you the
other week, uncle?”

Mr. Cateab,{ looked very sharply at bhis
nephew.

“Hush!” he muttered.

“There’s nobody to hear us here,”
Cateshy.

Uncle and nephew had stopped in the dusky
lane, a little distance outside Coombe.

“You cannot be too ecareful, my boy. A
great deal depends upon it.”

“You have never told me what that bundle
contains, uncle.”

= Important legal papers,” said Mr. Catesbv

“Yes. But—but—"

“My dear nephew. do not trouble your
mind about them,” said Mr. Catesby. “Is
there anything else you wish to ask me?”

Stephen Catesby was silent, but it was
evident that he was troubled.

The elder man’s sharp eyes narrowed as
he watched his nephew’s face in the dusk.

“Bulkeley has left Rookwood?” he said
suddenly.

“Yes. His father——”

“Mr. Bulkeley is on bail,

said

but under close

supervision, I believe,” @said the City
gentleman. > .
“1 understand that you believe in his

innocence, uncle?”

“I try to do so, at all events, Stephen.
I feel bound to defend my p'\rtnew until he
is actually condemned by the law.”

“JIs he guilty, uncle?”

“That I cannot say
taken place.”

“Then—then he is going to be tried?”

“Certainly. He is now remanded on bail.”

Mr. Catesby lighted another cigar.

“I've only heard 1mperfectlv what happened
at the bank, uncle,” said Catesby at last.

until his trial has

“As I heard it, a number of bonds were
miissing.”
“About twenty thousand pounds’ worth,

Stephen. A large sum.”
“They were taken away—"
“From the bank safe, yes.”
“Why should Mr. Bulkeley be suspected

of taking them?”

“Really, there seems little room for
doubt,” said Mr. Catesby, still watching his
uephew closely. “Mr. Bulkeley had t-he key

to the bank safe.”

“But you are the junior partner, uncle; you
had a key, too?

“Quite so. But it happens that I was on
business in Scotland at the time, and when
I left I placed my key in Mr. Bulkeley’s
charge for safety,” explained Mr. Cateshy.
“It was during my ahsence in Scotland that

9
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the bank was entered, and the safe opened
with a key and tlie bonds abstfacted. The
night watchman was atbacked. from behind,
and stricken senseless; and a heavy cane,
the property of Mr. Bulkeley, was found
lying near the safe the next morning. Ap-
parently he bad laid it down when opening
the safe, and had forgotten to take it up
afterwards. ~However, I trust he may be
able to clear himself.”

i ﬁnd the bonds have not been found?”

[e}
“He denies knowing anything about them?”
“He protests his innocence, of course. I
sincerely hope he will be able to prove it.”

There was a slight inflection of mockery in
Mr. Cateshy's tone, involuntary, but quite
notbiceable.

Catesby looked at him quickly.

“Uncle, I don’t know whether you're aware
what happened at Rookwood—why Bulkeley
left. The police suspected that his fatber
might have put the stolen property in his
charge, and a detective came down and
searched Bulkeley’s quarters.”

“Yes, I was aware of that.”

“All ‘the fellows back up Bulkeley, but ha
felt that he couldn’t remain at Rookwood
mten e

£ F suppose so. 8

-~ Catesby’s lips opened agam, but closed.

There was something weighing on his mind,
hut it was something to which he did not
- care to give utterance.

His uncle regarded him quietly
the smoke-wreaths of the’ cwar

“Have you nothing else to say to me,
Stephen?”

o+ N-no.”

“You have said very little, considering
you asked me to come “down specially to
}OU Izud Mr. Catesby sharply.

“Well 27

“Nothing.”

Mr. CatEabV drew a deep breath.

“My dear Stephen, you must not think tL g
much about matters that do not cone

through

you,” he said quietly. “Don’t worry
the affair in any way. It is not your bu
ness, you know.”

“I don’t; only—"

“Only what?”

“Nothing,” muttered the Rookwood pr

“Reqllv, you are rather
Stephen,” said Mr. Catesby s ¥
will not ask you to explain yourseif further.
Perhaps you have some little troubles of
your own on your mind. Are you in nsed
of money?”

“That’s an old need with me, uncle.”

‘“ell you have a kind uncle to draw
upon,” Sal(l Mr. Catesby, laughing. “I
a five-pound note in my pocket-hook for zou,
Stephen.”

“You're very kind.”

“You are my favourite nephew, my hox,
and so long as I am prosperous you wiil
never want,” said Mr. Cateshby.

He opened the pocket-book, and Ca

took the crisp fiver in his fingers.
But his face was still heavy and fro:
“By the way, vou have never ment
those papers to anyone?” asked Mr. Cate
carelessly.
“You told me not to, uncle.’
£ \nq you have not done so?”

“No.

“Where do you keep them?”

“In the old mahogany desk in my s

“And the key?”

“I wear it on my watchchain.”

“CGood! You cannot be too carefu
those papers were lost, T might get ‘bhe
of a law suib on a future oceasion.

“Oh!” said Catesby, his face (lea
little. “They are really legal p'm
something to do with a law suit?

“Prouxelv ”

“I should think they would be safer in a
bank than m the desk im my study at Rook
wood, uncle.”

“I am the best

"

judge of that., Stephen

In a few weeks [ hope to Le able t £El
you of your charge. Until then Xkeep t
matter seeret.”

“T will, uncle.”

Jamed Catesby looked at his wateh.

“You have mnothing else to ask wme,
Stephen?”

“Nothing, uncle.”

“Then 1 will say good-bye.. T have fo

take the next up train.
I have visited you.”
“Very well, uncle.”
They pur‘red the City gentleman “uvw-
ing into the village.
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Stcphen Catesby took his way in the direc-
fion of Rookwoed with a clouded brow.

