TWENTY POUNDS TO BE WON IN NEW COMPETITION! (.>7.)

Week Ending—
Jupe 16th, 1922.

New
» § Series

No. 177.

SPECIAL
SUPPLEMENT
INSIDE,

ll ENGINE  PLATE
GIVEN WITH THIS

L g Y

#

L

GAUGHT IN THE WHIRLING UNDER-GURRENTS | Bzt s

(A Tense Moment in the Long Complete Tale of Greyfriars Inside.) > =



Wonderful News! An Amazing New Serial of Adventure—

A DRAMATIC AND SENSATIONAL STORY, YELLING HOW FRANK CLEVELAND
BETRAYS HIMSELF BY A VERY GALLANT DEED.

e

S
e

e
e e

IV

i

Ee——m i

e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand!
LEVELAND, the new boy of
the Remove Form at Greyfriars,
lay uneasily in his bed in the

C

dormitory. :
He could not sleep. The new boy’s
thoughts kept him awake, and his

thoughts were not pleasant ones. He
was thinking  of Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of the Remove, who had broad-
cgsted the accusation that he, Cleveland,
was in veality Hubert Osborne, who had
been expelled from St. Wode’s for petty
theft,

 But Osborne had bheen the finest
athlete at St. Wode's—a magnificent
swimmer and a wonderful boxer. The
Bounder had tried.to prove his accusa-
tion by forcing Cleveland both to swim
and to fight.

But Cleveland had shown that he was.

a novice at both sports. He had been
licked in a fight with the Bounder, and
he had been rescued from the Sark
when bathing. Because of that the
juniors generally locked wupon the
Pounder’s accusation as sheer caddish-
ness.

But the Bounder persisted in the per-

secution of the new boy, and his perse- |

cution wag worrying Cleveland more
than the Removites thought.

Suddenly there was a sound in the
dormitory., Someone was getting up.

Cleveland guessed that it was the
Bounder who was rising—the  sounds
ceme from the direction of his bed.

A dim form crossed the dormitory
towards the door.

There was a glimmer of clear moon-
lightin at the high windows, and a ray
fell across the face of the junior passing
towards the deor, and Cleveland saw it
clearly, Y was the face of Vernon-
Smith. ]

i He passed cut of the moonlight the
next moment, and Cleveland heard the
door open and cldss again softly
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The new boy’s lip curled.

It was not difficult for him to guess
where the Bounder had gone. Vernon-
Smith was not the fellow to burn the
midoight oil unless it was at a eard-
party. He had not gone down to grind
in his study. >

New as he was to Greyfriars, Cleve-
. land had heard the gossip of the Remove,
and Vernon-Smith’s little manners and
customs were much talked of in his own
Form. - -

The Bounder had risen to hreak
bounds, and for no creditable motive—in
all probability a card-party at the Cross
Keys, the disreputable public-house in
the village.

He was risking disgrace and expulsion
by his cenduct; but he had risked it
before, and long impunity had made him
reckless. :

Cleveland stepped quietly out of bed,
and, without waiting to dress himself,
hurried to the door and passed out of the
dormitory.

He moved along the passage towards
the box-room at the end, and as he did
so he heard a door softly open and shut.
He smiled grimly in the darkness. The
Bounder had gone into the box-room.

Cleveland waited a few minutes, and
his keen ears caught the sounds of a

opened the door of the box-room and
passed in. The window was shut, but it
was not fastened.

Windows had been fastened up for the
night by Trotter, and the unfastened
catch was therefore not likely to be dis-
covered, The Bounder had left by that
window, reaching the ground by means
of the outhcouse below. And he evi-
dently intended to return that way.

Cleveland fastened the catch.

Then he returned to the Remove dor-
mitory and dressed "himself, and then
went down to his study. The lights were
out in the passage, and he reached his
study unobser Ho clésed the door,
laid a rug along it to keep the light from
{Copwichi in the Ilnited Stoter pf Amorice.

sash cautiously raised and lowered, He:
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penetrating into the passage, drew the
blind closely, and lighted the gas.

Then he settled down to werk.

While the rest of the Remove were
fast asleep in their beds, and the
Bounder was absent upon his unknown
errand, the new boy at Greyfriars bent
over his task, working away with grim
determination.

Eleven o’clock sounded !

Cleveland was still grinding away—
with all the move grimmess and defer-
mination ' because he did not like the
work, and it was distasteful to him.
Cleveland was not by nature a “swot.”
But he had no choice in the matter.

Whether all that he had said was true
ot not, certainly he had spoken the truth
when he told Wharton and Bob Cherry
that he had come to Greyfriars to work,
and that it was his only chance. And he
worked with almost feverish determina-
tion. -

Twelve o'clock!

Cleveland sighed, and rose to his feet.
He was tived and sleepy, and the Greek
characters were dancing before his weary
eves.

He was not satisfied with what he had
done, but he had done all that Nature
would allow. He put his books away,
and turned out the light, and left the
study. But he did not return imme-
diately to the Remove dormitory.

He made his way to the upper box-
room, and closed the door after he had
entered it, and stationed himself a} the
window. .

It was turned midnight, and time that
the Bounder should have returned. Per-
haps he had returned already, and found
that he could not enter.

Cleveland pressed his face to the glass
and peered out into the darkne
started a little as he caught sigh
face also pressed to the glass, peering in,
It was the Bounder’s. :

Vernon-Smith had evidently returned.
His face was white with anger and fear
as he peered in at the window. The
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finding of the window fastened had given
the Bounder a painful shock.

He could only suppose that a prefect
had found it unfastened, and had fixed
the catch—and perhaps his absence had
been discovered, too. Vernon-Smith had
spent a very unpleasant ten minutes on
the roof of the outhouse, wondering what
he should do, when he saw the dim face
peering at him from within.

Tt was evidently not a prefect. A pre-
fect would have opened the window, and
ordered him into the house at once.
Vernon-Smith tapped on the glass.

““TIs that you, Snoop?” he whispered.

The sash was raised an inch.

Vernon-Smith caught hold of it, and
endeavoured to push it up; but it did
not move farther. Tt was being held
from inside. The Bounder breathed very
bard.

“Ts
pered.

e »

that you, Snoopy?” he whis-

o.
Vernon-Smith started. electrified by
the voice. e knew it at once.
“Osborne !
“Tt is I—Cleveland.’

615 =ils. vou, Osborne ! said  the
Bounder bitterly. “What have you

played this trick on me for,
Open the window !"”

The Bounder made another effort to
push up the window, but the grip of the
new boy held it fast in its place.

“You may as well give it up,” said
Cleveland coldly. * You cannot open it
unless I choose.”

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“You've been spying on me,
rotter !

“I came down to study, and saw you
go out, by chance.”

f:And vou fastened the window 7"

*“Yes

ke "hv asked Vernon-Smith,
much puzzled as enraged.

“Because I intended to catch you.’
said Cleveland calmly. “ We're going to
make terms before I let you in, Vernon-
Smith. If you are found out there, you
will be exposed—as vou deserve—and ex-
pelled from the school. And unless you
come to terms you arve going to be shut
out and fastened out. Do you under-
stand ?”

The Bounder almost choked with rage.

“T'lIl-make no terms with an expelled
thief I he muttered between his teeth.

“You will make no terms with me?”

¢“Never !”

“Very well. Remain where you are.”

The window clesed down, and Vernon-
Smith heard the click of the catch as it
fastened.

The dim figure iv

you cad?

you

as

e disappeared.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Iin Black and White !

TER\O\ SMITH panted with rage.
Te was shut out. - He could not
os:xbly open the window, and
there was no other mode of
entrance. He was shut out—to remain
out for the rest of the night—to be dis-
covered out of the house in the morning—
to be exposed and expelled from the
hool ! That was what it came to.
fate was in Cleveland’s harids—in
the" Iunm of the boy he had insulted,
accused, persecuted, and humiliated !

If the Bounder had had a bitter enemy
at his mercy in the same way, he knew
what he would have done. He would
have secured the window, and gone back,
c"xu(]lil].(_: to bed He did not expect

anything better from Cleveland. But——

He tapped on the window as the dim
form of the junior disappeared within.
At all and any cost, he must make terms
with this boy whom he hated and had in-

jured. Cleveland alone could save him
rossoav: A BLOW FOR BGB
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from the punishment he richly deserved,
from the results of his folly and baseness.,

Tap—tap—tap !

He breathed with relief as he saw a
dim facc reappear inside the window.
There was a click of the catch a
the sash of the window was ra ed an
inch, as before, and Cleveland bent down
to it.

“You tapped 7' he said.

“Then you weren't gone, after ali?’
said the Bounder, between his teeth. Hc
was crouched on the roof of the outhouse,
his hands clutching the sill, his face on a
level with the partly-cpen sash.

“1 was going,” said Cleveland.
do you want?”

“What

“T want you to let me come in, you
seneaking cad I’

ST avitl lot you in on conditions.
Otherwise, I shall leave you there.

When vou are fourd out you will be ex-
pelled. It will be a good deal easier for
me here when you are gone.”

The Bounder trembled with a ming-
ling of rage and fear. It was quite true
—it was all in” Cleveland's inter
leave him to his fate, And Vernon-Sm
could net help wondering why the fellow
did not do it.

“Will you let me in?

“On conditions.”

“Well, what are they? Do you want
money?’ sneered the Bounder. “You
know I'm rich, and I've got more thau a
suspicion that you are as poor as a church
mouse.”’

“You know I don't want that,” said
Cleveland quietly, “and you are a cad to
suggest it. I want you to leave me alone.
L\H the time I've been at Greyfriars
you've been against me, persecuting me
all the time. You will never lot that old
story rest?"

“You know it's true.

“True or not, I'm having no more of

3]

0

“You admit it, then?”. muttered the
Bounder.

“I admit nothing. I'm not going to
argue with you. T tell you that you've
got to make it pax, and stop troubling
me. Otherwise, Tl take the chance I've
got, and you'll be sacked from the school
You'll have to let me alone then. Take

your choice.”

The Bounder was silent for a moment.

“ Do you 1\1\0\\ that you're giving your-
self away ?”’ he said. “I know you weie
duffing in the gym. I know you lied
when you said vou couldn’t swim, though
you played the game out to the end very
cleverly. I know you are Hubew
Osborne. If you were what you pretend
to be, vou wouldn’t have thought of a
trick like this. This is a criminal’s tnck
to save himself from being shown up.”

“You can look at it how you like.
You’ve got to promise me, honour
bright, to let that matter drop, and say
nothlnrr about it in future; not to call me
Osborne again, or to make any move to
prove your case. You've got a scheme
on now e

The Bounder started.

“How do vou know ?”

“T do know. I'm no fool,””
land. “I know ‘you have some
for showing me up, as you call it;
I'm nipping it in the bud.”

“You want me to give my %wordi”
asked the Bounder, his eyss glimmering
strarfgely in the darkness. He reflected
that Cleveland, wrming as he had shown
himself, was a fool after A promise
cost Vernon- Smith v

“Yes,’ a‘d Clevel
“Well, I givg it. Now lot me in.”
“You will promise to-iet the whole

mattel drop, to make no schemes against
me in any way, av} in fact, to let me
alone altogether?®

in, and |
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“Yee, " said Vernon-Smith, between hig
tecth.

“(iood 7

“Now let me in!”

Cleveland laughed.

<1 am hardly lLikely to take your
word,” he said. “I haven’s known you
long, but I know you too well for that.’

“Honour bright |”

S Rhat wouldn t bind you,” said Cleve-
land contemptuously. “Don’t waste
time. I shall have it in black and white.”'

“In writing 7" said the Bounder, m
amazement.

Yes.?

“ What—what do you mean?
understand 2

have a fovnmm pen here, and a
sheet of paper.’ Cleveland grimly.
“I will pass them to '»'ou You will write
at my dictation.”

“ You—you cunning rotter!

“Yery well I”

I don't

m

I won't!?

The window closed down, and the
Bounder tapped upon it in alarm. Up
went the sash again. =

“Well 27 said Cleveland: ;

ST write what yoa like,” said the

Bounder grinding his teeth.

Cleveland passed the paper and the
fountain-pen throuzh the narrow slit
under the sash. :

The Bounder opened the pen, and pre-
pared to write, resting the sheet on the
window-sill.

“YWrite,” said Cleveland, “after
“In consideration of Cleyeland keeping
secret the fact thgt I have broken bounds
at midnight to go to the Cross L\eys to a
igree fo stop my persecution
qf hmq in the future.” And sign 1(."

The Bounder breathed hard.

“That's enough to get me expelled
from Greyfriars, if the Head saw it ! he
muttered.

“That’s what T want.

- IRe—

If you keep

vour word, that paper stays locked up in
a secret drawer in my desk. If you.
bring trouble on me, that paper is placed
in the headmaster’s hands, and we go
down together. Understand?”

*You—you plotting villain !

Cleveland laughed.

““One rogue makes many,” he said.

“I did nothing to you; I have never

harmed you in any way, and you have
persecuted me ever since I came to the
school. . You have tried to drive me out
in (hsgrace I can’t afford to be too
particular in dealing with a fellow like
you. I must deal with you how I can.”

“I-T1 write it.”

“ And in your own hand,” said Cleve-
land calmly. “I shall light the gas, and
examine 1t, after you've written it. T've
got a specimen of your handwriting with
me. I shall compare them, and if you've
tried to disguise yvour hand in any way,
I shall make you write it over again; and
you will not get in till T am satisfied.”

The Bounder ground his teeth in help-
less rage.” He was trapped . at every
point. And this was the simple new boy
whom all the Remove fellows regarded
good-naturedly as a kind of duffer—this
fellow, who had calmly overreached him
at every point — overreached the
Bounder, whose cunning was proverbial
in the Lower School, And he was help-
less; he had fo yield. With gritting
teeth and blazing eyes, the Bounder
wrote the paper, sed it in to
&l evcl land. =

“ Are you s

and phss

A2

and fastened the
.\iudow intending (o 5

yothw’f oo

jet in the

umued the »,n}:er e
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he folded it up and

when the ink was ¢

placed i 1 his, pmkot The Boundm
tappﬂd mpzmcntlj on the window.
o mcl(md tu'ned oub ‘the gas, and cawme
baek.

“X will let you in in five minutes |”

Vernon-Smith hemd his veice, and then
Cleveland d red. The Bmmdm
choking with rage, waited. His last hope
was goue, had intended, when lzc
was admitted, to make a sudden attack
upon the new boy, and deprive him of
the paper by force, and destroy it. "But
Cleveland was too much on his guard to
give him a chance of that.

'The Bounder waited.

Five minutes had elapsed when he saw
Cleveland’s face glimmering at the box-
room window agam. The sash was lifted,
and the Bounder climbed in. He clased
the window after him, and fastened it
and then turned to Cleveland in the dark.
ness, trembling wth fury. :

“Yeou cad! What have you done with
that paper 77

“Tt is locked up in a safe place.’

i 1——1 il make }(m give it back to me—
=

The Bounder, so enraged that he Hamly
knew what he was doing, flung himself
turiously upon Cleveland.

There was a low laugh in the-darkness,
and the new boy gripped him. It seemed
1o the Bounder that he had been caught
in ‘arms of iron, .~ He was swept off his

feet; aud dumped down on' the floor,
almost unrcsjshngly Cleveland bent over
him.

“You ha,d belter not try that game,’
he {:dld, in a low, even voice. “You w JI
t the worst of #; Vernon-Smith. You

7 thinle what you like. But you
'belff\z ake in the futul e,

care

Hubert Os'borne_ is

“You-—you- are
“You.are giving.

panted -‘/(1140'1 Smith.
o away!

And Ue‘;dond left the box-room with-
out another word. \/emon Smith rose to
his fect, pale, breatliless, frembling with
vage. He went slowly to the Removel]
doviniit ry. Cleveland was already in bed
when he arrived there; and the Bouuder,
i ith feelings too bitter for words, turned
in. He had been defeated
‘OHH say ~““Pass the 1t,
" or Good momn‘g, Osbou i
5 1 ife me of
Dsborne did not pass his lips once. He
spoke to Cleveland on the occasion, and

sa

addressed him az Cleveland.
lo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
broke out. “Ave you really gwmg up

ing the giddy goat, Smithy?”
e Bounder made no reply. Bolsover
¢ joined him as the Remove went
ut into the Close .after breakfast.
Bolsover mﬂ}m was puzzled.
“What’s the little game, Smithy?” he’
asled,
“ What little
Smith shortly,
“ About Cleveland,

play

gamc”” said  Vernon-

Do you bhelieve

in him uOW/”
£ I dow’t.”?
“You called him by his right rame

bhis morning.”
Gy

I called him by his wrong mname

The fellow vants me to;”” said the
Bounder, with a sardonic gnn “T'm
trying to please hira.”?

thus neot
“Blest if' I und
What about that scheme 3

ing at the other day?”
“‘,Vhat seheme 7”7 i

Ay

“About asking ‘that chap you know
1. PopuLaR.—No, 17 .
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‘5t St Wode’s ¢ come here for a week:
.end,

5o that he can identify Cleveland.”
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
“That’'s off ¥ he said.

“OR 1 said Boleov er, in amazemeunt.
“Yes; for the preqent at any rate.”
“Vou've given up the idea?”

“Yes—just now.”
N hy 17 ;
“Oh, I'm following the crowd,” said

the Bounder. “ They’ve swallowed Cleve-
land whole, and it isn’t my business to
open their- eyes. I'm done! 1 dare
say they’ll find him out in time——when
he steals something here, perhaps, as
he did at St. Wode’s.”

Bolsover shook his head.

‘ Better not try that game,
he said warningly.

Vernon-Smith glared at him.

“What do you mean, confound you?”’
he exclaimed angrily.

“I-mean,-that the fellows would smell
a rat at once. If anything were found
on Cleveland, or in his. traps, they
wouldn’t believe he’'d taken it. “They’d
think that you had planted it en him:
Better be careful!”

“Do*you think I was thinking of any-
thing  of the  sort?” demanded the
Bounder, in a tone of concentrated rage.

“ Well, if you weren’t, all the better,”
said Bohover major, quite unruffled. “I
only gave you a word of warning as a
friend.”

Smithy,”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” growled the
Bounder, .. -
Bolsover’s words had made -the

Bounder fecl something very like terror.
The fellow was a thief; and if he had
been a thief at St. Wode’s, he might
be a thief at Greyfriars. . And if he were
found out, suspicion ‘»\ond turn upon
the Bounder of having “planted ”” it on
him—as Bolsover put it. For his own
safety, the Bounder felt that the fellow
must be shown up in-his true colours.
But his teeth. were drawn now. He
dared not make a move against Cleve-
land. He writhed with helpless rage as
he thought of it. Tle had been out-
witted, and there swwas an end of it.

Not that Cleveland showed any sign
whatever of departing from the =tral ht
and. narrow path. The new boy }nd
settled down to be a “swot,” and he
was. working. hard for the Greek exam
—working so hard that even Mark
Linley, a terrific worker himself, remon-
strated-with him more than once,

“You're overdoing it, Cleveland,”
Mark-said, as they finished work at tea-
time one afternoon, having put in .an
hour after last lesson.
that, you know, or you "Il ke ill -before
the exam comes round.

Cleveland smiled faintly.

“T sha'n’t be ill,” he said: “TPm as fit
as a fiddle.  Though this way of life
doesn’t agree with me much. I’'ve got
to get through—I must get through.
If T can get the Greek prize -I. shall
satisfy my u.lrle

“He must be an awfully ev"mfmg old

chap, from the way you speak,” said
Limley, rather puzzled.
“He’s. given me this chance 2 wnid

Cleveland. “If I don’t make Somethnm
of it I mall be done for. He won’t tmst
me again,”
“Buy why shouldn’t he trust you?”

said Marlk.,

Cleveland coloured.

“I—TI displeased hin once,”
fact; IAI was a slacker
came here.’

he said.
. before 1

“You a slacker!” fsaid Mark, with a
\mx\‘uo - =
It doesn’t look like it now,

does’

i1

“No good doing |,

“My hat, it doesn’t!”

“Well, I was. I was a careless ass.
But I've got more sense now. If the
Head sends a good repoit at the end
of the term I shall be all vight; and if
1 get the Greek medal that will chinch
it. Perhaps I might be able to take
things a little bit easier after that.
But I daren’t let anything slide now.”

Mark had an uncomfortable feeling for
a moment. Cleveland spoke and acted
like a fellow who had to make up for
some grave fault—who had given his
uncle and guardian good reason to dis-
trust him. But Mark would not let that
thought linger in his mind.

Snoop met them as they left the study,
and he grinned at Cleveland.

“Still swotting?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Cleveland.

4T hear that Smithy’s going to have
a visitor,” said Snoop, with his light,
shifty eyes fixed upon Clevetand’s face.

“Is he?” said Cleveland carelessly, “I
don’t see that it matters to me, Snoop.
What do you mean?”’

“Chap he knew at St. Wode's,
know. coming here for a week-end,”
Snoop.

“What'”

‘‘Seems to nmprhe vou,” said Snoop.
“Why shouldn’t “Smithy have a chap
from St. Wode’s to see him if he likes?”

“Why not?” agreed Cleveland. “It
doesn’t interest me.”

you

said

2

“ Magnet ’ Library.

i

And he walked on with Mark Linley.

The Lancashire lad was frowning.

“That’s another trick of Smithy’s, T
suppose,” he remarked. ‘I thought he
had stopped that rot, but he seems to
be beginning again. Of course, he’s
getting this chap from St. Wode's with
some idea of identifying you, the silly
ass ! 133

Cleveland kmghcd

“T dare say it’s all _gas, and the fellow
won't come,” he said “It’s a good step
from Devonshire to her<, e

Cleveland was right—the St. Wode’s
fellow did not come. - But Mark Linley

would -have -been very much surprised

if, about an hour afterwards, he had seen
and heard his new chum, C]e\ eland had
called in on Vernon- Smjth in his study.
The Bounder was smoking a cigarette,
one of his pleasant little -habits. He
scowled at the new junior through a blue
haze of smoke.:

Clev: nland closed the door and came
towards the Bounder, and looked at him
steadily.

“I hear you have a friend coming
here, Vernon-Smith?”’ he ﬂud

“Who told you thc,t‘7 2

¢ Snoop.”

“It’s a mistake,” said the Bounder
uneasily. “I talked it over with Bolsover
and Snoop. But—but I've given up the
idea now.” o

“When did you give up the idea?”
asked Cleveland ca mly

“ After you got that paper out of me,
you rotter!”

Cleveland smiled.

“Very well. . You're ‘at liberty, of
course, to have all the friends to see
you that you want; but I’ve explained
to you that I'm fed up with your stories
about -St. Wode’s and what happened
or did not hanpen tirere. If a fellow
comes from St. W ode’s to visit you, I
shall take it as a slgn that you. are
looking for trouble.’’

The Poundm 3 eyes fcll befone Cleu-
land’s.

“He s not commg now,’

‘Mind thdt he doesn’t!”,

Cleveland quitted . the htudy \uﬂlo
another word. The Bounder ground his
teeth. He looked on. Cleveland’s words

* he mmtex ed,
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that the
But he
The power had passed

as practically an admission
charge against him was true.
was helpless.

from his hands.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
in Danger!

U & E'RE orl right now,” said
Bolsover minor.
Bolsover minor, of the

Third Form, had been at
Greyiriars some time, but he had not
quite lost the pecuhar accent he had
acquired at the time when he was lost
in London, and lived the life of a street-
arab. Bolsover. minor was looking out
of the window towards the cricket-
ground.

“It's orl right!” repeated Bolsover
minor. - "Percy’s playing this afternoon,
and he won’t be on our track. Come on,
young Tubb! Come on, Paget!” -

“Got the bathing-things?” asked Tubb,

“Yes; ’ere they are!”

And the three fags sallied out. ‘They
made their way down to the river. The
chums of the Third Form were going out
to swim. Bolsover minor, as a rule, was
very obedient- to his major—to whom,
indeed, he looked up with yety great
awe. But in a matter of this kind,
Bolsover minor felt that he was entitled
to follow his own judgment—especially as
Tubb ~and Psaget thought so, too.
Because a follow had had cramp once in
the water, it didn’t follow that he would
have cramp again—it was all rot, .as
Billy put it! It was very kind of Percy
to be so concerned about him—and to
save his major the worry, he wouldn’t
mention the matter to Percy. But he
was going to bathe in the river with
Tubb and Paget. The three fags were
going to enter the swimming compehnon
on sports day, and they couldn’t afford
to neglect practice.

And so, with their bathing-costumes
hidden under their jackets, Tubb & Co.
made their way down to the river, giving
the cricket-field a wide berth.

There were a good many boats out that
afternoon, and some swimming going. on
from the raft, but a disappointment
awaited the heroes of the Third.  As
they came out on the floating raft, the
boatkeeper hailed them.

“Master Bolsover!”

“’Allo!” said Bolsover minor.

“Your brother has becen here,” said
the boatkeeper. “He s given partxckler
instructions as you're not to go in.

“0Oh, my 'at!” said Bolzover minor, in
dlsmay “It’s all right, Potts. I'm
only gomg in for a bit of smmmmg
practice.”

The boatkeeper shook his head.

“Master Bolsover’s orders,” he said.
“T've promxsed him that you sha’'n’t go

into the water.’
“Look here, Paotts, said Tubb;

‘““you’ve no right to interfere. You go
and eat coke!”
“Yes, and chop chips!” growled

Bolsover minor.

Potts grinned.

“If you goes in, I shall call a prefect,”
he said. “You 'ad cramp the other day
in the water, Master Bolsover, and it
ain’t safe for you.” ;

“Oh that’s all piffle, you know! Chap
can 'ave cramp without aving it again!”
said Bolsover minor, in an agguewed
voice.

“Wo're going in,” said Paget. ‘“‘Potts,
my man, you can turn your head the
other way, and I'll stand you a tanner
when my allowance comes.”

“Can’t be done, Master Paget.
responsible if there s an accident.”

“But there”won’t be any accident!”
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howled Bolsover minor. ‘Do you think
I can't swim, you juggins? I could
swim your ’'ead off !

“Come on,” said Tubb.
talk till he’s dry!”

“Yes, come on, Billy,” said
‘“Potts can go and eat coke!”

Potts called out to a group of seniors
on the raft, who were watching a
sculling race: .

“ Master Wingate!”

* “Hallo, Potts!”

“Master Bolsoyer major "ave asLed me
not to let his minor go in, owin’ to his
cramp the other day,” said Potts. “1
leave it to you, sir.”’

