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“GUNTER_1S. CRUGAT EAVESDROPPING

(A Dramatic moment in the long complete tale of Frank Richards & Co. inside.)
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2 Another Real Photo for Your Set!

A Grand Action Photo—

SERGEANT LASALLE IS CALLED IN TO INVESTIGATE A MYSTERY, AND EVENTUALLY CLEARS

FRANK RICHARDS’ NAME.,

A Grand Long Complete Story of FRANK RICHARDS' Schooldays 1n Canada,
By MEEARITIN CILIFFFORD,. '

Author of the famous tales of Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s, appearing in The ““Gem.”
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Under a Cloud.

HUNRKRY TODGERS met  Frank
Richards & Co. as they arrived at
the pgate of Cedar Creek School n
the erisp winter morning.

Chunky’s usually humorous fat face was

VCry . serious. _ ¥
"I guness.you're in for it, Richards!™ he
remarked, shaking a fat forefinger at Frank.

“In for what, Chunky?” ‘

“A jolly geod gealping!” said Chunky im-
pressively., re

“Hullo, who's roing to scalp Franky?" in-
nquircd Bob Lawless, “Is Gunten on the war
path again?”

“'Tain't Gunten!” :

“Who is it, then?” asked Vere Deauclerc,
”Frn:t:k hasn't any other enemies at Cedar
Creck.”

“"TUnless it's Gunten's pal, Keller,” said
Frank, with a smile. *“Well, let him trot
cut. There’'s time before mornjng lrsguns_:
and I'm feeling specially fit this morning.

“"Tain't a scrap!" said Todgers.

“Then what is it, Podey?" demauded Bob.
“What are you-chéwing the rag about,
anvhow?”

“It’s Miss Meadows."

“Well?" demanded Frank, _

“You've been up to something,” =aid
Chunky Todgers sorrowfully. “I'd never
have thought it of you, Richards!"

“You're talking in riddles,” said Frank, in |

hewilderment. *“Is Miss Meadows offended
about eomething?”

“You bet she 15. You should have seen
her face,” said. Chunky. “Guuten says she's
heen crying, aud it's a beastly shame!”

"Il vou're not potty, tell me what you

can!™ exclaimed Frank, in exasperation.
“1've done nothing to offend Miss Meadows
that I EKnow of.”

"Hats!” =aid Todgers. “Anvhow, yon can
tell Miss Mceadows that, She's - told me to
send you in as soon as you came. You'll
find her in her room, She knows what you've
done; and so do all the fellows--it's leaked
out somehow.” :

Frauk Richards left his chums, and lurried
towards the =choolhouse. His fuce wus
troubled now, and his mind, too.

He had a great respect for Miss Meadows,

the schoolmistress at Cedar Creck, as all the
fellows had.
It was news to him—and unpleasant news—

that Miss Meadows had a scrious cause of
complaint against him,

Two or.-three fellows were standing by

the poreh a3 he went In, and Eben Hacke
called out:

“Shame!”®
| Trank Richards spun round.

| exclaimed flercely.

ITacke gave him a grim look.

“Oh, don't soort at me!” he said con-
tempiuously. “You've played a dirty trick.
I dare say you thought it was funny. Per-
haps it was. But I caleulate it was a dirty
trick, all the same; and all the galoots
will tell you so."

“Rotten, I call it!” chimed in Kern Gun- |

ten, the Swiss, with a soeering laugh.

And two or three fellows called out
shame!

I'rank stood rooted to the ground.

He had always been popular at the lumber
reception:

school, and this unexpected
astonished him more than it angered him.
Alr. -Slimmey stepped out of the porch, and
tonched Franlk on the shoulder.
“Go in at once to Miss Meadows,
Richards!”
l “Yes, sir!” Frank looked at the young
master. The Kkindly face of Mr.  Paul
Slimmey was hard now and unsmiling. There
was wrath and scorn in the glance he gave
Frank over his gold-rimmed glasses, * Mr.,
Slimmey, what have I done?” .

“You know very well,” said Mr. Slimmey
coldly. “Go in at once!”

l Frank Richards turned Into the porel,
almost dazed.

Alr. S8limmey had always been kind to him:
e was kind to everybody. What did his
cold and contemptuous look mean?  What
was Frank supposed to have done? His

"“Miss Meadows wants to see me?" asked | conscience was clear.

Frank very quietly.
“Yes, and at once."”
“well, I'll go.”
T'HE PorvurLan.—No. 179,

As he went into the porch he caught the
sneering grin of Kern Gunten, and a sus.
picion flashed into his mind. He swung round
again towards the Swise,

jre

“This is something of your doing, Gunten!
he broke out. “You have been lying about
me, you forcien cad!”

Gunten shrugged his shoulders.

“Gunten has nothing whatever to do with

the matter, Richards,” s=aid Mr. Slimmey
icily. “Your rascally action has been dis-

covered, that is all!”
“My—my what?” gasped Frank.
“AMiss Meadows is waiting for you. Go In
at once!" rapped out the assistant-master.
Frank went in, dumb.
Ile tapped at the door of Miss Meadows'

“What do you mcan by that, Hacke?" he | Study, opposite the school-room door in the

passage. ~
“Come in!”
Miss Meadows’ voice was low and hard.

Frank entered the room.

Miss Meadows was seated at her desk, and
she turned her eyes upon the flushed, dismayed
schioolboy as he came in. The expression on
her face struck Frank like a blow.

There was no kindness there. She was. a
little pale, and her face was set, her lips
compressed.

Frank looked at her speechlessly,

“Oh, you have come, Richards.”

“Yes, ma'am!"” gasped Frank.

“You kvow why [ have sent for you?”

ii Nn-”

“The trick you playved upen me has Jeen
discovered.”

Frank only looked at her in bewilderment.

“Trick?” he repeated. “I've plaved no
trick! What do yon mean, Miss Meadows?"

The zchoolmistress® lip curled.

“It- I3 uszeless to discnss the matter,
Richards, and it is a disagreeable subject to
me. No doubt you would not hesitate to
lie, alter what you have done. I could never
have believed it of you; I had a good opinion
of you. I know better now. I shall give yon
a letter to take to Mr. Lawless, to explain to
him why you cannot remain in this school.
And you will leave at once.”

Frank Richards staggered.

But Indignation overcame his dismay, His

eyes flashed, and he straightened up, and met
the schoolmistress’ eyes fearlessly.

“I will not go! I will not take the leiter
to my uncle!” he exclaimed. “Tell me what
I've done!"

(Copyright i the United States of America)
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THE SECOND CHAPTER. )
The Accusation.
Whatever it was that was laia
; . Wy .l = I to
M Fronk Richards' charge, it was
evident that the schoolmistres: of
that the subject was distasteinl to her
But Frank Richards stood iz ";'mmd
firmly. : N -
There was a long paunse, but Miss Meadows
apoke at last in a low, clear voice. cold as
steel,
even if you are only spea%ing the most
palpable falsehoods. 1 will hear you ii you
in-ist upoen it F ;

ISS MEADOWS comprezcad her lips.

Cedar Creek fully believed in Dis auilt, and
He did not mean tq he condemned unheard.
“You have a right to be heard, Riclards.
“You have no right to say that T am

speaking  falsely!™ exclaimed Frank pac
gionately.

“Richards!"™ :

“I am_mot a liar, Miss Mcadows! Ask

any of the fellows whether he bas ever known
me to tell a lie. - Nobody eoan sayv go!™

“That i3 enough!” y

“It isn't cnough!™ broke out Frank hotly.
“You've told me I'm to get out of tife
gschool, and you haven't even told me what
I'm accused of, I'm ouly u<Xing for fair
play. Everybody has a right to that!”

“Very well. The other day I asked vou
to ride over to Thompson with a letter {from
me to the oflice of the * Thompson Press.'”

“1 did it,” said Fraok,

“In that letter an advertisement was en-
clozed for a handy man to help in the work
here.”

“I understood =0," zaid Frank.

“You opened my letter on your wav to
Thomp=on, and destroyed my advertisement,
und placed- another in the envelope in its
place.” =

“1 did no!!" shouted Frank.

“Silence! The new advertisement, written
by vyou, was one calculated to bring me
into contempt and derision!" Miss Meadows'
face flushed as she spoke. “It was an adver-
tisement for insertion in the Matrimonial
Column of the * Thompson I'ress.’'"™

“Oh!" gasped Frank.

“Mr. Penroze, the proprietor of the
‘Thompson Press,' waa surprised to receive
such an advertisement from me, but as it
was accompanied by a letter in my hand-
writing, which he knows well, he took it as
genuine, and printed it.*”

“J—1 saw it Iin the
I'rank.

“Everybody in the section haa seen it, 1
think!" said Miss Meadows bitterly. It
has become a standing joke in every bar-
rcom in the Thompson Valley. What have
I done, Richards, that you should hold my
pname up to scorn in this wicked way?”

“T—I did not!"” Frank panfed. *“It's a
trick! Miss Meadows, you can't believe that
I would do such a thing? It was mear and
cowardly!"

“1 am
events!l”

“ And—and you believe T did it?”

“1 know vou did!"

“1 swear I did not!™

“You need not perjure yourself, Richards.
Afy letter was in your hands, and yvour hands
alone, until it was delivered to Mr. Penrozeo
at the * Press’ office in Thompson. No one
¢lse could have touched it-—-without your con.
nivance, at least. Mre. Penrose is about to
publish a special edition of his paper to
explain the wicked deception and do me what
instice Is now possible. It is all that can
be done now; but your wicked prank has
chamed me before evervone in the section.
1t was basg—cruel!™

NMiss Meadows' voice faltered.

The break in the schoolmistress' steady
voice went straight to Frank’s heart. He
made a step forward.

“Miss Meadows, if I'd done that I should
deserve to-be kicked out of the school—and
out of my unecle's house as well. . And 1

paper!™ muttered

glad you can see that, at all

should be il Mr. Lawless believed it. But
~—but it Isn't true! I never knew the
advertisement had been tampered with—I
never even suspected it at the time. DBut
1 know who did it. Miss Meadows, vour
letter was tuken away from me——"

" %“Come, come!”
“\Won't yvou let me explain?”’ panted Frank,
“You mayv say what you like,” said Miss
Meadows wearily. "It will make no differ-
ence, but 1 will hear you.”

————————————— e ——

|

to Thompzon that day!" exclaimed Frank
hreAthlessly., “Kern Gunten and Keller
were  waiting for me there, and Gunten
lazzoed me, and they tied me to a tree for
over an hoar.”™ '

“What -

“Gunten “took your letter from me. and
said he wonld deliver it at the ofilee in
Thompsoh, und that he would leave me tied
up in the thmber all night!" panted Frank,
“He came back after an hour or so, ]
thought he had ouly taken the letter away
1o make -me believe that he was really going
to leave .me there all night to give me a
scare’ o

“ Richards!"

“I don't know how he opened the letter:
it didn’t look as if it bad been opened when
he gave it me baek,” continved Frank. * DBut
he must have done it, and that's why he
toped me in in the timber. While I was ticd
to the tree he was out of sight in the timber
with Keller., I thought then that he was
only trying to zcare me. 1 know now——"

“You satd nething of all this at the
time, Richards,” said Miss Meadows, her
¢ves searshing the schoolboy’s flushed face.

“Of couras | didn't!” exclaimed Frank., "1
thiought it was only a trick on me, and T'm
not aosneak! Why should T have complained
about him to yon? Chaps don’t run and
inform against a fellow [or a trick. 1 never
thouzht of telling you about it, of course,
1'"d have jolly well licked Gunten for it, but
he made me promise to let the matter drop
before he untied me.”

Miss Meadows was still seaonning hia face,

There was sincerity in the boy's “look and
voice. Dut the explanation was a strange
one, and it came late,
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“You give me your word, Richards, that
thia is truet™

“My word of honour!” said Frank proudly.

“1° shall question Gunten, then—and
heller, One moment. Did you mention
this oceurrence to anyone at the time?”

“Yes. 1 told Lawless and Beauclerc as
soon as 1 got back, I had to explain why
I had been so long.”

“Walt here,” said Miss Meadows. ,

She stepped to the door, and spoke to
Mr. Slimmey, who was in the passaage. Then
she returned to her desk, and waited there
in stlence.

Frank Richards did
cager to be confronted with
Swisa,

. In o few minutes Mr. Slimmey ealered,
followed by Gunten and Keller, and Bob
Lawless and Beauclerce.

Outside there was a buzz of excited voices

in the paszage.

not speak. He was
the plotting

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mot Proven.

OB and Vere Beauclere joined Frank
at once. They had already learned
from the other fellows what he was
accused of. They left it in no doubt

that they wero standing by their chum.

Gunten and Keller stood together, their
heavy laces expressing no emotion . what-
ever. 'They were not nervous. P

They were prepared to lie without limit;
and, so far as they could sce, therc was
no way in which their falschoods could be
detected.

“Gunten!”

“ Yes, Miss Meadows?"”

“Did yeu lasso Richards in the wood when
he was riding to Thompson, and take 2

~

Gunten raised his evebrowa,
“No. Misz Meadows.™

“Did you assist Guoten in do'ng so,
Keller 2™
*Certainly oot, ma‘am!" said Keller
calmly.

“They are lying!™ exclaimed Frank.

Miza Mcadows made a gesture for silence.

“Lawleas and Beauclere, Richards saya
that he told you of this incideut after s
return from Thompron that day.”

“I guess that's so, Miss Meadows,” said
Bob Lawlesz at once. “He wans n jolly long
time gone, and he told us Gunten had roped
Lim in and ticd him to a tree for an hour.”

“He certainly told us so, Miss Meadows,”
said  Beauclere,. “And we knew that it
was true, too.”

“How could you know that, Beauclerc?™

“Beeauze we  know  YFrank  Richaods,
ma'am,” sald Beauclere calmly, 1 know
very well that he would not tell a lie™

“Same - here!™ said  Bob.,  “If Gunten
denies it, he's lying!™

“You two boys only know what Richards
told you about the matter?” oasked Misa
Meadows.

“Yes, ma‘am,”

“Then you cannot give any evidence of
value,” sald Misa Meadows, “excepting vour
faith in Richards, which 1 shall bear in
mind. You may go, Lawless and Beauclere ™

The chums reluctantly left the room.

Frank Richardz was a little pale now, and
hiz face was trouhbled.

e had only been eager at first to be
hrought face to face with the scheming
Swiss. Bub he realised now that the weight

of evidepce was on the side of Gunten,

There werd two witnesses aeainst one.
Frank had to prove that Gunten lassoed him
in the forest.

How was he to prove it, when he had
been alone at the time? And Keller
evidently was prepared to awear that Guue
ten had not been there at all.

“The matter rests between you,” said
Miss Meadows, looking alternately at the
gchoolboys. " Gunten, Richards declares that
you tied him up in the wood, with the aid
of Keller, and took my letter from him!”

“It Is a lle, ma'am!" said GQunten calmly.
Frank clenched his hands.

“Someone.” anlil Miss Mendows, “opened
my letter, took out the enclosure, and in-
perted another, aod closed the envelope
again before it reached the newspaper office
nt Thompson. If you tnok the letter from
Richards, Gunten, it was for this purpose.”

“I did not, ma'am!"

“Did you mect Richards at all on his way
to Thompson that afternoon?"

“No, ma'am!"

“Did you, Keller?”

“No, ma'am!”

“WWhat have yvou to aay now, Richards?”

IFrank set hisa teeth.

“I have to say that T am innocent, Miss
Meadows; that Gunten lazsoed me and tiedd
me to a tree, and Keller helped him, and
that Gunten took your letter and kept it
for an hour or morg!"

“Aund opened it?”

"Certninly ™

“Yet you did net observe that it had
been openad when you received it back?"

Guutén grinned.

“JT—I never thought of looking!" stam-
mered Frank. "It never occurred to me
that he was after the letter all thie time, |
thought he only took it away to make me

helieye he was going to strand me in the
Limber all pight, as he said.”

Mr. Slimmey bhroke in.
“May I speak, Miza AMeadows?”
“Pray do, Mr. Slimmey!"”

“It is certain,” said the young man quictly,
“that the letter was opened on the way
to Thompson, and closed again, without
leaving a trace, hbecause Mr. Penrose., at
Tirompson, did not chserve that it had been
opened before il reached his hiands. It would
be no more  difficult for Gunten to do this
than for.Frank Richards to do it. As Mr.
Penrose did not detcet that the letter had
bheen opened, it is watural epouch that
Richards should not have detected it, it
the matter is as he states.”

Frank Richards gave the young master a
grateful look.

Miss Meadows nodded.

“Quite to, Mr. Slimmey—quite so."

“The letter,” continued Mr. Slimmey,
“must have been opened by steam, in order

“1 was stopped in the timber on my way | letter from him?"” Tus Porurar.—No. 179.
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to leave no trace

Romeone must have | buzz in the school-ground as they were

{T‘Hlt’-d water over a fire or a lantern for | surrounded by half Cedar Creek.

¢ purpose, It was diflicult for Gunten
(o de so, but no less difMcult for Richards to
4o #0 in the timber. All the circumstances
N connection with the letter itself prove
U0  more against one than against the
other.* |
“You are quite right, Mr. Slimmey.”
“There's another thing, too!" exclaimed
Fiank Richards. *“Ask any fellow in the
tchool whether I've ever told him a false-
hood. Then ask him whether Gunten has,
There isn't a chap at Cedar Creek who
doesn't know that Guuten is a born liar!”
Miss Meadows started.

‘t. was, at least, a kind of evidence.

She  had observed Frank Richards'
character, and she had observed Gunten's.
A dozen times, at lenst, she had known
the‘ Swiss to lie. ‘ '
Gunten gritted his teeth.

... You are lying now, Richards!” he said.
Every fellow in the sclhiool knows what
You have done!" -

. "And how do they know?" exclaimed
Frank., “How do the fellows know anything
about it? Miss Meadows can't have told
them.  It's been let out by somebody:
spread the yarn round before 1
Lhix morning!"

U What is this?” exclaimed. Miss Meadows.
‘Do the other fellows know what are you
dccused of, Richards?” '

“They started on me about it the minute
I came!" said Frank bitterly. “Gunten took
care to get his varn in first.”

“It is very extraordinary that they should
Enow. . Neither Mr. Slimmey nor. I, have
‘ald a word in the hearing of the school.
Funtﬁ'ﬂ, if you spread the story, how did
+ou know that I was about to accuse
fichards of this?” exclaimed Miss Mcadows,
With a sharp look of suspicion at the Swise.
> “I did not spread the story, -Miss
«leadows,” said Gunten calmly. “I think it
20t out through Richards bragging yesterday
of the trick he had played on you."

“"Why, yon hound——" shouted Frank.

“Silence, Richards!”

"Bnt—hut I—" |

"Silence! T cannot decide hetween you!”
Eatd Miss Meadows. “There are two wit-
liesses against you, Richards; but I cannot

* forget that hoth Gunten and Keller have
heen reprimanded more than once for speak-
ing falsely, while T have certainly not known
“ou to be untruthful. There is no other
evidence, and I cannot decide yet. The
matter must remain in abeyance for the
present.” The schoolmistress bhit her lip.
-1 ecannot  risk committing an act of in-
ry;tlre. I shall reflect upon the matter.
~or the present, you may go.” -

And the schoolboys left the study, leaving
%I;c mistress of Cedar Creek with a troubled
ITOW, '

The matter whichh had seemed so simple
at first was complicated now.

It was hopelessly perplexing, and there
seemed no way out. Yet it could not remain
where it was. That was impossible.

- Aliss Meadows had plenty of food
thought that morning,

came in

for

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Benefit of the Doubt.

\RANK RICHARDS took his place in the
class as usual that morning.

The Cedar Creek fellows were sur-
priced enough to see him doing it.

Frank’s face was flushed, and he did not
meel the curious and scornful glances that
were cast upon him from all sides,

His schoolfellows condemned him; they had
nok heard his version of the story vet.

Gunten had had his innings first, though
e had been very careful to allow the story
to lTeak out without betraying that it came
from him,

It seemed impossible to nail the falschood
of the cunning Swiss.

At the best, it was to be Frank Richards’
word against his and Keller's.

Miss Meadows took no special note ol Frank
when she took the class that morning.

She had resolved to let the matter stand
mntil some fresh evidence was forthcoming.
It was all she ecould do.

Frank did not lieed his schoolfellows' looks;
but his chums did, and Bob and Verc gave
angry looks in return. :

After morning lessons the three chinms left
Llie schiool-room together, and there was a

THE PoruLArR.—No. 179.
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dinner that day,

“*TUBNED 0UT:"™

“So Miss Meadows has let you

Richards!” exelaimed Eben Hucke.
“Shame!” |

“1 guess we'ra. not going to let him off!"
shouted Tom Lawrence. *“Who's for riding
him on a rall .out of the schooli”

“Hear, hear!” =~ -,

“That’s a cineh!’* !

“Collar himt" . -° M

Frank Richards clenc¢hed his hands.

“You thumping, silly galoots!” roared Bob
Lawiess. “Can't you listen to what.a chap
Lius to say first?” 4

“What's he got to say®" growled Dick
Dawson, ° | g

off,

“Give him a chance!” said Hopkinz, “I
believe in givin' every cove a chance. Go
it, Richards, and when you've done we'll
‘andle you fast enongh!” e

“Good

for you, Cockney!” said Chunky
Todgers. "

Frank’s eves gleamed at the crawd,

in a quiet voiee he told his awn version
nof the story, Gunten and Keller'ljstening to
him, with sncerin®: looks. 15,

Frank's story made a good- impression on
the Cedar Creek fellows. - mIE'

They knew Gunten. © More than one of
them had had experience of his bitter malice.

“ By hokey, that puts a different complexion
on it, I ealeulate!” remarked Ebéh Hacke, “1
dare say it was Gunten all the time!”

“It wasn't!” yelled Gunten furiously.

“Well, we know you're a liar, Gunten,
and we_don't know that Richards is!" said
Tom Lawrence. : s _

“'Ear, ’ear!” chimed in 'Arold 'Opkins.
“I know Richards came to lend .us a ‘and
at the clearing the day we came ‘ere, and
I thought he was a decent cove, And I know
Gunten is a swindlin’ "ound!" ye- '

The Swiss strode away, his face furious.

There was no prool possible in the case,
but public opinion was veering round in
favour of Frank Richards,

It was something to have a reputation for
honourable and straight dealing, and Frank's
good name stood him in good stead now.

The fellows, at all events, reserved their
judgment; but, upon the whole. they were
more inclined to be *down ?’ on Gunten than
upon Frank Richards now that Frank had
had a chance of putting his case.

“8Silly duffers!” grunted Bob Lawless, when
they went in to dinner. “They ought to
know Gunten hy this time!” .

Frank Richards had a troubled

look at

The matter was in abeyance, and it looked

as if it never conld be decided. That was a
far from satisfactory state of affairs.

Miss Meadows had been humiliated and
persecuted by Gunten’s cruel trick, and
although Frank was -not adjudged guilty,
suspicion rested very strongly upon him..

He was trying to think a way out of the

M

< ZL\NIRELESS
The NEW Paper for

S
BEGINNERS

This supcrbly illustrated
new weekly will take yon
step by step, in simplo
non-technical language,
through the miracle of
wireless, making it possible
for YOU or ANYONE to
enjoy its advantages to the
full. Buy a copy TO-DAY,
Ask for .

ORPULARG)
IRELESYS

‘Weekly
Every Friday

A MAGNIFICEN

Impasse, but he conld mot. It seemed that
there was nothing to be done, and that he
must endure allowing that odious suspicion
to cling to him,

His face was clouded when he came oul
with his chums after the school dinner.
“This is rotten, you chaps!” he said

dismally, - “It looks as if the truth can never
come out now!" _ e

“I guess I've been thinking a think,” said
Bob Lawless,

“How do you mean?”

“You remember Sergeant Lasalle, r:'.lm
came down here to round up the rustler?

“What about him?” -

“He's still at Thompson,” said Bob., “The
North-West Mounted Police are awlully Keen
chaps, you know—they have to be. Suppose
we saw Mr. Lasalle, and asked him his
opinion about it., He's a sort of a kind of
a detective, in a way, and he might Lit on
comething to do.”

“If he belicved me,” said Frank.
““Well, he knows you; we helped
up the rustler,” said Baob,
try him.”

him round
“Anyhow, let's

“It's a’' good Iden,” said Beauclere. “Ib
won't do any harm, at any rate.”

Frank had brightened up a little. He res
membered Sergeant Lasalle, and he had

great. faith In the sergeant's capacity.

There was a chance, at all events, that
the keen-witted French-Canadian sergeant
might be able to help, : \

Frank and Bob brought out their ponice,
and started for Thompson, Beauclere had
no mount, and it was necessary to lose no
time.

They were likely to be late for alternoon
lessons, in any case. .

But luck was their way, for, a mile from
the lumber school, they caught sight of a
searlet coat on the trail ahead.

“The sergeant!"” exclaimed Bob.

Sergeant Lasalle returned their salute
cordially. He remembered the two boys.

They wheeled their horges to join him.

“Sergeant, we're in trouble, and we want
you to help!" exclaimed DBob Lawless,
“You'll do it?" :

The big, bronzed sergeant smiled.

“Anything I can, =onny. What's the
trouble?”

“Tell him, Franky.” s )

The schoolboys rode one on either side
of the big Canadian, while Frank Richards
told him the story. r
Sergeant Lasalle gave him several keen
glances during his narration.

His brows knitted a little.

“I've heard about this thing in Thomp-
son,” he said quietly. *“It was as mean &
trick to play on a woman as I ever heard of,
If you did it, Frank Richards, you ought to
be cowhided till the skin came off!”

“I should deserve it!"” said Frank. "Dub
I did not do it. Kern Gunten did it, only
I can't prove it!"”

The sergeant nodded.

He rode on for some time in thought.

They came in sight of the lumber school
at last,

“T was ecalling on Miss Meadows before
leaving for Kamloops,"” said the sergeant. ) |
shall look into this while I'm at the school.
I believe vour yarn, Richards; I guess 1
know a straight kid when I see one. 1
shouldn't be much use in the Mounted Tolice
if I couldn't. But it can be put to the
proof, I guess; and that's what I'm going
to do.”