There was a thought—a suspicion—lurking
in the back of his mind that filled him with
uneasiness, almost with fear.

He strove to dismiss it, bub
linger.

What were the papers that his uncie had
handed him within twenty-four hours, as
he knew, of the robbery of the bonds at
the bank in London?

Was it possible—

The bare possibility was so terrifying that
Catesby did not carc to think of it.

He preferred to tell himself, and to try
to believe, that it was xmpo;sxble—mcredlble

But his mind was still troubled when he
came back to Rookwood and let himself in
with the prefect’s key at the side-gate.

There was a light burning in his study
when he reached it.

Tresham of the
Sixth was there.

“Waitin’ for you, -
cid man!’ said Tres- i
ham, as Catesby came
in. “You seem to
have forgotten that
we were going to have
the gloves on this
evening.”

*“Sorry
Catesby. “I had for-
gotten somehow.”

“By the way, do
you heep anything of
value in that old
desk 7" asked Tresham,
Ier}.mg his thumb to-
wards the mabogany
desk in the corner.

Cateshy started
violently.

“That — that -desk!
What do you mean?”
he panted. l

Tresham looked at
him in astomishment. l

i
|
1
|
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“said

ir

“Hallo! Keep your
wool on!” he said. I
was only going to tell
you that I had found
Muffin of the Fourth
Bocing about the desk -
when I looked in for
you some time ago.”

“That inquisitive
littte  beast! How
<ould he know——"

“He was nosing over
the desk. I kicked
m out of the
study.” said Tresham.

Catesby crossed
hurriedly to the desk,
and examined it.

He breathed more
freely as he found

Rut that was what they fully expected to
see.

How could a team composed almost entirely
of Moderns beat’ any lot that could play
cricket at all?

That was the question the Classicals asked
themselves, and to which they could find
only one answer.

Most of the Classics agreed that Knowles
was simply ¢hueking the match away for the
sake of Modern swank.

The view taken by the Moderns was quite
different.

Tommy Dodd & Co., the herces of the
Modern Fourth, opined that Rookwood was
in for a successful season, now that the
Modern side was really getting a chance in
the games.

It was House patriotism that led to Tommy
Dodd taking this view. It really was not

founded on the facts.
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s “ Magnet’'!

Rushden, Lefevre, and the rest looked very
fit and in great form:

They were a team that Teguired the best
men in° Rookwood to be put into the field
against them, and even the Moderns could
hardly maintain that Knowles’ eleven repre-
sented the best in Rookwood.

Knowles seemed to have no doubts, hows
ever, :

He wag smiling and confident.

A victory over St. Jim’s would certajnly
have been a great triumph for Cecil Knowles,
and a proof of his contention that the
Moderns had mnever -been given a fair show
under George Bulkeley's rale.

But it was a very great gquestion whether
he could win such a victory with his pre-
sent team.

Knawles himself was a first-class man, and
Cateshy and Frampton were good; but most
of the others could have been replaced with

|

that it was intact.

A fear aqppressed
him for a moment
that the secret papers
had been brought to

CAUGHT IN THE ACT!
young sweep, what are you up to ?’® he exclaimed,
 N-n-nothing ! * stammered Tubby, * 1-1 wasn’t touching it,

Tresham stared sternly at the trembling Tubby Muffin. * You
“ What are you doing at that desk??®

(See Chapter 3.)

you know ! ??

light.
; “How could he know what?” asked Tres-
nam.

“Oh, nothing! T mean, what could he

have been nosing about that desk for?” said
Catesby. “There’s nothing ef value in it.”
“I thought I'd mention it in case there
}ms,” said Tresham, with a smile. *Now,
if you’re ready, we'll go down to the gym.”
Stephen Catesby left the study with his
friend, his brow darker than cver.
The prying Tubby Muffin haunted him.
What did Mufin know?
know? What could he suspect?
It was some time before Catesby of the
Sixth was able to dismiss the matter from

Lis mind.
J following day.
They were looking very serious.

Though the First Eleven match was not,
in" their eyes, so important as their own
matches, theg still admitted that it was a
matter of importance.

And they had no desire to see Rookwood
Tirst - “walked-over » by “Kildare and his
merry men from St. Jim’'s.

eeoavi o TUBBY MUFFIN
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The St. Jim’s Match.

IMMY SILVER & Co. started for Big
Side immediately after dinner on the

What could he

view with great obstinacy.

*“ Hallo, Doddy!” said Jimmy Silver, as he
arrived on the ericket-ground and found the
Moderns there. *“Nice prospect for to-day—
what?"

“Ripping !” agreed Tommy Dodd.

“Faith, and we're going to tee some cricket
entoirley !” said Tommy Doyle sturdily.
“Real ecricket, I mane!”

“I don’t think!” snapped Lovell,

“No need to tell us that, old scout,” re-
marked Tommy Dodd kindly. “We know you
den’t. You can’v in fact!”

“Look here, you cheeky
roared -Lovell belligerently.

“Order!” said Kit Erroll, with a laugh.
“Leave Tommy his opinion. He'll change it
fast enough when the play begins.”

“Wel, that’s so,” agreed Lovell.

‘Rats" said Tommy Dodd

“Here comes 8t. Jim’s!” said Mornington.
“They look a rippin’ lot!”

There was 2a cheer for the 8t.
cricketers,

Jimmy Silver knew a good many of thewnt
by sight, having seén them when over at St.
Jim’s for the junior matches with Tem
Merry’s team.

Kildare, their captain,

Modern chiump.”

Jim’s

was —a mighty

Darrell, Langton,
A GRAND |

cricketer: and Monteith]

S DISCOVERY!™

But Tommy Dodd and the rest held that:

B HH By

advantage from the ranks of the Classical
seniors.

