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Long Complete Story, dealmg

with the Adventures of Jimmy Silver &
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Caravan Tour.

By OWEN CONGQUESE

{Author of the Famous

Tales of Rookwood, now appearing in the ° Boys’® Friend.”)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Late Hours!

66 H dear!”
“Oh erumbs!”
“0Oh, Jerusalem!*

From those remarks it might
have bheen judged that the Rookwood
caravanners were not in high spirits.

As a matter of fact, they were not.

Jimmy Silver was n.anfuxh keeping silent,
while Loveli and Raby = and Newcome

lged themselves freely in the ancient
privilege of grousing.

As for Tubby Mufiin, he was fast asleep
inside the caravan, dreammrr of huge joints
of beef,

The Fistical Four were tramping with the
horse, and they were tired; and Robinson
Crusoe, the Lorse, was tned too, and ill-
tempered.

The caravan was progressing slowly up
a steep lane.

Every now and then Robinson Crusoe
stopped, and hblood- -curdling threats and
objurgations failed to make him move on
again till he considered it proper to do so.

Probably Robinson Crusoe considered it
high time that all respectable caravanners
and caravan liorses were in bed, for it was
past ten o'clock, and the Rookwooders were
travelling by moonh’ght.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. were not to hlame.

They were heading for Little Scratcham,
and they had been assured by a wayfarer
that Little Seratcham was only a few miles
ahead, and that at Little Scratcham they
would find a beautiful meadow for camping,
with village shops just handy.

Since then they had covered six miles at
feast, but Littlé Seratcham still remained
eonspicuous by its absence.

High hedges and fields and heavy woods
they passed in abundance, but no village
ecame in sight.

The road was steep, and they were tired,
and Robinson Crusoe was fractious; and even
Tubby Muffin’s smore from the caravan was
irritating, in the circumstances.

The Rookwood juniorse were beginning to
think that the kind wayfarer who had
directed them to Little Scratcham was a
person with a misplaced sense of humour.

Such persons are sometimes met with on
a earavan tour.

“Puzzle—find Little Seratcham!” groaned
Newcome, glaring round into the dim, un-
certain moonlight, “I'm beginning to think
that Little Snmtcham is like old Dickens'
Mrs, Harris—there ain’t no sich person! OCh
dear!”

“Keep smiling!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Rats!”

“Shurrup !”

“We're bound to come oubt somewhere,”
said Jimmy comfortingly.

But his comrades, like Rachel of old,
refused to be comforted.

“Did you work that out in your “head?”
asked Lovell, with crushing sarcasm. ¢ What
a thing it is to have a really brainy chap
in the party! Oh dear!”

“That merchant was pulling our leg,” said
Raby. “I remember now he had a sort of
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grin when he directed us. I wish I had
him here!*

“This blessed lane don’t lead anywhere,
unless it’s into the eclouds!” said Lovell,
with conviction. “The place is a desert,
without a single native to ask guestions of.
Blessed if I knew there were uninhabited
deserts in England before! Why don't they
colonise England instead of sending chaps
to the ends of the earth? Gee-up, you
brute!”

Robinson Crusoe had halted again.

A chorus of objurgations fell upon his ears,
but his ears were closed to the voice of the
charmers.

Apparently Robinson was fed-up.

Lovell,
into play.

Robinson Crusoe looked round reproach-
fully, and set his forefeet more firmly into
the chalky dust.

Judging by appearances, he had decided
to remain there the rest of the night.

Lovell pulled at his head, and Jimmy Silver
and Raby pushed at his haunches, and New-
come tapped him with the whip.

And Robinson Crusoe stood like a British
Grenadier, with a firmness that was entirely
out of place at such a moment.

“Weil, I'm blowed!” gasped Lovell. *“I
believe this blessed hoss would let me pull |
his silly head off rather than move! Xim

up, you hony old scoundrel!”

“Gee-ﬁp!" rcared Raby. “Yourotter! Gee-
up!

But the caravan horse firmly declined to
“ gep.

“Well, this puts the lid on!” said New- |
come. “Let him rest for a bit. I'm going

to sit down.”

The snore in the caravan ceased, and Tubby
Muffin’s fat face looked out.

“8topped ?”’ asked Tubby. “Camping—
what? T say, T'm ready for supper!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Ain’t you camping yet?*

“Can we camp here in a narrow lane?”
roared Lovell. g

“Why don’t you find a camping- place”’

That questwu was too much for Lovell.

He caught up a chunk of chalky earth from
the road, and projected it at Tubby with
deadly aim.

The fat youth of Rookwood disappeared
into the earavan again, with a loud yell.

“Now put your fat head out and ask some
more questions!” roared Lovell.

But Tubby did not. Lovell’s answers to
his questions were tco emphatic.

“1f we only had just a faint notion where
we were!” murmured Newcome. “If only
some blessed native would crop up!”

“Hallo!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“What are you halloing about, fathead?»

“Somebody’s coming.”

“No such luek!” growled Lovell.

“Listen, duffer!®

There was a sound of footsteps on the hard
road. It came from bekind the caravan.

Evidently somebody was coming.

The caravanners’ haobes rose.

A mnative of that benighted region would
at least be able to direct them somewhere,
to Little Seratcham or somewhere else.

They waited eagerly for the stranger to
come up.

{Copyright in the United States of America) ~

out of patience, brought the whip |

“you!”

A boyish figure loomed up at last in the
moonlight on the road. 3

The caravanners dimly made out a slin
and elegant youth, in a straw hat, with a
light cane in his hand.

They gathered ‘to
question him.

But as the stranger came up he was the
first to speak.

He raised his straw hat politely to the
caravanners, and addressed them:

“Pway excuse me! Can you diwect me to
Little Scwatcham?”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need!

‘H. my hat!” groaned Lovell.
There was no help to be had
from the newcomer. He also was
in quest of that mysterious spot,
Little Seratcham.

But there was something familiar to Jimmy
Silver in the rather striking accent of the:
stranger, and also in the eleffant lines of the.

slim ﬁvue
“I think I know,

intercept him and

“Hallo ! said Jimmy,

“Bai Jove!
heah?”

“You're D’Arcy, of St. Jim’s?”

“Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove, and you are
Jimmy Silvah, of Wookwood!” exclaimed the
newcomer, in tones of great pleasure and
satisfaction. “Vewy glad to meet you, deah
boy! Fancy meetin’ you heah!”

“D’Arcy, by gum!” said Lovell.

The mecting was an agreeable one to the
Rookwoed caravanners, though it did not
improve the position so far as information
went.

Well they remembered Arthur Augustus
D’Arey of the Fourth Form at St. Jim's.
whom they had last met at a junior ericket-
match between the two schools.

Arthur Augustus shook hands with the
Rookwooders with great pleasure.

“Awf’ly jollay to. meet you chaps in this
feahful desert!” he said. “Pwwaps you
know where you are. I don’t. Cawavannin®
—what?”

“That's it!” said Raby. ,

“Wippin’! I went cawavannin’ once mth
some chaps fwom 8t. Jim’s, and it was no
end jollay. You're keepin’ on the woad
wathath late.”

“We're trying to find ELittle Seratcham,
and the horse has gone on strike!” groaned
Lovell.

“Oh, gweat Scott! I'm twyin’ to find
Little Scwatcham, too!” ejaculated D’Arcy.

“A chap a few miles back told me it was on
this woad, and only a couple of miles! He
seems to have made wathah a mistake.”

“Chap with a red nose and beery eye?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“Yaaa, that descwibes him wathah accuw~
ately.”

“Then that's the chap who directed us.
A practical joker, I believe. I don’t think

Have I met an acquaintance

- Little Seratcham exists at all!”

“Oh ewumbs!”

Arthur Augustus took oub his eyeglasg,
polished it very thoughtfully, and jammed i
into his eye again.
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_“What are you dolng on this road?” asked
Jimmy. “If youre lost, you'd better stick
to us for a bit.”

“Thank you vewy much, Silvah! I shall
he vewy glad to. I am quite a stwangah in
this  wemarkable locality. 1 awwived by
twain at Oak End, and started to walk to
Oakshott Manor. That chap with the wed
nose told me that there was a short cut by
going’' thwough Little Scwatcham, when I
asked him the way. 1 have been walkin’ a
feahful long time. Do you chaps know where
Oakshott Manor is?”

“Never heard cf it!”

“My bwothah Conway is stayin’ there,”
explained D’Arcy. “It belongs to a chap he
knows—a Colonel Thompson. Evah heard of
him?”

“Neyer!”

“Bai Jove, thon I don't look like findin’
the place to-right! How vewy fortunate
that 1 lefi my bag at the station to be sent
on! I might have been cawwyin' it all this
time! Wathah 1 stwoke of luck—what?”

“Terrific!” said Jimmy Silver gravely.

“Yaas, ! am wathah a lucky chap in some
things,” said Arthur Augustus. “I suppose
you chaps will be campin’ out somewhah
soonah or latah?”

“I suppose s0.”

“If you weally don't mind my inflictin’
myself on ycu, I'd [ike to camp out with
you. 1 am wathah fatigued with walkin'.”

“Welcome as the flowers in May!” said
Jimmy Silver. “I wish we had a camp to
offer you What the thump’s to be done?
We sha'n't get to Little Seratcham to-night,
that’s « cert!”
. “If we cou'd find Oakshott you could camp
in the park,” remarked Arthur Augustus
thoughtialiy. “Old Thompson is a decent
old boy and I'm sure he would willin'ly give
you permish. But as you ean’t find it, that
_v;':;thzm kzecks the idea on the head, doesn't
iton

“It dees—a trifle,” agreed Jimmy Silver.

“I wonder where these Modern bounders
are campiig!” grewled Lovell. “We sighted
them yesterday, and they can't be far off.”

“Modern boundahs!”
surprise. “Who are they, deah boy?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Bome ¢h.ps of Reokwood School—Modern
side,” he explained. “We're Classicals, of
course. You know them—Tommy Dodd and
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle. They're
caravanning. too. and they can’t be many
miles awny.

“Bai Jove! If we could spot their camp-
finh we co-1d dig them out!’ said Arthur
Augustus hopefully.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Gee-up!” roared Lovell.

“Anytiain’ the mattah with
asked D’Arcy.

“Only Les won’t stir.”

“May 1 make a suggestion, deah boys?”

“Go it!”

“If the horse will not go up-hill, pewwaps
he will gn down-hill,” suggested Arthur
Augustus sagely. “It is imposs to camp in
this nawwow lane, but lowah down &

“Well. we can't stop here, for certain,”
agreed Jimmy Silver. “I believe that red-
nosed chap was gammoning with his Little
Scratcham; and this lane leads out on the
Downs, 1 thnk. Shall we go down again,
you fellows?”

“May as well,” said Lovell. “Can’t go
farther 'up, and can’t stick here, so there
doesn’t seem much choice.” +

“Come round, you brute!” said Raby,
tugzing at Robinson Crusoe's head.

Robinson Crusoe shook his head, to shake
off Raby's hand, though it looked as if he
were answeriag in the negative.

“Pewwaps L could lead kim,” suggested
D'Arey

“Try if you like.
taken root here.”

Arthur Augustus tock the bit, and, some-
what to th: surprise of the caravanners, the
horse obeyed his hand without demur.

The swell of St. Jim's had a way with
- horses, and Robinson Crusoe apparently re-
cognised the fact

It was rather difficult to turn the ecara-
van_in the narrow lane, and it had to be
hacked into a hedge before Robinson Crusoe
could be brought round. 5

There was a bump as the back of the van
smote the high, thick edge.

It was feilowed by another bump inside the

the horse?”

I believe the brute's

caravan ant a fiendish yell from Tubby The man reflected

Muifin. “Keep down this road for a mile or so,”
“Yaroooh!” he said. “Turn to the left (at the cross

ruesoav: - THE VENTRILOQUIST'S REVENGE!™ cuois™

repeated D’Arcy in

“Bai Jove! Is there somebody inside the
van?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus in surprise.

“Ha, ha! Yes. Tubby Muffin was in the
burk. I fancy he’s on the floor now.”

“Yaroooh! Wharrer you up to?” came a
roar from the van. “You silly asses, I've
broken my neck! Ow, ow!”

“Ha, ba, hal?

“Come wound, old horse! That's wight!”

Robinson Crusoe came round, and quite
contentedly ctarted down-hill. He seemed
to like that better than going up.

Tabby Muffin put a furious face out of the

van.

“What silly id o} s that leading the horse,
and bumping a chap out of bed?” he roared.

