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YEN CHIN, THE LITTLE CHINEE; ARRIVES AT THE CEDAR CREEE SCHOOL, AND PROVES THAT

LOOKES ARE . SOMETIMES DECEPTIVE., o

=

=

A Splendid Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Schooldays in the Backwoods of Canada of

Magnificent Colotired Plate of a Monster Express Engine—

FRANK RICHARDS, Author of the Tales of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.

By

MEARTIN CLIEFXFORID,

({Author of the famous tales of Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s, appearing in the * Gem ’ Library.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New Boy.
o GOL-DARNED Chow !”
A ““ A which 7" inquired Frank
Richards.
“A gol-darned Chow!” re-
peated Eben Hacke, in utter disgust.
Frank Richards & Co. had just arrived
at Cedar Creek School when Eben Hacke
creeted them with that information.
Ebenezer looked disgusted.

“A  Chinaman—here?” asked Bob
Lawless.

“Yep.”

“A Chinee come to school?” asked

Vere Beauclerc.

“That’s i1,

“Well, what’s the matter with him?”
Frank Richards further inquired.

Eben Hacke replied to that question
with a snort.

“Where is the galoot?” asked Bob
Lawless, looking round.

‘“He’s gone in to see Miss Meadows !”
grunted Hacke. “Hallo! Here he is!”
he added, as the subject of the discussion
came out of the lumber schoolhouse.

The new fellow at Cedar Creek was
surrounded at once. Frank Richards
looked at him vefy curiously.

Yen Chin was a small fellow, small and
glim, with a yellowish complexion and
long,  almond-shaped eyes. He was
dressed in his own Chinese garb, but he
wore a Stetson hat over his pigtail.

His expression, like that of the cele-

brated Ah Sin, was “childliké and
bland.”
He grinned good-naturedly at the

curious Cedar Creek fellows. Rvidently
he did not see any reason why he shguld
not be quite welcome in the lumber
school.

“S8o you're the new kid here ?” asked
Frank Richards, feeling that someéond
was called upon to say a welcoming word.

Yen Chin nodded and grinned.
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“Me comee to school,” he answered.
“Me Yen Chin. Me learnee hele allee
samee Melican man.”

Eben Hacke snorted wrathfully.

“And what do you mean by coming
to a white man’s school 77’ he demanded.

Yen Chin blinked at him.

“You no likee me comee?’ he asked.

@ Nope 1

‘“Me comee allee samee.”

*Hay ha, hal™

“Got you there, Hacke!” grinned Bob
Lawless.

“The gol-darned
exclaimed Hacke.
off for his sass!”

“Leave him alone !”

“T guess I’m having his pigtail off !”

Hacke took out a large clasp-knife, and
opened it with an air of great delibera-
tion.

Yen Chin
Richards.

“No cuttee !” he yelled.

“Leave him alone!” exzclaimed Frank
sharply, pushing Hacke away.

“Mind your own business, Richards

“T tell you—-"

kes RO‘E !77

Hacke rushed after the little Chinee,
and cauglit him by the shoulder.

The next moment Yen Chin curled
round him like a cat, and Hacke came to
the earth with a heavy thud.

“Qw!” roared Hacke.

“Hax ha. ha 1

The sudden fall of the burly Eben
brought a shout of laughter from the
Cedar Creek fellows.

He had smitten the ground with great
force, and he lay there dazed and gasp-
ing, while the little Celestial dodged into
the schoolhouse porch.

“Waal,” I swow4” ejaculated Hacke,
sitting up at last. “How {he thunder
di(}. 1 get down‘ ,lzlyer o)

cheeky heathen!”
“T’ll have his pigtail

dodged round Frank

19

‘3, ha, ha

“Pl’ break him into little bits for
(Copyrighi in the Uniied States of Amserica.)

that ! spluttered Hacke, as he scrambled
to his feet. “I'll--Dll—"

“Hacke 17

It was Miss=Meadows’ quiet voice.

The schoolmistress looked out of the
porch with a severe frown, and Hacke’s
rush in pursuit of the Celestial stopped
suddenly.

“Ye-e-es, marm !’ he stammered.

¢ No cuttee pigtail I’ wailed Yen Chin.

“Were you going to cut Yen Chin’s
pigtail, Hacke?” asked Miss Meadows
sternly.

“Nunno! Only skeering him, marm
stammered Hacke.

“You will be careful to do nothing of
the sort again,” said Miss Meadows.

* Ye-e-es, marm.”

The school-bell called Cedar Creek into
class, and Yen Chin glided in with the
rest. =

He occupied most of the morning in
blinking round him with his almond eyes,
taking note of his surroundings. Only
Eben Hacke gave him hostile glances.

The inglorious result of Hacke’s en-
counter with the little Chinee was not to
be forgotten easily, and Hacke did nog

forget it.
F ground, after morning lessons,
when the bull-voice of Eben

Hacke was heard in loud and wrathful
tones.

‘“ Anybody got my knife ?

“Lost it7” inquired Bob Lawless.

“T guess I haven’t lost it, as it wag'in
my pocket when 1 went into class!®
“Somebody’s taken

1y

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Little Present.
RANK RICHARDS and his chunis
were chatting in the schools

“T tell you it’s gone !'%

“Then you've dropped it somewherey
fathead I
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T calculate I’ve done nothin’ of the
sort | Somebody’s hooked it out of my
pocket ! persisted Hacke.

&‘Ryot !57

“1 tell

#0h rats

The three chums sauntered away to
the creek, leaving Eben Hacke fuming.

The ice was thick on Cedar Creek, and
the trio intended to slide till dinner.

But as they came down to the bank
Yen Chin came scuttling after them, his
lonse garments blowing out in the wind.
Stoppee ! he called out.

“ Hallo, heathen!” said Bob.

you——""
S Py

“Me want"ﬂ speakee  to Flank
Lichards !’
“Here T am!” said Frank, smiling.

“ Allee lonee?”
ously.

Frank looked puzzled.

“What the dickens do you want to
speak to me alone for?” he demanded.

‘ Alleo lonee?” pessisted Yen Chin.

“Come on C‘hcwb"’ grinned Bob
Lawless. And Frank’s chums moved off.

“Well, what is it, Yen Chin?’ asked
I'rank mystified.

“You come with me.”

Yen Chin led the mysiified schoolboy
under the trees,

His manner was one of great mystery.

said Yen Chin mysteri-

“Well, now, what is it?”’ exclaimed
Trank, as soon as they were in the
timber.

“You stoppee Melican c‘iame Leatee
Yen Chin. You good boy,” said the
Celestial. “Me, Yen Chin, good boy.
Me makee you nicee plesent.”

“You young ass!’ exclaimed Frank
half-laughing and hall-vexed. “1 don't
want you to make me o present.”

“Yes, yes. Me makee plesent.
knifee.”

“Wha-a-at!”

With a mysterious air Yen Chin pro-
duced a cla\p knife from the rec

Nice:

his locose garments.
Frank stared at it blankly. He knew
that knife by sight. .
“You takee!” 'said Ven Chin.
“Goodee knifee. No lettee Melican

chappee see.”

“ My only hat!” ejaculated Trank.

He could hardly belive, for a moment,
that the little Celestial was trying to
make him a present of Eben Hacke's
clasp-knife.

But Yen Chin was evidently in
earnest, and it was equally e\lrlenf that
he did not sce any harm in what he
was doing.

The chums of Cedar Creek looked at
one another and burst into a laugh.
They could not help it.

“(Come with me, you young duffer!”
said Frank. “You'll give Hacke his
knife back, and ask bis pardon!”

He grasped Yen Chin by the shoulder
and led him back to the lumber school.
The Chinee wriggled in his grasp.

“Tettee go!” he pleaded. *Frani
Lichards no wantee knifee?”

“Of course not!”

“Me keepee, then.”

“You jolly well won't keepee,

you

young rascal!”
Frank Richards marched the wriggling

Chinee into the school-ground, where
Eben Hacke was still inquiring after his
lost clasp-knife.

His grinning chums followed.

It was difficult to be angry with the

little  Celestial, whose ways evldenﬂv
were not the same as the \'hxte man's
ways.

“Hacr(n"’ called out an‘k
“Seen my knife?” demanded Facke.

“Yes. Yen Chin's got it.”
NEXT
TUESDAY!

Yen Chin gave Frank & look of deep
reproach.
ackocame towards him threateningly.
“You've got my kunife, you gol-darned
heathen?” he exclaimed.
“Me findee,” said Yen Chin, produc-
ing the knife and holding it out meek

“Me pickee up on flool.”
“I didn’t drop it on the floor, you
lying heathen!” exclaimed Hacke, grab-

bing the clasp-knife. “I guess I should
have heard it drop.”

“Mo pickes up on glound,” amended
Yeun Chin.

“That's another lie!
roared Hacke.

“No stealee!” exclaimed Yen Chin in

a ¢ Me findee, and blingee to you,
se you good boy.”

“Hae ha, hal? 103'(\11 Bob Lawle
“Dont he take the cake? I wonder if
he could tell the truth if he tried.”

“'Chil ec boy always tellee tluth.’

o you stolc my knife, you heathen!”
vnd Eb"n Hacke. “T'm going to
cow hide you for that. How did you find
hir n_out, Richards?”

“The young ass doegn’t know any bot-
id Frank. “He brought it to me
to make me a present of it.”

b if he dou’t beat the Dutch,
n for a heathen! You hand him over
‘m n e, and I'll take it out of his hide.”

Let him alene,” said Frank. “ You've
got your knife back, and the poor little
doesn’t know any better.”

A lambasting will do hnn good !”’

T 1 talk to him instead.’

Yen Chin was trying to wriggle away,
bul Frank kept hold of his shoulder.

““ Look lﬂel‘e kid!” said I'rank quut]"

‘What you've done is a beastly rotten
thlng, though you don’t seem to undes-
stand 1t. A thief is the meanest kind of
rotter on earth. Do vou understand?”

“Me savvy,” said Yen Chin humb!

‘Yen Chin, you'll promise me never
to do anything of the kind again, or T'll
LM‘C yvou to Miss Meadows at once.”

“ Me plomise!”

“You'll keep that promise?”

“Plaps "

“Lock here, better give him the cow-
hide !” exclaimed Fben Hacke.

1

You stole itV

)

“Me keop“o plom howled Yen
Chin. Me good bnv Me keepee
plomise ! No givee Yen Chin cowhide !

Yen Chin good Chinee!”

“Well, mmd you keep your promise,
that's a” said Frank. and he gave it
up at that.

But it was very doubtful whether Yen
Chin’s truly Oriental mind had bene-
fited by Frank's instruction.

Frank Richards had very great doubts
on that point.

THE THIRD" CHAPTEH
GQunten Meets His Match.

EN CHIN had his dinner a% the
lumber school, with the Cedar

Creek fellows whose homes were
at a distance.
Frank Richards drew him to a seat
between himself and Vere Beauclerc, as
Hacke still had a hostile eye upon him.
After dinner he toddled cut with
Frank and his chums.
“TFlank Lichards nottee angly now ?”
he mquued
““No, you ‘young ass!”

“Allee light,” said Yen Chin, beam-
ing. “Yen Chin good boy; kecepee
plomise.  Yen Chin makee " Flankee
)IC: nt, allee samee !”

““What have you been stealing now ?”

exclaimed Bob. H

“No stealee !”

Yen Chin groped in his loose gar-
ments, and produced_three or four ten-

Next Week! 3

dollar bills, and extended them ta
Frank.

“You takee nicee plesent,” he s

“Did you steal that money?
claimed Frank, aghast.

“No stealee ! Mine !”

& Lt's your ewn?”

& Yoes. Vou takee”

“But I don’t want your mones,
fathead I” gasped Frank.
your pocket !”

Yen Chin’s face f

“No takoc plesen
NG I

vou
“ut o

“Yen Chin velly soily 1”7

The little Chinee looked despondent,
as the chums moverd away. Lvident ¥y
he was bent on making his protector a

“Bleszed  queer ]ililc beo i
grinnied Bob Lawless. *“1e \\Jut kc(‘p
@llllt cash long if Umlten gets wind of

it ( xu ten will get himn playing poker.”

jolly soon stop him if [ see it !”

exclaim gd I‘ldu
“Dear old chap, you can’t dry-nurse
the Chinee,” said Bob, laughing. *Come

and have a
The chums
vas  thinking
was w ell

slide on the creek.”
went on the ice, bat Frank
of Bob ] words,
i Gunten's

had beer in
for inducing the fellows
| And TFrank’s eyves
‘mo’mut of the cunning
ning > the innocent little Chinee at some
game he did not understand.

He was looking thoughtful when they
came off the ice. :

And as they sauntered back to <(1>00\
Frank was not surprised  to
-meten’ voice from H‘o timber,

“I guess T raise that!"

lisgrace before,
to gamble with
gleamed at the
Gunten ©

‘ekin-

heaz

Frank halted.
“Wait a bit, you fallows,”
Bob Lawless gave a comi

** Are you going to ¢hio in?

“T think we ought to.”

"Oh all right; I'm vour an*uu;v ¥

“Gunten oufrht to he stopped.” said
Vere Pomulmc knitting  his  broy
“It's too bad—a silly kid like  Yen
{hin,” S

¥rank Richards & Co. entered the
timber, and soon camie on the scere.

Out of sight of the lumber school,
Kern Gunten and Keller and Yen (hm
were seated on a fallen trunk, plaving
noker. &

A hat served as the pool,
pretty full of moncy already.

Little Yen Chin was well
with that useful article and he
ing ducks and drakes with it.

Ilis serious httlc face was
over the cards in his hand.

Gunten and Keller were gmm'w

Gunten looked up and scowled, how-
ever, as Frank Richards & Co. came up.

Yen Chin grinned at them agrecably.

“Nicee gameg, pm\cc he remarked,

“You young ra said Frank.
“Gunten, you hound. you've'got to \tup

it was

3
na

provided
was J"_\'Zl\ =

nuckered

this [ T won't stand hy and see that kid
cheated !”
“Have they made you acadma tep 27

sneeved Keller.

“No stoppee,” said Yen Chin. “Cun-
ten no cheatee. Allee light. Me wautea
playee—me likee plavec pokee !”

“Can’t you mind your own busivess,
Ruhard 77 exclaimed Gunten savageiv.

““As for cheafing, Yen Chin was dealer
tbx: round.”

“You can see he knows nath

the game!”

“That’s his funeral I”

“Me knowee,” said Yen Chin. “Me
playes allee light. Me lise you ten
dollee.”

inz about
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He threw a ten-dollar note into the
hat.

“Pass!” said Keller laconically.

Gunten covered the stake,

He had four aces in his hand, which
the little Chinee had dealt him, and that
was a hand almost good enough to stake
his life upon.

1t could only be beaten by a royal
flush,

Frank Richards & Co.
on grimly,

They had no right to interfere, so far
as that went, but it went aganht the
grain to allow the swindling Swiss to
“skin * the litile Chinee.

Still, as Yen Chin had dealt the cards
in that round, there could be no cheat-
mg so far at Gunten was concerned,
unless he had cards up his sleeve.

Yen Chin, with a smile, tossed in

Pothel ten-dollar bill.
“M¢ see you,” hé remarked.

“I guéss you've got a good hand!”
muttered Gunten dubiously.

“Me tinkee. No knowee muchce of
pokee, but tinkee handee good.”

“Well, I guess I'll see you again.”

And Gunten tossed in his stake.

Yen Chin appeared to hesitate.

Then he dropped twenty dollars intc
the hat.

“Oh!” ejaculated Gunten.

Tt cost him twenty dollars to come in
now, and though Gunten had plenty of
money, it would clear him rigﬁt out.

But he threw in the bills, and called
for a show of cards.

“Four of a kind!” he announced,
throwing his cards face up on the log.

“Velly good!”

“T guess I take that pot!”

“No tinkee!” Yen Chin laid
his cards. “Lookee!”

Gunten’s face turned almost green ag

stood looking

199

down

he saw a king, queen, jack, ten, and
nine of hearts,
It was a royal flush, and he was

beaten !

Yen Chin stretched out his hand to
the hat, and ladled the bills into his
pocket.

Gunten sat with a stunned look.

Bob Lawless burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! Honesty is the best
policy, after all, Gunty ! -

The Swiss gave the little Chinee a
deadly look, and rose to his feet, quite
white.

Too late, he understood that the young
rascal’s ignorance of the game was
affected, and that he had deliberately
led him on into recklessnéss by that
aff«:cted simplicity.

The Swiss was fairly ‘“cleaned out.”
All his own money, and all the profits
of his poker-playing among his zchool-
fellows for weeks past, was in the hat?
which Yen Chin was cheerfully empty*
ing into his pockets.

He clenched his hands hard.

“You confounded heathen!” he mut-
tered. “You've fooled me! You—you
dealt me four of a kind to lead me on!
You've swindled me!”

“No cheatee—how can?” said Yen
Chin,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.

The Swiss, with a white face, stumbled
away.

Tt was the first timie Kern Gunien had
been defeated so utterly in his career as
an amateur cardsharper, But this time
the defeat was simply overwhelming.

Yen Chin rose from the log, with =
grin,

“(Goodee gamee, pokee,” he remarked.

“You know the game?” exclaimed
Frank, staring at him.

The Chinee chuckled.

“Me_ knowee. Me savvy!

Tae PopvrLar.—No. 182.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

Guntee

gleat fool,” he said complacently.
“Kellee gleat fool, too!”
Keller scowled, and followed Gunten.

He bad been hit hard, though not so

“hard as his chum.

Yen Chin chortled spasmodically.

“Gleat fools!” he remarked. “Me
savvy! In firstee lound, Guntee cheatee,
me sayee noting. Pletend no see.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Frank.

“Second lound, Kellee dealee, cheatce
again—me pletend no see,” smiled Yen

Chin, © I‘hud] sund, me de'llee cheatee
allee
% \Vha‘c?”

“Me cheatee allee samee Guntee,”
said Yen Chin calmly. ‘“Givee Kellee
goodee cards, givee Guutee velly good
cards. Givee me, Yen Chin, loyal flushes.
Leadee Guntee playee high, and takee
allee cashee. Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Richards & Co. simply stared at
the Chinee.

The innocent Oriental they had come
there to save from Gunten’s dishonest
clutches, evidently did not need their
protection,

“Don’t he take the cake?’ gasped Beb
Lawless. “It's a lesson that Gunten’s
wanted for a long time. But

“Yen Chim” Sald Frank glavely
wrong to gamble.’

- Flankee angly?

*Ven,'

“Yen Chin solly.
any mole.”

“Well, keep to that!”

719

No playee pokee
said Frank.
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= o \Ie keepee plomise.  Chince good

And Yen Chin toddled after the chums
to the sechool, evidently in a contented
and satisfied frame of mind.

It was dawning upon Frank Richards
that if he undertook to initiate the little
Celestial into the white man’s ways of
i(hinking he had an uphill task before
him,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cornered !

¥ E VHERE .was a cheery sound of
chipping axes from the direction
of Mr. Slimmey’s cabin.

Some of the Cedar Creek fellows
were at work, there, splitting logs, and
Frank Richards and his chums joined
them.

It was still half an hour to afternoon
lessons, and Frank- especially was very
“nlmﬂ to render any service he could to
the assistant master of Cedar Creck.

Hacke was working with the others,
but as the trio joined in the work, Eben.
ezer threw down his axe and strolled
away.

Eben Hacke was not exactly a bully,
but he was an extremely heavy-handed
youth, and he disaproved emphatically
of Frank’s method of dealing with the
new boy at Ceday Creek.

Hic idea was‘that what Yen Chin
wanted was a thorough good cowhiding,
and his idea also was that Yen Chin was
going to get it. o £

MINE!™

Heo Jid not want a fight with Frank
Richards, however, partly because he had
already signally failed in a combat with
the English schoolboy, but partly because
he rather liked Frank in his rough way.

So he waited till Frank and his chums
were busily engaged on the logs before
he started in search of the Uélestial.

VYen Chin was by himself, outside the
gates, when Hacke caught sight of him,
and started towards him at a run.

The little Chinee looked at him very
warily.

“ Whatee wantee?” he demanded:

“I guess I want you, you heathen,”
growled Hacke, “and I guess I'm going

. lambaste you!”

Yen Chin dodged nimbly.

“Come here, you ornery heathen!’
ahoutcd Hac he

\o comee !”

‘By Jehoshaphat! T'll fairly skin you
\xhcn T get a holt of you!” gasped Hacke,
as he pursued the nimble Chinee among
the trees.

But Yen Chin was not easy to get a
“holt ¥ on:

Hacke barred him off from the school,
taking care that he did not get a chance
to double back to the gates.

But the little Celestial dodged him
among the trees, and Hacke s temper
grew worse and worse as he panted in
pursuit.

Yen Chin was driven out on the bank
of the creek at last, still dodging.

“I guess I've corralled you now!”
panted Hacke.

He rushed on.

But Yen Chin was not corralled yet.

He shinned up the trunk of a large
tree that grew by the water’s edge, its
branches extending over the frozen ereek.

Hacke came to a halt under the tree,
glaring up wrathfully.

He was tired and hreathless with the
chase, and he brandished his riding-whip
at the grinning Chinee above.

“Come down, you critter I he roared.

“No comee!” chuckled Yen Chin.

& T guess I'll skin you if I come after
you.

“ Hackee gleat fool !”

““QOh, you cheeky, ornery heathen!™

gasped "Hacke.

Hi began to clamber up the sloping
trunk.

Yen Chin promptly retreated along an
extensive branch which hung low over
the ice on the creek.

The branch swayed and sagged under
his weight, and drooped till the twigs
at the extremity almost touched the ice.

Hacke clambered astride of the
branch, glaring at the clusive Chinee,
still far out of his reach.

“Will you come back?” he howled.

“No comee backee!”

“T'll skin you!” 3

“No skinee. Hackee gleat fool.”

“Tll give you great fool!” panted
Hacke. “T'll wring your heathen neck
with your own gol- da.med pigtail when I
get a holt on wou'

Astride of the branch, he worked his
way along it towards the Chinee, his
whip held in his teeth.

Yen Chin looked alarmed now.

The branch swayed and creaked as
Hacke’s heavy weight was added to that
of the Chinee.

Astride of the branch, he worked his
way along, the branch drooping more
and more towards the ice, and creaking
in a threatening way.

“Blanch bleakee off!” gasped Yen
Chin.

“1 don’t care—come back, then!”

‘“No comee!”

“Then I guess I'm coming for you!”

Hacke worked on, and Yen Chin began :
A MAGNEFIGENT TALE OF FRANK RICHARDS & CG.
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to sway on the long branch, causing it
to swing to and  fro, with a louder
creaking each time.

Hacke had fo stop then, and clutch
tight with both hands to keep from fall-
ing off.

“ Stoppit!” he gasped. “You'll—you'll
have me off, vou silly heathen!”

Yen (‘]‘:in chortled.

“Oh, by gum!” stuttered Hacke
lessly

He was not so nimble as the Chinee,
who seemed to have the activily of a
cat, and his weight was more than double
that of Yen Chin.

With the branch swaying and dancing
under hinf, he could mnot his
balance.

In spite of his frantic efforts, he rolled
to one side, and pitched helplessly over,
hanging on underncath the branch iith

help-

keep

both hands

*Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Yeén Chin, “You
dloppec You gleat 10“1 =

¥ Oh, Jerusalem !V

panted Hacke.
gleat fool I
gettee

“Haelp "

“ Hackee
Chin, *“ Hackee
dlownee |

“Help |?

grinned Yen
wettee, gettee

THE FiIFTH CHAPTER.
The Pluck of Yen Chin!

¢ ELP?
Eben Hacke's husky -shout
rang through the mpLe‘

He Was holding on to the
crumbling edges of the ice, the black
waters bubbling round him in the broken
wap.

The bitter cold of the water penetlrated
to his very bones, and his face was as
white as chalk.

He could not clamber out, for the ice
chipped off in his grasp as fast as his
weight was put on it.

And he was some
shore.

“ Help 1”

Yen Chin's

distance from the

expression changed.

2 -

ﬁ;/%

m‘ 7
oy 1
il

“You holdee on, and climbee,
feet out on icee!” he pauled.

Hacke understood.

He shifted the grasp of ane chilled
hand from the ice to 1011 Uuin's right
ankle. The other followed to {he
other ankle.

The strain upon the little Celestial was

gloat but he bOle 1t without a murmur.
‘You holdee on?’ he called out.