Knowles won the toss, and elected to bat,
and he opened the innings for Rookwood with
Frampton.

Iuldere and his men went into the field.

“What price duck’s eggs to- day?” growled
.Jowll
“Cheap!” said Jimmy Silver.

And Tommy Dodd snorted.

Darrell howled the first over for St. Jim’s
against Knowles.

The HModerns cheered loudly
dealt with the bowling. *

Thie Modern captain was certainly at the
top of his form, and at such times he was
decidedly good.

as Knowles

Himmy Silver felt his hopes rise as he -
watched him.
Angry, as he was with Knoowles, Jimmy

could ve tolerated his triumph if enly he
could have bhagged a \’cfm} for Rookwood
School.

For twenty minntes Knowles and Frampton
kept - up their wickets in fine style, and
TRockwood hopes were h

Bdt suddenly there was n loud bLout

“Well bowled, St. Jim's!
(Continued on page 27.)
Tre Porurar.—No. 175.
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‘A WONDERFUL NEW SERIAL BY SID

NEY DREW COMING SHORTLY.
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A Magnificent New Serial of
Adventure,
Ferrers Lord & Co., and Gan

introducing

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 fracks south for an island bs
The island is named Desolatis, and the millionaire adventurer puts it up for sale between
his friends, PRINCE CHING LUNG, RUPERT THURSTON, HAL HONOUR (kis engineer), and GAN WAGA, a fat Eskimo attached to

has bought from the Portuguese Government.

the crew of the Lord of the Deep.

The money from the four fri
of Desolatia.

gigantic iceberg in the intense darkness.

They discover & small tunnel leading out of the iceberg,
Lung, and Gan Waga are scoufing oa the island when
Ferrers Lord &

of the island, and orders them off,
Castaro sends

the Mexican’s offer, and decides to 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.
‘Whilst out scouting, Hal Honour has a fight with a strange monster inhabiting the nnknown depths of the lagoon on the fioe. Ferrers Lord
decides to explore beneath the surface of the lake to find the monster. Fitted with diving suits, they go to the bottom of the lagoon.

{Now read om.)

ends is given to Rupert Thurston’s liltle hospital, and they agree fo play ¢ Put and Take * for the ownership
After once tying with Ching Lung, Gan Waga has the great luck fo win the island.
On the way south the yacht is overlaken by a terrific storm. They are s

weopt far out of their course, and the yacht runs foul of a
The ship crashes through the side of tke b

ollow berg, and thé entrance freezes up, imprisoning them.
and they find themselves on the shore of Gan Waga’s Island.
they are held up by a Mexican millionaire, who tells them ke has taken possession
Co. leave the isiand and return to the camp, which is being built on the ice-floe.
Dan Gova with a letter to Ferrers Lord, telling him to surrender while ke has the chance ; but the millionaire refuses

Ferrers Lord, Ching

Gan Waga's Dream,

HE strange weapons which Ferrers
Lord & Co. carried were deadly
things. The light grew fainter above
them as they passed beneath the cur-
tain of weed into the submarine ice tunnel.
The bottom was guite smooth, but their lead-
soled hoots gripped it firmly. The walls also
were smooth, as if rubbed down and polished
by the inrush and-outrush of many tides.
The water was dead still now. without the

vestige of a eurrent. -

“Jle's got in further than you expected,
yasn’t  he, chief?” asked Thurston. “1
shouldn’t be surprised if he managed to reach
the sea, if thig tunnel does reach the sea
without coming to a dead end.”

“It ecan scarcely- be a dead end,” said the
millionaire. “We know that the brute is an
amphibian, and can leave the water when he
feels so -inclined, By the rather vague
account of his jaws he must be a fish eater,
and by what he did to O’'Rooney’s bait he is
partial to mutton. If he got into this tunnel
by accident, he would have died of starvation
long ago, for there is nething to eat on the
floe that I know of.”

“That seems to put the lid on the dead
end theory, Chief, If the brute couidn’t get
to sea to forage, he couldn’t very well exist
unless he has the knack of going dormant
for long periods at a stretch. Hallo! 1t's
gebting shallower, isn't it? We're climbing
up, I think.”

The ineline was long and gradual. All at
onee the top of Prout’s helmet, and then bis
great goggled eyes, rose clear of the water.

A dozen more strides, and they were only’

waist deep. Ferrers Lord flashed his lamp
upwards and round them. They were in an
ice cavern very like the one in which the
Lord of the Deep had found a prison and a
tomb, but on a much smaller scale. The
flashing lamp became motionless.

“There he ig!” cried Prout and Thurston,
with one volce.

The monster lay stretched out on a ledge
of ice that no doubt had often formed its
sleeping place—stark, stiff, and frozen. It
was a saurian, as the millionaire had sus-

Tre Popurar,—No. 175.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

“THE BOY WHO COULDN'T FIGHT!"

pected, long-necked, and cone-bodied, and
with an eight-foot jaw, armed from snout to
gape with three-inch inecurving teeth. Its
great tail was flattened like a beaver's, and
it had four huge flippers, built chiefly for
swimming, but probably powerful enough to
drag the massive body over fairly level
ground at a good pace. One eye had gone,
carried away by Hal Honour’s bullet; but the
other, dull green, glared stonily and un-
winkingly at them in the glow of the lamps.
The millionaire -measured it roughly with his
electric rifle, which was four feet six inches
in length.

“ Forty-two feet,” he said, “or something
very close to it. I have seen plenty of
skeletons of these old-world lizards. and
pictures of them as they ought to look in
the flesh; but I never saw a fellow quite like
this one. He looks like a cross-strain be-
tween a plesiosaurus and a dinosaurus.”