“Bai Jove! I'm leadin’ the horse, Muffin.”

“Oh! Ah! Yoeu! Js that D'Arcy? How
do you do old chap? Sorry!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Tubby d.sappeared again.

The vain rumoled away down the steep
lane, th: caravacners heading for the spot
where they had met the red-nosed gentlemam,
and where the road =as at least wide enough
for a hay to be made for the night.

Before ther reached 1t, however, a pedes-
trian came in sight in the moonlight.

“Bai Jove! That's the chap!” exclaimed
Arthur Augrstus.

“Collar him before he can get away!”
whispered Lovell. “We'll teach the silly
idiot to play trick- omn caravanners!™

The red-nased ma.. stared at them and
came up, heedless of the glares the cara-
vanners turnz=d on him

“Didn't you find Little Scratcham, after
all?” he ingaired. -

“No!” said Lovell sulphurously.

“Given it up—eh?” asked the stranger.
“You didn't keep on far enough. I'm going
there myself, if youd like a guide.”
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Jimmy Pilver & Co. blinked at him, re-
straining their desive to seize him and bump
him on the road.

It was possible, after all, that the man
had given them directions in good faith,
and if that was th case they did not want
to reward his good-nature with a bumping.

But they did not fecl inclined to accept
his offer of gmdance.

If he was, as they suspected, a practical
joker, he was quite likely to strand them
high up the hill and vanish.

Moreover, it was improbable that Robinson
Crusoe eould have beer indvced to negotiate
the steep lane again

“Thanks!” .aid Jimmy, rather uncertainly.
“But we're sticking to the lower road. We'll
take our chance.’

“Pewwaps you can diwect us to Oakshott
Manor,” remarked Arthur Augustus. “I know
it is somewhah about.”

“ Quickest way is through Little
Scratcham,” onswer.d the red-nosed gentle-
man, so gravely thit it was impossible to
tell whether he was “pulling their leg ™ or
not. “I told you so, sir.”

“Yaas; but isn't there some othah way?”

“Well, there’s the way by the high-road,
of course, if you prefer that.”

“That’ll suit us,” said Jimmy Silver.
“You think Colonel Thompson would let us
camp in his park. D'Arcy?”

“I am quite suah of it, deah boy. He is
a fwiend of my patal, you know, and I
know him vewy well. Wely on that.”

“Good! How do we get there, by the
high-road?” asked Jimmy, eyeing the red-
nosed gentleman keenly.”

roads, and keep on another mile. Thea
you'll see a white gate in the park wall. You
could go in there if you liked, but if you
want the grand entrance, you'll have to
keep on to the pond, aud turn to the right
again, which will bring you to- the front
gates of Oakshott.”

“Thank you!”

“Not at all, sir; always glad to help a
strapnger find his way,” said the man civilly,
and he touched his hat and went on.

“Bai Jove! That seems cleah enough,”
said Arthur Augustus. “Come on!”

“Well, we shall sce whether he was gam-
moning,” remarked Lovell. “I don't trust
that chap much.”

The caravanners moved on

Robinson Crusoe seemed to be understudy-
ing a snail in his rate of progression, but
they reached the cross-roads at inst.

There they turned to the left, as the
red-nosed gentleman had directed, and kept
on for another mile and a half

By that time they were tired almost to
sinking, and they were murmuring remarks
about the red-nosed man.

But the sight of a great white
a park wall cheered thera up

gate ju

“Bai Jove! It’s all wight!” exclaimed
D’'Arcy. *“There's the gate!”

Jimmy Silver looked at his watch.
“Midnight, 1 suppose?” asked Raby.
“Half-past!” said Jimmy

“Oh, my hat!”

The caravanners stopped abreast of the
big, wooden gates that gave admiltanee to
the shadowy park.

The gates were on the lateh.

Jimmy Silver looked at Arthur Augustus
inquiringly.

“You feel sure the colonel would
camp here?” he asked

“Yaas, wathah!”

“It would be a bit thick knocking up the
place after miduight, to ask permission.”
said Jimmy. “They must all have been in
bed long age. And—and it means a thump-
ing long walk to get round to the front
of the place. This park seems to run along
a good half-mile.”

“Let's go in here,” said Lovell.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Yaas, I think that's a good ideah. 1
weally do not feel inclined to wake them
up at this hour, if it can be helped,” he said
“You see, they won't bhe expectin’® me to-
night, as I did not awwive in time for bed
1 was supposed to get there earlay. I would
much wathah dwop in in the mornin’, if you
fellows could put me up.”

“No difficulty about that,” said Jimmy
“The only question is, are you quite sure
that Colonel Thompson won't mind us camp
ing without asking him first?”

Arthur Augustus smiled.

“I know he wouldat like to be knocked
up at this time of night,” he said. “But I
am equally suah that he would qot have
the slightest objection to your campin” heah,
especially as you are fwiends of mine. Pway
let us enter heah, and make the best of it.”

“All right, then.”

Arthur Augustus opened the wooden gate
as he spoke, and the caravanners gladly led
Robinson Crusoe through.

Knocking up the house at one in the morn-
ing was not agreeable to them, and it would
certainly have put —a bhig strain on the
colonel's. civility.

More serious still than that was the fact
that going to the house meant another long
tramp, when their legs were aching already
with fatigue. i .

So far as they could see in the moonlight,
the park stretched without limit, and the

let us

L mansion might have been a mile away or
i more.

D’Arey’s assurance as to the hospitality
of the colemel seemed quite sufficient, as he
knew the gentieman well. ;

But fatigue was the most convincing argu-
ment, and the caravanners were not inclined
to argue the point ”

Arthur Augustus held the gate open while
the caravan was led in, and clozed it care-
fully again. ;

A broad drive ran along under big trees,
and lost itself in the distance.

In the moonlight, the caravanuners turned
from the drive into a dusky glade of the
wood.

There, in great relief, they halted.

Robinson Crusoe was turned out and
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tethered, and he began cropping at once,
with great satisfaction.

The tent was taken out and erected, and
then there wus a cold supper—the cara-
vanners did not think cf lighting a camp-
fire.

But bread and cheese, and cold boiled
potatoes, and cold cofifee, were very welcome,
and  Arthur  Aungustys pronounced it a
“wippin’® wepast.”

Lovell turned in in the van, braving Tubby.

Muffin’s snore, and Arthur Augustus shared
the tent with Jimmy and Raby and New-
come.

And about a minute after they were in the
biankets the ecaravanners and their guest
forgot all their troubles in balmy slumber.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Wrong Box!

€ 00D gad!™
That exclamation, uttered in thun-
derous tones, awakened Jimmy

Silver & Co. in the morning.

Jimmy put his head out of the tent.

1t was still early, but the summer sunshine
was streaming down upon the park and the
camp ol the Rookwood caravanners.

A stranger had arrived on the scene.

He was a man of middle age, in shooting
clothes, with-a gun under his arm.

An eyveglass was cscrewed inte his right
eye, and his eye gleamed behind it like an
clectric spark.

His white moustache, which contrasted
with the brown of his face, was trembling
with wrath.

In fact, the shooting gentleman secmed
to be bristling all over, like an angry pereu-
pine.

“My hat!” murmured Jimmy.
who that merchant is? Il it's
he doesn't seem pleased.”

The gentleman with the gun was staring
at the caravan camp, walking round it and

“I wonder
the colonel

ejaculating, peering at the van, the tent,
the tethered horse, and the other appurten-
ances.

He really leooked as if he could hardly he-

lieve his ¢yes, or his eyeglass.

jood gad!” he repeated.
Good gad!”

“Better get your clobber on, you fellows,”
murmured Jimmy Silver. “I’ve a faint idea
that there's coing to be trouble. I—I'm
afraid D’Arey was mistaken ahout the
colonel giving us a welcome.”

':}mposs, deah boy! 1 am quite suah of

“Amazin’!

it.
“He doesn't look pleased, anyway.”
Arthur Augustus peered out of the tent.

‘Bai Jove! That old corkah isn't Colonel
'lnompson" he said.

‘Oh! He looks as if he owns the place.”

“Must bLe a guest of the colouel’s, deah
boy. 1 dare say he is surpwised to see a
cawavan heah, but, as he is only a guest in
the place, he weally has no wight to cut up
wusty.”

Jimmy Silver was relieved.

“All serene, then,” he said.
quick, all the same.”

It did not take the caravanners long te
dress.

Lovell and Tubby Muffin turned out of the
caravan as Jimmy Silver, Raby, Newcome,
and D’Arcy came out of the tent.

“But dress

The man with the gun glared at them,
his eyes glittering, and his face almost
purple.

“Who are you? What are you doin’ here?”
he spluttered.

“Pway lewve it to me, deah hoys, as [ vm
a . guest of the colonel’s,” said Arthur
Augustus, “I will deal with this person.

“Who are _‘,ou“’ roared the irate genile-
man. “What do you mean by campm" here,
you gang of vagahouaﬁ

"Thcse chaps camiped here on my sugges-
tion,” answered Arthur Auvgustus calmly.

“You! Who are you?”

“I wefuse to weply to a question couched
in such wude terms.”

“What? What?”

“I wegard you as actin’ in an unbecomin’
mannah, sir!” said Arthor Augustus reprov-
ingly.

Certainly, the stranger was acting in an un-
hecoming manner in displaying so much fury;
but the expression on his face when D’Arcy
told nim so was really entertaining.

He spluttered for scme moments, as if the
swell of Gt. Jim’s had quite taken his breath
away.

“You

xmpcrtment young scoundrel!” he

“How dare you trespass here?”

“I do not wegard our pwoceedin’® in
campin’ in tnis park as twespassin’.”

“What? It is a private park!”

“Yaas; 1 am awah of that fact. But 1
have as much wight heah as you have!”

“You—you—you impertinent young vagza-
bond! 'T'll have the lot of you arrested, by
gad!" As much right here—  Good gad!”
Certainly. eir! I am a guest of the
mastah of this piace, 25 I pwesume you are,
fwom your pwesence heah!” said D'Arcy,
with dignity.

“What? 1 am
you young 1001'

“Wuht i

“\Wha

the master of this place,
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CHUMS.

“Wubbishk !” said Arthur Augustus. “I am
alludin’ to Colonel Thompson.”

“What—who?"”

“It is quite useless for you to pwetend
that you are Colonel Thomp~on ” said Arthur
Augustus calmly. “I am vewy well ae-
quainted with that gentleman, and you can-
not spoof me, sir.**

Splutter!

“Pway contwol
weally dangewous,
to angwy passions like this.
a stwoke.”

“Good gad!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned joyously.

Arthur Augustus DArcy was a delight to
the Rookwood fellows, though his interlocutor
did not seem to be de]ight-ed.

“By gad,” spluttered the apngry man, “I'll
have you turned off by my keepers! I'll have
you arrested! I'll have you flogged! Here,
James—Thomas!”

Two men dressed as keepers were coming
along the drive, and they hurried their steps
at the call.

They, too, seemed astonished to find a
caravan camp in the park.

“Turn them out!” roaved the white-whis-
kered gentieman. “Drive them off my land!”

A dreadful suspicion flached into Jimmy
Silver's mind.

Such conduct on the part of a guest in the
place was impossible, unless the old gentle-
man was mad.

Certainly he was not Colonel Thompson;
but it was pretty clear tlmt he was master of
the place.

Jimmy remembered hm suspicions of the
red-nosed man who had directed him, and
those suspicions were confirmed now.

He realised what had happened.

“Hald on!” he exclaimed. “Is this place
Dakshott?”?

D’Arcy glanced at him.

“Of course it's Oakshott,

“You'ra making a mistake, sir,”
of the keepers, civilly enough.
Manor is six miles from here.”

“Gweat Scott!”

Arthur Augustus almost fell down.

“What place is this, then?” ejaculated
Lovell,

‘Oak End Cna\e, sir.”

“0Oh erumbs!”

“We—we—we've been taken in!”

your tempah, sir: It is
at your age, to give way
You might have

Sitvah!”
said one
“Qakshott

stuttered

Raby. “0Oh, my hat! That beast was a
practical joker, after all.”

Arthur 2ugustus stood rooted to the
ground.

He realised the dreadful truth.

1t was not Oakshott at all, and the irate
gentleman was monarch of all he surveyed
on that especial corner of the earth.

The red-nosed man had evidently been
humorous once more at the expense of the
caravanners. and had deliberately sent them
to Oak Xnd Chase instead of to their
destination.

And the landowner was evidently not a
hospitahle gentleman—mnot at all.