“Potts can

Paget.

+

about not gomg into the water anywhere
else, did hef

“Well no,” said Paget, rubbing his
nose thoughtfully “He didn’t. But
he must have meant—"

“Never mind what he must have
meant,” said Tubb. “We only know
what he said, and we’re not bound to
guess at what he must have meant or
mustn't have meant. We're going to
obey orders and not bathe here. But
we can go in somewhere else.”
“Good egg!” said Bolsover minor,
“Course we must do as Wingate says.
But we're not bound to do what he

doesn’t say. Come on!”

CLEVELAND TO THE RESCUE !—Cleveland peelod off his coat and kicked

his boots off his fest.
the parapet of the bridge.
can’t go in!’ “ I’'m going to try!
eyes ! "' (Se¢ Chapter 5.)

Bob Cherry caught him by the arm as he rushed to .
“ Don’t be an idiot!' he exolaimed.

“ You

! can’t see a kid drowned befors my

Wingate frowned.

“Clear off from here, Bolsover mincr,”
he said. “You're not to go into the
water here, exceptmg when the instructor
is on duty, or your brother is with you.
Clear off!”

“Oh, I say, Wingate—-""

“Buzz off!” said the Sixth-Former,
with a wave of the hand.

The three Third-Formers looked at one
another disconsolately, and trudged off
the raft, simmering with anger and dis-
appomtment

“It’s too bad of Percy!” said Bolsover
minor. ‘‘He means it only in kindness,
but he's spoiling our swimming practice,
and we've got to keep it up.’

“More ways than one of killing a cat,’

said Tubb. “If we can’t swim here, we
can swim somewhero else.”

“Wingate - said—" ‘began Paget
dubiously. But Tubb mterrupted him.

“Wingate said that Billy wasn't to go
into the water here unless the instructor
was present,” he said. “That’s what
Wingate said. He didn’t say anything

And the fags started down the towing-
path.

“But where are we going in?” asked
Paget.

“There’s a lovely place just above the
bridge,” gaid Tubb. “‘Sheltered by
trees, too—a mce quiet spot we can have
to ourselves.’

“Just the place! P said Bolsover minor.

“T-a chap should happen to get car-
ried under the bridge, it’s dangerous,”
said Paget. “There’s the Pool on the
other side of the bridge, and a fellow
was drowned there once. They never
found bis body—the currents had sucked
it away under the weeds.”

Tubb snortﬂd

“Well, you're a cheerful sort of silly
ass to come out for a swim!” he ex-
claimed indignantly. “Got any more
merry reminiscences ?”’

“1 was thmlung of Billy. He suffers
from cramp-—

“T don't!” shouted Bolsover minor.

“Well, you did the other day!”
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“One swallow doesn’t make a summer,
fathead ! That was just a little t\\mge
and it wasn't really so bad, after all,’
said Bolsover minar.

* Besides, we shall be with him,” said
Tubb. *If he has cram

“Y sha'n’t have cramp!”

“But if you should—-"

“*There amn't any “1if ’ about 1t!” per-
sisted Folsmor minor obstinately. “I

sha’n't ’ave it!”

“Well, if anything should happen,”
said Tubb pacifically. “T’'m a jolly gocd
swimmeyr, and I’ll Iook after the pair of
you.
“You'll get a
looking after

- if you start
Tubbi” said

thick ea

me, young

i’aget with a sniﬁ'.
*Bame ‘ere
*tHn

said Bolsover minor,
a]l right! T'm more likely to "ave
ke you out than you me, lubb {
11, as you suffer from cramp

“1 don't!” roared Bolsover munor.
“Look here, Billy

“Lock ’ere, Tubb

“6Oh, shut up, both of you, and get

on!” said Paget. “If you're gomg to
jaw all the afternoon, we sha'n’t get
time for a swim. We've left it pretty
jate already.” -

The three fags followed the tewing
path to the bridge. It was a quict and
secluded spot.  Under the bridge the
water ran less deeply, but on-the other
side of the old stone structure the river
widened and deepened into the Pool
It was a spot carefully avoided by swim-
niers. The banks were high and steep.
the corrent hard and treacherouns. All
the Greyfriars fello\\‘s had heard of the
boy who had been drowned there—
)U(ked under by the curvent and choked
in the weeds, powerful swinuner as he
was. They knew, too, the story of how
Harry W hartornr had saved Frank
Nugent’s life in that deadly place on the
day he came to Greyfriars for the first
time, and so laid the foundation of the
steady friendship that had never been
wroken since. But the fags of the Third
were not swimmers like Wharton, and
“Vharton had only escaped with his life
shiest by a miracle,

Tubb & Co. had no inlention of ven-
inving near the dangerous spot. The
place they had selected was well ahove
the. bridge, where the current was not
-trong enough to be dangerous to any
iclow who knew how to swim.

‘In the wesfering sunlight, under the
‘il trees, hidden by thmkets
pped, and donned their bathing bags,
- they called them, and plunged into the
20l w ater.

‘Fhey splashed merrily in the shining
viver, splashing water over one ancther,
}Jtmgmg‘, swimming, and thoroughly
enjoying themselves. And, tived of
gentle sport, Tubb was the first to pro
pose a swim to the epposite bank, the
last ashore to stand a feed at the tuck
shop as a penalty. .

Tubb’s proposition was agreed to at
onece, and they lined up and started.
Tubb, who was a powerful fellow for his
yoars, was soon far ahead. Paget and
Bolsover minor kept level. Tubbh was
close 1o the shore when the other two
had reached the middle of the river,
Then Paget shot ahead.

Swimming his hardest, Paget did not
hear a faint ery behind ‘him. He know
that Bolsover minor had fallen b(‘h)‘]d

he supposed simply that he was beat-
gz him in the race.
Tubb reached the bank and was look

ing back.

A sudden yell from Tubb first warned
Paget that something was wrong. He
weased his efforts, and swung romnd in
the water to look for his chum.
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“Billy I” he called out.

But ‘there was no reply.  Bolsover
minor was nowhere near him.
Paget’s terrified glance swept the

shinmg water towards the deep, dark
arch of the stone bridge.

He caught an instant’s glimpse of a
white face on the water, of a hand
thrown up into the air.

Then it vanished frem his sight as
Bolsover minor was swept away under
the shadows of the bridge.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Betrayed by Himself!

€ OME out, you bounder !
Cleveland rose from his study

table. He was looking tiredand

wear,
with 2 smile as he caught Mark Linley’s
cheery glance from the door.

“TFinished the ericket ?” he asked.

“Yes. We've drawn with Courtfield.
w for that little trot. You want some
resh air after being stuck in here all
the afternoon,” said Mark.

“Yes; 1 do, indeed! Bat'®=—there
was satisfaction as well as weariness in
Cleveland's face now—‘“I'm getting on
with thi I begin to think 1 shall beat
yeu for the Greek prize, Linley.”
“Good man!” said Mark; laughmg
¢ man wins, and I wish’ you luck!
Anyw ay, one of us is pretty certain of
it, I really think, and the other one will
get the cebond p1i7e 1 believe, Seo, in
any case, you ‘Il have something {o show
your uncle.”

‘Yes: thank goodness!”
Cleveland elose d his books and picked

]
o}

up his cap. The two juniors strclled
down the DPassage together, and passed
Vernon-Smith on thc landing. ‘The

looked at them end his eyes
glinted. But he did not say “Going
out, Osborne?” to Clevelend, as he
would have said a few days earlier. He
did not speak at all.

*“The Bounder scems to be letting you
alone,” Mark Linley obterved, as they
went out inte the Close.

Cleveland smiled.

“*“¥es; that's'.a
getting on my nerves,”’

“He was getting on all our nerves,
I think, and I'm glad he’s dropped it.
He was bound to find out sooner or later
that he had made a mistake.”

“He certainly made a nistake in come

Bounder

too. He

relief, was
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-be so obstinate about 1t when it

but his face hgmed up

ways,” said (‘Ieveland half to himself.
Then he laughed. ‘And his friend
fxﬁn)n St. Wode’s has not come, after
alt s

“No.

- That shows he’s given up the
idea.

Blest if I can see how he could

clearly proved that you were no 1

Hubert Osborne than you were Lloyd

George.”
Cleveland 1

ubjest.
“ Hallg,

bounders geing

nvrotmg th

ghed and changed the

allo, halic! Where are you
?” asked Bob Cherry,
m the Close.

“Walk down the lowing-pa caid
Ma.r}; .
“Goed! T'll come with you.

ton and Nugent have gone te
and we may meet them coming |

“1 say, you fellows, if you're
to the tuckshop, T'll come with you, 1f
you like. I want to see Uncle C legu,
called out Billy Buuter, coming up io
them.

“Good! Come oun!” said Eob.
“Let’s give Bunter a sharp walk. It
will do him goed.”

The three jurniors grinned and set off
at a sharp walk, and Billy Bunter’s little
fat legs bad to go at a great rate to

keep pace with ﬂﬂem By the they
reached the tow 'ng path Bunte e 1t
l"[)

“T say, stop for me, you fellows!” he

called out “Tf you den't walk a bit
more slowly 1 sha’n’t conmie with you!”
“Oh, don't be ecruel, Bunter!” im-
plored Bob.
“Good-bye,
And the trio w

Porpoise I

alkpd on, leaving Pun-

i@r gasping and growling en the bank.
“We'll go by the bridge. and back

r(und the lower bridge,” said Mavk.

* Right-ho [

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Some hdﬂ out
i!m.p swimming !” said Bob Cherry,
glancing down from the old stone bridge
as thev were crossing it.

“Third Form fags!” said Mark.
“They'd get into a row if a pref-:-z:t saw
themn sx\iﬂlming‘ in this part of the river.
Ti's dangerous if thev should get carried
under the hridge.’

“Yes; rather! Hallo! What is Tubb
yelling about?”
The three Removites- halted, and

leoked down. Tubb was standing on the
bank, and Paget had just joined him
there. Bob shouted down to the fags.

“ Anything wrong, Tubb?”

Tubb started, and leocked up at the
bridge.

His face was white as chalk.

“Boleover minor!” he gasped.

““Is he with yo asked Bob.

“He was—oh—he—he's been carried
through under the bridge!” panted
Tubb.

‘“What 12
For a moment the three juniors on the
bridge felt frozen with horror. Carried

under the bridgee—and cn the 1 ower sde
—the Pool. with it unkpown deeps and
its treachereus eurrents and 1ts neaih U'}p
of (’.mgmﬂ weads !

“Come on—quick I muttered ¢ ]m er
land.

They ran across the bnuge to the stcne
parapet on the other side:

Leaning on the low stoune
they watchled the glimmering s
the river, thirty feet below,
with anxibus eyes for a -Jg];
who had been swept away.

A wide,  deep - reach of "vwater. with
steep crumbling b(m ks—here and there a
shoaling shdllow where the water feamed.

Their faces were white as tko looked
down, . : .

“Can you see him?”

scany

of ihe
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“Poor kid!” muttered Bob Cherry
hoarsely. ‘““The young ass! He's done
for, A strong swimmer wouldn’t have &
chance there, and that kid

“TLook!”

Cleveland pointed.
~Far down on the glimmering walers
appeared a dark spot—the head of the
fag ! Bolsover minor was there, struggling
for life under their eyes.

He had no chance!

Heo was almost overcome. He had
caught a floating branch by good luck,
but it was not sufficient to support his
weight ; but by clinging to it, and swim-
ming also, he was able as yet to keep
afloat.

But the treacherous under-currents
were dragging him down, and his
strength was well-nigh spent.

A few minutes more

And there was no chance. He was

fifty yards from the bank, and the bank
was high and steep, and crumbling, offer-
ing no hold for the hands if he had
reached it.

“Good - heavens!” Bob
Cherry, white as a sheet.

Mark Linley began to peel off his

(o o o

muttered

jacket. Bob was mechanically doing the
same. It was death to dive there—grim
death! But to see the boy perish under
their eyes, without lifting a hand to save
him, that was impossible!

Cleveland did not move or speak.

His face was like chalk; his heart
seemed turned to ice.

Wild thoughts were racing through his
brain. Under his eyes was a boy in the
grip of the merciless waters, and he
could be saved by a strong swimmer—a

_swimmer who had strength and skill and

courage—at least, there was a chance.
Net by Linley, or by Bob Cherry, but by
a swimmer who was strong and skilful

| beyond his years—by the swimmer who

had won the swimming championship of
St. Wode’s School.

The boy’s look was bitter.

He had lived down that story—he had
met his enemy’s cunning with cunning
more skilful, and had silenced him. His
way at Greyfriars was clear now. The
Bounder silenced, if not convinced, that
wretched story nipped in the bud—a pro-
spect of winning the Greek prize, and
standing well with his uncle—all the
future was fair.

And now—

Cleveland groaned aloud.

But he dragged himself from his bittes
thoughts. He peeled off his jacket, and
threw down his cap, and kicked his boota
off. Bob Cherry caught him by the

arm.

“Don't be an idiot, Cleveland!” he
exclaimed. “You can’t go in. Pluck’s
no good if you can't swim.”

“T'm going to try, Cleveland,” said
Mark hurriedly. “Don’t be an ass! No
good throwing your life away! Run
along the bank, and see if you can help
us there.”

“Stay where you are!” he said. “You
can’t do this! I don’t know if I can,
but I'm going to try. I can’t see that
kid drowned.”

“But you can’t swim!” roared Bob.

“T can swim!”

““What—what?"”

“] can swim better than you, better
than any fellow at Greyfriars, senior or
junior,” said Cleveland wearily. “Let
meo alone! I'm going to save that kid,
or be drowned along with him. I don't
much care if T am, either.”

He climbed on to the stone parapet.
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Beb  Cherry
panted.

““Then-~then you are—you are——

“1 am Hubert Osborne of $t. Wede's
—an espelied thief, and a bigger fool

stocd dumb. Mark

2

at this minute than I've ever been in
my life before!” seid Cleveland, in a
hard, dry voice.

And he put his hands together and
dived.
Deep down in the glimmering waters
there \\aq a splash.
‘Bob Cherry and
u:et
“Osborne !” muitered Bob.
“1t was true!”
5 t care—I don’t care!

Mark Linley’s eyes

He’s

id chap—a 1ipping chap !” said
“He's given himself away; he's
he’s a splendid chap!”
It was use-
less to dive now. He would only add
t}n Cleveland’s task by going in. If any-
thing could be done, the swimmiag
champion of 8¢, Wedé’s could do it
Mark canght Bob’s sleeve.

“Clome along the bank. We may be
able to help them out there., It’s the
cnly chance.”

ight !”

'lh. dashed down from the bridge

and scx.’ambled along the bank—a steep,

Bob.
risking his life;
Mark put on his jacket.

vough slope, with rushes and thickets
clothing 1t. There was a hail from the
ulctance

Halio! What’s the matter, Bob"’

. Harry. Bolsover minor’s
sand Cle\elands gone in

“This way
in the Pool,
after him !”

Wharton aud Nugent came tearing
ap. They scrambled down the bank, as
far as they could go without falling into
the water. Their eyes were upon the
strong swimmer. Cleveland had reached
Bolsover minor. 'The fag, his strength
exhausted, had let go the branch, and
zone under the surface when Cleveland
veeched him. But the strong grasp of
the junior brought him up again. Hold-
mg the almost insensible fag, Cleveland
_was fighting for his life and the life of
hm burden.

“ Cleveland {”

multered Harry Whar-

ton, in dazed wonder. “Look how he’s
swimming !  Cleveland! He said he
couldn’t swim!”
“He’s  Osborne!” muitered Rob
Cherry.

“ThEYIVLheD the Bounder was right !
“Yes, hang him !’

There was a crowd along the
siow. The news had spread by magxc
Fellows had come from all qu
hundred eyes were upon Clexeland in
his fight for life- Some had rushed for
a hoat, some for rope or a plank, But
before help could come that stu.ggxe
would be ended—one way or the other!

THE FIiFTH CHAPTER,
= The Last of Cleveland.
LEVELAND'S face was white, set,
e\ hard. He did not sec the juniors
clustering on the bank—he saw
nothing but the grasping, merci-
fess waters, and the insensible fag. Ie
was lighting for his life and another
life, and the fight was hard. With strong
suonc‘a he swept towards the steep bank,
and a sucking eddy swept him out again,
with his-burden, into the middle of the
viver. There was a groan from the
watching crowd as they saw him
under, under the swirling waters;
lie eame up again, white as chalk,
kard -as nails, fighting on grimly.
“I—T ean’t utand thxs ¥ Wharten mut-
tered. “T'm going in!
“No good!” muttomd Bob, = YNou
eonld never reach him! And you
Thre Poruisr.—Ne. 177,
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“ GARDEW'S LAST CHANCE!™

He’s the
H he can’t
dn't

couldn’t help him, Harry!

best swimmer Pve ever seen.

get Bolsover m-inor ashore, you coul
get him ashore.

Wharton realised the truth of that;
yet to caav there and watch—it was im-
poxsxbk Could nothing be done?  °

Again Cleveland swept to the bank.
He was growing exhausted now, and if
he lost the thhd chance, he would not
haxe another.’

“T'm going to chance it, Bob, and
fellows help me!” muttered Harry,

Closer and closer came Cleveland, still
supporting the senseless fag. He was
within  three yards when the eddy
whirled him away again, and then there
was a plunge as Wharton went . He
grasped the swimmer, and held him fast,
fighting madly with the swirl of the
water. - Another and another plunge—
Mark Linley and Nugent were in, tao.
There was a shout on the bank as Win-
gate of the Sixth came tearing up, with
a rope in his hands.

“Look cut-—catch the rope!
Wingate.

The rope thrashed on the water.
was Wharton who caught it, and held
it fast. Then the other swimmers got a

you

” shouted

It
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the
were

and all the fellows en

grip on i, 1
it, and they

bank dragged at
drawn to the shore.

There many hands were ready to help
them,

Bolsover major had just arrived, with
seared horror in his face. He gmsped
his minor, and dragged him from the
exhausted Cleveland.

Wingate seized Cleveland, and pulled
him from the water,

Cleveland lay in the deep grass on the
bank, gasping, panting. It had been a
very near thing for himn.

Wingate gave him a strange glamo

“The fellow who couldn’t swim!
said.

Cleveland smiled
way.

*“The game’s up, now !” he mutiecred.
“Tt must all come out! I'm Osborne of
St. Wode’s—thief, liar, and impostor!
I shall be kicked out of Greyfriavs, as I

he

hard

in a strange,

“Good heavens!” said Wingate.

But there was no time for talk. The
drenched juniors were hurried back to
the scheol, and Cleveland and Bolsover
minor were bundled intc bed, the other
fellows having a hard towelling, which
set them right again.

Greyfriars was in a buzz with it

The Removites could hardly believe
the news at first! Cleveland, the duffer
who could not ficht, or play cricket, or
SWiHl, was Osborne of St. Wode’s, the
champion athlete, and he had been play-
ing a part all the time he was at Grey-
fl‘la‘S

It seemed incredible, but it was true.
The Bounder had been right. He
Imox.n the truth, he had stated it, and
he had not been believed.

Had the discovery been made under
any  other Ciwumqrances, had the
Bounder: proved his case, only scorn and
contempt would have been felt for the
impostor, the fel \\Ho had entered
the school under false colours, under an
assumed name, after m'zgia ng himself
at his own s¢ noJ

But it was “‘pn%w’e to (1'5})1
fellow who had r fife
another, ;
himself to save that mo “For if H iber
Osborne had chosen to leave the fag
to drown his secret would have been
safe still. Vernon-Smith had been un-
able to prove anything agaifist him; but
he had proved it against h:m~ If, for the
suko of a lad he hardly kne\’

by

“He’s a splendid chap!” said Bob
Cherry, with a choke in-his voice. “I
don’t._care what he’s done. Anyway,

he did what lots of fellows c\*ou,dn t have

done; and he’s a splendid chap !”
] ¢ -a;d the B(‘unden who
looking wnusually subdued. * But—

but I'm s
him now.”

“1 should think you ave!”
Johnny Bull.

“But he won't be able to stay here
now,” said Skinner. “Is rough on
him, but the Head can’t let him stay
now he knows.

And the juniors felt glumly encigh
that that was true.

It was true. Hubert Oshorne counld
not stay at G nyft‘iaw after he had he-
trayed himself. No one expected the
Head to allow him to do so. And quite
a few juniors remarked that it came to
them as no surprise that he himself
should refuse to stop—his positien would
not have been very acceptable.

But the juniors and the seniors—even
the Bounder—could not forget that Os-
borne had made a splendid sacrifice.

ry I ever said a word against

growled

Had he not dived to save Bolsover
minor, he might have carried through
witb his story that he was not Osborne
of St. Wode’'s. Everybody recognised

the sacrifice he had made—the rescuc of
Bolsover minor had meant ‘the end of
Cleveland’s stay at Greyfriars.

And never before did such a cheer-
ing crowd give a send off to a junior
who had bean expelled flo'm one school,
and forced to leave another

Dr. Locke, observing the exit  of
Cleveland, sheck his head solemnly,

“He'll make good!” Hhe muttered.
“He's atoned for the past—and ncw
he'll make good !”

And, although Dr. Locke
it, Cleveland did make good.

ver knew

THE END,

will be anoiher ¢grand long
complete story ¢f Harry Wharton & Co.

was out of St. Wode’s, and serve me | neat Tucsday, entitled “ A Blow for
1ight’ You'd have done ,jme a favour | Boh Cherry!” by Frank Richards,
to leave me in the riker.’ Order your copy 1wow.)
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Still Forging Ahead ! Another Splendid Coloured Engine Plate Next Week, ¢

A BUMOROUS TALE, YELLING HAOW THE TERRIBLE THREE TURNED THE TABLES ON
GERALD CROOKE & CO.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
The Mysterious Pargel!

66 HICH as 'ow, Master Merry,
Carter Paterson was a-lookin’

[

for you this mornin’,

Tom Merry, captain of the
Shell Form at St. Jim's School, who was
walking arm-in-arm across the quad
with his chums, Monty Lowther and
Harry Manners, stopped short. The
announcement caused him to gaze at
Taggles, the school porter, in astonish-
ient.

“Carter Paterson!” he echoed. ““He's
the johnny who owns all those vans and
things, isn't he?”

Taggles opemed his mouth to reply.
But Lowther burst in.

“That’s the fellow. What did he look
like, Taggle I've always pictured him
to be a jovial cld boy with white mutton-
chop whiskers and a tall coachman’s hat.”

The school porter gazed at Lowther
severely,

“YWhich as ’ow the chap who called
was a little "un with a blue nose as ever

was.”’

“M-my hat!” gasped Lowther in pre-
tended surprise. ““Are you sure his
name was (arter Patetson, Taggy?”

“*E  wasn’t Carter, Paterson ‘B
was—"

“An impostor—eh, Taggles?” put in

Manners. “My aunt! Fancy him having
the cheek to come here asking for
Merry under an assumed name!”

“Which as ’ow ’'e didn't!” almost
shrieked Taggles. “'E—"

“Now you're. contradicting yourself,”
said Tom Merry reprovingly, “You
said distinctly that Mr. Paterson was
looking for me. Can it be that you have
not been speaking the trath, Taggles?”

The school porter assumad the colour
of a ripe Victoria plum.

“Which as "ow, if you confrary young
varmints will listen to me, I'll explain,”
NEXT
TUESDAYL

he. howled. “It was Carfer Paterson’s
1, with a hoss and van.”

ter Paterson’s van with a horse

man!” murmured Tom Merry.

and
“Really, vou're getting quite poetical,

Taggles! And this agent of the worthy
My, Paterson was looking for me?”

“This ’ere Carter Paterson’s van—er’

—-1 mean, man—brought a parcel.”

“A parcel! Great pip! Why didn’t
you send for me at once, Taggles?”

“ Which as ‘ow I didn’t know where to
find you. Master Merry.”

“Oh crumbs !
away with him, T suppose?”

“°F swanted to: But after a lot o
kindly persuasion I got  him to let me
sign for it.”

“Bravo, Taggles!
Where is 1t7”

“In my lodee, Master Merry. Which
as 'ow ['ve been a-lookin’ after it for
you.”

“That's jolly good of you!”

The school porter smiled benevolently.

“I'm allus ready -to do any o the

Youw're a brick!

voung gents a good turn,” he said.
“The a lelter come, too, for you,
Master Merry.” -

Tom Me turned to his chums
exultingly.

“My hat! This is my lucky day, you
chaps!” he cried. “Let’s get the goods
from the lodge. TLead op, Taggles
McDaff 1

The Terrible Three followed the porter
to the latter’s lodgze by the school gates.
There Taggles first produced a letter,
the sender of which Tom Merry guessed
at once from the well-formed writing on
the envelope, -

“From my old nurse and governess,
Miss Priscilla Fawcett,” he said, “A
thumping good’ remittance, let’s hope.”

Then Taggles brought forth a heavy
brown-paper parcel about three feet long
and a few inches’ in circumference,
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bearing {wo labels addressed (o tha
junior,

“Great pip! Are you sure that's for
Merry?” asked Manners. ‘It looks
rather like a packet of new canes ordered
by the Head.”

Tom Merry
curiously.

“It’s for me right enough,” he said.
“Like the letter, it’s from my old
governess. 1 wonder what the dickens
it contains?”

A couple of broom-handles, T should
judge by the shape of it,” remarked
Monty Lowther. “Cul the string,
Fom.”

“We'll take the parcel to the studs,
old top. Thanks muchly for taking il
in, Taggles.”

“Which as ‘ow I've been a-lookin’
after it werry carcfully for you, BMaster
Mervy.”

He wiped an imaginary speck of parspi-
ration from his forehead, and looked
duly fatizued. Then he drew the back
of his hand suggestively dacross his
mouth.

Tom Merry placed the parcel under
his left arm. and put his right hand intc
his pocket. Taggles grinned expectantly.
Then Tom Merry drew his fiand {rom his
coat and pressed a large, golden-
coloured yielding object into the porter's
upturned palm.

“There's a blood orange for vou,
Taggles,” he said. “Nothing like it for
quenching the thirst after a hard
morning’s work {”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Manners and
Lowther.

For a moment the school porter gazed
at the slightly overripe fruit in his hand.
The expression of pleased anticipation
faded from his face, giving place to a
look of deep disgust. Then, with a roar
of anger, he hurled the inoffensive blood
orange at the head of the donor.