“By honey, 1 was always told there were
bigger fish in the sea than ever came out of
it, and now I believe it,” said Prout. “ What
a jaw! I believe; with a fair go, he’d have
beaten Barry O’Rooney for talking, with a
jawbone that size. And Barry’s yarn wasn't
quite the big lie we thought it was, sir.
You want a lot of salt as a rule before you
can swallow down O'Rooney’s ‘yarns, but in
this case he wasn’t stretching it very much.”

“If he only saw the beggar he'd quickly
stretch the forty-two feet into. forty-two
vards,” said Rupert Thurston, “so I'm glad
he can't see it. Are you going further,
Chief?”

“J think not. It won't be difficult to block
the tunnel to keep any of this fellow’s friends
away,” said Ferrers Lord. “We'll let well
alone, and go back.”

They reached the rope safely, and by
climbing the rope hand over hand, gained
the spar and the foot of the ladder. The
moment he was on the bank.of the lagoon,
and the nozzle of his helmet had been un-
serewed, a volley of questions was fired at
Prout by Maddock and Barry O'Roonéy, and
chiefly by Barry O'Réoney. Prout pulled off
his - waterproof rubber glove, and took the
Irishman by the hand.

“By honey, I respect you, Barry!” he said.
«From the bottom ¢f my heart, and for the

A GRAND TAL

first time in my life, I really respeet you.
I've seen the critter, and you didn't tell a
single lie about it. It's a sight bigger and
uglier than you swanked to us it was. Well,
if you did tell a lie at all, it was letting ou
that you'd spotted it. Not a glimpse, my
boy! If you'd spotted it, it would have b
arger than from here to Gan Waga’s isla:
By honey, we've caught you out! You s
the beast had green eyes the size of ¢
plates.”

“Bedad, Oi niver did!” cried Barry.
“Phwat d’ye mane, grane oies? Oi said ut
had red oies—two big, glaring, erimson oies.
Oi niver said grane.”

“Well, the chap we discovered dead down
there, Barry,” said Thurston, “had enly one
eye, not two, and that was as green as you
are, and I'll swear to it!”

“1io, hoo, hooh!” laughed Gan Waga.
“That a nasty one, Ruperts! Dears, dears!
That a smack in yo' eyes, Barry! How yo’
like it, hunk, old bean?”

“Av coorse—av coorse,” said O'Rooney
quite unruffled. “Laugh, bedad, and sh
your ignorance and the lovely education you
got at a ragged school! Oi'm not doubting
Misther Thurston’s worrd, for he’s an henour-
able gintleman loike me who scorrns a loie,
Av coorse his oies or oie was grane whin he
was dead and quoiet; but when the gossoou
chased afther me they was blazing crimson
wid hunger and fury, so that's that, you
grinning idiots!”

*“Souse me, he’d wriggle out of anything—
out of the rope if the bangman had it round
his neck!” growled the bos'un. “ Wriggle,
wriggle, wriggle. Worms and caterpillars
ain’t in-it! Yank up that lamp and sinker,
Joe, and see that one of them chaps with
green eyes when they be quiet, and red ones
when they be snappy, don’t come along andd
leave you short of several legs. And instead
of standing there wriggling and twisting, Mr.
O’Rooney, lend a hand here, you twister!

_ The operator could still make nothing of
the wireless. He had sent out the million-
aire’s messagé bime after time. The operator
had spent years in the millionaire's servi
and was highly skilled and experienced,
Never before had any magnetic storm plaved
such havee with his wireless.

E OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
By FRANK RICHARDS.

co,




Still Going Strong! Another Grand Coloured Engine Plate Next Week!

“And 1"m not so sure that it is a magnetic
storm, sir,” he teold the millienaire, “It’s
like a lot of stuff butting in. The stuff seems
tc go out right enough, hut I can’t get a
thing back, T've sat here three mortal hours
with the cup on, and net plck-.d up two dots
or dashes 1 can sling together.”

“Do you think Castaro can he jamming on
from the island?” asked Ferrers Lord. *I
presume he has a wireless.”

‘1 don’t think I could be tricked like that,
sir. T'l} experiment shortenimg and an"tﬂQIl-
ing the waves, 2nd see what that wﬂl do.
vahaps it’s being so close to the South Pole.
1 fanecied I knew a lot ubout wireless, but
perhaps I know less than I thought I did.
ik worry through, somehow, sir, sconper: or
fater!®

ihough the wireless was in.a bad temper,
the glaciograply took 2 rest—as well it might
after its exertions dmmg the night.

Gan Waga went nesing round the camp,
lovkmg, for an empty paeking-case, in which
to pack some of his garments. It was useless
to hang them on pegs driven into the walls
-of his igloo, for the heat of electric cook-
iug-stove made the snow rathe damp,

fle found a case filled with straw and
wastepaper, and when he turned it over, to
his inte ioy, four tins of lobster, that had

been overleoked, rolled out of it.

Gan Waga's smile absolutely pushed his
ears baek. :

“Ooh, huttmfuld * he gurgled. “QOoh,
tovelifuls! rum ! Lnbs’(ers and marma-
lade fo’ =‘\]>pcrs—hlm Hoorays! What a

it of merriness old Iuck"

The Eskimo was particularly fond of tinned
lobster, and a lot of it. He wanted some
marmalade to eat with it; but just then he
was rather unpopular in the ecock’s galley,
and had been chased out-of it recently on
scveral o lons by a very angry chef and
a large rving: knife.

it wise to ask the chef
jor S thnngh lie might have got a jar
of a different kind, Gan transferred the

iohster to his igloo, ard returned to chase
some marmalade.

Very politely he knocked a* the door of
the hut shared by Rupert Thurston and
Ching Lung. - As there was no response to
his knock
in. When he went out, a pot of marmalade,
the joint property of the prince and Thurs-
ton, went out with him.