I'rank’s heart bounded. - _

“You've thought of a way?" lhe exclaimed.

“] guess so0.”

“Oh, good!"

They did not question the sergeant, but
their faces were brighter when they rode up
to the school.

The sergeant went on towards the school-
house, and here Beauclere joined his chums,

“I guess it’s all 0.K.!" said Bob jubilantly,
“The sergeant’s thought of a way, he says.
And Lasalle is the real goods!”™

And the chums of Cedar Creek waited, in
keen anxiety, outeide the lumber schoothouse,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
I I 1 smile,

The Sergoant’s Way!
ISS MEADOWS greeted the cer-
geant, when Black- Sally shiowed
him in, with a somecwhat troubled

“I was coming to say good-hye, Miss
Meadows, before I lit out from Kamloops,"
said Mr. Lasalle. *“1I met two of your boys
on the way—Richards and Lawless”

T STORY OF FRANK RICHARDS & cCO.
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Miss Meadows' brow cleuded.

“They've spun me a yarn,” continued the
Bergeant. 1 guess that kid Richards is
straight goods, and I believe him. Would
you object, Miss Meadows, to my taking a
}mntd in thiz inquiry, and gettivg ocut the
actsl”

“I should be vory muneh obliged if you
could,” said Miss Meadows. “1 have thought
over the matter very carefully, but T can-
not decide what is to be done, I intended o
ask you for your opinion conceriing Richards
and Gunten.” .

“I guess I've had some experience in sifting
evidence,” said the sergeant. *“Whichever
one is Iying, I faney I can spot him. Wilh
your permission, then, I'll try.”

“By all means,” -

“Call in the two foreign ho vs, then™

Gunten and Keller were called into the
roOnmnl.

The sergeant eved thm both with his
Keen, quict eyes,

Gunten was cool and colleeted, but Keller
ghowed some signs of uneasiness under the
gergeant’s steady serutingy.,

He had not hiz ecanfederate’'s nerve, and
he was not nearly =o thorough a rascal as
iunten,

The sergeant’s oflicial uniform and his grim,
bronzed face had a dismaying eflect upon
Keller.

“Your name?" asked the sergeant.

“Keller, «ir.” ’

“Then the other is Gunten? Yery well
You may go, Gunten, for the present.”

Gunten hesitated.

He did not want his confederate to he
aquestioced separately, 1 he could -help it.
He was beginuing to fave a vague sense of
alarm.

“Well, what aie you waiting for?"
out the scrgeant,

“I—=I'm going,”” muttered Cunten.

He left the room, reluctantly clesing the
door.

Sergeant Lasalle rose rnutly. stepped to
the door, and threw it open ag: vin.

Gunten started back in the passaze, with
a crimson face.

“Listening?” sald the sergeant grimly,

“1_.] was not! 1—"

“YVamoose!"

Gunten weant down the passage, bilinz his
l'p.

lfhi‘ sergeant closed the door azain, and
turned to Keller.

“Now, Keller, my lad, I want you to
nnswer some questions,” saud the sergeant.

“Don’t b2 uneasy: rnu're nothing to fear if
you tell the truth.”

“Yes, sir!” muttered Keller. .

“You deny bhaving waited with Gunten on
the Thompson tra.l for Frank Richards?™

“Certainly ™

“Did vou go home with Grnten that nizht?™

“We always go home together, sir, as we
both live in Thompson."”

Quite so. Then you were with Gunten
after he left the school, and till e arrived
at his father's store in Thompson?”

“Certainly, sir!™ =aid Keller,
confidence.

He had nothing to fear from questioning
lise this, g0 far as he could sce.

“Then you can bhear witness that Gunten
did not lay for Richards on the trail?™

“Yes, sir:”’

“Having been with him all the time, you
know it for a fact?”

“Yes."

“Did you arrive homs

Keller paused.

“We—we were later home than usual,” he
paid at last.

“Ha! Why?"

“We—we had a ride round,” said Keller.
“«%We do sometimes, sir, when the weather's
fine.”

The sergeant nodded.

“"You rode round a bit before going home?”
he remarked. .

“Yes, sir. No harm in that.”

“None whatever. At the time Richards
declares that yvou and Gunten were roping
him up you were simply taking a ride
together?” °

“Just that, sir!” ‘

“Where did you ride?”

Keller paused. It dawned upon him now
why - the sergeant was questioning him
separately from his associate.

“We—we rode through the timber,” he
atammerad.

“In what direction?”

Keller breathed hard.

“I—I don’t quite remember."”

'£SDA - " TURNED

TUESDAY!

rapped

recoverning

at the uzual timet"

towards the :chool, then?”

\\&}\‘\T lﬂ

' "'\ 'fr
'-._-. 1'\.. w.} "" L ":‘1‘\

‘\\\ \ ‘m

"\.".

TROUBLE FOR FRANK RICHARDS !—‘]

you off ! "’ shouted Tom Lawrence.
the school 7"

hands hard. ‘* You thumpin

guess weo're not going to lot

‘“ Who's for riding him on a rail out of
‘! Hear, hoar! Collar him!"

Frank Hlnhnrda clenched his

g, silly gnloots ! '’ roared Bob Lawless. ‘“Can’t
you listen to what a chap has to say first 7 "'

(See Chapler 4.)

L

“Try to remember, my lad!" said the

sr:r geant grumly.

“We—we rode up the creek!” multered the

unhappy Swiss,

“Up the creek?” =zaid the sergeant. “Back

“I—1 mean down the creek.”
“Oh, you rode down the creck? Towards

(‘..::Iar Camp?”

“Ye-e3."

“Did you reach the camp?”
“Nunno!”

“Youn must have ridden slowly, thien. It is

not na great distance to the camp, following

t!L creek.’
: “We—wa
his dry lips.

“You rmlL slowly down the creek, and
turned back before you reached the camp,

and then went home to Thompson?”

:' \:La. sir!"”
‘Very good!” sald the sergeant. “You will

wait here. You are quite sure, Keller, that
you and Gunten rode slowlyi"

“Quite sure!” muttered ‘hf-ller

“You did not gallop at all?” -

“No, Eir!”

The sergeant went to the door, and down

the passage.

He b:ckoned to Kern Gunten, who was
biting his lips in the porch.

“You are wanted, Gunten!”

The Swiss followed him back to~ Miss

Meadows' rcom.

“Keller, you will not speak to Gunten,”
said Sergeant Lasalle, “You are forbidden
to say a single word while I am questioning
Gunten. Do.you understand?”

“Yes, sir!". pgasped Keller.

“Gunten, I have a few que-:ﬂuns to put to
you, your schoolmistress having placed this
matter in my hands. You were Iate home on
the “evening " that Frank Richards took the
letter to Thompson.” :

Gunten hesitated a briel second.

could easily be proved, and he answered:

statements.

rode slowly,” said Keller, licking

DBut he
knew that Keller must have admitted what

Gunten desperately, hoping that it was the
same yarn that Keller had told.

“Very well,” said the sergeant, unmoved,

“You need nut fenr to speak the truth,
Guuaten,

a gallop with Keller?"”

I want to know why you went for

Miss Meadows started a little.

This was not in accordance with Keller's
But the sergeant knew what he
was doing.

It —it was fine weather, sir!™ muttered

Gunten. " We—we somelimes do, in fine
wenther._ 1 | RS : :
“Quite so; but did you have any special

motive for ;,mng on a gallop that eveningt”
“Oh, no, sir!'"

; ¥uu simply wanted to enjoy a gillop?”
‘Yes

“In what direction did vou pgof"

Guuten's tongue clove to his teeth. Ho
could not even sce Keller's fuce, with tho
hulky sergeant interposing.

“I—I forget!"™ he stammered at last,

“Gunten!” said hlm Mendows warningly.

“Your memory is 03 bad as Keller's,”
emiled the ser;.,mut “That is a very curious

coincldence, ~ You galloped along, hat you do

not remember in which direction?”
“No, I don't!" muttered Guuten.
“You were not going to any

destination, then?”
“No.™

“Then why did you gallop?™
“I—I enjoy a gallop!™ muttered Gunten.

“I'm a good rider, and I'm fond of a ‘good

gallop. No harm in that, I supposc?”
“Not at all.”

“1 don’t see what all this leads to,” said
Gunten sulkily. “I ecan go for a gallop

if I like, I suppose? It has uothing to Jo
with Mtss Meadows' letter.”

The sergeant nodded.
“ Your statements are quite clear,” lie gaid.
“You cannot remember where you went:

you can only remember that you and Keller
galloped in some dlrectmu les

special

“Yes, scrgeant!” “Yes. That's enough, I supposet*
“You went for a ride round with Keller? (Continued on page 23
“Yes, 1 went for a ride with Keller,” said Tre Porurar.—No. 179.
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By FRANEK RICEARDS

A Magnificent Long
Complete Story of
Harry Wharton &

Co., Greyfriars.

at

(Author of the Famous Greyfriars ‘Tales appearing in the ** Magnet *’ Library.,)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry—Swot!
H

A, ha, ha!”
A roar of laughier went up
from the crowd of juniors of

‘ the Remove Form at Grey-
fr.u‘ra They were standing by the
notice-board, upon which was pinned the
ames of the entrants for the Bishop's
Fl‘llﬂlﬂl’:lli]l. :

" Boh Cherry!”

“That boob!”

Skinner would not have called Bob
Cherry, the fighting man of the Remove,
“ “"hoob " 10 his face. But Bob Cherry
Was not present. And, for that matter,
Bob L'h('l'r}' had *ecut ™ cricket, that

“#fternoon, and the juniors had not seen
mach of him,
I'he Removites did not know why Bob

Cherry ‘had éut cricket, neither did they
Know why lie had entered his name for
the exam.
. Ouly Harry Wharton & Co. knew that
Major Cherry, Bob’s father, had lost a
‘ery large sumn of money owing to the
taults of an  unworthy nephew, A
moneylender was demanding his cash,
:.-_i.ul the major, having to pay out, was
ikely to find it impossible. to pay the
high fees prevailing at Greyfriars 1n
order to keep Dob there.
_Hence Bob’s desire to win the exam.
'o Bob it was scrious business. To the
Jutmors 1t was funny—distinetly funny.
For Bob had never exactly shone as a
student, whatever he could do on the
aving fields,

I“I suppose that’s why he’s stood ont of
thie ericket this afternoon!” chuckled
Ogilvy., ““He's Lieen swotting!”

“"Ia, ha, ha!”

The iltlr:n_n{ Bab Cherry swotling =ent
thE temovites into hysteries.

You'll have to }uak out for your

‘aurels now, Smithy!” chuckled Bolcover
Hnajor,

T'HE PorrLar,~No, 179,

NEXT
TUESDAY'
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The Bounder roared.

“Wharton was the only chap T was
nervous of,” he said. *‘Now he's ont
of it, and I could take it with my eyes

shut. Temple and Benson haven't an
earthly !
“Why, you cheeky fag—="" began

Temple of the Fourth wrathfully.

“You Dbhaven't!” said the Bounder
coolly. “That exam’s mine now—right
in my pocket. And I mean to get 1t—
more than ever now.”

The Bounder gritted his teeth as he
ﬁ]‘l?kﬂ. He had no need of the scholar-
ship himself; he had entered for it
simply to show that Lhe could do it if
he liked. But now that Bob Cherry had
?nturc-_d, the Bounder had an additional
mcentive for working hard at the exam
and. making sure of it. e had been
turned out of the team and ordered off
the field Dy Harry Wharton. He would
return that favour with interest by
making assurance doubly sure that Harry

'\;\'_hurton's chum did not win the seholar-
ship.
“But what on earth has Cherry

entered for?” said Russell, “It can’t
be a joke, He can’t put his name down
and withdraw 1t afterwards without
giving the Head a reason.”

The Bounder's lip curled.

‘““ITe wants the scholarship!” he said.

“But what does he want 1t for? He's
nolt  like Penfold and Linley, with
nothing else to live on,” said Bolsover
major,

“How do you know

“Why, wo all know his people are well
off,” said Bulstrode: *‘“‘His father’s a
retired major. They're not rich, but
they've got enough.”

‘“‘That’s where you're off the mark.
Retired majors gomelimes dabble in
business matters and get left,” said the
Bounder,

“Do you mean to say that you know

?”

| anything about it?”

“TO SAVE HIS EMEMY!"

L

“Perhaps 1 do.”?

“Have Cherry’s people had bad luck?™
asked Newland.

“Better ask him,” =aid the Bounder,
with a yawn. ‘I wondered what he
would do, but I never expected he'd havo
the cheek to enter for the Dishop’s.
That's too rich!” And the DBounder
roared again.

“Well, I'ma sorry if Cherry’s people
have come a cropper,” said Bulstrode,
“It’s rotlien for Bab, for he hasn’t an
carthly chance of getting the DBishop's.”

‘““Not a giddy earthly!”

“He must have been an ass to enter.”

“Where is he now?” asked the
Bounder. “Ilaven’t seen him all the
afternoon. Is he swotling—grmding up
giddy knowledge to astonish the
examiners? My hat, he’ll astonish all
Groyfriars if he gets within a mile of
passing the exam!”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's swotting!” grinned DBolsover
major. ““Bob Cherry swotting! Some-
thing like an elephant learning to dance!
Ha, ha, ha! Let’'s go and have a look
at him!"” _

"And the grinnipg juniors crowded
away to Bob Cherry’s study. The sight
of Bob swotting over hooks would be a
sicht waorth secing. Bolsover opened the
door of Study No. 13 in the Remove, and
the crowd of fellows laoked m, grinning,

Bob Cherry and his chum were at work
at the table. DBob had a wet handker-
chief tied round his head. There was an
expression of duu?_nml almost desperate
determination on his rugged face,

There.was no doubt about it,
swotting !

The two juniors looked up as the door
was flung open. Mark Linley gazed in
surprise at the grinning crowd. Bob
Cherry sighed wearily,

“What do you want?” asked Mark,

“We want to see the showl”

“Ha, ha, hal”
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“Joke of {he season,”
‘:ernun-Smith.
the Bishop's.”

':I%E. ha, ha!"”

““That's -right,”
“I've entered.”

I?m Juniors roared.

Is it a joke?” asked Bulstrode.
Enp snorted.
“hn. it 1sn’t a joke, fathead!"

You're really going into the
exam?" -

i .YFD.J. nfhg!“

1' “Oh crumbs! What are you deing it
or:” -

“To get the secholarship if I can,”
growled Bob,
There was a fresh yell at the idea of
Bob Cherry getting the scholarship.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“When you've finished you might clear
oftf,” sugpested Mark Linley politely.
*We're rather busy just now.,”

“Swotling?"” grinned the Dounder.

“Yes, swotting. Clear oft!"”

““Bob Cherry swptting! DBob Cherry
entering for scholarships! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Awfully funny, isn't it?” said Bob,
with miserable sarcasm. *“Grin as much
as you like. I'm going to do my best,
Only go and grin s=omewhere™ clze,
please!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Can’'t we watch you swolling?”
demanded Fisher T. Fich, the American
janior. ‘I puess it's a sight jor sore
eves—just a few!”

Job Cherry jumped up, and picked nup
a cricket-stump, He charged at the
grinning juniors in the doorway, and
they scattered. Bob Cherry slammed the
door. He gave his Lancazhire chum a
hopeless look. _

“You see what the fellows think of 1t,
Marky!" he groaned.

“They'll think differently after the
exam,” said Mark.

Bob Cherry settled down to work
again. Downstairs, in the Common-
room_ the Removites were very hilarious.
Job Cherry was the subject-of their
hilarity. There were very few fellows in
Bob's . Form. who. did not consider his
ontering for the Bishop's Scholarship as
the joke of the season. And poor Bob

was very much inclined to agree with
them.

said Bob grimly.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Seccrot Out!
7 SUPPOSE you fellows haven’t
I been talking?®”
Bob Cherry asked that question
as he came into the study the
next afternoon. There was a frown on
Bob's usually cheerful face. :

“Rather not!” said MHarry Wharton.
“Why?"

“ All the giddy Form seems to know
about it now,” said Bob lugubriously.
“ [t's—il’s not very nice, you know.”

“The knowfulness is terrific!”

“Well, I suppose it can’t be helped,”
said Bob, with a sigh. “1 did want to
keep it dark about my poor old
pater being in such a bad way. Ii a
ziddy miracle happened, and he pulled
through after all, nothing nmw‘l‘ham
been known at all. you see. But it's out
now, worse luck!”

The chums of the Remove looked
decidedly uncomfortable.

Bob Cherry had kept his miserable
secret to himself for several days, and
had surprised them with his grumpiness
and his fits of the “blues.” They had
almost forced him to tell them what was
tho matter, in the end, And now he

NEXT.
TUESDAY !

e _ explained
e We've just scen Bob
erry s name on the list entering for

had told them, it szeemed that all the
fellows Kknew, and the only assumption
possible was that one of Bob's friends
had been indis¢reet. And vet each of
the juniors was quile certain that he had
not been the one lo gossip.

I suppose Bunter's found out some-
thing somehow,” said Nugent, at last.
“You Kkvow what a nose he has for
rmriing things out! The fat bounder!”

l‘np! .
“Come in!” said Wharton irritably.
The‘ door opened, and Billy Bunter
came 1in. The Owl of the Remove blinkad
round the study through his: big spec-
lacles.. Ile was too short-sightod to sce
the grim expressions on the faces of the
[F'amous Five. ‘

“I say, you fellows, is Cherry here?”

“I'm here!” growled Bob.

Billy Buntor blinked at him. There
was a smirking grin on the fat junior's
face. It was tea-time, and tea was on
the table, but for once the Falstaff of the
Remove had not come in search of a feed.

““I say, Cherry, 13 it true?" *
“Is what true?” growled Bob savagely.
“ About your pater.” : |
““What have you heard about my
pater?”

Bunter sniggered.

““About his  borrowing money from
monevianders, and being sold up,” sanl
the fat junior. *‘I say, is it true? Is
that why vou've entered for. the Bishop's,
beconse your pater can't ‘alford to keep

vou at Greyiriars any longer?”

Bob Cherry crossed to the door and
clozed 1t. DBunter caught the expression
on his face at last and edged towards the
door. But Bob was in the way now,

‘““Not going. Dunter, are you?" said
Bob, with grim pleasantry.

“I—I say, I'm in rather a hurry v

“Sorry, for you can't go! You've got
to answer some questiona first. “Did you
find out about my pater by listening ut
a Iit‘f}‘hﬂli}:’"

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Did you?" roared Bob.

“Then 1t's true?”’ asked Bunter.

*Never mind whether 1it's true or not.
How did you know anything about it?”

“Skinner told me. I came to ask you
whether it was true,” said Bunter. " OI
course, I'm sorry if it's true. I don't
se¢ what you want to drop on me for
because I came to offer you my sym-
pathy, Bob Cherry.”

“Hang yvour sympathy !” growled Bob.
“1 don't want your sympathy, or any-

body else’s. I want to know who slarted

ihat yarn about my pater and a money-
lender.”

“Well, I had it from Skinner. T sup-
pose Skinner had it from somebody who
knew. Didn't you tell anybody your-
self 7" asked DBunter.

Bob Cherry did not reply to that
question,

“Sorry, you chaps, I can't stop to tea,”
he said. “I'm going to sce Skinner.”

And Bob left the study. Billy Bunter
blinked at the chums of the Remove in
surprise. ‘

“\WWhat's Cherry cutting up so rusaty
about?’ he asked. *“I'm sure I didn’t
start the yarn about hig father. Isn’t il
true?”

“Mind your own business!” growled
Johnny Bull. ‘ :

“Then I suppose it's true. Te's told
vou chaps, and you've let it out,” aaid
Bunter. ‘I must say I'm surprised at
you. Kellows should always keep 2 secret
if it’s told them in”::cmﬁ(lﬂnco. I'm sur-

ised at you—ow !
prﬁ jnm-tirt. hurled by Nugent, caught

Bunter on the mouth and stopped his |

atterance. As he spluttered, a hot mulfiin

caught him on the ear, and the Owl of

the Remove rolled out of the study unde
a shower of missiles. Ile looked \:t'll‘.!

ticky and jammy when he escaped 1nic
{Im passage and fled.

- —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder Explains.

KINNER was in the Common-rooth,
S chatting with Snoop and Stolt.

~ The three juniors were grinning, .

as though they found somethiuy

humorous in the topic they were clis-
cussing.  Bob Cherry caught has own
name as he came in. He strode straight
up to the trio.

They became suddenly silent. s

“I want to speak to you, Skinnet,
satd Bob, in his direct way.

“Go nhuml," hﬂill Skillllt‘l‘. a
uneasily,

“You've told BDunter a yarn about my
pater.”

“Ahem! I happened to mantion what
all the fellows are saying, if thal’s what
you mean,” said Skinner. **No haru
intended. If it’s not true, I shall be glarl
of it. I asked you whether it was, SO 'I!Hlt-
I could deny it next titne 1 heard 1t. Y o
didn’t answer me."” - :

“I don't inlend to answer queslions
about my privale affairs,” said Dob.
“What I want is to find out who started
this yarn. I want”to know what chap
it was who's taken so great an interest
in my parsonal affairs as (o play the sp¥
and find out things. If you are the sp¥,
Skinner, you'd better own up.”

Skinner turned red.

“TI don't care twopence [for your
affairs,” he said tartly. *“Go and cal
coke ! : .

“Whom did you get the yarn from:

“T heard Bolsover major telling
Russell about it."

“Where's Bolsover major?” :

“He was in the gym a few minutes
ago,” said Skinner.

Bob turned away without another word
and made his way to the gym.

His brow was clouded, and his eyes
gleamed. Unless one of his chums had
betraved his confidence, someone else had
plaved the spv, and Bob meant to know
for cortnin. The thought that his family
misfortune should become the talk n[ri;ho
Remove was bitter as gall to him. The
derision of gome, and the pity of othervs.
would be equally bitter to his proud
nature. The fact itself was miserable
enough, without its being made tho
common gossip of the school. :

Bolsover major was in the gym with
his minor. He was putting DBolsover
minor through some exercises_on the
parallel bars, Bob Cherry tapped him
on the shoulder, and Bolsover major
looked round in surprise at DBob's
clouded face.

“Hallo!” he said. “What's the
trouble? TFound that it's no good swot-
ting for the Bishop's?” And the surly
Removite chuckled.

“You told Skinner some yarn abount
my pater, so Skinner says. Did you?" 2
““Oh, about that moneylender yarn!
said Bolsover major. _
“Then vou started it?"” said Bob, bhis

eyes glinting.

Bolsover major shook his head.

“T didn’t exactly tell anybody,” he
said. “I spoke of it. Fellows do speak
of things, vou know. T didn’t know you
were keeping it ‘a secret. If.you were,
| vou should have been a bit more careful
abont it, T should sas.”

“You mean you heard it from some-
body elze?” |

‘ “0Of course I did! T don’t !:-‘lllDDﬂﬂ? AL

little

think it was revealed to me In a vision,
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do you?"” Bolsover major asked sarcasti-

cally,
“Who told you?”
“Vernon-Smith.”

Baob Cherry started at the DBounder's

name,

He realised that he had been blind.

Of course, he ought to have thought of
A blow of this

kind was likely to come only from that
Quarter. And yet how had the Bounder

the Bounder at first!

known anything?
“ Vernon-Smith!” he repeated.

Bolsover major nodded.

“Did Smithy tell you how he knew?”
“Did he hear it

from anybody else, as you all seem to

asked Bob quietly.

have done?”

“I suppose he did,” said DBolsover,
**He couldn't have dreamed 1it.

He didn't tell me, that I remember, but
I fancy he heard it from somebody you

puzzled.

told. I gathered as much, anyway.

dnn_'t know for certain.
Smithy; he'll tell you.”

“From somebody I told!” repeated

Beiter ask

Bob.
S0 L
Smithy.”
“I'm going to.”

understood,

"I say, Cherry,” said Bolsover major,
as Bob turned away, “I'm awfully sorry
if it's true, and I hope you'll get the

Bishop's.”

“Thanks for your g

You can keep them!". growled Bob.

And he strode awnay.

He looked for Vernon-Smith in his
Study, and found_the Bounder there.
Vernon-Smith was smoking a cigarette
when Bob Cherry came in. He did not
remove 1t from his lips, but Jooked at
the angry face of the junior through

a cloud of blue smoke.

“There's a yarn abont a monevlender
and my pater being sold up,” said Bob,

coming straight to the point.

i y L] - -
"That isn’t a varn,” said Vernon-

Smith—*that's true.”

'I}nb clenched his hands hard.
True or not, it seems to have been

You who first said anything on the
subject,” he replied. “I want to know
how you knew anything about it,”

Vernon-Smith laughed,
Well, as T’'m not a fortune-teller or a

magician, I should think you could guess
how I knew,” he replied. *I was told,
of course.” - -

" Who told you?”
That’s asking too much. I want to

knlpw why you want to know first.”

I want to know,” said Bob, in a Jow,
gavage voice, “because I'm going to find
out who meddled and spied in my afTairs,
and give him the hiding of his Jife.
J']Lnt’ﬂ why I want to know.”

= Supposo it was a friend of yours?”

' It wasn't,” ‘

" But suppose it was,” persisled the
Bounder. ““\What then?"”

Poh Cherry drew a deep breath.

If a friend of mine gave away what 1
told him in confidence, he wouldn’t be a
{‘rmml of mine any longer,” he said.

But you are lyving, as usnal; you want
me to beheve that it was one of my
chums, and I don't believe you—not a
word of jt.”

}'mznun-Smith shrugged his shoulders.
i “’}mt'.-; the good of asking me, then,
I* Youre not going to believe what I iell
you? he inquired.,

Do you mean to say that it was a
Iriend of mino who told you—somebody
| E:ﬂ{] told?”" demanded Bob.

I don’t. mean to tell you anything. I
was told, that’s all; and if yon're going
1o hammer the chap who told me, and
make a fuss, it's not right for me to tell

T'nE PoPuLar.—No. 179.
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But you ask

ood wishes, but

booted off,” =aid the Bounder.
are aware of that.