Tue Portnar.—No. 17T
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Tom Merry ducked like lightning, and
“the orange went sailing across the quad
to tho School House. A moment later
the three chums, smiling broadly,
marched rapidly off in the same direc.
tion, bearmg the mysterious parcel with
1hem and leaving Taggles to address
hls pungent remarks concerning certain

‘“‘ungrateful young rips ”’ to the empty
inir,

S

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rods for Three!
“H ERE we are, then, my pippins!”
into Study: No. 10, off the
Shell passage, and threw the
enlongated paper parcel on to the table.
“Here’s a penknife, Tom,” said
Lowther, ““Shall I rip off the string?”
‘“‘Fire away, old son!”
eagerly as their chum cut through the
twine that bound the pafcel. All three
helped to tear the wrappings away.
number of long, po]uhed objects with
gleaming brass fittings.
An exclamation of surprise left Tom
“My aunt!” he cried.
rods !”’
“And lines!” ejaculated Manners.
sut Lowther.
Tom Merry looked at his two study-
mates with a grin.
my old governess to send these?”’ he
said. “It isn’t my blrthday"’
“Perhaps she thinks that catching

Tom Merry led the way
The Co. gathered round,

Tom Merry and Manners locked on
There, on the table, were revealed a
Merry’s lips.

“TFishing-

“Some quill floats as well!” pointed

“1 wonder what the thump induced
giddy tiddlers would help your mnatural

history studies, old top,” suggested
Lcwther.
“Rot! I notice she sent three lois

of everything. Maybe the extra rods

and lines are meant for you, my
cherubs.”
“Well, see what the letter says,”

remarked Manners. “You said that was
from Miss Fawcett, t00.”

While Lowther and Manners examined
the fishing-rods, Tom Merry tore open
the envelope and extracted the neatly-
written missive it contained. But he
had mot read far into the letter when
he pave a loud chuckle.

“Oh, my hat! Listen to this, you
fellows! It's too rich! Ha, ha, ha !

“ Well, fire away, old aport 153

Havmg relieved himself of another
heaéty chuckle, Tom Merry began to
read :

‘¢ My Dearest Tommy,—I am sending
nnder separate cover three fishing-rods—
one each for you and those two nice
little boys called Manners and Lowther.””

“I like her cheek!” snapped Manners.

“Well, you are nice little boys, aren’t
vou?”? asked Tom Merry, grinning
broadly. “But don’t mterlupt The
lettel goes on to say:

‘T have been very worried about you
lately. Like only too many other reck-
less and misguided boys, you indulge in
that terribly danverouq game called
cricket, and—-' "

“What!” shrieked TLowther. “Did
your old governess write that, Tom, or
are you only pulling our legs””

“This is Miss Fawcett’s letter I'm
reading. Now, do dry up. I forget
where I got to. Ah, here it is—* terribly
dangerous game called cricket, and I
hope that you \ull now give it up and
take to fishing.’

. “Great pip!” gasped Manners.
: THE PorurLar.—No. 177.

EXT
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““Your governess must have gone potty,
Tom !”’

“Seems like it. She goes on to say:

‘1 have been reading the most terrible
things about cricket in the papers lately.
I enclose a cutting about a cricket game
between Essex and Surrey. In it is
given a detailed account of the mur-
derous doings of a fierce monster called
Jack Hobbs.” ”
Jack  Hobbs!” cried Lowther.
“Why, he’s one of the finest cricketers
and best fellows who ever wielded the
willow! What on earth is your old
governess talking about?”

“Can’t make 1t out. But here’s the
cutting in question I see that Miss
Fawcett has underlined some passages
with a blue pencil.”

The newspaper clipping gave a vivid
description of a match played between
the two first-class counties at the Qval.

Very heavily underlined was the
passage:
“‘Then Douglas resorted tc leg

breaks, but Hobbs continued to treat the
bowler with the same scant sympathy.
He hit him all round the field, and
finished a slashing display by slamming
him into the pavilion clock, before having
his off stump shattered by a-lightning
daisy-cutter.”

After Tom Merry had read that brief,
stirring account, the three chums looked
at each other in silence for a brief space.
Then, with one accord, they burst into
hearty laughter. *

‘““Ha, ha, ha! That’s rich!”

“What a murderous monster!”

“M-my giddy aunt! Fancy my old
governess taking it literally. Ha, ha,
ha! I can just depict her horror as she
imagined Jack Hobbs trouncing the
Essex skipper with his bat.”

“And she sent the fishing-rods to in-
duce us to give up this dangerous pas-
time of ericket?” chuckled Manners.

“That’s the ticket, obviously. Im her
letter she goes on to say that ‘after I
read the terrible account of the match, 1
noticed the following morning that
Essex completely collapsed in the second
innings.” No wonder, after the brutal
treatment meted out to them by that
fierce man Hobbs !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Manners and
Eowther.

““So, my dearest Tommy, it is clear

to me that cricket is almost as demoral- |

ising a sport as Spanish bull-fight-
ing. I shall feel much more comfortable
in my mind to feel that you and your
little chums are pursuing the more

seemly and gentle pastime of angling.
With the best of love, Priscilla
Fawcett.” ” <

“Egad !” murmured Manners. “Your

old governess is jolly considerate for our
welfare.”

“You bet. But listen to the post-
seript. ¢ When you go fishing, my dearest
Tommy, take great care of yourself.
Do not SIt near the bank of any pond
or river,  Wrap up warmly, for even in
the summer-time it may be chilly sitting

about. On no account get your feet
wet. - And please do not use worms for
bait. This is a most cruel practice,

affording great inconvenience and suffer-
ing to harmless creatures! ”

“Ha, ha !” chuckled Lowther. * We're
not likely to. You won't catch me
going fishing; it’s the slowest game on
earth. Still, it’s jolly decent of Miss
Fawcett to send us the gear!”

“Rather !” said Manners. “I hope
you'll write a nice letter extending our
grateful thanks, Tom, old top!”

Tom Merry ‘tossed’ the letter on the

* CARDEW'S LAST CHANGE!™

A NEW LONG TALE OF

‘* Magnet *’ Library.

table, and picked up a section of one of
the ﬁshmg rods. Then he fitted two
other sections to it, The rod extended
almost across the study.

“My hat!” he said. ‘There’s a nice
springy feel about the thing, you
chaps!”

The two other members of the Cao.
made up their fishing-rods complete with
reels, lines, and floats.

“They’re certainly jolly nice rcds!™
muttered Manners. “It must be a
ripping sensation to yank up a whack-
ing big mackerel or something !’

“These are for fresh-water fishing,”
said Lowther. ‘I remember years ago,
when T was a kid—"

‘“How many years?”’ asked Tom
Merry, with a spule. “Two?”

Lowther shot a dagger glance at the
Shell captain.
- “Don’t be an ass!” he retorted. As
I was saying, many years ago I tried a
bit of angling when I was staying near
the Norfolk Broads with an uncle.
remember the way the float kept bobbing
under water was Jolly exciting.
caught sixteen—or was it sixty /—jolly
fine perch in one afternoon.”

““Bix, probably,” suggested Manners.

Lowther flushed hotly.

“No. I remember distinctly now;
it was a mixed bag of rattling fine ﬁsh—
perch, roach, pl]\(’ eels, smelts

‘Whltmg haddocks kippers, whelks
and bloaters,”’ finished Tom Merry.
44 Plty you didn’t catch any crabs, old
man.

“T expect he did,” grinned Manners,
‘“when he was rowing back home.”

The amateur fisherman gave a snort.

“That’s not funny, you chump!”

“Sorry I can’t say the same for your
fishing yarn,” replied Manners brxghtly
““But, seriously, I think it’s a pity Miss
Fawcett didn’t’ send these fishing rods
to fellows who would have appreciated
’em more.”’

A thoughtful look appeared on Tom
Merry’s face as he lovingly examined
the slim, dappled, quill float on the end
of his line.

“Old Sam Tsaacs seemed to have found
ﬁshmg mighty e\cltmg, he murmured.
“Sam Isaacs" repeated Manners.

“Yes, the fellow who wrote ‘The
Compleat Angler,” you know.”

Monty Lowther gave a derisive laugh.

“You mean Isaak Waelton, you silly
chump! Sam Isaacs is the chap Who
owns that string of fish restaurants.”

“Er—ah, yes; that’s the johnny. A
slip of the tongue, that’s all. T’ve got
his bock on scullmg about somewhere.”

“Have you?” cried Manners.  That’s
rlppmg' You might lend me it, cld
mean.

Tom Merry gave a low chuckle.

“I believe you’re getting keen on
having some fishing yourself, old chap,”
he said. ‘“This prime ﬁshmg tackle is
jolly enticing, T'll admit.’

But Lowther was thé first to com-
pletely surrender to the new attraetion.

“Ex—-look hexe you fellows,” he
said, “to-morrow’s Wednesday and &
half-holiday. I vote we try our luck in
the River Rhyl. Arve you game?”

And with one accord Tom Merry and
Harry Manners gave a hearty asseut.

“Rather !”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Patient Anglers !
“«@
I—] “ What from—a mosquito ! 7%
- Ignoring Manners’ sarcasm,
Tom Merry gave his fishing
the line, to bring in to view the best
collection of weeds of the afternoon.
8T. JiM’S.

OORAY ! T've got a bite!”
rod & frantic jerk. Then he wound in
By MARTIN CLIFFORD. Hi



Tt was the half-holiday, and for three
golid hours. Tom Merry & Co. had sat

on the grassy bank of the River Rhyl.

Between them they had drowned abont
a hundred worms and grasshoppers and
wasted half a pound of the best white
dough. On the bank at their side was
a large basket, borrowed from Mrs,
Taggles, capable of  holding half a
hundred of the biggest perch that ever
inhabited a river. As it happened, they
might better have brought an empty
matchbox for their catch—it would have
been less trouble to carry.

Since receiving the fishing-rods on the
previous day they had pored over Isaak
Walton'’s classic work on angling. They
had borrowed a natural history volume
from their respected Form-master, Mr.
Linton, and had swotted up everything
about the varions kinds of fish, They
had taken advice from Taggles and
amateur anglers among their school-
felkows.

But in spite of all, Tom Merry & Co.
had tempted the finny denizens of the
River Rhyl in vain.

After this last disappointment Tom
Merry fell back on the bank, a look of
disggust on his face.

“There aren't any beastly fish!” he
growled, “Faney giving up an after-
noon’
this

&

illy river of weeds!”

“TIt is o bit slow,” admitbed Lowther.
“Hallo, I've got one at last! No, I
haven't "

“Shureup, you ass!” muttered Man-
ners.

He was gazing alertly at his float,
avhich was flickering ever so slightly on
of the stream. Tom Merry
and Iowther roused themselves from
their apathy and watched in breathless
silence.

. Suddenly the float gave a sharp bob
down under water. With a whoop lice
a Mohican on the warpath Manners gave
a wild, upward swing with his rod. And
there dangling at the end of the line
was silvery, shimmering, fluttering
thing about the size of a sprat! *But it
was a fish!

“Hurrah!”

That mighty cheer left the throats of
Tom: Merry & Co. in unison. But it
was succeeded a moment later by deep
groans as the minute specimen of the
finny tribe wriggled from the hook and
dropped back into its native element with
a faint little splash.

Manrerst face was a picture of shat-
tered hope.

“QOh’ erumbs!” he groaned. “What
thumping hard cheese. The thing was a
foot long if it was an inch. -Still, it
proves that there are fish in the river.”

Convinced now that the streamm was
actually inhabited, fresh hope filled the
breasts of the trio. Certainly it looked
as though the fish were beginning to

pe

feed, for Tom Merry's float began to
show alarming symptoms of St Vitus’
Dar

My hat, T've got a bite[”
Tom Merry.

Jut bardly had th
than somethi
a curve -ov
inte the ri
a showe

muttered

e words left his lips
hing big and round prescribed
¢ his head. Then it crashed
close to his line, eplashing
r of water over the three anglers.
* gasped Lowther.

A Clo., startled and very
wet, gazed ut them in astonishment.
Tt was Manners who first spotted the
ca of the catastrophe,

w00k i he cried.

For one brief second the chums saw
two juniors in Efon jackets running be-
tween some bushes thirty yards away.
Then the figures disappeared.

CNEXT
TUESDAY]

cricket to come here aund drag:

~ “ GARDEW'S LAST ©

Tom Merry & Co. locked from one to
another. .

“The rotters!” said Manners. “They
must have chucked a whacking great
stone into the stream.’”

Qo it seems,” said Tom Merry rue-
fully. ““That’s finished our angling for
one day. They scared my fish away all
right, and there won’t be any more
coming roiind for some time. Who were
the beasts? Unfortunately, I only saw
their backs.”

“1 could make a jolly good guess who
they were,” remarked Manners—*‘Racke
and Crooke.”

“Tgad, I believe you've h
top!"" said Lowther.

As it happened, Tom Merry & Co. had
scen Aubrey Racke and George Crooke,
the cads of the Shell, satting out from
the school with fishing tackle some
minutes ahead of them. Not being on the
best of terms with their two well-to-do
but unscrupulous Form-mates, the
Terrible Three had not spoken to Crooke
and his crony, The probahility that
Crooke and Racke had been fishing
nearby suggested that one of the pre-
cious couple had been the stone-throw-
ing culprit. Besides spoiling somebody
else’s pleasire was just the sort of fun
that would amuse either of the pair.

But although Tom Merry & Co. were
convineed in their own minds that the
two juniors they' had glunpsed were
Racke and Crooke, they had not obtained
definite proof of it.

“It's no good taxing the rotters Wi’i.l?

it it, old

the ‘matter,”” said 'Tom Mérry, “‘they’d
only deny it. Let's pack up, vyou
fellows.”

The three chums disconneected their

fishing-rods, and, bearing these and the

Iy

empty basket, made their way disconso-
lately back to 8t Jim's. As they entered
the school gates they saw a litile group
of fellows talking excitedly in the centre
of the grass quad. From it emerged -
Auvbrey Racke and George Crooke, each
holding a dozen fine fish strung togethes.

“Hallo, you fellows !" called out Racka
cheerfully. “Been fishing 7

“No, deer-stalking!” replied Tom
Merry. .

Racke threw an amused glance at the
empty basket the chums were bearing.

“That accounts for it!” he said
;‘(l)ljx'iously you haven't been catching
ish.”

“Grorrh 1”7 went Lowther,

But Manners' eyes were on the strings
of fish that Racke and Crooke held inte
full view. His curiosity overcame hin:.

“You chaps seem to have been pretty
successful,” he remarked. *“Where did
vou get 'em ? From the Rhyl, I guess™”

“Well, you've made a thumping bad
guess,” replied Crooke. “We haven't
been within miles of the Rhyl. Have we,
Racke ?”

“ Rather not!”

“H'm!” said Tom Merry.
thought you might have heen.
kind of fish d'vou call 'em 1"

4 Capp :

“Carp? Are they any good to eat

“I should smile!” pgrinned Croole.
“My hat, we're just going to fry a
couple apiece now

“What bait did you use?”’

“Dough with aniseed mixed in it.
But that wasn't the reason for our suc-:

“ We
What

o8

cess,  We went to the right spot to caich
tem I :
“Oh!” said Tom Merry curiously.

¢ Where was that?”

aunt ! '’ gasped Crooke.

TROUBLE COMING FOR THE CADS ! Grooke and Racke made thoir
way to the bushes about foriy yards from the pond, whera Tom Merry &
Co. were engaged in conversalion with ths colonel and his son.

“ My giddy

~ ““The bounder didn't pulverise them af ali [ *’
So engrossed were they in the group naar the pond that thay did not notice
5 the two gamekaepars standing bohind them.

(See Chapter 4.)
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Crooke hesitated and looked at Racke,
i who gave a slight shrug. :

“Well, it isn’t a secret really,” said
Crooke. ‘““We obtained permission to
fish in the pond on the estate of Colonel
Cuttle, about three miles the other side
of Glynn House.”

“Colonel Cuttle !
he 2”

“He’s the retired Anglo-Indian johnny
who took that big mansion known as
the Retreat., He altered the name to
Rooklands, though. The old boy was
jolly decent when we asked if we might
fish in his well-stocked pond. He said
we or any of our perscnal friends could
go at any time.”

“My hat, that was sporty of him!”
murmured Lowther, as he examined the
fine catch of fish. ‘“Therc’d be no objee-
tion if we three trotted cver there some
time 7" =
“Not at all!” put in Racke heartily.
“Just go there and fish. If anyone
speaks to you mention our names.”
And, carrying their fishing tackle and
swinging the splendid strings of fish in
their hands, Crocke and Racke sauntered
off towards the- School House. -

Who the dickens is

THE FOURTH CHAPRTER.
An Eveniful Half!

MACK !
S “Qooch |”
Taggles,

the school porter,

crossing the quad close to the
school building, gave voice to that
exclamation in a  tone of pained
surprise. The immediate exciting

cause was a well-developed fish that
descended apparently from the sky,
sending his tall hat spinning from his
head. Delighted chuckles resounded
from an upper window of the School
House as Aubrey Racke and George
Crooke withdrew back into their study.

““Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Racke. * That’s
got rid of the last of the catch. I'm
afraid, though, that Taggles will find it
a bit off colour if he contemplates having
it for supper.”

It was shortly after dinner on Satur-
day. Racke and Crooke, with a few
other choice spirits, had eaten most of
the fish a couple of days previously.
Thanks to the opportune appearance of
Iaggles they had got rid of the last in a
manner highly satisfactory to themselves,
at least.
| “Now,” said Racke, “ we'll linger here
a few moments, and then set off for
Colonel Cuttle’s place. Tom Merry and
those other two silly chumps, Manners
and Lowther, went with their fishing-

tackle ten minutes ago. Best to give
em a good start.”

Crooke gave a broad grin.

“What a jape!” he said. “They've
swallowed the bait for a cert—and the
heok and sinker as well! It will be a
sight worth going miles to ses when the
old colonel or one of his gamekeepers
catches 'em fishing in his pond !”

“Yazad, yes,” agreed Racke. “Colonel
Cuttle’s got a temper like a half-boiled

lobster. He'll simply slaughter Merry
and his precious cronies. Serve ’‘em
right, too! I've always hated the
beasts !”

It was but natural that both Racke and
Crooke should cordially dislike fellows
who could, and did, hit straight from the
shoulder in respeonse to underhand tricks.
But now the cads of the Shell saw the
prospect of sweet revenge for all their
painful experiences at the hands of Tom
Merry & Co. The fact that it had been
their own caddish tricks that had brought
the well-merited punishment didn’t weigh
at all in the minds of Racke and Crooke.

While Taggles was still searching for
the ‘‘young rips ” who had smitten him
with a “bloater,” as he called it, the
two Shell fellows left the school. Once
outsido of the gates they strode briskly
along across country until they reached
a high hedge surrounding the estate of a
large country house. Without hesitation
the precious pair made for a small open-
ing in the hedge, through which they
crawled into the private grounds.

As a matter of fact, both Croocke and
Racke had been into a small wood belong-
ing to Colonel Cuttle for the purpose of
birds’-nesting. They had noted the pond
on ono cccasion among an area of gorse.
But it was quite untrue that either of
them had ever fished in it. They had
made inquiries from a rustic who lived
near the estate, however, and had been
told a hair-raising tale of the fierceness
of the old Anglo-Indian colonel and his
underlings. Hence the desire of Crooke
and Racke to be somewhere nearby
when Tom Merry & Co.- were caught
calmly fishing in the sacred pond.

The slight doubt which possessed the
cads as to whether their Form-mates
really had ‘“swallowed the bait” was
speedily set at rest. As the two cronies
crept stealthily among the gorse beyond
the small wood they discerned three
figures in Eton jackets calmly sitting at
the edge of the pond with fishing-reds in
their hands.

“My aunt, they’re here all right!”
whispered Racke delightedly. ‘“‘Let’s
creep just a bit closer, and then we
sha’n’t miss anything when that old

spitfire colonel or one of his gamekeepers
arrives.” :

The two cautiously made their way to
within forty yards of the pond, and then
they halted. They deemed it unsafe to
proceed nearer lest they themselyves were
spotted.

Apparently Tom Merry & Co. were
thoroughly enjoying themselves. Man-
ners and Lowther each made a fine catch
almost  simultaneously. Then Tom
Merry himself drew a fish about a foot
long from the water. He was just un-
hooking his capture when a burly,
red-faced man with a clipped white
moustache stepped from a thicket in the
company of a tall, well-set youth and a
bulldog.

Crooke and Racke almost hugged one
another. Their excitement and delight
were so great that they could hardly
restrain themsslves from laughing aleud.

“Now for the fun, old top!” muttered
Racke, in a tense whisper. ‘‘My hat!
I wouldn’t be in the shoes of those silly,
jays for a tenner!”

So engrossed did Tom Merry & Co.
appear in their latest finny capture that
they did not notice the two men and the
dog until the latter were almost directly
behind them. As they suddenly became
aware of the new arrivals, they faced
about and sprang to their feet.

Crooke nudged Racke in sheer ecstasy.

A moment later a look of blank
astonishment, mingled with disappoint-
ment, appeared on the faces of the two
cronies. For instead of immediately pro-
ceeding to slaughter Tom Merry & Co.,
the old colonel and his youthful com-
panion gripped each of the lads in turn
in a hearty handclasp. Then the cwner
of the property and the amateur fisher-
men indulged in cheery conversation.
This Racke and Crooke were not close
enough to overhear,

“M-my g-giddy aunt!” gasped the

astonished Crooke. “The—the old
bounder didn’t pulverise ’em, after
all1”

““Can’t make it out!” muttered Racke.
“Hallo! What’s that?”

The two trespassers swung rcund in
alarm. There close at the back of them
were two hefty gamekeepers who had
crept up.’

“ Qoch, look out!
Racke.

But the two St. Jim’s fellows were too
late. - The gamekeepers collared them,
and held them in a grip of steel.

“Now then, you young varmints,”
growled one, ‘“‘what d’you mean by a-
trespassin’ on the colonel’s preserves?”

(Continued on page 27.)

Run for it !” yelled
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TELLING OF EERN GUNTEN'S AMAZING PLOT TO GEY EVEY WiTH FRANK RICHARDS & €0.,
THE CHUBMS OF THE BACKWOODS SCsIOOL.

E‘ ,.i

(Author of the Famous School Tales of Havr_y Wharion & Co. of Grevfriars.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Qunten’s Latest.

quite ex

&¢ IN'T you fellows coming?”
A Chunky Todgers’ plump face was |

Morning lessons were over ab the |

lumber sechool. and Frank Richards
chatting with Bob Lawless and re Beau-
clerc outside the porch, when Chunky came
up.

Frank had noticed that a good many of
the fellows had cleared off at once, in the
direction of the old corral, at a little distance
from the school. The school-ground was
almost deserted.

Chunky was following the rest \\l‘en
spotted the three chums near the porel
bore down upon them.

“What’s on?” asked Frank.

“Haven't you been told?” asked Chunky.

“Not & word. What is it?”

“H'm! Pr'aps Gunten don’t want you
there,”” remarked Chunky thoughtfully.
“Still, I'd come, all the same, if I wer
you.” -

“Oh, Gunten!" said Bob Lawless 3, with a
sniff. “ What's the little game now? Poker
or euchre in the old corral?”

“A bit more excitihg than that!” grinned
Chunky Todgers. “It’ a great game'
Gunten says so. Keep it dark, of course!
Miss Meadows would be awfully mad if she
knew.”

“What is it, then, Chunky?” asked Vere
BGAUCICI‘C, in lus quiet way.

aro,” said Chunky.
«“ Wb at?” exclaimed the three, in choruq

wasg

he
. and

Frank Richards & Co. stared at the fat
schoolhoy blankly.

“Faro!"” repeated "Frank. :

£¥es. Gautcn" the banker, and it’s going

to be some sport,” qaxri (‘hunz() Todgers.
course, it’s a seoret.”

“My hat!"”

“Ain't you coming?" demanded '“o'i

“I guess not!” growled Bob.

“Well look here! Lend me a few dollars,
and

“I'll lend you my hoot!” said Bob
litting his foot to suit the action

Chunky Todgers dodg and ran for the
gate. Chunky did not r an to be left out of
Kern Gunien’s new enterprise.

eoave  “‘ THE GED

TUESDAY!

“0f

Lawless,
to the word.

Frank Richards and his chums looked at one
another.

Well cnough they knew
of Kern Gunten, the Swis
surprise to them.

“I think that’s about the limit!” said Vere
Beauclere, setting his lips. “That young
scoundrel ought to be stoppedi”

“I guess so!”

Frank Richards’ eyes flashed.

“Let’s stop him!” he exciaimed
on, you fellows! Let's take a ha
game. It's time that rott(r \vﬂq s

“Em on!” snid Bob

The chums of Cedar C v followed in the
footsteps of Chunky Tedgers, who had dis-
appeared through the timber.

Frank's brow was very dark.

Gunten, the son of the Swiss storekeeper
at Tnompson was a rogue to the very finger-
tips, and he was very unpopular in the lumber
school. In spite of his unpopularity, however,
he had a certain amount of influence.

He claimed to be a “sport,” and certainly
what Gunten did not know about poker and
euchire was not worth knowing.

Fellows who- were easily led dropped into
the way of joining in Gunfen’s “little games,”
and the eunning Swiss had made his l\now
ledge of poker a very paying thing. 3

His present scheme was a little more
ambpitious, and Frank was surprised that he
had the nerve to carry it out so near to the
school.

He could guess what Miss Meadows’ feelings
would be like if the schoolmistress of Cedar
Creek discovered that one of her pupils was
running a faro game, like a “sport” of the
froutier mining-camps.

The three schoolboys hurried through the
timber, a'\d reached the abandoned clearing
on the creek, where the old corral stood, .

There was a buzz of voices in the corral
as they entered. A dozen or more of the
Cedar Creek fellows were gathered there.

Kern Gunten was seated at a plank bench,
with a German-silver box in his hand, con-
taining the cards.

“Make your gathe, gentiemen!” the Swis
was saying as Frank Riclhiards came up.

He spoke iz the manner of the faro-banker,
his keen, greedy face passing from face to
face.

the rasecaily nature
; but this was a

“Come
in tl e
opped

‘1 m,eh I'm butting in!” remsrked Eben

Jmf‘ here!” said Chunky Todgers. “Lend
e a dollar, Hacke!”

“{io and chop chips?”

“Now then, gentlemen,” said Guunten, “puf
up your dust! You don't often get a chance
for a flutter like thia!”

“Hallo! You fellows coming into the
game?” asked Lawrence, as }_«rank Richards &
Co. joined the erowd round the plank table.