An hour later four empty lobster-tins and
one cmpty marmalade-jar were pitehed out
of the only window of the ig‘oo that would
open.

The Eskimo felt happy, but drowsy. He
was too drowsy even to smoke a cigar, so he
lay down on his tiger-skin couch, znd slept.
And, of course, he dreamed.

No human being—not even a hungry
Eskimo—could empty four tins of lobster and
A jar of marmalade at a sitting, and not
dream.

When he awoke it was still broad daylight
and the men were still at work. The Eskimo
sat up, and rubbed his eyes,

*1 betterer bury those tins and that old
pot-jams, or else they say 1 pinch them.” he
thought. “Dears, dears! That a tunny dream !
I go and tells my old Chingy that beforer 1
forgets him! I wonder what made me dream
tike that? I not knows. And why I dream
him_twieeness, hunk?”

After burying the rubbish in the snow, Gan
Waga lig a cigar, and went in search
of the prince, He found Ching L'-ng in his
hut darning a pair of stockings, for. even
princes have to do useful little things. like
that for themseclves at times

“Chingy,” said ¢an Waga, squatting down
on the rug before the stove, “1 dreamed a
drump, old bean!” :

“You dreamed a which of them$” asked
Ching Lung.  *“You must_ have heen pretty
bhad to dream a drump, my lad!
you: had plenty. of lobster
tad, it you drumpt it
the merry tale!. What was the mddy dream
you drump all about?”

I thought there was an awf:
Chingy,” said the HEskimo.
of thmgs hefore that, but I not
only - the storm, I snowed & Dblowed
herribles, (.hmﬂv angd nearly all the floe was
washed away Old Hal he’d built his taunch,
but in the drmn. that bad got smashed up,
I nots knew how, enly something had busted
it. We were all nearly frozen and starved
and deaded, U]mu and I “anted to wake
up, and couldn’t!’

‘Anyhow, I dream the -fioe had busted,

ear,

he opened the door and walked |

all but enough to keep us afoat, and tlmt

“ TAKEN

NEXT
TUESDAY!

bit was busting and awash, and we’d tied
ourselves together with ropes. That was a
rotten dreams, wasn't it? The wind go
whoosh! and the waves go slap-swash?t zmd
come slopping- over us, and everything ‘was
merry and brightnesze. old dear! Then some-
bhody yell—Prout, I think—that the floe was
turning over, and I tried to wake up agains
beforer I got any wetter.” :

“Onh, if you want to wake up a sccand
txme you must kick yourself under the right,
said Ching Lung, as he thxeaded the
darning-needle.

“It” was awful dark! Ali at once. th
dark seem- to split, “and then I v
the  Lord of the Deep, Chingy, not in

the water, but ups in the air. Then 1 wake
a minute and go asleeps again, and dream
the sames thing. Ups in the air she was,
Chingy, just as I saw her beforer, only I not
able to make out what hold heér up. She
was all covered with ice; funnel, deck, and
rigging; Chingy, and no boats on the dav
and her howsprit broke off short. Twi
Chingy, and P\Qts the same. That funninesc
hunk?
“And then you woke up!”

“Then T woken ups, Chingy. It was awful
plainful! Through the ice I see thosze funny
gold marks on her bows that read her name
and her bowsprit smashed. Bub what
doings up in the air, Chingy? That :
plnce for a yacht to be, hunk, old £po

“All dreams are mwore or less silly,
especially those you 'get after gorging your-
self with tinned lobster—possibly stolen at
that!” said the prince. “Ii you can’t dream
anything better than that, tell it to
©O'Reoney or Maddock, and den’t come worry-
ing me with such rubpish!’’

“What yo' means, Chingy? Yo' nnft(ri
got the wind up, hunk? Yo’ not ratty just

- because 1 eome and tell you the dream I

drump?”

“If you'd jabbed a needle about a foot
deep into yourself, you'd be ratty, too!” said
the Prince. sueking his thumb. . “Youn and

your silly dreams! Get outside!™”
Gan Waga blinked his little blaek eyes, and

then stared at the primee, 2s if trying to dis-

“cover whether Ching Lung was in earnesk or
only jesting. Rising, he waddled tu the door,
and displayed his fine set of teeth ina h“oad
grin.

“I'm’ getting outside quickness, . on cross
patch! he sald, with a chuekle. “I jolly
giad I pinched \o marmalades now! Go()(‘m
byee! Ho, ho, hoo!”

Ching Lung inspected his store eupboard
and discovered that the Eskimo had not
laughed for nething, for a jar of marmalade

was missing. He made tea for Thurston and
himself. i =

The sun was sinking, and a haze’ was
gathering over the gea when Thurston came
in beating his gloved hands together

“Brri It's  sharpish, thng' ' he said.
“Getting colder and keener eyery minute!
Perhaps it will stiffen the fioe and ,top these
breakages. Any news?® .

“I fired Gan Waga out just now, for T
thought he might ewpect to he asked to- tea.

©’s heen suffering from had dreams after an
tinned lobster and marmalade—
our marmalade. The mean beggar h,orro“ ed i,
and forgot to return the empty jar, so I
hope the next dream he has will be & m’l-
sized nightmare!”

Thurston drew his chair up to the table,
and Ching Lur-g lifted the teapot from the
top of the stove, and put it down again.

‘Ship—a shxp' Ship ahoy! = A ship-a

ship!
They could scarcely believe their ears as
they heard the welcome shouts. With a
kick, Rupert Thurston sent the deor fiying
op Then they saw her, not a whaler, hut
& big rusty tramp ste(\mer, with a bhmt
stumpy funnel painted white and brown, She
seemed scarcely two miles from the floe, and
was throwing out clouds of black smoke.
The eager shouts sank to a murmur, and
the murmur into silence. The ship seemed to
rise cut of the water, and then she slowly

turned upside down, showing no keel, but a
straight edge. as if the keel “had been cut off
level, and ‘then faded into nothingnesse—a
mirage,

(duether splendid instabment in next urzk 8
issue of our wonderful serial.)