Bounder had _ _
not have overheard that converzat on in

Study No. 13. And indeéd; the Bounder,

- "T0 SAVE HIS ENERMY!"
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you who it was. I'm not going (o give
you the chap’s name if you're going for

him. You can’t expect it.”

and started the yarn.”
“And what then?”

“Then, before I leave this study, I
shall hammer you till your own father
wouldn’t know you if he saw you,” said

Bob grimly.

“Well, I suppose I shonld have some-

thing to say about that,” remarked the
“I'm not exactly a kid,

But

ive you the chap’s name; it

Bounder coolly.
to be handled about as vou choose.

I can't g !
wouldn’t be the decent thing to do.”

“This is the first time you’ve troubled

about doing the decent thing, isn't it 7"
The Bounder grinned.

said.
you wouldn't believe me.

me--vyou could guess for yourself.”

“How could 1?”
tain pereons.

tell.

by somebody who didn’t know.

that clear?” ;
Boly was s=ilent.

clear enough.

“Taink over all thefellows you've {old,
and decide for yourself which one of

them gave you away,” &aid the Bounder.

“That's all I can suggest.”
““None of them gave me away!”

anything about 1t?’

“T suppose vou listened at a keyhole

when I was telling them.”

“Thank you! !
time you told them, and I'll see 1f 1 can

prove an alibi,” said the Bounder lazily.

Bob Cherry reflected.
the

“I was speaking to them about
malter just after the cricket match on

Wedneeday afternoon,” he said, *‘in my

study.”’ K
n that malch, and was

“You

As I wasn’t wanted

in the match, I went out—with Snoop

and Stott. and Trevor.

“I played 1

I went out with

them before the innings finished, and I
didn't come in till after dark, when I *smi*

your name in the list on the board
was with three chaps all the time, and

they will tell yon so.”
“T wouldn’t believe Snoop or Stott

"

n"h.-_

“You.can depend on Trevor?” .
“Well, yes.” -
“ Ack him.” said the Bounder.

If the

Bob Cherry stood silent.
ﬁenn out of doors he could

bad as he was, was not given to the

sneaking ways of Billy Bunter; he was
not exactly the kind of fellow to listen at
A gleam of malicious triumph.

doors. ) | _
came into the Bounder’s eyes. He saw

that Bob Cherry was nonplussed.
If the Bounder had not overheard Bob
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“If you don’t give me the chap’s name,
I shall conclude that you did the spying,

“We all have our fancies at times,” he

“Buat even if I told you the name
But if- you

weren't the biggest idiot gommpg-—excuse

“Well, you confided the matter to cer-
You know what fellows

you told, and what fellows you didn’t
If the story’s got out, it must have

been told by somebody who kncw.l not
sn't

It certainly seemed

“Then how do you suppose I heard

("all to mind the exact
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speaking to his chums on the subl_:imect,
there was only one way he could have
learned anything of the matter; he had
been told by someone who knew. And
who knew? Harry Wharton, Nugent,
Linley, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, Nobody else!

“Well,” said the Bounder lazily, “are
you satisfied 7"

“No,” said Bob. .

“Go and ask Trevar questions, then.
If vou're not satished with him, go
down to the bunshop in Friardale, and
ask them what time we left, That will

satisfy you.”
“I suppose you must have been told,”

saad Bob reluctantly.

The Bounder nodded.

““As a reassnable chap, yon must cee
that,” he agreed. *DBut don’t ask me
the name of the chap who told me. I
can’t tell you—and vou can guess for
yourself if you think i1t out long enough.
You wouldn't believe me if 1 told you.
[ might say it was Wharton, Nugent,
Linley, Bull, or Inky, and in each case
you'd call me a har.”

“T would!” said Bob.
“Then what am I to do? It's no good

saying anything.”

“1I wouldn’t listen to you, if you told
me 1t was one of my chums,” said Bob.
“I'd soon stop wyour mouth if you
started."”

“Then what's the good of asking me?”

That was a poser. Bob Cherry felt
that he was beaten all along the line;
vet he felt that tha Bounder could have
enlightened him further if he had
chosen.

“1 didn’t know vou were trying to
keep it dark,” added the Bounder, with
an air of great sincerity. “I wasn’t re-
peating it as anything against you; I

simply remarked to Bolsover that it was _

bad news for you, and hard lines on you.
[ said T was corry.- That's all. I'm
sorry for any chap who's down on his
luck. It isn’t my fault the story’s got
out. The fellow who told me may have
told others; he's not a chum of mine,

certainly.”
“That means that it was one of my

friends?”’
“Whom else could it have been?”

demanded the Bounder. ,

Bob did not answer. With a heart full
of bitterness and misery he turned away.
He could have hammered the Bounder
—that would have done no [}rund.
Vernon-Smith had mado his defence
good enough; he had simply repeated
carclessly what he had heard—if he was
to bo believed. And if he was not to
bo believed, how was his knowledge of
the matter to be accounted for at all?
Bob Cherry quitted the study with a
downcast face, and a heart as heavy as

lead.
The Bounder chuckled softly as the

door. closed. |
“I fancy I've put a spoke in their
wheel this time,” he murmured. *“I
really think Wharton will be sorry that
he ordered me off the cricket-field!"”
And the Bounder Jighted another

cigaretto with great satisfaction..

— — E—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Losos His Tempeor!

T HE Remove fellows had seen Bob

Cherri*'s new departure with con-
siderable amusement, That the
“swoltting " would continue verv
few of them believed. But the doubting
Thomases had to be convinced at last.
Day after day Bob was missing from
his usual haunts,
Ho did not play in the matches, he
did not join in the excursions up the
river, ho was seldom seen in the
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“¢“ Waiting for the two-pound-two."
roared Stoll, .
“ You rotters!"” said Bob Cherry. ]
The Bounder looked round with an ar
of surprise.
“Hallo! Is that vou. Cherry?"
“You knew I was here,” eaid Bob.
“Come in, old fellow, and have tea:

sard the Bounder.

"Go and eat coke!” _ y
“Thanks! I've got something nicer to

eat,” said Vernon-Smith imperturbably.
“"Come m, and’ be sueiuhlv! We're
having a little sing-song, you know, and
we've got a really ripping selection of

keep his secrel. Someone had let it out.
W hp. had done it?

~ With that miserable doubt in his mind,
it was natural that a rift should show
itself between Bob and his old chums.

Ho might have forgotten the indis-
cretion, whoever had committed it, but
for the fact that its results were always
with him. Hardly an hour passed
without some allusion being made to his
altered ecircumstances.

And Bob could not help feeling bitter
about it. The least he could have ex-
pected of his chums was that they would

w=hop or lounging about the Close with

the fellows.
Indeed, he would have given up all

exercise altogether, if Mark Linley had
not fairly forced him out sometimes.

All his attention was given to his task
of preparing for the scholarship ex-
amination. He had writtea to his father
that he had entered for the Bi:thoﬁl:a
Scholarship, and that he meant to do his
best to get 1t.

And he was doing his best,

Tho grit and ecnergy he had been

accustomed to putting into cricket and
i - - { g - ’ - -
rowing he now put into swotting = over| o careful not to allow his wretched : .
books and exam papers. : affairs to become the gossip of the Form, [ songs.  “The Brokers are Hanging on
hl.‘u]{—hﬂrl]l‘r {o Bﬂ ) i‘l.ﬂ[l thv:;* had (‘\'idﬂ”tl\' not b'f'[‘ll L~“rl\ful thl.\ l;ﬂfk\'ﬂrll “ ﬂll g 1S Ole, ]IU“ {h]
¢ : | you like that for a eong?"
And Vernon-Smith's choice company

It was a hard
Cherry than it would have been to

nlmost any other fellow in the Form.
But he stuck fo it manfully., The
danger was that he was inclined to over-
do 1t. Mark Linley had to usze force
sometimes to get him out of the study
and down to cricket practice, or for a
walk along the river. If he had swotted
as hard as he wanted to, his health would

cerlainly have sulfered.
Bob Cherry had a clouded brow in
theso days. His old joyousnes3 seemed

to have departed from him,
It was not only the unaccustomed

work and confinement to the house that
weighed upon him, however. His home
mistfortunes had become the talk of the
Form, and of the school. All Greyfriars
know that Major Cherry was in the
power of a moneylender, who was going
to sell him up, and that Bob had to
lcave the school at the end of the ferm
unless he could win the scholarship.

Most of the fellows were sympathetic.
Some were quite careless, and some
derisive, Bob, kind and good-natured
fellow as he was, had his enemies, and
they did not lose the opportunity of
making him “squirm,” as Snoop ele-

gantly expressed it.
It was gall and wormwood to the

proud-spirited lad - to’ know that his
father’s ruin, and his own dreary
prospects, were the talk of the sehool
Pity was more bitter to him than the
derision of the Bounder and his set. To
be nn object of compassion was worse

than anvthing else.
So it came about that well-meaning

sympathisers recetved very gruff repliea
from Bob Cherry when they attempied
to. sympathise, and a great deal of
.« sympathy was Killed by thal process.

How™ had the matter become public
property? ‘Tho continual: humniliations
that made Bob Cheérry wince every hour
of the day wero duo to somo careless
tonguo that had let out the secret. For
days he had told his chums nothing, in
tha fear that they might allow a careless
word to escape them. He had been
almost forced to confide in them; and|. :
now the secret was out. The malice of | BESS
the Bounder had spread it, undoubledly ;
but it could not be the Bounder who was
to blame 1 the first place, as far as Bob
Cherry could see. The Bounder could
have known nothing unless he had been

told: Who had told him?
‘Bob was sure that it was not Mark.
The Lancashire lad was naturally
reserved and quief, and he. never had
anything to say to the Bounder. Between
the millionaire’s son and the lad who
had worked in a factory there was little
in  commorn. They very seldom ex-
changed' any remarks at all, and cer-
tainly they were never likely to have
had a conversation in which Bob's aflairs
= =S50 1. rolloed over on the carpet.
,lﬂ[l Elﬂ‘l}p!‘d up. It: was not Mul !\. Iiut and tilted it up. The Bdllﬂdﬂl‘l with a how! of rage, lﬂﬂpﬂd up, juﬁt TR
to catch a cascade of toa-things on his chest. (See Chapter 3.)
| _THE PoPUuLaR.—No. 172,

who was 1t7 Bob turned that question
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—one of them at least.

As Bob Cherry went up to his study
for his wusnal work, after lessons one
afternoon, he heard voices raised in a
chorus in the Bounder’'s study., Vernon-
Smith had some friends in to tea, and
they burst into song 26 Bob's heavy foot-
steps were heard in the passage. It was
an old music-hall song they were singing,
and the burden of it was that “ The
Brokers are Hanging on the Bickyard

Wall.”

grinned. : ;

“Then there's * Stony Broke—it ain't a
Joke!" " said Vernon-Smith cheerlully.
“That's a ripping song, you know. And
‘The Cash was Lent ancn per Cent." 1
dare say you know that song."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do come in!" vrged the Bounder.
“There's a pathelic song in this lot, too:
‘ When They Sold My IFather's Shirl at

There was. of course, no allusion to | Auction.”” :
And the choice company yelled:

Bob in the words of the eong, but he

kfww very well that it was intended for % ”Q come in, Chi‘fl’}'—'"

his ears, and in allusion to his father's “Join 1n the chorus, old man ™
“Yes; I'll comé in!" said Bob.

And he came in!

ruin.
The Bounder's door was wide open,
He came in with a rush, and pushed
were

and Bob pauszed and glanced in. Vernon- _
Smith and Sncop and Stott and Billy | over the chairs Bunter and Snoop
Bunter were there, all grinning. They sitting on, and those two youths rolled
affected not to see the dark, clouded face [ on the carpet. .

| Then he took a grip on the edge of the

at the doorwavy.
“‘ The brokers are hanging on the [ {ca-table and tilted it up.
The Bounder, with a howl of rage,

backyard wall,” " trilled Billy Bunter.

AT e
™~

?l

‘‘‘‘‘

BOB CHERRY RUNS WILD !--Bob Cherry rushed into the study and
pushod over the chairs Bunter and Snoop woro sitting on, and those youths
Thon ho took a grip on the edge of the tea-table

over in his mind. He had told his chums
i conlidence, and it was up (o them to
By FRANIK RICHARDS. &
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leaped up, just in time to calch a caseade

of tea-things and eatables on his chest,

Ho staggered back and sat on the floor,
with plates and cups and s=aucers and
Jam and cake and buiter swarming over
allin. .

“ You rotter!” shricked the Bounder.
“You—you——-7" .

Words failed him.

Bob Cherry etrode out of the sludy
without a word, and slammed tho door
behind him.

Vernon-Smith & Co. sat up among the
rums of the feed and blinked at one
another. Billy Bunter extricated himself

rom the jam-dish he was sitting on, and
put his spectacles straight upon his fat |

N"ose,

Vernon-Smith mopped butter and jam

from his clothes. But he did not follow

Bol: Cherry. Bob was‘not in a mood to

be lightly tackled just then.
. Bob Cherry had gone into No. 13,

where Mark was waiting for him. The

Lancashire lad had the books all ready to
begin the customary “swot.”

But Bob flung himself into the arm-
chair, breathing hard. He was not in a
humour for work just then. Mark looked
at him in surprise,

“Wlmt_’s the matter, Bob?"” he asked.

Pnb gritted his teeth.

Only - some more of it,” he said
savagely. *Getting at me over my people
being done in—the Bounder and his lot,
you know.”

::lhe cads!” said Mark,

I shouldn't have to stand this if
somebody hadn’t jawed,” said Bob.
. One of the chaps I told must have lot
it out.”

"I can’t think that, Bob.”

“Then" how did the fellow
oS d the fellows got to
But

1 don’t know. -

Somebody has jawed, and I think it’s
rotten!” said Bob passionately. *‘I wish
I knew who it was. I'd never speak to
him again, anyway !”

Mark flushed a little.

I don’t think you ought io look at it
like that, Bob. I was one of the fellows
you told, and I'm just as likely to have
repeated it as anybody else.”

:: Y:nu didn’t I” said Bob.

No, I didn’t; I shouldn’t be likely to
chatter with Vernon-Smith on that sub.
Ject or any other. Bnt I don't believo
the other fellows did, either.”

“IUs no good thinking about it, Bob,”
he said at last. ““Tt’s rotten, but it can't
be helped. Let's get to work.”

Bob Cherry drew his chair up to the
table.  He was in hopes that the Bounder
would follow him to his study for ven-
geance; he was just in the humour to
deal with the Bounder at that moment.
But Vernon-Smith did not come, and
Bob settled down to work. But in-the
troubled and disturbed state of his mind
Il was not easy to work, and it was long

ere he could force his thoughts inlo the
task before him,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Rift in the Lute!
“H

OW are you getting on, Bobh?"
frone  out

Harry Wharton asked the
question as he met Bob in the
=\ nlling,
* All nght ! said Bob shortly.

Closa, where the junior had
“Work going all right?”

for a breather after his
S X
“Feeling seedy

i ND.”
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“I suppose it's lelling on you a bit,
old chap?”

“T'm all right !’

Wharton looked sharply at his chum.

The extreme curtness of Bob Cherry’s
replies could not be wholly accounted for
by the fact that he was tired and out
ol sorts. There was something more in
it than that. Harry slipped his arm
through his chum’s. |

“What's the maiter, Bob?" he said
seriously. "“You're not ratty with me
about anything, are you? I'd be sorry
to give you any trouble of any kind at a
time like this. If I’ve done anything, tell
me what it 1s and I'll set it right.”

“I'm being ragged to death over my |
father’s aftfairs,”” blurted out Bob, jerking
his arm away. “They're giving me no
rest. The Bounder won’t let the. subject
drop. He keeps 1t in fellows’ minds, and
a lot of the others are too fondof it to
let it die, too.” ' ‘

Wharton’s face clouded.

“It's rotten, Bob.! But that’s no
reason for you to cut up rusty with your
own pals that I can see.” '

“Not if they acted like pals,” said Bob
bitterly.

“Do yon mean that we haven't acted
like pals, Bob?"” asked Harry quietly.

“Yes, I do—some of you.”

“Myself, or tho others?” asked IHarry.

“1 don't know—but some of -you. 1
told you ahbout my father’s aflairs in
confidence. I didn’t want to tell you;
you simply made me. I had kept it to
myself for some time, though goodness
knows I wanted some chap to speak to
Well, I told you, and the
next day it was all over the school. You
can’t expect mo to be pleased about i,

I suppose.” :
“You think T broke my word, then?” I

asked Wharton coldly. I
Rob stirred restlessly.

“T don’t say that! But some of vou
must have iawed, or the thing couldn’t
have got out. I suppose you don’t deny
that 7" I

“Vee, T do. How it got out I don’t
know. unless the Bounder——-"

““The Bounder's proved to me that he
was out of doors when I told you about
it'!r : :

“You take his word against our
“He's proved it, I tell you. I made
sure. Trevor was with him, as well_ :13‘
Stott and Snoop. And I asked questions
al. the place where he'd been, and they
confirmed it. I wasn’t willing o believe

that—that-—" %

“That we had given you away”?

“Well, yes.”

“ And you believe it now ?”

“Do vou want me to believe that
Vernon-Smith dreamed it, or that an
angel revealed it to him?”’ demanded
Boh angrily.

“T want you to believe that your own
pals didn't talk about you and break their
premise {o you."” said Wharlon, with
equal anger. “I don’t know how it got
out. I know I haven't said a word, and
I'm sure Nugent hasn’t, or Johnny Bull
or Inky or Linley.”

“1 know Linley hasn’t.”

“Then you put it down to one of us?”

“Yeos, 1 do. I don’t think you told,
but I know vou must have talked about
it somewhere where the Bounder could
hear vou e

“That's not true. We haven’t talked
about it, unless a word or two that no-
body could have made anything of if
he'd heard it. Do you thivk Nugent and
I went about saying o one another
‘Bob's father’s gong to be sold up?" "
demanded Ilarry.

5 ?i"l'
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“T shouldn’t be worried as T am if I
hadn’l confided my business to fellows 1
thought I could trust!' s=napped DBob.
“I shall know belter another time.”

And he tramped away.

Harry Wharton remained where he
was, with knitted brows. If anybody but -
a chum—and a chum in trouble—had
spoken to him like that, there would have
been a quarrel on the spot. Wharton
thrust his hands deep into his pockets and
reflected. How had the secret got out?
A slap on the houlder hruuqht. him out
of his glum reverie, as Nugent and
Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh joined him.

““Wherefore that
asked Nugent cheerfully.
a stroll along the cliffs¥”

“It's Bob!" said Harry c<hortly.

“What’s the matter with Bob ?"”

“ITe’s being ragged by the chaps about
his trouble at home. And he thinks that
one of us has let out the secret,”

Frank Nugent frowned,

“Well, that’s a nice thing to ihink
about us, I must say!” he exclaimed.
“We promised him to keep it dark.”

““And we've kept our word,” growled
Johnny Bull. “I know I have.”

“The knowfulness of my esteemed self
is also terrific,” murmured the nabob.

“But how did it get out?" said Harry.

“Give it up!”

“Bob’s got his back up about it,” said
Wharton uncomfortably. '

“Well, he ovght to know that we
wouldn't break our words,” said Nugent
tartly. “I can understand that he’s feel-
ing rotten, but he’s no right to turn on
his own pals. And I don’t want to have
anything to say to a2 chap who suspects
Hm of breaking a promise, and that's

ﬂt,,,

“Doesn’t he suspect Linley as well 2V
demanded Johnny Bull.

““*No; he scems satisfied that it wasn't
Linley.”

“If Bob’s got his back up he can keep
it up so far as I'm concerned. I'm not
gomng to argue with him about whether
I broke my word or not,” said Bull.
“Let's get out. We're going to the
cliffs.”

The chums of the Remove wenl out;
but they did not enjoy that stroll along
the cliffs in the bright sunshine and with
the sea glittering at their feet,

They could not help thinking of Bob
and his worries and his unjust suspicions.

When they came in Bob was in the
Common-room with Mark Linley, but he
did not speak to them.

Neither did he speak when the Remove
went up to the dormitory at bed-time.

There was a rift in the lute with a ven-
geance now, _
The DBounder observed it, and he

gmiled. Ile felt that he was repaying
the incident on the cricket-field wilh

interest now—as, indeed, he was.

And once a breach between the chums
had started it was not easy for it to be
closed up again.

For the cause of offence still remained.
The secret was out, and Bob Cherry's
suspicions, groundless or not, conlinued,
And his chums were hurt and offended
by his want of faith in them.

The next morning it was plain to all
the Remove that Bob Cherry was not on
speaking terms with his'old friends,

worried brow "
“Coming for

TIIE END,

(There will be another long complete

tale of Harry Wharton & Co,, cntitlcd

“1o Save His Enemyl” by Franlk
Richards, in next week’s issue.)

A CRAND TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF CREYFRIARNS.

By FRANK RICHARDS, it
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NMANNERS ENLISTS THE AID OF THE SCHOOLBOY INVENTOR TO GET EVEN WITH ENO- il
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| |HARRY MANNERS
(| BRAIN-WAVE!

SICIITI

A Splendid Long Complete Story,
dealing with the adventures of Tom

Merry & Co., the Chums of St. Jim’s
SICINICIY

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Author of the Famous Tales of St Jim’s
now appearing in The ‘' Gem” Library.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Knox's Qontle Way.

é AG!I" ‘ |
F Gerald Knox'a raucous { kid was almost blubbing with pain.”
voice resounded down

tho
Shell corridor at St. Jim's.
Rag s
Monty Lowther of the Shell
looked up from his tea with a grin.
“Knox is in form,” he remarked.

“Qaunds like a coal-heaver,”” said

Manners. !
“Ta-a-a-ag!”
“PDear. dear! He secems excited

about something,” said Tom Merry, the
captain of the Lower School, laughing.
“What Knox wants,” remarked
- Monty Lowther solemnly, *‘is to try the
Couo method. You know the thing.
I get gentler and gentler every day.”
The chums of Study No. 10 listened
for a few moments, and then settled
down again to their tea. It was quite
a festive occasion for the ond study.
Lowther's uncle had just sent his hope-
ful necphew a fat remittance, "a goodly
part of which had been expended on
what Monty called a “slap-up feed.”
. Bread and real butter was there 1n
. plenty, of course, and shrimp-paste and
two kinds of jam. Cake and jam-tarts
in galore also graced the festive board.
As Manners remarked, “The land was
flowing with milk-and-honey.”

{t was a happy contrast, for the end

study had just passed through some very
lean times,
in

“Iag!

- “There he goes again!” grinned

Monty. “IIe ought to be more careful.
All our crockery jumped that time.”

“Funny he can’t get a fag,” mused

Tom Moerry. “There must be a few

'knnE!»_cing about somewhere.”
_ “All hiding, T expect,” said Lowther.
1 “ And I can't blame them.”

“Young Reggic was saving this morn-

;EllllI|lllilIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIlI]IlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII|IIIIIIIIIIIII!II!IIIII!UIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHIII

“ Knox shouldn’t be such a rotten Lully.
I caught him twisting the arm of young
Joo Frayne a few days ago. The poor

“Knox is a rotten cad!" growled

_| Mauners.

“What did you say, Manners?”

Form | queried a well-known voice.

Manners turned with a start, lo scc
the unpleasant visage of Gerald Knox
in the open doorway.

“Oh, I—ahem!"

“Did vou, really?” said IKnox, with
a sneer. * Haven't you heard me call-
ing for a fag for the past ten minutes?”

“1 certainly heard you yelling some-
thing,” said Manners cautiously.

“Why didn’t you answer, then?”

“You know very well, Knox, the
Shell doesn't fag,” interposed Tom
Merry coolly.

“Oh, doesn't it?” said Knox, scowl-
ing. “Then it's quite time they
started. Go down to the changing-
room and bring up my cricket-boots,
Manners.” |

Manners did not make a movement.

“Did you hear what I said?” de-
manded the prefect. /

“T'm not deaf!” returned
defiantly.

“Well, hurty up, and do as you're
told. then!” cried Knox.

Manners, however, did not move a
| muscle. Knox, breathing hard, made a
threatening  movement towards the
junior, his ashplant, which always
accompanied him, raised.

The Terrible Three jumped up to-
gother, and Knox paused.

“So you refuse to obey a prefect's
order 2" he roared, glaring at the three
juniors.

“Ves, if it's unjust!” said Manners
stoutly.

“Hear, hear!” eried Tom Merry.

“Good old Manners!"” said® Monly
Lowther joyfully.

AManners

IIIIIHIIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIliIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHIHIIIn-
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welcome visitor. “Trying to fag the
Shell " 2

“But it didn't come off!” added
Monty Lowther warmly. v

“0Oh, den't worry about that cad!
growled Manners. *‘Let's get on tt;!ll‘l
the spread. Pass the paste, lommy,

Litlo incidents like that did notl
bothier the Terrible Three for long, and
soon the feed was once more [u‘ﬂucctl-
ing merrily on its way,

Ten was about half-way through
when a head peered round the door of
the study,

*““Hallo,
Merry, looking up.
want now " o

Wally D'Arcy, of the Third Form, for
it was he, grinned as he opened the
door a little wider, *

“\What-ho!” he remarked, catching
sight of the good things laid upon the
table. *“Doing. your little selves weli,
ch?” -

“ You've not come lo pass remarks
about our feed, I hope,” said Tom
Merry laughingly. IE

“Quite right, my son, I havent.
came the cheeky reply. “ You little
lads have got to go along and see Rail-
ton instanter.”

coung Wally ! said Tom
“What do you

“What! All of us?" asked Manners
in dismay.

“Yes, rather!” chuckled  Wally.
“Want to borrow some impot papers
Judging from Knox's face when he

went in to sce Railton, you're going fo
catch it where the giddy chicken got the
chopper—in the neck "

Tom Merry looked serious as he got
slowly to his fect.

“ Better get it over!”
“(Come along, my sons!”

It was a somowhat dismal procession |
that filed out of the end study and matde
its way to Mr. Railton’s study.