“Yep!” gasped Ilacke.

“Now you climbee out, Hackee!

ST—T'1 try.”

The Celestial’s ankles made an easier
hold than the crumbling edge of the ice.

Hacke had a good grip, and it was
pretty certain that he would not let go.

If Yen Chin's strength had failed him
under the strain, he would have been
dragged down into the gap in the ice,

geitee

B

to find his death in the black depths
below. But he held on to the branch
grimly.

Clutching ¥en Chin's limbs and loose

HACKE QETS A SURPRISE I—

Hacke rushed after the littie Chinee and caught him by the shoulder.
moment Yen Chin curied round him like a cat, and Hacke came to ths earth with a heavy thud. ““ Ow ! ! he roared.

The next

¢“Ha, ha, bha!?” vyelled the Cedar Creek chums. (See Chapter1.)
Hacke clung desperately to the sway- “Hackee dlownee!” he muttered.| garments, Hacke essayed to pull himself
ing branch. “Gleat fool I out of the gap:
His boots, as he s\\um, were six feet “Help me, you heathen beast!” He came up as high as his waist, but

above the ice.

He knew thdt he coulu not hold on
many minutes, and he kuew, too, that
the ice would newver bear his weight if
he crashed on it from that height.

“Will  you stoppib, - you vellow
coyote 77 he _howled. ““T'm going !
Oh, Jehoshaphat !

His grasp parted on the branch.

Crash!

As he hurtled downwards his thick,
heavy boots smashed through the ice,
and Eben Hacke shot down and through
into the black water bernieath. )

The branch, relieved of his weight,
shot up again, and Yen Chin dLmD to it
like & cat To save himself.

Hacke disappeared under the water for
a moment, and then his head came up,
wet and draggled, and he clutched des-
perately at the edges of the broken ice.

From above the little Chinee griuned
down at him.

NEXT
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“I—I can’t hold on

groaned Hacke.
I'm.frozen ! Help!”

much longer!

“Me helpee!” said Yen Chin sud-
denly.

“Don’t jump down!” panted Hacke.
4 -SI.OU il go through!”

“No jumpee !’

Yen (‘hm sidled along the branch to-
wards the trunk till he was over the gap
where the half-frozen boy was hanging
on to the ice.

There was a sound of shouting in the
distance.

Hacke’s cries had been heard, and
voices were calling; but it was very
doubtful whether help would reach him
before the bitter cold forced him to loose
his hold.

Yen Chin swung Wimself over
branch, holding on by his hands.

He lowered hm}self the branch sag-
ging under his \Veight, till his feet were
close to Hacke’s head.

the

ha could get mno fuotmrr on the
cracked and broken all round the gap.

Yen Chin’s face was hard and set.

The strain upon him was terrible. His
hands were almost dragged from the
branch above, but still he held on.

There was a crash in the thickets, and
Bob Lawless came tearing down to the
bank.

“Here he is!” shouted Bob.

Frank Richards and Beauclerc were at
his heels, and three or four other fellows,

“Hold en, Yen Chin!”

“Me holdee on!” mutteled the little
Chinee faintly,

“Good man !” panted Frank Richards.

“Lend a hand with this branch!” ex-
claimed Vere Beauclerc.

A big branch, lately lopped down by
the svoodman’s axe, lay in the timber,
and the schoolboys grasped it, and

(Continued on page 23.)
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A SPLENDID STORY, TELLING OF A CHANGE OF

STRANGE DISCOVERY.

IDENTITY, AND OF HOoW TERVOV SMITH MAKES A

T

UL

A Magnificent Long |
Complete- Story of {
Harry Wharton & Co., |
‘at Greyfriars.

By FRANIE RICEHEARDS

{Aduthor of the Famous Gregfriars Tales appearing in the *° Magnret > Library.)

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Startling News.

THL Remove Form at Gle}fllala

was in a state of great excite-

ment, There was, as .Bob Cherry
expressed it, mystery in the giddy

air.
Mr. H. Quelch, master of the Remove,

had had a visitor late the night before,
who had given the name of Ferrers,
Hairry Wharton & Co., commonly called
the Famous Five, had been down to the
village after lights out to fetch a supply
of tuck for a dormitory feed, and had
seen Mr. Quelch in the lane.

Yet when they returned to the school,
thinking Mr. Quelch {o be out, and, con-
sequently, rendering strict caution un-
necessary, they had dropped right into
the Form-master’s arms !

That was the mystery. How had Mr.
Guelch got back in time? Had Mr.
-Quelch a double in the neighbourhood,
{m] had that double been his visitor
later that night? .

The food the juniors had bought had
been confiscated, which did not make
thein feel any too genial towards their
Form-master. But at breakfast-time
{hat morning no mention of the bounds-
breakers had been made, and, what was
more important .to Willlam George
Tiunter, the fattest junior at the school,
no mention had been made of the con-
fiscated grub.

The ~DBounder, Vernon-Smith, had
found out that the name of Mr. Qudch 3
visitor was Ferrers. Fle mentioned it to
his pal Skinner, who locked very
tholllquul before hurrying away o his
study

What the juniors could not know was
that the visitor had been Ulick Ferrers,
a fugitive from j
cousin of. Mr.

S Neither
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they know that the man they had lcoked
upon in the dining-hall that mor mng was
not their Form-master at all, but Ulick
Ferrers in disguise.

The real Form-master
in the vaults!

Shortly before the chapel bel
Skinner came up to Vernon-Smi
Close, with a newspaper in |
a flush of excitement

“Look at this, Smithy!” hr exclaimed.

“What is it?”

“T’'ve got GOJLW'\
Skinner. “T thought I’
of Ferrers in the paper 1@ o
looked through thix mornin pcmcx
for .it. Look at thin' It his doesn’t
beat cock-fighting, I'm & giddy Dutch-
man !’

The Bounder took the paper
and scanned the parag
pointed out to him. He éme
whistle of amazement as he read it
this is what the paragraph cont

“Ulick Ferrers, who abscone
Lord Dl)\hcti s house on Mond
a thousand pounds which he had obt
by means of forging his ,olmhm s nwme
to a cheque, is still at large. The police
have a clue to his whereabouts, Lo‘.mvc;
and his arrest is moment v expect
at Scotland Yard. It is believed that
Ferrers still has the money in posses-
sion, and that he iz making for the coast,
doubtless with the intention of cscaping
abroad.”

Vernon-Smith staved blankly o
ner.

Although the Bounder had quite de-
cided in his miud that there was some-
thing “fishy ” about th
1‘1(11‘11;7}1’( visit to \Il Quei
had “aldly figured m his n
like this.

“Ulick Ferrers!” he said,
breath. ‘I don't know ab:

was a prisoner

pape

und anything

with a deep
out: the Chris:
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tian name, but the man who came hero

last night was named Fervers, right
enough.”
“Quite sure of that?” asked Skinner.
“Quite !
“Do you think it’s the came”’”
“Well, we can't be sure,” said the

'3(“1*1(191 slowly. “But—but it Tooks jolly
like it, to me. Don’t you think so?”

“It sounds rather thick,” said Skinner.
“How could a respectable old bird like
Quelchy be connected with a forger?”

o Wn]l I suppose this man Ferrers
must have heen respectable before he
became a . He was living in Loxd
Upshott’ house.”

“Yes, that’s so.’

“ And he may be a relation of Quelch’s
—perhaps he was a tutor or qcmeihm'r
Something in the solw‘olma%et line,’
said the Eo’mdcx. “I wish they’d given
a description of him. My hat, famv old
Quelch having a friend a iv,g!‘me from
justice! If we could make sure 2

“Well?” said Skinner.

Y ﬁmry we could keep old Quelch in
order,” said the Bounder Lor“lly “If
he's hclmu a man who's running away
houl the police,” we should have him
under our thumb.”

Skinner whistled.

The chapel bell rang, and
was dropped.

Tho Remove master was a little late
in the Form-room that merning. The
juniors did not guess that he waited for
them te go into their Form-room so that
he should know which room belonged to
him.

Ile came in a few minutes
last of the Remo\o

The part he had to play in the Form-
room was not specially difficult to the
impostor. He had been a tutor, and at
one time had had a post as 1 r i g
school, and so the Form work of the
Lower Fourth was not new to him. It
THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
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was only a guestion of mastering details
of Mr. Quelch’s perscnal ways and habits.

Did the rascal think, then, of the man
who was shut up in the darkness of the
vault under the cold chapel—a prisoner
in cold and gloom? ~

If he did, there was no indication of it
in his manner. Probably he was too
concerned about his own difficulties and
dangers to have much thought to waste
upon the man whos2 name and place he
had stolen. 2

For that morning, as he was assured,
there would be a visit from the police,
and he would have to see them.

While he was going through the ordeal
of first lesson he was thinking of that,
and listening for the summons that he
knew must come.

The Remove were
when there was a tap
Form-room.

“Come in!" rapped out.the master.

Trotter, the page, put his head into
the Form-room.

“If you please, sir, a gentleman to see
you,”

in second lesson
at the door of the

‘T can see no one in the class hours,
said the Remove muaster tersely. ‘“‘Re-
quest him to call again.”

But his manner changed as he glanced
at the card Trotter presented.

“Ahem! Show Mr. Spott to my
study,” he said

“Yes, sir.”

And Trotter retired.

The Remove master turned to his
Torm.

“J am comzelled to leave vou for a
few minutes,” he said. “You will kindly
continue your work, and if there is any
disturbance during my absence, it will
be punished.”

And he left the Form-room.

-There was a slight buzz among the

, juniors. Vernon-Smith rose from his
place, and went to the door, and glanced
into the passage. His eyes gleamed as
he saw a constable standing-at the end of
the passage. =
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” muttered the Bounder, “a

There was no sign of Mr. Quelch. The
Remove master had evidently gone to his
study to see his visitor.

Vernon-Smith stepped coolly out of the
Form-room, ~ and looked vround for
Trotter. He soon found the page.

“Who was it called to see Quelchy,
Trotter?” he asked, showing a shilling
between his finger and thumb.

Trotter’s eyes were on the shilling at
once.

*“Mr. Spott, sir,” he said.

“ What kind of a man—bobby?”

Trotter grinned.

“The name on his card was Inspector
Spott, Master Smith,” he said.

“Inspector—eh?” Vernon-Smith tossed
the shilling to the page, antid returned to
the Form-room.

He had discoverad what he wanted to
know. Inspector Spott and a policeman
had come to the school together to sce
Mr. Quelch. That circumstance did not
leave much doubt whether the ““ Farrers”
who had visited Greyfriars the previous
night was the Ulick Ferrers who was
bemg searched for by the police.

The Bounder’s eyes were gleaming as
he whispered with Skinner in the Form-
room. He did not take anvone else into
his confidence. - Skinner was a fellow
after his own heart, and quite ready to
make profit of the Form-master’s secret,
if he had onc.

“The rotter came here to see Quelch,”
Vernon-Smith  muttered  cantiously.
“What did he want? Not money, as he

NEXT
TUESDAY!

“UNMASKED ! %

had a thousand quid on him? He came
here to hide.” f

‘“Hide!” repeated Skinner, starting.

The Bounder nodded.

“That's it. Quelchy is in the game.
Perhaps he's going to have some of the
thousand quid, if Ferrers gets clear.”

“Oh, draw 1t mild, Smithy !~

¢ Anyway, he's helping the man, that's
certain. My belief is that he’s hiding
him somewhere about the school.”

H Ny hatt?

“That means imprisonment,’ said the
Bounder coolly.

“I say, if he’s doing a thing like

that he ought to be shown up!” said
Skinner, with virtuous indignation.
“Perhaps he ought!” said the

Bounder, with a chuckle. “But I know
a trick worth two of that. Quelchy has
been down on me hard enough and ofter
enough, and this is where I get a lit
bit of my own back. See?”

“I don’t see how——"

“After school I'm going to scout
round, and see whether the man is hidden
anywhere here. If he is, we've got
Quelchy under our thumb.”

Skinner shifted uneasily.

“I—I say, that’s jolly risky business,
Smithy. ~ Quelchy is an awfully tough
customer, you know.”

“Rats! TI'll take the toughness out of

®
ol

-~
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him, if what I think is true,” said
'v'ernon—Snr‘nth. “We needn’t lose any
time. We're free for a quarter of an

hour at eleven o’clock, and then we'll
see. If the man's hidden about Grey-
friars, there's only one place that would
be safe—the vaults under the old chapel.”

“But they’re locked up.”

“Gosling has the key, and we can get
it away from him.”

“ But if Quelchy has put anybody there
to hide, he will be taking jolly good care
of the key,” said Skinner.

“Yes, and if we find that he's taken
the key from Gosling, that will be proof.
won’t.-it?”

‘1 suppose so.”

“What are you rotters whispering
about?”’ demanded Bob Cherry in dis-
gust. “Jawing over poor old Quelchy, I
suppose ?”

FTS st

Find out!” said the Bounder.
Eleven sounded from the clock-tower,
and as their Form-master was not present
to dismiss them for the recess, the
Remove dismissed themselves. As the
juniors swarmed out of the Form-room,
Vernon-Smith and Skinner lost no time
in making their way to the porter’s lodge.
Gosling, the school porter, was there,
and Vernon-Smith tackled him at once.

“Warm weather, Gossy!” he said
genially.
“Yes, and thirsty weather, Master

Smith,” said Gosling:
“Just what T was thinking,” agreed
the Bounder; “and I’ve got a half-crown
here that I don’t know what to do with.”

Gosling grinned.

“Wot 1s it you want me to do, Master
Smith?” he asked.

“I want you to lend me the key of
the vault under. the old chapel, Gossy.
Want to have a look round there.”

Gosling shook his head.

“It’s agin horders for you young gents
to go there,” he said.

“Only for ten minutes,”
Bounder,
pocket.

Gosling’s eyes lingered lovingly on the
coin, but he shook his head.

“Can’t be done, Master Smith,¥ he

’ (BUOD wy
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urged the
aking the half-crown from his

“But you've got the key, Gossy,” said
the Bounder.

“I ’ad it,” said Gosling.

“Haven't you got it now?”

“No. Mr. Quelch asked me for it this
morning,” said Gosling, . “1 'anded it to
T g

The Bounder gave his companion a
glance of triumph. Skinner gasped. This
proof of the Bounder's suspicions took
him by surprise,

“Mr. Quelch has it?”
Smith.

“Yes,” grunted Gosling. “And wot I
says is this ’ere. The 'Rad told me to
nund that key, and now Mr. Quelch ’as

asked Vernon-

took it. I s'pose he thinks it ain’t safo
with me. Huh!"”

“Isn't there another key?” asked the
junior.

Gosling shook his head.
“There ain’t but one.”
“But I suppose he's going
k to you?”

Which he didn't say so.”

““Oh, rotten!” said the Bounder; and
he walked away with Skinner.

“Well, what do you think now?” ‘he
demanded.

“Looks queer,” said Skinner. “Only
if Quelchy didn't get the key till this
morning, asz Gosling says, how covld he
have hidden the man in the vault last
night ?”

The Bounder- started a little. In his
eagerness he had overlooked that objec-
tion to his theory.

to five it

“Anyway, he’s got the keyv,” he said,
after a pause. “ Perhaps he had another
key to the vault, and wanted to make
sure of this one as well, so that nobody
else could get in. What did he want the
key all of a sudden for, unless he's got
a secret locked up there—eh?”

And Skinner had to admit that it
looked very probable.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Ordeal !
¢¢ ¥ NSPECTOR SPOTT?”
E “Yes, sim
The inspector, a siout, red-faced

. gentleman, had secated himself in
Mr. Queleh's study, and he rose as the
master came in.

. He started as his eves fell upon the
Form-master's face.

“By gum!” he murmured.

The resemblance of the man befora
him, in feature, {0 the missing forger had
struck him at once.

“What can T do for you?’ asked tha
Remove master.

“You are aware of the object of my
visif, sir, I presurme?” said Inspector
Spott, still with his eves curiously upon
the Remove master's face.

“Pray sit down. Yes, I thinrk I can
guess. I have seen in the papers the dis-
grace that has fallen upon my cousin,”
said the master, “You are doubtless
aware that Ulick Ferrers is my cousin."

“Exactly, sir, if you.gre Mr. IHenry
Quelch.”

“That is my name.”

“T should have known vou as a relation
of the missing wnan, sir. at once,” said
the inspector. = “The smblance s
striking.”

The Formi-master nodded.

It has been remarked upon,” he said.
“In earlier days I knew Ferrers very
well, and our' resernblance was much re-
marked upon at that time.” Of late years
1 have seen little of him; our way of life
was very dissimilar.”

And the Form-master drew himself up
a little. :

“Then you have not seen him lately,
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Mr. Quelch ?” the inspector asked, look-
ing disappointed.

““Lately! How do you mean?”

“I suymised that he might have applied
to yéu for help to escape, sir.’

“ Absurd 17

“ Ahem 17
nettled.

“ Excuse me, Inspector Spott, but you
evidently are not aware of the terms I
was on with Ferrers. I have said that
our ways of life were very dissimilar.
If you fmo“ any of his private life, you
will know that there could be nothing in
common between him and a man in my
position, with a reputation to take care
of,” said the Remove master acidly. “Ie
déceived Lord Upshott as to his character,
T should suppose, ot he would never have
obtained hls position as tutor to his lord-
shop’s son.’

“So it proves, sir. Our investigations
have shown that Lord Upshott was very
much deceived in him, He seems to have
led a wild life in secret—betting, gaming,
drinking, and other things—and in debt
in a dozen different places,” said the in-
spector. ‘I suppose he knew that the
crash was coming, as the state of his
affairs could mnot have been concealed
much longer, ar‘d he made this last haul
before he bolted.’

“8o I should suppose. But I am the
last man in the world to whom he would
come for help. He knows me well
enough to be perfectly aware that if he
came here I should hand him over at once
to the police.”

“It would be your duty to do so, sir, I
know. But the claims of relationship
are ¢

The Remove master interrupted him.

“The claims of relationship have
Poihvng to do with it. If T shielded a
criminal from justice, T should be no
better than a criminal myself. 1 have
decidedly strict ideas upon “such =uh]m ts,
’\Iozeovel the terms I was upon with my
cousin have not been such that he had,
or could have, any hope of assistance from
me. In fact, I was sufficiently aware of
his wretched conduct to remonstrate with
him, and to tell him very plainly that 1
considered our acquaintanceship at an
end. Not more than a month ago I wrate
him a letter to that effect.”

“That letter has been found jamong his
papers at Upshott I{ouse, sir.

“You h‘iVC seen it, then?” .

e

“Then you should know how little like-
iihood hele is of rendering assistance to
the man

“tho so. But in a search of this
kind it is our custom to leave mno stone
unturned,’”” said the inspector.

“J am sorry I can give you no informa-
tion, Mr. Spott.”

“¥ou have not heard from your cousin

since his flight ?”
g N 1

said the inspector, a trifle

“Nor seen him?”

“(ertainly net.”

“VYet it appears to. have
tention to visit vou, sir.”

“Indeed! What causes you to think
o, if I may ask?”

“Ilis flight was in this direction. On
Manday he was traced to a town only ten
miles from here, and yesterday he was
seen-—we have some very good evidence

been his in-

to that effect—in a village near this
school—Friardale.”
“That  is extraordinary!” said the

Remove master, ‘‘ Are you sure that this
information is correct ?”
“1 am pretty certain.of it. And if he
came as far in this direction as Friardale,
Ter Popurar.—No. 182.
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he can only have imtended to come here

{ should imagine.”

TThe: Remove mastet shook his head.

1 cannot think that that was his
intention,” he replied. ‘ He knows very
well that he has nothing to expect from
me. It is more probable that he was
making for the coast. There is a fishing
village about a mile from here, where
vessels sometimes cross te Dutch and
German ports.”

The inspector smiled.

E\erv vessel at Pegg is under obser-

vation,” he said, “and searching inquiries

have been made as to whether strangers
have been seen there.”

“And you have learned nothing to
that effect?”

“ Nothing.”

The Remove master pursed his lips.

“It transpives, too, that he was
educated at this sohool, as a boy,” said
the inspector. “That might be an

additional reasofi for his coming here.
There might be some nook or cranny in
an old place like this where he might
hope to be concealed.”
It is possible
master thoughtfully.
for instance—the hill you must have
noticed coming here. There are caves
there in the rocks, well known to most of
the boys. Yet I do not see how he could
lie concealed for long without food and
drink; and he would scarcely \enture to
show himself {o procure them.’

The inspector looked at him keenly.

“Unless he has a friend who would
supply him,” he said.

*You surely do not suspect that a man
in my position would undertake such a
service for a Cnmmal fleeing from
justice.”

“T did not say so.”

“That is what your words implied,”
said the master, frowning.

The inspector coughed.

“If you assure me that you know
nothing of the man’s whereabouts, Mr.
Quelch, I accept your assurance, of
course,” he said.

“T do assure you, most certainly.”

“Thern I have nothing more to do
here,” said the inspector, rising.

“Stay ! If you would care to see the
headmaster here, Dr. Locke will tell you
whether T am likely to have acted in the
way you have surmised,” said the
Remove master.

“Tt is not necessary,” said the inspector
courteously. *You must excuse me, sir,
but men of my profession are sometimes
compelled to ask questions not wholly
pleasant. We cannot afford to lose a
chance in searching for a criminal.”

“T understand that, of course.”

“I am afraid I have taken you away
from your occupation.”

“I was called from the Form-room
here, certainly,” said the Remeve master,
with a smile. ““But I am entirely at your
service. I am only sorry that I cannot
help you.’

“1f you should by any chance hear from
Ferrers i

“3f T should receive a letter from him
I shall place it immediately in the hands
of the police. f he should have the
astounding impudence to come here him-
self, I shall telephone to Courtfield Police-
station immediately.”

“I can ask no more than that,
said the inspector. “Thank you,
good-morning !”

And the inspector took his leave.

The Remove master closed the door,
and then crossed jo the window. He
stood behind the furtains, and watched
the inspector and the constable cross to

said the Remove
“The Black Pike,
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the gates and dlsappe‘lr Then Yo drew a
deep, almost sobbing breath.
$That, is over!” he muttered thickly.
He opened the locked drawer of the
table, and took out a flask, and drank a
deep draught from it before he quitied
the study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Has Rotten Luck!
13 SAY, you fellows, it’s rotten!”?

I Bﬂlv Bunter made that remark

dolefully.

Lessons were over at Greyfriars,
and the chums of Study No. T—Peter
and Alonzo Todd, Billy Bunter, and Tom
Dutton, were in the Close. here was a
shade of thoughtfulness upon the brow
of Peter Todd. Bunter was evidently
downhearted.

“Hallo! What's the matter with you,
porpoise ?”’ asked Peter Todd.

““What are we going to have for tea?"
grunted Bunter. “Now the tuckshop’s
closed, what are we going to do?”

It was indeed a knotty problem.

Mrs. Mimble, who kept the little tuck-
shop in the corner of the Close, was the
victim of an attack of mﬂuema and
during her absence on the sick list the
school shop was closed. Fellows who
wished to indulge in the delights of tuck
had to fetch suppheq from Uncle Clegg’s
in the village while Mrs. Mimble was on
the sick list.

Not that that made much difference to
Bunter, who was in his usual state of
impecuniosity, and who had already
reached the limit of credit with Mrs.
Mimble,

“Had a postal-order, Bunty?
Peter Todd, rather :auaﬂrl(a]lv

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“Well, I'm expecting one,” he said.

“I dare say the ':L?xool shop will be
opened a am by the time it comes,”
Peter Todd suggetted kindly.

Bunter sniffed again,

“Well, I might-have got somethmg on
tick from Murs, Mimble,” he said. “But
old Clegg is a suspicious old beast. No
good asking old Clegg to trust a chap till
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asked

Saturday. He wouldn’t trust his own
grandfather.”
“ Well, we must have tea,” said Peter

Todd.

“I wonder what Quelchy has done
with those things he bagged 11<t night ?
He can’t have eaten them.”

“Thev re generally sent down into the
kitchen,” said Bunter. “That kind of
thing has happened before lots of times.”

“They haven’t been sent down into
the lxltchen this time; T've asked
Troller,” said Peter Todd “They must
be still in Quelchy’s study.”

Bunter’s eyes glistened.

““Might be a chance——"" he began.