THE MIRAGE !

The ship was scarcely two miles from the floe when
they saw her. She seemed to rise out of the water, and then she slowly
turned upside down, skowing no kest.

{See this page.)
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A WORD WITH &
YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor s always pleassd to
hear from his readers. Address: The
Editor, The * Popular,” The Flestway
House, Farringdon 8t., London, E.C.4. =

LTI O

T O

Thers will be another four long, com-
plete school stories in next Tuesday's
13sue of the PoPuLAR. One of them will
‘concern the adventures of Cleveland of
the Remove Form at Greyfriars, entitled
“The Boy Who Couldn’t Fight!” by
Frank Richards. This story deals further
with the amazing accusation the Bounder
has levelled against Cleveland.

The Rookwood story is entitled
“Tubby Muffin’s Discovery!” and the
8t Jim's st tory will be entitled “Figgy’s
Fine Fight.” Then we shall have another
ﬁtlrrmg story of the chums of the School
in the Backwoods, entitled “Taken In!”
and one of the closmg instalments of
““Gan Waga's Island.”
£ Below you will find another splendid
new competition, -which will give every
reader a chance of winning a splendid

o o o5

money prize,  The second picture will
appear. next week, when there will also
be given away 'ANOTHER CGRAND
FREE ENGINE PLATE.

That, with “Billy Bunter’s \Veek!y," is
the programme for our next issue. And I
have no hesitation in saying that it
simply cannot be beaten!

——es

This Week'’s Qrand Froo Gifis.

I hope every reader of this paper has
taken the precaution of ordering his
copies of the famous Compamon Papers,
which are appearing on sale this week.

I will tell you now of the splendid gifts
which every boy and glrl should obtain.

In the *Magnet” Library, now ‘on
sale, is a Grand, Free Real Photo of
famous and popular “Dick ” Dorrell in
action on the field -of play, This is a
truly magnificent photo, well worth a
prominent position in your album—a fine
glossy card hard to equal

The “Boys’ Friend,” now on sale, is
giving away with every copy a splendid
Free Real Photo of Ex-Guardsman Pen-
will, the famous boxer, who will one day
be still more famous.

A Splendid Gift! Wonderful FREE Real Action Photo—

The “Gem ” Library appears on sale
to-morrow morning, and will be present-
ing every reader with Two Real Photos
of famous footballers K, Campbell, and
Arthur Grimsdell. These will also make
splendid additions to your collection.

In this issue of the Porurar you will
bave found a Grand Free Coloured
Engine Plate—and there will be more
photos and a plate in our next week's
issues.

Do not run the risk of missing any of
these free gifts, my chums. It costs you
nothing to piace an order with your news-
agent for copies to-be sav ed for you, and
he will be pleased to do so, for it helps
him to avoid having to say to customers ;
“Sold out, sir!”

it

Qood News!

Thers is a magnificent new serial com-
ing along—a magnificent story of raiders
and pearl poachers, written in the way
only Sidney Drew can write a serial for
boys and girls.

Please spread the news amongst your

chums,
Dour Editor,

RSP P P P PP APPSR

A NOVEL NEW COMPETITION : Enter To-Day.

FH!ST PRIZE, £10!

SECOND PRIZE, £5! THIRD PRIZE,£2 10s. 0d.!

TWENTY PRIZES OF HALF~A-CROWN EACH.

Mo win one of the ahove mar"mﬁcent
prizes, all you have to do is solve the
picture szyle below, and the three which

will follow in the next three issues of
tne Porurar. Write your solution on a

Fog

wait until you
solved. Then you will be informed where
to send your solutions.

sheet of paper, sign and attach to the
paper the coupon below the puzzle, and
have the four pictures

The express condition of entry is that
competitors agree to accept the Editor’s

decision as final and legally binding.
There is NO ENTRANCE FEER.

POPULAR Puzzles No. 1.

e = = =
e e e

’
Froocoessesosns tonsnsnesusssns

[Fill

in this Form]
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—of a Famous E‘oo‘t'ballexf Given Away in This Week's

“«HIS TRUE COLOURS!” |
(Contimr'eﬂ from page 23.) - i |

Knowles” wicket was down for 25 runs. =

It was a good inmings, against good bowling, and Catesby was
called in to take his captain’s place.

“Catesby will never stand that bowling,”

Morny was right. ; e

Atter a few overs, Cateshy’s wicket fell to Lant‘ton' of 8t. Jim's

A few minutes later Frampton was canght out by x{xldu"e

The Rookwood score stood at 50.

“A jolly goed Legmmng”’ said Tommy Dodd, with a defiant look
at Jimmy Silver and the dlspamﬂmg Classicals.

“But what price the ending?” snorted Lovell. “Look out for
the procession!”

And a “procession” it soon proved to be,
misgivings were more than realised.

said Mornington sagely.

and Jimmy Silver's

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Scmething Like a Licking. =
NOWLES looked grim as he watched the “procession.
The Rookwood hatsmen went to the wickets, and came
away—they had little time to stay. =
Knowles had set down Neville and Jones major at tenth
and cleventh, much to the disgust of the Classicals.

After the third wicket fell not a cingle run was taken till the
tenth man went in. .

That. was \Tenm Six batsmen had gone in and gone out,
ingloriously. i

They had no chance against the St. Jim’s bowling and flelding.

The Saints, by that time, were grinning.

This was not the cricket they had expected at Reokwood, ard
they were alrcady looking on the great match as a walk-over.

The game did not wake up again till Neville and Jones major
were at the wickets, doing their “hest for Rookwood.