“Oh cwumbs!” murmured Arthur Augustus
at last. “We appeah to have put our foot in
it, deah boys! I weally apologise!”

“Turn them out!” the old gentleman was
raving. “Kick them out at the gates!”

“Who  is that person, my man?”’ asked
D'Arcy, addressing one of the keepers.

“Squire Tipton, sir. You’d better go.” *

Arthur Augustus stepped towards the
furious man.

“Pway ailow me to explain, sir!”

“Don’t address me, you tramp! Drive

them out!”

“I insist upon explainin’, Mr. Tipton. We
came in heah undah the 1mpmes~10n that
this was Oakshott Manor

“Don't tell me silly falsehoods!” roared
the squire. “By gad! Don't turn them out!
I'll- have the whole gang arrested! I've no
doubt they've been stealing! I'll have that
van searched! Keep them here till I come
back !”

Mr. Tipton strode away up the drive.

Arthur Augustus glanced at the dismayed
Rookwood juniors, 5

“Undah the cires, deah boys, I think we
had bettah not stop for bwekkah,” he said
calmly. “Bettah get out, as our pwesence
heah seems wathah unwelcome to the ownah
of the place.”

“I rather agree!” said Lovell,
grin.

The two keepers exchanged glances.

“You heard what the squire said, sir,”
said Thomas. “You're to stay here till he
comes back.”

with a faint
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“The squire can go and eat coke!”
answered Jimmy Siiver. “Get the horse in,
you chaps!”

And the caravanners prepared to start,
the two keepers watching them rather
uncertainly.

Robhinson Crusoe was put in, and the tent
was struck, and the caravanners hastily
packed up their impedimenta.

But as Jimmy Silver started to lead the
horse back to the drive the two keepers
barred the way.

“Clear!” said Jimmy tersely.

“You heard w the squire said—*

“Bother the sguire!”

“Yaas, wathah! I wefuse to
slightest notice of that extwemely
and ill-mannahed old person!”

“You can’'t go!™ said the keeper.

“We'll jolly soon see about that!”
answered Jimmy S&ilver, his eyes gleaming.
“Will you let us pass?»

SN 22

“Play up, Rookwood!” shouted Jimmy.

The Fistical Four rushed on the
keepers, Arthur Augustus with them.

James and Thomas had set themselves to
carry out their master’s autocratic order;
but, as a matter of fact, they had taken
on a task that was rather too large for
them.

The juniors collared them, whirled them
over, and pitched them among the trees,
in spite of their strugsgles.

Then the caravan rumbled on.

The two keepers sat up in the grass, gasp-
ing, and blinked after the caravan as it
rolled on towards the white gates.

They did not follow it. 7

Jimmy Silver & Co. marched out of the
gates unhindered, and the caravan took the
road, and—rather anxious to put a good
distance between themselves and Oak End
Chase—the juniors pushed on without a
pause, feeling rather relieved when two or
three good miles lay behind them.

take the
wude

two

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Qussy Gets it!

46 Al Jove, I'm wathah glad we've got
cleah away fwom that extwemely
unpleasant old gentleman!”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Lovell,

“We must have covahed four miles at
lcast,” remarked Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
“I think we must be vewy neah Oakshott
uow.”

“About a mile,” said Jimmy Silver.

At some distance from the Chase the
caravanners had inquired their way again.

Arthur Augustus wanted to get to Oak-
shott, where his brother was, and he assured

 the caravanners so sincerely that they would

be welcome there that Jimmy Silver & Co.

. decided to accompany him.

They wanted to camp somewhere for break-
fast, and Oakshott seemed a safe refuge from
possible pursuit by the incensed squire.

Tubby Muffin’s veice was heard in plaintive

: accents from the, van. Tubby wanted to

feed.

But they did not heed Tubby.

In cheery spirits they sauntered along the
sunny lane with the rumbling caravan, Robin-
son Crusoe pulling with equal cheerfulness for
once.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Lovell suddenly.

. He was looking across the fields to the
right.

In the distance there was a lane at right
angles, and coming along that lane towards
the corner where the roads met was a
caravan.

The Classical juniors recognised it at once.

“The merry 3oderns!” ejaculated Raby.

“This is the third or fourth time we’ve
dropped - on them,” snid Jimmy Silver.
“They must have been in Oak End this

morning, to judge by the way they're
coming.”

“Your fwiends at Wookwood?” asked
Arthur  Augustus, turning his eyeglass

towards the distant Modern caravan across
the flelds.

“That's it.”

“We shall meet them at the cornah,”
said Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove! They're
lookin’ this way!”

“They've seen us,” said Lovell, and he
“waved his hand.

A minute or two later the caravans were
hidden from each other as they moved on
past an enclosed park.

NEXT
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The park wall ran right on to the corner,
and the high wall and the trees behind it
hid the two parties from one another's view,

The three Tommies had recognised the
Classical van before it passed oub of sight.

Tommy Dodd knitted his brows.

“It’s the Classical gossoons!” said Tommy
Doyle. “Phwat are ye thinking of, Tommy
darling ?**

“I've got it!”

“Phwat have you got

“No rags,” said Cook. “We're ‘ three
and they seem to be six now—and it’s not
good enough, Tommy. We should get the
ragging.”

Tommy Dodd sniffed.

“There's such a thing as
answered loftily.

“Yes, I know; but you don’t know any-
thing about i, old chap.”

“Fathead!”

Having crushed Tommy Cook with that
emphatic rejoinder, Tommy Dodd went on
victoriously :

g

strategy,” he

A MISTAKE SOMEWHERE !
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sat
up, dazed, in a foot of water,
amazed, and bilinking help-
lessly at the practical jokers.
“D-D-D'Arcy !’ stutitered
Tommy Dodd. * I thoughi
it was the Classical caravan!
Sorry, old chap !
(See Chapter 4.)

“They’re out of sight now,
going straight on to the corner.

but they're
So are
we. We shall meet. at the corner.”

“8ure, it's as good as anything in Buclid;
Tommy darling! Did you work that out in
yer head?” >

“Don’t be a funny ass, old chap! Halt!”?

“Phwat are we halting for intirely?”

“Because I tell you to, ass!” replied
Tommy Podd autocratically.

And the Modern caravan came to a stand-
still.

“On, all right!” said Doyle resignedly.

“Now, look here,” said Dodd. “This brick
wall runs right atong fo the corner.”

“Looks to me as if it’s standing still.”

“Eh? Of course it's standing still!”

“8ure, you said it was running along to
the corner,” said Doyle innocently.

Tommy Dodd gave his chum an almost
sulphurous look.

“You funny ass!” he roared. “I wasn’f
asking you for idiotic jokes. This wall
reaches as far as the cqrner, where it turns
off sharp. Well, leave "the van here for a
bit, and come on.”

£

He started at a run for the corner, and
his two chums followed him.

They reached the corner, where the brick
wall had a sharp angle, while the Classica!
van was still at a distance from the spot.

Doyle was about to look round the corner,

when Tommy Dodd grasped his neck and
dragged him back just in time.

“Yow-ow!” gasped Doyle.

“Don’t show yourself, fathead!” said Dodd

in a fierce whisper.
“Phwy not?”
“Isn’t it an ambush?*” said Tomwmy.
“0Oh, I see!”
“Time you did!” snorted Tommy
“We're going to give Jimmy Silver a shock.

They don’t know we're here; they think
we're crawling on w the caravan, same
as they are. Their was nearer to the

¢ got here first, only
I can hear their wheels

corner, and they'd t
we’ve run it.
now.”
There was a rumbling of wheels and a
jingling of harness round the corner.
The Classical caravan was close at hand.

Hark!

////

“You see that pond in the middle of the
cross-roads?” continued 'Tommy, his eyes
gleaming with the light of battle, and
satisfaction at his own masterly strategy.

“Bure, I'm not blind!»

“Well, as soon as they come up we
out—-—"

“Do we?" asked Cook doultfully.

“We do!” hissed his leader. “We
the first one that comes to hand—let’s hope
it’s Jimmy Silver—and before they have
time to say ‘Bow-wow!’' we rush him and
sit him down in the pond!”

“ontr

“Then we bunk,” said Tommy Dodd.
“They're too many for us, or we'd duck the
whole gang! See?”

“Suppose we ecollar
ducking him.”

“Jt won't be Tubby. He mnever walks if
he can help it. He'll be in the van.”

“Yes, that's so. It’s hound to be one cf
the Fistical Four!” said Cook.” “We'll give
em fistical fours !

“Hush! They're close!”

The three Tommies lay very low.

'Tee PoruLAr.—No. 185.
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6 Have You Seen

it was the old rivalry of Modern and Classi-
¢a} at Rookwood which had led Tommy Dedd
to lay that little ambush.

Sitting a Classical suddenly down in 4
shallow pond appeared a screaming joke to
tiie Moderns, though the Classical point of
view was likely to be quite different.

They echaritably hoped that it would be
Jimmy Silver upon whom their hands fell,
but Lovell or Raby or Newcone would be
almost equally welcome.

They waited breathlessly.

iomble, rumble!

The Classical van was almost at the corner.

A youth walking a little ahead of the
caravan came past the corner, and the three
Tommies rushed out, like hawks swooping
upen their prey. -

Without even looking at the newcomer
they pounced at him.

A startled gasp escaped him as three pairs
of hands grasped him suddenly, and he was
whipped off his feet and rushed to the pond.

Splash!

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Moderns as the
unfortunate victim sat down in a foot of
water.

“Yawoooh!”

“Hallo! Why——"

“Gweat  Scott!
shrieked the vietim. .

Tommy Dodd & Co. had intended to rush
back—executing a masterly, strategic retreat
—a8 soon as they had sat the Classical in
the pend.

But they stopped.

For it was not a Classical—it was not &

Yawoooh! Wescue !”

Rookwood fellow at all—whom they had
collared and ducked.
It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of St.

Jim’s.

The St. Jim's junior sat dazedly in a foot
of water, utterly amazed, and blinking help-
lessly at the practical jokers.

“Gwoogh! Oh deah! Yawoooh! - Oh!
Ah! Yah!” he stuttered.

“D-D-D’Arcy!” stuttered Temmy Dodd
blankly “I—I—— Oh, my hat!”

“A—a St. Jim's chap!” gasped Cook. “I1—i

Jhought that was the Classical caravan!
Sorry, old chap!”

South Africa’s Brobdingnagian Locomotives

the Grand Real Action Photo of J. Cock—

The hapiess | rs supposed for a moment
that it was & St. Jim’s caravan party they
had mistaker for the Classicals.

But they were quickly undeceived.

They stared round to find Jimmy Silver &
Co. rushing at thom.

The Fistical Four had been as surprised as
D’Aréy for a moment, but only for a moment.

They understood that the unfortunate swell
of St, Jim’s had got what was intended for
-them, and they rushed to the attack.

Had t.e three Tommies executed their
strategic retreat at once all would have been
well wita them. y

But the recognition of D’Arcy had held
them to the spot. It was only a matter of
moment:, but moments were enough.

’l‘#e Fistical Four came upon them with a
Tusn.

“PDuck them!” roared Jimmy Silver.

“ Here—I say—— Oh, my hat!”

The three Moderns resisted gallantly.

But four to three were too many for them.
There were three Leavy splashes in the pond.

And the three Tommies did not sit In it.
They went in headlong.

Three gurgling yells were heard, and there

was a terrific puffing and gasping and
splashing.
Arthur Augustus had serambled dazediy

to his feet, and Jimmy Silver gave him a
hand out of the water.

He came out dripping.

“B-b-bai Jove! Wh-a-at does this mean?”
gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Yow-ow-ow!” suorted Tommy Todd. “Oh
dear!” He stood up in the water aud glared
4t the grinning Classicals. “Sorry, D’Arcy!
We took you for one of these rotters
Oow! Ow!” 5

“Oh! Bai Jove!”

“Just like you Maoderns—always bungling!”
said Lovell disparagingly. “Don’'t try to
crawl out. You’ll only get shoved in again!”

“Bai Jove! I'm wathah wet!”

“Not half so wet as those Modern worms!”
said Raby comfortingly.

“Let us ovt, you silly chumps!” roared
Tommy Doyle.

Arthur Augustus gazed down at his lower
garmends in dismay.

oottt ainiaieaiainiinisiae sk delniisioissiomiaiteislieis

His
state,

heautiful trousers were in a dreadful
dripping with water and oozing with
mud. But he grinned a little.

The contrit.on of the Modern juniors wuas
very evident. and their punishment had been
prompt and severe.