“My belief is that he’s eaten them,
when [ come to think of it,” said Peter,
after a pause. *“Quelchy has dev eloppu

an abnormal appetite, according to
Trotter. When I asked him about those
things, he said Quelchy was taking to

feeding in his qtudv, he’s had sand-
wiches sent in twice, between meals, and
Trotter says the plate comes away quite
clean—not a crumb left.”

“But he wouldn't eat jam-tarts!”
said Bunter. “They'd give the old bird
indigestion, you know. I suppose he

shoved them into his cupboard and for-
got all about them. I think it’s up to
you to look, Peter.”

“Yes, I can see myself being caught
by old Quelchy exploring his study!”
growled Peter.

Billy Bunter snorted.

The Owl of the Remove had a strong
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objection to taking risks; but if there
was anything that could induce him to
take risks, it was the prospect of a feed.
And so long as their confiscated eatables
were supposed to be in Mr. Quelch’s
room, that room had an irresistible
attraction for William George Bunter.

After thinking the matter over, and
learning that Mgll Quelch was not in his
study, Billy Bunter presented himself
there, with Virgil under his arm. If by
any chance the Form-master had re-
turned, Billy Bunter was ready with a
question about Virgil-having developed
a sudden appreciation for the famous
shipwreck passage in that great poem.

If Mr. Quelch wasn't there, a very
short search would reveal the hidden
treasure—in the shape of tarts and
(}loughnuts and cream-puffs and ginger-
beer.

Bunter tapped at the study door and
opened it.

The room was empty.

The Owl of the Remove hesitated a
monient or two in the doorway. If Mr.
Quelch returned and found him there,
it would mean trouble. .

But the tempting prospect of the
whole feed to himself gave him courage.
He stepped into the study and closed
the door behind him.

He glanced into the study cupboard,
but found only books and papers there,
and a pile of manuscript which con-
tained the greater part of that famous
“History of Greyfriars,” upon which
Mr. Quelch had been engaged almost
ever since he was a master at the school.

There was no sign of the feed.

Bunter hunted round the study,
almost forgetting the danger of discovery
by Mr. Quelch in his kcenness to dis-
cover the jam-tarts.

“The beast!” murmured Bunter at
last.  “Where has he put them? He
hasn’t scoffed them himself. They must
be herc somewhere.”

There was a travelling bag on the
floor, under the table, and Billy Bunter
looked into it, as a last chance, without
much hope of discovering the missing
eatables there.

“My hat!”

There they were!

Cakes and tarts and doughnuts and
other pastries, neatly packed in their
paper bags, and several bottles of ginger-
beer., And with them were wedges of
sandwiches, wrapped in impot paper,
packed into the bag.

Bunter blinked at the interior of the
bag threugh his big spectacles in utiter
amazement, hardly believing his eyes
or his glasses. 3

What in the name of wonder had M.
?uelch packed these articles into a bag
or?

They had not been thrown in care-
lessly, out of the way; they were packed,
and the sandwiches were packed- with
them. Bunter remembered Trotter’s
story of the sandwiches that had been
sent into the study for the unusually
hungry Form-master. Mr. Quelch had
not eaten them, then—here they were!

“He can’t be going on a picnic!”
murmured Bunter. “What on earth
does it mean? Anyway, I'm jolly well
not going to leave them here. They're
ours !”

And Bunter clutched up a bag of tarts
to begin with and jammed one into his
mouth by way of a start.

The next moment he swung round
with a gasp of alarm.

The study door had opened, and an
awe-inspiring figure in cap and gown
had come in, and stood staring fixedly at
Bunter,

g Oll E)J 13 I_I

gasped Bunter. say,

NEXT
TUESDAY!

Mr. C\;uelcth say, sir! I—I-TI just
came here to ask you a question about—
about talia jcatanti stridens Ow!”

The Remove master’s grip fastened on
his shoulder with a vice-like intensity
that made Bunter yell with pain.

Bunter had seen Mr. Quelch look
angry before. But he had never seen
such an expression of fury as that which
now convulsed the face of the master.

“You young scoundrel! You are spy-
ing I”

“Ow! Leggo! I didn’t—I wasn't! I
didn't know the grub was there!” wailed
Bunter. ““And it’s ours, too—yow I
didn’t--yah —I—oh |”

The master did not speak again. He
shifted his grasp to the back of Bunter’s
collar, and caught up a cane with the
other hand.

Swish, slash—swish !—slash, slash!

The cane descended upon Bunter’s fat
person in a rain of blows.

Billy Bunter had been licked before—
but that licking was a record. The
Form-master did not seem to care Low
hard he struck. The cane crashed and

rang upon Billy Bunter, till the fat
junior roared with anguish.
“Ow, ow! Leave off! Help! Tire!

Murder! Oh!”

Slash, slash, slash!

The cane broke with the force of the
final blow.

Bunter yelled frantically. The angry
Form-master whirled him to the door,
and, with a swing of his arm, hurled
him into the passage, and slammed the
door after him. Bunter went staggering

along the passage, shrieking, and fell in
a heap.

“Great Seott!

What’s the matter with

you?” exclaimed Wingate of the Sixth,

coming quickly out of his study.
“Ow, ow, ow, ow!” bellowed Bunter.
“ What’s happened to you?”
“Ow, ow, ow!”
“Shut up that fearful row ex-
claimed Wingate. “Have you beoan
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licked ?”
“Ow, ow! Yes. It'sold Quelch! The
beast! Ow! He's broken a cane on

me!” howled Bunter.
The Greyfriars captain whistled.
“Draw it mild!” he said.
“I tell you he has!” yelled Buntgr.

“Ow! I'm aching all over! Yow! And
they’'re our tarts, too! Ow! Yow!
I’'m

going to complain to the Head!
Yah1i?

And Bunter picked himself up and
staggered away, panting with rage and
pain.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Vernon-8Smith Knows !

6 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Wherefore
H this thusness?” t

Bob Cherry stared blankly
at Bunter as he - asked the
question. Bunter had rolled out into the
Close, sobbing with pain. The tears
were running down his fat cheeks.
“What’s the matter: with you,
Bunter?” exclaimed Peter Todd, run-
ning up. “My hat! It’s not gammon
this time! He is hurt?”
Looks like it,” said Harry Wharton.
“Is it Loder, Bunty?”
“Ow! No,” groaned Billy Bunter.
“ Nor 8mithy?” asked Peter Todd.
‘“No,” broke in the voice of the
Bounder:; “it wasn’t Smithy. It was
Quelclh; T saw him through his study

o’

with pain.
Mr. Quelch.

A LICKING FOR BUNTER !—The Remove master’s grip fastened on[
Bunter’s shoulder with a vice-iike intensity that made the fat junior yeil

‘“You young scoundrel!
He daught up a cane, and it descended upon Buntsr’s fat

You were spying !’ thundered

person in a rain of blows. (See Chapter 4.) i
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window. Ie ought to be put in pris
for the way he licked Bunter! ]f the
Head knew there \\ou'( be a row

“Oh, rot" said H(nn \vﬁﬂ"LCn at
=

shee. “Quelchy isn't & brute. I
Buntet got a whaling, I dare say he was

asking for it.,”
“Ow, ow! I'm n‘zu'}u
know I am!” wailed Bunter.
“Rats!” said Peter Todd. “Quelchy
wouldn’t lay it on so hard as that!”
; it

“You didn said Vernon-
Smith. We
were ouiside the

*It wag awful “I"ve
never seen Qu awvax! 1

suppose Bunier w . mg for it, as he
was looking for grub in Quelchy’s st
I suppose that was it, wasn’'t it, Buaty I

“Ow! Yes,” gloawsd Bunter.

“You didn’ t expect to find
travelling-bag, did you?
Vernon-Smith.

“0h; that's -?
disgust. “¥You
Quelchy’s things?”

“The grub was in the b‘.g howled
Bunter. “All our grub was there
packed up, and the sandwiches, too, that

Urotter had taken in for Quelch. He's
knepmcr our grub o go on a plenic or
or something. Ow !”

“What vot!”

“Well, it was there!” said Bunter.
“ And then Quelchy came in and caught
me, and he broke a cane on my back !

“Pnew [

“You're such a blessed Ananias'™ gaid
Bob Cherry dublouch “I1f he d]d that,
yvou'd have marks to 51"0\‘\ for it.”

“So I have—I know I have!”
Bunter. “I’ll show you!”

He tore off his uwker and waisteoat,

“Here, draw a line!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “You're not in the dorm now,
and there may be ladies round azhout.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come round the corner, Bunty, and
show us the dreadful wounds said
Peter Todd, grinning.

Bunter rolled round the corner of the
School House, and unfusteued his collar,
and pulled his shirt down to show his

it in a
chucided

said Bob Cherry,

were SP.

in
g to

groaned

shoulders. There was a general exclama-
tion of horrer and surprise from the
juniors,

Puntel s statements for once were quite
correct. The skin of his back w as ccored
and marked in great weals where the

savage blo\\s had fallen.

“What do you think of that?” howled
Bunter, :

“My hat!”

“Phew! That takes the cake ¥
“Go and show it to the Head,
Bunter !”  advised Skinner. “If Dy

Locke knew that a master hit a kid like
that he’'d boot him out of the school !”
“T jolly well will, too ! said Bunter,
“Better not sneak,” said Harry Whar-
tnn. “You'll never gel any gocd out
of sneaking. Qumdlv must have been

awfully out of temper. It's not like
him at all.”
“I can’t understand it,” said Bob

Cherry, in perplexity. “If anvbo had
told me that Mr. Q‘w,( h would hit a
chap like that, I'd have called him a
liar at once !”

‘Seeing

is believing, I suppose?”
g1 un‘od Bunter.
) ‘,‘,‘\ ell, yes; but I can’t understand
it !

“I'm aching all over
Owl of the Remove.
mind to go to the Hea

“Come down to
stead, and have a
Wharton.

Bunter's o\'p.m-mn changed at

Tug Porurar.—No, 182,
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groaned the
“I've a jolly geed
d about it!”

cle Clegg's in-
feed | e said Harry

once,

" UNMASKED ! "

“Well,
“Tl come
Wharton !

And Billy

that's -a good idea,”

with you with pleasure,

Bunter replaced his shirt

up to the chin!”

And Billy Bunter,
was led away to feed—the grez
fort and consolation the jur
possibly administer.

Quite a crowd had gathered round to
see Bunter’s ]h]h)].,L, and the juniors
iscussed it with much excitement.

Mr. Quelch was a severe muaster, but
he | n.d never been known to be brutal
hefore, and the occcurrence amazed the
Removites.

Vernon-Smith and Skinner drew apart
to discuss the matter. Vernon-Smith

had his own opinion about the incident,

“T suppose you know what that means,
Skinny ?” he remarked.

1t \t (,Oll]-
iaors could

“Quelchy was awfully ratty, finding
Bunter spying into his bag,” said
Skinner. .

“No reason why he should thrash him
like that though—like a drunken
hooligan.”

AV cll, no; it was thick, and no mis-
take 1”

“You heard what Bunter said—the

grub was packed in the bag, aud_sand-
wiches  with it. What do you think it
was for? You don’t fancy Quelchy is
going out on a picnic on his lonesome 77

“No; rather not!” grinned Skinner,

“I know what the grub was in the
bag for. He’s got somebody to feed.”

Dy hatl»

“He's keeping his cousin in the vault,
to hide him,” said the Bounder coolly.
“That’s what he had the key from
Gosling for, to take care that nobody
was able to enter the vault. And he’s
going to take him grub after dark.”

Skinner whistled.

“Te’s had the sandwiches sent to his
study, pretending he wanted them him-
self, and he’s stuck to the grub he col-
lared from Wharton last night,” said the
Bounder. “I don’t think it could be
much clearer.’

S Thet's g0,

Bockod with Tales
Love and Fomance

CHARMING
STORIES ’
LOVE

anp
ROMANCE

GRAND.

e

SERIAL

THE RICHEST
GIRL AT

% CABRIELS
B2 gt B b

NO, 1 NOW ON SALE

he said.-

nd  waistcoat and jacket with great
alacrity.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Nothing like ]u.u as a Iuln for
wounds, wd ginger-beer 1o the
pain away he remarked. “T'll come
with you. and we'll feed poor old Bunter

“clock-tower

Magnificent Coloured Plate of a Monster Express Engine—

‘And I'm goi
of lt to night,”
wowill

Ly keeping %&n
the Bounder. “I't
the dorm after 1i
watch on the cld ¢

*“That ought to se

“But what 7"

“T shouldn’t care fo be in your ¢ho
1t Qudd‘" spots you !” grinned &

“You saw how he handled

“He wouldn't handle me
id the Bounder grimly.
got to give hini a hint of };:zt
bring him to his kunees. He 1
denied knowing anything abo
when Inspector Spott was h

g to make jo
id Vernon-&t

eye on Qun ch,

m _going lo get ‘out of

ﬁats out, and keep
3

23

, but

i

wt ha e

e
111“1 que%i"mﬁ 50 if the man’s
here it will be a clear case again
It means arrest, my boy. He can’i fac

that. I'll bring him *o his senses \\mx
two words if he cuts up rusty with nme.’

And when the Remove went to bed
that night, Vernon-Smith only partially
undressed befere getling into bed.

When ten o'clock sounded from the
he got up; and, without
answering any of the que,imr of the
juniors who were awake, quitted the
dormitory.

A quarter of an hour later he was in
the ruins of the old chapel, crouching
there 1n the darkness, under cover of the

old masses of masonry—waiting and
\\'atching.

He had a loung time to wait.

Eleven o’clock sounded from the clock-

tower, and no sound of a footsten had
disturbed the silence of ths gloomy ruins,

Another long, weary hour!

Midnight !

The last light was out now in the
windows of the school, and the Bounder
was growing  cramped and cold and uu-
comfortable.

But he was patient.

He was certain that he was upon the
right track, and he did not Stend to let
a little personal discomfort stand in the
way of accomplishing his worthy OD_]cCL——
that of geiting his Form-master under
his 1lnumh as he clegantly expressed it.

His pdhenw was lf‘\\auled at last.

A quarter of an hour after midnight
the silence of the old ruin was broken
by the sound of a cautious footfall.

The Bounder’ ': eyes gleamed Hke a
cat’s in the darkness, .Lnd he crouched
still deeper into the black shadows of
the masonvy.

A dark form loomed up in the gleom.
Dimly he made out the figure of the
Form-master with a bag in his band.

Vernon-Smith’s tecth camo hard
gether. There was no doubt now. With
ﬂumplns heart he watched the dim
ug re descend the steps to the entrance
of the vault. There was a sound of a
key grating in the lock, the door opened,
and shut again !

Vernon-Smith mse to his feet.

“That sotiles it ! he muttered.

Dearly the sp) would have liked to see
and hear ed in the old vault,
but he ¢ pen the deor without
instant discovery. But he was satis ed;
and he (!mu‘ed to himself severa] times
as he made his way back to the Remove
dormitory.

The Bounder had found out just what
he wanted to kinow. ¥

It remained 1o be seen
made of his kuowledge! Certain it was
that  whatever else happened, Mr.
Quelch was in for a warm time at the
Bounder’s hands.

THE END.

(Another grand long eomplite tale of
Hm/_/ Wharton & Co. at Greyfriavs in
next week's issuel)

to-

what use he

“A GRAND STCRY OF THE JUNiORS GF GREYFR!APS

By FRANK RICHARDS.

B



=of thé Faffious South Manchuria Railway Next Week!

11

A THRILLING TALE WHICH TELLS OF THE STRANGE AWAKENING OF A BORN SLACKER, AND OF

THE GREAT SURPRISE
BT T T T T R O T R e T R T T T R TR

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Help Wanted! |

(1] ALLO! Here comes Weary
H Willie!”  ejaculated Monty
“ Lowther
r Tired Tim,” chuckled
v seems a very dozy
Tom Merry.
Three of St Jim's were

ylcombe platform. They
their favourite
u‘ﬂt‘lll

just halted at t‘ e little

A train had
station.

ompartment stepped
-looking youth in Etons.
1th s slim and elegant, and
had-looking. But he seemed to be
half awake. It was as much as he
con 1d do to drag one leg after the other.
The youth halted in front of Tom
Merry & Co., and surveyed them with a
lack-lustre eye.
“You fellows
School 7"* he asked,

from the Grammar
with a slow drawl.

“Not guilty,” said Monty Lowther.
“We belong to a public school, not a
kindergarten.”

“Are you going to the Grammar
School, kid?” inquired Tom Merry.
“Ye~, as soon as I can summon up

sufficient energy to get there.”
“What's your name?”
¢ Eindershy »~Dnm Endersby.”
“And you're going to join Go‘c‘on
Gay’s merry band—what?”

“Yes. I'm goin’ into the Fourth. I
ought to have arrived here three hours
ago, but I went to sleep in the train,
an’ went on to Brighlon.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“T’'ve had to fag all the wayv back. vou
explained Endersby. ¢ Stiil, T had
other nap in the train, an’ I got a
f“lo\\ to dig me in the ribs at Rylcombe
an' rouse me.

W of all the dreamy, do
custe ” began Manners. ¢
back you against Rip van Winkle in a
slecping contest. By the way, where’s

fp o

s
eg
no

ners

your luggage?”
NEXT
TUESDAY!

WHICH

TOM MERRY & CO.

GETs

THE

AWAKES!

A Grand New Long Com-
plete Tale of Tom Merry &
Co. at St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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1 it sent oa in advance,” said
Well, all »0‘1 ve got to do is

along to the Grammar School.

you the way.”

) said the new boy, who

for Rylecombe Grammar

“I'm just' goin’ to get a
y refresh-
The feumle Three exchanged

“That fellow
Tom Merry

glances.
wants “ahmv up,” said

meou Ca 1y & Co. will see to that,”
id Manners. “The Grammar School's
ce for born-tired slackers.”
Lowther chuckled but said
o
e zmnutes
not reappear

Has a mlghty long time drinking
’fua lemonade,” said Tom Merry. “Let’s
come and see where the duffer’s got to.”

The juniors went into the refreshment
buffet. Endersby was there. He was
stretched out on the settee, fast asleep.
ﬂn 2 small table beside him was a glass

full of lemonade. The new boy had not
¢ven had the energy to drimk it.

“Did you ever!? gasped Tom Merry.

“No, never!” said Monty Lowther
solemnly.

‘Tom Merry went forward and roused
the sleeper by the simple expedient of
tweaking his nose.

indersby shot up with a violent yell.

*Yavrooooop !”

“Wake up, you ass!” said Tom Merry.
“You were due at the Grammar School
hours ago. They'll be getting anxious
abeut you. Dr. Monk will think there’s
besn a railway accident!”

Endershy caressed his nose.

“Would one of you fellows be good
nough to get me a cab?” he murmured.

“Too late,” said Manners., “All the
cabbies have gone home. You'll have to
walk to the frammar School.”

“Impess, dear boy.”,

At ”nP mere suggestion of

passed, and Endersby did

i

Endersby shuddered. Me seemed to be
absom*nh l‘a)mn of energy. He was

like o limp ¢

CAEL.

**CHAMPION OR DUFFER?™ e

walking |

“I'm afraid T must ask you fellows to
be good enough to help me to my destina-
tion, begad,” he muttered.

“All serene!” said Monty Lowther,

On the platform, just outside the.
refreshment buffet, was a short ladder.
1t had been left fhcm by workmen who
were doing repairs to the roof of the

buffet.

There was also a coil of rope handsx.
At Monty Lowther’s signal the Terrible
Three litted End ershy off the settee, and
carried him outside,

The new boy was then laid upon the
ladder, and securely fastened thereto by
means of the rope. Ide didn’t seem to
mind the ordeal a little bit. On the
contraly he appeared to enjoy it.

‘Heave-ho!” said Monty Lowther.
“You take one end of the ladder,
Tommy, and TI'll take the other.
Manners can act as relief if one of us
rv‘eta tired.”

To the utter amazement of the solitary
porter who witnessed the proceedings,
Endersby was carried away on the
ladder,

There was quite a sensation in the old-
fashioned High Strect as the procession
pussed through it.

Errand-boys and others came crowding
on the scene, and missiles, in the shape
of lumps of turf, and eggs which were
in a state of dwolutlon began to whiz
through the air.

Eundersby was subjected to a terrific
bombardment. He had been in the act
of dozing off to sleep again but an egyg
crashed upon his upturned nose and
effectively roused him,

“Yaroooooh!” he roared. “This is
worse than being pilloried; begad! Make
those cheeky kids stop it, you fellows!”

But the Terrible Three w ere powerless
to check the activities of the youth of
Rylcombe. As a matter of fact, they
made no real effort to do so. 'lhey con-
sidered that the hombardment would be
a good thing for Endersby.

Unfortunately the aim of some of the
youths was none too accurate.
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A lump of turf cannoned against Monty
I.owther's ear with terrific force.

Lowther gave a yell and dropped his
end of the ladder. Tom Merry, unpre-
pul‘ed for the action, dropped his end
also. And ladder and Dick Endersby
came crashing to the pavement.

“Wow 17 gasped Endersby.
earthquake happenin’, or what?”

“Sorry!” panted Lowther.

“Bless your sorrow! 1 believe my
back’s broken ¥

*“In that case,” said Tom Merry, “we
must hustle you along to the Grammar
School with all speed, and summon the
doctor. Heave-ho, Monty!”

The ladder w=as reared
juniors’ shoulders once more,
procession proceeded on its way.

The Grammar School was
without further mishap.

Gordon Gay & Co. were standing in
the school gateway, and thev gasped and
rubbed their eyes when they saw the
weird procession coming along.

In the past, new boys had often
arrived in weird and wonderful ways.
One fellow had driven up to the school
in a Rolls-Royce.  Another had come
by aeroplane. Yet another had astonished
the natives by turning up in a wheel-
barrow. But this was the first time on
record that a new boy had arrived at
Rylcombe Grammar School on a ladder.

“What the thump-——" began Gordon
Gay, in amazement.

“Herewith Richard Endershy, alias
Weary Willie ! chuckled ~ M onty
Lowther. “He didn’ r feel like w qlkmz

“Is an

the

upon
the

and

reached

g0 we brought him along on a ladder.’
“(reat pip!”

Foothaliers Given Away FREE in

The ladder.was set down in the school
gateway, and the rope which secured
Dick Endersby was unfastened.

The new boy staggered to his feet.
He extended a limp hand towards Gordon
Gay.

“How d'ye do?” he murmured.

Gordon Gay shook hands with the new
boy. So did Monk and Lane and
Wootton major and Carboy.

The Grammarians did not look best
pleased. They could see that the new
fellow was a hopeless slacker, and Ryl-
combe Grammar School had no use for
slackers.

“You've made a frightful ass of your-
self, being ‘brought here like this!” said
Gordon Gay.

“Sorry, dear boy, but I couldn’t have
walked; For one thing ,it's much too
hot, an’ for another, the train journey
capped all my energy. An’ 1 haven't a
great deal at the best of times.”

“I seem to have heard your name
before,” said Frank Monk. ¢ Are you
the son of Professor Endersby?”

The new boy nodded.

“ Your pater’'s a jolly energetic sort,”
said Gordon Gay. ““It’s a great pity he

can t transfer some of his energy to
you!

“He's tryin’ to!” said Endersby.

“ Then I hope he succeeds, that’s all,”
said Gordon Gay curtly. *‘ Slackers are
not wanted here.”

The speaker turned to Tom Merry &
Co.

“y suppose we ought to thank you for
bringing this bright specimen along,” he

said. “But I can’t help wishing that
he’d gone to St. Jim’s, instead of coming
here!™

THE SLACKER ARRIVES !'-Gordon Qay & Co. were standing at the
gates when they saw the weird procession coming along.
thump——'' began Gordon Gay, in amazement.
walking, so we brought him along on a ladder,” said Monty Lowther,

with a chuckle. 2

‘“ What the
““ He didn’t feel like

(See Chapter 1)
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MNEXT
TUESDAY !

!! A

‘ GHAMPION €8 DUFFER?™

| of white tablets.

this Week’s “Magnet,”

The Terrible Three nodded cheerfully
to the bﬂammauan:, and went on their

way.  And they were devoutly thank-
ful that Dick FEndersby, slacker and
dreamer, was not to be one of them.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Transformation!

NDERSBY slept like a log that
night.

The majority of new baoys
sleep but little on their first

night at a_stvange school. They are on
their guard agamst dormitory japes, and
so forth.