The Modern crowd lesked on grimly.

'The two Classical seniors brought the score up to 96 between

them before Jomes major was caught out by Monteith, Neville
carry ing out his bat. =

“All down for 90!” said Mornington. “Why don't you 3oderns
cheer? Cheer, you beggars!”

But the Moderns did net feel like cheering.

The innings bad ended very early, and it had ended badly.

And when the 8t. Jim's men went to the wickets they showed
that their batting was quite equal to their bowling and flelding.

Kildare remained at the wicket while other batsmen came and
went, even Knowles' best howling failing to toueh him.

As the rums piled up, the faces of the Rookwood crewd grew
lenger and longer.

But when the 8% Jim’s score amounted to a 100 runs for two
wickets, the Classieals in the erowd lost all patience, and they
fairly yelled at Knowles.

“@ive Neville the ball}”

“Let Neviile have a chance!®

“Neville can bowl! Yah!”

Knowles flushed with rage, but be could not recist the appeal
in which many of the Moderns were joining.

Neville was put on to bowl.

Matters looked up a little for Rookwood then, two wickets
falling quickly. But even Neville could not touch Kildare,

The runs went on pmn« up.

It was Jones major who caught Rildare out at last, amid
thunderous cheers of great relief from the Rookwood crowd.

At 150 runs Kildare declared the imnings closed, as a good many
of the Rookwooders expected him to do.

Knowles was not looking happy. He let Neville open the mmn%
with him, with- Jones major down third on the list.

The few good men in the Rookwood team put up a great fight.

But their opponents’ bowling was as good as ever, and their
fielding superb.

EKnowles went out after his twenticth run, and Neville secured
only 15.

Catesby was down for 6, and Carthew for 2.

Frampton had bad lugk and was dismissed for a duck’s egg.

Rookwood still wanted 17 to tie, of which Jones major ¢on-
tributed 11.

But L]ster added only 2; and after that there was once more a

¥ procession.”

The rest of the bt()xy was ducks’ eggs, ana th° innings closed
for 55.

Five were wanted to tie, to make 8t. Jim’s bat again, but 500
might just as well have been wanted they were not “to be had.

St. Jim’s had won the match with an innings to spare.

Knowles’ face was like thunder.

He was not a good loser, and thiz defeat, too, was especially
humiliating.

He had realised his long ambition, and had become captain of
Rookwood and in the first exercise of his mew authority he had
eome & mucker, and he had himself to thank for it—which did
not make it apy the pleasanter!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Plain English,

ANGI
Knowles started, -
He was alone in his study, in a gloomy mood. He rather

texpe«,i}ed Frampton and Catesby to come in; but they!
did no
Probably they would have heen ready to concert with his plans
against the “enemy,” but the dissatistaction on the Modern side
was as great as on the Classical side, and Knowles’ chums had
0o idea of further supporting him in the line he had taken,
(Continued on page 28.)
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Teach Yourself
Wireless Telegrap%&y

= E. J. BA.RNARD. Welling, Fent, writes:— -

‘I think I ought to tel}l you how mush I value ‘' The Amateur
Mechanlc 2 It hag b of great assistance in a variety of jobs.
and especially as to the article en “WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY. I con-
strueted an instrunent entirely ac ng to the instructions, and was‘
rewarded with s s on the first trial Sunday last was for me &
red-letter day, as I su eded, with the same instrument, in picking up |
the telephonxc message 2 London to Geneva at 9.40 a.m. “Consider-
ing that my aerial is onl 2 inehes long and 18 inches hHigh, I think
1hess are grounds for self-comgratulation. I may add that until

became xnterested in the article in your ‘ AMATEUR
ME:CHANIC X had not the shghtest elementary kno\vledge
of Wireless Telegraphy .

AMATEUR MECHANIC

In Simple, Non-technical Language, with “How-to-
do.it ’ Pictures and Diagrams. Presents
over 460 Practical Lessons,

| including

HOW TO RBUILD YOUR CWN SHEDS, OCUTHGUSES,
POULTRY-HOUSES, ETC.—EOW TO CURE DAMP WAL LS,
LEAXY ROOFS, AND
MAKE GARDEN FRAMES, GARDEN I‘URNITURE. AND
GARDEN PATHS HOW T0O MEND WINDOWS, A TO
MAKE, MEND, AND STRENGTHEN LOGKS AND BOI.T‘S.
To clean, Overhaul, and Repair Mcotors and Motor-Cycles
~—To Install Wireless Telegraphy, Electric Light, etc.—To
‘Work in every kiné of Metal—To Etch on Brass—To Write
on Glass—To Make Hectographs—To Build a Boat, 4 €anoe,
a Canvas Canoe, etc.—To paint and paper a room—To qole and heel
and patch hoots and shoee—To make a pair of hand-sewn boots—To
restore colour to old brown shoes—To make household furniture—To re-
seat chairs—To upholster sofas, ete.—To install a speaking tubs~—To elean
a stove—To repair bicyeles—-To work in metal—To colour metals—To repair
water-taps—To varnigh a violin—To remedy damyp walls—To repair the
piano—To make a padded chair from an old cask—To stuff animals—
To dress furs—To stuff and mount birds—Wood inlaying—To prepare
working drawings—To renovate a grandfather clock—To make garden
arbours, arches, seats, summer-houges, ete.—To use metal-drilling tools
—To renovate mirrors—To mend ehina—To do fretwork—To limewhite
poultry-houses—To do gold-plating and silver-plating—To clean a watch—
To mend keyless watehes and erdinary watches—To distemper eeilings
and walls—To make mctm'e frames and frame pictures—Curtain ftting—
Metal castings—To clean paint off glass—To clean hoilers—To fix an
anthracite stove—To re-gild and restore picture-frames—How to use
spanners—To make doors and windews draught<pr. 00f—T¢ paint walls—
To do nickel-plating—To cure noises in hot-water pipes—India and glue
varnishes—To malke plaster-casts, ete., etc.