Tap!

he sighed.

ing that they passed a resolution in the “Very well, then!” encered Knox| Tom Merry knocked gently upon the
Third Form dorm not to fag for Knox. | ominously.  “I'll report you to the dﬂﬁl‘-_ SaNee : *
T oxpect this is the result,” said Housemaster. . It's not the first' time Come In!"” called the voice of Lhe
Manners. I've had trouble 'with this study.” Housemaster.
Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders, I “The fearful bully!” gasped Tom Tom Merry entered the _{Yregdm'!
“Not our bizney,” he remarked.!Mecrry, as the door closed on their un- Tue Porrran.—No. 170,
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sanctum closely ~followed by his  two

Chhuams,

“Ahem! Did vou send for us, sir?"
asked the captein of the Shell.

“Yes, Merry, I did send for you, and

Manners. and
Railton,

Plaint from Knox.”
1 "
Tom Merry was silent.

J.owther,” replied Mr.

“Knox informs me,” went on the
‘““‘that he asked one of
You to do him a favour, and it was re-
used. In fact, you were all very m-

HﬂUEEI]]ﬂﬁtET,

Pertinent.”

:011, siv ! murmured .Tom Merry.
I told him I should bhardly

Pertinence,” continued Mr. Railton;

£0

Tom Merry's eyes blazed. Tt had not
[n*cf;}{:t _wt}tlld
lave presented such a distorted view of

occurred to him that the

the affair to the Housemaster.

“Knox instructed one of us to fetch his
cricket-boots for him in a most unplea-

sant manner,” said Tom Merry indig-
Rantly,

::Jml you refused ?”. ¥

" Yes sir! The Shell does not_fag.

"Hear, hear!” murmured Manners
and Lowther, under their breath. :

_“Really, Merry; that was the posi-
tion, was it? I should hardly bhave
thought it of you, Whether the Shell
Is accustomed to fag or not, it 13 your
duty to carry out an ‘order given you
by a prefect.”

* But, sir "

“In the circumstances I cannot accept
an excuse !” said Mr. Railton sternly.
. Tom Merry's faco burned at the in-
Justice of the situation. _

‘It was I Knox ordered to fetch his
boots, sir,” blurted out Manners.

“1 have just received a com-

! have
credited either of you with gross im-

b};}t he was most emphatic that 1t was

More Wonderiul

“And why didn’t you do =0, Man-
ners?"” asked the Housemaster.

“Because I{nox attempted to bully

| me, smr.”

i Oh !'ll

Mr. Railton’si stern looks cleared.
Ho knew of Knox's unsavoury -reputa-
tion as a bully.

“Really ! he
“Why
before 7"’

Tom Merry was silent.
hardly have explained to his °~ House-
master that he had been given no
chance to explain their conduct.

‘““This, .of course, puts matters in a
different light,”” went on Alr. Railton.
“I must certainly warn Knox that he
must not try any bullying with you, or
for that matter with anyone else,”

; ",Oh: thank you, sir!” chorused the
Juniors, - ot

Mr. Railton smiled slightly. .

: said, not unkindly.
did you not tell me of this

He could

I “I cannot overlook the fact that you

have refused to carry out a prefect's
order, however,” he said. “You will
each do me one hundred lines of Virgil !

1 AManners.

*Yessir!” chorused the
creostfallen Co.

“You may go now.”

The Terrible Three filed out of the
master’s roon.

“One hundred lines of Virgil!” said
! “Whew! I thought we were
going to get a canmng !

Tom Merry grinned.

“T expect Knox thought we would,

too,” said Monty Lowther. ‘‘Iere
comes the gentleman !”

Gerald Knox came up in his usual blus.
tering way.

“Did you get a whacking?” he
demanded, in his sneering voice.

somewhat

e e ——

—

GASSING TOM M-E;leY & cO. !—¢* Herowo are!”’ said Qlyn,opening tho

door of the laboratory. *‘ My hat!”
‘ Fetch me a gas-mask, quick!”

Monty Lowther, clasping -hie handkerohief over his noso.

gasped Tom Marryl. staggoring back.

ng !”’ spluttered
it Qlyn, you

‘¢ It’s overpower

ought not to he allowed loose, you dangerous lunatic !** (See Chapter 3.)

— e
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Coloured Engine Platesi

“No: we didn't I” ﬂgﬂicd Tom Merry
eyeing the prefect steadily. .

“What did you get, then?” snarled
Knox. Sl

“One hundred lines!” replied Tom
Merry cheerfully. )

Knox gasped in astonishment.

“1s that all? You all ought to have
been flogged ! oy

““Mr. gl’%ﬁiltnn did not think so,” said

M -3 coldly.
; ﬂl‘ﬁ’?lﬁ I tﬂrjnk so!"” howled Knox.

“One hundred lines is absurd. You can
each take five hundred lines from me!”
Tom Merry started, :
“Yon can't punish us twice for the
same thing, Knox!” he said indignantly.

“Oh, can’t I?" sneered the bully
viciously. *‘I can, and willl" % ot

“They won't be done, then, eaid
Lowther.

“They'd betler be!™ warned the pre-
fect, with a dangerous_ look. - “They'll
be doubled in the morning if you re not
careful 1"

“Come
starting down the passage.
rather close round here.”

The two juniors turned and followed
him towards their study.

“This,” remarked Manners, as they
sat down to finish their twice-interrupted
tea, ‘“is a bit thick even for Knox!”

To which the others heartily agreed.

along!” growled Manners,
“The air's

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Little Plot.

)
|
! AVE you done those lines?”
Alanners stopped short on
the stairs as Knox called after
him. :
“No: I haven’t!” said Manners.
“They're doubled, then!” snapped
Knox. * Mind they're in by to-morrow !”
I

Withont a word, Manners turned
on his heel and walked off in the direc-
tion of the end study.

Knox?" he asked, as he

“Seen
entlered,

Tom Merry nodded.

“Ves,” he said; ‘“‘he’s just been here
asking for his lines. lles doubled
them."

“He's just doubled mine!” grunted
Manners.

“What shall we do?” asked Monty
Lowther dubiously. ‘Tell Railton?”

“No!” answered Tom  Merry
decisively. “The end study never tells
tales. We’'ll have to do something off
our own bat!”

“ Jolly hard trying to get one’s own
back on a prefect!” mused -Manners
doubtfully.

“Never mind, my son,’ said Tom
Merry. “It can be done, and it's jolly
well got to be done!”

«“\WWhat about shoving gum in his
bhoots ?"' suggested Monty r_Lmrlher.
I “Or 1nk m his Stlﬂl]ﬂf" topper 77

Tom Merry shook his head.

“No good, I'm afraid,”” he said.
«\What we want is not so much to rag
the bully, but to get a hold on hin.”

“ Buy a bulldog!” suggested the irre-
pressible humorist of the Shell,

“Eh?” - -

“Buy a bulldog!" -

“What for?” :

“ (et a hold on him!”

“Idiot! Cut being funny,. Moty !
This is serious business!l” -

Lowther made a humorous grimace and
subsided. ‘ |

“Now, what we want (o do 1s to get

(Continued. on page 16.)
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- IN YOUR EDITOR’S
DEN!

By BILLY BUNTER.

My Dear Readers,—Many are the
bright and brainy . wheezes I- have
cvolved since I have occupied the

cdditorial chair. But I have now hit upon
a wheeze which puts all the others in
the shade.

I thought it would be a grale stunt,
for one week only, to allow the local
tradesmen—and  others—to  advertise
their wares in my jernal. Not only
would it be a boon to those who want
to know where {o buy things, but it
would also be a sorce of revvenue.

Everybody who has advertised in this
jssow has had to pay a prinsely sum,
with the rezzult that our coughers are
filled to overflowing !

Don't you think it's a wunderful
wheeze, dear readers? I should.like to
do it every week, but I'm rather afraid
the Editor of the Kompanion Papers
would objeckt! He would say, * Billy,
vou are filling your paper with adver-
tisoments, and crowding out the fick-
shun! It won't do!”

My plump subb-edilors have worked
like mjggers in preparing this issew,
They have gone round to all the trades-
people kollecting advertizements, and 1
some cases they were ruffly handled—
kicked off the premmises, in fact. DBut
i's all for the good of the canse. If
vout go round kollecting adverlisements,
yvou are bound to kollect a few thick
cars into the bargain!

I'll bet Harry Wharton will be awfully
waxy when he sees this number. He
will ring his hands and tear his teeth
and nash his hare. He will say, “That
brainy fellow Buntor has brought out a
Special Advertisoment Number.,  Now,
why didn't T think of that?”

Wharton, as an cditor, 1s much too
<low and unenterprising. He will have
to pull up his sox!

And now, dear readers, hoping you

will thoroughly enjoy this novel number,
and trusting you are in good health,
as it leeves me at prezzant, with violent
tcothache and a pane in my chest.

Yours sinseerly,

YOUR EDITOR.

TUBBY MUEFIN EDITS
NEXT WEEK’'S BUMPER
NUMBER.

PSnppf;ment I.]

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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BUSINESS
METHODS!

By Dick Penfold.
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If you have a bike for sale,

Or a little spade and pail,

Don't let ‘em rust, or soon gel stale—-
Advertise!
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If yon have a cricket bat,

A parrot, or a Persian cat,

And their delights have fallem flat-—
Advertise!

If you have a gramophone

That makes the fellows growl and groan,

Try the finest method known--
Advertise!

If youn have a pet canary,

Or a pig [rom ‘Tipperary,

Or a bulldog that's contrary—
Advertise!

If you have a cheeky fag

Yon'd like another chap to bag, -

Jecause he's fond of jape and “rag "—
Advertise!

Il you have some worn-out socks,

Or some worthless German clocks,

And you are sadly “on the rocks "—
Advertise!

If you want to “scrap the lot,”

Every blessed thing you've got,

Strike now, while the iron's hot -
Advertise!

|
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PEEPS INTO THE FUTURE

—

By G‘eurga Kerr.
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ADVERTISEMENT
KOLLECTING!

By Sammy Bunter.
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DYERTISEMENT Kkollecting, let me
sny abt wunce, 18 not a |lrlozmnt
hobby, like Etil[ﬂ': kollecting,
‘pickeher posteard ollecting, or

butterfly kollecting.

When my bruther Billy sent me into Court-
ficld to kollect advertisements for his
paper, I thought I was on u good thing. 1
goon discovered my mistaik?

I started off all right. Uncle Clegg, who
keeps the grocery stores in Courtficld,
promptly gave me an advertisement. Whut
was more, he gave me the munney for it!

[ walked briskly out of Uncle Clegg's, and
vissited Mr. Lumb, the new butcher from
Cuanterbury. |

“Good-afternoon, Mr, TLamb!" I said
plezzantly. “A warm day, is it dot? |
fancy we shall have thunder!” :

“I think sgo, too!" 'said Mr. Lamb arimly.
“What do ypu want, young shaver?”

“Ahem! I am the advertisement manager
for ‘ Billy Bunter's Weekly.” "

“Never heard of it!”

“What!” I almost screemed. “ Never heard
of my major's wunderful * Weekly '? It is
famousa throughout the land, It has @
serkulation of over fifty billion——"

“(et out of my shopp!”

“Sertainly! But before I go, might |
inkwire if you would care to insert a small
advertisment in our paper? It will only cost
you _five pounds.”

“You cheeky young bratt—"

“It will bring you lots of kustom,” I sald
persuasittly, “I'll take the munney now.”

Alas! 1 took Mr, Lamb's boot instead:
The next moment I landed on all fours on
the pavement,

After feeling to make sure there were no
bones broken, I picked myself up, and pro-
seeded to Mr, Clipham, the barber. Ie
brought balm to my broozed sole by giving
me a hansom advertisemcnt.

But I was soon in the wars agailn. This
time it was at the hands of Mr. Armstrong,
who sells kricket bats and all sorts of sporte
ear. :

Mr. Armstrong—the beest!—poked me out
of his shope with a hockey-stick! I came
wizzing fourth like a stoan from a catterpult,
and pitched headlong into the street. A
motor-lorry only just mannidged to swerve
aside in time, or [ should have come to o
sticky end!

After that I vissited about a duzzen
shops. At one or two of them I was In
luck’s way. But in most cases I was ecjeckted
on my neck. And I was a sorry specktacle
when I got back to Greyfriars, I can tell you!

I told Billy he would have to pay me well
for my afternoon's work; but the stingy
beest only gave me tuppense, with which I
went along to the tuckshopp and drowned
my EBOrrows in jinger-pop.

Next time DBilly publishes a special adver-
tisement number of his ** Weekly,” he will
have to get someboddy clse to play the part
of kollector.

T O
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dear! This is tco awiul

i a tizht corner.

never been in quite such an  unpleasant
Predicament as this.
Tubby had been attracted by a news

Paper _advertisement. A
self cnefnetress ™

Tort, including unlimited tuck.

Tubby Mufiin had obtained his lmtcr'sl‘[“l‘f*
ine-
haven, where this feminine Good Samaritan |
his
destination, Tubby, to his horror, fouud t.lll:gt
1is

Mission to go to Greyvcourt Towers,

had

her abode. And on arriving at

“Benefactress ™ was none other than
Aunt Susanpa!

Now, Aunt Susanna was a hatchet-faced,
angular lady, very strict and severe. Tubby
Muffin had  stayed with lLer once, and she

had almost succeeded in starving him.

It looked as if history wonld repeat itsell.
Aunt Susanna had collected half a dozen
schionlboys uwnder her reof. But she had no
idea how to feed them. She herself had
4 pear appetite. And she imagined that
everybody else was similarly atllicted. Thin
Eruel and weak beef-tea—these were ler
Principal jitems of dict.

Tubby Muflin nearly had a fit when he
Came face to face with his austere aunt,

He had- walked into a hornets'-nest, and
there did not seem to Le any way out.

The fat junior was a prisoner at Greycourd
Towers. And his fellow prisoners were not
the sort of fellows he could clium up with.
I'hey were high-spirited, cheeky vyouths,
They referred to Aunt Susanna by the dis-
respectful title of “0Ild Dutch,”

Supper that eveuing consisted of a basin
of _t!un gruel,

Evershody grumbled. And Tubby M:liin's
!nIITt‘;nf,:ntinns roz¢e ahove the rest.

' This is too awful for words!™ he repeated,
with a groan.

Aunt Susanna, at the head of the table,
Tl‘ﬂwqfd at her nephew.

“_hnt. 15 wrong, Reginald?" she demanded.
* !tﬂ this gruel, aunt!” moaned Tubby.

I_? s getting me down!”

You mcan, it is building you up? It will
make a man of you, Reginald!”

“T could do with
stantial,” said Tubby.
pudding, f'rinstance!”

Aunt Susanna raised her hands in horror.

"The worst thing you could possibly eat!”
she +4!cg!nrml. “1 should never permit such
An indigestible compound to be served at
iny tahble!”

“But I'm awfully peckish,
«‘t-'”:l}"lﬂ:"-', in fact'”

“There is plenty | ' { i you
e LOCTS: 1 ¥y more dry bread, if )

“Groal”

For cuce in a way, Tubby Muffin was glad
"i'-'ht.:n supper was over. He canceived a
notion of walking into the town of Pine-
haven, aud making purcliuses at a pastry-
conk 8.

_This plan, however, was pot carricd out,
For directly the meal was over Aunt Susauna
announced that it -was hed-time.

something more sub-
“A steak-and-Xidney

aunt—ncarly

'i'uhhy_ Muffin found himself in a large
room, in which six camp-beds had been
mstalled.  He gazed appealingly at hia

{“]_,I":"""l'm‘ﬁm-rﬁ in that house of faruine.
1,,;*3;"“ fellowsa got anything to cat?" he
W L.

A youth in spectacles produced
101“:_:'. Tubby's cyes glistened.

Good!™ Ye said. “Hand it over!”

But the spectacled youth calmly consumed

“ 11 for
nord:s!" groaned Tubby Muflin.
The fat junior had often been

But he had

lady calling ber-
had coffered to take na
number of schoslboys under her wing during
the vacation, and to give them every coimn-

~ | neek, zo aliead!

this ho seplay ceas: at once!
dare youl"

I h"]ﬂ'fdl

come |
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do to keep my own hody and soul together
in this beastly hole!™

“Can't we break out and get some grub
irom somewhere?"” asked Tubby wvaguely.

“No hope!" said a freckled youth. *“The
Old Dutch has locked the front door on
the inside, and taken the key. We've got
to stick here and starve. Ours is a nice
lionse, curs is!"”

“There's the window,” suggested Tubhy,

“Well, if you're pining to break vyour

It's a thirty-foot drop. And

tliere’s no ivy or rain-pipe, or nnytﬁing of
that sort, to help you."

“Oh crumbs!”

There was pothing for it but to pass the
night in a state of semi-starvation. And

in the morning there would be beef-tea for
hreakfast.
thoul:t.

for the vac!

: "’:‘f';i

Tubby Muflin shuddered at the
He wished he had. gone home

)

N
'

%
-

‘“Boys !" said Aunt Susanna, *‘let

How

That wish grew a few moments later, when
his companions, by way of breaking 1‘111:
monotony, started laying into him with
pillows. _

The spectacled yonth started the attack.
And the others eagerly joined in. :

The pillows clumped upon Tubby Muflin's
anntomy. - x

“Yow-ow-ow! Give over, you bega:tsi” he
velled.

But the bombardment went on. And the
unfortunate Tubby would zlimost have been
exterminated had not Aunt Susunna banged
on the door at that moment.

“PBoys!” she exclaimed, In
“Let this horsceplay cease! How dare you!l"

Instantly the pillow wielders seampcered
to their beds. They stood in awe of Aunt
Susanna. That stern dame had been Kpown
to chastise some of her charges
cane; and the fellows who had endured her
“handers " didn’t want any more. :

Tubby Muflin crawled into bed, and in due
course fell asleep. He was pot molested any
{further that night. "

He awoke at dawn—a lopeless
with its promise of beef-tea
dry bread for breakfiast.

Tubby bad endured a goad deal.
breakfast at Greycourt Towers
finishing touch.

It is the last straw that breake the camel’s
back. And brcaklast was the last straw to
Tuhby Muifin, .
“\WWhen the meal was over he fied from the

rasping tonces,

dawn,
aud

But the
wae the

the Further Misadvenlures of,
‘Elbby Muffin of Rookwood

with a

™ 'H

——
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defiance, and ran as if for his life. 1o
fled down the main street of Pinchaven us
if a fleet-footed cdnztable were in hot pursuit,
Presently, outside a shop, he caught
¢ight of the words “Public Telephone.”
“Good!"™ panted Tubby Mullin, “I'll get
through to the pater.”

After some delay, he managed fo gel a
call through to London, A familiar voice
addressed him over the wires:

“Who is that?™ ‘

“It's me, pater!” gasped Tubby.

“Bless my ctoul! Reginald! 1 trust there
is nothing the matter?™

“Everything's the matter!"” was the reply.
“You remember that advertisement that was
signed * Benefaciress "{"

“Of course!™

“Well, Benefactress has turned out to he
Aunt Susanna!"

“Dear me!™ exclaimed Tubby's pater.
“How extraordinary! But you conld not
have fallen into better hands, Reginaid.”

“Rats!?

“What was that?"

“Rats! Aunt Susanna’s starving me—
starving me hy iuches?!”

“What utter nonsense!”

“1t isn't nonscnse!™ bawled Tubby into the

transmitter. “It's a fact. Get me away
from this hole, pater—quickly, or 1 khall
o mad! Let me come home i1or the rest

of the vac!”

“Impozsible!” came the stern answer. *I
have already paid for your board aund lodging
at Grevcourt Towers. Under no circnme
stunces will I allow you to come home!”

Tubby Muflin emitted a hollow groan.

“1s that final, pater?” he asked.

“ Ahsolutely!™ ‘

It was no use wasting breath in
conversation.

Tubby hung up the receiver, and staggered
out of the telephone-hox.

There was no cscape for him, Ile must
resien himself to atarvation and misery at
Aunt Snsanna’s.

But Fate has a habit of becoming suddenly
kind to thoze she has spurned and tortured,
And Fate turned up trumps on this ozeasion,

As Tubby Muflin emerged on to the pave-
ment he bumped: into four fellows who were
wearing the Rookwood coloura. They were
Jimmy Silver & Co., the Fistical Four of the
Classical side.

Into sympathetic ears, Tubby Muflin poured
his tale of woe.

“T haven't had a square meal since I left
Rookwood, von fellows!” he said, ** Denc-
factress,"” who advertised for schoolboys to
stay with her as paying guests, turned out
to be my Aunt Susanna! She's as stingy as
they make 'em! 1 tell you, I shall be a bag
of bones {f I stay with her a week!”

“Better go home to your pater,” advised
Jimmy Silver.

“I can't! I've just “phoned him, and he
won't hear of my coming home. And yet, I
can't go back to Aunt Susanna'’s, Oh dear?
What shall T do?" |

Tubby Muffin wrung his hands in despair.
And Jimmy Silver & Co. were moved to
compassion. -

Silver and Lovell linked an arm in ‘eaeh
of Tubby's.

“Come along, old chap!” said Jimmy. “Yon
can regard yourself as our guest for the
remainder of the vac.  We ecan sce you've
been having a thin time, and we'll rescua

further

you from {uur aunt’s clutches!"”

Which they dnly did.
Tubby Muflin did not return to Greycourt
Towers, He left a suit of pyjamas there,
and a brush and comb and a toothbrush and
Eton collars. he

sundry But cheerfull
t‘}“ tﬂ“f‘u t'il”ﬁt‘lf l‘rj“.l-'[l . 5 " . ?
g a . 5C. : P g ‘d th of ‘these things
I'm not going to start feeding prize| Aunt Susanna had given stricl instructions 2!111&;;!1}1 ¢ losy ol thcse things in>order_fo
porkers,” hLe said. “It's as much as I ean| that no boy was to lerve the premises that | ® 1 -
I'nz Porcran.—No. 179, morning. Tubby sct those  instructions at [Supplement 11,
—--#'W,—fﬁr_" — A w——— ,_,_W':ﬂ-‘-“?::——-—:ﬂ—- i —— S ———— T " S v :
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The Tost Word VEW LAID EGGS

P
e

in Footwear! €

Small, Serviceable Boots
and Shoes for School-
Boys.

Don't hobble about like an old josser
with the gout, in ill-fitting boots!
Choose comfortable footwear.
Walking boots, riding boots, hunting
beots, cricket boots, golfing boots,
dominoes boots, and
snakes - and - ladders
hoots always in steck.

Friardale Foot-

wear Emporium,
» Friardale, Kent

e

I. CLIPHAM,

Ladies’ and Gentlemen'’s

Hairdresser

the Royal Sheep-shearing
Society.)

=

(Member of

Boys of Greyfriars! Don't zo about with
strageling locks, like poets or Bnhhics!l

Come and be clipped at Clipham’s!

<FROM UNCLE

Greylriars School. R
' (Eifﬂbf' ?: A th ;.'i’-l_"l.
FOR NEW LAID EGGS!| (st ot = oy
(Established in Courtfield in the Days of the Victoria.) e
Druids.) e ————— - -

15

"FJ! NG=CENTS AT\ | |
59

G REYFRIARS

|
i Doa't Forg:t Your Ovn
| Tucksiop.

All Cakea and Pastiries prepared oD

t
|

CLEGG'S!

19 the premises from the most whole

some  ingredients, Picuu:l '[*ﬂ:_ll:!'?

= . catered for:; also study celebrations

Guaranieed Fresh From the Fowle '-\”l | and dnntuitnr}‘ feeds.

Veterans Among Them. MY MY WONDERFUL ICES!
- - e X stravherry or Vanilla vl
Note the Reduced Price: 3s. d. per dozen, Peach M-:Ji’h;x 1 g
Mixed Fruit ... =8 Y ad.

Younz Gents of Greyiriars!
fare better if you had farmbouzes in your
own studirs!

UNCLE CLEGG’S

You couldu™t

' Iced Cinger - Beor

and Lemonadsz
Speciality.

Mrs. Jessie Mimble,
The Tuckshop,

SMART,STYLISH
SPORTS WEAR FOR
THE SUMMER.

Sports Coats from 33s.

Cricket Flapnels made to measure.

We bave a choice aszortment of rainbow-
coloured DBlazers,

COME AND INSPECT QUR STOCK!

Breakfasts, Luncheons, Teas, aund Suppers. | paygq of Greyfriars! Don't walk about like
down-at-leel tramps! Don’t slouch about in
torn and tattered garments! Come to us,
and you will have a perfeet fit!
“The apparel oft proclaims the man.”

FEELING
PECKISH!

Come and Feed your Inner
Man at the Elysian Cafe!

¥ T
TERMS:

I:mn-utttng: : e - Parties Catered For. Large dining-room on
p L‘“‘:”“““t Oil "““ml“-‘:’f‘ e 15 0d. the grouud floor, and another upstairs. |

Common or Garden ditto ... Cd. Spoeial Orchestra plays during meals. Con-

Face Massage 15, €d. duclor: Mr. Twidley Dytte.

Shaving ., . per hair  1d.

Moustache Waxed and Curled d. Note.—Fat boys in a state of impecuniosity

Beard Trimming Cd. are not catered for, and will be ejected.

Don't gel in a temper at Greylriars. Come

and “get your wool ofl " at Clipham’'s!

COURTFIELD TOILET
SALOON,

99, High Street, Courtfield.

i

unﬂmmrmm rmnm ﬂunuunum (]
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9

THE ELYSIAN CAFEL,

High Street, Courtfield. |

R S— S et =

—Shakespeare.

DON'T DELAY! COME TO-DAY!

NUTTY & SMART,

(The Superior Tailors),
BIGH STREET, COURTFIELD.

(Opposite Uncle Clege's.)

PINKER’S PALE

PILLS!
For Ailing Schoolboys!

De

o —
(e
L
e

Savo up your Pocket-monsy and
Euy a Bicycle!

All sorts, shapes, and sizes in stock.
Every machine brand-new and up-to-
date, NoO old-fashioned gridirons!
Mr. 5. Q. 1. Field (Greyfriars) writes:

“It 18 now three weeks since 1 .
bought my machine, and it is still
going strongz.  After sundry col-
lisions with steam-rollers, cte., it
still retains its shape. -And I hope

to get at  least
another week's ser-

vice out of the
machino yOu |
supplied.”

The Courtficld
Cycle Company,

High Strect,
Courtficld.

Take a couple every cvening, and enjoy
perfect hiealth.