But Endersby didn’t worry. He was
asleep as soon as his head touched the
pillow.

The rising-bell rang out in due course.
But Endersby did not hear it. He slept
on.

“ Strikes me the fellow is suffering
from sleeping sickness!” said Woctton
major. ‘‘ The din of that bell is enough
to wake the dead; but, look, he's sleep-
ing as soundly as a g)ddy dormouse |7

Tt was net until a torrent of cold water
was shot over his features that Dick
Endershy awoke.

He sat up in bed, gurgling and splut-
tering, to find Gordon Gay standing over
him with a water. jug.

“Tumble out, you slacker!’ com-
manded the leader of the Grammarians.

“Yaw-aw-aw! I'm tired, by Jove!”
said the new boy drowsily.

““Then the sooner you shake off that
tired feeling, the better it’ll be for youl”
said Gordon Gay.

¥ndersby got out of bed with a great
effort. He performed his ablutions in a
weary, listless manner.

Then he seemed suddenly to remember
~omeihmg

‘ Before I left home, the pater gave
me some aperml tablets to take,” he
muttered. ‘He made them himself.
They’re supposed to have a wonderful
effect.”

The new boy produced a small botile
He emptied a couple
into his palm, and swallowed them.

There was no immediate result.

Endershy was half asleep during break-

. And when morning }(m:mn W 019 in
gress ho actually dozed off, to be
kened by a series of sharp raps igom

be Form-master’s pointer.

At about mxd(x 1y, however, a remark-
able change came eover the new boy.
Iis whole manner changed as if by
magic. His eyes becgne clear and eager.
i shoulders were brac baek, A
flush overspread his cheecks.

During the latter part. of moming:

lessons the]e was 1o smarter
alert pupil in the class
Endersby.

The Form-mas %m
sudden change.

and more

than Dick

rejoiced to see the
Ho did Gordon Gay &

Co.

When the class was dismissed, Enders-
by suggested cricket. "

“T'm s v brimmin® over with
energy!” he exclaimed. “I feel as it
I could push a house over!”

“TIs this the result of your pater's

tablets 7"’ asked Gordon Gay.

“ T suppose 89, He’s a wonderful man
is the pater. He told mn that a couple
of those thm{,s would make me feel quite

different, and he’s right, by Jovel!
Comin’ along to the nets, )ou fellows 7
Gorden Gay & Co. assented with
alacrity.

It was a boiling hot day, but the

Graminarians were anxious to put in
I
plenty of practice, for they were due to

meet’ St. Jim’s on the following Satur-
day.

(Continued on page 17.)
NEW LONG TALE OF ST.

$IM’S.
By MARTIN CLIFFCRD. -
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IN YOUR EDITOR’S
DER! .
By BILLY BUNTER.
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My Dear Readers,—Day by day,
every way,

T
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in
it's hotter and hoiter ‘and

hotter ! '\ly editorial sanktum is like a
furniss. Try as I mite, I simply can't
keep cool.

T've got damp, notted towels round
my head, and I keep sending my mine:
Sammy to the tuckshopp for iced jinjer-
beer. But I can’t dodge the terrifick
heat, and grate beads of inspiration arec
trickling down my cheeks.

The whether eggsperts tell us that we
are in the grip of a heat wave. Por
sonally, I've got a positiff horror of heat

waves. Like most fat people, I perspire
in every pour.
Phew | It's really too hot to breethe |

1 shall have to have some “ellectrick fans

fitted up 1 my suiictum, and ‘moskeeto |

__met phssd oss ‘the window.

How can a' fellow write, or do work
of any descripshun, when it's ninety in
the shade?

The only sort of wave I like is an eat
wave. No matter what the whether is
like, my appetite never suffers. I shift
as much grub in summer as I do in
winter; and I need it, bekawse, you sce,
I am a growing boy.

ngsru\e me a minnit, dear readers.
wvhile I mop my heeted brow. Ah. that's
better ! TI've just despatched Sammy to
the tuckshopp with my last tanner.
Soon he will come toddling back with a
refreshing strorberry ice. Mrs, Mimble
makes delishus ices.” I could go on eat-
ing them till the cows come home.

Well dear readers, I can picture you
reclining in your hammox, in some shady
recess, enjoying this special heat-wave
number. Pity the poor skoolboy jerna-
lists who have had to prepare it, and
who are unable to escape from the heat i
Me and my four fat subbs resemble five
greese spots !

Oh dear! How I pine for a tvip te
the Artick regions! I shouldn't need
damp towels or iced jinger-beer up
there !

Your warm friend.
YOUR EDITOR.
FOR NEXT WEEHK!
ANOTHER
BUMBER
NUMBER.

Supplement 1.]
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THE POET’S
DESIRE!
By DICK PENFOLD.
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O to lie down beneath the shade,
Alone with pints of lemonade !

O for a negro with a fan

To cool my brow—a ripping plan!

T

O for a gurgling, cooling stream
Where I might fioat, and idly dream!
O for a punt where I might lie

And watch the water rippling by [

O for a ripping strawberry-ice,
Cooling, refreshing, pure and nice!
0O for a glawa of ginger-pop

With real ice ficating on the top!

O for some lofty, ice-topped peak
Where I mlght semum week

fq ‘watzer ant

Like Bunter, I can’t stand the heat,

I cannot work, or sleep, or eat.

I'm being scouhe\l and well 1 k*lm\ it
I am a pdxvhecl and roasted poet !

My coat is off; my arms are bare,
Yet there is not a breath of air
Within the study where I write:
I sit .and swelter day and night!

The beastly sun is beating down
Upon my unprotected crown.

I feel I'm melting by degrees:
How 1 should dearly love to frecze!

I have no energy nor vim,

I shun the playing-field and gym,
I cannot work, I cannot play,

I just perspire and pant all day!

I cannot.write another line,

Upon my couch I must recline.

And there T'll lay, in heat and pain,
Till the thermometer drops again!

SMALL ADVERTISEMENTS.
MISCELLANEOUS.
FAMILY OF WHITE MICE FOR
SALE. Owing tc reduced allowance of
pocket money, owner can 1o longer
afford to feed his pets. Will take five
bob for the lot. Stupendous sacrifice.—
WINGATE MINOR, Greyfriars School.

LOST, STOLEN, OR STRAYED! A
black cat, with blue ribbon tied round its

neck. May possibly have strangled itself
in the quad. Oswvner despelateh anxious
to recover his pet and offers FIVE

SHILLINGS REWARD !-JERROLD
LUMLEY-LUMLEY, School House, St.
Jim’a,

EHI T TR T

HOW I KEPT
COOL!
By SAMMY BUNTER

AT T T T HU TR
¢ I T'S going to be blazing hot in the
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Form-room to-day,” said Dicky
Nugent.
“The windows will be open,” I said.

“Trew. But there’s not a breth of air.
The plaice will be like the Black Hole of
Calcutter. A fat fellow like you, Sammy,
will be sure to feel the heat.”

This set me thinking of ways and means of
keeping cool.

Prezzantly I decided to take a bow!l of
cold water into the Form-room, and stick
my hear feet in it. I sat in the back row,
so-it was unlikely that old Twigg would spot
the bowl of water.

I'went into the Form-room Juat before the
bell rang for lessens. In my hands I
balls | a brimming bowl of water. 1
this under. the desk, and then
> and sox.,
fellows were . gasping and
1 “ng of the heat, I
bowl, and

Whilst
perspiring,
sat with my fee
L felt as cool as a cud

“This is ripping!” I muthe
Nugent, who sat next to me. -

Mister Twigg looked up with a 1)

“Bunter miner, you were talkmg"
wrapped out. “Come out hefore the cla:

“Oh crumms!”

“Do you here me, Bunter?”

“Yessir, I here you!”

“Then obey me instantly!”

When 1 walked out to the front of the
class in my bear feet, and with my trowsers
turned up to the necze, old Twigg had several
sorts of a fit.

“Boy,” he thundered, “what is the meen-
ing of this?”
“Ahem! I—I've been keeping cool, sir. I

thought that if I sat with my feet in a
bowl of water, I should make better pro-
gress witlr my lessens.”

“What!” roared Twigg. “Am I to under-
stand, retched boy, that you have had the
ordaosnty to bring a bowl of water into the
Form-room?"”

“I—1 had to keep cool somehow, sir. This
heat wave is getting me down.” :

“Bring the bowl of water hear at once!”
kommanded Twigg.

I was in such a state of treppidation that
when I went to put the bowl on Twigg's
desk I upsct it, and a jet of waten :hof
into his face, and trickelled down his gown.

“It was a pure axxident, sir—" I stam-
mered.

But Twigg was not in the mood to take
eggscuses. He picked up his poynter, and
tanned my hide with grate vigger.

Wack, wack, wack!

“Yow-ow-ow!"

“Now go to your plaice,” said Twigg, “and
put your shooze and sox on! I have nevver,
in the korse of my kareer as a skoolmaster,
eggsperienced such konduct!”

I crawled back to my seat. And for hours
I sat and stewed in a stuffy Form-room,
without getting any releef from the heat.

Tre Porpurar.—No. 182.



ve brought a big brain-
Baggy Trimble of the

HE heat wa
wave to
Fourth.

There was a big demand for cool-
ing drinks, and Dame Taggles, at the tuck-
shop, was completely sold out of minerals.
Baggy thercfore conceived the notion of in-
venting a thirst-quenching drink, and pre-
siding over & stall on the cricket-field.

Baggy turned the matter over in his mind.
“All T shall want,” he reflected, “will be
a few lemons—or, rather, some <cheap
and a
Fellows who
bring their own

femonade-powder—and some sherbet,
big barrel with a tap to it.
want

drinks wiil
and mu
set to work at once. He happened
to ha\e a little money on him—sufficient to
purchase the lemonade- powder and the
slerbet, anyway.
In the wood-shed there was an old barrel
ith a tap to it. It had formerly contained
me sort, and Baggy had to thoroughly
°Ti it ?;eto*( it could be used.
The “stall” on the cricket-field consisted
a2 couple of rims, one mounted on top

have to

.

of
of tlie other.
Pientiful supplies of cold water were ob-

tainable, and Baggy's

s business as a dispenser
of drinks wa 0

rrounded  the
sels with them. Some
had glasses. Grundy of the
soup-basin, with a vie
drink: and Monty Le
topper! 3 3

barrel,

had cups, others
Siell brought a

ot

2

had
Orders were fired at Baggy Trim
80 to .speqk
“Buck up,
“ Drinks this'way! 122

an inverted
agay

“ How- mauch are
Lol(tur&d wateps

“Like-
full will
if you
it'll be

plied Baggy.
npe = That basin
o a tanncr Grund) And
that topper filled, Lowther,
eightpence.”

R

Bagey was kept very busy during the next
half-liour.

In their thirsty state the fellows thoroughty
enjoyed Bagey’s cencoction. Many of them
emuiated Oliver Twist, and asked for more.

At the end of the half-hour the barrel
was empty. And a broad grin of satisfaction
spread over Baggy Trimble’s countenance.
Jio was hopm” that the heat wave would

continue!

The fat junior to work fto prepare a
barrel. He still had some lemonade-
ier left, but he had run out of sherbet.
e Taggles didn’t sell sherbet, and a
supply could only be obtained from the
; To procced thither would be a
waste of time-—and profit

of
£CU

! decided to find a substitute for
me'x,ct Any old thing would do, he re-
flec He hurried alohig to his study, and

nt l-e wanted.

discovered wh
T 2

a crow d of Ldsto*nerz
Trimble’s stall.

’ said Monty Lowther, “I
as a parched pea in a frying-pan!
brought a quart milk-jng with me,
but I'm a f"n]d vt w be big encugh. How-
ever, I can rays geb it replenished. Buek
up, and turn en the merry tap old scout!”

appr oached

feel as

Tom NMerry 'mppul hiis perspiring brow.
My tom for a drink!” he exclaimed.
“Ba . deali boy,” said Arthur Augustus
D'AT “I'm simply gaspin’, bai Jovel”
“All serene,” said Baggy Trimble. “Don't

be impatient. you i
all in guotation.”

“Ha, ha! He means ‘ rotation
Talbot.

Baggy Trimbie was in his shirtsleeves, lnok-
ing very businesslike. He took the drinking

Tuc Popurar.—No. 182

fellows. gerve you

"1 chuckled

By JACK BLAKE.

and filled them from the
tap. And the money flowed freely into his
coffer Seldom indeed had the fat junior
‘nno\m such prosperity.
“Here you are. Lowtner'
and don't make a beast of yourself. Here’s
yours, Merry. Gimme your H]da Gussy.v Ri,
Lowther, you haven't paid! That's eight-

[

vessels one by one,

Here’s a quart,

pence!

“I'm expecting a postal-order—" began
Lowther.

Baggy gave a yell. 7

“Pay up!” he exclaimed. “I'm not run-

ning my business on credit!”

Lowther paid up, and commenced to drink
out of the quart jug. Then he pulled a wry
fave and gave a. queer gurgle.

“Gug- gug-gug! Ugh!”

s \mthmg the matter,
*Tom Merry, in alarm.

Monty?” inquired

Baggy Trimble staggered back, and as
he did so Monty Lowther discharged
the contents of the quart jug at him.

“Groo!” said Lowther. He was not capable
of giving a more intelligible answer.

Tom Merry sipped his own drink. Then, to
the general astonishment, he dashed the
contents of his glass full into Baggy
Trimble’s face.

“Qooococh!” spluttered Baggy.

He staggered bacl, and as hie did so Monty

Lowther discharged the contents of the
quart jug at him.

Baggy completely lost his halance. He
collided heavily with the barrel, and knocked
it off its perch. The barrel rol!cd merrily
down a grassy ineline.

“You—you rotters!” rcared Baggy, mop-
ping his streaming face. “What did you

want to do that for?”

“You've put salt in the stuff!” exclaimed
Tom Merry wrathfully. “It tasted like
brine !”

“Ahem! That
flavour, you know!”

“Gwoo! I feel as if I've been swallowin’
gea-water!” gasped Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

The {fellows were simply furious. Thcy
pmuwed upon lag Trimble, and started
to roll him in the same way that the other
barrel was rolling.

was just to give it a

s 2

Baggy whizzed down the iuncline at a
terrific speed.

“0Oh! Ah! Ow! Chuckit!. Stoppit!” he
panted.

Several buckskin ericket-boots <lumped

upon Baggy’s plump person. And the fat
junior's yells fairly awakened the echoes.

Baggy now wishes that he had taken the
trouble to go to the village and lay in a
fresh supply of sherbet. His salt substitute
cost him dearly, for ‘he was not allowed
to resume his business.

The firm of B. Trimble, purveyor of cooling
drinks, went into liguidation forthwith!

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.
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Answers fo
Korrespondents
By BILLY BUNTER.
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(It has been utterly impossibul for me
to reply to the many billions of letters
which have reigned in upon me, and
snowed me up, during the last few weeks.
I have picked out a few at randum, and
am replying to them hearwith.—Ed.)

“Worried Reader’ {Barnsley).—When-
ever the craving for an acid-drop comes
upon you, suck a sigarette!

. H. B. (Canterbury).—
keeps a sweet-shop, Billy, and he makes
wonderful ice-cream.” One of these fine
days I shall borrow Johnny Bull's bike
and pop over to Canterbury, with a view
to sampling your pater’s ices and kompaz-
ing them with Mrs, Mimble’s.  There
will be no charge, of corse?

“Sportsman ” (Surbiton). — Kricket?
Don’t talk to me about kricket in this
heat. T shall eggspire!

‘““Pompey ” (Portsmouth).—
happen to have a brother in the Navy,
Billy?” No, but I've got a sister in the
Air Forse!

“Indignant * (Kennington).—*I svent
to the barber’s, and he cropped my hair.
with a pair of sheep shears.” 1 don’t
blame him. You don’t want to go about
looking like a Bolshev 1k ora Spring Poet,
do you?

R. B. (Roc‘hdaxe).—“l want to make
some heme-made lemonade, Billy. Can
vou advise me as to the ingredients?”
The anser’s a lemon!

“Perplexed ” (Highgate).—"1 don't
know where to spend my summer holi-

IV

“My pater

“Do- you

days. d an invitation from-my
uncle in to d from my: gunt? at-the
seaside,” Go to Lhe aunt, thow slygeandt

A. W.P. (Tonbridg “Are you fond

of boiled puddings. Billy?? 1 hate themy
as much as I hate myself !

“Bertie ” (Ventnor).—“ Every time I
see a porpoise in the water, Billy, I think
of you.” That is dm{mcktly rood !

“Heat Wave” (Hastings).—" Dezn.'
Billy, I am simply overcome with the

s of keep-
I'd better

heat. T’ve tried heaps of w
ing cool, but without result.”
send Sammy down to fan you!

“Curious ” (Chester).—*“ What is your
batting average, Billy, to date? Oh,
abcut two hundred odd!

A. R. M. (Bristol).—Tt is quite korrect
that my ansestor, Lord Bunturre de Bun-

turre, came over with William the
Konkeror. Qur fambly seat is at Bunter
Clourt, Bunkum:hile.

“Qunnj Jim ”  (Sheffield).—I'm not

go]n" to F]‘e you my I‘eS:]DV AOT mas: \IA. g
home made toffy. It’s a dead secret.

“Alarmed ”’ (deS\\'xfel).—I can only
advise you, if there is sooperfluous hars
on your upper lip, to o !

FREE REAL
PHOTO’S
FOR YOU!

SEE PAGE 24.
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AN me,
Bunter.
4 Rats!
self!” growled Sammy.

Sammy ! murmured Billy

Billy Bunter, reclining on the sofa
Study No. 7, glared at his minor.

“If you want to keep your job on the
staff of my ‘ Weekly,” young Samuel,” he
gaid, “youw’ll wait on me hand and foot.
This heat wave is too awful for words.
1t’s getting me down. I want fanning.”

“Ain’t got a fan!” muttered Sammy.

“Find one, then!”

Sammy "'ued around the study.

“Will 'a _newspaper do?” he asked .

“Any old thing! Fan away!”

Sammy dragged an old newspaper out of
the fireplace, and proceeded to fan his
major.

Billy Bunter lay back with his eyes closed.

“That's ripping!” he said. “Keep it up,
Sammy. I'll pay you a penny an hour.”

Sammy fanncd away industricusly for some
time. Then he paused, p: ¢ andsgasping.

You jolly well fan your-

in

“I think we' ought to che quge OVEr 1OV,
Billy,” he said.: Let e he dowxn:on -the
sofa ; %

Sane s

“ \ml then  you €aq. gently fan me to
D, ;

Oh, can T2= g,rf(iwled Billy. "A ]nlly
fine thing, when an editor has to start fan-
nm;7 one of lils ewn subs! Loock here, Sammy,
you're my cslave; and the sconer you cotton

on to that facl the better. 1 won't
a. hard taskinaster. I won't scourge
with whips, or a hing of that sort. That's
\v'h;l(; usually & ens: to a slave. T’ll he
kind and. generozy, and pive you a decent
salary. Put thai paper down, and go and
gtrttsrgeia st Ay berry-ice,”

“Where's the money?” demanded Sammy.

“Take a bob out of the funds.”

Sammy went to the box which contained
the funds of “Billy Bunter's Weekly.”

“There’s only a tanner here!” he said.

“Well, that’ll pay for an ice. And you
can get one for yourself, on tick—if Mrs.
Mimble will let you have it!”

Sammy - reflected that there was a. very
big “if abqut that. He dragged his way

wearily to the tuckshop, in the blazing heat,
.md hought the strawberry ice for his major.
en he asked Mrs. Mimble if he might
lm e one for himself, to be paid for when
his ship came home, the good dame sent
him about his business.

Sammy carried the ice across the Close,
tuking sundry licks en route. By the time
he got to Study No. 7 the ice had diminished

in sizc. .
Billy Bunter cyed his minor with sus-
ph ion.
‘T wanted a sl'ﬂenny ice,” he said.
“Well, here it is,” said Sammy defiantly.

“This is only a penny onc, judging by the
size! There’s not enough of it to fced a
gnat!”

Ahem! It—it melted
bringing it over,” explained Sammy.

“You greedy young bounder! I believe
you've been helpvn" yourseif !

“Not at all!” said Sammy indignantly. “I
wouldn’t touch your bc:xstly ire with a
barge-pole! I hate ice-cream.”

. Billy Bunter consumed what was left of the
ice.

“Now go and get a damp towel, and bind
it round my forehead,” he said.

“Look here,” said Sammy, “I'm fed up
with waiting on you hand and foot! The
heat’s just as bad for mie as it is for you.
I feel as if T was being roasted by inches!”

Billy Bunter looked grim.

“A!e you going te do as I tell you,” he
said, “or do you want me to start lzxym"
into you with a ericket-stump?”

a bit while 1 was

Supplenent Ii1.[

Very reluctantly Sammy went off in quest
of a towel. He put it under the cold-water
tap, and brought it dripping into Study No. 7.
Then he tied it around his major’s heated
brow. ]

“Good!” murmured Billy. ““Now yen can
start fabning me again, and I'll give you
your orders for the night.”

“For the—the night!” stuttered Sammy.
“Surely you don’t expect me to sit on your
bed in the Remove dorm and fan you all
night?”

“i'm not sleeping in
announced Billy calmly.

“What!”

“¥or uvhree nights,” said Billy,
this heat wave started,
had a wink of sleep.
a giddy oven.

.
the dorm to-night,”

“ever since
in fact, I've not
The dorm has been like
As soon as Wingate has seen

lights out to-night, I'm going to change my
sleeping ¢uarters.”

Black clouds drifted into view, and
presently a terrific hailstorm broke

out, Billy Burter crouched near a
chimney for protection.
“Where are you going?” asked Sammy, in

astonishment.
“0n the roof.”
“My hat!”
“With the

get en to the

“It's nice and cool up there. I shall want

you to give me 2 hiand in r a”m" the ladder.”
“Oh crumbs!”

aid of a ladde

roof of the

I can easily
m,” said Billy

“You're to meet me outside the wood-
shed at half-past nine.” said Billy. “And
don’t fail, or there will be ructions!”

*“Look here—"

“Don’t argue. Ty on withr the fanning.

If I'm net properly fanned, I shall get feve

I've got a frail and delicate cm%xtutlon,
as you know.”
mmy continued to flourish the news-

er.

“I feel like dropping!” he groaned.

“Well, fan away, and then drop!” growled
Billy.

Shortly afterwards Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton came into the study. Seeing Sammy
there, they promptly ordered him out.
Sammy had, no objection whatever to going!

“Don’t forget!” shouted Billy, as his minor
rolled cut of the study. “Half-past nine at
the wood-shed!”

“Hallo!” said Peter Todd. “What's all
this?  Are you planning a necturnal raid
on the school kitchen, porpoise?”

“You mind your own ‘bizney, Todd!” said
Billy Bunter loftily

Peter did not pre:s the matter. He and
Dutton sat down, and started on their prep.

By DICK RUSSELL.

Billy spent the evening on the sofa. He
went up to bed with~the rest of the Re-
movites, hut as scon as Wingate had seen
lights out, he rose and dressed.

“What's the little game, Bunter?” de-
manded Harry Wharton.
“I've got the heastly toothache,” groaned

Billy Bunter. “I'm going to pop down to
the study to get some stuff for it.”
“Well, don’t be long.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the dormitory,
with his hand pressed
groaned
feil

to his jaw. He
as he went. His imitation of a
ow in amguish was perfect.
tead of going te his study, however,
made tracks for the wood-shed.
Sammy was there. With great difficulty
he had managed to keep the appointment.
“Good!” said Billy, “Jolly lucky for you
that you've turned up, or I should have
come ualong to your dorm and yanked you
out. Now, gimme a hand with this ladder.”
A der lay at their feet. Billy and
S oped and picked it up. and carried
to the outer wall of the gym.
nd on the bntwm Tung w .nle I ¢limb,”
commanded Billy. “As soom as I've got to

(
take the

the 1&», a Jadder aw or some
m‘(m-n‘;: master mwhu spot
“I sha'n’t able to ca the beastly

s by
Drag i
I give the

Ands ‘Lu“ nut

protested Sammy.
And don’t pull it away till
1, or 1 might h;& k my neck.