Gunten gave them a dark look. :

“No,” said Frank curtly. “Look here, you
fellows, keep'out of this! What's the good
of throwing your money to that foreign
swindler, for one thing?

“Who's a swmdler?” shouted Gunten.

I"'ank looked at him steadily in the tI 66
“18%

“You are!” he said directly. a
swmdmm game, anyway; and I don’t belisve
you would play it afrexghb, either ! You

cou]dn i

“Stand back, if you dont want o ,;Iw‘"
said Gunten savanely “1 dom’t wans your
pennies! (‘eqtlemcn make your game (¥’

Three or xour coins rattled down.

“Game all made?” asked Gunten, taking ne
further heed of Frank Richards.

“I guess so! Pile in!®

Guaten began to pass out the cards.

Frank Richards bit his lip hard.

He had no right to int terfere with the other
fellows, and he had a natural horror of
appearing to “preach” to them.

But he was strongly inclined %o take the
rascally Swiss by the seruff of the neck and
run him down to the creek and pitch in

Frank was standing vnde(‘lficri wlien there
was a Jight step in the ent ce to the old
corral.

“By gum!” whispered Bob Lawleas “ Misa
Meadows | : .

“Miss Meadows!” said Chunky Todgers
faintly.

Chunky made a dive for a gap in the wall,

and disappeared through it

But the other ‘P”OW~
stood sbill as the
with a sbern brow.
at the table,

like o fat rabbib.
th crimson faces,
schoolmistress advanced,
Kern Gunten sat frozen
with the card-hox in his thick

this meéan?"
tinued on page 18.)
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IN YOUR EDITOR'S |
DEN! |
By BH;LY BUNTER. = %

My Dear Readers,—The idea has been
lurking in my mind for a long time to
publish a speshul number dealing with
the Old Boys of the various schooﬁ, and
this will be published shortly.

Quite a lot of these gents are keen

readers of my WEEKLY. Dockters,
barristers, majer-generals, and other
kinds of politicians, have written me
glowing letters of praise. They say that
the jernal under my kontrol gets better
and better each week.
I Tt must be jolly nice to be an Old Boy
—to come down to the school years after-
wards, when one has acheeved fame and
forchune. On Speech Day we generally
get a whole crowd of them down—tofts
with monocles, and old jossers with flow-
ing beards. How 1ripping to be able to
look round the old school and say, “Ah!
This is my old study, where I used to
konsume a duzzen doughnuts every after-
roon !” Or, “This is the spot where I
licked Weakling Minor—knocked him out
in the first round !” Or, again, ‘“This is
where T had my annual barf!”

One of these dayvs I shall be an Old Boy
myself, and it will be a treat to come
down and lock over the old plaice—to see
the desk on which I engraved my name,
and to gaze at that familiar landmark, the
schoo! fuckshop. All the kids will point
to me with pride, and say: “That’s Mr:
Bunter, who was here thirty years ago.
They used to call him ‘ Porpoise,” and
he’s still as plump 23 ever. e’s a hig
man on the Stock Exchange.”

Meanwhile, I must go plodding aleng
at Greyfriars, editting my wunderful
WEEKLY.

I have taken grate panes with this
issew, and I have got together some
ripping artikles and stories. To those

who assisted me, I tender my harty
thanks, To those who refused, I be-

queethe my undying hatred! ; :

And now, dear readers, T will ring off,
remaining, as of yore, your sinseer pal,
: YOUR EDITOR.

oottt
Our Sgpecial
HEALTH & STRENGTH
Number
NEXT WEEK.
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Edited by W, G. BUNTER of Grey-
friars, assisted by SAMMY BUNTER
of Greyfriars, BAGGY TRIMBLE
and FATTY WYNN of St. Jim’s,
and TUBBY MUFFIN of Rookwood.
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THE OLD -
BRIGADE!

BY AN OLD BOY.
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We are the boys of the Old Brigade,
Who were here in days gone by;
At Greyfriars School we worked and played,
And broke bounds on the sly.
A lively lot of larks we had,
We were mischievous as apes;
By Jove, we made the masters mad
With all our pranks and japes!

“Tubby ” and “Doily” and “Jovial Jim,”
Those were our nicknames gay; °

Cricket we played, and we learnt to swim
In the good old British way.

We fought and “ragged” from morn till night,
Till we were stiff and sore;

Yes, we fairly set the place alight
In the happy days of yore!

Where are the boys of the Old Brigade?
What are they doing now?
Many in khaki are arrayed,
Whilst others rule the plough.
Farmers, soldiers, and sailors we,
To honour and fame we spring;
Serving our country on land and sea,
Loyal to home and King.

Gone are the gladsome days of old,
Of thrilling sport and game;
But the school traditions, we are told,
Are kept up just the same.
Then, here’s to Greyfriars, great and grand,
Ne’er may its glory perigh!
The finest school throughout the land—
The school we fondly cherish!

PEEPS INTO THE FUTURE.
By George Kerr.

BOB CHERRY (of Greyfriars.)
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LOVE’S
LABOUR
LOST!

By SAMMY BUNTER.
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(11 SAY, Sammy!” eggsclaimed Nugent
minor. “There’s a sellybrated Old
Boy arriving at Greyiriars this after-

noon. He’s Mr. Samuel Splosh, the

millyunaire. Made a fortune out of tintacks,

I beleeve.”

I pricked up my ears.

“Do you know which trane he's coming
on?” I inkwired. <

“Yes. The trane that gets in at Friardale
at three-thirty. Hear! Where are you going,
Sammy?”

“I’'m geing to meet Mr. Splosh!” I said
promptly. -

And I hurried away
the station. >

I lost no time in getting to my destination.

The trane rolled in, and Mr. Samuel Splosh
rolled out. He was a portly, pompuss-looking
gent. He threw me a kondessending glanse.

“I see you are a Greyiriars boy,” he said.

“Yessir! Bunter of the Second. Carry
your bag for you, sir?”

“Yes, it you wish.”

It was a heavy sootease that I had to
carry. 1t nearly wrenched my arm out of
its sockitt. Goodness knows what was inside
{t‘. Gold, perhaps. Anyway, it weighed a
on.

Mr. Splosh set off for Greyfriars, and I

came toiling along in the rear.
- I never was a champion weight-lifter, and
it was a terribul ordeal, carrying that bag.
I kept on changing hands, and the
perspirashun rolled down iy cheeks.

“Stick it!” said Mr. Splosh, with an en-
curraging glanse over his sholder,

“Ow! It—it’s getting me down!” 1
muttered. .

At last, after what seemed an infirmity
(or is it eternity?) I reached the school.
And I was jolly glad teo dump that scotcase
down in the hall, I can tell you!

“Would you like me to show you ronnd
the school now, sir?” I asked.

“Delighted!” said Mr, Splosh.

So I toed him round the school. 1'm not
quite certain whether it’s “toed” or “towed,”
but you know what I mean.

I spent two hours in the kappasity of pilot
and guid. And by the end of that time I was
utterly worn out.

Turning to Mr. Splosh, I held out my hand.

“A very grubby paw,” he observed.

“Oh. really, sir—"

“Why are you holding your hand out?”

“For a tip, sir.” I eggspeckted a quid, at
least.

Mr. Splosh shook his head.

“Although I am a millyunaire, it is against
my prinsiples fo give tips,” he said.

“Oh crumhs!”

I jolly nearly kollapsed.

After all my terribul eggsertions, I didn’t
geb a s00. Not a ha’peuny!

in the direckshun of

A crocl shame, 1 ecall it. A wicked,
dasterdly shame! What is your opinion, dear
readers?

| Supplement 1.
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E was .a benovolent-looking gent.
Sort of Santa Claus in appearance.
Lovell pointed him out to me

- from the window of the study.

Leaning on a stout stick, the old gent
came hobbling across the quadrangle at Rook-
wood.

“Who-is he?” gasped Raby.

‘.‘dMethuselah, or Methuselah'’s ghost!” I
Bald.

“He looks about a hundred and ten years
old,” said Lovell, with a grin. “Perhaps he’s
come to apply for the job of gate-porter, in
place of old Mack.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wonder if he remembers the Baitle of
Waterloo?” said Newcome.

“He probably took part in it,” I said. “I
dare say he wag born in the reign of George
the Third.”

The ancient and venerable gent disappeared
into the school building.

Presently we heard the halting footsteps
in the passage.

“He—he’s coming this way!” stammered
Raby.

“My hat!”

A stick rapped on the door of the study.
The next moment the door cpened, and in
hobbled the ancienf.

“My dear infants!” he mumbled tfooth-
lesslﬁ. “I am overjoyed to see you! Accept
my blessing!”

“Who—who are you, sir?” I stuttered.

“My name is Martin Milldew. I am an
0ld Boy.” :

“@reat Scott!”

“Long, long ago, whilst you were yet un-
born, I was a member of this institution.”

“Why doesn’t he call it a public scheol,
and have done with it?” muttered Newcome,
under his breath. “‘Iostitution’ sounds
horrible!”

“Take a chair, sir!” I said.

Mr. Milldew tottered towards the armchair.

“Although I have just said that I am
overjoyed to see you, I could wish that you
were looking more healthy and robust,” be

gaid. “Poor scraggy little things!” 2
We flushed erimson. Poor scraggy little
things! What an insult! True, we are

not cxaetly Tubby Muffins. But we
thing but scraggy. =

We began to wish that Mr. Milldew was
about seventy years younger, so that we
could have given him the bumping he so
richly deserved.

“We’re not seraggy, sir!” 1 said hotly.

“Pardon me, but you are—unless my
vision is deceptive. Do they still feed you
on gruel?”

“Gug-gug-gruel?” gasped Lovell.

Mr. Milldew nodded. . 2

*“And are you still beaten black and biue
for your misdemeanours?” he inquired.

“Well, we're licked when we deserve it,”
1 said, “I don’t know about being beaten
black and blue.”

The Old Boy fumbled in his pocket. Aflter
much groping, he produced a handiul of
coppers. Then he beckoned to me with a
bony forefinger.

“Here is a penny for you, my litile man,”
he said.

“W-h-what!”

“A whole penny, to spend exactly as ycu
Jikel*

The coin was thrust into my palm. I stood
staring at it speeehlessly.

“And here is a penny for you,” said Mr.

are any-

- Milldew, turning to Lovell.

Lovell was speechless, also. We were
being treated as if we were waifs and strays.

The sum of one penny was solemnly handed
to Newcome. And then a penny was offered
to Raby. He put his hands behind his back,
and burst ont langhing,

[Supplement 1.
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W "By JIMMY SILVE;{

(of Roockwoocd.)

“Are you trying to be funny, sir?” he
exclaimed.

“Funny? Oh dear, no!”

“But you—yon offered me a penny—"
“Certainly!”
; “'V'Vell, I don’t want charity—none of us
oL ;

Mr. Milldew looked pained.

“I was only trying to be kind,” he said. “1
thought you would appreciate it!”

“My dear sir,” said Raby, “I'm getting
five bob a week pocket-money, so what use
is an odd penny?”’ 4

“Goodness me!” gasped Mr. Milldew.
“Times have indeed changed. When I was
a member of this institution, over sixty

years ago, it was more or less a refermatory.”

“Great pip!” I ejaculated.

“Of course, it was officially styled a publie
school,” went om Mr. Milldew, “but the
discipline was that of a reformatory. We
were flogged for the most trivial offences.
Our pocket-money was confiscated week by
week, and placed fo our credit in a bank.

After much groping, the Cld Boy pro-
duced a handful of coppers.. ‘' Here's

a penny for you, my little man!” he
said turning to me.

We drew it out in a lump sum on leaving
the school. Each bey was given threepence a
week to spend at the school shop—no more!”

“My only aunt!” gasped Lovell.

“I have been away in foreign lands all
these years,” explained Mr. Milldew. “1
know nothing of any changes which may have
taken place in the last sixty years.”

“1 can assure you, sir,” I said, “that Rook-
wood is a very different place now.  We
enjoy heaps of freedom. Our pocket-money
is our own, to do as we like with. Floggings
are not extinet, but they are only awarded
for serious offences. Not even the most
discontented of the fellows can compare
modern Rookwood to a reformatory.”

“1 am very pleased to hear it!” said Mr.

Milldew. I am sorry I ir}su}ted you by offer-
ing you pennies. The insult was uninten-
tional.”

“That’s all right. sir!” said Lovell cheer-
fully. “Will you stay to tea?”

“With pleasure! I cannot touch selid food,
but I shall be delighted to quaff a basin of
tea.” ’

I think Mr. Milldew was about the queerest
guest we've ever had {o a study tea. But
he told us some entertaining yarns of his
schooldays. And we were jolly sorry when
he left and hobbled away on his stouf stick
in the direction of the railway-station.

%‘;*iﬁ‘!l\(ﬁ‘!islﬂ%( isii‘%(ﬁ*!t*‘

OLD BOYS' NEWS!
Collected From All Parts
~——of the Globe, by—-

MONTY LOWTHER.
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WILLIAM TORTUSS, who left Sf.
Jim’s in 1870 to join the Army, has just
been promoted to the rank of lance-
corporal. Our hearty congratulations.

COLONEIL HARE, who only left
school in 1917, is to be promoted to the
rank of brigadier-general.” More con-
grats !

* * * '

A. LOWDE-SNORER, known to his
contemporaries at St. Jim’s as “Slecpy
Alf,” has just obtained a position in a
Government office.

* * *

BILL- BRINY, a very popular Old
Boy, now holds commissioned rank in the
Navy. Another Old Boy, Freddie Foam,
is serving on the same ship.

* % i

DAVID DRIBBLE, who left St. Jim’s
a few years ago, has made a name for
himself in amateur football circles.

* * *

TOMMY THYNNE, a well-known Old
Boy, has leapt into fame as the inventor
of an obesity cure.

A very old Old Boy, P. SHUTER,
came to visit us a short time ago. He
had tea with us, and chatted about old
times. It appears that he was expelled
from St. Jim’s for repeatedly using his
“P. Shuter  in the Form-room !

#* * *

MR. STARR TURNER, who in his
schooldays was a member of the Shell
Form Amateur Theatrical Society, is now
a leading light on the stage.

* * *

We regret to hear that MR. T.
SPENDER has been compelled to file a
petition in bankruptcy.

* 3 % o

MR. CLARK is siill employed on an
office stool. And MR. KNIBB is a well-
known writer. -

= * %

MR. CANNON and MR ARMOUR
have been appointed Joint Secretaries of
State for War,

* * *

MR. CHICK has become a successful
poultry farmer. And MR. HAMMOND
is a flourishing rvestaurant proprietor.
Everybody buys his Hammond-beef sand-
wiches !

MR. T. DRINKER is now a celebrated
temperance orator. And MR. F. VINE
is a champagne importer.

* * *

Surprising how the St. Jim’s Old Boys
manage to climb the ladder so quickly,
isn’t it ?
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GUNTEN'S REVENGE. :

(Continued from page 13.)
AT

Miss Meadows' voice was very quief, but
it was very grim. Never had the Cedar
Creek fellows seen the schoolmistress look o
angry. :

There was no reply, and the silence in the

Himn

1

a8

old corral could almost be felt.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor.

IS8 MEADOWS fixed her eves upon
Kern Gunten.

The Swiss rose clumsily fo his

feet. All His nerve had vanished

at the sight of the cold, stern face of the
Canadian schoolmistress,

“Gunten, what are you doing with fthose

cards?”
?Fe’fchoolmisﬁress‘ voice wags like fce.

Gunten stammered helplessly.

“It—it—it's only -a game, ma’am,” sfam-
mered Eben Hacke.

“And what is the game called?”

"-f-fare, 1 guess.” *

‘Take up your money!”

With crimson faces, the discomfited
“sports ” took up bheir stakes from the board.

“Give me those cards, Gunten!”

Without a word, Kern Gunten handed over
the German-silver box to Miss Meadows.

“Richards?”

“Yes, ma'am?”

“I}‘n'ke this box and throw it into the
Criektl

“Yes, ma'am,” =

A minute later there was a splash, and
Frank Richards came back into the corral.
The amateur faro-banker’s stock-in-trade had
vanished in the muddy depths of Cedar Creek.
. Migs Meadows' clear glance travelled over
the ashamed faces before her. No one was
anxious to meet her eyes.

Frank Richards & Co. were feeling especially
uncomfortabie.

They had not come there to join in the
rascally game, but with a half-formed inten-
tion of stopping it by ragging the Swisg,

That, of course, eould not be explained to
Miss Meadows.

To explain to the schoolmistress smacked
a little too much of the Pharisee, who claimed
that he was not as others were.

“They were silent, with flushed faces. They
knew that in Miss Meadows' eyes all the
fellows present were tarred with the same
brush, and they had to be silent. =

“I_.ams ashamed of you,” said Miss
Meadows quietly. “I hope that, when you
thinkJadittle over this, you will be ashamied
of ‘yourselves. You are all well aware that
€ambling is wrong and base, and very
harmful.”

Silence. :

“You are the worst, Gunten,” continued
Mgsiq Eieadow& 5

“More than onee, Gunten, 1 have suspected
You of -this kind of rascality,” said Miss
Meadows. “I could not be sure, and I hoped
that it was not the case. Now I have found

you .in the act of inducing your school-
felloys to gamble.”
Gunten bit his thick lip hard. Apparently,

Miss Meadows had not been so blind to his
real character as he had supposed.

“You,” continued Miss Meadows, “I must
punish. The others I shall leave to their
consciences.”

“We—we were all in it, ma’am, T reckon,”
stammered Hacke—“all but Richards and
Dawson and Lawless and the Cherub. They
were against it :

“Indeed! I am glad to hear that,” said
Miss Meadows. “If you were againgt this,
Richards, why are you here?”

Frank was silent.

“He was the same as
Gunten, speaking at last,

There was some comfort
invelving the fellow
punishment.

But Hopkins spoke up at once.

“That's a lie!” he said. “Richards was
‘erc to chip in agin it. and you knows it,
Gunten! So was the other chaps.”

X,

very good,” said Miss Meadows, under-
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the rest,” sald

in the thought of
he hated in his own

standing. “Gunten, I cerbainly could not take
your word. Lawless!”

“Yes, ma'am?”

“Take your knife and cut me 3 sbrong
switch in the thicket.” =

“Yes, ma'am.”

Bob came back in a few minubes with the
switeh,

. Gunten eved it uneasi!y; He could guess

to what use that instrument of punishment
was to be applied. = =

The Cedar Creek fellows almost held their
breath. .

Corporal punishment was prachically un-
known at the lumber. school. But evidenbly
Miss Meadows considered it nccessary, in this
extreme cage, to depart from her usual rule.
And undoubtedly she wags right. -

“I shall punish you, Gunten,® said Miss
Meadows. “It is the only way, L fear, to
bring you to a sense of your wickedness.
Hold out your hand!”

The Bwiss’ eyes glittered. He clenched his
hands hard.

“Do you hear me, Gunten?” said Miss
Meadows, very. quietly. “Unléss you obey
me at omee,- I shall send you home, and
you will not be allowed to return to school.”

Gunten drew. a hard breath, and held out
his hand. He winced and panted as he re-
ceived the ent. The weedy, unfit Swiss could
not bear pain.

It would not have hurt one of the hardy
Canadian lads much, but it was different
with Gunten.

“The other hand!”

Swish!

Guuten clasped his hands and yelled.

Miss Meadows threw away the switch.

“Gunten, I shall send a report of your
conduct to your father. The rest of you,
I trust, will think over this, and come to
understand how contemptible such conduct
is.”

“I—I say, we—we're
blurted out Eben Hacke.
meant any harm!”

“Indeed we didn't, Miss Meadows,” said
Lawrence. “It was only a lark.”

“L believe you, so far as you hoys were
concerned,” said Miss Meadows. “With
Gunten, 1 fear, it was much worse. You
may go back to the scheol.”

The crowd of fellows cleared off, and Miss
Meadows followed them from the corral,

In the school that afternoon Kern Gunten
sat with a face like a demon. The caning
bad hurt him, bub the quiet contempt of
the scheolmistress had cut still deeper.

And Gunten was looking forward with dis-
may to that report which was to go home to
his father,

Gunten senior was well known in Thompson
for his sharp practices, but it was likely that
he would regard in a very different light such
practices on the part of his son.

Gunten dreaded a vigorous application of
the parental cowhide, and the covert glances
he bestowed on Miss Meadows were full of
hatred and malice, E

It was not a happy afternoen for the
“sport ” of the Iumber school, and it was
very unlikely that the game of faro would
ever be played again in Cedar Creek with
Kern Gunten in the role of banlker.

sorry, ma’am!”
“We—we never

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Qunten’s Scheme.

i ICHARDS!”
“Yes, Miss Meadows$”
“Please step in here.”

Frank Richards stepped .into Miss
Meadows' little sitting-room, which opened
off the hall.

The Canadian schoolmistress gave him a
kind sinile, 2

Evidently Frank was exonerated in Miss
Meadows' mind from blame in connection
with the amateur faro-bank,

“I wish this letter to he taken to the
office of the *Thompson Press,'” said Miss
Meadows. “I intended to tris$ it to Gunten,
as he pgoes home to Thempson. I have
decided not to do so, however. Would you
care to ride over to Thompson and deliver
the letter?” =

“Certainly,” said Frank.

“You know the office of the newspaper ?”

“1 passed it when I was in Thompson
before,” said Frank.
with pleasure, Miss Meadows."

“Your uncle wi#l not mind
home a little later than usnal?”

“Oh, no!” said Frank, “We weren't going
home at once, anyway.”,

your being

“T'll take the letter:

Library.

h_“Indeed?” said- Miss Meadows, looking a%
im. -

Frank coloured.

“We were going to stay and help Mr.
Slimmey split logs, ma'arm,” he hastened to
explain. “It’s all right. Bob and Beauclere
can  split  the logs while I'm gone to
Thompsen.”

“Very well,” assented Miss Meadows.
“Here is the letter, and here is a dollan
It is an advertisement for the paper, and
you will pay for it and take a receipt.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“Tell them I specially want it to appear
this week, if possible,” said Miss Meadows.
“There is no ome to do Black Sam's work
while he is ill, unless T can get a man f{rom
Thompson.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

Erank took the envelope and the dollas,
and slipped both into his pocket. As he
quitted the room, e almost ram into Kern
Gunten. He gave the Swiss a look of con-
tempt. He could see that Gunten had been
listening close by the open door of Miss
Meadows' room,

“Get out of the way!" muttered Frank.

He pushed past the Swiss and went out
of the schoolhouse.

Gunten cast a bitter fook after him, and
then stepped into Miss Meadows' doorway.

The schoolmistress gave him a cold glance.

“Here is the letter for your father, Gunten
You will take care that you deliver it to
him 9"

“You ean trust me, ma‘am.” S

“I hope s0,” said Miss Meadows. “In any
case, I shall ‘communicate with your father
afterwards. You may go, Guuten.”

“Good-night, Miss Meadows,"”
Swiss, in bis most oily fones. -

“Good-night,” said Miss Meadows curtly.

said the

Gunten leff the schoolhouse with Lnifted ~

brows. .He had to deliver Miss Meadows'
repory to his father, and he was apprehensive
of the result.

At the school gate he joined Kefler, the
only fellow he was friendly with.

Keller was a Swiss like himself, the son of
an emigrant from Europe who had “left his
country for his country’s good.”

Keller was holding two horses. Guntem
took his own, dragging the amimal's head
roeund savagely.

“Got the letter?” Keller asked, with a gria.

“Yes!” gnarled Gunten.

“It means a lambasting at home,” grinnad
Keller. “Your popper will be mad"”

“I guess 50, The bopper wants to keep
in with Miss Meadows and the mission and
all the respectable folk in the scction,” said
Gunten, with a sour smile. “It makes it
casier to run his business in Thompson.
Sherifi Henderson has been nosin’ into things,
and popper doesn't want to lose the posh-
masgtership. And the postmaster isn't sup-
posed to allow a fare-bank in his back pare
lour. I guess I shall get the cowhide.”

“For following in your popper's footsteps!®
chuckled Reller,

Gunten grunted and vaulted on his horse.

“Richards isn't gone yet?” he asked.

“No; he went over towards Slimmey's
cahin.”

“Good! Ride faster!” said Guoten.

The two Swiss rode away on the #rail
through the timber in the thickly falling
dusk. Gunten's brows were knitted, and
there was a glitter in his narrow, deep-set
eyes. :

About a mile from the lumber school he
drew rein.

“Hold on!” he calied out.

Keller stopped.

“What’s the game?” hic asked.

“Get down!” :

Keller dismounted. Gunten fed the fwo
horses into the timber, and tethered them
at some distance from the trail. He removed
the trail-rope from his own saddle, and pre-
pared a running noose at the end of the
rope.

Keller watched him in astonishemnt.

“What the thunder is the game?" he ex-

claimed, “What are you making a lasso
for2
“For Frank Richards!”

said  Gunten,
between his teeth. -
“What the dickens——" : <
“Frank Richards is going to Thompson for
Miss Meadows. - She's given him the adver-
tisement o take to the © Press ' office,” ex-
plained Gunten. “I heard her telliug him
when 1 went to her room for her Ietter to
my father. He's going to ride to Thompson,
and he must pass this spob.”
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Still Forging Ahead !
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“And you're going to rope him In?
claimed Keller.

“You bet!”

“T guess I'd let him alone/

(5€

said Keller

unteasﬂy. “That fellow is too hefty with his
fists.”
“Never mind hiz fists,” said Gunten. 1

can stand that. I'm not
T’'m after that letter of ¥

“What for?” 2

“1 guess I'm going to pub a speke in the
wheel,” said Gunten, with a malicious grin.
“Frank Richards is high up in favour now,
since Miss Meadows found out he was dows
on the faro game down in the co That
fool Hacke blurted it out. But suppese
Frapk Richards played a rotten trick on
Miss Meadows, and caused her a lot of
trouble: 2

“He wouldn’t!”

“He might be made to seem to,” said
Gunten coolly. “I'm going to rope him iu
on the trail and take the letter. When
Frank Richards gets it back, it won't be
the same letter; but he won't koow it.
He’s taking an advertisement to the ‘ Press’
for an odd-job man. 1 guess it’s going to
he a different kind of advertisement when it
appears.”

“By gum!” '

“And if Miss Meadows Isp't mad with
him, you can call me a sucker,” grinned
Gunten, “There'll be-a letter to Rancher
Lawless and the cowhide for Muster I'rank,
I guess, as well as for me.”