W. G. B. (Greyfriars) writes:

“Since taking u corse of your Pale Pills 1
have grately reduced my sooperfluous fat]
and day by day, in every way, 1 am getting
better and better.” :

You
fickshun?

want

light \ -(({.:....

Youn want brite, inspiring tails?
You want side-splitting joaks?

Alonzo Todd, Esq., writes:

“When bed-times comes I always pop a
«couple of your Pale Pills into my mouth.
They are truly wonderful! They were re-
commended to me by my Uncle Benjanin, |
who found tuem to be invigorating, stimu-
lating, and refreshing. Please send a further

supply.”

iPINKER‘S DRUG STORES

-

o konnection with any other Grey-
friars jernal.)

e - _——,
_.q’," -——-__-...-i,_-“l - T = —
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W. G. BUNTER, Soul Proprietor.
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HARRY MANNERY
BRAIN-WAVE !

(Continued from page 12.

him in some way, and then make him
Promise not to try to fag the Shell.™ .

Knocks for I{nox like,” said Monty
.L*J'E?tllur, grinning.
~ "“Oh, shut up, Monly, for goodness’
suke, aud stop -chortling at your own
ecble puns!” growled the
Caplain, :

Lowther glared at his leader.

e ]-‘E?bln puns !” he said indignantly.
" That's a jolly good pun—almost good
¢nough for my column 1n the
| \:\ cekly.' |
" Well, if it’s as bad as that,” retorted
Tom Merry, ‘I should bury it before 1l
Erows moss !"

"What do you mean?” ‘demanded
AMonty hotly. ~“My column's the best
cature we've got in the ° Weekly." "

Then we'd better bring the * Weekly

EP’I‘ a close!” remarked Tom Merry.
uh‘-'l"? s no hope for it!"”
."'Look here, Tommy began

I-ﬂfn'-éher. _
“Quit ragging, you 1wo!” said
Manners. “We were thinking of a |

Junior
1

Manners took Glyn aside
unfolded to him a dark plot. é?}qn
chuckled when Manners started. Ilis
grin grew broader and broader as
Manners elaborated his scheme, and
inally broke into a roar of uncontrollable
laughter.

“Do you think you will be alle fo
manage that, Bernard?” asked Manners.

“Yes, rather!” said Glyn confidently.
“I.eave it to me! Ila, ha, ha!™

“What's the joke?” asked the mysti-
fied Tom Merry. :

Monty Lowther, too, was all eagerness
{o hear all about the great scheme.
Manners looked at his two chums, then
unfolded his plan of action .

F Soon two more occupanis of the end
sludy were roaring with laughter.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
“That’s great! It will be the jape of the
season !’

“By gad!” cried Lowther, wiping the
tears from his eyes. - Simply killing!
That will be the cream of all the japes on
Knox.” :

Manners grinned at his chums’:
enthusiasm. e
“It’s not bad, 15 1t?” he asked. *1f it

comes off. It's up to you, Glyn.”

Bernard Glyn smiled confidently.

“Oh, it will come off all right!™ he
said. “You can rely on me.”

Tom Merry rubbed his hands togather
as the chemst of St. Jun's left the end

| study.

method to put the kybosh on Knox."
?,_!.“' two stopped their argument.
Fo get back to brass tacks,” declared
om Merry sagely. “We've got to get
Knox under our thumb!"

“The third {ime !"’
wther.

b E]] ?,,

murmured

e

nl.rom.

ANOTHER GRAND
GOLOURED ENGINE
PLATE PRESENTED

" Third time!” Monly repeated.
_Look here—"
A I've gm_tlm very ihing:u broke 1n
Manners excitedly, =
“What ! ;
: Whera "
_Glyn ! cried Manners.
3 Bernard  Glyn?” repeated Tom
Merry, puzzled. I
:'Y}':-t; Glyn!”
~What about him?" asked Lowther.
! Why, he’s a inventive chemist, isn’t |
e, duffers ?” said Manners.
_""Yes; but you're not going to poison
Knox.”

Manners glared and (hen shook his
head.

" You'll see when you get there,” he
remarked mysteriously, *IFollow your
it_-:rn]or 17 - y

I'he two juniors followed Manners
wonderingly, as he led the way from the
study.  Manners had apparently struck
an idea, but as to what it was all about
they were quite in the dark. Manners
led the way to the laboratory, and, sure
enough, Glyn was there, deep In 0
scienfifie conversation with the “ stinks "

——

FREE IN NEXT
WEEK'S ISSUE!

“Good for you, Manners!” he saud,
clapping his chum upon the back.
“That’ll be absolutely great!”

““What about celebrating the great
idea?” suggested Lowgther, who was still
flush from his recent remittance.

“Good idea!” said Tom
heartilyv. ‘Come along!”

The Terrible Three walked off arm-in-

arm to the tuckshop, where the-success
of Manners' great idea was toasied 1n

foaming ginger-pop.

On their way back they met Bernard

Glyn.

citedly. “I've got the very thing.”
zenius upstairs 1 keen expectancy.
“Hera wo are!”

the door.

master. ,

:llﬂ vou wani me?"” he asked.

Yes, rather!” said danners. ““ When
shall you bhae coming down, Glyn?"

l:il}'n grinned. ~
. ..Just coming this moment,” he said.

Ialf a jiffy !

“Good man!” returned Manners.

In a.few moments the Terrible Three
were ontheir way back to Study No. 10,
accompanied by Bernard Glyn. Arrived
there  Manners explained the whole
siluation to Glyn,

“My hat!” gasped Glyn, as the
narrative was fimizhed. *“What an
awful cad! What are you going to do?”

T'ire Porurar.—No. 179.
““FIRST

NEXT
TUESDAY !

gering  back. “Ietch
quick !”
Glyn smiled. -
Tt is rather strong, isn't it?”
“Sipong!’ gasped

Glyn, old

“Tt's overpowering,

dangerous lunatic!”

Manners chuckled happily. It was well
worth a Little discomfort, he considered,

i ensure the success of his scheme,
“Tg it. poison?” asked Tom Merry.

“No, of course mot, you ass!” said
“Here are two powdera which
are quile harmless by ll‘lenuuh'fcs, but

Glvn.

'MAN HOME!"

Morry

“(Come up to the lab!” he cried ex-
The three chums followed the invenlive
snid Glyn, openmg

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry, stag-.
a gas-mask—

Monty Lowther,
clasping his handkerchief to his nose.
man!

‘You ought not to be allowed loose, you

- "
when you mix them together, s0o—

“Grooogh!”  spluttered  Lowther.
“I'm choking! Take it away—quick!

Glyn chuckled as he put the evil-smell-
ing mixture in the fume-cupboard of tho
laboratory. . '

“And we put some of the mixture 11
KEnox's study,” said Manners. -

“Exactly!” replied Glyn,
smile. s

“Does the odour last?” queried Tom
Merry. ' .

“Oh, ves!” replied the schoolboy in-
venlor. “For about three days it will be
quite sirong; and, of course, you could
keep replenishing il to last a month il
you like,”

“T don’t think it will be necessary for
it to last all that time,” broke in
Manners, ‘‘Knox will have expired long
beforo then.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” -

Bernard Glyn got lo work, and soon
had [J&Eki‘ls nf the two pow;lurs I‘En{]}‘.

“Lucky the lab is not in greal de-
mand,” remarked Tom Merry.
““The flavour lasts,” said
Lowther, with a grin.

*“IHa, ha, ha!”

“I'Il cut along and see if the coasl’s
clear,” said Manners.

“Right-ho!”

Mannera sped away, and soon relurned
with the news that the prefect’s sludy
was quite empty, and there was nobody
about on the Sixth FForm passage.
~ “Good egg!” said Glyn. “Let’s get
it over, then.” :

The Terrible Three followed Glyn to
the study of the Sixth I'orm bully.

“Where shall we put it?” he asked.

Manners looked about hium.

““Under the carpet,” he suggested.

* Glyn shook his head.

“No fear!” he said. ‘le's sure to
have tho place scarched.. We've gol lo
find a place so obvious that he'll never
think of examining it. I've got it!”

“(ave!” cried Lowther from the door.

Glyn hastily mixed the two powders
and clapped them in a tin and placed it
in the table drawer. As the four juniors
dived down the stairs at one end of the
Sixth-Formers’ passage, KXnox and his
fellow-blade, Cutts of the Fifth, came vp
the other.

with a

Monly

THE THIRD CHAPTEFR
Knox'a Dilemma. °
‘ NOX and Cutts, quite unsuspect-
K ing, strolled up to the door of
the prefect's study and walked
in. Cutts was the first Lo enler,
| < 2AIv hat!” he gasped. “ Grooogh!”
ITe started aback so quickly Lthat he
nearly knocked Knox over 1n his hurry
to grel oul. _
Knox, somewhat puzzled, walked 1in.
“\WWhat on earth’s wrong—" ho
began, and then he, too, caught a whilt,
“Ow! By Jove!” he gasped, quickly
following Cutls. “What 1s 1t, Catls?”
Gerald Cutts shook his head.
#“Should think a cat must have died
in there or something,” he said.

that, Knox?" = 2
“Took here, Cults,” roared Knox,

almost beside himself with rage. * You
| know jolly well I haven’t caused the
‘beast]y smell !’ '

“Didn’t suggest you had,” said Cutlls,

bully of the Sixth were fellow-rogues,
delighted in goading him. " Anyhow,
you must be a chump
zo into a hole like that!”

Knox was fast losing
hiinself.

A 'NEW, LONG TALE OF ST,

“I]ﬂ
y6u usually live in an atmosphere like

‘who. in spite of the fact that he and the

to think we can
conirol of

“TLook here, Cults, I wasn't lo know

JIM'S.
T By MARTIN CLIFFORD. s
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there'd be an awful niff like thie when I
asked you along, was I:”

E‘uttﬂ.shnﬂk his head.

3 Don’t know, old man,” he <aid eoolly.

Anyhow, our little flutter's off, I
gnppose?” _ 3

Cutts turned coolly wpon his heel and
strolled away, leaving Knox to address
the empty air,

The prefect walched him disappear,
and then once again attempted to enter
his den. The smell was almost over-
powering, but Knox managed to stagger
across the study and fling the windows
wide open.

“Great Scott!" he groaned. ' What
on earth can it be?”

He searched the cupboard in the hope
of discovering a dead rat, but made
no discoveries. ‘The corners also proved
blank, and further desultory searching on
Kunox's part brought nothing to light
which could possibly be ot down as being
the cause of the awful odour, and the
prefect at last gave up in despair, hoping
that by the morrow the smeil would have
dispersad.

Next day, however, the black sheep of
the Sixth Form found his trials added to.
Culls, only too pleased to gel a chance of
causing the bn?ly trouble, had lost no
time m ¢preading the news round St.
Jim’s, Iis fellow prefects eyed Knox
qucerly as he took his place in their midst
at prayers. Fags and the smaller fry
openly giggled . as. he passed. Knox
caught Harvey and Hobbs of the Third
clasping their noses as he went by, and
he savagely turned on them with his ash-
plant. The two fags scattered hastily as
the prefect rushed at them.

Knox groaned as he went upstaire.
Something, he decided simply, must be
done. e resolved to really thoroughly
oxamine the s{udy that day.

“Quite an eruption!” remarked Cutts,
as he paused at the open door of the
Sixth-Former’s rcom. * Found that dead
cat yet:!"

Knox got up =avagely from his task,
but Cutts had goune. Indeed, Cutts’ re-
mark was quite justifiecd. The furniture
of the study had all been displaced, the
curlamns removed, and the carpet taken
up.

IPiIrzd upon the study table were the
lighter contents of thé room, and Knox
was upon his hands and knees scrubbing
the floor with strong carbolic soap. For
a long time Knox laboured, but found
nothing which could have caused the
smell. The study had been thoroughly
cleaned, and everything moved, but still
the objectionable odour remained.

The bullying prefect could have almost

wept with rage and mortification. Such
strenuous manual labour he was hardly

=

i
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THIS SPLENDID COLOURED ENGINE PL

veed o, bt in this case he conld scarcely
have thrust the woik uvpon a fag.

“I don’t know !” growled Kiox, as he
surveyed the results of his  fruitless
labours. 1 shall have to sco Railton.”

[he Terrible Three and Bernard Glyn,
who had watched developments with high
amusement, could have hugged them-
selves with glee when they saw the bully
go up to Mr. Railton’s study.

“Working like a charm ! ebuckled
Glyn, almost dancing round the study
in his enthusiasm. '

The next day 1t was observed a carpen-
ter arrived to examine the room. My,
Railton had visited the prefect’s study to
ascertain the truth of the bully’s astound-
ing report,

The carpenter was instrucled to do
everything he could to locate the smel!l,
and the carpenter was very thorough in
his work,

But he was not successful.

The carpenter reported to Mr. Railton
of his non-success. ILnox, too, went
along to have a further chat with the
Housemaster upon the subject.

‘“Are you quite sure you have searched
everywhere, Knox?"

“Quite sure, siv: There's nowhere else
to look now.”

“Somebody, T esxpect, is playing a

practical joke,” =aid the Houscmaster.
**Is there anyone with whom you are on
b:hl tEl‘l‘ll‘J?“ :

Knox shook his head doubtfully, He
was on bad terms with ncarly all except
{the noble army of nuts and blades.

“N-no, sir!” he stammered.

“Oh, come, Knox!” =aid the lMouse-
master. *“Try to think. Any of the
juniors, for example 77

Mr. Railton eyed the prefect curiously,
He knew quite well of Knox's bullying
ways, and, as a matter of fact, was quite
certain he could have placed his hands
upon the culprits,

On Knox’s part, Mr. Railton’s question
had given him sudden enlightenment.
He had to dissemnble, however, in the
Housemaster’s presence.

“I don’t know of any junior who would
have cause to do such a thing,” he said.

“1 should advise you to think it over,
Knox,” said Mr. Railton.

“Thank you, sir. I will.”

As IKknox left the study he remembered
his latest net of oppression upon the end
It came to him like a flash, and

study.
he went straight to Study No. 10.

“Now you little rotters!” he snarled,
“What havoe

throwing open the door.
vou been doing to my room 7”

“"Doing to your room?”
Manners innocently,
mean ?”

queried
“What do you

Knox turned to the speaker savagely.
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“Yeos! What's the cauze of the aw ful
simell there®™

“Smell 2" ¢jaculated Manners. e

“Smell ¢ repeated Monty Lowtaet,
as if a smell in Knox's study was the
Inst thing on earth he conld know any-
thing about.

The prefect turned to Tom Mervy.

“You're the leader of this (.;I'ﬂ'l:d-
Merry ! he said with an effort. * You ye
got the whip hand of me, I'll admit.
What do yon want me to do mn mdp:
that you will remove that awiul = ell’
I know vou are the eaure of it!"”

Tom Maoerry glanced at Manners, who
nodded shightly. 1

“1I'm quite ready to admil, Knox,
that we might perhaps find the offending
sonurce,” he said boldly. ** But-—-" He
pansed sigmiicantly. : _

Kknox was almost beside himeeif “‘_Ilh
rage and humiliation, but he kept him-
solf in hand.

“You want me to let you off those
lines?" ho asked, almost choking.

Tom Merry flushed,  Put so baldly,
that seemed such a paltry object.

“Tt’s not the lines,” broke in Mannere.
“Weo shouldn't have done them in any
case. You've gol to promise not to be
such a rotton bully in future, and not
try again to fog the Shelll”

Knox swailowed havd, but thought of
the consequences if he dJdul not ent
humble pie. ‘ A

“All right!” he caid, with an efferts
“TII—-TI'll promise,” ) ¥

‘““And you'd betfer keep it, my son.
returned Manners, as the prefect turned
and left the study.

. ™ " [ ] L . ®

That evening Knox went for a stroll.
and the 'Terrible Three nngl Dernard
Glyn made their way in high feather
to the bully's study.

“Hero wo are!” cried Glyn, as he
oxtracted the tin containing the offend-
ing powders from the table drawer, and
flung it as far as he could out of the
window., “It's iust as well Knox saw
sense to-day. The effects of the stuff
would have worn off by to-morrow. and
I doubt if we should have been able to
replace it without being spotted!”

‘“Ha, ha. ha!”

Gerald Knox was the laughing stock
of the school for some time, bhut how
long he will keep his promise remains
to be seen.

THE END.

(Another splendid long complete tale
of Tom Merry & Co., the chums of SI.
Jim’s, cntitled, “First Man Home!
will e included in next u*_rnl"n grand

programme of stories.)
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13 Another Real Photo for Your Set! A Grand Action Photo—

THE FIRST OF A HUMOROUS SERIES OF STORIES DE.
SILVER & CO'S. CARAVAN

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Caravannors.

B¢ OSH!"
Thus Arthur Edward Lovell.
“My dear man——" murmured

- Jimmy ‘Silver.

Bosh!" repeated Lovell, still more em-
phatically.

Evidently Arthur FEdward held strong
opinions on the subject under discussion.
nulfl“'b}' and Newcome grinned, and sald

ing,

But they Jlooked as if they agreed. with
Lovell.

“Now, [00k here—" began Jimmy Silver
again.

Lovell sniffed,

Lovell's  vocabulary, . that fine summer
morning, seemed rather limited. .

“Bosh," however, expressed his feelings.

Thr_l’isl-icnl I'our, of the Rookwood Fourth,
were just finishing breakfast.

But they were not breakfasting, as usual,
in the dusky old, oak-panclled room at
Rookwood School,

Rookwood School had broken up ecarly for
the summer holidays. The chums of the
Classical Fourthi were going caravanning,
which they all agreed was a ripping iden,
though there were some details which,
apparently, they did not quite agree upon.

After visiting their bhomes, they had
fathered once more at the Golden Lion Inu,
n a Keotish village, where the journey was
to begin, :

_The caravan was there, and the horse, and
tie tent, and the various appurtenances.

Jimmy Silver had arrived first, and In-
spected the property, and he was satisfied.

Alter breakfast they were to start, and
then came up the question upon whiech
Arthur  Edward Lovell pronounced so
emphatic an opinion.

Jimmy Silver smiled patiently.

In Rookwood, or out of Rookwood, hie was

still the tactful “Unecle James,” whose word
was law in the Fourth.

IHe opened his lips to reply, but Lovell
did not give him time to speak.

“Bosh!" he said once more. “Rubbish'
Piffle! Rot! It will spoil the whole thing!
What the thump do we want with an elder
perzon to look after us? Can't we look after
gurielves?"

“We can,” agreed Jimmy.

“First-rate!” said Raby. “I must say I
agree with Lovell there. Somge dashed old
}lrnd:}crtr interfering with us will spoil the

un.”

“What do we want with a blessed elder
perzo1?” demanded Lovell.

“We don't want him,” admitted Jimmy.
“Well, then, that settles it."”

“Not quite.”

“Oh, don’t begin again, Jimmy!" implored
Lovell. "“Let's take that question as settled.
Two in the van, and two in the tent: that's
enough for us. Of course, we conld squeeze
another in the tent: but we don't want to.”

“Give a chap a chance to speak,” said
Jimmy Silver beseechingly. *“You're like a

Tue.Porurar.—No. 179.

NEXT
TUESDAY !

cavalry charger?” demanded Jimmy Silver.,

Neweome.

suggest you give your pater a rest.”

resignedly. “You know Jimmy, He won't
leave off wagging his chin till it’s tired.”

victoriously, *“said that he could trust us
anywhere, and was sure we shouldn't get into
trouble: but it seemed somewhat more in
accordance with the fitness of things for me

to have an clder person with me on such a
four.”

man. I believe in letting paters run on,” said
Lovell generouzly. *“It relieves their minds,
and doesn’'t do any harm.”

Jimmy Silver, "1 felt that he would be more

“'SPOOFING THE SERGEANT!™ 2 ™ oaMuoludivevors

ILING WITH JIMMY
TOUR THROUGH KENT. S

38 1 \'..‘:I“.t.
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A Splendid Long Complete
Story, dealing with Jimmy
Silver & Co’s. Adventures
on the Road.

By OWEN CONQUEST

(Author of the Famous Rookwood Yarns appearing in The * Boys' Friend.”)

“Can ho

the road,” said Raby, glancing out of the “Can he help put up a tent?”

window., r “Well, I expect he would muck it up.”
“The pater said—" “Can he cook?”

“And there's the horse,” said Newcome, “Rottenly!"”
(ollowing Raby's glunce. *Looks a bit of an “Great pip! And that's the Ximd of

nh.! catsmeat specimen!™ howlin® frump vou've planted on us for &
Did you expect to see a thoroughbrod | caravan tour!" roared Lovell. 3

“What's his npame?”
“Arthur Edward Lovell!”
“Wha-a-at?"

Lovell stared open-mouthed al the cap-
tain of the Rookwood Fourth, |

Jimmy- Silver smiled sweetly and gcnﬂy_;

“You see, you're older than I am, Lovell,
he explained, softly as the cooing dove.
“Only a few months, but that makes you
an elder person, doesn't it? When the
pater said I'd better have an clder person
with me, I thought of you at once. l_pu
were coming, anyway, so it was all right.

Lovell's face was a study.

Raby and Newcome burst into a roar of
laughter. _

It dawned upon all three that Jimmy
Silver dhnld been gently pulling  Arthur
Edward's leg.

- Yuu-—-rnﬁ—}-nu-——“ sfuttered Lovell at
last. ’

“Ha, ha, ha!"” -
“You—you were describing an old frump!
roared Lovell. * You-—yYou said he wasn't

good-looking.” . _

“] eaid vou might consider lic was. So
you might. There’s no accounting for

“He's a good horse, plenty of bone .
“Lots!" agreed Raby.

“Precious little anything e¢lse,” remarked

“Oh, rats! Look here, the pater said—"
“Jimmy, old man, 1 respect you for admir-
ing your pater, but there can be too much
said, even on that subject,” said Lovell, “I

“The pater said—""
“Oh, let him get it out, Lovell!" said Raby

“The pater,” pursued Jimmy Silver

gramophone that won't run down, Lovell. “Oh, chumbs'” said Lovell.
The pater said—" : drh‘e?:' -

“Hallo! They're shoving the van out into “He thinks he can™
“Your pater talks like a picture-book, old

“I agreed with the pater,” continued

satisfied if I had an elder person with me.

u—m—_—-

And he didn't care who it was. He knew I | tastes.” oy > Sa
should find somebody suitable. And I've doned . “Ha, ha, hal" yelled Raby and New-
it!" : come. "
AT 0 ’ot : “You—you—you funny idiot! gaspedd
L .,}ﬁu ve found the rotter: exclaimed Lovell. “Never mind. I suppose that's what
{f.;lc; " you call a joke., So we're going on our
ey TSR 5 o own, after all?” L
“E'J:_TF, i5 he? , “We are—we is,” ngrendf.li}nmjl' Sl‘llmtr.
u . ' “That's all right, then, fathead! Let’s gn
..I":'E:Ht!;[' Golden Lion? and see the van,” said Lovell.

“Pho > o him " And the chums of Rookwood sauntered out
“milll::tdn E;;‘E{;n“vﬁnﬁ hﬂ::;.‘: t:]'"t.;[];-:; lu?ﬁu into the road to e:tnmfinc tt.lhn rurm'lnn tllml:
o . : . o ! bear them for days and nights
ought not to have sprung this on us. was to - e

will spoil the whole th!m!:. gYnur pater didn't | through the leafy Kentish langs.

order you to, so0 there wis Dno need. THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Br-r-r-r!” The Caravan.

“Well, I felt bound to concgde the point,” . d
explained Jiimn':\' Silver. “But the chap IMMY SILVER & CO. were in great
' gpirits that morning.

jsn't a bad sort.” ° :
[ The weather was glorious, which was

“What's he like?" ; _
“Well, he's not very good-looking.” very cheering for caravanners. A
“Bother his looks! That doesn't matter.” | dowppour of rain would have been rather
“Perhaps you might consider him good- | discouraging for the start. -

looking, though, Lovell,” sald Jimmy Silver But the sky was blue, dotted with fleccy

muzingly. “There's no telling.” clouds, and warm suunshine streamed down
“Blow his looks, good or otherwise! | upon the green earth. |

What's he like in other waya?” Aud the fact that they were going "on
“Well, he talks rather a lot.” their own " elated the four.

“Oh dear!” _ _ Three other Rookwood fellows were going
“He's awfully emphatic in delivering his | earavanning in’ the same county that

np]ninng"' mcntlnn—Tnmm}' Dodd & Co. of the Modern
“Bless him!" side. -

“And he hasn't very much sense, I'm But . they were taking Sergeant Kettle
afrald,” admitted Jimmy Silver.. with them, and, though the sergeant was a

|
|
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gplendid old characicr in his way, the juniors

regarded him ae something of a *"ecold

Jdouche™ on a caravan tour.
They did not envy the three Tommies the

'l‘;lnﬁli:ing after ™ they would get from Mr,
cttle.

The Classical ehimme of Roskwood sarveyed
the van with great satisfaction.

It looked a large aud rcomy vchicle from
without, though within it ecould hardiy be
callcd roomy. y

It was very fresh-dooking, with new paint
that glistened in the sun, thongh how long
that paint would remain fiesh-looking was

a question that was very soon to be
answered,

A man was holding the horee cloze at hand,
ready to put in.

The horse did look rather bony, but he
Jooked strong, and Lovell’s suggestion that
hings could be hung on him if thecre was
not room in the van was an exaggeration,

“Ripping, sn't 177 «aid Jimmy Silver,

“Well, the van looks prime,” said Lovell,
“J.oet's see inside.”

e jammed the steps in posilion and
mounted, and tried to open the door,

It remained fast, however.

“This blessed door's stuck!” called out
Lovell. _

“Can’t be.” apswered Jimmy. “I left it
unfastened when 1 looked in last evening.
Use your head, old chap!”

“1 tell vou it won't opent”

“Bow-wow !” e

“Nobby, isn't it?" said Jimmy, pointing
to the neatly eortained window, *Like a
—like a West End flat, really. Not much
elbow-rcom, but very dainty.”

“Topping!" s«aid Raby heartily. “I dare
eay there’ll be reom for two in the van.

Lucky Tubby Muflin isn't one of the two,
though!®

Jimmy laughed.

Tubby Muffin of the Classical Fourth at
Rookwood had a circumference which was
not at all suited to the confined space of
iLocaravan.