, aod ¥
on the roof. It w
;- and he had brought
Blankets would
ienmbrance.

d away, and put
8. Then Le

e
have

Sammy dragg
mmld the

it

t a sudden

change t‘u
into view,.and
broke out. Ti
Billy Bunter like
“Yow-ow-ow !
skin in a minute
Billy Bunter wa
the roof.

hailstones descended
1 avalanche of peasiis e
shall be soaked to the
groaned Billy.

a helpless prisoner on
He was exposed to the merey of
the storm. And the storm did not spare
him. MHis clothing became saturated, and
he was in a terrible plight. He crawled to
the edge of the roof and peered over into

the darkness. But still there was mno sign

3 or'n_passcd, and a cold wind

g 1 ausing  Billy Bunter to shiver
as if with thc ague.

The fat junior groaned aloud. He longed

for his warm bed in the Remove dormitory.

And the pro

pect of remaining all night

Il and swermwood to hi

ore he had imagined hims

r of contracting fever. He was

,.anger of contracting a chill.

ot until three o'clock in the morn-

elief came.

Wharton happened to wake up,
hat Billy Bunter's
Wharton used his chums,

out to investigate.

Shouts for Lelp guided them towards the
gym. <After some delay they found the
ladder, reared it, and rescued their fat school-
fellow, who was in a very sad and sorry
state.

Harry

and
hed .was empiy.
and they set

Wharton & Co. were really con-
cerned cn Bunter's account. They took him
along to udy No. 1 and made him a jug
of steaming cocoa. Then they assisted him
to bed.

Billy was bis_old self next morning.
it will be a lo
that terrible

But
long time hefore he forgets
ardeal of a night aloft!
THE_END.
Tue Porurar.—No. 182,
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SOME “COOL”
SUGGESTIONS!
By KIT ERROLL.

T

TR H T TTHIL

S
OW that the heat wave is upon

us, I consider that the
Rookwood authorities should

seriously consider the following
suggestions for keeping cool.
=14 B

Tilectvic fans in the Form-room are
not only desirable, but necessary. There
should also be a huge barrel of lime-
juice cordial near the master’s desk, so
that the pupils may walk up and refresh
themselves when they feel so disposed.

During the mid-morning break, straw-
berry and vanilla ices should be
served, free of charge, to all Forms.
Sprays, similar to those used in picture-
palaces, should also be used for cooling
the Form-rooms.

All hot joints should bs abolished,
and dinuer should consist of salmon
and cucumber, to be followed by fruit
salad. A large lump of ice should be
placed on every fellow’s plate.

Rezulation bathing costumes should
be worn, and tight-fitting Etons pro-
hibited. Lessons, meals, etc., should be
attended in bathing costumes only.”

Every member of.the Fourth,
higher Forms -ovided

ammocks should be slung on the
trees on the cricket field, and open-air
sleeping should be compulsory. Fags
would be required to rock their masters
to sleep. 2

Mosquito-nets should be issued to all
the fellows. Patent gnat-killers should
also be provided.

Form-masters should keep their canes
in ice before use, so as not to make
their pupils’ palms too hot.

Any fellow desefving of punishment
ld be made to take a hot-water
bottle to bed with him.

et

Damp towels and lumps of ice should
be provided for use during prep.

Icebergs should be placed in the
river, for the convenience of Rookwood
bathers,

If the temperature should rise above
eighty in the shade, all lessons should be
abolished.

TuE Porurar.—No. 182,
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ODE TO A -
PERSPIRING
PORPOISE !

By FATTY WYNN.

T T

Too hot to work, too hot to play,

Too hot to feel alert and gay;

This is the hottest month, they say:
JULY!

Too hot to bowl for hours on end,

Too hot to sit in study penned,

Or to go cycling with a friend:
JULY!

Too-hot for this, too hot for that,
Too hot to field, too hot to bat.
I wish I were a water-rat!
JULY!
¥iggins and Kerr are full of glee,
For they are nice and slim, you see.

They do not feel the heat like me.
JULY!

The perspifation down my cheeks

Is rolling in unsightly streaks.

I haven’t felt so baked for weeks!
JULY!

The heat waves come, the heat waves go,

This 1s the worst we’ve had, you know.

'm melting to a grease-spot—oh !
JULY!

Old Taggles snoozes in his lodge.

The heat wave he contrives. to dodge.

Alas, for me, poor, plump ‘old p}dge_!h;j
13

Oh, Figgy! Fan my fevered
Take pity on me! Do
Or I shall soon expire, I

=~ JULY!

May,
e, 80 bright and gay.
doesn’t someone slay
= 3 JULY?
In cellar cool I'd love to be,
A tray of ices on my knee; :
Then would I shake my first at thee,
JULY!

This fearful heat will do me in,

And chaps will murmur, with a grin:

“Here lies what’s left of Fatty Wynn!”
JULY!

PEEPS INTO THE FUTURE!
By George Kerr.

] LORD MAULEVERER. ((Fashign

“BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY,

OB TR HH T T

- HOW 1 CAME
TO GREEF!

By TUBBY MUFFIN.

E T R T R

I am in trubble again, dear readers.
It seems to be my natcheral state.

When_ the heat wave came upon us, I
thought of a very good and prophetable
wheeze.

*“Why not make some ice-cream,” I
refleckted, “and serve it to my skool
fellows?”

It seemed a really brainy stunt, espes-
hully as Sergeant Kettle, at the tuck-
shopp, didn’t happen to be making ice-
cream,

I went first of all to the ice factory in
Latcham, and asked them to deliver a
duzzen blox of ice, without fail, by thres
o’clock that afternoon.

Then I went along to the grocer's, and
bought several packets of custerd powder.

On returning to Rookwood, I borrowed
a large tub from the skool kitchen.

‘Having made these preparations, I
pinned the following announcement out-
side the door of my studdy:

“WALK UP!<'ALK UP! WALK UP1

TRY TUBBY MUFFIN'S
ICE.CEEAM !

KORNETS, 2d.: WAFERS, 2d.;
MIXED FROOT, 6d.

KUSTOMERS WILL BE SERVED
STRICKTLY IN ROTATION !”

I borrowed a gallon of milk from the
kitchen, and I now had all my ingredients
ready eggsept the ice. s,

I waited and waited for the
up. But nothing happened,

Meanwhile, the fellows waxed im-
patient. Jimmy Silver & Uo. came in
from the kricket-field, very hot and
parched. They demanded kornets and
wafers and mixed froot ices,

After announcing that I supplied ices,
I couldn’t very well disappoynt my kus-
tomers, so I started to make ice-cream
as best I could without the ice!

“Buck up, Tubby!”

“Ice-cream this way!”

“Put a jerk in it!”

I bent over the tub in my shirt-sleeves,
and worked away industriously. Then
I started to serve the ices.

There was a howl! of wrath from Lovell.

“This isn't ice-cream! It's hot
custerd !” .

“It’s so hot that it’s burnt my tung!”
yelled Newcome. “Muffin has been
spoofing us 1"’

“Bump the fat bounder !”

Violent hands were laid upon me, and
I was.sent whirling to the floor of the
studdy.

In vain I protested that I would make
some ripping ice-cream as soon as the ice
arrived. The people at the ice factory
didn’t send it--bekawse I hadn't paid for
it, I suppose—and Jimmy Silver & Co.
gave me a most terrific bumping.

I have ‘now gone out of business as
an ice-cream merchant. It duzzent pay!

When the next heat wave comes along
I shall sit tight and do nothing!

[Supplement IV,




Have You Told A"l Your Chums Abeout Qur New Awazing Serial of Adventure ?

HE BRI T H R

THE SLEEPER AWAKES!

(Continued from puge 12.)
HIRESH R R HITHH R T H

cricket contests with Tom
& Co., they were mvariably de-
they. were desperately
to turn the mblm

on Gay took up his position a
let, and the others bowled to

and

‘.m'm‘

He. was quite at home to the bowling
Monk and Lane, and Wootton and
and he flogged it all over the

When Endersby bowled, however, he
had the leader of the Grammarians tied
up 1n knots.

The first ball
entirely, and just

of

beat the batsman
skimmed the bails.
The second ball was stopped dead. And
the third ball made a nasty mess of
The middle stump

and the bails

(GGordon Gay's v:i(;kr»t.
performed

reve ta ti'ms

£ \'\‘c*.l buw:ed, sir !

Gordon  Gay steod blinking at  his
wrecked wicket. Then he turned to the
new boy.

1 1honght your name was Eudersby
—rnot Hitch I he shouted.

Endersby grinned, and carried on with
his bowling.

There was no doubt that the new boy
way a dea Alv bowler. He got plently of
sace on the ball, and the batsmen were
ed.

Before the practice had been in pro-
ess ten minutes, Gordon Gay had
ided to include Dick Endersby in the
mmar School team which was to meet

Jim’s,
Endersby bat.

He had not seen
Possibly the fellow was a rank dn"fux
at batting. But on the strength of his
bowling (he"ements alone, he well
deserved a place in the team.

T'ndersbv had all the batsmen guessing.
1e of them managed to survive a few
but all of them were clean bo\\'lecl

i fi
“YWe've frot a giddy capture here!”
1L ‘11\0V
B85 mfeh said Weotton major,
y fellow’s a marvel!”’

t 'hc hem dldn t seem to upset
His pace never
his arm never tired. He was
izil m energy and vim. Like Tenny-
con’s brook, he could have gone on for
ever.

Presently it came to his turn to bat.

Lmlmcnv s batting was of the fearless,
ng order. He took far too many

He was the fmt of fellow who
in one match, and
But, as Gordon
(iasy pomted out, his bowling alone
entitled him to a place in the team.

After Endersby had hit a ball from
€ ;nlﬁoy through one of the Form-room
awindows, Gordon Gay approached him.

“Will you tuirn out for us on Satur-
dav. kid 7" he asked.

“Like a bird!” was the reply.

T1SKS.
would get a *“ duck’
a century in the next.

“You don’t think your energy will
have petered out by then?”

“ Not if I take the tablets regularly.”

Y onr

pater must be a wonderful

said Endershy simply.
‘he dinner-bell put a period to
tice—and to the conversation.
ndershy went into the dining-hall
with the others, and he ate a hearty
n:eal.

It was a

NEXT
TUESDAY!

the

half-holiday at the Grammar

“EHAMPION

School, and the majority of the fellows!

had decided to take things easy, owing
to the almost unbearable heat.

¥ndersby, however, was bubbling over
with energy. He suggested an outing on
the River Rhyl, and he rowed with the
strength of two.

Gordon Gay & Co. were with him, but
they soon wearied of the exertion. Row-
ing, on such a fiery afternocn, was noc
joke.

Endersby, rowing like a Trojan in his
shirtsleeves, was inexhaustible It
seemicd incredible that this was the same
fellow who had arrived at the Grammar
School overnight—weary and limp and
languid.

After giving a lively exhibition of oars-
manship, Endersby went for a swim.

The others also took a »lunge, in
order to cool themselves. But they were
content with swinuning in a leisurely

manner on their backs, whereas Enders-
by employed an energetic overarmn stroke
which carried him through the water at
a terrific speed

““ What’s the npxt item on the pro-
gram, dear boys?” inquired kndersby,
as he towelled himself briskly on the
bank.

“ Personally,” said Gordon Gay, “T'm
going to take forty winks on the study
sofa. I m as fond of exercise as any body.
but we've had enough and to spare this
afternoon.”

“ Oh, don’t be lazy!” said Endersby.
“T'm going to do a five-mile walk!”

“ Then you'll walk alt\ne'
Wootton major, with resolution.
like to make a grease-spot
go ahead! I'm going to
easy !’

““Same here!”
together.

Gordon Gay and his chums strolled
back to the Grammar School, to rest

after their strenuous exertions.

Dick Endersby went off by himself.
And he went at a swinging stride, heed-
less of the heat.

The new boy's energy was amazing.
And Gordon Gay & Co. marvelled more
and more to think that only a short time
before Endersby had not had a spark ef
energy in him,

said
“ If you
of yourself,
take things

said Lane and Carboy

“We'll spring a surprise on St. Jinrs
when  Saturday  ecomes!”  chuckled
Gordon Gay.

“Yes, rather!”

“Tom Merry and the others will think
T'm mad to include Endersby in the
team. But when they have to facn his

bowling they’ll think dlfrm‘ontlv

“No mistake about that!” said Frank
Monk. ““Let’s hope the fellow’s energy
doesn’t wear off between now and Satur-
day; that's all!”

“Make him take his tablets regularly,
Gordon,” said Lane.

“You bet!” chuckled Gordon Gay.

It was an hour later when Dick
Endersby put in an appearance.

Most fellows would have been utterly
fagged oul after a five-mile tramp on
a day. Bui Endersby, although
rm'f‘ plofueelv was still full of

He went a along to the gym, and

beans.
busied himself at the punching-ball for

half an hour. And in the evening, when
he had finished his prep, he had the
gloves on with Gordon Gay. The latter
held his own for three rounds, and then
he felt too fagged to continue.

“T'm fairly energetic,” said Gordon
Gay, “but I've }.ad quile enough exer-
(10*1 for one day

“T'm still brimful of cnergy,

said Endersby. 4

begad !

25 ’ .
“Then take my advice, cld chap, and
reserve it till Saturday. You'll need

every ounce of it then.”

OR DUFFER?"

7
Ende 'sby grinned.
ik we don’t put it across St. Jim's,”

he said, “I'll eat my Sunday teopper!”
“Then I'm” afraid you're booked for
an attack of indigestion!” said Gordcw

Gay. ‘“St. Jim's, let me tell you, are
jolly hot stuft !
THE THIRD CHAPTER,
A Dramatic Finish !
(] REAT jumping crackers!” ex-
G claimed Monty Lowther. “Do

my aged eyes decelve me, or

is that the dozey merchant we
carried along to the Grammar School on
a ladder?”

“It is—it are !”” said Manners.

“He’s in ﬂanmtls, too!” said Tom
Merry. “Surely he isn’t going to play 7”7

*“Gordon (mj would hardly be such a
champion chump as to include him,
said Lowther, *“He’d go to sleep at the
wicket !” -

M. ha, hal”

The Terrible Three were standing cn
the pavilion steps with the other men-
bers of the St. Jim’s cleven.

The Grammarians had just alighted
from their brake. And Dick Endershy,

¢lad in spotless flannels, was among
themn,

Tom Merry shook hands with Gorden
Gay.

“Brought a pgood team over?” he
inquired,

“The strongest we could get {to-
gether.”

“T see you've brought Endersby. Is
he going to umpire?”

..\ ot
“He’s lh“ 7
1 suppose 7"’
“He'll do nothing of the sort!” said
Gordon Gay. “Ile’s playing.”
“Great pip!”
Tom Meiry stared blankly

Then he'll keep the score,

at Cordon-

Gay.

“You must be.polty,” he said, “to
inelude a born-tired slacker in ycur
team !

Gordon Gay grinned

“1 fancy Kndersby will justify his in-

) he said. < *“Are we rcady for
»
! v,'!

i lx‘ ss the, merry coin, then!”

Tom Merry won the toss, and he
decided to blt first

It was a day of fierce heat and fan‘.nﬂ’
sunshine. The spectators were reclin
ing in groups ler the trees. Minerals
and ices were in great demand. And a

hose-pipe was playing over the cricket
pitch, 1n order te refresh the sun-baked
tarf,

Tom Merry and Talbet epened ihe
innings for St. Jim’s. And Gordon Gay
and Frank Monk shaved the bowling.

Indersby was told off to ftield
inid-on,.

“T won’t put you on to bowl just yet,’
said Gordon Gay. “T'll Keep you up my
sleeve, and spring you an the St. Jim's
fellows later.”

“ All serene,” said Endersby.

. Jim’s opened strongly.

at

Tom Merry and Talbot soon found
their form. and the bo“lmg had o

terrors for thein. They ¢
parts of the field.

As a matter of fact, it wag so hot that
neither Gorden (]ay nor Frank Monk
could put*much pace on the hall.

Runs came rapidly, and the spectaiors
under the trees languidly signified their
approval.

. “Good old Talbot !

“Keep it up, Merry!”

lumped it to all

The score had risen to forty before the
two chums were separated.
Toe PorurAr.—No. 182
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Tom Merry made a terrific drive. The
ball was clear of the ground, and

. Endersby shot out his right hand and
" brought off a brilliant catch.

“0Oh, well held, sie!” -

Tom’ Merry gave a gasp.

“Didn’t dream you'd stop that one!
he said to Endersby. as he passed him on
his way to the pavilion,

Fndelsby gmiled.

“T'm a bit wider awake than I was the
other evenin’,” he remarked.

Figgins came in next, and played a
useful innings. With the score at
sixty-five, he was snapped at the wicket.

By thi¢ time the bowlers were utterly
exhausted. The perspiration was stream-
ing down their faces. It was obvious
that they had had enough.

Gordon Gay beckoned to Fndersby.

“Will you take over at this end?” he
said. “Wootton major will relieve
Monk.”

When Endersby went on to bow! there
was a loud murmur of surprise from the
Bt. Jim’s partisans.” They had beard of
Dick Endersbhy as a hopeless slacker, and
they had no idea he could bowl.

Talbot, who was well set, faced En-
dersby with confidence. He anticipated
no difficulty in dealing with the new
boy’s deliveries.

i

“You took four? That was rather
rash, wasn't it?”

“Oh, I don’t know! The pater didn't
say that the tablets were harmful.”

Gordon Gay looked doubtful.

“They must be p1etty potent—to give
you all this energy,” he said. “You
were rather a chump to take so many.’

There was an interval for tea before
the Grammarians batted; and the
cricketers were glad of it, They felt
nearly roasted, after their activities in
the broiling sunshine.

*Would you like to come in first with
me, Endersby?” asked Gordon Gay.

“Pleasure, dear boy! I should get
sick of loafin’ about in the pavilion, I
want action—action all the time!”

Shortly afterwards, the Grammarians
started their innings.

Endersby was very 1ms‘teady at first.
He spooned his first ball straight to
cover-point. But cover, with the sun in
his eyes, bungled the catch.

The batsman snicked his second ball
thloue;h the slips. Gordon Gay called
him for a run, but Endersby insisted on
taking a coupie and he was very nearly
run out in so doing. p

After these early lapses, however,
Endersby gave a brilliant and a fault-
less display of batting. He made Fatty
Wynn’s bowling look cheap and com

Magnificent Coloured Plate of a Monster Express Engine—

He hit hard, and he hit often.

appeared on the telegraph-
board; then 70; and then, after an
interval, 80.

Endersby contrived to get the bowling
to himself, and he punished it without
mercy.

When the 100 went up, and the Gram-
marians only required 5 runs to give
them the victory, Tom Merry went on
to bowl himself.

Forgetting the fierce heat; forgetting
everything save the vital necessity of
winning the match, Tom Merry bowled
as he had never bowled before. Fven
Endersby dared take no liberties with
the first three balls Tom sent down.

The fourth ball, however, slipped out
of the bowler’s ha.nd and was a full
toss.

Endersby leapt forward, the smile of
victory on his lips. And the ball went
soaring away into  space, to alight
eventually, with a loud clatter, on to
the roof of the pavilion.

After the winning hit had been made,

order.
Sixty.

Clarboy played wecklessly, and ‘was
bowled.

Shortly afterwards the last wicket
fell, with the score at 112.

Rylcombe Grammar School had de-
feated their old and keen rivals by 8
runs !

ANOTHER GRAND COLOURED ENGINE PLATE FREE!

A Famous Express Locomotive of the South Fanchuria Railway.

PRESENTED WITH NEXT WEEK'S

But Talbot had a rude shock the next
?xoment when his leg stump was knocked
lat.

“My hat' " he ejaculated. “I confess
I dldn t see that one. The blessed thing
came down like a cannon-ball |”

The next man in—Dick Redfern—very
cautiously played out the over. Nobody,
however, was comfortable against
Endersby.

Quite a lot of runs were knocked off
Wootton major’s erratic deliveries, and
St. Jim's managed to top the hundxod_
Their total was 104, and it was quite
a useful one,

Dick Endersby had taken six wickets
for 21 yuns. Gordon Gay clapped him
on the back as they came off.

“Jolly good work!” he said approv-
ingly. “I can see now that it was a
mistake not to have put you on at the
bognmmo You're Iooklnrr rather
queer,” he added, noting Endersby's
flushed checks, ““do you feel all right?”

“1 feel as 1f I could go on howlin’
till the cows came home,” was the reply.

“You took your tab‘ets this morning,
of course?”

The new boy nodded.

“I took four instead of two
feel specially energetic,” he
TH: PopULAR.—No, 182,
NEXT
TUESDAY!

s0 as to
faid.

monplace. And whenever he got a loose
delivery he opened his shoulders to it

and sent the ball speeding to the
boundary.
The other batsmen, however, failed
lamentably.

Gordon Gay managed to scrape to-
gether ten runs. Then he put his pad
in front of a straight one from Fatty
Wynn, and was promptly given Lb.w.

Frank Monk, and Wootton major, and
Lane came and went without adding
very much to the score,

Wickets fell frequently.
Endersby’s remained intact.

The last man in but one was Carboy.
Gordon CGay spoke to him as he went
down the pa\lhon steps.

“We still want fifty runs,”
“and ouly Endersby can get
What you've got to do, old man,
keep your end up. Don’t be
into slogging at Fatty Wynn's
Just guard your stumps,
rest to Indersby.”

Carboy carried out this advice to the
letter. Playing with a straight bat, he
stopped every ball dead. Fatty Wynn
tried to tempt!him out of his crease,
bul there was nothing doing.

Meanwhile, Endersby continued to hit.
And his hitting was of the hurricane

But Dick

he said,
them.
is to
tempted
teasers.
and leave the

" CHAMPION OR DUFFER?” P

ISSUE.

On his ﬁway to the pavilion Dick
Endersby collapsed. As Gordon Gay
had feared, the effects of taking four

of his father’s tablets proved disastrous.

Endersby was assisted to the waiting
brake, and on arrival at the Grammar
School he was put to bed, where he

was obliged to remain for the next
twenty- four hours.
Dr. Monk, the headmaster, on learn-

ing what had taken place, got into com-
munication with Professor Endersby,
and strongly urged him to discontinue
the :upp]v of the energy-forming tablets,
which, declared Dr. Monk, were likely
to do more harm {han good in the
long run. »

The supply of tablets ceased, and the
energy of Dick Endersby ceased also.
He became as he had been before
—slack and sleepy. His amazing burst
of energy was over, and he: showed no
further desire for cricket.

But neither at 8t. Jim’s nor at Ryl-
combe Grammar School will they soon
forget that thrilling period when the
slacker awoke! -

THE END.

(Yow must nol miss reading next
week's splendid tale of Tom Merry &
Co., entitled ‘“ Champion or Duffer?”
By Martin Clifford.)

NEW LONG TALE OF  ST. JIM'S.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD. HH
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PHE CHEERY CARAVANNERS DISCOVER THAT THE GUILELESS CLARENCE CUFFY IS TOO MUCH

\ﬁe{

oy kR

w5

OF A HANDFUL, SO THEY ADOPT DRASTIC MEASURES TO RID THEMSELVES OF THEIR ** GUEST.”

A Splendid Long Complete Story, dealing
with the Advent

& Co. on Tour.

ures of JIMMY SILVER

By OWWERN CONQUEST.

(Author of the Femous Tales cf Rookwood appeaving in the ‘‘ Doyps’ Friend,”’)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Very, Very Painful ‘Parting !
Ty IMMY, you ass!”
* Jimmy, you fathead!”
“ Jimmy, you chump!”
Lovell and Raby and Newcome all
spoke together.

The Rookwood caravanners were in camp.

The caravan stood in the grass of the
common, and Robinson Crusoe, the horse,
was cropping away industriously.

Jimmy Silver was seated in what a novelist
would eall an attitude of unstudied grace—
legs straddled out in the grass, his ba
supported against a rather dusty wheel,
straw hat on the back of his head.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were stand-
ing, their eyes fixed on him in exasperation.

Tubby Muflin nodded assent to Lovell &
Co.’s remarks, but he did not speak, as his
jaws were otherwise engaged.

A bag of apples had recently been pur-
chased at a farm, and Tubby was apparently
trying to get to the bottom of the bag in
the shortest possible space of time.

In the distance, Clarence Cufly, of the
Modern Fourth at Rookwood, could be seen.
He was gone to the stream for water.

He was out of hearing of the Classical
juniors, and the Co. had taken that oppor-
tunity - of telling Jimmy Silver what they
thought of him.