“Pway let them
Arthur Augustus.
fellah’s twousahs.”

“Better pelt = ‘em!”?
“There’s some clods here.’

“No; let them out, deah hoy.”

The three Moderns were allowed to crawl
out of the pond.

They were dripping with mud frem head to
foot, and preseated a sorry spectacle; and
the Classicals howled with merriment at the
sight of them.

Augustus smiled, in spite of the
twousahs.”

out,
“It’s

deah hoys!” said
wathah wuff on a

said  Neweome.

“Bai Jove! You fellows lcok wet,” he re-
marked.
“Ow! Ow! Groogh!”

“You had bettuh come along with us,” said
Arthur Augustus hospitably. “You want a
clean and a change wathah badly. *We're
just on Oakshott, where we're gein’ to stop,

and you caa get a change there. I will see
you thwough, deah boys.”
“Thanks!” gasped Tommy Dodd. “I—I

say, it was too bad ¢itting you in the pond,
but—but we—we—"

“All wight, deah boy. Come on!”

And the Classicals and Moderns arrived at
Oakshott together, Jimmy Silver & Co.
chortling all the way, and Arthur Augustus
smiling.

# e P e s e

The rival earavanners camped at Oakshott
for a day and a night, finding a warm wel-
come there.

When they took the road again it was in
company, and they buried the hatchet tiil
the caravan tour closed with the holiday,
only to remew it, of course, when the new
term opened at Rookwood Echool.

THE END.

(Another splendid story of Jimmy Silver
& Co., of Rookwood, entitled, “The Ven-
triloquist's Revengel™ in next week’s issue.)

©

All about the Famous Engine whicl: forms the Subject of Our Grand Free Plate.

ﬂ
HE Union of South Africa has an
extremely extensive railway system
which includes the railways of Cape
Colony, Natal, Orange State, and
Transvaal. 1t also works important sections
of the Rhodesia railways. The South African
railways are expected to be much in the
public” eye when the Cape to Cairo railway
dream becomes a reality.

The Cape, or southern, section of the iron
road that is to run from the Mediterranean
coast of the Africa continent on the north
to the extreme south of it at Cape Town is
finished in working order. We can already
travel by train for 2,632 miles, from Cape
Town to BukKama, in the Congo State, of
which nearly 2,000 miles, through British
territory—the Union of South Africa, Bechu-
analand, and the Protectorate, Mashonaland,
and Rhodesia—to the Congo State border at
Sakania is by the weekly Zambesi express
de luxe mail, occupying four days on the
journey.

The big Pacific engine, a representation
of which -in facsimile colours is presented
with this issue of the PorULAR, is not
uncommon in South Africa, although the
Motherland only boasts two examples at
present—the Great Bear (G.W.R.) and the
Great Northern (G.N.R.).

The great size of No. 816 is the mere re-
markable as the gauge of the South African
railways is only 3 ft. 6 in., against the
4 ft. 8% in. of this country. Our gauge is
therefore 34 per cent bigger than the South
African. But the absence of overbridges

Tre Porurar.—No. 185.
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and other restrictions enable on the principal
sections of the South African system loco-
motives 10 ft. 10 in. wide (above platform
level) and 13 ft. high, to the top of the
chimney, to be employed. The “overhang”
from the outside of the rail on either -side
thus being no less than 8 ft. 5 in.—almost
equal to the gauge, which is reckoned from
inner edge to inner edge of the pair of rails.

- It is worthy of record that the earliest
railways in South Africa—both in the Cape
and in Natal—were originally laid to the
standard English gauge of ft. 8% in,,
but the gauge was afterwards narrowed to
3 ft. 6 in. Of this 3 ft. 6 in. gauge, the
Union of South Africa Railways possess no
less than 8,264 miles. The State also works
968 miles of 3 ft. 6 in. gauge railway in
what was German South-West Africa. The
Union of South Africa owns alsc 1,296 miles
of tailway of the extremely narrow gauge
of 2 ft., and works in the conguered German
territory a further 517 miles of 2 ft. gauge
line.

The Scuth African railways were laid out
without much regard for express trains and
heavy loads. Although much has been done
and is still being done to improve the rail-
way, there are still several long lengths of
line which have terrible curves and extremely
steep gradients. £

‘With the less powerful locomotives of some
‘years ago, running trains over the curves and
inclines of the Hek Mountains section was
exciting work, and caused much anxiety to

“THE VENTRILOGUIST'S REVENGE!"

the railway staff. DBut the powerful engines

CHUMS.

W\NWV'\/‘\NVV\/V\/\/\N\/\N\/\MN\E

similar to No. 816 have largzely dispersed
the troubles and dangers from the South
African railways, as these big Pacifics are
masters of all reasonable loads. This wiil
be obvious when we mention some of the
dimensions. The cylinders (two outside) have
the big diameter of 22 in., and the stroke is
25 in.; the six coupled wheels are only 5 ft.
diameter, whilst the hogie wheels have a
diameter of 2 ft. 6 in., and the trailing pair
are 2 ft. 9 in. diameter. The steam pressure
allowed is 180 1b. per square inch, whilst the
heating surface totals up to as muech as
2,177 sq. ft., and the grate arca is 86 sq. ft.
There are 513 tons weight available for
adhesion on the six coupled wheels, the total
weight of the engine being 8 tons and of
the tender 5134 tons—a ‘total of 134% tons.
The engine and tender are 56 ft. in length—
equal to the combined frontage of three
really large shops in London’s best business
thoroughfares.

Like most modern locomotives
African. railway gianis are super-heaters, the
super-heat surface. being 367 sq. ft. The
tender is carried on two four-wheel bogies;
its capacity is 4,250 gallons of water and 10
tons of coal.

The Union of South Africa Railways own
nearly 1,800 engines and 2,900 passenger, ete.,
vehicles, besides nearly 32,000 goods wagons
of various kinds. A hundred million pounds
have been spent on the system. Last year
the gross. revenue was nearly £24,000,000,
with a surplus of about  £5,000,000 towards
interest, etc., charges. d

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

EFIR.A N B

RICEI A RIDS

(Author of the Famous School Tales of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.)

nT HE brute!”
Frank and his cousin Boh were on
As they approached the opening of the
squealing of a horse in pain.
upon them that called that indignant ex-
trail, its head down to the trunk, and a
The schoolboys:'knew the man by sight. It
poker and euchre with the cattlemen and
evidently an expensive beast. It looked like
Roped securely to the tree, the animal
Taking care to keep out of reach of the
arm.
“You coward!” bellowed Bob Lawless
The man's swarthy face was set with rage,
“Mind your own business!” he snapped
“It is any decent fellow’s business to inter-
“It's my horse, you young fool!”
Frank hotly. “You ought to be lynched!”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Frank Richards' eyes blazed as he
their way to Cedar Creek School in the frosty
trail through the timber a loud, shrill squeal-

The chums quickened their pace, and rode
clamation from Frank’s lips.
man was raining blows upon it with a heavy
was Poker Pete, the “sport” of Thompson,
ranchers.
a cross between a Western pony and an
could only whirl about and kick, unable to
lashing hoofs, Poker Pete lashed and lashed
The chums of Cedar Creek drew rein at
furiously. “Leave that horse alone!”
his eyes gleaming. He paused a moment in
savagely.
fere, you cowardly brute!” he exclaimed.
“That doesn’t give you a right to treat
esoav: ** THE SGHOOLBOY

Frank Richards takes a Hand.
uttered the words.
winter morning.
ing greeted their ears—the shrill, hysterical
into the timber, and then the scene burst
A horze was roped to a tree beside the
cowhide.
an enterprising sharper who lived by playing
The horse was a handsome animal, and
English thoroughbred.
aet at its tormentor.
with the cowhide with all the strength of his
once.
Poker Pete glared round.
the cruel punishment
Frank Richards jumped to the ground.
“How dare you treat a horse like that?”
the animal in-such a brutal way!” exclaimed
TUESRAY!

“Oh, don't chew the rag with me!” snarled
Poker Pete. “Get on your way to school, you
baby-faced whelp!"®

He turned to the horse again, and the
cowhide rose and fell with cruel force.

The horse kicked and plunged and squealed.

Frank Richards ran forward, his teeth set.

Poker Pete was a full-grown man, and
Frank was @ boy; and the man was reputed a
dangerous character

But Frank did not hesitate. He grasped
the ruffian by the shoulder and dragged him
back with such force that Poker Pete whirled
round and sat down in the snow.

The sudden fall jarred every bone in his
body, and he zat and gasped.
Bob Lawless joined his

riding-whip in hand.

Poker Peve glared up at them breathlessiy.

c¢hum at onece,

“You—you " he stuttered.
“Get up, you rotter, and try it on wus
instead of the gee-gee!” exclaimed Bob.

“We'll hand you as good as you give!”

The sport staggered to his feet.

He gripped the cowhide hard, and seemed
on the point of rushing on the two school-
boys. -

Frank and Bob faced him coolly, gripping
their riding-whips.

1t dawned on the sharper that he was not
likely to get the best of such a contest, and
he paused, gritting his teeth.

“You young fools!” he shouted.
you mind your own business?
in that horse!”

“Liar!” said Bob cheerfully. *You're ill-
treating it because you're a cowardly beast!”

“I tell you he threw me this morning!
said Poker Pete hoarsely. *“He pitched me

“Can’t
I'm breaking

out of the saddle. I'm teaching him a
lesson !
“You should learn to ride, then!’ said

Bob contemptuously. “He wouldn’t piteh
me off, I guess. Take some riding lessons
instead of playing poker so much in the Red
Dog saloon.”

“Will you clear off and leave me alone,
you young hounds?” shiouted Poker Pete.

“I guess not!”

“I tell you I'm going to cowhide that brute
till he hasn't a kick left in his carcase!” said
Poker Pete between his teeth.

“And I tell you ydu're not!” said Frank
Richards grimly. “You're not going to fouch
him again!”

HORSE-MASTER! "

“1 guess 2

“0h, shut up!”

Poker Pete seemed again on the point of
springing at the chums like a panther. But
again he restrained himself.

He stepped back and leaned against a
tree, with a bitter look, and took out his
cigar-case.

“I guess I'll wait!"* he remarked.

There was a pause. 3

The sport knew that Rancher Lawless’ son
and nephew were on their way to school,
and that they had no time to lose. He
could afford to wait, and they could not.

Bob Lawless looked doubtfully at his chium,

“We shall be late, Franky!”" he muttered.

Frank Richards’ jaw set grimly. He did
not intend to abandon the horse to the
cruelty of “its owner.

From' Frank's point of view, a man who
could not treat a horse decently had no
right to own one, though perhaps that point
of view was not yet embodied in the law.

He turned his back on the sport, and
moved towards the panting horse.

“Look out, Frank!” exclaimed DBob
anxiously.

“All serene, old scout!”

Frank was careful not to get within reach
of the hoofs.

The horse was in a frantic state from its
savage punishment, and would certainly bave
smashed up friend or foe if within reach.

Its eyes gleamed wickedly round at Frank,
and it made an effort to reach him with a
kick.

But the schoolboy kept clear.

He moved round the tree to which the
animal's head was roped, and took out hiz
clasp-knife.

Poker Pete started forward as he uader-
stood the schoolboy’s intention.

“Let that rope alone!” he shouted.

“Stand clear!” answered Frank.

The rope passed right round the trunk,
and from .the safe side of the tree ¥rank
Richards sawed across it with the keen
blade.

Bob Lawless ran back to the ponies in the
trail and mounted one, holding the other
ready for Frank.

As soon as the maddened horse was loose
it was prudént to keep out of its reach.
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Poker Pete ran towards Frank.

But the keen blade was through the rope
in a couple of slashes, and the horse threw
up its freed head.

The sport made a desperate spring back,
and leaped into the branches of the nearest
tree as the animal reared and plunged.

Frank Richards swung himself upon a
branch.

With a shrill neigh, the biack horse dashed
out into the trail, his tail tossing wildly, his
mane streaming in the wind,

Down the trail towards the distant Cedar
Creek he went at a mad gallop, his reins
on_his meck, his hoofs thudding furiously.

Frank dropped to the ground again, and
went into the trail. He mounted his pony,
and rode on with his chum after the fleeing
horse.

Loud and savage curses came to their ears
from Poker Pete as they rode on. But they
were out of hearing in a few minutes.

The sport was left, with his useless cow-
hide, to make his way home on foot, and
his prospect of recapturing the horse, free
now to take to the plains, was a very
problematical one.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Doubts !