Keiler burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 guess it’s a cinch!” said Gunten.
back to the trail!”

The two young rascals crept back to the
trail,_ and waited in the timber, watching
the hoof-beaten path under the trees.

The dusk was thickening. Frank Kichards
was certain to pass before long, and he was
equally certain to fall a helpless victim to
the ambush.

“Hark!” muttered Keller, hoiding up his
band.

Thud, thud, thud!

From the direction of the creek came the
steady beat of hoofs. Gunten, with a grim
smile, prepared the lasso for the cast.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Roped on the Trail.
FRANK RICHARDS, after lecaving Miss

doing it for
Meadows

fun
5

“Come

Meadows, went towards Mr. Slim-
mey’s cabin by the creek.

Mr. Slimmey, the assistant-master
of Cedar Creek, was there in his shirt-sleeves,
splitting logs for the winter.

Several of the Cedar Creek fellows DLad
stayed behind to help him. 1t was the
custom of the Canadian West, where every-
body lends everybody else a helping hand
when needed.

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc were
busy with their axes already, with Dick
Dawson and - Tom Lawrence and Harold
Hopking. =

“Wade in, you slacker!” called out Bob, as
his English cousin came up.

“I'm going over to Thompson for Miss
Meadows,” said Frank. “I'll come back here,
Bob, by the time you've finished.” -

“Right you are!” said Bob.

Frank walked away for his horse.

Only a few minutes after the two Bwiss
he rode away from the lumber school—at a
more leisurely pace, however. The two
rascals were well ahead of him on the trail.

Frank Richards was thinking of anything
but Kern Gunten as he trotted along the
dusky trail to the distant toewn of Thempson,

But suddenly there came a whiz under the
shadows of the trees, and as he heard it
Frank drew rein hastily. He knew the sound
of a whizzing lariat.

But even as he pulled in hiz horse the ncose
settled over his shoulders, and the drag on
the rope wrenched him from the saddle.

Bump!

The pony reared and whinnied as the school
boy roiled from its back and bumped heavily
into the grass.

There was a shout under the dusky trees,
;'md‘lGunten and Keller came ruaning into the
Trail,

Frank struggled with the rope,
tightening noose pinned his arms 'te his
and Gunten kept the rope taut.

The two Swiss reached him in a

few
;qoments, and then their grasp was laid upon
110,
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be allowed to return to schoo!.
a hard breath and held out his hand.
cut from the switch. (See Chapter 2.)

THE WAY OF THE TRANSGRESSOR !¢ Unless vou obey me at once,”’
said Miss Meadows very quietly, ** | shall send you home, and you wiil not
New hold out your hand I

Gunten drew
He winced as he received a stinging

“Keno!” grinned Gunten.

He jerked at the rope as Frank struggled,
and the helpless boy rolled in the grass, amid
ioud chuckles from the Swiss.

“You rotter!” panted Frank. “Is that you,
Gunten? Let me go, you hound!”

“1 guess not!” smiled Gunten.

He bhent down, and tightened the rope
further and knotted it. Frank Richards was
a helpless prisoner now. ~

The two Swiss dragged him aside from the
trail, and Gunten ran the rope round a big
trunk and fastemed it there. s

Frapk eyed them in helpless anger.

“What does this mean?”’ he panted. “What
game are you playing?”

“J guess we're going to leave you here all
night to cool your heels!” chuckled Gunten.
“How do you like the prospect?”

“You dare not!” shouted Frank. “You
know I've got a letter to take for Miss
Meadows!”

“I'm going to take ,that for you. Al
gerene! I'l1 deliver it safe and sound in
Thompson,” said Gunten.

He felt in Frank’s pockets, and took the
letter.

“Come e¢n, Keller!”

The two young rascals disappeared into the
wood. Frank’s pony came up to him, sniffing
round him and whinneying.

Frank Richards struggled savagely with the
rope that secured him to the tree, but he
struggled in vain.

Gunten had done his work carefully, Frank
was a prisoner until the Swiss chose to come
and release him.

Not for a moment did Frank helieve that
even the revengeful Swiss would dare to leave
nim tied to the tree all night. He concluded
that Gunten was attempting to frighten him,
and was waiting in the wood to hear him
apveal to be released.

Frank did not utter a word. He was under-
dog at present, but he mentally promised the
Swiss the hiding of his lifef when he had his
hands free.

Meanwhile, Gunten
deeper into the wood.

and Keller piunged
It was vely necessary

A SPLENDID TALE OF FRANK RICHARDPS
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to keep Gunten’s next action safe from chance
observation.

From his saddle the Swiss took a small
lantern. He lighted it, and set it on a log
amid the thickets. Keller watched him with
much curiosity, Gunten’s next step-was to
fill a tin dipper with water from the spring in
the timber,

Opening the top of the lantern, he set the
tin dipper over the flame.

In ten minutes the water was nearly boil-
ing, and a thick steam rose frem it.

“Held it for me, Keller!”

Taking Miss Meadows’ letter, Gunten held
it carefully over the steam, and in a couple
of minutes the flap of the envelope was loose
enough to open easily.

“That’s done!” grinned Gunten.

He drew out Miss Meadows’ letter tor the
“Press.t s

There were two enclosures.

One was a letter from the schoolmistress,
and it ran, in Miss Meadows’ well-known
delicate handwriting:

“Pear Mr Penrose,—Please insert the en-
closed advertisement in this week's ‘ Press.’
I should very much like it to appear this
week, if possible, as the man is hadly wanted
here. .
“Yours sincerely.

“E. MEADOWS.”

explosively as he read
he did without the

Gunten chuckled
that letter, which
slightest seruple.

The other enclosure was the advertisement,
which ran:

“Handy man wanted for a few weeks ab
Cedar Creek School. Cabin, firewood, and
good wages for a suitable man.—Apply at
once to MIss MEADoWwS, Headmistr S

That letter was in Mr. Slimmey’s hand-
writing. The assistant-master had evidentiy
drawn up the advertisement for ~ Miss
Meadows.

Gunten twisted the paper, and held it in
the flame of the lanfern. It was consumed
in a2 moment or two.

“Phew!” murmured Keller.
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18 Wonderful News!

“Afl screne ! I guess T'm going to draw
up a better advertisemeut than that for
Mise Meadows,” said Gunten coelly.

He opened hizs pocket-hook and teok .out
a sheet of notepaper and an indelible pencil.

Ketier watched him breathlessly.

The cunning Swiss spread the paper on the
ver of the beck and rested it on his knee.

With the other letter before him, he wrote
with the pencil, and his hand bore a re-
markable resemblance to that of Miss
Ieadows. Bkill of this kind was one of the
gifts ¢f Kern Gunten.

Keller fairly gasped as he read, cver Gun-
teu's shoulder, what was written, for the
new advertisement ran:

<o

“Schoolmistress, age twenty-three, ftall,
considercd good-looking, would be glad to
hear frem o bachelor of equal position with
w view to matrimony. Photographs ex-
changed.—Miss Meapows, Cedar Creek School,
Thompson Valley.”

Gunten grinned over that remarkable com-
position.

* How does that strike you?? he asked.

“Great Jerma!em" gasped Keller, “¥

X OoU-—
you won't darce to have that shoved into the

You'll see!”

“ But—but Miss ‘\Ieadows will be as mad as
a hornet!”

¥ ;na Frank Richards will get the heneflf
of it,” chuckled Gunten.
¢ slipped the precious advertisement into
envelope with Miss Meadows' letter, and
efully resealed it.

Come on. Keller!” he yawned. “Not a
word, mind!"”
T cRat s 1 not.”

And the two Trascals threaded their way
theanglk the wood towards the spot whe
¥rank Richards was still struggling with the
ropa that fastened him to the tree,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

= “Tricked !

EANK RICHARDS breathed morc freely
as he heard feotsteps an the frail in
the deep shadows.

He hLad been left ncarly an hour
tizd 1o the tree, and he had begun to fear

that the Swiss had ridden on to Thompson,
cally intending to leave him there for the
night

He red through the darkness at the two
shadowy forms that came along the trail.

“Ig that you, Gunten?”

“Neop

“ You hound! TLet me loose!”

"I clet you loose if you agree not to
make a fuss about the matter,” said Gunten
“I'm not ffoix‘g to fight you.”

“You rotten funk!”

“Funk or not. that’s

the terms. Give me
ord to the matter drop, here and

and yon're free,” said Gunten coolly.
No hammcrh" a galoot, and no comp lain-

ing t ows bo-morrow.
I shouldn’t complain to Miss Meadows
in any & aund you know it!" snapped

Frank hards eontemptuously, “I intended
you a iolly good hiding!”

another spell of it, then! Perhaps
vou'll cool down ntly.  We've zof lots
£

time!” laughed Gunten.

‘lu_"
rank panted with wrath.

He was already aehing from his bxmd\. and
his limbs were chilied by the mﬂht r, sharp
Rockies.

7 lowmg Gunten to
trick, Frank did
t to remain another hour ticd to the
ten had the upper hand, and it

v 4o come to te
lopge!” - he said. beftween hi
let the hmttcr Hmr» if ¥

and cold from the snow on the
Even

abt the price’of
un;)unished for

s angd un

. He rubbed his
the cirenlation.

few minut
his word, and he

uring the next
_had given

mll 4 Gunten.
time we

“Come on,
hustled on the home
my letter "'ﬂ‘ummej Frank.

\ [‘xv‘?"

feadows' letter. You ’c&f::: it from

T H
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“0Oh, by gum, I'd forgotten that! I hope
I haven't dropped it somewhere!” exclaimed

@Gunten, feeling in his pockefs.

“If you've lost it——" began  Frank
savagely.

“All 0. K. Here it is!”

Gunten drew the letter from his pocket,
;‘:i}d Frank Richards almost snatehed it from
him.,

He slipped the letter into his pockef, and
called to his pony.

Without another word to the Swiss, though
his hands were fairly itching. to ’)L upon
Gunten, he jumped upon his pony and rode
away down the trail.

Gunten grinned as the hoof-beats died
away in the darkness ahead. Frank Richards
was riding fast. He bad a great deal of
lost time to make up for.

“Conie on!” said Keller.

“The dear John Bull doesn’t smell a rat!”
grinned CGunten. “Not the faintest idea
that the letter’s been opened, eh?”

“Not the least!” said Keller, laughing.
“But, by Jerusalem; what will Miss Meadows
say? Richards can't deny that he handed
in that advertisement at the * Press' office,
and he won't he able to prove that that
letter was ever out of his hands.”

“Let ‘him try!” said Gunten. “Who's
going to believe him? Miss Meadows doe
even know that 1 know that he's gob the
letter. 1 sha'n’t mind the cowhide so much
now if I get it at home. Frank Richards will
get something worse than a cowhiding after
this.”

And Gunten and his worthy comrade rode
after Frank Richards, chuekling. with satis-
faction.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surpriso for the Printer!
RANK lost no time ™ in getting to
Thompson.
1t was risky riding fast on.the dark
trail, but Frank rode hard, aaxious
to make up for lost time.
“He reached the town at lust. :
He rode past the welldlighted store kept
by Gunten’'s father, and stopped at the office
of the “Thompson Press.”

The “Press” was not an ambitious publi-
cation. s
Mr. Penrosze, the editor, publisher, and

printer—he was all these things relled into
one—dwelt in a two-roomed eabin near Gun-
ten's store.

One room was Mr. Penrose's living-room,
and the other was the editorial and publish-
ing office and the printing works.

After his editorial labours were
Penrose hecame a compositor,
the type, a‘)d then
man, and turnsd off
paper en a -press.

Primitive a the . arrangements were,
Thompson wa3 rather proud of its local
paper. I‘herc was nothing else in that line
nearer than Kamloops. g

A t.‘nird part of the paper consisted of
advertisements, chiefiy of wi
and agricultural implements.
mands for “hands” for the fruit farm
ranches of the valley and tempting appeals
to try Hop Chung's Chinese laundry, or to
visit Med “wb s dance hall for a joliy evening.

When advertisements were short, Mr. Pen-
rose’s editorial rema Vere When
advertisements were pientiful, t1 wrllwr com-
pressed his personal ryvations into & re-
markably small space.

Mr. Penrose , wa
His la
column copled from the €

Humorous citizens of Thompson ins
“spocf " advertisements in that colum
oo read ot ith roars of laughier
the stove in nten’s store.
1t there were a good many genuine adver-
too, at a dollar each. Al was
g that came to the ¢

Lonely bachelors up-count
i of finding a t
two or three
1o gentler sex.
section

done, Mr.
and set up
he became a machine
the copies of the local

,:a.

ng gentle:
trimonial

Chieago paper

ing in the editorial
office as Fr s jumped off his pony
and knocked at the door.

“W right in!"” came a deep voice.

¥rank Richards walked right in.

Mr. Pearose was a little, faf gentleman,
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with rubicund nose. The colour of that organa
hinted that he often sampled the fire-water
at Gunten's store, not wisely but too well.

He was in his shirtsieeves at present,
dabhed with printer's ink, setting up tvpe
in the formes. There was a dab of ink on his
red nose, and another on his stubbly chin.

“Good-evening, Mr. Penrose!” said Frank.

“Not too late for an advertisement for this
week, is it?”

“1 guess it iz some,” said Mr.
“Office closed an hour ago. But I've got a
corner left. I calculate I can leave out Bill
Hl*rhcocks poem on ‘Sunrise on tha

Mr. ‘Penrme grinned genially.

“That poem has been left over for threa

weeks owing to ads turning up,” he
remarked. “Bill. is getting  impatient.

P’r'aps it’ll dawn on him later to pay for it
at advertisement rates; then it goes in with

a click! Chuck your ad over here, sonny!
It's all 0. K.
Frank laid the letter on the bench, and

felt in his pocket for the dollar. Mr. Penrose
opened the envelope by the simple process of
sticking an inky thumb into it.

He took out the letter and glanced at 1t
and nodded. Miss Meadows' hand-
writing well, often received schoo!
notxcks for in the “Thompson
Press

“Right es rain!” he said.

But as he unfolded the enclpsed advertise-
ment and lcmked at it, Mr. Penrose gave 2
jump.

“Jehosh \p‘w\* 7

‘Axl right?” asked Frank.

Mr. Penvose xed at the
and blinked at Frank Ri
mechanically took the dollar.
You belong to Cedar Creek

mr"
“Yes,” gaid Frank, in wonder.
“Ali 0. K. If Miss Meadows s go, it
But—carry me home to die! id the

astonished Mr. Penrose. “Have you read this
souny?”’ .
“Of con not!” said Frank. “The -en

velope was led when A
to me at the school.”

“All right! Leave it with me!
your receiptb!”

“The advertisement will
asked Frank, wondering izht be
cause of the edltorm{ astonishment.

“You het 'm going to set it up now,”
satd Mr. Pem‘cs& “1 guess I'll give it a gooil
place at the top of the column, too. 1'd
ne\"*r have thought Never miind! Ladies

ve their own wa wnd it isn't muech good
a mere I‘"'dll trying to understand 'em. it

Meadows gave it

There's

5

vho”‘ said Frank. “Good-night, Bir
“Grood- night, sonny!
youl"
Frank Richards left the editorial offices,
ltem.urv the editer-compositor-printer setting
ype

Frank Richards rode out of the lichted tevm
inte (hq darkness of the trail. ¥n spite of
the darkuess, he made good speed back to

Shut the deor after

the tumber school on the creek.
There he went inte the schoolhons: te
hand Meadows the veceipt for the dollar

informi  her that the advertisement
apnear in the cu-reut week's number
“Thompson Pre
Meadows t,x'm}\-d him

went  along fo B Slimmey's
his chums. ' He d - them
n, and the three started for

A snile;

ninc. when Frank Richards
t the lumber school, the Swiss
looking sulky and sava,
mten did not

ne smile
e

nnd chucm over the
-fierein. -
storm would break upon
he storm that was lower-

which he had not as yet

(Another
Richards & Co. next Tuesday, entitled *“Tha
LPJG?" Oreel Suitors’')

fine long complele story of Frank

RANK mcmxm:s & 62 9

AT CLIFFORD.

Pentose.

appear this week?”

.
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FIRST CHAPTER.

D like a brass band!”’ remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell.

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“1 don’t think it W111 run to a
brass band,” he sa)d “But we're going to do
cur merry best.”

“ Well, so long as we make a row—-""

“We shall make a row!” grinned Raby.
+ ] fancy all Rookwood wm let itself got!”

* Excepting Knowles.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four of the Rookwood Classxcal
Fourth were holding a ‘“pow-wow ’ in the
end study.

The eccasion was important.

For Bulkeley was eoming back.

George Bulkeley of the Sixth—the captain
of Rookwood—the head of the Classical side—
“ old Bulkeley,” in faet!

He had only been away a few weeks, but
Rookwood had missed him sorely.

But it was not only that they missed “old
Bulkeley.”

1t was the peculiar circumstances of the
case that made the event so great.

For Bulkeley had left Rookwood under a
cloud.

When he left, his father had been under
remand on the charge of robbing the bauk in

which he was a partoer.

Nearly all Rookwood had indignantly repu-
diated the bare possibiliby of any relation of
old Bulkeley committing such an act.

And Rookwood had been right.

For the innocence of Mr. Bulkeley had been
made clear, and the guilt placed upon the
right shoulders—those of his partner, James
Catesby, the uncle of Catesby of the Mcdern
Sixth.

The at Rookwood knew no
bounds.

Naturally, Catesby did not rejoice. He
couldn’t be expected to under the circum-
stances.

Perhaps he was glad that justice had been
done. If so, he concealed his gladness very
cleverly.

Most, of the fellows felt
of the Sixth.

He was not responsible for his uncle’s ras-

cality, and it had brought deep disgrace upon
him.

Fellows wondered whether he would leave
Rookwood.

They felt that it would only be tactful on
his part.

But Catesby did not 20.

There was another member of the Modem
Sixth who did not rejoice in the news.

That was Knowles, the new captain of
Rockwood.

He had counted on keeping the captaincy,
but there was not mueh prospect of his keep-
ing it after Bulkeley returned.

He had not been a successtul skipper during
his short reign.

He had caused more dlscontent than any-
thing else, even on his own side.

Tt was taken for granted on all hands that

" NICE FOR

rejoicings

sorry for Catesby

NEXT
TUESDAY!

Knowles would step down, more or less grace-
fully, and yield Bulkeley his old place.

1f he declined to do so, there would cer-
tainly be a new -election, in which Bulkeley
was sure to poll ten votes to one.

Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Fourth were
among the rejoicers.

They felt that the occasion of Bulkeley’s
return ought to be marked with a demonstra-
tion.

Such an occasion called for recognition.

Bulkeley was coming back on the morrew
afternoon.

And Jimmy Silver was planning a march
of the Fourth Form to meet him at the
station and escort him in triumph to the
school.

Half the Sixth were sure to be there to
meet him—Neville and Lonsdale and Jones
major, and the rest.

- Hansom and Lumsden and a crowd of the
Fifth intended to go.

But “the thing "—according to the end
study—was the Fourth Form demonstration.

That was “it.”

“Of course,” said Jimmy Silver thought-
fully—*of course, there must be some mu=1c
We're going to let half the countv know we’re
glad to see old Bulkeley again.- 1 dare say
we can muster a dozen tin-whistles in the
Fourth.”

“QOh, my hat!”’ said Raby.

“Thmk Bulkeley cares for tin-whistles?”
murmured Newcome.

Jimmy did not heed.

“And three or four mouthvorgans,"
tinued, *and cymbals.”

“Cymbals'" ejaculated Lovell.

“VYes, cymbals!” said Jimmy Silver; “and
1 think an accordion. It will ke a regular
triumphal march.”

“Bravo!” grinned Lovell.
~ “Knowles hasn’t resigned yet,” Newcome
remarked. “I suppose he will have to when
Bulkeley comes back.”

“You bet!” grinned Jimmy Silver. “If he
puts it to the test of an election, 1 don’t
believe half the Mecderns even will vote for
him. Even they are fed up with the way he’s
mucked up the cricket. Hallo! Come in!”

Jimmy broke off as a tap came at the door.

he Fistical Four jumped up in surprise as
Cecil Knowles of the Sixth Form came into
the study.

Naturally, they supposed that the visit was
a hostile one.

Since Knowles had _been captain of Rook-
wood he had been able to pay off a good
many old scores against the Classical chums.

There had never been any love lost between
them, and now there was less than ever.

The Fistical Four eyed Knowles warily.

Jimmy Silver’s hand rested lightly on the
cane handle of his cricket-bat.

“I—I came here to spea}x to you kids,” said
Knowles.

“(o ahead, old scout!” said Jimmy Silver
encoumgmgly

“Will you come to tea in my study?’

“0h, my hat!”

CARTHEW ™

he con-

saade i

That ejaculation was not really the proper
reply to make to an invitation to tea.

But Jimmy was too astounded to say any-
thing else.

“I've got a rather good spread,” said
Knowles, with a smile. “Id like you kids
to come, if you'd care to.”

“You—you’re awfully good!” stuttered
Jimmy Silver.

Tea with a prefect—especially the captain
of the school—was a high honour.

Even the Fistical Four felt a little mollitied
towards Knowles.

“Not at all!” said Knowles. “Come, will
you? I’ve looked in specially to ask you.”

The Fistical Four exchanged a glance.

An invitation from the captain of the
school was a good deal like an invitation from
Royalty. It amounted to a command.

“T-t-thanks!” said Jlmmy at last,
we’ll be pleased, Knowles.”

“Qh, c-c-certainly !” murmured Lovell.

A Rxght you are, then,” said Knowles, “I'll
expect you.” _

And, with a cheery nod and smile, the
captain of Rookwood quitted the end study.

The four Classical juniors blinked at one
another as his heavy footsteps died away
down the Jpassage.

“So we’re going to tea with Knowles!”
gasped Lovell, rubbing his nose.

“Looks like it,”

“What’s his game?’ asked Raby. “Is it
a dodge to get us over to the Modern side
and rag us?”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“I fancy I know!” grunted ZLovell.
“Knowles was like sugar just bhefore the
captain’s election, you know. He's going to
contest it with Bulkeley when he comegs back,
and he knows the Foun;h follow our lead.
He’s electioneering.”

“After our votes!” howled Raby.

“That’s it.”

“He won't get them!”

“That he jolly well won’t! But he's after
them, all the same,” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“1 suppose that’s it,” he said. - “It can’t be
anything else. Knowles means to make a
fight for it, and he’d like to butter-us and
get us on his side. Blessed if I think we
ought to go, under the cires.”

“1t’s arranged now,” remarked Ncwromr
“ After all, a feed’s a feed. But we're jolly
well not going to vote for Knowles # it
comes to an election.”

“X¥o jolly fear!”

The minds of the Fistical Four were quite
made up on that point when they started
for Mr. Manders’ House to go to tea with
Knowles.

“We-=

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
; Tea With Knowles.

AP!

Knowles was in his study with
Frampton when there came a knock
at the door.

His visitors had arrived.
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The door opened, and the Fistical Four
preasented themselves on the threshold.

#nowles contrived to smile genially.

“Come in, kids!” he said quietly.
gl ad to see }ou"'

“Welcome as the flowers in May!” grinned
Yrampton.

The Classical juniors, thus cordially wel-
comed, came in.

So much civility from two prefects of the
Sixth, both of whom disliked them, could
Lave ouly one meaniug; it was flattering,
but it was palpable.

But the Classical chums, for reasons of
politeness, affected - to take that unusual
cordiality at face value.

They grinned as genially as Knowles and
¥r ampton as they came in.

The table had already been laid by Knowles'
fag, and there were extra cbairs in the
study.

In the fender there were piles of fresh toast
and poached eggs galore keeping warm.

On the table there were two kinds of jam,
marmalade, sardines, pilchards, and cake.

The tea-party sat down in a very amicable
way.

Kuoowles did not, as the visitors expected,
begin on the sub;ect of the expected election.

He chatted with them cheerily on thé sub-
ject of imndor cricket.

On that subject, naturally, Jimmy Silver &
Co. liked to talk, and Knowles let them
alk to their hearts' content.

In spite of their suspicions of Knowles'
ulterior motives, the juniors could not help
feeling good humour.

Knowles could be agreeable when he liked,
and he liked now.

in fact, Jimmy Silver & Co. had to admit
that they had never really known what an
agreeable fellow Knowles of the Sixth could
bHe.

It was not till the spread had been nearly
disposed of, and talk had run on junior ericket
for some time, that Knpnowles came down to
business.

“You play St. Jim's juniors in a week or
two, I believe?” he remarked.

“Yes,” said Jimmy, helping
jam. “In a fortnight, Knowles.”

“I hope we shall have better luck than
you had with St. Jim's First Eleven,
Kuowles,” remarked Lovell, rather un-
fortunately.

Jimmy kicked his foot under the table.

The Fistical Four were not there to make
allusions to Knowles' failures as captain of
Rookwood.

But Knowles only smiled.

“I hope you will,” he said. = “Tn fact, T'm
sure you will, from what 1 have seen of
your play lately. I've been thinkin' about
that mateh. To do it justice, you really need
to make it a day match.”

“Wish we could!” grinned Lovell. “But
the Head doesn't seem to understand that a
whole day ought to be given instead of a half-
holiday.”

“1 dare say it could be arranged, though,”
said Knowtes thoughtfully. “Dr. Chisholm
v.ould listen to a suggestion from me, I'm
sure.”

“From you!” ejaculated Raby.

“You see, as captain of the school and
head of the games, I'm allowed to use my
awn judgment to a good extent,” explained
Kuowles, smiling. “I think I can answer for
it that I could put it to the Head in a way
that would make him consent.”

“My hat!” said Newcome. “You're
awfullv good, Knowles. Tom Merry and his
crowd could get leave to come in the morn-
ing, I know that. If the Head would give us
2 whole day here——"

“Ripping!” said
carried away by the idea.
obliged to you, Knowles!”

“Not at all!” answered Knowles. “My
idea is to encourage junior games in every
possible way. I consider it's only just. I
think the Head will look at it as I do when
I put it to him tactfully. 1'Hl make a point
of spez\king to him about it early next
week.”

“Qh! sald Yimmy, his face falling.

Next week, of course, Knowles would no
longer be captam of Rookwood if Bulkeley
1u0k his old place in the school.

it was only as captain of the school and
head of the games that he could make such
a suggection to the Head.

Loveli grunted.

He was uo fool, and he could see the cloven

Tax Porpvrar.—No. 177
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“I'm

himself to

Jimmy Silver, quite
“We'd be awiully

NEXT
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1 only

hoof, so to wspeak, now that - it was
prominently displayed.