* Of all the crass idiots!” Arthur Edward
Lovell said reflectively. “Of 2ll the howl-
i burbling, frabjous jabberwocks!”
draw it mild!” said Jimmy Silver
defensively. * It wasn't my fault that Cufly
joined wus.”

“ He belengs to Tommy Dodd’s caravan,”
said Lovell. “He's a Modern, ain't he?
He's been with us twenty-four hours, and
hie’s broken nearly all the crocks in the van,
he's nearly set fire to the temt, he's upset
all the milk twice, and spilt paraffin on the
cheese, and—and —”

“I know he's an awful
Jimmy.

“ And the worst of all, he's bored us all
to death,” groaned Lovell. “ He mnever
leaves off talking, and he talks pink piffle,
and you oughtn’t to have planted him cn
us, you shrieking ass!”

“71 didn’t! Only—only I put him up
ng the Mederns, and they kicked
% , s0 we were beund to take him in,” s
Jimmy Silver.

“ 1 don't gee it

“ Noblesse oblige, old chap.”

«Noblesse o'rats!” said Raby.

“ He’s a good ¢hap,” said Jimmy Silver.
“ e can’t help heing a dufter and a
He's gone to fill the water jug now, like a
good chap.”

“ Bet you. he'll bust the jug.”

Jimmy groaned.

“ He can’t! It's a tin jug.”

“ Then he'll lese it in the stream.”

Lovell's werds were prophetic.

Clarence Cuffy came bhack towards
camp, and the Classical juniors noted
onee that he came back empty-handed.

“Where’s the jug?” asked Newcome.

“I am so very, very sorry,” said Cuffy.
“It slipped from my hand, and_ lies now at
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duffer,” said

o

the
at

the hottom of the stream. Was it not un-
fortunate?”

Lovell snorted. ”

Clarence Cufly had a genius for blundering.

He was not useful on a caravan tour.

And Cuffy really belonged to the Modern
caravan party, but he had been Jimmy
Silver's unconscious instrument in - japiny
Tommy Dodd & Co., and the three Tommies
had become exasperated with him.

After that Jimmy felt bouud to take him
when he proposed joining the Classical party
_he felt thab it was a case of “noblesse
oblige.”

But the duffer of Rockwood was a sore
trial, and Jimmy's comrades did not seem
to feel so Kkeenly the «<laims of noblesce
oblige.

“That’s- our lagt big jug,”
tones of tragic resignation.
the other. We shall have
in teacups after this.”

“Cuffy hasn't broke all the tcacups yet,”
remarked Jimmy, by way of consolation.

“Not quite all,” said Raby. “Tliere’s
enough to last him over to-morrow.”

“3My dear friends—" said Cufly.

Lovell groaned.

That was Cufly’s way of speaking.

“My dear Lovell, are yon in pain?” asked
Cuffy, with great concern.

“Yes, awful,” grunted Lovell.

“My dear fellow, I am so_very, very
sorry,” said Cuffy. “Perhaps I can be of
assistance to you, Lovell. If you are jll, I
would nurse you.”

“Thanks! I'm not tired of life.”

“My dear Arthur—"

“Br-r-r-r !’ said Lovell.

Clarence Cuffy turned to Jimmy
again.

“My dear James,” he said, “1 have heen
reficcting. I have now been with you twenty-
four hours, and it has been very enjoyable—
has it not, my dear frien

“Ripping!” said Raby, a deep sar-
casm that was quite lost on Clarence Cuffy.

“Topping !” said Newconie.

“Simply terrific!” gasped Lovell.

Cufty beamed.

“I'm so very, very glad to hear you
%0, my dear fellows,” lie exclaimed.
1 parted from dear Thomas Dodd in anger.
1 had been smitten with viclence upon the
nose, and 1 regret to say that it made me
very, very angry. But, my dear friends, 1
fear——" Cuffy paused, brea it gently.
“1 fear that it is my duty to assure Tommy
Dodd of my forgiveness.”

SRR 7

“And prove to him that I do mot hear
malice—"

“What?”

“By rejoining his party,” said ik
“Suech is the result of my somewhat ser
and prolonged reflections, my dear friend

The Classical juniors gazed at him. Ti
ceculd hardly believe their ears.

Cufty met their giances sadly.

“1 am so very, very sorry to give you thig
painful shock,” he said. “We have been so
very, very happy together. But do you not
agree with me, my friqndx. that such is my
duty? Can I leave dear Thomas under the
impression that 1 have allowed the sun to
go down on my wrath? Can.I?”
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said Tavell. ir
«Cufty broke

to feteh water

Silver

eay
ut

Jimmy Silver
“Impossible!”

gasped.

he exclaimed fervently.
“You can't!” said Lovell. “XNot a shad
of doubt about that.”

“Not the slightest.”

“I'll get your bike ready,
Rahy.
“Yeou are very, very kind, If you do nct
chject, 1 will depart this evening, as then
1 can reach Valley Wood before dark, and
1 am aware that dear Thomas iz camping
there to-night,” said Cuffy. “Would yecu
mind, my dear friends?”

“Not a bit!”

Cuffy,” said

“Not at alll”
“(iive our love to dear Thomas!”

“You are quite, quite sure that you are
not offended by this somewhat abrupt de-
parture?” asked Clarence anxiously.

“Not in the least, old fellow. We—we
don't want to lose you, but we think yoeu
ought to go!” gasped Lovell.

And Clarence Cuffy went, much
ction of the (lassical chums.

to the

. E} s e Ll

“This is something like!”

Tommy Dodd made that observation, in
tones of deep contentment.

The sun was setting on the hills, and in
the valley the Modern caravanners were
mped, within a mile of the farmlouse
where they obtained supplies for supper.

They had enjoyed their supper after the
day's mareh, and were taking it easy resting

Ed

in the rich grass, and watching the red
sunset.

“Beats classes at Rockwood—what?” said
Tommy Cook, with a grin.

“Fajth, and ye're right,” said Tommy
Doyle. “I wonder where those Clas 1

Pt

asses are 1
*“And Cuff said Tommy Dodd. “I sup-

pose poor old Cuffy’s gone home. I realiy

wish his nose hadn't been punchied so hard.”
“The howling ass! He ought to have heen

lynched.”

Ting-a-ling-a-ling!

The ringing of a bicyele-bell on the foot-
path caused the three Tomniies of Rookwcoad
to raize their beads and glance round.

A cyclist was bumping along the grassy
path towards the camp.

Tommy Dodd’s face altered.

“Oh, my only Aunt Semprania! Cufiy!”

“Cully !” said Cook and Doyle, in a breath,

The three Modern juniors watched Cufly
as if fascinated as he came up and jumped
oiff his hicycle.

Clarence beamed upon them.

“Here I am, my friends!” he said.

“0Oh, there you are, arc you?” ejaculated
Tommy Dodd.

“My dear, dear friends, I sincerely
that you did not suppose 1 was still s
you,” said Clarence. “I have forg
from ]the bhottom of my heart.

felt

1 done wrong in leaving yow, dear

That is why I have retumed. I
am sure you are very, very glad to sce me!l”
“Oh, hegorra!”
“I—I thought you'd gone home!” stam-
mered Tommy Dodd.
“1 fell in with the Classical fellows,
Tue Porurar.—No. 182.
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Thomas, and have remained with them until
this evening. They fully agreed that I ought

to come back to you,” said Clarence,

beaming.

“I'll bet they did!™ muttered Tommy
ok.

00

“[ felt that I must,” continued Clarence.
“Your Uncle Dodd, my dear Thomas, would
have been so disappointed to hear that I was
not spending the holiday with you. It might
also have pained my dear papa. Was it not
fortunate that I remembered your intention
of camping here this evening?”

“Awfully!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

The three Moderns looked at the ineffable

larence.

There were certain considerations of
politeness to be observed, and, moreover,
Tommy’s kind uncle, Mr. Dodd, wanted his
old friend's son to spend the vacation cara-
vanning with the three Moderns, and Tommy
Dodd had not liked to refuse. :

But Clarence Cuffy was a heavy trial.

He was far from realising that, however.

In the simplicity of hiz heart, Cuffy was
assured that he spread pleasure and con-
tentment wherever he went.-

The three Tommies did-not look either
pleased or contented. But Clarence Cuffy
had come, and they did not quite sce how
they were to get rid of him again. So for
the present there was nothing to do bub
resign themselves 0 his presence in the
party.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Stranded !

73 OCOK after the van and the horse,
Cufty !”
“Certainly, my dear Thomas!”

“We'll be back under the hour.”

Tt was morning, bright and sunny, and the

ern caravanuers had turned out in cheery
,~pmts.
Even Cuffy did not scem so much of an
fliction that sunny morning.

he three Tommies started for the farm-
house, a mile away up the valley, out of
¢ of the camp.
They carried a big can and a bag and a
in the hope of cbtaining supplies

(nhv duﬁ'e as he \xas, w1s supposed to
be able to keep watch at the camp while they
were gone.

Clarence wanted to he useful, and as scon
as Lis comrades had departed he proceeded
to gather materials for the morning fire.

\ returned to the camp, \vit]x his
shwood, he found that it was

OL untcnanm il

Two rough-looking fellows were standing
there, surveying the caravan and the horse,
*xuu looking about them curiously.

They turned and stared at Cumy
came up.

“Good-morning!” said Cufty bri

"h( two tramps blinked at him.

“This ‘ere turn-out belong to
i them, a burly
< er onc eye.

“To me and my friends,” answered Cuffy.
"‘10 two men exchanged glances.
, there's some more of you,
tie cue eyerd man.

¥y Jfriends have gone
""Hmun( ” said Cuffy.

Jest vo'nmrr back, I dessay?”

“Oh; no; they will probably he abseni
ne arly an hour!” answered Cufiy innocently.
think the mhousé is a mile away.”

“0Oh! You're all alone ‘ere, then?”

“Quite alone, my friend,” said Clarence
unsuspiciously.

The two men exchanged glances again.

Anybody but Clarence Cuify would have
scen. that they were a pair of tramps of a
particularly unpleasant kind, and would have
kept a very sharp eye on them

But Cmiv was not swm“.ous

“This 'ere looks all w*ht Bill,” murmured

»e one-eyed man.

“A bit of d[ right, and no mistake, Ikey,”
:me\\ercd B ,, in fhe same tonc G “ hy, we
' miles away."

“And a nesn coat of paint would make
that there van look a bit different,” mur-
mured Ikey.

“Avd we know where to get
e,” murmured Bill. “The gipsies we saw
erday wouldn't ask no questions.”
You're right, ele pal!”

Clarence was piling up the brushwood for
Tre Porurar.—No. 182,
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as he

gl
with "a

you
fellow

hay?” g

up to the

rid of the

the fire while the two tramps were mutter-
ing together.

“So them blokes going up to the farm-
'ouse was your friends, sir?” said Ikey,
addressing Clarence again.

“Yes,” assented Cuily.

“Then thc message they give me is for
you, I s’pose, contmucd Ikey, watching
Clarence’s simple face intently.

“Did they give you a message for me?
asked Cuffy, with interest.

“They did that. They want you to meet
them ’arf-way back and ’elp them to carry
something,” a’lld Ikey. “Come on, Bill; time
we was going.”

The two tramps slouched off, and disap-
peared through the trees.

Out of sight of Clarence Cuffy they
stopped, and peered back at him under cover.

Their intention was to impress Cuffy with
the fact that they were gone, so that he
would have mno hesitation in leaving the
camp unguarded.

But they need not have taken that trouble,
for Cuffy had no suspicions.

He started up the path to the farmhouse
at onece, and in a few minutes he was out
of sight.

ikey indulged in a chuckle.

“That blessed young idjit’s gone, Bill!”
he murmured. “This is where we come in, 1
think

“I think we does!” grinned Bill.

The two tramps hurried back to the camp,
and in hot haste put the horse to the cara-
van.

Cuffy’s bike was shoved in the van, and
the veh)de led out of the camp to the path
down the valley

Taking the (huctm'l opposite to th’lt taken
by Cufly, Tkey and Bill drove off in great

sp

They came out into the country lane, and
turned into another lane, and another, feel-
ing the safer for every turning they placed
hetween their precious-selves and the owners
of the stolen car n.

Meanwhile, Clarence Cuffy was tramping
contentedly towards the farmhouse. He en-
joyed that pleasant morning walk.

He was in sight of the farmhotse when he
met Tommy Dodd & Co. on, their way back.

Tommy Dodd had the big can full of milk,
Cook had the hasket of cggs, and Doyle had
Lis bag full of other comestibles.

They had dene very well at the farmhouse.

“Hallo! Here's Cuffy!” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd, in surprise. “What have you left the
camp for, fathead?”

“I came to help you carry
dear Thomas,” answered Clar

Tommy Dodd grunted.

“That’s all very well, but you ought to
bave stayed at the camp. It's not safe to
leave the van alone.”

“But you asked me to come, my
Thomas!” cxelaimed Cuffy, in surprige,

the things, my
ce.

dear

“Eh! I did nothing of the kind.”

“Yes. Your message

“My what?”

“Your message,” said Cuffy, in bewilder-
ment.  “Surely, Th"‘m‘lw, you have not for-
gotten sending me a message to meet you
half-we

“I never sent you any message!™ roared
Tommy Dodd. “How could I send you a

message wlven there was nobody to send?”
iose two men——"
“What, two men?”
“The two men at the camp, dear Thomas.
hey said you "had sent me a message to
You
& Oh, my only hat!” gasped Tommy Dodd,
in dismay. Vhat were they like?”
“Somewlmt rough in a]rpearmoe said
C! arence, “but very civil-spoken, I thnught.

It is possible that they were tramps.”
“Yoiu—you've let yourself be sent away
from the caravan by a couple of tramps!”

stuttered Cook.

“But they said——-"

Tommy Dodd set down the milkcan.
“Theyll have stolen everythmr' they can
lay their hands on,” Pe'haps the
horse, too, and Cuffy’s goodness knows!
Gh, you idiot! You frabjous dummy! Come
on, you chaps!”

“Gondnesz "racxom‘" exclaimed Cuffy, in
horrified surprise. “Is it possible, my dear

Rs
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Thomas, that those persons have deceived
me, with dishonest intentions?”

“Idiot " _

The three Tommies set down their hurdens,
and, without wasting further words om
Cufty, started for the camp at a run.

They were filled with the darkest fore-
bodings.

Cuﬁ‘y blinked after them in dismay, and
then gathered up the can, the basket, and
the bag, and started after them

Tommy Dodd & Co. ran their hardest,

They came in sight of the camp at last.

'lhev expected to find the caravan rifled,
and possibly the horse gone.

RBut no caravan met their gaze, The camp
was empty, save for the pile of bms;mool
Cufty had gathered.

Horse and van were gone from their
like a beautiful" dream.

The tramps had made a clean sweep.

‘ Gone! " gasped Tommy Dodd.

“ The carayan——

* Oh, my hatL?”

¢ After them!” shrieked Tommy Dodd.

Up and down and roundabeut the thres
funm:a caravanners raged in search of the
thieves. But they raged and searched in
vain.

The tracks of the van were lost in the
many tracks of the rutty lane, and there
was 1o chm to the direction taken by the
two rasea

Tired, hredtlzless, and furious, they re-
turned to the spot where the camp had been,
dismay.

Clarence Culty had arrived there.

“ The ecaravan is not here, y dear
Thomas,” he said. * Is it possible that
th unscrupulous persons have taken it?”
* Dummy!"”

“ I—1 have brought the things you left on

gaza

the 'ootpatl car Thomas,” said Cuffy
meekiy. £ very, very sorry to say
that T have spilt the milk, and that the

ezgs are broken.”

The three Tommies locoked at him.

Their breakfast was =trewn somewhere
along the footpath, and the caravan was
gone, and. they were hungry and stranc

1t was too much.
and smote him,
empty milk can,

Then they held

led.
They fell upon Clarence
and bonneted him with the

a desperate council of war

—what time a suffocated and anguished
veice proceeded irom the interior of the
milk can—a voice hey heartles refuse:
to heed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Capture From Tha Enemy!

that
surprise
row? ”?  asked
m the horse which

%t Y only summer hat!”
s exclamation in tones of
What's the
he was leading.
The (lase | earavan was rumbiing on its

immy  Silver uttered
Tovell, Iooking round fro
ep lane in the morning

sed Moderns scem to be hauut-
? exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

The Modernz! ”

“ Look there!”

pointed.
V. stanee ahead
van a side-lene turned off
Down that lame there
rumbling.
I had nearly
iy Silver
wnmz field.

“ Tommy Dodd's lot, by
Raby.

Look lere,
himself on nus
Lovell. “1If
oblige on wus,
lmtlw on you,
tip !

of the C
from the road.
came a caravaa

cal

the corner
across the

eached
:»’pmtu! it

when
inter-

Jove!” exclaimed
.

let Cuffy plaut

again, Jimmy Silver!” roared

ou begin any more nobhle

we'll begin with our boot-

80 you can take that as a

don't vou

Jimmy Silver did not answer.
He was walking on beside the Classical van,
sub his eves were fixed on the Modern van
abont to turn into the lane.
He knew Tommy Dodd’s van by sight, of
course.
1t was rather gaily painted, and Jimmy
Silver would have recognised it half a mils
off, and it was now only twenty yards away.
It was the Modern van, but where wers
the Mederns?
A rongh:-looking man, with a black patch
over his eye, was driving the horse, and
another 1011*n fellow sat bv him, smoking &
pipe.
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. Kobody else was to be seen about the van.

It was absurd to suppose that the three
Tommies and Cuffy were packed inside the
clesed ¢aravan that warm morning; but if
not, they were evidently not with their van
at all, and it was entirely in charge of the
twe rough-looking men.

* What’s the matter with you, Jimmy?"”
asked Lovell, surprised by Jimmy’s fixed ex-
pression.

*“ There's something jolly wrong about
this,” said Jimmy Silver, * Stop those men

get the van in the way! It looks to me
as if Tommy Dodd's van has been stolen.”

“ Great pip?”

But the same thought came to Jimmy's
chums as they looked at the two rough men
alone in the charge of the Modern van.

They hurried Robinson Crusoe on to the
turning and reached the corner in time to
block the progress of the other caravan.

Tkey and Bill, on Tommy Dodd’s van, had
o stop.

The Classical van was halted right across
thie narrow side-lane, and there was mno
advance to be made, and the lane was too
rrow for turning the big vehicle in a

srry; that was an operaticn that required
time and care.

But lkey and Bill were not thinking of
turning the van.

They were not aware that it was known
by sight

= Hi, ‘therel”

to the caravanners in the road.
yelled -Ikey wrathfully.

5 the way for? Let a
chiap pass, can't yer?”’
“(lear the road, blow yer!” exclaimed

lis companion.

Jimmy Silver ran towards them, his com-
rades at his heeis.

Tubby Muffin prudently remained bebind.

He did not like the looks of the two
tramps, and thought he would like them
still less at closer quarters.

What arc you doing with that vapn?”

laimed Jimmy Silver.
y gave him a one-eyed glare.

53 Iiriving it, -ain't: 127 he replied.
“ Hain’t you got any heyes?”
“ That van doesn’t belong to you.”
3

* Wot do you know about it
“ I know the chap that car
2 Jimmy Silver quietly
how you come to be dri

n belongs
“1 want
ng it, my

(=9

y gripped his whip.
“Are you going to clear the road and let
& bloke drive on?” he demanded.

“No: fear!”

“Then I'll start on yer!”

Jimmy Silver looked at the ruffian coolly
as he gripped the whip and raised it.

“If you use that whip, my man, we’ll have
you off that van hefore you can do it twiee,”
he said. “Be ecareful!”

Ikey paused.

The four Rookwood juniors were rather a
handful to tackle, and they looked quite
determined.s
Ikey lowered the whip.

“Well, let a man pass, then!” he said
sulkily.

You're not going to pass till we know how
you got hold of that caravan. Where are
the chaps it belongs to?”

“It’s all right, sir, on my davy,” said Tkey,
civilly now. “The young gents asked me to
drive this ‘ere van for them. They—they're
taking a walk, and they’re going to join us at
the next town.”

Perhaps that was the hest yarn Ikey could
be expected to spin on the spur of the
moment, but, naturally, the Classical juniors
of Rookwood were not inclined to helieve it.

It was too highly improbable that Tommy
Dodd would have entrusted his caravan to
the hands of such exceedingly disreputahle
persons as the two tramps evidently were.

Lovell grinued.

“Is that the best vou can do?” he asked.

“I don’t know wotcher mean.”

“Well, I mean that if you can’t make up
2 better yarn than that, you may as weil
give up trying.”

Tkey locked at his comrade.

The two rascals were nonplussed.

“You may as well own up,” said Jimmy
Siiver, as the ruffians did not speak. “You've
stolen this caravan.”

“Look ‘ere!” roared Ikey. “'Nuff of this
‘ere! You move your van out of the way
and let a chap pass, or I'll scon shift yer!
See?”

“You're going to give up that van,” an-
swered Jimmy Silver quietly.

“We'll see about that. Come on, Bill!”
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Tkey jumped down into the road, grasping

his whip, and his comrade jumped after
him.

They advanced fiercely upon the Rook-
wooders.

The two ruffians looked dangerous encugh,
but Jimmy Silver & Co. did not flinch.

“Line up!” said Jimmy quietly.

“Now, then, out of the way!” shouted
Ik)e_y, and he rushed forward, lashing with the
whip.

Jimmy Silver yelled as he got the lash, but
lkey did not have time for another.

- The captain of the Rookweod Fourth
dodged in under the whip, and closed with
the one-eyed man.

They struggled fiercely.

“Lend a hand, you fellows!” panted Jimmy.

Raby was springing to his aid, while Lovell
and Newcome tackled Bill.

Ikey went down with a crash, with Jimmy
Silver and Raby on top of him. g

The whip flew from his hand, and Ikey
found himself grasped by the ears, and his
head jammed on the hard road.

He roared with anguish.

“Yow! Leggo! ’'Elp! Lend a cove a
’and, Bill! °’Elp!”

But Bill had plenty to do, without helping
his comrade.

21

“The rotter ought to be locked up,” said
Newcome.

“He ought to be,” said Jimmy Silver. “But
it will save time to give him a jolly good
Rookwood bumping, and kick him out.”

“Hear, hear!”

“'Fre, I say—let up—chuck
Ikey.

Ikey probhably was mnot conversant with
Rookwood customs, and a bumping was a
new cxpericnce to him.

To judge by the sounds that proceeded
from him, it was not a pleasant experience.

Bump, bump, bump!

Once, twice, thrice the unhappy Ikey smote
the hard road with his frowsy person, and
each concussion elicited a fiendish yell.

Then he was pitched into the hedge.

“If you're not gone in a second—" said
Jimmy Silver, picking up the whip.

But lkey was gone in a gecond.s

it!” roared

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Has an Idea!

“ Y dear Thomas——"
“Shut up!” roared
Dodd.

“1 sinrerely hope you are not
cross, Thomas.”

Tommy
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bumping !’ said Jimmy Silver.

experience.

BUNVIPING THE CARAVAN STEALER!
The tramp was collared on all sides
by the juniors, and the unfortunate lkey smote the ground thrice.
judge by the sounds that proceeded from him it was not a pleasant
(See Chapter 3,)

‘f Qive him a good Recokwood

To

pressing him
before the

Lovell and Newcome were
hard, and Bill was retreating
vigorous attack.

Instead of coming to Ikey's assistance, Bill
suddenly made a jump for the hedge,
plunged through"it, and went fleeing across
the flelds. BIll evidently had had enough.

Lovell and Newcome, panting, turned to
Jimmy's aid.

Ikey’s resistance ceased then.

The four juniors collared him, and dragged
him to his feet, keeping a tight grip on
him.

“Heasy dces it,
“No offence, gents!
It was only a lark, young gents!
davy, it was!”

“You stole that van?” demanded Jimmy
Silver.

“We—we borrered it!” gasped Ikey. “Only
a joke, sir, on my davy! We wasn’t going
to sell the contraption to the gipsies, sir—
we wasn't, really !”

“Where did you
Jimmy. 3

“We—we borrered it a few miles from ’ere,
sir,” said Ikey dolefully. “Down the valley.
sir—Valley Wood, they calls the place. No
‘arm done, sir. Never knowed they was
friends of yourn, sir, on my davy!”

REVENGE!™ - * °"%°

gents!” mumbled Ikey.
Go heasy with a man!
’Pon my

steal it?” demanded

“Do you want to be slain, and buried in
some quiet spot in this valley, Cuffy?” asked
Tommy Dodd, in concentrated tones.