OB LAWLESS grinned as the chums
rode on at a smart gallop up the
timber trail.

= Frank’s face was still dark and
angry, but it cleared, and he smiled as he
met his chum’s glance.

The thud of the runaway’s hoofs had died

away ahead.
; “By gum!” Bob Lawless chuckled. *“Has
it struck you, Franky, that it’s rather high-
handed to let a galoot's horse loose like
that 9 :

“Wasn't it the only thing to be done?”
asked Frank. = =

“Ha, ha! Yes, from the gee-gee’s point
of view. I don't know what a lawyer
would say about it, though.”

“Well, T don't, either, and I don't care
much.”

“8ame here,” said Boh cheerfully. “Poker
Pete will be in a terrific wax, though. That
horse was-worth a ot of money. Three or
four hundred dollars, at least. Poker Pete
must have had a leb of luck lately with the
wicked pasteboards, to buy a horse like that.”

“The rotten cad!” said Frank hotly.
“Why, the poor brute was marked all over
with that cowhide! I'm sorry now we didn't
lay our whips -about that sharper.”

Bob laughed.

“Bu.t- that runaway may do some damage—
hreak]pg fences, and so on,” he remarked,
bgcommg grave. “If he does, we get the
bill, Franky. I'm not sure whether Poker
Pete won’t have a claim on us for damages,
it he loses the horse. Never mind; I think
it was right.”

“I'm sure of it,” auswered Frank.

“Hallo! Here’s the Cherub.”

The chums reined in their ponies and dis-
mounted as they saw Vere Beauclere waiting
at the fork of the trail.

The remittance-man’s son
and they walked on together.

The cousins: were accustomed te walking
the rest of the way to school, as Beauclerc
had no horse.

“There’s a runaway gee on the trail,” Beau-
clere ' remarked. “He passed me a few
minutes ago, going like thunder.”

“We know—we know !” grinned Bob Law-

joined them,

less. “Franky conferred the hoon of liberty
upon him.” .

“Frank did?” questioned Beauclerc,  in
amazement. ’

Frank Richards explained.

“Jolly good!” exclaimed Beauelerc heartily.
“The brute doesn’t deserve to have a horse.
That ‘was a splendid animal, too. I wish I
had the tin to buy him from that gambling
brute.” y ;

“He didn't look an easy critter te ride.”
remarked Boh.

“No, that’s so.
theugh, .I'd try, anyway.”

Vere Beauclerc looked thoughtful as he
walked on . and there was a shade on -his
brow. - ey

The son of the remittance-man of Cedar
Camp. had little meney at any time, and
certainly: never such a sum “as would have
purchased the black stallion.

I think I could ride him,

from the Old Ceuntry, it always went the
same way—in the payment of parb of a mass
of pressing debts, and the rest in a “tear™
at_Thompson.

The grim hand of poverty was always to
be seen in the shack by the ecreek where
Beauclerc lived with his father.

“You're an ass, Cherub!” remarked Bob
Lawless.

Beauclere looked up and smiled.

“Why?” he asked.

“My popper offered you a pony, and you
refused it. You oughtn’t to have done that.”

Beauclerc coloured painfully.

“Perhaps I ought not, Bob,” he answered.
“I know that Mr. Lawless only meant to be
kind. But—but I couldn’t. I suppese it must
seem rather surly to you; but I've nothing
except independence, :nd—and——"

Bob laughed.

“I understand, but I think you're an ass,
all the same,” he said cheerfully. “Here
we are, and here’s Chunky. Found any more
gold-mines, Chunky?”

Chunky Todgers greeted the chums with a
fat grin, as they came in at the gates.

But he did not reply, as his fabt cheek was
distended by an enormous chunk of maple-
sugar, which he had not yet masticated.

“Just in time,’”” said Frank Richards, as the
bell began to ring, and the chums went on
to the schoolhouse.

Frank Richards was rather thoughtful in
class that morning

He was not wholly occupied in thinking
about his lessons, either, as Miss Meadows
found onc: or twice.

Frank was wondering what would be the
outcome of his morning’s adventure.

Though he was quite satisfied that his
action was right, he knew that the legal
aspect of it was at least doubtful.

Poker Pete’s feelings would be like those
of an old-time slave-owner when someone
came between him and “his nigger.”

For Poker Pete himself Frank had no fear,
nothing but the-most profound contempt.

But he had the inborn British respect for
the law, and he wished that there had been
some othor way of saving the black horse
from Poker Pete’s cruelty.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Called on the Carpet.

RANK RICHARDS and Bob Lawless

were both in an unusually thoughtful

frame of mind, as they rode home

that evening, after parting with Vere
Beaucler¢ on the trail.

It Poker Pete carried his complaint to the
sheriff, they could not guess what the result
might: be.

Yet Frank could not regret what he had
d

one.
His blood boiled at the thought of the
cruelty he had witnessed, and if the affair

. had happened over again, he would not have

OMAR THE
MAGNIFICENT !
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left the unfortunate animzl {c the tendep
merey of its owner.

Billy Cook, the foreman, met the scho
an the trail to the ranch, and made
to them.

They drew rein

“What have you young galoots been up
to—eh?” demanded Billy Cook, with a solemn
shake of the head.

*“Anything happened, Billy?” asked Frank.

“Yep!

“Oh! Has Poker Pete hcen here?” ex-
claimed Frark.

“You've it it. And I guess he's still
here,” said the ichman, eyeing the schocl-

boys curiously I'm giving you the tip.”

“Thanks!™ said Bob. “Is the popper mad
with us?”

“1 guess so—a little,” admitted Billy Cook.
“Poker Pete’s spun a yarn about you stealing
his hoss.”

“Well, popper wouldn't believe that, any-
way.”

“Nope! He reckons it's one o
and he’s waiting for you to con > said
Cook, with a grin. “Pete’s waiting, too.
He’s threatening to lay the case before the
sheriff of Thompson.”

“Let him!” growled Frank. “If he had a
good case, he'd have laid it before the sherif!
already !”

Billy Ceok nodded, and the schoolboys rode
on to the ranch.

Frank Richards’ brows were wrinkled.

“It’s rotten if it means any trouble for
your pater Bob,” he said ruefully: *“I didn't
think about that, at the time.”

“I guess we couldn’t have done anything
else, if we had,” said Bob sturdily. “I don’t
think popper will blame you, Franky, when
he knows the facts. He’s only heard Poker
Pete’s yarn, so far.”

But it was in a rather troubled frame of
mind that the chums of Cedar Creek entered
the ranch house;- after putting up their
ponies.

“Oh, here you are!” exclaimed Mr. Law-
less gruffly. as they came in.

Mrs. Lawless looked very distressed, hut
she did not speak

Poker Pete was in the reom, with an un-
lighted cigar gripped between his teeth.

His eyes gleamed at the sight of the two
schoolboys.

“Yes, here we are, dad,” said Bob.

“Have you brought the horse here?” de-
manded the rancher.

“Eh? What horse?”

“Poker Pete’s horse, of course. He says
you took it away from him in the timber this
morning,” said the rancher gruffiy.

“I am sure they did nothing of the kind!”
exclaimed Mrs. Lawless.

Bob gave his mother an affectionate grin.

“Right!” he answered.

The rancher looked puzzled.

“Did you have anything at all to do with
the man’s horse?”” he exclaimed.

“Yes, that much is true, uncle,” said Frank
Richards. g

“Well, teil me what you did.”

“They'll tell you lies, of course,” sneered
Poker Pete. “But I reckon I want that
animal, or there will be trouble.”

The rancher turned on him angrily.

“My son wen't tell me lies, or my nephew,
either,” he said. “I'll' thank you to keep
your tongue between your teeth, Poker Pete.
Now, then, Bob, I'm waiting to hear you.”

“Frank had better spin the yarn,” grinned
Boh: “He’s a better hand than I am. Go
ahead, Franky; I'm going to get busy with
this corn-cake.”

Frank smiled, but his face became grave
as he related the incident of the morning.

His voice vibrated with indignation as he
told how the tied-up animul had been lashed
with the cowhide.

The rancher listened with a rather grim
expression on his bronze face.

But his face relaxed’ after a time.

“We couldn’t do anything but what we
did,” concluded Frank. “It would have been
mean and cowardly to leave the poor animal
to- that, brute.” :

“I knew the boys were
Mrs. Lawless.

The rancher smiled.

“Hold on!” he said.

right,” remarked
s

“Horses need larruping
sometimes, - Frank, .my: lad;- and we don't
stand on ceremony on this. side-of -the Rocky
Mountains. A man’s horse is a man’s horge.”

“T guess s0!” .chimed .in Poker Pete em-

When Mr. Beauclerc’s remittance arrived p}{?%igsi"“y- know,’unclef’ sdid Prank “But
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the horse was marked all over. He was
nearly mad with pain. You should have seen
how he bolted when I set him loose.”

Mr. Lawless nodded.

“Still, 1 guess it's a bit high-handed to set
a man’s horse lcose in this country,” he said.

Frank coloured.

“I'm sorry if you think I did wrong, uncle,”
he said.

“I don’t know about that. It depends a
good deal on the way the man was treating
his horse,” said the rancher. *“I hope no son
of mine—or nephew, either—would stand by
and see an animal ill-treated without chip-
ping in. You're quite sure that Poker Pete
was actually cruel to the heast?”

“I wish you could have seen it,” said Frank.
“There was blood running down its flanks.”

“Robert, you cannot blame the boys!”
exclaimed Mrs. Lawless warmly. “I should
be ashamed of them if they had not inter-
fered.”

“Leave it to me, Mary,” said the rancher.
His brow was wrinkled with thought. He
turned at last to Poker Pete, who was wait-
ing with a sneering face. “I guess, Poker
Pete, that the boys have made out their case.

You were treating that horse badly, and
they were bound to chip in.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bob delightedly, and
Frank Richards looked very relieved.

Poker Pete gritted his teeth,

“I guess you're not the judge in the

matter,” he said. “I c¢laim that herse, and
it's mine. I reckon you ought to cowhide
those young scoundrels.”

“I guess you'll be disappointed on that
score,” said the rancher, unmoved.

“That's as you choose,” sneered Poker Pete.
“But you'll hear from the sheriffi about my
horse, I promise you. Hoss thieves are not
encouraged in the Thompson valley.”

“Bette~ language, please, Mr. Poker Pete,”
said the rancher quietly. “I guess I've made
up my mind. I've always known you for a
sharper and card-player, and 1 know now that
you are 2 bully and a brute. 1f I'd been on
the scene this morning, I'd have laid my
cowhide about you yourself. So you can
put that in your pipe and smoke it!”

The sport fiustied .with rage.

“The matter can be settled,” continued the

rancher, in the same stolid way, quite un-
heeding the looks of the Thompson card-
sharper. “The boys speak of a black ho

1 guess thot's the horse I've seen you with in
Cedar Camp How much did you give for
that horse?”

“What’s that to do with the matter?”

“I'm willing to buy it from you.”

“T'm not willing to sell,” said Poker Pete
eoolly. “T'm going to get that horse back,
and I'm going t¢ cut him into ribhbons when
1 get him Se you can put that in your
pipe and smoke it!” he added with a grin.

He mads a movement towards the door as
he spoke.

. Mr. Lawless stepped between him and the
door, and tle sport halted, with a furious
look.

“Let me pass!” he exclaimed fiercely.

“1 haven't finished v ith you yet.”

‘I'm finished, and I'm going.”

I'm pot finished, and you're not going,
answered Mr. Lawless calmly.

There was & pause, and the chums looked
on breathlessly.

But the spert of Thompson did not care to
try conclusions with the stalwart Canadian
rancher.

And Billy Cook’s burly form loomed up in
the porch outside. Poker Pete stepped back,
with a muttered curse.

“What do ycu want?” he muttered.

“] want to buy that horse,” answered Mr.

5

“1 won't sell!”
“You wil!”
And again there was a breathless pause.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Terms.

OKER PETE stood with his hands
clenched, his eyes blazing at the
calm, stolid rancher.

His rage did not affect the rancher
in the least; indeed, Mr. Lawless did not
seem even to observe it.

He was as calm and unmoved as if he were
conducting any ordinary business transaction.

Frank_and Bob were smiling now.
Mrs. Lawless went out quietly from the

room.
“The horse is lost at present, it seems,”

-~ NEXT
TUESDAY!

said the rancher, after a pause. “You claim
that it has been stolen.”

“It has been stolen!” hissed Poker Pete.

“Lost, at all events. You claim compen-
sation, I understand?”

“Yes, hang you!”