THIS IS SOUND MONEY SAVING KNOWLEDGE

"\t EVER S0

JOBS ONLSELF
AND SAVE"
MONEY &
INEFFICIERT
LaBOUR v

Mr. BEARD, Long Baton, writes:—
“T intend that 'THE AM ATEUR
MECHANIC'® shall be a free gift to
me; for, by taking advantage of your in-
stalment plan, I ¢an see how to ¢asily save
the money on house repairs alone, as I find
that guite a number of jobs I ha,d intended
putting out are treated of in the work, and
are by no means beyend my limited cap).city
{with your writers at my elbow) .
Once again to thank you. -

FREE -

BOOKLET
To tell you all
about “The
Amateur Mech-
anic.” It shows
pages and pic-
tures from the

t actual work.

{8end this form in unscaled envelope, with
penny stamp.)

To The WAVERLEY BOOX CO.. Ltd. ;
(U.J.L. Dept.}, 96, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C. 4.

“leage send me, free of charge or obligation

1o order, your Free descup( ive Booklet, e“)lam..

ing comtents, eic. L —of ey MATEUR

ECHANIC,” 'with specimen pages and.

pictures, and varticulars as to your terms for

small monthly payments beginning thirty days
after dehve,y

NAME ...

ADDRESS

U.3.1., 1922,
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Knowles' reflections were bitter,

To do him justice, he had not guite realx:ed
how he was throwing away Rookwood's
ericket reputation’in his keen desire to score
ever the rival side, and exercise the authority
he had inherited from Bulkeley in spite of
Classical eriticism and opposition.

He had thought chiefly of having his own
way, and humiiiating those he regarded as
rivals and enemies, and, as far as the match
was concerned, he had hoped for the best.

_Unfortunately, it was the worst that had
happened.

Thump! Bang! Thump!

The sudden din from the dusky quad-
rangle startled bim out of a very unpleasant
reverie.

He stepped to the wmdow and looked out.

Then his glance became fix ed with surprise
and rage.

Qutside, in the dusk_ a-crowd was gathering.

Foremost among them were the Fistical
Four, of the Fourth. =

They were supported by the Ceolornial Co.,

g

EY R

and Oswald Flysn, Rawson, Mornington,
Errell—in fact, nearly all the Classical
Fourth.

Smythe of the Shell was with them, with
several more Shell fellows, and Algy Silver
and a mob of Third Form fags.

And among them, too, a good many
Modern juniors could be seen.

f6 was not wholly a Classical demonstration.

The Fistical Four hore a banner aloft.

I$ was made of a sheet stretched between
Ywo poles.

On the sheet words were daubed in paini
with a brush, in huge capitals, and several
fellows carried electric torches, of which
they flashed the light on the banner, so that
everybody could read.

And the inscription on the banner, though
brief, was to the point. It ran:

“WHO CHUCKS AWAY MATCHES?
I\NO

NOWLES'
WHO'S GOT TO RESIGN?
KNOWLES!
RESIGN! RESIGN! RESIGN:”

Knowles ground his teeth as he looked.
He realised that this was a demonstration
entirely for his benefit.

This was one of the first results of his
policy.
The seniors had not takem actien yet,

though doubtless they would do so.

But the juniors were not so slow to express
their feelings,

Thump, thump, thump! Bang!

Conroy was beating a tin can with a
cricket-stump, and Oswald was thumping a
pair of sauc epan lids together in the style of
cymbals.

The demonstrators mtended to let all Rook-
wood know what was on.

They did not mean to leave Knowles or any-
one else in the dark as to their opinions.

Knowles' face was white with rage as he
threw up his window. 3

“Resign! Resign!  Resign!” roared the
crowd.

“Clear ofi!” shouted Knowies, “By pgad,
I'—ri—r »* He choked with wrath.

Then he grabbed a
rushed downstairs.

A yell greeted him aa he rushed out of the
house, cane in hand,

“Yan??

“Resign !’

Lash, lash!

“Yarooh!”

“Collar him!"

cane from the table and

THE POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

Then followad an unprecedenfed scene.

The captain of Rookwoed was collared and
bustled en all sides, his cane jerked away,
and himself bumped down 6n the ground.

He lay there gasping for breath, while the
demonstration marched away at last, perhaps
feeling that they had made their meaning
clear,

“Ow, ow! Ocooof!” g
he sat up dazedly.

Catesby came and gave him a hand up.

“I—I-T'fl smash them!” gasped Knowles,

szped EKnowles, a8

as he scrambled to his feet. SPH=Ti
Ow! Groogh! Laying hands on the captain
of thv :chool by Jdove! Ow! I'i—I'H—
I'li :

“Bet*er come fnl” eaid O

Koowles gave him a
second thoughts he de
was good.

And he went ig.

The exercise of auth
miuch satisfaction, so far,
of Rookwood.

In the end study, on the
Fistical Four chuckled loud a

“Knowles knows what Rooky

but on
t the adyice

y bad not brought
to the new captain

cal Side, the
long.
od ti~ ngs of

him now!” grmucd Jimmy il “1 think
we made it plain.” ¥ e £
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Loy “1 think we

did!”

“Captain of Rookwood!”
“Captain of Colney Hateh! Knowles won't
remain captaia long if he doesn’ t change his
ways!  We've gwen him a hint.”

“Ha, ha, ha?

And the Fistical Four sat down fo their
prep that evening in a mood of satisfaction.

Rookwood was not to go to the dogs under
its pew captain if Jimmy Silver & Co. could
help it, dnd they meant to do tlm" best,
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