“Goodness gracious! Certainly not!”

“Then shut up!”

Clarence sighed, and was silent.

The Modern caravanuers were not in a good
huniour.

They were tramping on a dusty road, in
very bad tempers, ag a matter of fact.

They had held a long,council of war at
their camping-place, but the only decision

they could arrive at was that there was
nothing doing.
They made what breakfast they could

upon the loaf in the bag, which, fortunately,
Cufiy had not been able to damage.

Then they started out.

There was nothing to be done but to walk
to the nearest town, and there give iuforma-
tion of their loss to the police.

And the nearest town was
distant.

They came up the footpath and turned into
the road, Clarence Cufly with an expression of
patient martyrdom on his face.

Cuffy was, as he would have expressed it.
very, very hurt at the crossness of his com-
panions.

several miles
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T'ag a-ling-a-ling !

ommy Dodd h:c"(-d up crossly as the
le bell rang ahead.
'Ihcu l' jumpead.
‘Jim Silver hie e\n’almed

It wis 'the aptain of the I'o( Tourth,
mouated upon (Marence Cuffy's

He ;mdx‘!“d up, »milina, m:ld i

dowa

md wu find it, ‘dear Jaxm

“In the ven,” answered Jimmy Rilver care- |-
Tommy Dodd.
¥ S laughed.
“It's all serene, Tommy!” he said. “We

on the rotters who bagged vo
1 got it hack for you. I found Cuffy’s bike
the vin, so I got on it and came hack
way to look for you. Your van's three
Hles away, so you've got a walk hefore you.”

Tommy Dodd fairly gasped with relief.

“Oh, my hat! I say, Silver, we'rc awfully
obliged I

ca m van,

“Don’t mench, my dear chap!” said Jimmy
Sitver airil “Tt's vp to us, as the ’mp side
of Rookwood. to hc!p you poor little Moderus
out of your serapes.

To which the three Tommies replied, with
ong voiee: ¢
“Rats!”

A walk of three miles did not
Modern juniors, with their
them at the end of it.

Tommy Dodd explained, en route, hiow the
van had been lest, and Jimmy Silver chortled.

“It's all very ‘well to c: wekle,” said Tommy
dolefully. “But it you had that born idiot
nted on you- 1 say, would you like to
v him again?”

“No jolly  fear!”

hurt the
van waiting for

said  Jimmy Silver

'_nmpl;ly. “Why don't you make him tired
of caravanning, same as You did the sergeant,
when lie was with you?

Temmy Dodd shook his head sad dly.

Jimmy Silver chuckled as they whalked on.

H,nm;z suffered vnder Clarence himself, he
could fee! for hig old rivals of Rookwood,but
‘x( could gee the humorous side, all the eame.
“Hallo! Here's our van!” exclaimed Cook,
great eatisfaction.
The two vans were
bezide the read.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome grinned at

it

drawn up together

the Moderns as they came up, and Tubby
Muflin emitted a fat chuckle. y
“You blessed Moderns are a worry!” said

Arthur Edward Lovell. “We've lost most of

for wear, I should advise you to keep it on
a chain after this.”

The Moderns took possession of
caravan again, with great satisfaction.

The Classical van started up the road.

Jimmy Silver lingered to speak a quiet
word in Tommy Dodd's ear, out of hearing
of the ineffable Clarence.

“I've got an idea, Tommy

“You'd like to take Cuff
Liopefully.

“No feart”

“Then bother your
Classical ideas ain’t s
Tommy Dodd peevishly. “I—I wonder if it
would offend my Unele Dodd very much if [
gent him home by goods-train, ﬂns gide up
with care?”

“Ha, ha!
said Jimmy.

“Well, what is it?"

= Go mad,” said Jimmy,

‘Wha-a-at?”
“You wouldn’t have far to €0, you knowl®
“Look herc‘ you silly ass—

“Go mad,” repeated Jimy
“Violent and raving, you know.
get fed-up with that. Sce?”

Tommy Dodd stared at him blankly for
some moments., Then he burst into a
chuckle.

“What a wheeze!” he murmured.

“Good enough for Cufiy!” said Jimmy
Siiver, “Ta, ta, old chap!”

Jimmy Silver ran after his comrades, and
the Classical van rumbled on out of sight.

Tommy Dodd & Co. breakfasted in the van
before they started.

And when the Modern van-went on Cufty
was left inside, washing up, while the three
Tommics walked with the hor

While they walked there w
of whispering among the thres.

There were subdued chuckles as
wiispers, as they discussed the
wheeze suggested by Jimmy Silver.

their

? he said.
?7 asked Tommy

idea! Your blessed
worth much!” said

But I've really got a wheeze,”

in a whisper.
Cufty would

a good dea!

well
startling

“It’Il suit vou best, Dmle #" mvrmmcd
Tommy Dodd. *“Being vou're a bit
potty, anyway.”

* Wy, vou. silly spnlpecn.“ exclaimed
Tommy T)\,yle in great wrath, “it's as potty
as a looney ve are yerself intirely. But if
you mane that 1 can do it best—-"

“Yes, that’s exactly what I mean, old
seout.”

“'Then, sure, IT'll thry it!”

( arence put his head out of the van.

“My dear Thomas, I have finished washing
up. I am very, very sorry to say I have
somehow broken the howl——"

“Oh, my hat!”

« And it is very, very unfortunate that the

this morning waiting about with vour blessed | water has fallen over your coat, my dear
van! 5 Thomas. Does it matter?”
“Much obliged!" said Tommy Dodd. Tommy Dodd did not reply to that
2 “1)1.‘ all serene, old scout. Rookwond :tion. - Clarence ]Ampen off ﬂm o
backs un Rookwaod.” said Love 1, wall T lead the horse?” he asked.
“Here's your van, none the worse Doyle looked at hLim.
) 2
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Maganificent Colohred Plate of a Monster Express Enginé—

“Do you mane the rhinoceros?”
manded.
“The—the what,

he de-

my dear {riend?”

“The rhinoceros! Do you mean to say that
that’s a horse, and not a rhincceros?”
roarcd Doyle furiously.

Clarence Cufly stared at him speechlessly.
He mechanically put out his hand to lead the
horse.

“Kape away!” snapped Doyle. “You don’t
know how to manage a rhinoceros!”

Cuffy tottered on with the Moderns. He
was too astounded to speak. Tommy Doyle
was beginning!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Dangerous!

66 B'LL camp here!”
Tommy Doyle made that
announcement suddenly. It was

barely noon.

“Not time yet,” said Tommy Dodd.

“We camp at sunset,” answered Doyle.

Mum~mumfmy dear Doyle, it is many,
many hours to sunset,” murmured Clarence
Cufty feebly.

“0Oh, you're mad, Cufty!” answered Doyle.
“1 say it's sunset, and we're not going to
wear out the rhinoceros by gang any
farther!”

Dodd and Cook submitted, and the Modern

caravanners camped on the edge of a
coemmon.
Clarence Cuffy was in such a state of

bewilderment that Tie hardly knew whebher
he was on his head or his lreels, He drew
Tommy Dodd aside nervously.

Tommy Dodd tapped his forehead.

“Sunstroke?” asked Clarence, in horrified
tones.

T¥en

“Oh dear!’

“In the family,” said Tommy seriously
“Doyle’s father and grandfather were as
mad as he is. He’s not often like this, of

course. It’s rare—very rare. Don't irritate
him. My hat! What is he decing now?”

-Clarence glanced round quickly.

Doyle had taken the ecarving-knife,
was concealing it under his J!c'wt.

Wha-at is he—he—he going to do with—
with that knife, Thomas?” asked Cuffy
through his chattering teeth.

“I sincercly hope that he’s not going to
commit murder with it,” said Tommy Dodd
with owl-like gravity. “That would spoil our
tour, and no mistake!”

“Hadn't you better t-t-take it away from
him, Thomas?”

“You take it away from him, Cufiy.”

“I—I—I think perhaps it would be wiser
not to irritate him, Thomas, if he is really
insane.”

“Mind you don’t turn your back on him
while he's got that knife!™ whispered Tommy
Dodd

“Oh dear!”

Clarence Cuffy was not likely to turn his
back on the mad junior. He eyed him ner-
vously and incessantly.

The caravanners lunched, and Tommy
Dovle’s actions were certainly most peculiar.

1f he was not insane he looked very much
like it.

fe held his fork by the prongs instead of
Lie handle, and wheu Dodd pointed that out
to him he insisted that he was using chop-
sticks.

He asked for another helping of oysters, to
("lt‘ 7’8 helpless bewilderment.

“Will ye pass me the oysters, Cuffy?” ke
repeated truculently.

“I am very, very sorry, but there are no
oysters, my dear friend!” faltered Cuily.

“What do you call these, then?”

“ They—they are eggs, my dear feliow!”

“Oysters, I tell yel” shouted Doyle, leaping
to his feet in great e\mtemenf “Ye
spalpeen, don’t I know oysters from eggs?”

“M-m-my dear, dear Yaroooh!”

“Are they oysters?” roared Doyle, seizing
the alarmed Cuffy by the collar, and shaking
him violently.

“Ow, ow! Yow! Oh! Yes!" shrieked
Cufly. “Leggo! They—they certainly
oysters," my dear fellow!”

“'l‘hen why couldn't ye say so at first?”
growled Doyle.

Cuffy sat palpitating, squirming a littls
farther away from the lunatic.

“This—this is dreadful, my dear Thomas!"”
he whispered to Tommy Dodd.

«“ Awful, isn't 1£?” agreed Tommy.

“Frightful!” groaned Cook.
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—of the Famous South Manchuria Railway Next Week !

THE CEDAR CREEK CHINEE !

(Continued from page 10.)

“Had we not—not better get him to a
doctor?” murmured Cuffy.

“Doctors have a frightfully exciting effect
-on him,” said Dodd, shaking his head. “Do
you think your dear papa would mind very
much, Cuffy, if you should happen to be
staughtered 97

“Oow!”

Doyle rose to his feet.

His hand was groping under his jacket, and
Clarence, who knew
was there, palpitated.

“Suare, and you've bhought the sheep,
then!” he remarked, looking at Clarence.
“How much did ye give for that sheep?”

“QOh, gracious!” moaned Clarcnce. “The
poor fellow! He takes me for a sheep!
This is—is dreadful!”

Doyle came closer to Clarence. Cuffy, in-
specting him, as if he were an animal.

Cuffy trembled violently

“Tain’t a very good sheep said Doyle
disparagingly. *“It’s bony. It’s got blinkers
on.”

“They—they are my spectacles,
afflicted friend!” murmured Cuffy.

“Hould yer tongue intirely! ’Tain’t for a
sheep to talk to a butcher!” said Doyle
darkly. “This ain’t much of a sheep, but
sure I suppose I'd better kill it and get it
cut up before we start, intirely.”

Clarence iumped away.

“I'm not a sheep!” he shrieked.
off! Oh dear! Keep off!”

“3ure, I'm sorry, but I've got to slaughter
ve, or we sha'n’'t have any mutton for
dinner,” answered Doyle, sharpening the knife
on his boot. “Bring that sheep here!”

“Better not eross him, Cuffy,” whispered
Tommy Dodd. “You have to humour
lunaties, you know.”

“B-b-but I cannct let him slaughter me,
my dear Thomas!” gasped Cuffy.

“Well, T thmk you ought to humour him.’

“B-h-but—

Ciarence Cuffy cast a
bicycle, which was
caravan,

At that moment he would have given a
great deal to be safe home in Gander's Green.

JTe made a movement towards the bieyele
as Tommy Doyle made a movement towards
him.

“Keep him off!” he shrieked.

“Catch that sheep for me!” roared Doyle.
“Don’t you know a butcher’'s a husy man
intirely? I can’t waste a whole day on one
sheep!”

He made a rush at Cufty, who skipped away

my dear

“Keep

longing glance at his
leaning against the

wildly. Dodd and Cock grasped the "insane ”
junior, and held him back.
“Hook it, C"ffv’ shricked Dodd. “He

won’t hurt us! Hook it?”

Cuffy already had one leg over his bike.

“Let me go intirely!” yelled Doyle. “That
hlessed sheep is getting away! Phwat are
we going to do for mutton?”

“Whirr! Whizzz! Whirrrr! Clarence Cuffy
was riding for life.

He did not slack down till he was five miles
from the Modern ecaravan.

Then, at a more leisurely pace, hut still
in has.,e, he pedalled on the road to {ander’s
Green.

Clarence had had enough of caravanning.

After he had vanished from view, naturally,
he could not see the three Tommies.

If he could have seen them it might have
dawned even upon Clarence Cuffy t‘l’lu his
leg had been pulled.

The three merry youths threw themselves
into the grass, kicking up their heels in
hysterical mirth.

Ha, ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy
Dodd & Co.
« They laughed loud and long, what time

Clarence Cufly was whizzing awav at top
speed. They were still chuckling when they
harnessed the horse, and the Modern caravan
rumbled on its way.

Clarence Cuffy slept that night under the
paternal recof at Gander’s Green, while the
Modern caravanners cdmpu] under thie bright
stars, and rejoiced.

THE

END.

(There will be another magnificent long
complete story; dealing with the Jurther
adventures of the Rockwood Caravanners.)

NEXT EQA Sgig’x E"E

TUESDAY!
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ruthed it down to the water. as
pushed cut cautiously on the ice towards
the gap.

The end of it lapped over the opening,
and reached the opposite side, forming a
bridge across the gap in {ihe frozen
surface.

Frank Richards crawled out on, it,
reached Eben Hacke.

e grasped the half-frozen schoolboy
by the collar, and held on to him, kneel-
i on the branch.

“ All right now!” he gasped.

Hacke, who was half unconscious
from cold, mechanically let go
Chinee.

Frank, with a strong grasp on him,
drew lmn steadily on the branch that lay
on the ice.

Bob Lawless and Beauclerc crawled
along to his aid, and among them the
helpless schoolboy was drawn back to the
bank

“Yen Chin!” exclaimed Frank.

The Chinee was still hangi on the
bough over the creek. His strength was
spont, and he could not pull himself up.

‘You helpee,” he murmured faintly.
“No can climbee. Me dloppee if no

hel
Told on, kid! T’m coming!

Bob La\\less and Beaudlere raised
Hacke in their arms, and rushed him
away towards the lumber school.

Frank clambered into the big tree,
and out along the overhanging branch
to where the litile Chines hung sus-
pended.

IHHe grasped Yen Chin, and by main
strength dragged him up into the tree

“Bafe mow, young ’un!” he said
breathlessly.

“Allee Tight!” breathed Ven Chir

Frauk drew him into the tree, and
Tom Lawrence and Dick Dawson re-
ceived him from below as Frank lowered
him down.

“ Allee light !” murmured Yen Chin.

and

now
the

”

Eben Hacke did not turn up to

THE COMPANIGN
PAPERS’ FREE
GIFTS THIS WEEK!

“Magnet " Library
ed Two Real FPhoteos of
E. TLETON, of Stoke. and
GEvaI} BUTG"IF'R, of Luton,

MONDAY.—In the “Boys’ Fricnd © you
will find a Grand Free Photo of
TOM HARRISONM, the famous boxer,

TUESDAY.—In this issue you will have

~.~el»ad a Wonderful Coloured
te of (e Canadian Pacific
Ragilway

WEDNESDAY.—In the “Gem 7 will be
given away a Real FPhoto c¢f the

famous TOMMY BROWELL, of
\ifavcucstm City, m action on the field
pla

A GRAND

REVENGE!”

-noon lessons that day. He lay in bed in
the house, piled with blankets, with a
hot-water bottle at his feet.

But for his hardy constitution he
would have been booked for an illness.

But when the Cedar Creek {fellows
came to school on the following morning,
they found Hacke up and oui of doors,
looking a little' pale, but otherwice
nothing the worse for his perilous adven-
ture.

He came towards Frank Richards &
Co., who had been joined on the {irail
by the Chinese schoolboy from Thomp-
son.

Yen Chin scuttled behind Frank as he
came up, warily.

“You young jay!” exclaimed Iacke.
“T'm not going to hurt you!”
“No wantee cowhide!”

Chin.
““Bo you're all right again, Hacke 7>’

Yen

said

“Yep, I guess so. And that gol-
darned Chow saved me,” said Hacke.
“That blessed Chin—that pigtailed

heathen! . But for that Chow I should
be under the ice on Cedar Creek at this
blessed minute!”

“How did you come there?”
Beauclerec.

Hacke coloured.

“I was after him with my ridin’-
\\hxp he confessed.  “I thought he
wanted a hiding; and 1 guess he did,
too. I followed him out on the blﬂn(‘h

and fell. And--and that Chow held me
up—you saw him-—-"

“1 saw him,” eaid Fra,nk Richards
quietly. ‘“He saved your life, Eben
Hacke, after you had run him down with
a riding-whip! You ought to be jolly
“ell asﬂamcd of 'oulselt’ :

“T guess I am, if you come to that,”
said Hacke frankly. “I calculate
never thought the gol-darned heathen
had it in him. I guess I was down on
‘um because he’s a Chow, and I guess I
cught to be kicked for it. Yen Chin,
vou yellow heathen, I ain’t gomg to
lambaste you. Give me your fin!’

e held out his hand to the surprised
Celestial.

ch Chin eyed it warily.

“No tlickee 77 he asked suspiciously.

“l\o you heathen! Give us your
ﬁn m

“ Allee lightee I?

Yen Chin shook hands with the big
youth from the States.

Hacke gave him a grip that made him
wriggle a little.

asked

“All 0.K.,” said Hacke. “You're a
real white man, Yen Chin, though you're

& lyin’, thievin’ heathen in some things.
And I'm your friend, and any galoot
that wants to cowhide you has got to
walk over me first!”

Yen Chin grinned with satisfaction.

“Allee  light! Yen Chin goodee
boy !” he remarked. “Hackee goodee
bey—oh, yes! Allee light!”

And forr a day or two at least theve
was much limelight for the Chow of
Cedar Creek,

THE END.

(Don't miss next week’s splendid long,
complete story of Frank Richards & Co.,
entitled *“ The GQolden Fortune Minel”
Dy Martin Clifford.)
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A WORD WITH 2
YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor §s always plesased to
hear from his readers. Address: The
Editor, Tha ‘ Popular,”” The Fleatway
House, Farringden 8t., London, E.C.4.

PUUBTHITHITY

OUR WONDERFUL QIFTS.

Tull particulars of the fine glft: which
are being presentsd to all readers of the
(ompamou Papers will be found on
pago 23 of this issue.

Now I will tell you something about
the photos and coloured plate which will
be presented next week. In the
PoruLAR there will be presented a
SPLENDID COLOURED ENGINE
PLATE with every copy. This plate
will depict a giant express locomotive of
the South Manchuria Railway. The
“Magnet 7 Library will be on sale on
Monday . morning, .and in it you
will find =a Splendid Real Action
Photo of the famous International
Centre-forward, Syd Puddefoot.

On the same day the “Boys’ Friend ”
Vl” male its appeamnﬂe, and in it \ull

mH'Hllmllli’llilninllll!ill|Illll|llll|lHlllll!llllllll!“h' :

Two Photos of Famous Footballers Given Away FREE in

be a Wonderful Real Photo of Dick
Snut h, the well-known boxing (hnmplon
This is another of the sp]enchd series of

“Rising Boxing Stars.” Be sure you do
not miss it.

Wednesday is “Gem ' day, and in the
ssue on sale TWO REAL PHOTOS will
be given away FREE. George Wilson,
of Wednesday, and J. T‘o;t of Millwa x“
will form the subjects of the “Cem’s
grand free gi Make a point of ordm-
mg next week's copy of our Wednesday
Companion Paper so that you will be
sure of obtaining these magnificent frea
photos for your collection.

STORIES FOR NEXT WEEK,
CUNMASKED !
By Frgnk Richards.

; is the title of the first of our
id list of school and adventure

les for next week's issue. In this
story-the chums of the Remove of Grey-
friars get on the trail of Ulick Fer !
the fugitive from justice, and make a
startling discovery.

There will be another complete story
of Frank Richards & Co.’s schooldays in
the backwoods of Canada, entitled
#THE QOLDEN FORTUNE MIinNE!?
By WMartin Clifferd.

this Week's * Hagnet.”

The chums of the backwoods schosl
recelve a dazzling offer of a share in a
gold-mine, and guilelessly they fall into-
a carefully-laid trap.

Then we have a grand long complefe
tale of Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rook-
wood, entitled

“A CRICKET REVENGE!Y
By Owon Conquest,
which deals with the further adventures
of the Fistical Four on their caravan
tour through the leafy lanes of e

The fourth long complete school s
is about Tom AvIcnv & (o, of Bt. Jim's,
under the title of

“CHAMPION OR DUFFER?Y
By Martin Clifford,

Baggy Trimble, the fattest junior in
the Fourth Form at St. Jimn’s,
much in the foreground in thi
excellent story. Mind vou do not
reading it.

There will be a fmthea‘ edition
“Billy Bunter’s Weekly,” and another
thrilling 1n~tdlrr‘(‘1ﬂ of our new a
amazing serial, “The Pearl Poacl
by Sidiiey Drew. A new competitior
big money prizes goes to mak
Porvrar the finest value-for-
weekly on the market tc-day.

YOUR

A F%VEL NEW COMPETITION : Enter ’E‘@ éa}z

i
i
{
i
E

FIRST PRIZE, £10}

SECOND PRIZE, £5!

THIRD PRIZE, £2 10s. 04d.!

TWENTY PRIZES OF HALF-A-CROWN EACH.

To win one of the above magmﬁcent
prizes, all you have to do is to solve the
picture puzzle below, and the three
which have already appcared. Write
vour solution on a sheet of paper, sign

and attach to the paper the coupon
below the puzzle and post them to
“PorULAR Puzzles,” Gough - House,
Gough Square, E.C.4, not later than

July 27th, 1922. The express condition

of entry is that competitors agree lo

accept the Editor’s decision as final and
legally  binding. There 1z NO

ENTRANCE FEE,

" Ae does
} NOT OFTEN

iy

'S

ADDRESS...
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Have You Told All Your Chums Atout Qur New Amazing Serial of Adventure?

THE STRANGE DISAPPEARANCE OF FERRERS LORD AND THE ‘“ LORD OF THE DEE

25

7 CAUSES GREAT

ANXIETY AMONG THE FAMOUS BAND OF ADVENTURERS.

A»Grand New Serial, introducing Ferrers Lord, the Millionaire Adventurer, Ching Lung & Co., and the
Daring Pearl Raider, Harper Blaise, the Terror of the South Seas.

By SIDNEY DREYW,

{Author of ** Gan Wuga’s Island.’’)

A meeting between Bruce Donelan and

Harper 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 resem-
blance between Ferrers Lord and Blaise,
and he unfolds a daring scheme for raid-
ing the strong-room on hoard the Lord of
the Deep. Blaise is te impersonate
Ferrers Lord, get away in the yacht, then
after taking the thousands of pounds of
pearls and gold from her, sink the yacht
in the lagoon. The plan is successful.
Ferrers Lord is kidnapped; then Blaise
sets sail on the Lord of the Deep. As

INTRODUCTION.

the yacht passes from sight, Ferrers Lord
is conveyed to a deserted istand by two
of Blaise’s men and marooned.

On  board the yacht Harper Blaise
comes to the conmclusion that Rupert
Thurston is a dangerous man, so he
drugs him one day at dinner, and
Thurston is laid up on the sick-list, in
his eakin, unable to move.

Soon after the sailing of Ferrers Lord’s
yacht from the pearling-station, Donelan
is surprised to see aaother yacht ap-
proach the island. At a close scrutiny
through the glasses, he finds that it is
not the vessel he fears it is.

(Now read oi.)

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Ching Lung is Suspicious!
ONELAN heaved a sigh of relief, and
ordered Jimmy to unsaddle the
horse. Presently he could see for
himself that incoming vessel was
not the one he dreaded. She slowed down

two miles from the reef, and signalled
for a pilot. He put out to her in the motor-
launch, taking a native with him. The flag

she was flying puzzled him. It was white,
with some strange monster on it in scarlet.

“By thunder, a Chinaman!” he faid, as he
caught sight of the yacht's name. “Xwen-
hal, eh? It's an insult to a pretty ship to
call her that. Some Chink millionaire, I
guess, who has made a fortune out of pre-
served ginger or tinned pincapple. What
does the beggar want on the reef, anyhow?”