“Yery good. Sell me the horse at a reason-
able figure, and I'll take the rizk of not find-
ing him,” said Mr. Lawless.

It was a fair offer enough, hut Poker Pete
was not in the least inclined to accept it.
“Yes, or mno?" asked the rancher

patiently. :

“No!” snapped Poker Pete.

“You won't séll the horse?”

“No, I won't sell him!”

“Not though he's Jost, and, according to
your own yarn, you can't recover him?”

“I guess I shall get him back some time,”
said Poker Pete venomously: “and then I'1l
take the skin off him in strips. That’s the
good your meddling brats have doue him.”

“Oh, you brute!” muttered Frank.

“How much did you give for that horse,
Poker Pete?”

“Find out!”

“I intend to,” said Mr.
“You there, Billy?”

“Hyer 1 am, hoss!
from outside.

“Bring me a riding-whip, will you?”

“Won't 1 just!” grinped Billy Ccok.

Poker Pete turned pale.

His hand slid inside his jacket to the hip-
pocket, which concealed a weapon.

Mr. Lawless’ quiet glance upon him never
wavered.

“If you draw a pistol here, Poker Pete,
I'll have you up before the sheriff, and bhave
you sent to prison for five years by a
Thompson jury,” he gaid coldly. *You'ré not
in Boot Leg Camp or the Black Hills now,
my man!”

Poker Pete drew a hissing hrath.

“Will you let me pass?” he muttered, in
voice.

t: I guess.”

A .

im-

Lawless calmly.

answered Billy Cook,

“Answer my question,” said Mr, Lawless.
“¥Ynu'll have to answer it when Billy Cook
comes in, anyhow.”

“I—1 didn't buy the horse,” muttered
Poker TPete. “I won him over a poker
game.”

“I might have guessed that,” assented

the rancher, with a nod. “ What
would you put on him to sell?”

“I'm not going to sell.”

“I . should say - three hunadred dollars,”
remarked the rancher.

“You can say what you like,”
Poker Pete, “I'm not selling.”

“I don't want to skin you on the de
continued Mr. Lawless, unheeding “It's
good horse—a very good horse—a dash of
the Old Country thoroughbred in him, |
should say. I've seen him, and I know
something about horseflesh. What do you
say to three hundred and fifty?”

“1%h not selling.”

“Why not?”

“Why not?” repeateed Poker Pete, between
his teeth. “Because 1'm going to cut him
to ribbons aiter I get hold of him, even if
1 lose half the vulue of the beast in doing

siieered

it! Is that good enough for you?”

He ecast a malignant glance at Frank
Richards as he spoke, all his cruel, base
nature gleaming in his eyes.

He knew what the boy felt like when he
heard that savage threat uttered, And
there was no doubt that the ruffian meant
it.

Frank cast an almost beseeching glance

at his uncle.

Mr. Lawlesz looked the sport over with a
calm eye. His-bronzed face was just a trifle
harder and grimmer.

“So that's the game, is it?” he remarked.

“Yes, that's the game, and be hanged
to you!»

“1 don’t think you'll play that game,”
said the rancher quictly. “I'm offering you
three hundred and fifty for that horse, Poker
Pete.”

A CLOSE SHAVE!

out into the trail. (Sce Chapter 1.)

Frank Richards cut the rope in a couple of slashes.
Poker Pete made a desperate spring back, and leaped into the branches
of the nearest tree as ihe maddened horse reared and plunged.
swung himself upon a branch, and the animal, with a shrili neigh, dashed

Frank then

?
’
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“Make it three thousand, and T'll say the
same!”

“I don’t intend to make it three thousand.
Three hundred and fifty is the figure. Bob,
bring pen and ink and paper here for the
gentleman.”

“Yes, dad.”

Bob brought the writing materials at once.

Poker Pete looked at them and at. him,
and then at the rancher, puzzled and savage.

“I'm not going to sell you the herse!”
he exclaimed. *Do you think you can make

me??
Mr. Lawless nodded.
“Yes, I think I can make yon,” he

answered calmly.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Frank Richards.
He had never admired his uncle so much as
he did at this moment.

Bob’s face was beaming.

“Make me?” repeated Poker Pete, in angry
amazement. ®

“I guess so0.”

uly Cook entered the room, with a riding-
whip in his hand and a hu“e grin on his
rugged face.

There was no love lost between the honest
cattleman and the shnrper from Thompson.

“Hyer you are, boss!’

Mr. Lawless took the riding-whip,
advanced towards the sport.

Poker Pete’s hand slid into his hip-pocket
again.

“Lay a finger on me, and I'll let daylight
through you!” he said hoarsely.

“And be hanged afterwards at Kamloops!”
smiled Mr. Lawless. “1 guess that’'s all
moonshine, Poker Pete. I'm risking it, any-
how.”

The sport’s face was pale with rage now.

But he did not draw his weapon.

The Thompson Valley was not the Black
Hills, and Poker Pete knew the difference.

Blood had stained his hands during his
reckless career, but not under the shadow
of Canudian law.

He trembled with rage, and perhaps some-
thing else, as the stalwart rancher came at
him.

AMr. Lawless, with his left hand, peinted to
the writing materials on the table.

“Make out the paper,” he said. “Put in
the horse’s deseription, and sign the receipt
for three hundred and fifty dollars sale
price. It’s a bit over the mark, but you're
welcome to the difterence.”

“1t won’t hold in law”
Pete, gnawing his lip.

“I think it will. Youll be welcome to
dispute it-in the law courts afterwards, if
you like.”

Poker Pete clenched his hands.

“You know I'd have no chance—a sports-

and

muttered Poker

man against a rich rancher in the law
eourts!”’ he muttered. :
“That’s your look-out!” said Mr. Lawless.

“You're a cardsharper by your own choice,
I suppose. There’'s work for you to do in
Canada, if you choose—and In your own
country, too, I dare say. But I've wasted
enough time on you, Poker Pete. You're
going to sell me that horse, and I take my
ehance of recovering him. The butt-end of
the bargain is all on your side. I may be
simply throwing my money away if the
horse isn’t caught. You ought to be glad
of the chance.”

“T won’t ‘sell!” Pete
furiously.

“You'll be thrashed till you do, then.”

“Oh, ripping!” gasped Bob.

Poker Pete sprang back, and then made
a desperate rush for the door.

Billy Cook grinned, and collared him, He
grasped the sport’s arm, and held back his
ham? from the hip-pocket, for the desperate
man might have drawn the revolver at that
moment.

“Take his pill-box away, Bob,” said Billy
Ceok, holding the rascal in his muscular grip.

Boh Lawless jerked the revolver from
Poker Pete ¢ pocket, and laid it on the table.

“Throw him over here, Billy!” said Mr.
Lawless.

Crash! ]

The sport sprawled on the floor at the
rancher’s Teet.

The riding-whip sang through the air, and
came down across Poker Pete’s shoulders with
a cut that made him how! with pain.

He scrambled away, and staggered to his
feet

“Are you selling yet?” asked the rancher
calmly.
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shouted Poker

| fun, my man.
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The spcit panted

“Hang yon! 1I'll sell! Hang you!”

“Good! You might as well have saved the
ti;ng you’ve wasted. Put it in black and
white.

Panting with rage, the baffled rascal sat
down at the table and jabbed the pen into
the ink.

“Make the receipt for three Iumdred and
sixty—that covers the popgun,” said Mr.
Lawless. “You're better without this pop-
It will get you into trouble

some day.”

Poker Pete was too enraged to reply; but
he did as he was bidden.

He finished the paper, and Mr. Lawless
picked up ard read it carefully threugh.

Then he nedded.

“I guess that's square. It's a good sale,”
he said. “Bob, jake this key, and fetch me
three hundred and sixty dollars from the
strong-box in my room.”

“Yes, dad.”

Bob hurried out of the room.

Poker Pete rose to his feet, trembling in
every limb with rage and humiliation.

Mr. Lawless, quite unmoved, called Billy
Cook to witness the document, which the
ranchman did with great gusto.

Mr. Lawless folded the paper, and placed
it methodically in his pocket-bock.

The black horse was his property now—if
found.

As the animal was at large, the former
owner had all the “ butt-end »* of the bargain,
as the rancher expressed it, but he did not
look gratified.

Bob came hack with the Canadian bills,
and Mr. Lawless counted them over and
laid them on the table.

“There’s your money, Poker Pete!”

The sport gathered up the bills sullenly
and savagely.

" He was beaten, and the money was all that
remamcd to him.

“Now you can go, and
better!” added Mr. Lawless.
Poker Pete stepped towards the door, and

Billy Cook, grinning. stepped aside to lef him
pass.

In the dcorway the sport half turned,
face white, his eyes grlefmun«

“I’ll remember this!” he \dlh, in a choking
\OIC\. “My turn will come!

“Your turn in the Denitentiary perhaps.”
said the rancher. “1t’s high time you were
there, my friend. And I'll give you a warn-
ing. There’s law in Capada to deal with

the soomer the

his

brutes of your sort, and if you don't take

mighty goed care,
Kamloops Prison!
kicked out!”

The sport gave one last savage look of
hatred round the room, and tramped out,
and his motstepa died ‘w,ay

Billy Cook, grinning irom ear to ear, fol-
lowed him cut.

‘Oh, dad,” exclaimed Bob breathlessly, “it
was ripping! I never reckoned you'd deal
with that bulldozer like that!”

“It was splendid, uncle!” said Frank
Richards. “But—but you lose your money if
the horge isn't found.”

“I guess Billy Cook and the rest will be
hunting him to-morrow,” said the rancher,
with. a smile. “I'll take the risk of that.
But I guess he’ll be found sooner or later.
XNow, you young rascals, get to your supper!”

Frank and Bob were very cheery over their
supper that evening. The affair of Poker
Pete’s horse had erded -to their complete
satisfaction

As for the threatened revenge of the card-
sharper, they did not give that a thought.

“Isn’'t the popper a brick, Franky?” said
Bob Lawless, when they went up to their
roolm9 that night. *“A really gilt-edge brick
—eh ?”

“Yes, rather!” said Frank - heartily. 1
(I)éxly liope he won’t lose the money over it.

you'll find yourself inside
Now get out before you’re

he horse isn't found by Saturday,
Bobh——" He paused.
Bob grinned.

“Just what I was thinking,” he agreed.
“If the gee’s not found by then we’ll take a
hand in looking for him, and show them how
Cedar Creek fellows do it. Rather! It will
be ripping fun!”

“Good!” said Frank.

And the chums of Cedar Creek went to bed
feeling quite satisfied with their day’s work.

THE END.

(There will be another grand long,

L complete tale of Frank Richards & Co.’s

schooldays in the backweods of Canaeda in
next week’s issue.)!
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In this competition no competitor sent
in a cerrect solution. The first prize of £10
has therefore bheen awarded to:

A. Jones,
Vine Cottage,
Dudley Road,
Ventnor.

whose solution came nearest to corrcet with
two errors.
. The second prize of £5 has been awarded
0: :
William Scott,
424, Parliamentary Road,
Glasgow,

whose solution came nexi nearest to correct
with three errors.

Two competitors with four
divide the third prize of £2 10s.:

errors each

Cyril Bovingdon, 66, Colville Road, Scuth
Acton, W.3; William Downs, 45, Wordsley
Green, Worsley, near Stourbridge, Staffs.

The twenty prizes of 2s. 6d. each have been
awarded to the following competitors, whose
solutions came next in order of merit:

Stanley Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace, South
Beach, Ardrossan; Miss G, Jeftery, 25, Field
Road, Reading; P. Charles, 521, Fishponds
Road, Fishpouds_ Bristol ; John Simpson, 8,
Mill Road, Halfway, Cambuslang, Lanark;
G. W. Amphlett, 190, Highgate Read, Spark-
brook, Birmingham; Fred Shaw, 61, Ponty-
pridd Road, l‘orth Rhondda (:!am William
H. Radford, 128, Hollybush btreet Plaistow,
E.13; H. G Burrows Albury, Hounslow
Road, Twickenham : T Flauders, 2,
Frithville Gardens, Shepherd's Bush, W. 12:
S. Censterdine, 33, Charles Street, Mansfield
Woodhouse, Notts; Miss B. Buckley, 7, Well
Street, Hanley, Staffs; Lilly Bachelor, 19,
Kettering Road, Levenshulme, Manchester;
Charles H. Morton, 8, Brunton Terrace,
Howarth Street, Sunderland; Norman E.
Stibbs, Rock Cottage, Hanham, Bristol;
S. J. Evans, 44, -Regent Street, Gloucester;
J. Marriott, 193, Conran Street, Harpurhey,

Manchester; Kenneth Marshall, Sunnyside.
Elm Grove, Thorpe Bay, Essex; Raymond
W. Kermck 62, Ivor Road, Sparkhili,
Birmingham; Albert E. qtocks, 2, Factory
Lane, Doncaster, Yorks; Muriel Higgon,
The Poplars, Mayfield Park, Fishponds,
Bristol.
SOLUTION.