The whole holiday for the St.
was a bid for the votes of
cricketers.

And Jimmy Silver thought a little further
than = that, too, for, after Knowles bhad

gained his pomtAﬁ ke gained it—it was not
at all certain. that he would Keep his word!

Not that Jimmy would have deserted
Bulkeley's cause for that bribe or for any
other.
~ But if he had done so, Le knew it was
very possible that the bribe would nob
materialise.

Knowles' eyes glittered.

“T'm seeing the Head on Monday, in fact,
about . some mattera for a talk,” he said.
“T'Il mention it then.”

“That will be too late,”

“Y don’t quite see 2

“ Weli—ahem ”  Tovell hesitated.

Really, it did not seem very polite to
point out to Knogles that his captamcy was
to last another twenty-four hours or

S50

Jim's match
the junior

said Lovell.

50. -

“That is, of course, if I'm still-captain of
Rookwood,” said Knowles, laughing. “It’s
barely possible that Bulke;e) may put up
again when he comes back.”

“Eh? It's certain, isn't
Lovell, with a stare.

“Not at all. He may or he may not. If
he does, there will be a contest,” said
Knowles calmly. “In that case, I suppose 1
can rely upon you fellows for the election?”

The cat was out of the bag now.

it?? exclaimed

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
“The Cioven Hoof.

IMMY SILVER & Co. looked as they
feit, remely uncomfortable.
They had had a good tea in Knowles’

study, and they had been very friendly.

In fact. they had almost fO“nottﬂn what a
beast Knowlés was in the flow of easy
geniality that pervaded the tea-party.

Now the Modern captain had come down
to business, and they hardly knew what to
say.

They reddened, and looked at one another,
and coughed.

Knowles appeared to notice nothing.

“1 don't suppose it will be much of a
contest,” he observed carelessly. “ After
giving up the captamc‘ Bulksley may not

even eclaim it again. It would be rather
on

inconsiderate, wouldu’t it ?
“I don't see that at all,” said Lovell, at

once.
Knowles did not seem to hear that remark.
“Qf course, I feel bound to contest it if
he does,” he went on. “I want to do my

ay. In case of
whom |

best for the school in every w
a contest, I'd really like to know
can rely on.” .

“QOh!” said Jimmy awkwardly.

He was feeling great discomfort, but he was
angry, too.

1t really was not fair of Knowles to ask
fellows to tea, with this intention at the back
of his mind.

“Well 2" smiled

“We're backing up
blurted out Lovell.

“Why, of course?”

“He's our man!” -

“{lassical, you know,” murmured Raby,
with the idea of putting it gently.

“The fact is, Knowles, we shall vote jor
Bulkeley if there’s an election,” said Jimmy
Silver. “So will every chap on the € cal
side, I think, or nearly every one. That's all
settled!” -

Knowles’” genial smile faded a little.

“Can't 1 persuade you to change
minds?” he asked. :

“Can't be done!”

“Just think it over,” said Knowles, coming
out more into the open, as it were. “I may
as well say that I shall be a friend—a good
friend—to every chap who votes for me, and
quite the opposite to chaps whe don't!”

Jimmy's eyes gleamed.

He was rather glad that Xunowles was
coming down to threats; it made it eatier to
refuse him.

“That wouldn't make any difference to us,”
he said curtly.

“I could make it worth fellows
vote for me, you l\now f

“Can’t be done!”

“Any kid who was fn a serape—say, short

CARTHEW ! ™

Knowles.
Bulkeley, of course!”

asked Knowles.

your

* while to

A GRAhD

of money—would find a friend
remarked Knowles.

Frampton coughed. :

This was so open and =0 rottea thab i
shocked even Frampton a little.

But Knowles had spoken truly when he said
he would stick at nothing.

Jimmy Silver flushed. <

“It's no good talking to us like Uhafk,
Knowles,” he said, very quietly. “You can’i
suppose that we should touch your money!™

“Not even in quids?” smiled Knowles.

“Not in banknotes!" ' exclaimed Lovell
angrily. “Not in thousands of pounds! Wha$
the thunder do you take us for?”

Knowles set his teeth.

He had known that it was u
insuiting, but he would not
untritd.

He had tried i, and failed.

Jimmy Silver rose to his feet.

He felt that it 'was high time that thas te
party came to an end.

“8o0 you won't vote for me,

in meS”

sele:
iga

in any case?”

asked Knowles, rising to his feet also. and
exchanging a glance with Frampton.

“It’s  impossible!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Thanks for the spread, Xnowles. We'll be
getting along now.”

“Will you?” said Knowl gritting his
teeth. “You cheeky young cub! You won't

get along just yet! The door, Frampton !’
Frampton put his back to the door.
Knowles picked up a cane from the

near him. He had thrown off alt

immovable.
that was le‘t to Knowles was
himself.

Now that there was noflx'“g to be
intended to give his mali
play.

Jimmy Silver & Co.- drew ¢

he

lost,
temper full

zer toget!

Their faces expressed the ry contemph
they felt.
This kind of thing was rathe hick,” even

for Knowles.

“You're. not going to liek us,\Knowles!™
said Lovell savagely.

“We'll see!” said Knowl “You can hs
it on your paws or across your shoul

Take your choice!”
“NeitherI” said Jimmy.
“We'll see, my pippin ("
Iind, you won't cane us!” said Umn\'
‘We shall resist, Knowles, and I warn you!
¥iens rather"’ said Lovell emphatically.
Knowles’ reply was a rush.
The cane =a through the air,
down on Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy gave a yell.
“Go for him!”
Like one man. the four piled
He had time for only ano
eauf,zht Lovell 501035 the chee
ell.
Then he came down on the

and came

with 2

2 floor
heavy bump, in the grasp of the four enraged

juniors.

Lovell snatched the cane
Kpoewles a cub across the
other three jammed him do

meptou rushed to the rese

“Smash them !” shrieked Kuowles.
“Go it, you fellows!” panted Jin

He left Knowles and faced ¥
rushed him over, Jimmy Silver el
iike a ecat.

But Jimmy held on,
the floer with him.

It was a fight now between two seniors aad
fom juniors, and it \"fa: a “gcran” of unusuat
vim.

The two big Sixth- I‘o mers were rather too
mueh for the juniors in actual fighting, which
was what it had come to.

But the Fistical Four were well werthy of
their name. They put up a record ficht.

One or two of them were on the foor most

of the time, but they jumped up again and
plIPfi in.

Lovell seized the tongs from the fender ag
Knowles caught up a ericket-stump.

The two weapons erashed together, and the
stump went flying, and the next moment the
tongs crashed on Knowles' head.

Knowles reeled back with a fiendish yeli

Lovell turned on Frampton, slashing reck-
lessly, and the Sixth-Former jumped away in
great alarm

“Cut!” gasped Jimmy Silver, seizing the
opportunity.

He tore open the study door.

The four juniors rushed out, Lovell hurling
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and Frampton went to
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fhe tongs back inte the study as ke went, and

they landed on the tea-table with a terrific

smash of crockery.

Then the Fistical Four fled for the quad-
rangle.

There was no pursuit.

1n the study Knowles was nursing his head
and panting, and Frampton stcod against the
wall, gasping for breath.

The Fistical Four had certainly not had
the worst of it, though they were feeling sore
when they arrived on 1he Classical side.

“Hallo! What's happened to you chaps?”
laimed Mornington of the Fourth, as they
, banting, into the School Hoube
Ow ow !”? gasped Lovell. “ We've been to

vithh Knowles!”

th, you leck as if you've eniocyed it

rely I” grinned Flynn.

Ha, ha, ha!
“Ow, ow, ow!”
Jimmy SBilver & Co.

study to sttend to their damages.

They were followed hy.a crowd of the
Classical Fourth, eager to hear the tale.

There was a »ood deal of indignation, and
still more laughter, when the Co. panted out

retired to the end

a des iption of what had happened in
Knowles’ study.

‘The awful rotter!” exclaime

‘He’ll report you to the Head!” said
Townsend.

“Let him!” growled Jimmy Silver. “We'll

report him fast enough if he dees!”

“He won't let the Head hear-a word of it
if he can help it!” sajid Erroll

And Errell was right.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Dark Scheme.

HE next morning there was a good deal
of excitement in Reckwood School.
The afternoon was a haif-holiday,
and that afterncon “old Bulke‘ey 2
was coming back.

Jimmy Silver & €Ce. had ﬁmbhed their
arrangements for 4 reception at t} i

The members of the Sixth and Tifth who
were going would take the foremost part in
the reception, no doubt ; but the heroes of the
arth meant to take a hand—apnd a
prominent hand, too. :

Every musical instrument obtainable was
fiunted up for the oce n, it being agreed
on all sides that the cccasion deserved musieal
[opours. =

Perhaps the din would not be recognisable
by a fellow with a musical ear, but that
could not be helped.

At all events, there would be a din.

Fveryhody was glad wher morning lessons
were over. In fact, lessons at all were felt
1o be a bore at such a time.

Kpewles did not wear a pleasant expression
that day.

mepton joined him when they came out
aiter dinner.

Knowles retired to his study to smoke a
cigarette and think it over, and Frampton
jomed him there.

He was in ap uneasy mood as to what was
ms,sinv in the ‘\?odcrﬂ mptdm s mind.

g remarked Framptw
Knowles smoked in eullex
“The train doesn't get in till fo
Knowles. “Bulkeley changes at Lat
three.”
“What about it???
*Lots ¢f time to

before

2
“

et

o+

o Latcham
n

'x'i;.lkenej, if we wante
We don’t want to.”
That depends.”

u get
m‘o yoeur head?” asked his ¢l uneasily.
“You make me feel guite creepy.”

Hnowles gave him a gloomy lock.

“I'm not going to give up the eaptaimcy,”
he replied. “I don't stand the
chance in an election. I kuow. It mustn't
come to that. Bulkeley can’t come back to
Roo cwood.”?

“Can’t come hack!”

LR

“How are you goin’ to stop him, then?”

Suppose semethin’ happened to him on
iy jeurney?”’

Frampton started to his feet, his face quite
white.

* Are you potty, Knowles? What are you
talking abeut? Are you thinkin’ of some-
thin’ that might land you in prison?”’

" HICE FOR

repeated Frampton.

NEXT
TUESDAY

- savage and bitter was his determination not

A
'9000 L
‘&150'.
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SHOWN UP I—
Sifver. ‘ Look here!?

hands.

¢ Knowies is in this carriage at this moment-! * said Jimmy
With a quick mevemsent hs caught at the dark
moustache on the stained face of Cecil Knaowles, and it came away in his
“ Oh my hat!?” gasped Bulkeley in armmazement.

(See Chapter 7.)

* Will you help me?” said Knowles, with-
out answering the gquestion.

“Neo, I won’t!” exclamed Frampton vio-

lently. T think you're mad. Leave me out
of it! Give up the idea, and don’t be & mllv
fooll”

“ Let me alone, then, and keep your mouth
shut!” said Knowles savagely.

“ Cecil, old chap 2

“Qh, give us a rest!”

Frampton left the study.

His face was pale and troubled as hie went
out, into the quadrangle.

Knowles’ chum was not a particular feliow.
He would not have been Knowles’ chum if he
had been. But he had his limits.

The Modern captain was evidently thinking
of foul play of the most desperate kind, so

to be ousted out of the position he had won.

Frampton hung about the quadrangle, bis
hands driven deep in his pockets, and a
worried frown on his brow.

He was alarmed for Knowles, alarmed for
the consequences that might follow a reck-
less and lawless act.

Knowles came cut of the house at last and
started for the gates.

Frampton called to him,
answer or turn his head.

Frampton ran after him,
near the gates.

“ Knowles, old chap!” he excl

Knowles’ eyes glittered at him.

“ Let me alone, you chicken-hearted fool!”
he muttered.

“ 1 must speak to yeu!” said Frampton.

He caught Knowles” arm apd drew him,
almost forcibly, into the shade of the beeches,
to be unocbserved.

“ Now, look here, Knowles——"" he began.

“ Cuat it.short!” snapped Knowles.

“ You can’t stop Bulkeley coming back.”

“I'm going to try!”

“ But—but > stammered Frampton,
almost helplessly. “ You must be mad! Are
you thinking of making an attack on the
fellow in the train?”

“ Perhaps.”?

“ Bven that wouldn’t stop him, would it?”

“ He might be teo ill afterwards tc take up
his position here as captain of the schoel.”

EVERY MONDAY._pRics 2°

but he did not
overtaking him

ajmed.

“ Knowles!” gasped Frampton.

“ Well, you asked me,” said Knowles, wilh
a bitter sneer. * Come and help e, iu-
stead of babbling. No need for us to be
known. We can get ourselves fixed up at the
costumier’s in Latcham, and Bulkeley won't
know us by sight, or anybody else.”

“ You're out of your senses!” said Framp-
ten hoarsely. “ It means prison!”

“ It’s safe enough.” .

“ Oh, you're potty! It means disgrace an:
prison. Cecil, old chap, you're not yourself
now. Listen to me.”

Knowles jerked his arm free amd strode
away.

Frampton stared after him with a white
face as he turned out of the school gateway
and disappeared.

* Good heavens!” he muttered to himseif.

And he almost limped away toc Mr. Man-
der’s House, oppressed with the weight of
the secret he had to keep.

And as he went a fat face, with round
startied eyas; like saueers, blinked round one
of the big beeches.

“ My only hat!” stuttered Tubby Muffn
between his chaftering teeth.

Tubby Muffin had heard what the
Madern prefectg had said—every word.

He had dodged behind the tree at the sight
of Knowles, simply because Knowles had a
pleasant way of cufling juniors, especialiy
Clagsical juniors.

What he had heard made Fubby Muffin
almost quake.

He remained in cover till Frampton had-
disappeared, and then Tubby rushed away to
the Sehool House as fast as his fat little legs
would earry him.

Without a pause he ran up the staircase
and dashed along the passage to the end
study.

From that study the unmelodivus strains of
a mouth-organ and concertina came bl od.

The Fistical Four were getting ready for
the musical honours.

“ Not bad!” Lovell was saying ag Tubby
arrived panting at the door. “1 nlxim; this
concertina will go a treat.”

“ Well, if you want to make a m\» that
will make it!” said Jimmy Silver. ** Hallo,
Muffin, you fat duffer! What do you mean

two

=

by bolting into a fellow’s study like a
lunatic?” .

“ Jimmy!” gasped Tubby Muffin breath-
lessly.

“ Well, ass?”’

“ Jimmy! Oh, I say, Jimmy—" stut-

tered the fat Classieal.
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Wonderful News!

. and wants thumping on
“ Here you are,

“ He's over-eaten
the back!” sald Lovell
Tubby! Say when!”

Thump, thump.

““ Yarooooh!"

“ Have scme more?”

Tubby Muffin dodged round the table.

« Yah! Keep ofi!" be yelled® ©Jimmy! 1
say, Jimmy! 0Old Bulkeley—Knowles Oh,
dear!” =

“Well, what about Bulkeley and Enowles?’
asked the captain of the Fourth. ‘“ Has
Knowles been asking you for your vo‘te? 1t
you vote for him, my fat tulip, we'il bump
you on the floor and burst you!" -

“ Jimmy!” S

Tubby Muffin’s horrified looks made an im-
pression at last,

The sweet strains of the mouth-organ
the concertina died away. 2 = =
“ What on earth’s the matter with him?

asked Lovell, in wonder.

“old Bulkeley !” stammered  Tubby.
“Knowles has gone to Latcham——"

“Well2” - =

«He’s going to get into the train with
Bulkeley.”

“Well?” -

« And—and murder him!” stuttered Tubby.

“What!” velled the Fistical Four.

“I—I heard him say so! Oh dear!”

5

and

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“The Fistical Four Take a Hand.
IMMY SILVER closed the study door.
J Then he grasped Tubby Muffin by the
shoulder.

Tubby's astounding statement. of
course, was not believed for a moment, but
Jimmy could see that there was something
behind it. :

“Explain yourself, you young ass!” he said
aternly. “Don't shout. Now, get it off your
chest, and keep to

In breathless e Tubby Muffin
babbled out what he had heard under the
beeches.

The Fistical Four
amazement and wrath. -

“It can't be true!” said Raby, when Tubby
had gasped to a finish. “Even Knowles
wouldn't he such a hooligan.” :
" ¢TI neard him!” panted Muffin. “He's going
to the costumier's in Latcham to get dis-
guised, and he’s going to attack Bulkeley in
the train. He said so. He said Bulkeley
would be too ill afterwards te become cap-
$ain of Rookwood. He’s got to be stopped!
0Oh dear!”

“My hat!” said Jimmy Silver, with a deep
breath.

“You helieve him, Jimmy?”

“It’s true!” yelled Tubby indign

“I think he heard what ke
Jimmy Bilver. “Knowles is pretty desperate,

listened in dumb

An Amazing New Serial

Of course, he doesn’t mean to hurt Bulkeley
very seriously. But—but he means to hurt
him, you chaps, so that he can’t be captain
of the school here. He means to hurt him
enough to lay him up.” =

“Jimmy!”

“He may reckon that if he could keep the
job for the rest of the term he would be
able to secure himself in it,” id Jimmy

thoughtfully. “It's a jolly de ate idea.
Buf Knowles is desperate, I bel He's
simply furious at the idea of g g up the
captainey. I know it sounds thick, but—but

I think Tubby’s telling us the truth.”

“The awful villain!” said Newcome.

“Let's go to the Head!” exclaimed Lovell.

“No good,” said Jimmy quietly. “We don't
want to start a disgrace that would stick to
Rookwood for years. And it’s too late for
the Head to interfere. Tubby says Knowles
has started.”

“I saw him go!” gasped Muffin.

“And besides, though I believe the yarn, I
shouldn’t care to repeat it to the Head. He
wouldn’t believe it,” said Jimmy Silver.
“This is where we come in, you fellows. I
think Tubby’'s got it right, but I'm not sure.
We're not going to Coombe Station with the
fellows, after all. We're going to bike over
to Latcham!”

“Phew !”

“gid Knowles start on foot, Tubby?”

“Veg.”

“Then, he’s going by the local train. We
can beat that on our bikes,” said Jimmy
Silver. “We know the costumier’s in
Latcham. We've had things there for the
Players’ Society here. If we see Knowles go
in there that will settle it, and we can
see that he doesn’t get a chance at Bulkeley.
Tubby, don’t say a word about this to any-
body. We'll skin you if you do!”

“I—I say, Jimmy——"

“You'll get flogged for saying such a thing
about a prefect, Tubby: and, remember, you
can't prove it,” said Jimmy Silver. “You
don’t want to be expelled for slandering
Knowles, I suppose?”

“Ow!” gasped Tubby.

“Yon can leave it to us to look after
Bulkeley., Keep your mouth shut, old chap.
We don’t want a scandal in the school!”

“I—I won't say anything!” stuttered
Tubby. “Knowles would be beast enough
to deny it, and say I—I was making it up!
Oow!”

“He jolly well would!” grinned Lovell.

“Clome on, you chaps!”

The Fistical Four hurried out of the study,
leaving Tubby Muftin gasping.

Five minutes later they were on their
bicycles, riding for Latcham as hard as they
eould go.

The great reception at Coombe was left
in less capable hands, but that could not be
helped.
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of Adventure—

THE SIXTH CHAP’
A Surprise for Kno

66 ERE we are!” panted Arthur
Edward Lovell.

It bad been a rapid ride.

The miles had fairly flown under
the whizzing wheels, and Jimmy Silver & ©o.
had arrived in Latcham long ahead of the
slow local train from Coombe—the train_ in
which Knowles was travelling.

They put up their machines at the station,
and, in a rather ruddy and breathless state,
walked. down the High Street to the
costumier’s.

On the opposite side of the way the four
juniors stopped in an entry, which was nearly
blocked by a barrow, turned on end.

It was an excellent coign of vantage for
watching the shop opposite without being
seen themselves.

There, in cover, they were able to take
breath at last.

To passers-by they looked like a group of
schoolboys who had stopped there for a chat,
or to wait for some acquaintance.

But they kept a very keen eye on the
costumier’s opposite.

Jimmy Silver looked at his watch.

“A quarter of an hour ahead of Knowleg,
he remarked.

“Good!”

“Suppose Tubby was pulling the
bow?”  murmured Raby. “We've
dickens of a ride for nothing!”

“It was worth risking that, Raby.”

“Well, yes.”

“We'll soon see, anyway,” said Jimmy.
“If Knowles goes into the costumier’s, and
comes out looking different, that settles it.”

“But—but could he have the nerve?” mut-
tered Lovell. “What would the blessed
costumier think?”

“Knowles would spin him some yarn—say
it was a practical joke, or something. He's
done a lot of business with the Rookwood
fellows, vou know. He'll do what Knowles
wants, and without guessing that the rotter
has such a scheme in his potty head.”

The juniors watched.

Twenty minutes passed, and then Jimmy
Silver uttered a low exclamation.

On the opposite side of the street a weli-
known figure came into view.

It was Cecil Knowles, of the Rookwood
Sixth.

“My hat!” murmured Lovell;
doubt vanishing. “It’s true.”

Knowles disappeared into the costumier’s
establishment.

The Fistical Four waited.

It was a quarter of an hour later that
someone came out of the costumier’s.

Had not the juniors been watching keenly
for Knowles, they certainly would not have
suspected that this was a Rookwood prefect.

His face was darkly red, as if sunburnt, and
he wore a dark moustache.

He had changed his clothes for a check
suit, and his straw-hat for a cloth eap.

He leoked a rather “loud ¥ young man,
and certainly not much like a Sixth-Former
of Rookwood. :
© “Is—is that Knowles?” muttered Lovell.

“Samc height,” said Jimmy Silver. “Sama
way of walking—as if the earth belonged
to him. See how he’s looking round him,
too—on his guard. See how he’s fingering
his moustache; it feels odd to him, -of
course, and he thinks it may come loose.
What?”

“You ought to be a giddy detective,
Jimmy,” said Raby. “All the same, [
wouldn’t bet -that that was Knowles.”

“We'll jolly scon make sure,” said Jimmy.
“I believe it. is, but we can make sure.
Wait here a minute!”

Jimmy Silver hurried across the street.

”

long-
had a

his last

He peered into the costumier’s shop
cantiously. It was empty, save for Mr. Jones
himself.

Jimmy entered. The costumier, who knew
Jimmy well, smiled a greeting.

“Knowles still here, Mr. Jones?”
Jimmy boldly.

Mr. Jones smiled.

asked

;> he

“No; Master Knowles has just gone
answered.

“Oh, what a pity!” said Jimmy diplo-
matically. “8till, I suppose you did what

he wanted, Mr. Jones?”

“I see you know about it, Master Silver.
Quite a humorous idea of Master Knowles'.”
said Mr. Jones, laughing. “Ratber more in
your style than Master Knowles', though, I
should have thought, to play such a joke on
the village policeman.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Jimmy, wondering
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given Mr. Jenes by way

0p, and rejoined his ehums
in
he three tegether.

“It was Knowles. He’s spun Mr. Jones
& yarn that he's tn.king a rise out of the
bebby ap Cﬂomre, sald Jimmy breathlessiy.
“Come ¢

T

ieal Tour walked along te Latcham

ticket-office
I tweeds

" At the
the young man

they eaught sight of
with the dark

ache.
He was taking a ticket for Coombe.
He went to the pl , and
was quite gone Jimmy Silver nurried te the
booking-office and took tour tickets for the
village near Rookwood.

The Classteal chuis cawe aleng to the
karrier, and spotted Knowles. :
The disguised pretut was keeping back

e on the plat-

Gehind so trucks and bag
form, watching the emtrance.
(hc juniors did not go on the platforim.

They did hot want Knowles to spot them
ihere.

The train v and
some minutes b ey
knew well ¢ e from the other
platform.

It was Bulkeley of the Sixth, the old cap-
tain of Reokwood.

From behind a *1 uck the juniers watehied
Him,

Bulkeley leoked very bright and happy.

The clearing of his father’s name and his
‘own return in all homeur to Rockwood had
wmade (wea*;ze Bulkeley very happy indeed.

He disappearcd on the platform.

“Train's in!” muttered ZLovell, a
minutes later.

The juniors locked over the harrier.

Bulkeley of the Sixth had becn pacin
pt‘"téorm till the loeal train was rc\td) to
star

There were vez‘v few peopie en the piat-
form, and the juniors saw him easily as he
vent alonig the train leoking for a carriage.

Behind him walked the young wmam in
iweeds.

Bulkeley stepped inteo -a earriage.

“The young man in tweeds a moment later
ntnpped into the same earriage, apd clos -d
the door after him.

A passenger tried the door, and passed cm

The juniers could guess that it was being
held within.

“The rotter!” muttered Raby. “He wants
to be alone with Bulkeley on the jourmey.
The awful rascal!”

“Better get a move on, Jimmy,” said
Lovell,  “Train starts in a minute and a
Balt.”

“Come on!” answered Jimmy.

They went in at the gate and aleng the
platform to the same carriage that Bulkeley
and the disguised prefeet had entered.

Bulkeley was seated in the epposite corner
of the carriage, reading a mewspaper.

The young man in tweeds was on the near
side, and as the juniors stopped at the door
he gave a violemt start, and grasped the
handle within as -Jimmy Silver graeped it
without.

“'Urry up, there!” called out the gvard

Jimmy tugged at the handle.

“Let us in!”-he shouted.

Enowles held the door fast within.

He had not the faintest suspician that the
juniers knew who he was. but the sight of
them had startled him, and if they came into
the carriage he felt that his dastardly scheme
wolild be mipped in the bud.

He held on savagely to the hapdie, and
txe';;t. the deor shut.

Bulkeley !” shouted Levell,

“Bulkeley! 3 ake him let us in!
the frain!” yelled Jimmy Siltver.

Bulkeley looked over his newspaper.

He smiled as he saw the juniors through
the carriage window.

“Hallo, you kids!” he exclaimed cheerily.

W hat’s the trouble?”

Make this chap leb us in. Bulkeley!”

“Let that door alone, please!” rapped. out
Bulkeley, little dreaming that he was speak-

We'll lose

ing to a schooifellow. “What are you keep-
ing the bays out for?’ ;
*“YUrry up, there! Now, then!

Bulkeley came across the earriage, and as
Kuowles did not let go, the eaptain of Rook-
wood grasped his wrist. and forced him to
release the handle.

Jimmy Silver-tore the door epen.