The presence of the yacht had not sur-
prised Donelan more than the absence of
the Lord of the Deep had surprised Ching
Lung.

“Good-day!” He said, as Bruce Donelan
came aboard. “We are looking for safe
moorings, and trust you can pilot us in.”

“I've brought a black with me who can,”
said Donelan. “You'll forgive me if I ask
your business, for we don’t often sce strangers
on the reef.”

Harold Honour was still busy repairing the
watch. He raised his head and glanced at
Donelan sharply, and then bent over his
work again.

“I am here to keep an appointment,” said
Ching Lung. “I presume that you know
Mr. Ferrers Lord?” 3

Donelan had sufficient control over himself
to repress a start.
- *“Qh, yes,” he answered. “I manage the
pearl-fishery hiere for him. You are days too
late. He sailed on Thursday evening. My
name is Donelan.” d

NEXT
TUESDAY!

“Sailed?” asked the prince in surprise.
“Where did he go, Mr. Donclan, and what
message did he leave with you for me? I
am Prince Ching Lung.”

Donelan shook his head. He wanted time

to think.
“I can’t say where he went,” he said. “He
left no message for anyone. Mr. Ferrers

Lord just cleared out.”

“That's very extraordinary!”

“T thought so, too, sir,” said Donelan. “He
came ashore and had some supper with me.
I saw him go aboard, and the next thing I
saw when I looked out of the bungalow was
the yacht moving off. T hadn’t a notion she
was going, and Mr. Lord didn’t give me to
understand that he expected anybody.”

The native pilot was already on the bridge
talking to Barry O'Rooney in pidgin-English.
Barry had knocked about the world so much
that he quite understood this extraordinary
dialect, and they quickly bad the yacht
safely at anchor almost on the spot where the
Lord of the Deep had been moored.

“Dears, dears! This a nice jolly old
swindle!” said Gan Waga, greatly disap-
pointed. “Where they gone and hopped it

to, Barry? Where they goned, hunk?”

“Bedad, you can ask me a few more loike
that, and you’ll get no forrarder,” said Barry
O’Rogney. “They've mizzled; but sure,
bhoy, there’s no nade to worry about ut, for
vou can’t lose the spalpeens. Oi've been
throying to escape their low company for
years, and live loike an honest, respectable
man, but they wouldn’t let me. You’ll never
get rid of ’em, Gan, never till you're dead,
and then av you want to get a bit of your
own back, haunt them, bhoy!”

Ching Lung, Harold Honour, and O’Rooney
were not so much surprised at the absence of
Ferrers Lord’s yacht as at the absence of any
message from the millienaire. This was

doubly surprising, now that they knew from
Donelan that he had visited the reef so
recently.

“I hope Rupert Thurston isn’t worse than
they told us in the wireless, Hal,” said Chin
Lung. “Perhaps he found it too
anchored here, and the Chief took him for a
short cruise to give him a ccol blew. They
might have said something, anyhow. It's
like the Chief, and yet very unlike.”

The engineer nodded. It was like Ferrers
Lord to disappear and reappear without
notice or warning, but most unlike him to
break an appointment. Not that it had been
a really definite appointment. The whole
thing was unusual; but, of course, they could
not dream that anything was wrong.

Ching Lung had invited Donelan to dinner.
He came aboard again after smartening him-
self up, and then for the first time the
prince and Hal Honour heard the strange
story of the raids for pearls and pearl shells.
This seemed to threw a new light on the
matter.

“I think that explains it, Hal,” said Ching
Lung. “The Chief learned something., and
went off in a hurry to chase these brigands.”

“With all due deference, that’s not my
opinion, sir,” said Donelan. “The raiders
may have bolted for good, and Mr. Lord may
have gone after them; but the niggers still
whisper that their craft is still lurking about
the islands out there, and you can generally
rely on the information of that sort you get
from the rogues, though they are astonishing
liars. Mr. Lord’s yacht isn’t anywhere about
for certain, or I should have heard.”

“You met Mr. Thurston, I presume, Mr.
Donelan,” said Ching Lung. “Was he in good
health?”

“To all appearances he was in excellent
health,” answered Donelan. “1 hope you
have not heard anything to the contrary.”

“We had a wireless message from Mr,
Ferrers Lord some time ago that he was un-
well, but not seriously so,” said the prince.

A message from the false Ferrers Lord.
All was going well, then, and Harper Blaise
was winning his gigantic game of bluff. To
Donelan, any friends of Ferrers Lord were un-
welcome, but he knew they would soon tire
of waiting there in such a dreary, sun-baked
hole. Like Thurston, Ching Lung did not
form a favourable opinion of Bruce Donelan.
The prince had known the former manager—
quite a different stamp of man.

“I'll wager the Chief will soon give that
chap his orders to pack up and march, Hal,”
he said, when Donelan had gone. “He's just
a stop-gap, and won’t do for the Chief. Queer
how you can take a dislike to a person at
first sight, isn’t it? What’s your opinion of
him, may I ask?”
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The engineer never wasfed words, and the
grunt he gave might have meant a hundred
things, or nothing at all

“All right, old sulk gaid Ching Lung.
“You're the lcast companionable beunder I
ever met in my life! Oh, you are such cheer-
ful company!”

Honour gave another grunt. He had not
finished the watch, so he took out a little
case of tools, and proceeded to do so. As
Ching Lung went on deck, he heard a com-
motxon aft, and a babel of voices. Gan Waga
had hooked a shark, and the excited China-
men were hauling the brute on board. It
was bright moonlwht and the surf was
booming along the heu\ch with its everlasting
monotonous note.

“Shark-fin soups fo’ breakfasts!” cried Gan
Waga, as he lushed in with an axe to brain
the monster. © Butterfuls stuff, shark fin
soups! I only want the finses, yo' vyellow
pets, 30 yo' can have all the rest of this little
fellow. Minds he not biff you with his tait,
or yo' be jolly sorryfuls!”

The dead shark was slung up, and after
obtaining the fins, Gan Waga took a header
overboard for a swim. The reef swarmed
with sharks, but sharks had no terrors for
the Eskimo. Ching Lung leaned on the rail,
glad of the refreshing breeze, and looked to-
wards the shore and the twinkling light in
Dounelan’s bungalow. Suddenly he fancied he
5AW something dark on the white beach—
something that moved. At first he thought
it must be a tartle, and then, to his surprise,
he saw that it was a man, creeping with fre-
quent pauses towards the edge of the water.

“A black!” muttered Ching Lung. “But
what's his game? Why is he crawling along
like that, inches at a time?” -

Ching Lung knew that some of the blacks
were arrant thieves, but it was unlikely that
one of them would have pluck enough to
attempt to board the yacht and rob it: but
the man's movements were extremely sus-
picious.

“If thieving is your game, my
very soon be sorry for yourself thourrht
Chmg Lung. “Let me get a rope's-end.”

The man had taken to the water, and the
prince could see his black head and the
silvery ripples caused by the movement of
his arms as he swam towards the yacht.
Ching Lung grasped the length of rope, and

ad, youw'il

stooped down. All the men who were on deck
had gone aft to watch the shark being cut
up, and obtain a portion of the spoils, for
they were fond of shark.

Presently Ching Lung saw two wet, hlack
hands grasp the rail. Then a head appeared,
and Ching Lung saw two strange yellow eyes
glaring at him.

“Not hit, boss!” said a voice quickly. “Me
Jimmy, and Jimmy much good feller. Not
come steal, bogs. Jimmy come tell about bad
feller, Donelan.”

° The prince tossed the rope aside. He
would not have used it in any case wnen he
saw how lean and old the black was.

Come over, then,” he said, “and prove
i're not a thief. I've been watching you
a long time, Jimmy. Honest people don't
erawl on their stomachs.”

‘Fraid bad feller Donelan look out and
see—moon so bright,” said the man with the
yellow eyes. “He killa me if thought
Jimmy knew. I savee you friend of big white
boss, friend of good feller boss. Come in big
ship like this. Big feller boss, top boss, no
beard on face.”

“Do you mean Mr. Ferrers Lord, Jimmy?"
asked Ching Lung, making a guess at what
the black was trying to convey. “Boss of big

white yacht, savee?”

Jimmy nodded vigorously, wagging his
great shock of grey hair.

“Yes, ves, good savee,” he answered.

“Donelan and other bad fella think kill him,
If not kill him, nearly kill him, and take him
way on boat. Other bad fella go on qhip.
Big good feller boss look outa there e
pointed a bony finger towards lhe islands.
“good big fella hoss go bungalow see
Donelan. Other bad fella hide in bungalow.
Knock good fella big boss on head. Other
bad fella all samee like good boss. Tace
just samee, all alike. Other had fella dress
up like good boss, steal him clothes. Bad
fella go on yvacht, good fella boss take away
out there.”

Jimmy’s vellow eyes seemed to grow
rhter and more yellow as he jabbered on.
gain he waved his’ bony arm seawards.

For the sake of Mike go easy, Jimmy!”
said Ching Lung. “I can't understand this
rigmarole. Are you trying to tell me that
Donelan and some other fellow clubbed Mr.
Ferrers T.ord on the head, and——-"

bri
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“In bungalow,” sald Jimmy. “Other bad
fella  all samee like good boss. Bad fella
make himself good boss. (o on yvacht samee
good boss.”

Ching Lung had got the drift of Jimmy’s
story now, but it was too preposterous.

“Do you mean to say th Mr, Ferrers
Lord has been kidnapped, and that he is
being impersonated on lhis yacht by a
double?” cried Ching Luang.

Jimmy's knowledge of
equal to this.

“Wrong fella boss go on yacht; good fella
boss knock on head, and taka out there,” he
said.

Ching Lufiz seizeéd him by
almost dragged him below.

“Chuck that wabch away, and make out
this chap's yarn, Hal!” he gasped. “By
Jove, man alive, { think he’s frightened me.”

English was not

the arm, and

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Ths Accusation!

AROLD HONOUR took his pipe out
of hiz mouth and turned his blue
eyes on Jimmy. The native was
glaring round in wonder at the un-

accustomed

splendour of the saloon. The
engineer gave the table a sharp rap with
the bowl cf the ¢ The native, as if

electrified, drew b
and the yellow eyes

ny figure .xlnmst erect,

met the blue cnes in a

long, magnetised stare. Honour made a

gesture with his hand and spoke three words.
“Tella all qnick!” he said gruffly.

“Big good , fella Chiet kunock on head,”
said Jimmy. “Knock on hea by bad Tella
Jmt samee like “uu{ fali T
bungalow, and

samee like good
Bad fella
fella make
go on big
hoss very s
1iftle boat

d fella boss

v arm pointed seawards. Hal
iz left hand over his closcly-

cropped b

“Badl” runted, and tessed a ciga
and a m'atch ‘M" across the table
Jimmy.

“erte

{Continued on prge 27.)

The Mikados of the Canadian Pacific Rail !

€ MIKa@oSs 0 ¢ vanadian raci¢ Kaiway:
BY A RAILWAY EXPERT. All About the Famous Engine Which Forms the Subject of Our Qrand Free Plate,

] o)

UR big English railway systems sink , motives specially designed for effectively jago we described the biggest British engine.

into insignificance in the matter of | performing the arduous “work they are called | Compare the dimensions with tho se of the
milage, when compared with somse | upon to- do. 1 C.P.R. No. 5302; those of the
of the systems operating in other Glance at the fine C.P.R. locomotive repre- | Heating surfuace, 3, 5Q. tt.

parts of the British Empire. KEasily the first
of these huge railways of the Dominions

Overseas, stands the famous Canadian
Pacific Railway.
A vyounger brothier of the Grand Trunk

Railway, the C.P.R. long ago outstripped the
older Canadian Railway, and now leads in all
railway matters in Canada. C.P.R. steamers
safl from the prineipal ports of Europe, and
land their passengers at Halifax, Nova Scotia,
or at Montreal, where they take C.P.R. trains
for points all over the Dominion. Through
Canadian Pacific Railway trains travel day
and night from Montreal, on their 2,600
miles’ journey right across Canada-to Van-
couver, British Columbia, through the
provinces of Quebec, Ontario, Manitoba,
Saskatchewan, and Alberta.

This Trans-Canadian journey includes the
climb up and down the Rockies, with the
wonderful tunnels and other railway engineer-
ing masterpieces.

The C.P.R. trains that cross the North
American Continent are amongst the finest

in the world. They are veritable “hotels
on wheels,” equipped with all that is best
in the way of making continuous travel a
pleasure. Luxurious day saloons with
restaurant service, and sleepers that are the
acme of refinement in moving sleeping
accommodation.

These big heavy trains are hauled by loco-
TraeE PorUurAar.—No. 182.
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* UNMASKED !

sented in the colour plate of this issue of the
PoputAR. The design is somewhat different
from the locomotwes already represented in
this series, hut No. 5302 has features
vecessitated by the particular class of work
she is called upon to perform. The dimen-
sions are colossal, her helght is such that
she could run on no railway in this country,
the over-bridges and tunnels are not !.lg
enough to pass her through. Compared with
her total height, her 900upled wheels look
small, but these are 5 ft. 8 ins. in diameter.
Notice also the size of her.cylinders, and
the length of her boiler and fire-box.

The wheel '1rmngement 2—8—2 (known as
tiie “Mikado ”), is unusual, the trailing pair
of-wheels, it will be observed, form a novel
feature. The big headlight—to light up the
track ahead, and not a code sign to dis-
tinguish the class of train, as are the head-
lights ecarried by British locomotives—is a
prominent feature of C.P.R. No. 5302. So
are the immense sand-dome and bell on the
top of the boiler, on which are also seen
the steam-dome and safety-valve. The
enginemen’s cab i3 almost a room; observe
the steps at entrance, the doorway and side
windows.

The great tender attracts attention, and
well it may, for it holds 12 toms of coal
and as much water as the liquids you drink
in forty years, allowing over half a gallon a
day, the total being 8,000 gallons. A few weeks

A GRAND STORY OF

70 sq. ft.; cylinder
pressure 280 b, per
143 tons; of tender,
zate i3 rocked by :tmm vear
Altogether (. P.R lo"omnuve No.
a remarkable engme of the world’

VR Bk
Weight of e

railway. The C.P.R. has 14,000 miles o
in Canada, besi e\rly 5,000 miles of
way in the U States. Its locomotives
numner over , its passenger coaches
3,000, and good service vehicles total not

far short of 100,000. Its yearly receipts are
about £44,000,000, out of which a profit of
about £6,750,000 is made. In addition to ti
Atlantic steamers of the C.P.R. previo
mentioned, the company has a fleet of fine
mail and passenger vessels which carry the
globe-trotter from Europe, who has reached
Vancouver by C.P.R. steamer and train,
across the Pacific to Japan, China, sand
Australia.

We must not forget to meation the C.P.R.
as a landowner. A3 an inducement to build
its line across what at the time were un-
inhabited prairie wilds, the Canadian Govern-
ment gave the company 25,600,000 acres of
land (nearly 46,000 square miles), or an area
equal to that of Wales and Ireland together.

In our opinien the C.P.R. well deserves
this grant. Without it Canada would be
almost uninhabited, and there would be no
mammoth locomotives such as No. 5302 in
the Dominion.

THE JUNIORS OF OREYFRIARS-
By FRANK RIGHARDS.
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—of the Famous’

“It can’t be, Hal,” said Ching Lung, *“He’s
told it better to you.than he's- told it to
me. I’ve got the haug of it now, but who
could believe such an insane yarn? He’s
telling us that here im this out-of-the-world
s the Chief’s double.
ean you?”
came in the form of

spot there’s a man wh
You can’t swallow that,

The enginec answer

one of those grunts that might
have meant anythi ng on earth. -
“Well, ‘Ching Lung.
“You'll never me that there's
another man on e ike the Chief. Do you [
thi Thurston and Prout and Maddock are

1 made himself

Even if
C ouldn’'t Rupert

semble the
rer the d

Deep not
in dumb-she

ted down ecr
as smoking the

at all, at
ht of Jimmy. bS] be
siip down the plug-hole of
wance at a fair at
soft enough to pay
ng skeleton about

o
to
memk

ice the s
*0h, stop

ge, Barry!” said
d like a graven
cu know what this bla

car at kayho
of honour that
truthfully.
“YWell, he say t the Chief has been kid-
wapped, and been en ouf to one of those
islands, and that a man who is his exact
double and is in. the plot with that chap
Bruce Donelan, has sailed off in the Lord of
the Deep, ng as the Chief. And that
heastt Hal only smokes and gruntsi”
Barry O’Rocney whistled a few hars
he Wearing o’ the Green,” and fixed his
astonished gaze on the engineer. Honour
did not even blink. Then Barry sank down
carpet beside Jimmy and spoke to the
in pidgin-English with a soft Irish
Jimmy talked hack,
Barry O'Rooney. “Av Or'd
to a Dbuneh of Marines,
me stone-dead afther call-
VEr) nd of liar and perverter
th they could their tongues to.
oile 0Oi pull meself together.
t be thrue, and av ut’s thrue,
Denelan is the blackest ould
at’s dodged the hangman. P’r’aps
that the yacht had come from Gan
Oiland, and had treasure on her.
sther spalpeen, who culd bones here
is lingo is just sameée likee good
fella, whoy shouldn’t he be the same
rogue who owns the mysterious
that has been pirating along the reef
owlding the pearl-stations, bedad?”
Hal Honour, with an

sting, then,” said Ching Lung,
rd of the Deep has been trapped,
erhaps sunk? That this false
i bhas got Prout to run her
mewhere by faking the chart when
1d be at the mercy of his desperadoes,
greedy for loot. Is that it, then?”

Harcld Henour spread out his big hands
hopelessiy, but there was a twinkle in his
bhire eyes that was not so hopeless.

In waddled Gan Waga, with a large cigar
stuck in the left corner of his mouth, For a
moment Gan Waga gazed at Jimmy, and
then advanced with outstretched hand.

“Dears, dears, dears!” said the Eskimo, his
white teeth glearming in a genial grin.
“Where yo’ beed all these longness years,
hupk? T not met you since lasts Christmas,
did 1? He, ho, ho, hoo! Yo’ grow more
butterfuls every days, Charlie! Why vo’ nots
gets yo' hair cutted, hunk, Charlie?”

v salaamed, and then stoed up again,
es, Charlie, old hean!” gurgled the
“1 gotted .bags and bags of butter-
ges. Yo' hungrifuls, cld boneyards,
ome alongness!™

p him on board, Gan!” said Ching

“Don’t let him give you the slip.
d us a yarn that may be all a fake,
1 him!”
NEXT

' he muttered, and wert for the oil-can himself.

South Manchuria Railway Next Week! o7

Ching Lung.

A PROWLER BY NIGHT —Ching Lung leaned over the rail and looked
towards the shore and the twinkliing
Suddenly he saw a dark figure of a man on the white beach, creeping with
frequent pauses towards the edge of the water.

light in Donelan’s bungalow.

““ A black !’ muttered
(See Chapter 10.)

“Don’'t yo’ worry, Chingy, old beans!”
grinned Gan Waga. *If Charlie tries to jump
cverboards, I fetches him back.”

Jimmy and the Eskimo went off in the
most friendly way together, and the prince
swung round on Hai Honour.

“Are you coming?” he asked.

The man of words, not deeds, formed
ancther question-mark with his thumb and
forefinger, and then clenched his hand and
nodded. It was a great deal easier than-
talking, if the other person could understand
it. With three brief gestures the engineer
had intimated that he was going ashore with
Ching Lung, that they would cross-examine
Mr. Bruce Donelan, and that if his answers
were not satisfactory, they would take pos-
session of Mr. Bruce Donelan’s body.

Bruce Donelan had not the remotest idea
that he was in any danger. He had a tre-
mendous contempt for Chinamen, as well he
might, for the Chinks on the reef were a
poor and servile crowd., There were not many
of them left now, for they were tired of
the slant-eyed, yeilow men, and the law for-
bade them to land ‘as settlers. Of course,
Ching Lung was of a different stamp. He was
a prince. But he was only a Chink.

The ccol sea-breeze was blowing and the |
surf hoomed, and Donelan, in his shirt-
sleeves, sat smoking a cheroot and sipping his
whisky on his veranda. .

“They may stick here for a few days, and
then they'll get fed up with it,”” he thought.
“The beastly sun and the monotony of it will
settle them. The red-hot, stinking hole! I
shall be glad to see the back of it and the
last of it—glad never to hear that cursed
surf with its maddening, everlasting row!
Hallo!”

A boat had put off from the yacht.
Donelan shouted for Jimmy to come and put
some more oil in the lamp, but there -was no
response.

“Gone to the village to get drunk again!”

“Good-evening, Mr. Donelan!” said Ching

Lung's voice. . _ .
“Come in, sir—beg pardon, prince!” said

““CHAMPION OR DUFFER?™ "

“A bit late, but the best
cool time.

Bruee Donelan.
time to come ashore—the only
Evening to you, Mr. Houour!”

Donelan pushed f#orward a couple of chairs.
He had not expected any visitors, but he was
quick to bring out the whisky-bottle and
glasses.

“Thanks, I'm not drinking!” said Ching

Lung. “We came to ask you a question, Mr,
Donelan. Where is Mr. Ferrers Lord?”

“Where is Mr. Ferrers Lord ?’' said Donelau,
repeating the question. “That’s a funny
thing to ask me. How should I know where
hie is, your highness?”

“To put it plainly to you, Mr. Donelan,
we're not quite satisfled with the story you
told us,” said Ching Lung. “You said, in
eftect, that after his visit to you, Mr. Ferrers
Lord went away in his yacht. He had not
suggested to you that he was leaving the
reef. He just hoisted anchor and went.”

“Just that,” said Donelan. “I guess I was
a trifle surprised when 1 saw the yacht
putting out. Anyhow, I'm not in Mr, Lord’s
confidence. In this sun-shrivelled hole of the
earth, it’s only once in a blue moon you
get a stranger to pass the time of day with~
you, and when he’s leavimg you a stranger
generally reckons to say good-bye before he
clears out. We’re a tough crowd, and don’d
have much to boast about in the shape of
]m];atuners, but that’s the rule. Mr. Lord just
eft.” : :

“Oh!” said Ching Lung.

“And in 2 dering hurry, tooi” went on
Donelan. rged me-up a supper, as I
told you, in millionaire style, and his men
didn't come to take away the glass and
silver. I'm looking after that carefully.
Those are a couple of the glasses T fetched
out for you. Why Mr. Lord went at such
a gallop has been puzzling me all the. time.
I could only work it in one way, that there
was some important wireless message wait-
ing for him when he got aboard. There's
something puzzling, even more than that.
Why, in the name of thunder, should your
highness ask me where he 15?27
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“Yes, I rather
led,” said

would be
“Forgive my

expected you
Ching Lung.

pu

before Mr. Ferrers Lord eame—you had some
wilite visitors thien, I think.

“Then they're liars!”

growled Donelan,
“All these scum are liars.

Who were they, If you suspect

curiosity, but have any white men been here | Mr. Donelan?” anything, out with it! What are you trying
recently 2 3 Harold Homnour, who had been blinking | to get at?” :

Donelan was beginning to feel uneasy.|lazily at the underside of the palm-leat 8 | am trvmg‘tp get at ’ﬁhe‘ truth, Mr.
Ching Lung's questions irritated him, but not | thatch, suddenly stirred, and looked at the | Donelan,” said Ching Lung. “I'm not very
g0 much as Hal Honour's silence. The burly | pearler. Donelan was uneasy now. familiar with the reef, but I do know that
engineer sat placidly with folded arms and| “Is this a cross-examination?” he asked. | the nearest white people to you are at the

Lialf-closed eyes, as if the conversation had
not the remotest interest for lum.

“Yes; I've had the police,” said Donelan.
“They came after those pearl- poachiers—weeks
too late, as usual. I guess I'm (saying things
over again. I told you that.”

“But before the police came, and shortly

“I might be a

qmetl;
boat.”

witness
with a lawyer biting at me!
highness driving at?”

“Only that the niggers in the village say
that you had white visitors,”
“and that these men came to you by | ing new

Southern Cross. If they visited you,
come by land, and in the daylight.
those whites who only
dark?”

(Another thrilling instalment of our amaz-
serial of adventure in next week's

they'd
Wl‘o were
came ashore in the

in the witness-box,
What is your

said the prince

issue.)
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