No. 1.—Harry Wharton, leader of the

Remove Form at Greyfriars, was once the
least liked lad in the whole school. He had
been spoiled, and on arrival thought every-
one should do as he told them. He scon
found out his mistake, and became more
popular _ Later he was elected captain of
the Form.

No. 2.—Bob Cherry, a member of the
Famous Five at Greyfriars is one of the
finest junior boxers.in this country. He is
well known at Greyfriars for his cheerfulnmess.
He is a staunch friend of Mark Linley, Who has
been saved much trouble and worry through
Boh’s cheerful guidance.

No: 3.—Frank Nugent is cne of the most
likeable lads at Greyfriars. He is, unfor-
tunately, rather weak-willed, and this has
led him into numerous troubles. But Frank
claims the friendship of several fine fellows,
and they have always backed him up, and
got him out of his troubles.

No. 4 -William George Bunter, sometimes
called the Owl of the Remove, Is the best
known jumior at Greyfriars. Everyone knows
Billy Bunter, for the plump junior takes
good care that they do. He has a craving
for food—in fact, it has been stated that
Billy only-came to Greyfriars for grub.
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GERALD KNOX, THE

SIXNTH FORM BULLY, FINDS THAT OUT TO HIS SORROW !
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A CYCLING
COMEDY !

A Splendid Long Complete
Tale of TOM MERRY & CO.,,
Chums

MARTIN GLIFFORD.
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SIS
By
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Baggy Borrows a Bike !
¢ F T'S a ripping machine !” murmured

I Baggy Trimble of the Fourth,

It certainly was.

The bicycle in question was a
brand new one. It stood unattended,
outside the entrance to the School
House. TIts handlebars glistened in the
bright July sunshine.

Baggy Trimble halted
longingly at the bicycle.

It was Wednesday afternoon, and
Baggy wanted to go over to Wayland.
And 1t was no joke tramping to Way-
Land and back on such a scorching hot

ay.

Baggy, who never relished walking at
the best of times, would have preferred
to cycle.

The fat junior had no machine of his

~own. But what was the matter with
. this one, which stood outside the School
House entrance?

There was no name on the saddle-bag
—nothing to show whom the bicycle
belonged to.

From the size of the machine, Baggy
Trimble judged that it was the property
of a senior.

Baggy cocked his eye thoughtfully at
the bike.

“1 shall have to lower the saddle
before I can ride it,” he murmured.
“Hope nobody comes along and catches
me in the act.”

Like Moses of old, Baggy looked this
way and that way, and there was no
man.

Swiftly the fat junior unfastenéd the
saddle-bag and took out the necessary
implements for lowering the saddle.

Having performed this operation,
Baggy darted another dteen glance
around him.”

There appeared to be no one in sight.
But the short-sighted Baggy did -not
notice that Knox of the Sixth was
watching him from his study window.

Satisfied that the coast was clear,
Baggy Trimble calmly mounted the
machine and pedalled away in the dirce-
tion of the school gates.

and looked

NEXT
TUESBAY!
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There was a sudden yell from Knox
of the Sixth.

“Hi! Come back you young rascal !”

Baggy Trimble made it convenient not
to hear. He bent his head over the
handlebars and pedalled for all he was
worth,

“Come back! Do you hear?” roared
Knox, leaning perilously out of his win-
dow. “That’s my bike you've Bagged !”

Baggy the bike-bagger had by this
time reached the school gates.

Knox grew more and more excited as
he watched machine and rider disappear.

“Stop thief!” he roared.

And when Knox roared it was like a
siren going off,

The prefect’s temper was never very
good at the best of times. And it was
very bad now.

Knox closed his window with a re-
sounding slam; then he came rushing
down into the quad. He dashed into
the bicycle-shed, and took the first
machine that came to hand. In a second
he was astride of it and pedalling away
in pursuit of Baggy Trimble.

Now, the machine which Knox had
taken happened to  be Kildare’s, and,

unfortunately for Knox, Kildare saw
him take it.
“Hold on, Knox, that’s my pro-

perty !I”  called Kildare from his study
window.

Knox paid no heed.

“Bring’ that bike back!”
Kildare.

But Knox was far too intent upon
recovering his own machine to worry
about Kildare's.

The captain of St. Jim’s strode out
of his study looking very annoyed.

In the passage he almost bumped into
the Terrible Three of the Shell.

“ Wherefore that worried brow, Kil-

thunderede

dare?” Monty Lowther ventured to
ask. X :
‘“Knox has taken ,my bike,” said

Kildare briefly, “and T want it back.”

He would have gone in pursuit of
Knox himself, only it would have been
rather undignified for one fenior to be
seen chasing another. If the Terrible

““A FALSE ALARM!™

Three were able to recover his bicycle,
all well and good.

“Good !” said Tom Merry. “This is
a job after our own hearts!"”

“We're dabs at recovering stolen pro-
perty,” said Monty Lowther.

‘It isn't stolen, you young ass!” said
Kildare. “It's been _borrowed. If Knox
had asked my permission he could have
had the bike with pleasure. But I don't
like his way of taking things for granted.
Cut along, you kids, or you'll never
catch him !”

Tom Merry & Co. entered into the
chase with zest. They did not know
that Knox. in turn, was chasing Baggy
Trimble. Nor would they have cared
if they had known. They had received
instructions from Kildare to recover his
bike, and they meant to carry out those
instructions to the letter. They disliked
IKnox intensely, and they weie not at
all displeased at the prospect of a skir-
mish with him.

“Quick’'s the word!” rapped out Tom
Merry.

“Mount the merry jiggers and fuil
speed ahead!” said Monty Lowther.

“It won’t take us long to overhaul
Knox.” said Manners. ‘“He can’t bike
very fast. He doesn’t keep himself in
condition.”

The Terrible Three hurried round to
the bicycle-shed and tock out their
machines.

“Forward, the bike brigade!”
out Monty Lowther:

They were off in a flash.-

Through the school gateway sped the
trio of cyclists, nearly bowling over
Taggles the porter as they went.

Taggles bellowed a number of uncom-
plimentary remarks after them as they
disappeared in a cloud of dust.

There was great activity on the Way-
land Road that afternoon.

Baggy Trimble, on the brand-new
bike, led the way. Pehind him, pedai-
ling furiously, came Knox of the Sixth.
And behind Knox. though he was not

sang

aware of the fact, came the Terrible
Three.
Baggy Trimble was in rather. a
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desperate plight. Knox was gaining on
him rapidly.

The fat junior kept giving startled
glances over his shoulder—a foolish
thing to do, because with every glance
he slackened his speed.

Baggy was finding the pace very
warm, too. He had intended to cycle
to Wayland at a leisurely pace—not to
“scorch ” there.  That sort of thing
was all very well for scraggy fellows,
Baggy reflected. But when a fellow
turned the scale at fourteen stone—well,
cycle-racing was jolly hard work.

Knox was drawing nearer and nearer.
and the following jerky dialogue ensued
between the prefect and Baggy Trimble.

“Come back |”

“Sha’n't 1

“Come back, T tell you!”

“Rats

“That’s my bike you've bagged, you
fat villain !

“I don’t care!”

But Baggy did care a great deal. He
realised that if Knox were to get held
of him he would stiew the hungry
churchyard with his bones, so to speak.
Knox was in a towering rage, and not
at all a nice sort of person to encounter
at that moment. i

Baggy looked back over his shoulder
once more,

To his horror, he saw that only a dozen
yards separated him from Knox.

At that moment a motor-horn sounded,
and Baggy instinctively drew in to the
side of the road.

A charabanc came thundering past.

Baggy Trimble clutched at the back
of the charabanc like a drowning man
clutches at a straw. He then had the
glorious satisfaction of being whirled
along without effort.

Looking back, Baggy saw, to his
delight, that his pursuer had dropped
far behind.

Faintly from the rear came the cry of
the exasperated prefect.

“Come back !”

“Not this evening!” chuckled Bagg
Trimble. ““Some.other evening!”

And' the charabanc to which he clung

"bore him onwards into Wayland,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Police are Called ini

(1 E’RE gaining!”
‘}‘/ “Ride  like
dickens !
“We’ll bag the bounder
soon !”

The Terrible Three were riding full-
pelt after Knox.

Knox himself, although he knew that
he had no hope of catching Baggy
Trimble, now that the fat jumior had
attached himself to the charabane, rode
as furiously as ever. His feet could
scarcely keep pace with the pedals.

Swiftly as Knox rode, however, the
Terrible Three were faster. They sped
along side by side at a terrific pace. And
the distance between them and the
prefect was gradually narrowed down to a
matter of twenty yards.

Hearing voices behind him, Knox
turned round. He was. surprised to see
three juniors bearing down upon him.

“What the thump " he began.

“Halt !” commanded Monty Lowther.

Knox's face, already erimson with his

the very

exertions, assumed an even more
heightened colour. He slowed up and
dismounted.

| ‘-'m

RUCTIONS ON THE ROAD !

‘* Coilar him ! *’ panted Tom Merry. There

was a wild and whirling battle in the roadway.

Knox crashingto the ground, and they clung to him as he fejl.

took possession of Kildare’s bike which the bully of the 8’xth had borrowed.
(See Chapter 2.) :

The two juniors sent Garald
Then Manners

Tue PoruLar.—No. 185.
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“How dare you speak to me like that,
you cheeky young cub!”

The Terrible Three dismounted also.
They placed their machines against a
gate near by, and turned to Knox.

“Hand it over!” said Tom Merry.

“Eh? Hand what over, you impex-
tinent young sweep ?”

“Xildare's bike !’

Knox glared.

“Oh, it happens to he Kildare’s bike,
does it?” he growled. “I didn’t notice
whose it was when I borrowed it. Well,
T’ll hand it over when it suits me to do
%0, not before !

“You'll hand it over here and now !”
said Tom Merry grimly.

“What 1”?

“We promised Kildare we’d get his
bike back, and we mean te do it!”

“Even if 1t means laying hands on the
sacred person of a prefect!” chimed in
Monty Lowther,

" You—you wouldn’t dare——"" panted

{nox.
. “We’d dare anything to do Kildare a
good turn,” said Manners. “Take my
advice, Knox, and hand over that bike
quietly.” :

Knox gave a snarl. and started to re-
mount the machine. But before he could
do so the Terrible Three were upon him
like tigers.

“Collar him I’ panted Tom Merry.

There was a wild and whirling batile
in the roadway. It was a short battle,
and a sweet one—except for Knox.

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther
the prefect crashing to the ground,
they clung to him as hd fell.

sent
and
And

Manners took possession of Kildare's
bike.

Knox struggled desperately on the
ground, but he hadn’t a hope. His

captors rolied him over and over until

“he was on the brink of a very deep and

stagnant ditch.

“In  with
Lowther.

“Don’t you dare * spluttered Knox.

But the juniors did dare. They gave a
final heave, and there was a loud splash
as the prefect’s lanky form struck the
water.

“Yoooop !” yelled Knox.

And the next moment he was splutter-
ing and gurgling hysterically, and fran-
tically gouging the mud fromn his eyes
and his hair. ‘

“A pretty picture, and no mistake!”
said Monty Lowther. “Wish you had
your camera here, Manners ;”

“I’'ve got a vest-pocket one,”
Manners.

“Oh, good! Do take a snap of this
beauty having a mud-bath !

Manners obliged willingly enough.
And Knox gave a snort of rage as he
heard the click of the camera.

“I think we'll be getting back to
St. Jim’s now,” said Tom Merry. “We
don’t want to linger too long near Knex.
There’s rather an unpleasant aroma about
him 17

“T’ll have you
spluttered Knox.

“And. put in irons, and fed on dog-
biscuits, I s®ppose?” murmured Monty
Lowther.

“ Ha, ha, ha I

The Terrible Three were in high good-
humour. Knox's threats did not worry
them in the least. They remounted their
machines, and cycled back to St. Jim’s,

him!” chortled, Monty

”

said

expelled for this!”

(Continued on page 17.)