The Flstnml Four - bund}ed headlong inte

e  NIGE FOR

EXT
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when he |

- Jimmy.
jﬂimltt &

The disguised prﬂfut sank back in Lis seat,
almest panting.

‘Bulkeley losked at him grimly as the guard
slammed the door.

“Serry to handle you like that,” he said.
“But you had ne right to keep the boys eut.
They might have lost the train.”

Krowles made no reply. He was afraid
that Falﬁe}ey might recognise his voice,
though not his looks.

With bitterness and rage in his heart, he
sat staring from the window as the train
rolled eut of Latcham Station.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Shown Up!
IMMY SILVER & CO. sat down breath-
less, hut smiling.
Bulkeley seemed pleased to see them
there.
“Did you know I was co
you young scamps?”’ he o
“What-ho!” answered Lovell, “You ('Unt
mind us travelling with ‘ou Bulkeley?
“Not at all; I'm glad to see you.”
“I%'s ripping for you to be coming back!”
“ Thank -qu"’ caid Bulkeley, with a smile.
- And i're going to be captain of Rook-
wood ?” exclaimed Newconie.

o

I *m(ll put up, at all events,
ley.  “0Of murm, there will &
new election.”

“’“hdt will be a walk-aver,” said Raby.

“Poor old Knowles!” smiled Jimmy Silver.

Nobt by a sign had the juniors revealed
that they knew the identity eof .the young
man in tweeds, sitting silent and sullen in
the cormer.

That Knowles
tion in their pr

Bulkeley was
atback.

Ee little dreamed of the danger he had
run, and what the chums of the Fourth had
saved him from.

“I've got some news for you, Bulkeley.,”
said Jimmy Silver, as the train hummed on
towards Coambe.

*Yes, Eid?”

“It’s about Knowles.”

There was a start from the young man in
tweeds.

“D

ing by this train,
¥

said Bulke-
¢ to be o

could not carry oub his infen-
ence was <ertain.

saved from the

intended

't éay anything against Knowles to

e, Sitver!” said Bulkeley, with a stern note {

in his voiee.

“Can’'t be helped,” answered Jimmy coolly.
“A fellow in our Form heard Kuowles
that he was going to damage you, Bul
to sueh an extent that you'd be laid up, and
couldn’t take up, your job at Reokwood.”

The fellow in the cornmer seat jumped,
his eyes turned on Jimmy Silver.

Bulkeley knitted his brows.

“Silver, how dare you say such a wicked,
untruthful thing?” ne exciaimed. <1 “am
surprised at you! My first iob 2t Reokweod
will be to give you a licking.”

“ It’s true, Bulkme}, i

" Nonsense !”

“You've gob to hear me, Bnikeley!
Knowies planned to go te the costumier’s at
Latcham and get himself changed in locks,
so that ne eould go for you witheut recognis-
xno him.”

‘ Silence{™ e\(‘l&xmed Blee,e} angrily.
“ His game was to get in the same earriage

and

with you, and keeps other passengers .out,”
pursned Jimmy Siiver, unmoved, “* You
wouldn't recognise. him, Bulkeley., with his

make-up en. He was going to kneeck you on
the head or injure you in some way.'”

“ Ancther word, Silver, and I'll lick you
now!” shouted Bu‘};eley “ How dare yocu
c\.xv such things?"

Bemu se they're true, old scout!” retorted
* Knowles is in the earriage at this

“ Whatt?

* Look here!”

a quick movement Jimmy Silver
at the dark moustache on the stained
ace of Ceecil Knowles.

It came off in his hand as he jerked at it.

Knowles sprang to his feet.

in spite of his make-up, the Iows of the
moustache rendered him recognisable at a
close. serutiny.

Bualkeley stared at mm blankly.

““That’s: Knowles!” said
coolty. “ And he’s gcrt'm'ne weapon aboutb
him, Bulkeley, and you’d have bad the benefit
of it but for us. Ah, would yeu?”

GARTHEW!™ -
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The enraged prefect falrlg the‘ E
upon Jimmy Silver.

His plot was shattered, and be was rpog
even 1o escape discovery and disgraec.

In his rige he grasped Jlmmy Silver with
almost murderous violenee,

But the Fistical Four were ready for Lim.

Four pairs of hands closed on Kn (yw}ea and,
with a crash, Lie was brought to the r‘cc,“ oi’

the carriage.
* Got hi panted Lovell.

““Loek here!” yelled Raby. He had
dragged a loaded stick fram the prefect’s
pocket. Lcok at that, Bulkeley! That was
meant fer you.’

Bulkeley scemed petrified for a mement.

He took the loadcd stick, and shuddered.

““ Let him get up,” he szud in a low veice.

The juniors released the dxsgmced prefeet.

Tum\ne scrambled to his feet panting.
you are Knowles,” said Bulkeley
quietiy. Yes, I recognise you now, VYeu
have falen to this!”

Enowles panted.

‘ Hang you—hang you!”
words between his teeth. ©
liang you!

oif

He ground the
* Do your worst,
I shall deny every word—every

worg!™

Bulkeley’s lip curled.

“ You will not need to demy .it.” Le
answered ** Silver "and the reﬂc of -you,
y(h ‘ve done me a very great service.’

Always put your money on the end
studyi” murmured Lovell.

" You’ve saved me from injury and Knowles
from a erime he would have been sorry for
after Fds » said Bulkeley, in the same quiet
tme% “ Will you de me another service?”
Anything you like, Bulkeley,” said the
four at once.
“ Keep this seeret.”

“ OhY

“Pon't say a word about *naid
Bulkeley. “Knowles will be sorry later he
thouehit of such a horrible thmg—f know
that! We've got the good name of Rook-
weod to think of. Promise me te keep this
seeret.”

The juniors hesitated a moment.

“And let him off?” exclaimed Lovell "in-
eredulously. “ After what he was going te do
tu yon, Bulkeley ?”

“Yes. I ask it as a faveur.”

T.mmy Silver drew a deep breath.

* Just as you like, Bulkeley. I-—I premize,
if you like.

And his chums said the same. After
Bulkeley was right—the story would have
disgraced Rookwood Seheol, as well az the
wretehed, plotting prefeet. *

** It rests with you, Knowles, whether this
disgraceful thing ever becomes known,” said
Bulkeley, and he sat down.

Euu\\lg&s was silent.
he stammered at last.  *“J-—
I-Fm sorry, Bulkeley! I—I was—was ex-
cited—I was bitter. I—I beg vour pardon.
I—1'm glad I was stopped,” he added, and
there was afi least some simeerity *m
words.

ail,

Knowles left the train 4t a station betore
Ccombe. :

That afternoon’s incident was
buried in ob}i\'ion. It was bette' for
concerned.

‘When the train ran into Coombe ibe Fisti-
cal Four alighted with Bulkeley. and there
W a roar of welcome from a erowded
tform. : :

“ Hallo! Did you fellows go to Latecham

to meet Bulkeley?’ shouted Mornington,
* Cheeky bounders!”
. We've taken old Bulkeley under our wing,
You know,” explained Jimmy Silver airily.
‘“ We thought we’d see him safe home., Now,
then, you beggars, yell!”

And yell they did. It was quite a
triumphal marech to Rookweood, and the
musical honours were simply deafening.

There wag ne election; Knowles gnietly
resigned the untenable post, and Bulkeley
stepped into his old place with the hearty
approval of all at Rookwood.

And afterwards, when he had time 1io
yeflect upon the matter coolly, probabiy Ceelt
Knowles himself was glad that he hag hot
suceeeded in his foul play.

to remain
all

THE END.
{ Aneother splendid story of the Rookwcod
chums next week, entitled ** Nice for

Carthew!”’ by Qwen Conguest.)
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Adventure,

Ferrers Lord & Co., and Gan
Waga, the Eskimo.

By SIDNEY DREW,

Author of “* The Invisible Raider.”

Magnificent Serial of
introducing

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

FERRERS LORD, having cleared up the mystery of the great German treasure trove, decides to make tracks sonth for an island he
: The island is named Desolalia, and the millionaire adveniurer puis it up for sale between
his friends, PRINCE CHING LUNG, RUPERT THUKSTON, HAL HONOUR (his engineer), and GAN WAGA, a fat Eskimo attached to

bas bought from the Portuguese Government.

the crew of the Lord of the Deep.

The money from the four friends is given to Rupert Thurston’s little hospital, and they agr%e fo glay ¢ Put and Take *’ for the ownership

of Desolatia.
gigantic iceberg in the intense darkness.

Lung, and
of the island, and orders them off.

After once tying with Ching Lung, Gan Waga has the great luck to win the island.
On the way south the yacht is overfaken by a ferrific storm. They are swept far out of their course, and the yachf runs foul of a
The ship crashes through the side of the hollow terg, and the entrance freezes up, imprisoning them.

They discover a small tunnel leading out of the iceberg, and they find themselves on the shore of Gan Waga’s Island.

Ferrers Lord, Ching

Gan Waga are scoufing on the island when they are held up by a Mexican millionairs, who tells them he has taken possession
Ferrers Lord & Co. leave the island and return to the camp, which is being built on the ice-fice.

Castaro sends Dan Govan with a letter to Ferrers Lord, telling him to surrender while he has the chance ; but the millionaire refuses
the Mexican’s offer, and decides to fight for possession of the island. 7
During the next few days the weather becomes milder, and causes the ice-floe to break away from the rest of the island.
Ferrers Lord is thinking of accepting (astaro’s offer to take him off to the floe and to the neorth, where they will pick up a home-bound
ship, when thers is a shout from the look-out on the floe, and the men rush out of the hut to see the Lord of the Deep fixed on tha

top of an iceberg,

Ferrers Lord & Co. fake the boat and go on board the yacht.

(Now read on.)

i e
The Salving of the Yacht!

HEY kept- back. With a cigarette

smouldering between his lips, Ferrers

Lord looked slowly fore and aft. He

walked to the binnacle. The plate

glass covering was unbroken when he brushed

the snow away with Ris hand. Then-he went

below, and the others remained standing
together in tense silence.

At last he reappeared and heckoned to Hal
Honour. 1Ilis face was inscrutable as the
engineer strode forward to confront him.

“Can you dig her out of this and float
her, Honour?” he asked quickly.

The engineer nodded and wayed hiz. hand
to Ching Lung. Keeping back a yell, the
prince sprang to the side and looked down af
the eager faces below.

“You can tell them to cheer now, Tom,” he
eried. “They can howl till they split the fog
if they like. I don’t know the facts, but Hal
Honour has just signalled to me that it's
0.K. Shake, Ruperf, old man! Wonders will
never cease, will they? If Gan can dream a
few more dréams that come true as splendid
as this one, I'll invest enough money to keep
him in tinned lobster and marmalade for
the rest of his patural life.”

Ringing cheers from the boat and louder
cheers answered them from the oval of ice;
and, as if to add to the joy of things, the
sun they so seldom saw burst through the
thinning mist and shone out bravely. The
millionaire came to the side to speak to
Prout, and at the sight of his erect figure the
cheering redoubled. A wave of his hand
brought silence.

“@Get a crew aboard to rig a crane and take
out your stores,” he said, “and then pull
round and rescue what you can from the ice
that broke away,”

In the bare-looking saloom, ‘after a tour
below, Ching Lung, Rupert Thurston, and the
millionaire met again, and hands met. That
the yacht could be perfect it was almost im-
possible to believe, and as yet they could
not be sure; but she secemed perfect. It
was easy enough to form theories as to what
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had happened to her. Probably, having
escaped disaster when Saurian Head had
fallen, her ice prison had drifted loose, and
the top had split open and fallen away; but
how it had fallen clear of the yacht was a
problem they could not solve. Naturally,
with such a crushing weight removed the
floor of the cavern would rise, lifting the
Lord of the Deep with it. Her stern must
have been resting on the ice in a pool of
water, which would account for the forward
slant. Then a frost had come, much keener
and fiercer than any frost they had ex-
perienced on the floe and locked her fast
This may have happened long after the floe
had broken adrift, but the berg that carried
the yacht, being lighter and higher out of
the water, would travel much faster.

“ Amazing!” said Rupert Thurston. “I'm
not going fo give mysell a headache by try-
ing to work out hqw it all came about. for
we shall only be guessing all the time. Good
old Lord of the Deep! I raised my hat to
her in memory of many a happy day when I
thought I was taking my last look at her.
Like the famous cat they couldn't shoot,
poison, drown, or lose, she has come back."

“And just in time,” said Ching Lung. “Our
chance of getting to Gan Waga's island in
that tub wasn’t one in a thousand.”

Fortune, that had been all frowns and
scowls, seemed to have repented, and to be
anxious to make reparation. For the rest of
the day the sun shone brightly on a calm
sea, and when night came the moon was
brilliant and clear. No one wanted to sieep.
The boat made several journeys, coming back
loaded each time. Before abandoning the
vacht the engineer had emptied her boilers,
and this had saved them, for had the water
been left to freeze in them the expanding ice
would have burst' and ruined them. And
just before midnight the first triumph came,.
Ellery, the electrician, "had been working
desperately. and suddenly, amid lusty cheer-
ing, the electric lamps of the Lord of the
Deep glowed up dazzlingly.

All next day the men were busy clearing
away the accumulation of ice from the decks,
funnel, spars, and rigging, and cutting a level

platform round the vessel. The chef was
back in his galley, and he fed the crew right
royally. Again the sun shone, and the float-
ing ice sparkied in its rays. At moon smoke
wag rising from the yacht’s fuanel. Astern
she wag roped fast to the berg, and forward
her bows were embedded in it. All the after-
noon the hissing steam-pipes were at work on
the edges of the ice, and the engineer kept
a keen eye on the barometer. When on the
flece they had longed for frost to keep the
rotten floe together and to freeze in the
stenches that rose from the decaying weed.
Now they dreaded the thought of frost, and
hoped fervently for mild weather.

Slowly the action of the steam-jets began
to tell. There was a pool of water round the

_stern, growing deeper and deeper as the chilly

water warmed. The berg was hard aund
thick, and there was no danger that it would
split. At last the engineer, who was ready in
his diving-suit, went down the ladder that
had been lowered into the hole and carefully
examined the propeller. It was undamaged,
but he was doubtful if it would remain un-
damaged.

“We must risk it,” he multered, as ha
climbed to the surface,

There was no other way. The propeller
was the most dangerous part of it all. Once
badly damaged it could not be successfully
repaired unless they placed the yacht in dry
dock; and with a broken propeller the Lord
of the Deep would most likely uever see dry
dock again. Prout helped him off with his
helmet, and his curt nod told him that all
was well. He sald a few words to the
millionaire, who shrugged his shoulders.

“Has anything gone amiss, Chief?" asked
Ching Lung. “Why are you and Hal putting
your ,heads together in this mysterious and
alarming way ?"

“We're thinking of the launch, Ching,”
said the millionaire. “When we get the ice
away from her bows there is sure to be a
ledge left that we cannot cut clear. If her
propeller comes down on that we shall be
lucky if we only lose a flake. It may saap
clean off. That is the risk we have to take—
the risk that must be taken. . Without a

A GRAND STORY OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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Still Forging Ahead!

propeller the yaeht will be more comforfahle
than the ice-fioe, but just as helpless.”

80 ib’s not allbeer and skittles yet,” said
{he prince; - Heighot T thought we were
out of @il our troubles!™ =

#Only ‘lazy people have time to think of
troubles,” said Ferrers Lord, siniling, “Take
charge of the boat for an hour and search
the water ahead of us for ice. - There may be
some - submerged stufl, there that we cannot
geo from the deck. Search carefully.” .
Tl take Gan Waga, for I think he can
smell ice,” said the primee. “Gan, you fat
dreamer, throw the end of that cigar away
and come here at once and sound.” 5

. When Ching Lung cameé aboard again the
yacht was under steam, and. the steam-
pipes were béing run round her for the last
time. Her keel had been warmed from with-
in, and Ferrers Lord and the millionaire were
of opinion that her weight would carry her
clear, The ice at her bows had been cub
throtgh up to her plates. Prout and Ferrers
Tord climbed to her bridge. Asterp, the
engineer. stood axe in hand, looking towards
t‘llegbrédgc. -

“Go1”

The 'gleaming axe rose and fell three times,
and the third blow severed the hawser. The

_wacht remained motionless for a moment,

moved forward a foof or two, and came up
with a jerk, Then she moved again, and,
slowly gathering speed, she slid down the
berg and took the water with a long gliding
plunge.

Prout grasped the wheel, and Ferrers Lord
gave the signal to the engine-room. 'There
was a lash and a . swirl astern. Good-
humouredly Hal Henour shouldered aside the
cheering men who rushed forward to grasp
his hand, for the Tord of the Deep was
afloat again, engines and propellers at work,

“By Jove, Ching, we ought to change her
name and call her the Miracle!” cried Rupert
Phurston. “Hurrah! Who cares for Esteban
Castaro now?”,

Ferrers Lord’s Triumph!

ON ESTEBAN CASTARO yawned as
he sat on the couch in his luxurious
cabin. He did nob seem interested
in what Mr, Nathan Spike, the

assayer, had heen telling him, or in the
samples of ore, nuggets, and gold-dust that
had been brought for his inspection.
Dekolatia had felt the earthquake shock, but
it had dene no fdamage to that granite island.
In the harbour, astern of the Mexican’s
vacht, lay the rusty steamer whose mirage
had been seen by the castaways on the floe.
Again Castaro yawned almost in the face of
Nathan Spike. 2 =

“1'm wondering what became of that crush
we sent adrift, Spike,” he said. “They ought
to be settled, but I'd like to make sure.
How’s. the ice south?”

. “Pretty clear,’ said the assayer, who was
remarkably sober. “That blizzard has
opened it up a lot. If ypu’re thinking of a
cruise, it wouldn't do the ehgines any harm
to use them. And the weather .is amazing.
i mever knew it so fine since I landed on this
rotten rpck!” L T -
~ “Yes, I am thinking o a cruise, Spike;
in a word, I'm thinking of cruising home,”
answered Castaro. . “That’s why I want to
know what’s happened to Ferrers Lord and
hig bunch.
this time, they must Be as hard to kill as a
thousand cats!” .

ve the same feeling here, hoss” said
“That last storm and shake-up must
e knocked all the sawdust out of their
old raft. It she’s not smashed, she can’'t
haye drifted a thundering lot. She was too
big {o travel fast. I reckon, supposing she
gt xigts, and there wasn't much ice to
op you, youwd sight her in a for or five
hours’ run. You'd make the home trip with
an easier mind if you knew they were washed
out.” ;

“The long and short of it is that T wmust
know.” growled the Mexican. “I must go
il f, too, for you’ll have to look after these
gréasers, That rabbit-hearted fool, Govan, 1
can’t send, for if he found any survivors out
of the mob he'd bring them back! “Anyhow,
he'd take them aboard, and treat “em hke
visitérs at a first:elass Hotel. Ten to one
they’d break loose, and seize the vessel while
he was asleep and sporing. Yes, T'll go.
T'm dead sure, 1 can’t feel safe.”” y

“Till you're dead sure they're all sure dead,
eh % grinmed Spike. “Well, ‘boss; not being
in dove with any of them mygelf, T wish you

B

luck. When yowve satisfied yourself, and
TUESDAY! *“ GARDEW'S

Tf they aren’s down and out by |

Till |

Another Splendid Coloured Engine Plate Next Week ! 5

streak for home, I hope yowll take Dan
Govan with you. It ain’t that I dislike Das,
but” when there isn’t a fight on he’s a bit
too soft and squeamish. He objects now to
seeing a mutinous greaser tied up and lashed.
The swine only understand one language——a
whip”or a rope with a noose on the end of
it! What else can you expect the sweepings
of the Mexican gaols to understand? If you
shilt Govan, boss, and leave me here with a
“free hand, I'll squeeze every grain of gold
.eut of Carcasc Island hefore I've dome. But
1 must have my own way. - See?” :

* “Dan Govan ‘to -Lucifer!” said the dat
Mexican. - “I'll think about it, Spike. Now
you can clear out. If you'd keep off the
drink, I may take Govan.”

On the island, Govan was a useful person
and a restraining influence.
would prevent some tortured and infuriated
greaser from cutting the assayer’s throat or
sticking a knife between his ribs. Spike was
a valuable asset to Castaro, but he treated
the men like a brute and a bully.

Esteban (astaro had discovered a real
money-spinner in the commandeered island.
He was prospering. Good news had come
from Mexico. The old '‘Government with

80 hel was free to return to his native land,
where the heads of- the new Government
would welcome him with open arms, and offer
him high office—possibly the leadership. The
one shadow in all this sunshine was his
uncertainty as to the fate of the men he had
so savagely ordered back to the ice-floe, and
cut adrift to perish. While one survived, he
could not feel safe.

Govan would keep his lips sealed, and he
was sure of Spike and the other handful of
Europeans in his pay. 'Che greasers kmew
little or nsothing, and did not coumt. But
the Mexican felt that before he left the
island he must learn the truth. One sur-
vivor who eame bhack to tell the world the
story of his greed and brutality would make
civilisation too hot to hold him.  Justice
would clamour for his life.

Estehan Castaro gave a last yawn, lighted
a long brown cheroot, and rang 'the bell for
his servant. g

Prebably he

which he had been at loggerheads had fallen, .

ok

“Send the captain down here,” he said,

In the morning the yacht steamed ouf of the
pear:shaped ‘bay. ‘In the pleasant sunshine
the island stillJooked black and grim enough
with ifs dark, rocky wallg, but far more
hospitable than usual. To the south the
bergs still ‘fioated, flashing little mountains
of erystal; but they had drawn, apart, and
there were wide gaps of open green water
between them. At the masthead two mien
were on watch. 2 s

Five hours later the yacht swung round,
and turned her prow northwards: Only one
thing had heen seen—a piece of "floating’ ice
strewn with packing-cages and sheets of cor-
rugated iron. They had not lowered a hoat,
but they had gone near enoughto know that
there. was no human heing on the ice. . Plainly
enough, the flee had broken up; and no man
lived to tell "the tale. Until' the sea gave
up its dead, the grim story of the loss of
the Lord of ‘the Deep, her owner, -friends,
officers; and erew would lie unrevealed under
the:southern stars and aurera on the hosom
of those icy waters. b

Estaban Castaro tubbed his hands, and
invited the captain to lunch with him. The
captain- was a Spaniard, who bhad “been dis-
missed his ship when in the Spanish Navy for
some offence which he was wise enough nob
to talk about. For all that, he was a
capable and careful seaman.

“Your Excellency will please excuse me,”
he said. “I must not leave the deck until we
are safely at anchor. It is as safe to be
alone in a reom with a mad deg, even though
it is sleeping, than te be off one’s guard in
these waters. They sleep now, but, like the
mad dog, they may awaken and bite2

S0 Senor Esteban’ Castaro lunehed alone,
drank his wine, coffee,” and liquenr, and
smoked his cheroot very eomfortably. Lying
back on his couch, a pasty-complexioned,
swollen figure, he closed his eyes. He was
perfectly at ease in body and mind. He had
no conseience to trouble him. He had offered

Ferrers Lord fair, even generous, terms. 1f
to refuse
The world was

the man had beean fool enough
them, that was his fault.

yacht had scuttled down at the deck
monkeys.

Lord of the Deep carri
swaying from the twanging stays.

THE LAST DUEL.' At the second shot the men on the look-out on Castarc’s

They fwere not too soon. ] ;
ed the truck clean away, and it hung suspended and

with the speed of a couple of terrified
Anocther shot from the gun- on the

(See page 26.)

LAST GHAHCE!"
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full of Pools, and the loss of a hundred or
more of them would do it no harm. Lulled
by the steady throbbing of the propeller,
Castaro went to sleep.

When the propeller ceased to throb, the
Mexican awoke, and went on deck. The
engine started again, but only at half-speed.
The weather had turned hazy, and the cap-
tain was picking his way cautiously. It
was colder, and Esteban (Castaro turned up
his coat-collar and climbed to the bridge.

“How close are we now?” he asked.

“Within six or seven miles of the island,”
aaid the captain, in Spanish. “There are
three bergs to pass yet, and it meeds care.
‘he big one should -be on the port side of
us; but I am not sure. I am more afraid
of these cursed mists than of storm or snow.
1t is light, however, and perhaps it may
clear.  Once we sight the big berg, 1 am
safe. Perhaps your Excellency will try? She
should be over there.”

Castare took the glasses, but failed to
locate the berg, and the yacht went nosing
on at a crawl. A hail came from the mast-
head, and suddenly the berg loomed up, huge
and white, almost straight ahead.

“In the name of miracles, what's that?”
gasped the captain. ~ “Is it a ship, or the
_gfhost of a ship? Yonder, senor-—do you sce
ito

Before Castaro could  answer, something
went whistling across the bows of the yacht,
dashing out a cloud of spray. Out of the
mist a gun boomed, and the noise of the
shot rolled back in echoes from the icy side
of the berg. The shot might bhave been a
signal for the winds to blow, for a brecze
came ‘and swept the fog aside. Another
vacht barred the way. Smoke and flame
spouted from her bows, and again a gun
roared. A shell struck the berg and ex-
ploded, tearing a great cavern in the ice—
a warning. And then from the other vessel’s
mast fluttered a stream of signals.

“What is it? What do they say?” gasped
Esteban Castaro, putting his hands to his
fieshy throat. “What do they say?”

Both vessels were motionless on the quiet
sea, and the greenish smoke from the shell
was still wisping round the berg. With
shaking hands Castaro’s captain opened the
code-book, and hesitatingly deciphered the
message, mumbling it over to himself befcre
he spoke it aloud.

“‘I am the Lord of the Deep.
your boats to me at once.
are or I will sink you."”

“Tire on the demons!” said Castaro, in a
choked voice. “Blaze into them!”

“Excellency, the gun is’ not cleared, and
we have no shells on deck, and——"

At the second shot the men on the look-out
had scuttled down to the deck with the speed
of a couple of terrified monkeys. They were
not too soon. A third shot carried the truck
clean away, and it swung suspended and
swaying from the twanging stays.

Then the Spaniard revealed: the secret of
his dismissal from the Spanish Navy. He

Send all
Keep where you

was not fond of hot corners or the emell
of high explosives. White-faced, - and with

perspiration, he bawled the boats to be
lowered. Bsteban Castaro snatched  the
megaphone from him, and struck him a

swinging two-handed blow =across the face
with it. The captain tumbled backwards,
and, aiming a vicious kick at hiz head,
Esteban Castaro ran down the ladder with
surprising nimbleness for such a gross and
flesh-encumbered man, roaring out orders
for the crew to etand back from the boats,
and man the gun.