The cheerful Tubby had informed Jimmy
that he was “coming,” but the opinion of
thie Fistical Four was that he was not coming.

And Jimmy, though hie had received three
allectionate letters while at home from Tubby
—one each morning—had omitted to reply to
them giving detadls of the arrangementas.

Tubby, who was not a good walker, and
was remarkably unhandy at everything, was
not a desirable addition to a caravan-party,
especially as he would linve to be watched
to see that he did not belt all the provisions
on the firgt day,

“Js the man gcoing to put the horse in, or
are we?" asked Newcome rather doubtfully.

“Oh, we'd hetter do it!” answered Jimmy,
“Netter get into the habit., You only have
to back him into plaece, and—and [asten the
traces and buckles and things, and—and there
you are, you know! Quite simple!”™

“T tell yvou this dashed door won't open!™
roared Lovell.

“Oh, open it, old chap!” =ald Newcoms
“We want to see in the van.”

“Jt won't open!”

“Let me do it!™ said Jimmy resignedly,

Lovell snorted, and made room for Jimmy
Qilver. who tried his hand on the deor.

To his surprise, it did not open,

“Well?" snorted Lovell.

“NMy hat! It's got stuck!™ s=aid Jimmy,
in surprige, "It can’t be holted! There's
nobody in the van, surely!?

“My hat! MNight be some tramp got in
it to sleep while 1t was in the vard last
night ! grinned Raby.

“Oh, rot! It's got jammed a hit. The
van isn't standing quite even,” said Jimmy.
“ Never mind it now. _ Let's get the horse in.”

“1 shouldn't wonder if there's somebody
inside,” grunted Lovell, *“1t looks like it
to me."”

“Weil, il there is, let him stick there!”
gaid Jimmy, “We'll rout him out later on,
and give him a lung walk back!”

“0Oh, good! That will serve him right!”?

And the four juniors gave their attention
to the horee, -

The stableman relinquished that animal to
them, touching his hat, and the juniors
procecded to back him into position.

The horse scemed to have some slight
objection to backing, however.

lle sct his frant fect firmly on the ground,
and they did not budge an inch, and the

Lacking process only caused him to rear on
his hiind legs.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

“Obstinate beast!™ growled

Lovell
"What's the matter with himt™

“Wants a jolly goad licking, T should
say ! gasped Raby. *“Here, let the man do
it, and we'll watelhi Lim. 1 dare say there's
a way of doing these things.”

“Shove him in, my man!”
Silver.

The s=tableman grinned, and shoved him
in and buckled the harness,

Tor some reazon the horse obeyed the
stableman. Perhaps he Knew what he would
get if he did not.

By the time the horse wag harnessed quite
a little crowd bad gathered round to watceh
the start.

The Rookwooders were the cyfosure of all
eyes, t

They felt a little uncomfortable at being
hrought so prominently into the limelight,
but they affected to take no notice of the
stares that were fixed upon them,

“Where's the tent?” asked Lovell suddenly.

“Packed inside.”

“And the grub?™

“Inside.”

“Well, the gee-gee’s fixed up,” =said Raby.
“If you're sure everything's in the van,
Jimmy ~

“1 went over everyvihing specially last
cveping before you fellows arrived,” said
Jimmy.

“Then let’s start. We shall have half
Reut round u: =soon if we stick here much
longer.”

“We ought to get that door open first,”

muttered Lovell, *It may be stuek tight,
and we may need tools”

“Better get off 1™ urged Raby.

The crowd of villagers was thickening
round the caravan, and the four chums were
coming in for an amonnt of attention that
vas rather discomforting.

Oue old lady actually asked Lovell if he
had brooms to sell, and an old fellow was
heard to declare that “them gipsies ™ ought
to be arrested, and that he knew now what
had become of his fowls,

It was cvidently high time to start.

Jimmy Silver had settled the hill at the

«ald Jimmy

critter!
on, you hony heast!

only youngsters 1o

already spotted the fact that there was no
“elder ™ person in the party.

ings were <o pleasant  that {heir epirite
naturally rose,

“We won't stick to the high-road long.”

said Jimmy. “We turn off at the cross-roads,
about three miles.”

“QGot a map?" asked Raby.
Jimmy snitfed.

“Do vou think T shounld start caravanuiog

without a map?” he inquired:

“My dear chap, there's no telling what you

wonld do,” answered Rahy aflably.

“ A% soon as we get off the high-road we'll

stop and get this van open,” said Lovcll.
“1'mi rather anxious about it."

“Oh, that's all right!”

“That's all very well. But suppose the

door won't come opent™ sald Lovell. ™ “’lliﬂ
are we going to do for grub at lunch-time®

That was a_serious question, and Jimmy
Silver agreed,

The keen, fresh alr wae making the juniors

think of lunch already.

The caravan rumbled an.
Jimmy Silver c¢eased to lead the horse
and sauntered on beside it, but in a minute

or two he found himeelf sauntering ahead.
The horse had stopped.,

“Come on, Lovell!™ he called ont.

“You're driving, aln't you, Lovell?” in-
quired Newcome.

Lovell's answer was a snort.
e certainly was driving, but the horse

did not seem to he aware of it, for he had
stopped, and séemed a fixture,

Lovell eracked his whip furiously.
“Gee-up!™ hoe roared,  “Get on, You
10 it, good old hoss! Gel a move
Yah! Qeeup!”
“Gee-up!™ echoed the rest encouragingly,
Possibly the horse realised that he had
deal with, and had

Certainly he seemed to be under the im-

presslon that he could do as he liked.

Lovell jerked the reins, and tugged at

them, and slacked them, and crnnkgd the
whip, and shouted, and roared.

‘The horse moved on at @ soail’'s paee,

jerking the van slowly behind him, while
he cropped contentedly at the grass on the
wrong side of the road.

Sometimes he raised his head, in a bored
sort of way, as lovell put his strength
into hia tueging, but alwass his muzzie went
down to the grass again,

“The heast'" panted Lovell, erimton with

his exertions, “The rotten brute! I'l1l jolly
well make him go!”

inn., and he gave the stableman his tip
and went to the hor:e's head.

“"Who's going to drive?” asked Lovell,
“You can, if you like, old top. I'Il lead

the blorse while you do it, in case of
accilents.”

“You zilly ass!"”
“Oh, coma on'™
Jimmy Silver started the liorse.

Lovell took the reins. and Raby and New-
come walked with Jimmy.

The caravan, with a bump and a elatter,
wias set in motion.”

And as it rumbled on the rough road
there came a sudden crash from within the
veliele.

“Oh, Jehoshiaphat!”
“That's the egpes!'”

ejnculated Lm*el!.%
“Oh, my hat!"

- There was a loud guffaw from the watch-
ing villagers.

Aud the voice of the old inhabitant who
had missed his fowls was heard- inquiring :

“Where did themy voung gipsies get them
egrs?  The perlice ought to he told ahbout
this "ere!™

With crimson {aces the caravanners pushed
on, |
They were quite anxious to ret ont of the

village and away on the long white road
that stretched ahead.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
' On the Road.
OLT!

tumble!

Arthur Edward Lovell was driving,
and he found the horse extremely easy
to manage, probably because Jimmy Silver
was leading him.
Three &f the juniors were walking. .
A number of the onlookers followed the
van to the outskirts of the village, but after
that the caravanners were left to themselves, {
for which relief they were very thankful,
A long white road lay hefore them, bhor-

dered on one side by green, dusky woods,
and on the other side by verdant fields,

The sun shone brightly, and the surround-

ANSWERg

“ SPOOFING THE SERGEANT!™

Whack, whack, whack!

Lovell did not like whipping a horse, but

lie was at the end of his patience now, and
he laid it on. .

The result was startling.

The borse threw np his head and started
at a run, and then hroke into a gnllnp.

Jimmy Silver and Rahy and Ncwcome
jumped out of the way in time, and the
caravan thundered away down the road.

“Stop him!"™ yelled Jimmy.

“Pull in, youn ass!" slhiricked Newcome.

Lovell did not answer. He was trying o
millllt!u: horse in, and he needcd all his
Wi,

Bony as he was, the caravan-horse was
decidedly a powerful animal, and it was
barely possible that Arthur Edward Lovell
was not a first-class Jdriver.

The earavan jolted and thumped along at
a great rate, with Jimimy Silver and Kaby
and Newcome in frantic pursuit.

“Whoa!" panted Lovell. *“Oh, you rolten
heast! Whoa!"

But the lhorse was warnilng to his werk
now, and he thundered on.

There was an ominous clattéering inside th2
yvan.

The crockery was suffering.

Suddenly the horse stopped dead, nearly
throwing Lovell on to his hack.
Then he began to bhack the earavan across

the road, which was bordered by a deep
diteh, '

Fortunately, Jimmy Silver eame panting
up at that moment, and he seized the hors¢'s
head and dracged him on.

“1 think T'Il fead the horze now!™ gasped
Jimmy Silver.

“No neeil.
“What?"

"Do you {hink I -can't drive?” roared
Lovell heatedly.
“Well, my only hat!"” exclaimed Jimmy.

“Yes, old man, T do think you ean't driyve!
Kim on, hoss!” ' )

And Jimmy led.
Tae PorUuLAR,—No. 179,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tubby Muffin Makes Terms..

' HE caravanners were glad when they
- turned out of the high-road into a

green country lane.
It was

remarked, if Lovell started driving again.
!:n'rcll sniffed. |

can manage horses,” he said.

h::ﬂn't— been leading him at [first.
waeat did it

“Oh, my hat!" said Jimmy. *

o Well, we've been jolly lucky,” said Raby.
"We've come three miles safely, with Lovell

driviog pearly all the time.”
“Look here, you as§——"

“Shush!' said Junmy Silver pacifically.
Let's get the

“Don't let's begin ragping.
van open now we've stopped.”

The horse was con-
tentedly cropping at
the side of the lane,
and the- juniors were
able to turn their
attention to the door
o] *ghe caravan.
_Jimmy Silver tried it
' vain.

Somehow or other
the door was blocked,
and ecertainly it would
Hot open.

“Blessed if 1
Underztand
Hrowled Jimmy,
seems to be locked.
But how the thump
can it be focked?”

“"We shall want
tools to dpen it,” said
Lovell. *“Have we got
any tools?"

“Yes."

“Where?"

“in the
course'™

“Well, of all the
asigs—""

“Ought we to have
the tcols strung out-
side  the van?"
demanded Jimmy
Silversn warmly. “Of

courss they're. insidel
Look -here,- we shall
have to burst in the-

can
it!"”

“It

van, of

window. Newcome
can crawl in.™

Jimmy Silver  was
fiddenly interrupted

by a voice inside the
van.
“Oh, my hat!™
There was evidently
eomecne  within  the
garavan!
_""Gre:lt Scott!™ ex-
cisimed Jimmy. “Then
—then there is some
dashed tramp in the

Judkins,

safer here, as Newcome

"“The
beast would have gone all right if Jimmy
That's

wheother you are or not!
He flourishod the cart-wh

“You—you fat rotfer!™ roared Jimmy.
“You must have wired ns if you were onc of
the party, then!”

“Well, I am one of the party, ain’t 12"

“You—you—you——"

“I pot to the place late last night.,” con-
tinued Tubby. “The Golden Lion was closed,
and I thought I wouldn't wake you up,
Jimmy; and as the van was in the yard, 1
got into it to sleep. Don’t worry about me.
1 slept all right.”

“Worty about you!" gasped Jimmy,

“I was quite all right,” said Tubby
reassuringly. “And I've had some brekker.

I found the biscuits and the lunch tongue.”
“He's wolled our biscuits!”

“He's scoffed our lunch!”
“We'll spifiicate him !
“Oh, 1 say, you kKnow!"

Say, came Tubby
Mulin's vo.ce in protest,

“You didn't want

van after all, and he's
locked us out!”

“The cheeky cad!” exc’aimed Lovell wrath.

fully.
“Hold on, though' =aid Newcome. 4|

think I know that voice™

“How can yoa kuow it, fathead? It's some
tramp!”

"It sounded to me like Mufin's voice.”

“Muffin!” chouted Jimmy Silver.

He knocked on the deor.

“Who's iIn thrre? Answer, yvou rotter!™

“1 szy, Jimmy!” came from within.

And the Fistical Four shouted in surprised
and wrathiul chorus: “Tubby Mufllin!”

There was no doubt now. 1t was the voice

of Tubby Muflin, the fat Classical ef Rook-
wood.

Love!l kicked at the door.

“Let us in, you fat villain!
lceked this doar?”

“0Of courre I have, old chap!™

“I'll old chap you!"” gasped Lovell. “You
wait till.I get near enough to wallop you,
You tat bounder! I'll burst you!™

Have you

“Thea yon jolly well won't get in!™
answercd the invisible Tubby. :

“How did you get in there, you fat
villain?*' shonted Jimmy Silver.

“1 told you 1 was coming, dida't I,

Jimmy?" gaid Tubby Muflin, in an injared
toze. “I wasn't poinzg to desert you this
vac, you know. 1 telegraphed to your pater
as you dido't answer my letters,
wired back where 1 could find you,”
Tue Poruran.—No. 179.
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MARCHING ORDERS I—  But we’re not glpsies!’ sald Jimmy Silver.

Got oft m¥ land before 1 la

another In diasmay.

m= to go hungry, did you? I call that jolly
selfish 1™

“Why didn't you let us know jyou were
there when we started?” roared Raby. .

“1 wasn't going to bother yvon, you know.

: 'i'i'nu meau you know we'd have kicked you
cus!”

“Ahem! I—" :

“You fat villuin!” shouted Jimmy Silver.
“If you'd come into the Golden Lion we'd
have hooted you out. That's why you
snoozed in the van!”

“I'm sure you wouldn't treat a pal like
that, Jimmy!”

“I'l pal you!”™ muttered Jimmy. :

“1 gay, it's getting near lunch-time, ain’t
1.7" went on Tubby Muffin. *This van wants
clearing up. There's a lot of eggs.smashed,
and some crocks broken. Are you fellows
rewdy for lunch?”

“Yes, we are, you fat worm!”

“All serene! 1've started alreadyl”

“You—you've started?” v

“Yes. ['ve found the sardines and salmon,
and the cold potatoes. I'd rather have some-
thine a bit more sgolid. But it's all right.
Don't worry about me. The cucumber i3 a
treat!”

“He's bagged our cucumber!™ said Lovell,
in sulphurous tounes.

“Open’the door!™ roared Jimmy.
“1 =ay, are you waxy?"

“Yon'll see whether we're waxy or not

**SPOOFING THE SERGEANT!™

my
p In the air, and the unhappy caravannors

(See Chapter 0.)

when we get at you, you fat clami” ronred

Lovell. - t mﬂ'!'

“«Then yon jolly well won't zet 3
retorted %ubh}' Muffin. *You can’t get L
unless I chooze!l"

“Wha-a-at?" .

“If{ you don't open the door,
in the wl&:}dnw. and get 1n
mﬁn‘i’t:t(ll g:;{- old ehnp! I should shove you
out with the broom!”

“Oh, my hat!” T
The Fistical Four exchanged glances O
ess wrath. :
hﬂ%?b!:; Mut?llrll was master of the sitnation,

as a matter of fact.

He was locked in the van,
actually }Iem?{iﬁhingt tlh‘c vchicle,
no wny of getting at Inm. ‘

.—tud}nll tﬁe pmgris-lnm were in his keeping,

wa'll break
that way!

and, without
there was

¢« | don’t caro

about you!' roared Mr.

winp looked at one

e —

“and the Classical chums fairly trembled for

them: they knew Tubby Muffin’s inordinate
appetite of old.
“We—we—we'll
Lovell at last.
“1 say, Jimmy—
“Well, you fat toad?” :
“Make it pax, old man! I came {0 join
you as a pal, you know. I'm going to
caravan with you, old fellow! I shall be

slaughter him!'"” gasped

awfully -vseful. You want & fellow with o
head on him to manage—— -

“I'll manage you!” howled Lovell.

“I can cook, too,” said Muflin. “You

know how I can cook. Make it pax, :1.nd let's
go carayanning together, you ch:‘tlpa.'

“We're going to slaughter you!

“0Oh, all right! I'll go on with my lunch
while you think it over,” was the placid
reply of the invisible Tubby.

“Let our grub alone!' shrieked Lovell, in
frenzied tones.

“0Oh, I say! I'm hunar

“You—you—you—-""

There was a sound within the caravan of a
tin-opener at work on tins.

Tubby Muflin was not. waiting.

“Well, my hat!" said 'Lovell at Ilast.
“What the thump are we going to do?

You're leader of thls show, Jimmy Silver.”
“Blessed if' I know!" confessed Jimmy.

A  CRAND STORY OF ROOKWOOD.
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: The Fistical Four were perplexed, and at a
0ss.

How to deal with the egregions Tubby was
2 mystery.

Forcing in the window and creeping in was
not fTeasible, if Tubby Mufin handled the
broom inside as a weapon of defence, and
doubtless he wounld do so, rather than take
& rageing and be stranded on the road after-
wards,

Evidently the fat Classical had made up
his mind to become a member of the caravan
party by hook or by crook.

Jimmy Silver's good hemour came to the
rescue ab last, and he grianed.

“After all, let him come,” he said.
"We'll make him do the eooking, and work.
The fat bounder will be useful.”

“1'd rather scalp. him!" growled Lovell.

“Better make terms with him before all
the grub's gone!™ grinped Newecome. ™ You
know Tuhby!™

Lovell nodded at last,

“It's a go, then!" said Jimmy Silver. And
he stepped up to the door and tapped on it.
“Tubby, you fat rotter!”

“Hallo, old pal!™

“Let us in! It's pax, and you're coming
along with us.”

“Honest. Injun, Jimmy ™

“Yes, ass!”

“All serene!’’ |

The door was thrown open, and Tubhy
AMuflin's fat face beamed out on the chums ol
Rookwood.

“Jolly glad to see you fellows!"™ =aid
Tubby affably. “Quite a happy party—what?
Lots of grub left for von. Pile in!”

The looks the Fistical Four gave Tuobby
Muffin must have withered any m:dinary
person, hut Tubby did not seem to mind.

“Honest Injun!" made the compact In-
violable, and Tubby felt quite secure.

And the hungry caravanners gave their
attention to lunch, and though Tubby Muflin
had started first he finiched last.

Jimmy. “Clear up the broken eroekg, too
When you've douwe, get out of the van, and
walk. Come on, chappics!™

Tubby, on second thoughts, was glad to
take on the cleaning operations, as he could
do it in the van.

He did not want to walk, especially aflter
a meal.

The horse was induced to leave the grass,
not without diMMiculty, and the van rolled
on along the lealy lane.

The Fistical Four walked on with the horse,
hoofing it cheerily, while Tubby Mullin
busied himself in the van.

Tuhby's idea of making himself useful was
to put his head out of the van every few
minutes and ask Jimmy Silver where the
things were.

He could not find a pail or a cloth or a
brush or a broom, or, in lact, anything by
his own exertions, aund after Jimmy Silver
had replied to five or six questions he picked
up a thiek tu~f from the roadside.

Tubby's fat face came out once more,

“1 say, Jimmy!™ he squeaked,

“"Halla!'”

“Where's the teacloth, if I'm to wash
these things? Yaroooooh!™

Tubby Maolin disappeared into the van as
the turf whizzed through the air and smote
him on his plump chest.

There was a roar of amazement and wrath
from the fat Classical.

“"Yaroogh! Groogh! Oh = nh = ynh!
Wharrer you do that for, Jimmy Silver, you
mad idiot:™ ,

“Go on asking questionz, old scout!™
answered Jimmy cheerily. " 1've got another
clod for you if you do!”

“Groogh! You—youn—— Look here——"

“Use your head, old chap! This isn’t a
clacker’s procession!™

Tubby Muffin snorted with wrath.

But after that he used his head, and did
not ask any more questions.

When the answer to a question eame in the
form of a whizzing clod, Tubhy fonnd that
he conld find things by looking for them.

“"Get down when you've finished!" Lovell
called out several times. “You're too big
a load for the geegee.”

Tubby hung out his jobs as long as
possible.

He was debating in his mind whether to
ttart serubhing out the caravan, in fact,
rather than alight, when Lovell came in for
him at last.

Lovell helped him ont, and after that
Tubby Mullin walked with the rest, with

a very injured expression on his fat face.
“1 can’t kecp up his pace, you chaps!™ he
expostulated.
“Pon't, then!" answered Lovell.

“Put I can't be left behind, can 17" howled
Tubhby.

“1 don't see why not.”

“Brrr-r!" growled Tubby MufMn. And he

found that he could Kkeep the pace quite
well,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Camping Out.
1 'LL drive!" said Tubby Muflin.
Lovell rose from the grass by the
roadside, and yawned.
The caravanners had lunched com-
fortably enough, scated in the grass beside

the leafy lane, with a big oak spreading its
thady boughs over them.

The caravan was drawn up beside the lane,
anidl the horse was c¢ropping the grass with
great satisfaction.

“First of all,” said Jimmy Silver, “you'll
elean up the van, Tubby. Yon ought not to
have allowed those eggs to tumble over, as
you were in the van. You'll elean them vp.”

“They're not eatable now, old chap,” said
Tubby. “Leave them there. They'll get
trodden away in time.”

“You'll get trodden away in next to no
time if you don't get a move on!" said
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~ *“SPOOFING THE SERGEANT!"

Jimmy Silver consulted his map eonce OF
twice as the caravanners marched on. :
Me had fixed on a village for camping If&l'
the might, where there was a handy field,
and “grub” could be purchased at a farm
if required.

llf:: the pace was not quite *nl- to antici-
ations, and the juniors found themselves a
ittle tired later in the afternoon. I
It was their first day on the road, am
they were not yet hardened to it

Aud the sight of a beautiful spot for
camping decided them not to push on to
their intended destination.

The caravan was following a deep lane,
hetween linessof great trees that shaded the
road, with rich cornlands stretching away

on either side.

i

The wheat mave place to pasture, and
then the beautiful spot was sighted—a grecil
fleld, with a s=hining rivulet crossing it at
the bottom, and a clump of great trees near
the stream, and a wide gate in the fence.

The eves of the caravanners rested on that
ideal spot, and they exchanged glances.

“That's a ripping place!™ said Raby.

“Just what we want!" remarked Lovell. 2
“No geod overdoing it on the first day,
Neweome remarked, in a careless sort of
way. “After all, we've got to lght a camp-
fire, and all that.” .
“Tet's stop!™ gasped Tubby Muflin, “1I'm

tired, you know-—joliy tired ™

Jimmy Silver, without answering, surveyed
the fleld, Certainly they were not likely to
find a more suitable spot farther on.

And true caravanners never mapped ont
their proceedines with exactitude. It was
more in the spirit of caravanning to follow
the fortune of the road.

“We couldn't do better!” urged Lovell.

“Right!" agreed Jimmy. “HBut we've gob

to get permisaion. That's not public land.
That's an enclosged field.”

“Well, we ean nsk,” said Lovell.
nsk that farmer chap.”

A man in a velveteen coat and gaiters was
sitting on  the gate of the Nheld, and
smoking a  cigarette, and glancing rather
curiously at the ecaravanners.

He wns o young man, and looked like a
sporting farmer, and the juniors rather liked
his looks.

Jimmy Silver left the wvan, which had
halted in the road, and crossed the belt of
prass to the gate where the young nan
was sitling,

The man In the gaiters removed the
ciearette from his  mouth, and nodded
genially to the Rookwood junior.

“Caravanning—eh?" he asked.

“That's it,” snid Jimmy Silver. “We're
thinking of camping now. Any objection Lo
our camping in this fleld "

Tlfl: other looked thoughtful.

1 suppose you wouldn't set fire to the
trees?” he remarked.

“No,"” said Jimmy, laughing.

“Or burn up hallf the pasture?” .

“0Of course not. We should he jolly care-
ful not to do any damage if you let us camp
here,” said Jimmy. “We're willing « to
pay-——" "

The young man waved his Tiand, as il dis-
claiming the iden.

“1 sha'n't charge you anything,"” he said.
“Co long as you don't do any real damage
I've no objection to your camping here, I'm

sure., So far as I'm concerned, you're very
welcome.”

“Thanks very mueh!” sajid Jimmy.

“Oh, don't mention it!"

And, with a smile and a nod, the yvoung
man slipped from the gate, and whistled to
a dog, amd strolled away down the lane.

Jimmy Silver opencd the gate, and Twebby
Mullin was stationed to hold 1t wide open
while the horse was led in.

The horse did not seem quite to under-
stand, and he backed, instead of going
forward; but four juniors clung to him, and
persunded him at Jast that it was his business
to ro through the gate.

When that was borne in upon the cquine
mind, the Tiorse appeared to be under the
deluzion that it was necessary Lo pass
t’t!l_itll'qnut,,,'h the gateway at a gallop, and he

Il L]

“Look out!” yelled Lovell.

The caravan rocked through the cateway
:nl'te;' thie horse, fortunately just escaping the
crash.

Tubby Muflin jumped away in alarm,
letting. go the gate, which swung to when
the caravan was nearly clear of the posts,

Then there was a crash, as thie gate collided
with a bind-wheel, and the caravan ground
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its way, leaving the unfortunate gate In a
scrious condition. o]
“You silly fat duffer!” qu:l_rﬂd Lovell.

. “Why didn't you hold the gate?”

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Tubby. Do you
think I was going to be run over? DBother
the gate, and bother<you!"”

The horse slowed down in the field,-and
began cropping the rich pasture with evident
thjoyment. :

The juniors surveyed the gate in dismay.

It hung by ome hinge, and one bar had
Leen reduced to matchwood.
.“T!mt will have to bhe paid
Raby at last. o
CWell, we can pay for it!" said Jimmy
Silver., “I don't think that sporting chap
Will cut up rusty; he looked good-tempered.

for!™ =sald

I think Muflin ought to be slaughtered!” | -

“1 like that!" said -Tubby indignantly.
“Why didn't you lead .the horse throuzh
broperly? You shouldn’t have let him go!”

"Oh, go and eat coke!™

The Rookwooders followed the caravan,
and came up with it, and the horse was
I*d "on towards the stream at the farther

cnd of the field,

Then he. was.at last taken out, and
tethered with a long rope to a peg, which
enabled him to crop the grass in a large
radlus, and also to drink from the stream if
he felt so dispoascid. |

Under the trees near the water the cara-
vanners prepared to camp.

Lubby Muflin wanted to start at once
On the tinned salmon and sardines and the
bread, of which there was a prood !IIFNF:,

hut he was persuaded not to, Lovell's boot
being the chief argument used.

“You fellows gather wood for the fire,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Get as much as you
can., while T get the things out of the van.”

“Right you are!"

Four juniors started in search of -firewood,

Another Real Photo for Your Set!

the
head—"*

Tubby,

of -which there was plenty to be gathered
Unde? the trees and in the adjoining thicket,
and they returned with their arms full.

Loveall built the fire in nuite a workmanlike
manner, -

There was an old newspaper, and it was

torn up, dry twigs added, and then a mateh,
and as it blazed up firewood was carefully
fed to it—small picces at first, and then
larger ones.

Thie camp-fire was soon flaring away
merrily,

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver had brought out
“{[‘ big iron pot. and arranged - the three
Sticks tha; were to_support it over the fire
Bip2y fashion.

Water was to be had in plenty, and there
were ample potatoes.
While Lovell tended the fire his comrades

peeled potatoes in great numbers and put
th‘em in the pot. :

' 4Cﬂn You l'ﬂlt f“hhaﬂe in stows?" nﬂh}'
asked rather doubtfully,

m

Q)

“Certaialy!” answered Jimmy Silver, with
assurance. . :

He was not sure, but it would never have
done for a leader to admit that he was not
sure.

So the eabbage went in. -

“And turnips,” added Jimmy, “Carrots,
ton. May as well slice up the carrots,” he
added thoughtfully.  “Put some salt in, and
pepper, and—and—" .

“Mustard?” '

“No; leave the mustard ont!"” said Jimmy,
with the same assurance of manner. “Plenty
of salt, though.” :

“I say, it won't be much good withiont
any meat in it, you chaps,” suid Tubby
Muflin rather dismally, : :

“There isn't any meat, ass!”

“We might put in some fat bacon.” said
Jimmy, taking up a knife in a thoughtful
way. “If Muflin doesn't object——»

“Eh? Of course I don’t!” excldimed Tubby
cagerly. “It's a ripping idea! T didn’t know
vou'd got any bacon! Where is it?”

“Come on, then!™ said Jimmy, flourishing
thulﬁnife.

Wi " li:ll'

“I've never killed ﬂ"p'ig before, but I dare

say I can manage .

“You silly ass!™ yelled Tubby, jumping
back in alarm’ as he renlised that he was
bacon alluded to.  * You—you—you fat-

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Look here, I don't see how I ean eat
stew without any meat in it!" said Tubby

Muflin sulkily.

“Don’t eat any, then, old nut!” said Jimmy

Silver.

“What am I going to eat, then?” roared

“Is that a conundrum 2"

“Well, I'sunpose 1 can manage with the
tinned things.”

“Let me cateh you managing with them!”
growled Lovell. “I'll manage to stick you
head first into the water if I do!™

" Look here——"

“Shurrup!”

It is said that a watched pot is long in
boiling, and certainly that gipsy pot seemed
a terrible long time to the hungry juniors.

It boiled at Inst, and Jimmy Silver jabbed
i‘t fﬁrk into a ‘potato; but it was still quite
1Ard.

The ecabbage seemed to get coaked first;
and, after a time, the hungry party, throw-
Ing ceremony to the winds, fished out foat-
ing fragments of cabbage, and ate them
with chunks of bread.

Never had bread tasted so delightful as
it did that summer evening, after a long
day in the open air.

“Bless those spuds!”” growled Lovell. “ Will
tlicy never get done?™ .

A Gfand Acﬁon Photo—

: “Ought ltu have cut them up small, per-
1aps?’* gnid Newcome. :
'Pﬂh. they'll get idimel in time!" said Jimmy
Silver. “Keep smiling!"”

“T—1 Eﬂ}!‘!" ejaculated Tubby Muﬂgﬂ.
“That—that chap looks rather iilﬁtemnﬂt:: ’
don't he? I—I wonder what he wants?

The juniors looked round. =

A big, broad-shouldered farmer, _‘Withu
cart-whip in his hand, was striding into llE
field, and the expression on his face certain :I
indicated that he was very ill-tempere
indeed. :

The ecaravanners forgot the nh:atmntir
potatoes for the moment, and fixed t!:;-lr
eyes upon the farmer as he strode up, with
a certain anticipation of trouble, though Lhey
could not guess why yet.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Marching Ordars.

({4 ANG my buttons!”
D That was the
remark. )

He strode up to the ecamp, his

face purple with wrath, brenthless with haste
and fury, though why he should be in & fury
was a mystery to the Rookwood caravanners.

“Good-evening!” ventured Jimmy Silver,
wondering whether the crusty old fellow was
a relation of the good-natured young man who
had given them permission to camp in the
field.

The crusty gentieman did not return the
greeting,

He appeared to be about to choke for some
moments, and the Rookwooders watched him
in surprisc and alarm; but at. last he found
his voice, .

“You yvoung vagabones!” he roared.

“What?”

“Get off myv land!” roared the farmer.

“Wha-a-at¥”

farmer’s

“I'Il have the lot of you nrrestml} . By
hokey! You gang of gipsy vagabones.’
“Oh, draw it mild!”’ excluimed Jimmy

“We've bhad permission to

Silver warmly, .
I don't know who yowu

camp in this field.
are—-"

“I'm Farmer Judkins, as voun know very
well, and this is my field!” roarcd the angry
gentleman, * Permiasion, h_n_\'i'.:' Who gave
yvou permission? I never did! _

T 4 A—pa—a—a man did!” pgasped Jimmy,
with a very queer feeling inside. "A=a
voung man who was—was sitting on the
gate gave us permission——"' : |

“Oh, my hat " murmured Lovell, in dismay.

The wrath of the farmer opened the eyes
of the earavanners a little, and the dreadful
suspicion came to them that the good-natured
voung man at the gate was not the owner
of the field at all, and had been pulling their
ieg.

El:'t'.?ﬁh crumbs!™ gasped Tubby Muflin.

NN

—

YULAR RAILWAY.

All about the Famous Engine which forms the subject of our Free Plate.

g GLASGOW'S POP

FTER London, probably Glasgow is
the most important railway-centre in
Great Britain. The metropolis has

_ its London & S.W.K. and the Scottish
big city has its Glasgow & S.W.IL.

The G.&S.W.R. has a fine big busy
terminus in the heart of St. Mungo, called
St. Eooch. From this big station trains ruu
to the Clydeside towns and resorts, to the
Ayrshire coast, to far-ofl Stranracr, in Gallo-
way — when  mail - steamers take one to
Northern Ireland in about two hours—and

over the Dorder to “ Merrie Carlisle.,” whence |

the trains. go forward, over the Midland
line, to St. Pancras. This Anglo-Scottish |
service 15 the “Salpts'" route. between

St. Enoch in
London.

in the “Saints"" service would pass for Mid-

Glasgow and St. Paneras in

The G. & S.W.R. trains that work |

land coaches with most people, for they are
built on M.R. lincs and to Midland duaigns;l

but they are owned jointly by the
G. & S.W.R. and the M.L.

The locomotives of the G.& S.W.R.
Tsie PopULAR,—No. 170.
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however, quite different in appearance and
colouring from their Midland colleagues, as
comparison of the fine colour-plate in this
issue of No 438, in its smart green livery,
with the bright red Midland engines pre-
sented a few weeks ago, discloses.

The expresses between St. Enoch and
Carlisle liave a journey of 115} miles over
a severe course. The G. & S5.W.R., with true
Scots' perspecuity, looks after the bawbers,
and does not run these trains non-stop; the
hest expresses stop at Kilmarnock en route.
The distance from Carlisle is 01} miles,
covered in 123 minutes, a geod speed, con-
sidering the nature of the line. The
(. & S.W.R. bhas, lowever, a quicker run
between St. Enoch and Ayr, the 41.14 miles
being covered in 50 minutes, the speed heing
practically 060 miles an hour. The high-
speed standard of 1914 has not vet been
reacbed again by the G, & S.W.R., as cight
years ago the higb-speed mark was 54.6 miles
an hour.

The many coast towns between Girvan and

THE SERGEANT!™

Glasgow are favourite residential resorts for
the big business men of Glasgow, and an

excellent service of fast morning up and
down evenin trains are run by the
G. & S.W.R. for their convenience. In the

[aummer. al20, these resorts are visited by

many hoelidayv-nmkers, whilst the trallic to
the Clyde Firth towns served by the
G. & S.W.R.'s swift palatial steamers, i3 a
big business during many months of the vear.
Numerous trains run to and from Glasgow in
connection with the steamers. -

From what we have written, it will ba
seen that the locomotives of the Q. & S.W.IL.
have plenty of hard work to do, and they
do it extremely well.

No. 435, the flne express engine depicted
in the colour-plate, has four-coupled whee!s

6 ft. 9} in. diameter, cylinders 18} {pn. diameter
surface of:

by 26in. stroke, a heating
1,301 sq. ft., with boiler pressure of 170 lbs.
per square inch.  The tender earries 2,400
gallons  of water and four tons of coal.
Weight, in working order:
tender, 311 tons.

A GRAND STORY OF ROOKWOOD.
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“Don't tell me an
Judkins. " Whe cnnldx
excepting me, I'd like
my landi”

“"But—but vou
mered Jimmy, i s

oI haven't any son!™ enorted Mr. Judkins.
Don’t you tell me any more lics! You get
off my lanud Lefore 1 have you arrested! The
last lot of gipsies by here stole my goat! Off
Jou gol™
" But—hut we're not gipsies!"
I don’t care whether yon are or not! Get

oll my land before T lay my whip about
Youl™ roared Mr. Judkins.

He fourished the eart-whip in the air as
he spoke as it about to use it.

The unhappy ecaravanners looked at one
another in dismay,

Night was falling now, and the landscape
was enshrouded in deep dusk,

‘The camp-fire, leaping up red against the
shadows, looked very homely and ecomfort-

able, and a delicions scent came from the
stewpot,

And they were hungry.

To be ordered off their camping-ground
at that moment was a terrible hlEm’. :

But the farmer was evidently in earnest.

As a matter of ract, he had some cause
for wrath, not Leitz responsible for the
practical joker who had given the cara-
vauners permission fo camp in the fleld.
- Look here, Mr Judkins!"” said Jimmy
Silver, at last, “V oIl pay for the use of
the field till the morning if voull let us
Elay.” i

“You'll

and

lies!” roared Mr.
give you permission
to know, when it's

perhia ps—"" stam-

pay for the damage to my gate,

you won't stay another minnte!”
snorted Mr. Judkine. “Now, then, off you
£2! Pack up and get out!™ :

“But—but—bhut—"

“Look here—-"
_agie: Ihll‘f" roared the farmer. “Harry! Mike!
Ci:}ltt? cre, and bring the bull-terrier!™

“Oh, dear!” murmured Newcome.

‘I'l:t-r{‘ was no help for it. ~

e Juniors were feeling greatly inclined to
Luntl!u.thu imhospitable Mr. Judkins, but it
was evident that they could not handle Bill
and Mike and Harry and the bull-terrier,

Moreover, as the farmhands came across
the fleld one of them was carrying a Jake
and another a pitehfork, apparently in case
there should be trouble.

“Sce them off my land!™ c<houted Mr.
.[11{11{1114. “Chuck their rubbish after them!
Sed them off! And you, my lad, vou'll pay
for t‘ln- dam-ge to that gate, or 1'll Rt.‘f:i*
‘ou ere and give you into custody!'™

“Oh, shut up!™ spapped Jimmy Silver, his
temper rising, “How much do you want for
your rotten old pate?”

“You'll pay ten shillings, and vou'll get
oul! Put that borse in, men, and take that
van into the road! Look into the van, and
sce Il anything’s been stolen and hidden in
there!"

“You silly old dummy !” shouted Lovell, in
Ereat wrath., “Do you think we're thieyea?™

T\Ir.. Judkins grasped his whip, and Lovell
;‘I:nilﬂllt up a half-burnt log from the camp-

Ie.
© The irate gentieman held his hand.

“Get out!" he repeated. “Get off my land!
Out you go, you gang of young raseals! 1'1
hive no gips'es on my land! 1 dessay yonu
heloug to the same gang that stole my
pot! Out you go!"

The farmhands were already putting the
hors: in the traces, grinning the while
Wih heavy hearts the caravanners packed

their belongings back into the van, the stew-
pot being lifted in bodily with the stew.

A gocd deal of it was zpilled as the earavan

was set in motion again and lurched away
towards the gate.

Jimmy Silver banded the farmer a ten-
shilling note.

It was only reasonable to pay for the
damaged gate; aud Mr. Judkins reccived it
with a snort, and a Yepeated imjunction to
get out.

The earavan rumbled into the road in the
gathering darkness,

Inside the van Tubby Muffin was bolling
b.oiled potatoes, finding great comiart therein,

The farmer stood frowning and hiz men
erinning as the unhappy caravanners took
up their route again, and moved off into the
zloom,

For a little while Jimmy Silyer & Co. did
not speax.
Lovell was the first to break the silence,

“Well, my hat!” was what he =aid.
“Where the thump are we going {o camp
at thizs bour?”™ murmured Newcome.

“Lel's get out the potatoes, and tuck in,
anyway,” said Raby, "I can't hold out much
longer."” '

He stepped into the van, amd then there
was a sound of roaring and scuflling.

Tubhy Muflin's voice wuas heard, raized in
angnish,

taby jumped down. R

“Well, where's the spuds?™ asked Lovell.

“Muflin’s bolted all that were left!™

“"Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!™ came from the van,
in anguished accents. " Yon beast, you've
busted my nose, and blacked my eye, and-—-
aund— Ow-ow ow-wow-wow !"”

“Oh dear!” <aid Jimmy Silver. *“I—I wizh
we could meet that chap who gave us per-
mis ion to camp in that old bounder's ficld!
I only wizth—— My bhat!”

Even as Jimmy was speaking, the young
man in the wvelveteen coat and the gaiters
came .n sight, strolling aleng and whistling,
wityh his dog at his lheel-.

He stopped as he saw the caravan, and
sm led geniully.

“Hallo! Didn’t
quericd picasantly.

The juniors did not answer.

With one accord they rushed upen that
pleassut young man, and smote him hip and
th'gh.

There was a yell irom the vicelim, as he
sat down under the rush, and he struggled
frantically in the grasp of the Fistiezl Four.

But his strugel s did not avall him.

He had been too funny at their expense,
and they did not =pare him.

By the time they had finished with him
the agrecabie young man had had n severe
l¢sson on  the subject of joking with
¢aravanners.

He .was bumped and rolled and
and rageed, and tlnally
bes'de the road, and
mud.

“That'll do!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

"Gug-gug-ecug-pupt” came from the dark-
ness of the ditceh.

“Geeup!™ chortled Lovell,

you camp, after all?™ he

pommelled
pitched into the ditch
swamped into black

The caravan rolled on, and from hehind
the caravann.rs came weird and waoelul
rsounds from a hapless practical joker

struggling out of a_diteh.

Greatly comforted, Jimmy ~Silver & Co,
tramped on beside the caravan in the summer
nigit, once more in cheerful spirits,

THE END.

(Don't miss the splendid story dealing
with the schooldays of Franl: Richards in
the backwoods of Canada, entitled * Turned
Out )" by Martin Clifford, in next weelk's
grand bumper number,) *
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A MAGNIFICENT COLOURED PLATE
| of the

GREATEST EXPRESS ENGINE
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IN GREAT BRITAIN

Presented FREE with Next Week’s Grand
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(Continued from page 5.)
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“Quite enough!™ said the sergeant terscly.
He turned to Miss Meadows. *“These hoYs
are the gullt artica, Miss Mcadows, and
Frank I’ticlmri; f; inpocent.” . -

“1 Xnow it now, and I thank you [or
making the discovery,” said the mistress of
Cedar Creek gratefully.,

Gunteu gave a Nnond of yell.

“It'a not so--you fool! How dare you
tell Miss Meadows so? 1've admitted
vothinz, and Keller hasn't, T kuow that!"”

Tho zergeaut smiled.

“Keller has stated that you rode slowly
in the direction of Cedar Camp,” he said
quietly. *“I purposely led you to supposo
that he bad stated that you had a gallop
together, and you fell into the trap, Guu-

ten. DBoth of you know perfeetly well how
you spent your time, If yun went Yor o
ride, it is mmpossible for Keller to believo

that you rode slowly, and for you to believe
that you galloped. Youn are hoth lying;
and you are Iying bhecause yon cannob
account for the time you spent before you
reached home that night, You are lyiug
because you are guilty!"

Gunten panted.

He realised, too Iate, the
scrpycant had “drawn "™ him.

But he had Dbeen helpless. Not kpow-
ing what Keller had said, he could nov
mike his story agree, in any case,

Even If the two raseals had foreseen this,
and had prepared a story beforehand, the

liow cute

sergeant would  have caught them npon
gome point  of detail, by taking them

separately.

The sergeant reached for his hat.

“T'm glad I've been of some service Lo
vou, Misa Meadows,”™ he said. "1 leave
them in your hands,™

Miss Meadows accompanied. the scrgeant
to the door,

“Richards!" she ealled out.

Frank ran forward.

“Yes, Miss Meadows, ™

"1 am sorryv, Richards, that T doubted
You. Sergennt Lasalle  has  proved thab
that miserable trick was played by Gunten
und Keller.™

“Oh!™ pasped Frank.

“DBravo!” roared DBob Lawless.
did 1T tell you? Put your dollars on
North-West M.I'.'s every time!"

There was a cheer from the Cedar Creek
fellows as the big sergeant strode away to
his horse,.

Gunten and Keller came slinking out of
the schoolhouse with pale faces.

Miss Meadows stopped them.,

“Gunten—and Keller!™ :

“It wns QGunten's ;fanlt! groaned Xelier
wretchedly, "I was against it all the time,
Miss Meadows. 1 swear jit!"

“You coward—yox coyote!" hissed Gunfen,

“You kuvow jt's true!"™ snarled Keller.
“I was sorry T helped you. 1 didu't waunt
to have a hand in it!"”

“Keller, you will go bhack to my room.
I shall camc you, I think you were led
into this by Gunten. As for yvou, Gunten "—-
Miss Meadows® volce grew very stern—*"you
have not only played a dastardly trick upon
your schoolmistreess, but you have atlempted
to lay the hlame upon an inpocent boy! I
shall eall upon your father this evening,
and tell him you ecapnot remain. in this
schiool, You may go!” 4 S

Gunten slunk away, with downcast face.

“Kick lnm out!™ shouted Bob Lawless.

Gumten fled, panting, with half Cedar
Creek whooping behind him. | e

Bob thumped his cousin on the back.

“All cerene now, Franky!”

And Frank Richards langhed merrily. Ilis

and stern justice

face was very bright.
His name was cleared,

was dealt out to the rogue of the lumber

school. He had, indeed, been saved by the

“What
tho

sergeant.
THE END.

(There will be a grand long complete story

dealing with the further adventures of the

Rookwood Caravanners, under the title of

'3 Spnn_ﬂng the Sergeant!" by Owen Cone
quest, in next Tuesday's splendid issue.)
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AN AMAZING SERIAL OF ADVENTURE. DEALING WITH THE STRANGE AND EXCITING DULL
DBETWEEN FERRERS LORD & CO., AND THE MYSTERIOUS PEARI RAIDERS. |

A Grand New Seri

%

al, introducing Ferrers lﬂl'd; the Millionaire Adventurer, Ching Lung & Co., and the
Daring Pearl Raider, Harper Blaise, the Terror of the South Seas.

By SIDNEY DREW.,

e ————.

INTRODUCTION.

A meeting between Bruce Doneclan and

arper Blaise, the mysterious pearl raider,
takes place in the manager’s bungalow on
Ferrers Lord’s pearling-station the day before
the arrival of the millionaire. Donelan, the
manager of the station, is struck by the
amazing resemblance between Ferrers Lord
and Blaise, and he unfolds a daring scheme
or raiding the strong-room on board the
Lord of the Deep. Blaise i3 to impersonate
Ferrers Lord, get away in the vacht, then,

Aafter taking the thousands of [mllﬂdﬁ of
pearls and gold from her, sink the yacht in
the lagoon. The plan is successfully started.
TFerrers Lord is kidnapped on his arrival at
the station, and secured in the bungalow;
then Blaise sets =ail on the Lord of the
Deep, bound for Gan Waga's Island.

(Yow read on.)
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tha Polico Arrive Too Late.
RUCE DONELAN raised the mat
curtamn with a cautions hand. The
victim of their treachery had not

- stirred, Ferrers Lord was not dead,
for there was still a faint tinge of colour in
his cheeks.

Blaise had known exactly where to strike
and to paralyse the nerve centres. He had
told his accomplice tiiat Ferrers Lord would
not recover consciousness for at least an

 hour, and that days might clapse before he
was really normal again,

Donelan was taking no chances. e found
a length of rope, bound the millionaire's
wrists and ankles, and dragged him into the
bed-room.

It would have Dbeen easier to have killed
the man outright, but Donelan liad not nerve
enough for that. He was superstitious, us
many men with criminal instinets are, and
firmly believed in the old adage that, sooner

~or Jater, murder will out. -

He filled one of the slender-stemmed glazses
with choice champagne, and took up the
envelope Harper Blise had left behind him.

Suddenly he crancd his neck to listen, and
rose. Ilis outstretched hand found the flash-
lamp, and closed on it. Stealthily he crossed
the room.

“That you, Jimmy?" he asked.

There was no reply, and the light showed
thut Jimmy’'s sleeping-place was empty. The
only sounds he heard were the chattering of
some night birds and the sullen booming of
the surl.

Donclao went back to his wine and eigar.
-‘He had no appetite for the tempting supper.
He dragged up the curtain till he could see
Tne Porurar.—No. 179.
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(Author of *““ Gan Waga's Island.’’)

| the gleaming lights of the yacht. He was
expecting the stewards to return, and earry
away the luxurious things they had brought
there—the silver electrolier with its hidden
battery, the damask cloth and serviettes, the
exquisite china plates and table-glass and
silver cutlery, :

He whistled to himself as he thought of
Harper Blaise and the tremendous. gamble.
The risks were stupendous, but so would be
the gains if Blaise carried the schéme to
| success. It would not be for want of daring
or of skill in playing the part he had
assumed, Donclan was sure of that. About
Blaise's accomplices he knew nothing. Some
of them had come ashore on the night he
had handed over the pearls to the chiel of
the raiders, but he bad not spoken to any of
them.

Suddenly he peered forward. The lights of
the vaecht were no longer stationary. She
was moving out to sca. Donelan laughed,
put his old straw hat in front of the lantern,
and held it there while he counted sixty.
While he counted anotlier sixty he let the
light shine out, and then obscured it again.

The sen breeze was blowing strongly, as it
usually did between twilight and midnight.
As the hights of Ferrers Lord’'s yacht faded
out the pnknown man to whom Donelan had
signalled came ashore.

He was a great, hulking, bow-legged rascal.
and his bare f[ecet made no sound as he ap-
proached the - bungalow. His dirty white
trousers were patched at the knees, and his
only other garment appeared to be a shirt.
His chin was shaved, but he wore a loug,
drooping moustuche, straw-coloured like his
hair, Hiz left eye had gone, but the-right
one was large, blue, and brilliant. At lhis
hip he earried an old-fashioned revolver, with
a long, shining barrel.

“Where's the boss?” he asked gruflly.

“Cleared,” answered Donelan, “Yon're
Sharkfin Billy, I take it, I've got n note
‘here that may explain a bit. Blaise scerawled
it before he left.”

The man tore open the envelope, and read
the note through twice. He pulled his
moustache thoughtfully.

it don't quite explain things, DBy ginger,
vou've got o saucy sort of place here, and
| live in style!”

“Have a drink and a smoke,” said DBruce
Donelan., " Your bosz left it to me to ex-
plain to you. 8it tight a bit, and I'll put
you wise.”

The one-cyed man listencd, nodding ocea-
gionally, and his only eye seemed to grow
rounder and brighter, -

“By ginger,” he said, at Iast, “it's a
higgish mouthful for even Harp Blaise to

ouT!"

1

|

“This tellsa 'me what to do,” he said, “hut

A MACNIFICENT

chew, but I reckon, now he's got his tecth
on it, sonny, he'll bite it full of holes. He
never let me down yet. How about the swell
he's impersonating? Have you buried him
ett”
s “There's to be no buryving!" said Donelan
hastily. *“Your boss agreed with me about
that. You've got to shove him out there, and
let him chaoece it. It will be quite as good
as burylog him. Give him a monuth of it, and
he'll arrange his own funeral by jumping into
the sea to feed the sharks!™

“Wonder if lie can cook?” said the one-
eved man. “Our Chinese cook had a row
with another Chink last night, and got knifed
over it. Where 18 he?”

He followed Donelan into the dirty. close-
smelling little bed-room. 1t was dark in
there, and as Donelan turned his flash-lamp
on the face of the man who lay on the
floor stifl unconscious, Sharkfin Billy blinked
his solitary eyve, and uttered a grunt of
aatonishment,

I “By ginger, that beats
ing over Ferrers: Lord. _
boss done in wax, and done by an artist who
knew his job from A to 2! A corker, this
is!  With a [ew years off fiim he'd be Harper
Blaise to-a hair. - They're as alike as & couple
of cigars out of the same box. Guess he’ll
have changed some before he’s been out
yonder a -month!” he added, with a grin.
1 *“So thiat's a millionaire, is it? Well, he's the
first of the sort that ever come my way,
_sonny! Gosh, it's amazing! Perhaps the
hoas ain't get such a tough lump to chew as

[ thourht for. Want him shifted?"

“I think it would be wise to get him
away,” said Bruce Douelap. “Can you get
him away now?"”