But the crew had no wish fo fight. A
dark-faced cailor with earrings in his ears,
who owed the Mexican many a grudge, saw
his chance, and took it. He shot out his
foot, and ag Castaro stumbled over it, and
went sprawling heavily to the deck, the man
drove his boot hard against the Mexican
millionaire’s temple, and for the time being
he lay as limp and motionless as a dead pig.

Then, with captain and owner lying sense-
less, the yacht’s four boats were lowered.
One after the other, manned by their full
crews, they pulled to the Lord of the Deep.

Her sides bristled with rifles.

“So here you are, by honey!” said a gruff

voice. “If you understand English, one hoat
at a time, and make fast. Then march up
this ladder as lively as you like. Boat's
crew stand ready to take possession as soon
ag she's empty, then pull clear and await
orders!”
- As soon as Castaro’s men were aboard a crew
from the Lord of the Deep took possession
of the boat, and a second boat took its place.
In twenty minutes they had secured ecighty-
four prisoners—deck-hands, stokers, engineers,
greasers, and the second-in-command, for the
crash of the shot that struck the berg had
brought even the stokers up to see what was
happening. With a smile of delight in his
face, Barry O’Rooney welcomed them.

‘“ Bedad, and that tomato tin had killed me
stone-dead, and Oi’d not live to see this merry
day, Oi'd not touch another dhrop of
tomato-soup for the rist of my loife,” he said.
“Sure ut’s glad Oi am to mate you all. Move
for'rard there, plaze, gentlemen, and take a
free sate on the deck till Oi see phwat's to be
done wid ye. For wance in my life, and from
the very bottom of my heart, Oi'm glad Oi left
swate Ballybunion and eame to say. Let's
have you here, bellows and scrap-iron,” he
added to Enoch Dalblair, the burly smith.
‘“If these purty darlints have any knoives
and pop-guns on them kindly collect the
same, Epoch. Troth, Oi'm so merry and
bright Oi could write a pcem as long as my
leg.”

There were barely half a-dozen men on Cas>
taro’s yacht when the boats pulled across to
her. The captain had recovered. He wiped
the blood from his face and stood at salute
as Ferrers Lord climbed aboard. The mil-
lionaire ecalled for Senor Castaro, and the
captain pointed to him.

Wondertful News! An Amazing New Serial of Adventire=

*I do not know whaf has happened fo
him,” he said. ‘ Some of the sailors did not
love him, and perhaps they have taken their
revenge. I cannot tell you whether he is
alive or dead. He struck me down for order-
ing the boats to be lowered, and I am stiil
faint and dizzy.”

The millionaire shrugged his shoulders and
turned to Thurston.

“ Will you attend to that brute, Rupert?”
he said. *“If he is dead, he is lucky. If he is
alive, please get him away and keep him out
of my sight for a time.”

The moon had risen when Senor Castaro’s
yacht steamed into the harbour and took up
her moorings. Dan Govan who was watch-
ing for her return from the window of the

hotel, left a glass of whisky untouched and _

pulled out to her. He wanted to learn the
truth. To do the ex-guerilla captain justice,
he was bitterdy angry with his chief for his-
barbarity. He owed the Mexican many
favours, but he had made up his mind to
bring matters to an end if the yacht had
brought back no survivors or if black murder
had been done; for to,cover his secret Castaro
was quite capable of shooting down defence-
less men. In the moonlight, suspeecting
nothing, he stepped on deck.

“ Good-evening,” said a quiet veoice. “I
am very pleased, indeed, to meet you again,
Mr. Govan. I fancy you can be very useful
to us. Here we are back again, half of us to
be accurate, and there come the rest.”

“ By the great horn spoon can it be pos-
sible?”’ gasped Dan Govan, staring in amaze-
ment at Ferfers Lord. * Gee-whiz! The real
limit.”

The Lord of the Deep was entering the har-
bour, the moonlight gleaming on the muzzle
of the gun in her bows and her portholes blaz-

-ing with light.

¢ 1 size it up, then, that I'm a prisoner, Mr,
Lord,” said Govan, after a long stare at the
yacht. “I see you've got a fine shooter out
there, and I reckon there wouldn't be much
left of poor old Carcase City if you let it off.
I'm not showing any white flag, sir, or trying
to curry favour when I tell you straight and
pat that I'm glad to see you. Gladder than
you'll ever think. Gee-whiz! You're not
going to tell me that's the yacht you lost,
are you?”

‘I may tell you a few other things if you
will come aboard her and have dinner with
me, Mr. Govan,” said the millicnaire, “ not
as my prisoner, of course, but as my guest.
I have a good many prisonerg, but I am only
keeping one. When certain arrangements
have been made the rest will go free.”

““ You're sticking to Mexican Steve, then?
1 guess what happens to Steve now is up to

-you; but if it’s all the same I'd sooner not

discuss him for good or bad. I teold you
before what my opinion was, and if you'll
allow to cut him out of the conversation I'll
make one at your dinner table and welcome.”

THE IRISH FREE STATE'S BIGGEST RAILWAY!

O safie person is likely to predict
forthcoming events in "the Irish
Free State, so that the future of
its railways is very much in the
nature of “a dark horse.”

In the past the Great Southern & Western
Railway has, in many respects, been Erin's
premier line, altheugh during the twentieth
century the Great Northern, serving the
more highly developed districts north-west of
Dublin, has come very much to the fore.

Still, the G.S. & W.R. is the longest, hasg
tiie biggest capital, and has as well the most
iocomotives, ecarriages, and waggons of all
the TIrish railways, and can therefore still
ctaim first place in several respects.

The® (G.S. & W.R. attained pre-eminence
because of the American mail specials, which
were ran for the English Post Office between
Dublin and Queenstown, and vice-versa.

These trains were booked at high speed
over the whole distance, and the permanent-
way had fto be maintained in first-class
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condition, which is not always the case on the
Irish railways. The down mails from Dublin
were run regularly to time-table on Thurs-
days and Sundays, but the running of the
up-trains from Queenstown was irregular,
being - dependent upon the arrival of the
steamers from New York. The schedule for
these mail specials was four hours for the
177 miles—over 44 miles an hour for the
whole distance, including stops en route.
The ordinary cxpresses between Cork and
Dublin were also run at high speed, but the
finest service was the Killarney tourist ex-
press, run during the summer months between
Dublin and Killarney. At the latter place
the G.S. & W.R. ided fine hotels for
first and second-cl and did (and
we hope will do in) muech to make a visit
to Killarney's autiful lake a pleasure—
weather permitti E
These Killarngy expresses covered the 185
miles in four hours, equal to over 46 miles
an hour for the whole journey. The line is
single for the forty-one miles between Mallow
and Killarney, and ‘over this section the

All about the Famous Engine which forms the subject of our Free Plate.

B

speed was 40 miles an hour, which, allowing
for stops, raised the average running speed
for the 144 miles between Dublin and Mallow
to 51 miles an hour. ' This special was timed
to cover the 77 miles between Ballybrophy
(where a service stop was made) and Maliow
in 88 minutes—b53 miles an hour. Neither
speed nor length of run is yet up to pre-war
standard on the G.S. & W.R. The fastest
run now only reaches 481 miles an hour, and
is only  thirty miles long—from Kildare to
Dublin.

The G.8, & W.R.,, the gauge of which is
5ft., 8in.,,” or 6} in. under that of the
British railways, has many”fine types of
locomotives. The heavy expresses are usually
hauled by the 4—6—0 design, which, as a war
measure, are similar to the colour-plate of
No. 406 in this issue.

The _engines have the following prineipal
dimensions:  Coupled - wheels, 6ft. 7 in.
diameter, four cylinders 14 in. diameter by
26 in. stroke, heating surface 1,772 sq. ft.,
steam pressure 175 lbs. per square inch.

A CRAND STORY OF THE JUNIORS ©F GREYFRIARS.

“A BLOW FOR BOB CHERRY!™ s

By FRANX RICHARDS. it
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~Entitied:

~ While dinner was in p
there was a supper ty in the glue-pot
where Mr, Thomas Prout presided over a
hoiled leg of mutton, caper sauce, and the
usual vegetables which acecompany a hoiled
leg of mutton to table, The mariners were
very jubilant. There was champagne, klad-
dock had supplied the champagne, but he did
not divulge the source from which it had
tome, though they guessed it had ~been
looted from the captured yacht. He handed
round some long brown chercots later, and
then Barry O’Rooney gave him a stern, Te-
proving leok.

‘“ Mexicans,” he said. ** Ben, bhoy, you’ll
end your days behoind stone walls in wan of
them beautiful palaces wid charming names
like jug, clink, and chokey. Bedad, they're
sweet-tasting whiffs, so we'll let you off wid a
caution this time and the solemn warning to
collar 48 1any more as you can whin you get
the lucky chance. Gentlemen, 0i'd make a
speech, but my heart is too full, not to men-
tion another portion of me where Oi put the
mutton, which is rarely mentioned by the
best people loike ourselves, Who’s at the
desk? Sling him out, Ben, whoever he is.”

But the newcomer was not thrown out. It
was Gan Waga, and a roar of laughter and
applause welcomed the owner of the island.
Gan was attired in evening «ress, and there
was a bread gold band round his tall hat.
Aecross his waisteoat was a gilded watch-
¢hain, each link an inch long and an eighth of
an inch thiek. A glass door knob decorated
his shirt, and he wore sham diamond rings of
vast size on his eight fingers and two thumbs.
Banknotes and Treasury-notes bulged from
his pockets.

“ By honey, here’s the new millionaire,”
cried Prout. “Grovel to the king of Gan
Waga’s island and let him walk over you and
wipe his boots on you. 1 wender if he'd be
inean enough to refuse if I asked hnn for a
loan of fourpence till next Friday?”

ress in the salogn

“Down on yo' marrow boneses, yo' pauper
rubbishes,” grinned the Eskimo. ‘‘ Come and
kisses my diamond-buckle slippers, yo’
povertis. Ho, ho, hoo! I gotted twiceness

§1§<>e<>,e<->s¢e<->e<>o<¢s<>e<©a(->c¢o¢e<>e<>e4>e<>e¢e<>o<>o<>sé>@<->9~®e¢~&<>¢@/c

TOM IV’EERRY’S
GREAT CATCH'

(Continued froin page 12.)

“Pup -pup- please we mdu t know this
place was private,” lied Racke. “ There
are some more of our chaps by the

pond.”

The gamekeepers looked across in the.
direction indicated by the junior.

““The colonel and his son are a-talkin’
to them,” said the taller of the two men.
“ Maybe the governor knows ’em.’

“Fr—ex’ we're friends of the colonel,
Loo, pleaded Crooke.

“Not you! The colonel’s friends den’t
need to go a-sneakin’ about like what
you was a-dom =

“ Qides,” said the other gamekeeper,

“‘the colonel’s a-lookin’ over here now,
-m he don’t make no sign o’ recogmsm
‘em. The rips were apoauhm We'll
dake the varmints an’ deal with ’em
cordin’ to orders!”
The two sturdy keepers hustled Crooke
nd Racke swiitly away towards the
wood. There they picked up a couple of
light whlppmg supplmcr branchos.

“Qoch¥ Oo-er! Lemme go!” howled
Crooke.

“Don’t yell till you're hurt,
fellow-me-lad,” . grinned the keeper, who
was  holding him. “Now you can

kegin
Swish! Thwack!
“Yow—wow! (Garoogh! Help!®?
Swish, swish! TPhwack, thwack!

The blows rained steadily on the hacks

The Pearl Poachers !

speeded the p“rtmg

young

2s much money as the man who busted the
bank at Monte Carlo. I, the richest man in
world.’”

“To be serious, how much do you think
you're worth Gan?”’ asked Barry ©O’Rooney.
““ Has the prince, for instance, dhropped a
word to you about it?”?

The fortunate Eskimo wrinkled up his fore-
head in deep thought.

I not sureness how much my old Chingy
say,” he answered after much cogitation,
“but it either four billion pounds or five-and-
ninepence.”

*“ Oh, souse me, earry me out,” groaned the
bo’sun. ‘“ That fat imp owning gold mines
and not knowing the difference between
billions of quids and five bob and a few
coppers. If the Chief allows him a tenner a
week out of the profits it will be more than
he deserves. Who rigged you up, blubber-
bite?”

“ You never minds,’”” said the Eskimo. “1I
gotted a papers here. Chingy wroted it, and
what it says 1 going to do, so smiles, my
merry boy, smiles. I signed it at the
bottoms,” he added, pointing proudly to an
inky scrawl at the bottom thab looked like a
young cel in a fit. ““ That my sign part, so
read it, Tommy.”

Prout took the paper and cleared his
throat. As be read the first lines aloud a
pleased smile crossed his face.

“For gallant conduct rendered I, Gan
Waga, of the steam yacht Lord of the Deep,
do promise, having now come into possession
of my property, Gan-Waga’s island, to pay to
Thomas Proul, Esq., out of my- “first profits
and dividends the sum of obe thousand

pounds. (Cheers.)
““Likewise to Benjamin Maddoek, fer
gallant - conduct and services rendered, a

sumlar sum of one thousand pounds.
cheers.)

“Also to Barry O’Rooney, for gallantry and
services, the sem of fifteen hundred pounds,
the extra five hundred being to comfort him
for being bashed over the head with a tin of
tomato soup. If hiz head had busted the tin
the sum would have been twe thousand.
(Applause.)

(More

of the two St. Jim’s juniors, while y¢lls
of pain rent the au‘ But at last the
men threw the saplings away, aﬂd pushed
Crooke and Racke roughly through the
aperture in the hedge.

“There, let that be a lesson to you,
young fellow-me-lads!”’ gaid ome, as he
juniors with his

boot. “Keep out o’ here in fu’cure {2

° s z ® .

Sore and sad, the two juniors arrived
back at St. Jim’s. The half- holiday had
peen completely spoiled from their view-
point.. Seeking their study, they flung
themselves into chairs and bemouned
their misfortunes.

Not until tea-time did they emerge
from their retreat. Then, coming along
the Shell studies’ passage, they beheld
Tom Merry & Co. Broad smiles
wreathed the faces of the amateur fisher-
men. In addition to their tackle, they
carried as fine a mixed catch of fish as
any angling enthusiast could desire,

“Cheerio, you chaps!” cried Tom
Merry brightly. ‘‘Thanks for putting us
up to that stunt of fishing on Colonel
Cuttle’s place. The sport was grand {”

Crooka gave a vicious growl, but
Racke’s curiosity was so great that he
was quite prepared to eat a little humble
pie to grafify it.

“Did—did you fellows menhon our
names to the colonel?” hs asked,

“We did, my pippins,” grinned Tom

Merry; “but not this afterncon. We

took the precaution bf walking across to
his place last evening to ask permission
before fishing in his pond. Needless to
say, Colonel Cuttle had mever seen nor
heard of you. But he was jolly decent to
us, and gave us permission fo catch as
many fish as we could:’2

”* Starting in Next Week’'s

‘hardest.

Issue, 47

“In addition to my old fri
chips aud chisel, one tho pounds of- the
very best, either banknetes or gold. Tg
which I hereby do affix my band and seal in
the presence of two witnesses to teﬂtuy than

1d Joe, of the

—'hold on a minute,’ said Prout, *shout
when I’ve finished *—to which, ete., in  the
presence of two witnesses taat—t;.au—

‘ there’s something wrote small here’
when you get the cash youwlt wake up.’

“ Ho, ho, ho, hooh!” laughed Gan Waga.
“1 golted yo’ there, old beans. Yo' wake up
all right, I do thinks. Ha, ha, ha, haah!”

Banging the door behind him the newest
millionaire waddled, grinning, down the alley-
way, and O’'Rooney rubbed his gsore head ten-
derly.

““ Bedad, I guessed thele was a cateh s0
where, boys,” he said. " And, bedad, ph;
does ut mattlier? There’ll be. prize-money to
come, that’s wan sure thing; and av we're
poor we're honest, so here’s to Gan Waga’s
island.

€-
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The gold mines of Gan Waga’s island proved
rich and profitable, and the workmen are well
paid, well-housed, and have plenty of amuse-
ment. One man there has no share with the
others. He toils alone in remote places with
an armed guard always watching his as a cat
watches a mouse. His food is wholesome, but
of the coarsest, and his tasks are of the
No man speaks to him, and his
fellow-workers turn away if they happen to
meet him with his plert butb silent guard.

The man is Esteban Castare, working out his
punishment as a convict in the mines he tried
to. steal, & punishment that iz to last for
seven dreary, bitter years. And for such a
erime as he coutemplated although he failed,
the penalty is not too -harsh.

THE END.

(Next Tuesday will bring gyou the first
instalment of Sidney Drew’s great new serial,
entitled *“ The Pearl Pogchers!”’ Order your
copy now.)

o P e N e

“B-but the old boundel s got the
reputation of being a regular fire-eater.
We—we thought—-"

Racke Stoppf‘d and bit his lip. There-
upon Tom Merry & Co. smiled more
broadly than ever.

“Yes,” chuckled Manners, ‘“you
thought that we had fallen into your
silly trap. - You imagined that we should
go and fish in the colonel’s pond and get
nobbled. That’s why you were skulking
among the gorse—io see the fun. Only,
unluckily for you, the gqmpkenpwq hap-
pened to roll along.”

‘“ And the lickings you gob served you
jolly well right!”” added Lowther. “The
fact was, old tops, you vather under-
rated our 'intelligence It was that
wonderful catch of ¢ carp’ you dlsp]ayed
on Wednesday that gave you away.’

“The—the carp?”’ gulped Racke.

“Quite sc—es cept that those ¢ carp’
happened to be mullet. You see, I once
did- a bit of angling on the Norfolk
Broads. Consequently, T soon spotted
that the things you showed us were sea
fish. Mullet are going cheap at present
in the fishmonger’s at Rylecombe!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Tom Merry
and Manners.

That Lowther had hit the right nail on
the head was evident from the baffled
ﬂmeswons on the f cads
of the Shell. Then, giving vent to
of disgust at the way tpd* tuey th
selves had been * caaf'n‘u
oft together down the ge.
And, still chuckling hea}“’cﬂy, Tom w,{ezrv
& Co. eutered their study to indulge in
tho finest fish and tea bangueb of their
youthful careers!

THE END.

Tus PopuraR—N
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forgotten!
pany’'s engine will be
week's plate

A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor s always pleased to
hear from his readers. Address: The
Editor, The ‘ Popular,”” The Fleetway
. House, Farringdon §t., London, E.C.4.

another FIVE plates.

I would tell

expensive matter, and
PLATES—-AND OTHER GIFTS!
By every post I have letters from my
readers who want the engine of their dreams
to form the subject of one of our maguificent
plates. 1 like to please all my readers, and
I have the greatest satisfaction in discovering
that up till now I have not been asked to
supply a plate of an engine which has not
been presented or has not been in preparation,
It is a -curious fact that when I receive
fifty letters asking for the London, Brighton
& South Toast ® Railway Company’s best
engine as the subject for a plate, or any other
railway company, it happens to be the one to
follow that particular week's gift! Now I
have a bundle of letters from Staffordshire
readers who want to know why their little
line has been forgotten. It has pot been

of the POPULAR.

next week.

given away absolutely
In the

REAL photo of famous
the field of play.
The “Boys’

Stars ”
to every reader

The Stafiordshire Railway Com-

1 am able to communicate the-information
this week that I am preparing to extend the
series of railway-engine plates

be reeeived with joy all round.
my chums,
presenting railway-engine plates of the quality
you are getting in the PoPULAR is a very

you to do your best to spread the popularity
There will he another splendid free plate

In the meantime, you wanf o secure copies
of all the Compamen Papers, and with them
the very handsome photos which are being

“Magnet ¥ Library now
all newsagents, is presented a magnificent

Friend,”
where, containg a splendid real photo of Jim
Higgins, the famous Scottish boxer.
one of the fine series
which-the “Boys’ Friend " is presenting

THE POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

SRS L

will appear Of
and with it you can

The “Gem¥ Library

the subject of next Wednesday morning,

obtain TWO REAL PHOTOS of J. Mcintyre,
of Blackburn Rovers, and D. Howia, of

Bradford.

Readers who have as yet not ordered fheir
copies of our Companion Papers, are strongly
advised to do so at once. There is still time
to collect an album of photographs—real
photographs, mind you—of your favourite
foothallers. Almost before we shall be ready
football will be upon us again, and then it is
you will want to see the real photos of
players who will be figuring in the public eye.

by adding
That, I am sure, will

however, that

I really expect all of

THE SUPPLEMENT.

I regret that owing to the extra-long
special stories published in this number, 1
have been able to give “Billy Bunfers
Weekly ” but two pages. The full four pages
of the fat junior’s wonderful littie supplemeng
will, however, appear next week.

Dour Editor,

free.

on sale at
Tom Clay in action on
also on sale every-

This is
of “Rising Boxing

/-

isall you pay for our No. 400Rlady’s
or gentleman's Mead ** Marvel "=
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms. Built
to stand hard wear, Brilliantly
plated; richly enamelled, exqui-
sitely lined in two colours, Sent
packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied,
\Big bargains in slightly factory
soiled mounts.  Tyres and
Accessories 33%% below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
factory and save pounds.
How a seven-year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75.000 miles,
beat 650 up-to-date -machines and
broke the world's record by coyering
34,366 miles in 365 days is explained in
our art catalogue. Writé TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of in-
formation about bicycles and
contains gigantic photo-
graphs of our latest models.

MEAD CYCLE CO. (Inc.)
(Dept. 8607 )
Birmingham-

Do YOU lack Self-Cornfidence? Do YOU Blush,
Start, Tremble, Grow Confused when spoken to?
Feel Nervous Timid, Shy in Company ? You will
be cured in 7 days by my simple home treatment.
Particulars free.
U.J.D.,12, All Saints Rd.,St. Annes-on-Sea.
Complete .

5/ Course.

No Dieting. The Melvin Strong
‘Full particulars and Testimonials,
24, Southwark 8t., 8.E.

ARE' YOU
NERVOUS,
BASHFUL,
SHY?

HEIGHT INCREASED
IN 30 DAYS.

No Appliances. No Drugs.
Bystem NEVER FAILS,

stamp.—Melvin Stropg, Litd. (Dept. 8.},
Cure yourself as I d:d. Par-

STOP sTAMMERING! ticulars Free. —FR B,

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, WC 1.

Cameroons,

150 ASSORTED STAMPS, 6d., including Paraguay,
Jagua, Hongkom,, Slovakia (Fortrcw) Trinidad, etc. 25 Frgnch
Colonialy, 7d.; 10 Nyassa Pictorial, 9d. 000 Mounts 6d.—JIMENEZ,

98, BUSHEY 'HTILL, ROAD, CAMBERW ]}LL S.1.5.

CUT THIS OUT

¢ The Popular.” PEN COUPON. *Value 2d. -

Send 7 of these coupons with only. 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co..
119, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4. You will receive by return a Splendld
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleot Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Mediuni, or Broad Nib)., If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 3/9, 2d. being
allowed ‘for each extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) This great
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPULAR peaders.
SatlsfuCthB guaranteed or cash urned. Foreign post extra.
Lever Self-Filling Model wuth Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

ON EASY
- TERMS.

Ready to wear and made to measurs, on Easy Terms,
7/8 montmv Write for Patterns to-day. We have
all ‘the new shades in Tweeds, Serges, etc. Fit and
wear guaranteed. Our Easy Terms allow you to dreaa
well by paying a little each month. Write for Patterns
now and see what wonderful valug we are giving.

MASTERS, LTI, .
§2. HOPE STORES, RYE. Estd. 1869.

BE TALLER —Height will make you respected in business asd

® vprivate life, Students of the . Girvan Scientifis

Treatment report from 2 to 5 inches increase, with far better health. These

advantages can be yours algo if you are under 40. Over ten years' un-

blemished reputation. The increase is quite permanent. Bend P.O. c»da[
for particulars and our £100 guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT, A.M.P

CAPE VERDE, Ceylon TAHITI, Cuba, MAUBI'IIUS

17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.
Newfound!and AZORES, Japan, MAD AGASCAR, Walha
UTCH

I REE NEW CALEDONIA, Reunion, INDIES, and

PHILIPPINES, sent free to all who send 2d. for posm ge and ask for approvals,
VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOC

DON'T BE BULLIED

Learn to defend yourself, your sister, wife, or mother. My
Complete Illustrated Course of JUJITSU BOXING, and
WRESTLING will make you respected everywhere. Send
four penny stamps for Splendid Free Illustrated Samples.  You
can start learning to-morrow by sending P.0. 2/6 for a Large
Portion. (Dept. P.R.), JUIJITSU HALL, 31,
Square, London, W. 1. (Est. 15 years.)
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A BIG
BARGAIN

The “ISLAND PACKET * of stamps, containiog
FALKLA\D ISLANDS, Trinidad, LEEWARDS, Jamaica,

Telescope, Field, Sea or Opera
7 (tlasses (adjustable to smit all
> sights),Compass, Mirror, Burning,
¢ 5 Reading and Magnifying Glasses,
% all *7-IN-1.' Ivorite (like real Ivory) Frams,
Powerful Lenses, etc. Size when closed for
pocket, 3tins. ANuvelt;y Companion indoors and
out. A BIG BARGAIN. Only 1/8, postagas 2d.
Delight or Money Back. FREE List, Novelties,
Accordeons,lS/. to 42/- etc. PAIN’S Presents
House, Dept. 98B, Hastings.

FOLDING CAMERAS, 9/6 .

Buy your Camera now, and save money. Tlm summer is
here, and you will want photos to remind you of the
happy times you have during the holidays. We are nol.
supplying a New Model Folding Camera, with spe:
rapid shutter (for snaps or timé exposures), direct. vi
finder, finest lens, leather br’llows, with set focus a
[%etal bhody. In twao size;

RICE Vest Pocket, tor pictures 1% X 2{«‘ 8
= Larger size, ., 21 % . 1278
They are Simple, easy to mampulate an supplied

complete with mstructmns, dark_slide, and focusing

soreen, Postage 9d. each. The 2% X 3% is standard,

and more generally used,

E [ —Send to-day for our new price Iist,

3 wing a full range of Film and Plate Cameras
5 ery requirement, Accossvrles, plates, dark-

room lamps. dishes, fram . all at rock-bottem prices.

GRAHAM & CO., B, Devonshlre Street, Holborn, LONDON, W.G. 1.
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