“I can get him into the boat, but I'm
not shifting mvzelf while there's any wine
Jeft,” ‘anawered- Harper Blaige's sccond in
command. “Give me that light!™ |

A few flashes from the electric toreh
brought four men hurrying up the beach.
They  were a mixed crew—one European
almoat as ragged as Sharkiln DBilly, a negro,
a Chinaman, and a Kanaka. :

The champagne wai running low, 5o
Donelan offered the white man a glass of
neat whisky and a cigar., )

“Qwallow that sharp, Nick!"" said the one-
eyved man. “There’s some two-legged luggage
I want shifted down to the boat. By ginger,
you'll think I've mutinied and laid out the
| boss when you clap eyes ou him! But it
ain't Harp RBlaise, only his double, the chap
who owns the yacht. Harp has cleared out
!utt{-r more loot, and ['|l gamble he makes
a pretty and profitable little joy-ride of it!
I'li tell you more later, sonny.”

STORY OF FRANK RICHARD
MARTIN CLIFFORD. +

it!"* he saxd, stoop-
“It might be the

& CO,
By




i
|
|

- -

L |

Splendid Articles on Camping and Running in the *“Magnet '’ Every Week! 25

Prezently the four men carrfed Ferrers Tord
across the beach. Three of them remained
with the boat, but the European came back

and sat down to supper.

There was very

tittle Teft when Sharkfin Billy finished.
“The best meal I've tasted since I Teft

"Frisco!"

he said,

“1 uvsed to lunch and

dine at Latanio®s, like a top-sawyer swell,

while the dollars lasted, but, by ginger, it
pot too hot! 1

pelice by the skin of my teeth! anpf days
n

those days were!
You can fake yoursell up

evervihing.

guess I only dodged the

1sted
with

Losing my eye

awig or false whiskers and a change of togs
and style to boodwink any slenth, but you

can't fake a lost peeper.

Burke's gambling

Donelan,
leas,

We were in Mickey
den when it happened,

1 won a lot, and got a hit care-
1 dipped the wrong ace, for there was
Iive aces in that deck of cards,

The mug .l

was pulling the dollars out of had the twin
of that ace, Dy
mug 1 took him to be, for when the barney
was over I was Iald out and short of an eye!

1 s'pose we'd
hreeze lasts,
yet, Donelan?”

better get
Heard anything of the police

ginger, he wasn't all the

afloat while the

“I believe a buneh of them have arrived

at the Southern Cross,” said Donelan.
blacks are chattering about

"Th...'
it down in the

village, and they generally get to know a
I expeet some of them will be
along to-morrow.”

** A bit late, a3 usnal, and about as much
use as the warship!" said the one-eved man.
“It would take the.whole- British Navy to
We've pot a Kanpauka who knows
every twist and wriggle of those channels,
and I give vou my word a corkscrew i1z dead

few things.

cateh ns,

straight

compared with some of

'em. 1}

don’t suppouse there's another man born who

knew ‘em.

And

what's yvour programme ?

Yon'll sit tight, and sweat the niggers for
all the pearl and shell they can raise—eh?”

““All the

a grin,

time,™”
“I'm in possession, amnd I shall stick

answered Donelan, with

it and get all 1 can out of it till Blaise

cumes back.
tlhat
advige vou to come ashore,

Incall

all's

If vou sce one light up, it will

though I wouldn't
Two lights will

safe,

mean that the police are about—savee?”

* he realised that his wrists and hands were
tied, that he was in a boat, and the boat
was under way.
little spray came over that fell refreshingly
cold on his
made it
again wearily.

“Ravee, pood!™ =zaid the s=econd.-incom-
mand. ** The vacht looked a fast craft, hut
it will be a waiting job. And, by ginger,
Donelan, yon needn’t get nervouns about the
boss! MHe's a crook, Hke the rest of us;
but if he's made a bargain with yon, he
won't go back on it, He's fair with the
plunder to the last dollar. Nick Dullen here
could bear me out in that, only Nick isn't
much of a talker. le's as dumb as that
table, but he understands what you =ay,;
Ready, Nieki"”

The dumb man nodded, and drained his
glass. They put off, taking the boat Harper
Blaise had left bebind in tow, Donelan
cleared the table. The electric light still
burnt clearly, and the fan was working., He
gave a start as he saw the lean figure of
Jimmy, who was staring at him with his
curious yellow eyes.

“ What have you come back for?" growled
Donelan.  * Didn't 1 tella yon not wanta
to-night?  Tella you sight of you make big
hoss sick—eh @™

““ Big boss, he gone along!'’ said Jimmy in
hiz whining voice. * Sce ship go along. XNo
money getta drunk. More white men on
ht‘:h‘h, hﬂi!." ‘

“*“ What white men, you black rubblsh?"

“ Horses ! said Jimmy, stooping to listen,
“ Gallopa fast! Dumpety-dumpety-dumpety !
One, two, three, four—eight! Savee, police
come along, boss!”

Jimmy was right. In spite of the hollow
booming of the surf, DBruce Donelan could
hear the pounding of hoofs on {he hard
bheach., It was the police at Iast. As they
rcined up before the bungalow Donelan
went ont to meet them. He had nothing to
fear from the police now.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Marooncd !

S the boat met the swell Ferrers
Lord began to struggle back to con-
eclousness. A cool wind was blow-
ing, and az he looked up, his month

parched and his head aching, wondering

vaguaely where he was, he made out the
throat of a =all with a bright star gleaming
ahove it, and heard the hiss of water. Then

A wave struck her, and a

face. The pain In his head
difficult to think. His eyes closed

“Can you make -the
place to-night, BIifl,
or shall we shove him
ahoard and take him

over in  daylight?"
pshed the one-eyed
Inamn.

The Kanaka at the
helm spat to leeward

over his naked
choulder,

“Lasy make,” he
answered. “"Wind

yrood all alonga.
Wind alla gone morn-
ing, f0 go now two
hours,”

— At last Ferrers Lord

MAROONED !—Forrers Lord climbed to the top of the
knoll and gazed seawards and towards the island upon

which he had been marooned.
coarse and unappetising though it was, to last a weok,

(See Chapter b.)

NEXT
TUESDAY!

' SPOOFING THE SERGEANT!"

He had food enough,

awoke from his
stupor.  He
and . rubbed his eyes.

itself .out of a sea of

sat - up |

A red sun was lifting |

—' gsapphire hiune, Above.

his hcad the bLroad leaves of & palm were

restfing in the breeze, On the white <and
heside him lay a few tins of bully beef, ‘f:
huife, an enamelled cup, and a bag ©
hiscuits. As he moved a seal that had
been basking in the sun took fright, and
plunged into the water. Slowly -the millions
aire turned. Behind him, and to the rizhS
and left, gleamed the blue water. He waf
on an island, aud in the distauce he could
<ce othey islands, ench with its white beach
and cluster of pnlmﬂ.

" Marooned '* he thonght, and rose shakily,

His throat, lips, and tongue were parched,
He saw the bully beef, the bag of biscuits,
and the Kknife, but ther¢ was no jar of
water-keg, e sapk down agaip, holding his
heavy head between his hands, Tie recalled
his visit to Donclan's bungalow. Evideully
Donelan had . struck him dosn. He could
think of no motive, unless that Danclan was
suspleious—suspiclous that his story of the
thett of the pearls had not been accepted
as truth, Even then only a maniac could
have been guilty of euch a senscless outragd
as this, and Ferrers Lord knew that
Donelan was not mad. The yacht was there,
and her owner had told Prout that he \\'u'ulti
not be absent more than balf an hour., Now
it was sunrize, and, rack his brains as he
would, Ferrers Lord could pot fill the gap
of those long, black hours, !

The harsh sereaming of a couple of parrots
made him rouse himself. The wmilllonaire
possessed a braln and an intelligence far
superior to those possessed by most men,
but the most active imagination in the
world cotild not” possibly have gucssed the
amazing truth. Ferrers Lord stood np again.
Ilis thirst was Dbecoming an m_t:;!uruhlu
agony. He must tind water or perizh. The
food that had been left would be a torture
if the island proved to be waterless.

The parrots rose, screaming, with their
clumsy fiight, and then more came winging
over from one of the nearer islands and
settled out of sight. Hoping fervently that
they had come there to drink, Ferrers Lord
walked heavily to where they seemed to
have lighted down, His feet dragged like
those of an old man, strangely different
from his usual vigorous step. In the hollow
of the coral rock, with shady ferns growing
round it, he found a little pool of clear,
cold water, as gloriously refreshing  as
nectar., He scooped it up in his cupped
hands, drank his fill, and then buried his
face in it. .

Not for a moment did he think he was In

any grave danger, Dopelan must have lost
his reason—must have suddenly gone mad,
Perhaps the sight of the pocket-book had
tempted him, for Ferrers Lord discovered
that he had been robbed. He had been
stripped to his very shirt. Coat, waistcoat,
wallet, wateh and chaio, eollar, tie, dianmond
tie-pin, and the gold signet-ring from his
floger had all vanished.

The island appcared to be about a mile
long, and perhaps a third of a mile in
width at its widest point., Climbing a little
knoll, Ferrers Lord folded his arms, and
gazed round him. He could not make out
the mainland. Hundreds of islands similar
to the one on which he stood studded the
blue sea, He could see the water breaking
white in many places, telling of submerged
reefs, but there was no sign of a sail or
of the smoke of a steamer, |

There was plenty of brushwood, but his
matches. had  disappeared ‘with his gold
matchbgx. Long before this he must have
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been mizzed, and thm:e wonld be a hue and peacefully enough till the cool breath of the , him that her owner was a man of vast

¢ry from the yacht,” and, unless Donelan
bad taken to the bush, he would bave 10O
¢Xplain. The millionaire still felt the eﬂ'{'ctr:-
of the blow struck from behind. The back
of his head was acutely sensitive when he

touched it, and the sun was increasing in

power. He filled the enamelled billy with
water, and carried it and the bully hgefl
and biscuits into the shade of the scrub.
Then he took off his silk undervest, and
slashed it downwards “from the neck with
the Kknlfe, and climbed the most slender of
the palm-trees and fastened the vest there.
In the hot. still air it hung limply.

Ounce again Ferrers Lord climbed the knoll
and gnzed seawards and towards the islands
with hie clear, untroubled eyes. He had
food enough, coarse and unappetising though
It was, to last a week, '‘and plenty of pure |
water. A week on that lonely island would
be an ordeal, though mot a very desperate
oue, He did not think he would be
marooned for such a length of time. To
discover him, dead or alive, his men would |
comb every inch of the beach from the
uative village to Southern Cross, and search
All the nearer islands. As he lay down in
the shade, with the burning sin striking
down fiercely, the =eal came back to its
basking-place on the white beach, and a
black, triangular thing cut the blue surince
Of the water and moved up and :!n“‘nnﬂml
dorsal fin of a shark. In great stillness amd
the shimmering heat, the milifonaire slept’

(o 2>

sen-breeze awakened him.,

He dropped one of the tins of bully beef
into the basin of water, and left it there
to cool while he walked round the island.
The knife that had been left had one stont
blade and a tin-opener, Returning to the
pool, he removed the top from the {in, and
cut himself a few slices of beef. These,
with a bard biscuit and a draught of water,
formed his evening meal. The silk vest was
strenming out now like n flag of distress
when "it was too dark to be of any service
to him.  He bad scarched_the whole beach
for a picce of flint that, with the steel
blade of the Kknife, would enable him to
create a spark and make a fire with the
tinder-dry driftwood.

When he found a piece of flint he managed
to make a small fire on the top of the knoll,

After the fierce heat of the sun, the sen-
breeze struck cold, for he was very lightly
clad. With the lid of the tin he scooped
out a hole in the sand, throwing up a heap
of it as a wind-sereen. It formed a snug
shelter, and he sat there, gazing up at the
shining stars.

Ferrers Lord found his thoughts turning in
a new direction. It was all surmise, but the
iden seemed more feasible than that of sud-
den insanity. Bruce Donclan might be in
league with the mysterious pearl raiders.
Perhaps he had been Kidoapped and
marooned for the purpose of ransom. Done-
lan's visits to the yacht must have shown

e ————————— e —
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wealth., Although the dead manager, Mnrri:
son, had been a man of education aud rteh
finement, he may have become familiar Wi
Donelan, for men of the same race, how-
ever different in character, do become
familiar when thrown together in solitary
places. Perhaps Marrison had told Donelan
ahout his stay on Gan Waga's Island, and
the huge quantities of gold that were beiingt
found in that barrep, ice-bound rock in the
Antarctic. =" o

“If I am here for ransom,” the milljonaire
thought, smiling, “that makes things more
dificult. It seems more reasonable than
the theory of sudden insanity, But why
should they have robbed me? These pearl
raiders scem to have been doing things on &
graud scale. If their plan is to demand a
ransom, they are not likely to value me too
cheaply. And yet here I am stripped to mj
very shirt.” .

He shrugged his shoulders and lay back
against the soft heap of sand. A huge bat
was circling overhead, and dark shapes
moved clumsily on the white beach, for the
creatures of the sea were coming ashore,
turtles and great hairy spider-crabs. Then
came a sound, n deep roaring, not unlike
thie booming of the surf on the reef, but
the reef was too far away for that, and the
noise had arisen too suddenly. ;

“A boat!" he mattered, springing to his
feet. “Petrol driven and very fast.)

(Continued on page 27.)
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—of Harold Gough, of Shetfield United, Presented in this Week’s “Magnet”!27 - .
rl_I'I‘lw:r rf;‘ir Imtre::lsetd.‘}'isiﬂg itn \-nldum'e, t:uit]d tlm:ltddwhédlcdkawgy. O : S .

g craft seemed to hav :
out in the darkness. fl'e Eslsepﬂtppaﬂguiumufte? %i%ehi;l; ng](f I?st-efll: ver 105,000 ets

ing for more than an hour, and started wide awake in the brighten-
ing c.ﬂf the din-:u tll::t hl:mrrn voice hailing hi:ln f}'rnnh the E{Eﬂ,. - -

“Show a leg, chum, if you ain't walked off the raft in your - ~ :
sleep and let the sharks get you!l” cried the grufl voice., "By (One Hundred and Five Thousand ‘s:t' of!
vinger, I wonder if he’s onted!”

The
Ferrers Lord looked over the heap of sand, resting his arms on
it. The man who hailed .him was Sharkfin Billy. The one-eyed
man was standing on the beach smoking o corncob pipe, with

one sunburnt hand resting on the butt of his long-barrelled re-
volver. The nose of a small sailing-hoat rested on the beach, with | & -~

a half-naked Kanaka beside it. Sharkfin Billy pulled the revolver | F ‘ -
out of his belt and handed it to the Kanaka. ' have been SOld to Jate,

“ Any hanky-panky, Bliff, and, by ginger, let drive:l” said Billy, o
who wore n wide-brimmed palm-leaf sun-hat. “Having been out Because 1t iS the Bﬁﬂk TeﬂCher ’

all night, the gent may not be in a good temper. Morning, sirl”
You Need to show how

e added, nodding to Ferrers Lord., “(Glad to see you looking more | H
perky than you did last night!” ' : '
“Oh, you saw me last night, did you?” zsatd the millionaire | §

o R

g
g
{
ToSaveand Make Money at Home|
“Fact.” Sharkfin Billy waddled up the beach on Lis muscular 0 avean a' e One a ome ; r
:m}r legs. ';I-‘;:*tu:hlcdt vou out, in fact. ]I{xlten s:::irlt E}f Ilﬂﬂfﬂ “; - . " L
ring a gent to, but pretty, in its way. You wouldn't think, not R |
to look at me, that I tn}nk any FI'rL‘{}:iﬂl interest in the rort ol It Presents 0?&1‘ 400 Prachcal LGSSOHS ﬂ
scenery that got sarved out in these parts, but, by ginger, .\Ir.l | AND TEACHES YOU HOW - ' }1
lord, I've pot a feeling for colour! I like bright things—-bright | § ; !
blues and green and whites—and we've got ‘em here—sea and | § BT R ﬁfﬁﬁ{;{‘:‘ns‘ijggi‘;ﬂﬂ“hﬁ‘grfglﬁagﬂH_J‘g_‘]“‘l Slman ] 3
heach and sky and palms and serub. 1'm a bit of a photographer, | £ H‘?EE:T-'—-TEI u;'uIl';L!ntEr sofas. cte.—To install a speaking tube—To make g
too. Theso Yankee cinema people brag ahout the atmosphere ol | houschold furniture—To reseat chairs—To clean a Primus or other stove ‘si'
L‘;llix:nruiu for taking pictures. They wouldn’t crack up Cali- | | —To repatr bicycies—To un_nrhaul a motor-car—To mpnilr a motor-cycle— !
iornia such a lot if they came on the reef. And, talking about | T L e ai oy L,;‘ﬁ,"’;ﬁﬂ!,’.if}“f_rf;ﬁl‘:ﬁ“ﬂ‘};;ff{n‘E;ﬂTﬂ |
photographs, reminds me that 1 picked one up last night. I am't | B padded chair from an old cask—To make a maillcart and perambulator
hankering for it, so there you are.” ! hood—To stufl arimals—To dress furs=To stuff and mount birds—To do

Sharkfin Bi . T IT : - t ‘vt and j wood inlaying—To0 cure a smoky ehimney—To prepare working drawings
K lly plunged his hand into the bosom of his_shirt a —To renovate & grandfather’s clock—To make garden furniture, arbours,

pulled out a photograph. There was an amused twinkle in his | B arches, scats, summer-houses, tables, etc.—To use metal-drilling tools— §
solitary eyc as he watched the millionaire. TFerrers Lord's iace | To renovate mirrors—To uphalster furniture in leathsr cloth—To do §
was like stone. He was astounded, but his expression betrayed fretwork—To build a bLoat—To make a canoce, etc.—To limewhite poulitry-

hi y : y imas houces—To do gold-plating and silver-plating—To clean and mend walches
nothing. The phumgmph might have been of himself. ! and clocks—To distemper ceilings and wall;—Tu make pleture-frames and

loxdh bit yonnger you was when that Was took,” zaid Billy, stroking | frame pilctures—All about curtain fittings—To make metal castings—To
his long moustache. *“Not that you've altered much. Have one | # make tracing paper, waterproe! paper, fireproof paper, etc.—To clean

of these. for the rotten things don’t taste any better to me | Ff:i?:i"n?*?t nlnf{ﬁ;Tantrm _mﬂm;dwaﬂﬁ}np—’}‘u‘ c!r:}n ha:-th:rIsI—Tu tﬂ: an
i : , Sy = . : a arite stove—To regild a restore picturc-{rames—kHow to use
than smoking a bit of burnt hay. Pretty cnough to look at, but | B tnanners—To make doors and windows draughtproof—To paint walls—

no flavour in em.” # To make a garden path—IHow to do nickel-plating—To cure noises in hot- §

He extended a handiul of cigarettes. Ferrers Lord recognised | water pipes—India and glue varnishes—To clean and repair locks— §
them as his own. for on each was printed in coid letters, “Lord | § ”.“”‘{[””'“"'l‘-'-' : !'“l“' to make and use them—How to make plaster casis, g
of the Deep.” He-had guessed at once that the omne-eyed man } wircless (clegraph, eto.

wis one of the lawless gang of pearl poachers. \Was it pussiblul THIS IS SOUND MONEY.SAVING KNOWLEDGE

{hat they had made a sudden attack on the yvacht and captured
; THE WORK CCNTAINS QVER 4,000 EOW-TO-DO-IT

ner? How eclse could the one-eyed rascal have come to be N DOS3¢3-

Einﬂm?':-f the cigarettes? And what was the mystery of the photo- | | ILLUSTRATIQNS AND DIAGRAMS. b
gr:i . = 1" 1 - S - N
“Thanks'” he said, his handsome face still like marble, “I can # Read the following testimonials proving our statements; & =% |
appreciate a good Egyptian cicarette, even if they do not appeal i M L. J. BARNARD, Welling, Kent, writes:— g
to vou. And a match, please!” k i “}f‘f}h!lgl;.fl_ unﬁh;:] nffpiﬂ:-cﬁ“ff ll::?::‘ t:u1u:1; I Tn_m '1'1rnf.:I f:amtrzgn |
“Lr ‘ . 0T " . . . ] g aivine -y E e AU Il » % e assistance In & FYarile .
- ‘hﬁu can 'l_mn,r a ll,rht. s:udr 11'1111.. but 1 .nn+t :__.1:111__ mntc.hu: and espeelally as to the article on WIRELESS TELEGR_E.PEE{ 0 Iigu:]_
awayv; theyre too scarce. XDIE re wondering where I got tl'l-l.. strocted an insirument entirely according to the instructions, and was §
facs, eh, boss? Well, I pinched 'em irom Bruce Donelan. ‘.I'hf:!‘c 3 { rewarded with success on the first trial. Sunday last was for me a ;
one thing abont this climate, yYou can do without fires this time | E :‘ﬁg-ltt:jtzgléllfg'hlﬁé ?‘?Eﬁf‘f‘}“*,‘;”ht‘h@ sama insérnmrnt. in plcking up |} '
of vear, so you don’t nced matches. You might use ‘em to make | B {hat my aerial is only a2 inehes long and 18 ?ﬁrh}inh?;}ﬁﬂ E ?ﬁf‘é‘{dﬁﬂﬁ :
a smoke, but if yon put up Euﬂugh .E:m.ﬂkﬂ‘ to darken t_he Sl § are grounds for Eolf-gungr:tulntiun. 1 riay cdd thet until I brmnu; ]
nobody would come Dear. And you ain't thanked me for the | |§ };Lf{!;:t;ﬁr{? H}E",f.r,“f‘"' q_r:muuln:; ;7“;'{1{*5”:“ 3:;‘:;11.45’{1{:'"1 hed not
|1hﬂlugmph." 3 .-. menidry snow ge o greicss lelegrapil.
« A5 it doesn't happen to belong to me, I don’t see why IF t H.I}.SjJ.\EMI!hﬁ;JT.__H’ALL. uli]‘ﬁ'_{gmlih;-mga ﬁIIﬁ;E_ Ipswich, writes :— i
should thank you,” said Ferrers Lord. : ; 2l hasing your Book I have fitted new sash-cords to threo
“1 kpmew it didn’'t, but, by ginger, ain't it like yon?" ::r.nnnr:-:l -. :;Eﬂ,i;;;“fnli é‘l‘fgm‘:"é:};nlﬁ“;‘{;.‘;;!_"";‘.‘,,‘;a?;:"dm}f-‘gg}rrggtﬁﬂ;. %tﬁﬁ ;ut?tﬂ "
Sharkfin Billy. “That’s where you're unfucky., Ii you hadn't been | [ soles to my everyday boots, distempered and painted an office, fitted up f
the spit of that photo you wouldn’t have had the frechold of a bench in my workshop, and am now building a summer-house in m
1 I . . . 1 garden from odd plece [ wood 1 1 I
this lovely island presented to Youl. Seeing we've cot you for | B repairs too num‘;;f:%s:g Iﬁehﬁliniﬂlnﬁdfr%ﬁniggﬁrn :?:ﬁ' n.;’;"’ sundry other
keeps, I don’t mind telling you a few things. It's =0 iuun:,‘, .I | || an¢ I am 64 yeurs of age. You can inake g o yu:.:. ﬂﬂrn}nﬁ}ii
could almost bust myself laughing. By ginger, chum, it's a 1:01}1 lc{.}'i-;. as I think vou ought to know how I appreciate it.
fairy tale, only. it’s a true OUE. The swell in that photo ain’t ever in doubt, consult the Book."” : 2=TN. ,
you, but my boss, Harper Blalse. e, S e oo ‘““Rather n Big Job for an Amatour, but this is : $
.”111.“3 name -Cﬂu\-l?}':-! llﬂﬂﬂllg tl’l ml}'t Eq'.“d the ml]hnunlrfl N hlﬂ | - :h;:‘;ﬂ]};ﬂur ‘ANMATEUR MECHANIC ' comes i'ﬂ.ll ]
: T q MR. W. . Teddington, writes:— x
“E?':Lm:{ig't. gambling many dollars that it's his real name, any- e S s Nyl R MG e T
how.” said the one-eyed man with a grin, “put he's a dandy. One | § gleancd many hints et 'ﬂli}m‘:‘:zr:;;tn?tﬂggﬁu:‘hdigf‘ul%aﬁilg;ﬂIﬂ l];gzﬁ
of them cool, quict sorts, like yourselt; only a hustler when | # facts. Your books\step in here and supply the necessary details '}
i stunt on. That was his stunt to round-up the IThree weeks ago I was asked to mend a ceilipg; when I saw | was |
there a paying 0 : 03\ . B OUtCT Rl Fans e el bt v , t It was
pearling-stations, and he's done it. By- ginger, Bh}lie is a rattler! | W yoady for fgp.-_-!inzg' x:-;n aﬂnu?"&%iﬁmﬁg:"‘3‘5{’;1“’5.‘;?&‘;‘?' ﬂ"’ hole when
Marvellous, the chap is—a regular terror! [Me’'s a swaggering amnatour, but this is where your ‘Amataur hmh;nm-lnngmjnﬂmrﬁ:
millionnire mow, hossing your yacht, acting you 1o the very life, | H ﬂ:-b is completed now, and I am not ashamed of it. This is but one
hound for that island of yours where the gold comes irom. She | # ¥3m sire the =1L st BILY Y OUTDOOKRINELE ROt published long ago, for
<niled last night, soon after Blaise kmocked you out in Duue'tnnal Bt A bty ot At Bl ke i L M give
bungalow. Amusing, ain't it?” ' gl el i :
“Very amusing,” said the millionaire, “though comewhat un- | f POST THIS FREE FORM AT ONCE L |
pleasant for me.” - o ‘ : , :
He flicked the ash from thr:_mgnr?tte and ng]mn glnflccd F?‘l- t:\w T
photograph that was Iying on top of the sand heap. The Kanaka j § D Sen s form in unsealed envelope, with L
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(A further long thrilling instalment of oty wonderful new
[ ; Tur PorULAR.—No.. 179,

serial of adveniure in the South Seas will be tncluded in
next weelk’s grand programme of storics.)
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A tures of the chumsz of Greylriare. The story
r.:,' is entitled: : -
{;f;' “ TO SAVE HIS ENEMY !
&y By Frank Richards.
a1 The hero of the hour is Bob Cherry, and
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193 Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars.
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By Martin Clifford.
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