A LONG NEW TALE OF ST. JIM’S.
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SPECIALL. PHOTOGRAPH NUMBER.,

My Dear Readers,—1 have always
taken a keen interest in amateur foto-
graphy, and I thought it would be a
good wheeze to publish a special number
dealing with this fassinating subject.

Of corse, I have always been skilled
in the use of the camera. Like most
bulldogs, I am very fond of ‘““snapping.”
I learnt how to handle a camera almost
before I could toddle !

Do you ever look at the fotographs in
the currant newspapers? Do you ever
- wonder who takes them? Me, of corse!
1 always keep the papers well supplied
with toppikle views.

There is only one drawback to foto-
graphy as a hobby. It’s too jolly egg-
spensive. In the first plaice, you've got
to buy your camera. Then you must buy
a roll of films. (Personally, T prefer rolls
of a different type—sossidge rolls, to be
eggsact!) Then you've got to buy your
solution, and other stuff that is used for
devveloping.  Strictly speaking, foto-
graphy is a hobby for millyunaires.

I must konfess, however, that I've not
spent a grate deal on fotography this
term. Whemever I want to take some
snaps 1 always borrow someboddy else’s
camera—when they happen to be out!
And T get the local chemmist to devvelop
my films on tick.

You will find a lot to interrest you in
this number. In fact, it’s the best
number I've produced since last week !

I eggspect a lot of you. will be busy
with your canieras during this summer.
You will be on the look-out for ripping
views, and I hope you will “click.”

By the way, if any reader happens to
have a camera going begging, 1 shall be
pleased to take it off his hands, and look
after it for him, if he will pay me half-a-
crown a week. I konsidder that is a very
fair offer.

I must now buck up and finnish this
Tditorial. I’ve prommist to go along to
Dick Penfold’s
fotograph taken.

Oh, yes,

such “taking ” ways!
Your sinceer pal,
Your fiditor.

studdy to have my
Pen is a
fotographer as well as a poet! You can
tell he’s a fotographer, bekawse he’s got

Edited by W. G. BUNTER of Grey-
friars, assisted by SAMMY BUNTER
of Greyfriars, BAGGY TRIMBLE

and FATTY WYNN of St. Jim’s, -

and TUBBY MUFFIN of Rookwood.

RSB BERED
% TAKING BUNTER’S !

PHOTOGRAPH !

Seat yourself in that armchair,

Mind it don’t collapse—take care!

Please don’t frown and scowl and glare—
Look pleasant !

Cross your legs, and fold your arms,
And reveal your manly charms.
Banish worries and alarms—

T.ook pleasant!

Fix your eyes on that plum cake,

Then youwll smile, and no mistake!

Do not wriggle, squirm, or shake—
Look pleasant !

Don’t, for goodness’ sake, be glum!
Try and look, my .portly chum,
As if your postal-order’s come !

Look pleasant!

A fly has settled on your nose,

7 will wait until it goes.

Now we're off—don’t move your toes!
Look pleasant!

Click! At last the deed is done.

Many thanks, my chubby one!

I'll feed you with a currant bun!
Look pleasant!

PEEPS INTO THE FUTURE.
; By George Kerr.

HORACE COKERS
COMPANY
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% MY PORTRATE
GALLERY!
By Sammy Bunter. E

N
I eared and thum-marked, but it is 017
of my most cherrished possessions. |
wouldn’t part with it for anything—though

it a fe_llow were to offer me fourpence for
it, I might konsidder the transaction.

kommon with most fellows, T keep s
fotograph elbum. It is sumwhat

@

The first fotograph in the elbum is one
of Myself. I look wery hansom, with my
round fool face, and my neat little nose,
and my dubble chin. Without any swank,
I reckon I should prance off with the first
prize in any Mail BDeauty Kontest. I'm the
best-looking fellow at Greyfriars, with the
ibul eggseption of my brother Billy, whe
a beautiful face and figger. (It's nc
us;.db'umm_v; 1 can’t lend you any munney.
—Ed.)

The second fotograph is of Tubb of the
Third, swimming in the River Sark. Tubk
has only been known to enter the water
once—he has a possitift horrer of it—so the
fotograph is a grate novelty. 1t was printed
upside-down, and you can’t recognise Tubkb
bekawse someboddy spilt a blob of  ink
over his chivvy. But it's a very rare and
valewable. fotograph, all the same.

Then comes a portrate of Mister Twigs,
the man who rules the Second Form with
a rod of iron—or should I say an ashplant?
T snapped Mister Twigg when he was in the
act of missing his tea-shot at golf. He
wouldn't be best pleased if he saw the foto-
graph. But there! He’ll never see it.

There is -also a fotograph of Bolsover
minor having a scrap with Dicky Nugent.
I got it rather out of focuss, with the
rezzult that Bolsover’s fist has come out
bigger than his boddy. But little blunders
like that are bound happen in foto-
graphy.

to

1 have also got portrates of Gatty, and
Myers, and Jack Wingate, and all my pals,
And there are *some topping views of Billy
in the tuckshopp, and Billy playing kricket,
and Billy writing his editorial for the
“Weekly.” My big brother Bill is a wun-
derful  chap. No fotograph elbum would be
komplete without him. (Once again, Sammy,
T am on the rox, and can't advance you
any munney in return for these kompliments!

250,
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1 HITHER bound, Gussy?”
§%/ Jack Blake asked the question

as Arthur Augustus D’Arey, look-
ing as resplendent as Solomon in
all his glory, came swaggering down to the
school gates.
Arthur Augustus smiled.

“I am goin’ > he began.

“To a wedding?”

“No, deah boy.”

“To a funeral?”

“Certainly not!»

“Then why are you dressed to kill?” de-
manded Blake. “Spotless’ Etons, silk spats,
a fancy waistcoitt, and a pink carnation in
your buttenhole——*

“I'm goin’ to be taken, deah hoy.”

“Eh? 'Taken where? To Coluey Hatch?»

“Don’t be an ass! I'm goin’ to have my
photogwaph taken.”

uohlu

“There's wathabh a wippin’ place in
Wayland, I believe,” said Arthur Augustus.
“The Select Studio, I think it's called.
They charge you five shillings for a cabinet.”

“And how much for a complete govern-
ment?” asked Blake humorously.

“Ass! I mean a cabinet photogwaph!”

“Well, whatever you do, Gussy,” said Jack
Blake, “don’'t go smashing the plate! Your
face will put rather a strain on the camera,
you know!*

So saying, Blake darted away before his
indignant chum could get at him.

The elegantly attired Gussy went on his
way. He walked very circumspectly, fearful
of getting mud on his shining patent-leather
shoes.

On reaching
Jim’s
Studio,

A very tired-looking man was standing
on the threshold. This was Mr. Shutter,
the working manager of the studio.

Mr. Shutter had been taking photographs
all day, and he was sick of it. He had
photographed a bridal couple outside the
porch of Wayland chureh, and he had been
smothered with confetti in the process. He
had also photographed a cricket eleven, a
local prizefighter, a number of family groups,
and about a dozen old maids.

Mr. Shutter was heartily weary of asking
people to look pleasant. And he was look-
ing far from pleasant himself as Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy strutted into the studio.

“Yes, sir?” said Mr. Shutter wearily.

“I want you to take my photogwaph,”

Wayland the
proceeded straight to

of 8t.
Select

swell
the

said Gussy.

“This way, please.”

The swell of St. Jim's followed Mr. Shutter
into a room where there were painted
sereens, and flowers and ferns in pots. There
was alse a very -ancient echair, on which
generations of people had seated themselves
in order to be photographed. .

Mr. Shutter pointed to the chair. He
looked about as gloomy as a dentist who
was going to perform an extraction.

“Take a seat,” he said in sepulchral tones.

“One moment,” said Gussy. “I find that
my hair has got slightly disawwanged. Will
you lend me a bwush an’ comb?”

Mr. Shutter sighed heavily, and produced
the articles in question.

Arthur Augustus then proceeded to spend
about tem minutes at the mirror.
this time Mr. Shutter strode up and down,
with growing impatience.

“1 would point out,” he said at last,
“that this is a studio, not a toilet-saloont”

“SBowwy to keep you waitin’!” said Gussy
cheerfully.

“Will you be seated, please?”

“QOne moment—-—>>

“I have already waited one moment—
multiplied by ten!”

TrE Popurar.—No. 185,
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Fatly Wynn.

Arthur Augustus surveyed himeelf thought-
fully in the mirror.

“I was just wonderin’,® he murmured,
“whethah this necktie will do, or whethah
I ought to pop out an’ buy anothah one.”

“Will you be seated, please?”

Mr. Shutter’s tone was ominous. .

“On considewation,” went on Gussy, un-
heeding, “I think this necktie will do. Now
comes the question of a monocle. Shall I
be photogwaphed with a monocle or with-

out one? It is wathah an important ques-
tion to decide. I must carefully think it
ovah i

“Will you be seated, please?”

Mr. Shutter’s tone was hostile.

“I think I had bettah have the monocle,”
murmured Arthur Augustus. “It will give
me a more dignified appeawance. Now there
is anothah big pwoblem to be decided. Shall
I be taken full face or side face? I must
pause an’ weflect. 72

“Will you be seated, please?”

Mr. Shutter’'s tone was explosive,

“I think I will have one of each,” mut-
tered Gussy, after a pause. “Now, before
I sit down, I must make up my mind
whethah to be taken smilin® or lookin’
sewious. That is a vewy delicate point—
Yawoooooh! What are you up to?*

A very dishevelled-locking junior sat up
on the pavement in Wayland High Street.

The long-suffering Mr. Shutter had come
to the end of his tether.

In the ordinary way, he would not have
dreamed of laying hands on a enstomer. But
it must be remembered that he had had a
very trying day. On more than one occasion
he had been on the verge of losing his
temper, and Gussy’s behaviour was the last
straw.

Mr. Shutter was a powerful man. He
rushed at Arthur Augustus and sent him
whirling through the doorway. The swell
of St. Jim’s felt as if he was at the mercy
of a cyclone.

A few minutes later a very dishevelled-
looking junior rose up from the pavement in
Wayland High Street. His collar and tie
were  streaming loose, his hair was ruffled
and awry, and he appeared to have been
through a mangle.

Gasping and groaning, Arthur Augustus
limped slowly back to St. Jim’s. He had
paid his first and last visit to the Select
Studio!

HAVE YOU SEEN THE
SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT
ON PAGE 281?

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.

,

FACING THE
CAMERA !

DON’'T suppose there is any fellow
at St. Jim’s who has had his foto-
graph taken as often as I have.

I was first  fotographed at the
tender age of three weeks, and you can’t
see anything of me. It’s mervely a bundle
of clothes!

I was next taken at the age of one
year. Being a very forward little fellow,
I was able to talk and toddle at that age.
I was fotographed in the nursery, with
a huge feeding-bottle in my mouth. And
even in those days I was very plump.
My nurse found it a job to carry me,
anyway.

At the age of two I was fotographed in
my baby-karridge. Although I had been
able to walk for a year, I liked to ride mn
state in my karridge occasionally.

That particular fotograph was pub-
lished in all the papers, under the
heading of:

‘“Bagley Trimble—Britain’s Biggest

Baby 7

And with that same fotograph I took
first prize in a baby’s beauty kontest.

I used to be very fond of having my
fotograph taken, bekawse on each
occasion my, parents had to give me a
chunk of toffy to make me smile! 1T
refused to sit still and look plezzant until
the toffy was handed over.

Behold me, at the age of six, a stout,
sturdy fellow in a nickerbocker soot. 1
was fotographed with a bat and ball in

,my hands, for even in those days I was

a wunderful kricketer, I remember
playing for fat boys of six versus scraggy
boys of seven. On that memmerable
occasion I scored a sentury, and took no
end of wickets.

Since coming to St. Jim’s T have had
my fotograph takeh reggularly every
month. I have numerus admirers—mail
and femail—all over the country, and
they are konstantly klammering for my
foto. Far be it from me to disappoynt
them !

There is an art in facing the camera.
You've got to look perfectly natcheral,
and not many fellows can do it. If you
smile, it shouldn’t be a forced smile, but
a natcheral one. And if your teeth ere
perly white, like mine, you should show
them. If not—keep your mouth shut!

Your hare should be carefully brushed,
and your jenneral appearance should he
neat and tidy. You don’t want to look
as if you’ve just been through a mangle,
or under a steem roller !

If you are ugly you should never he
taken at all. Fotography was never
intended for ugly people—only for plump,
hansom spessimens like myself.

I should very much like to reproduce
in this paper all the fotographs which
have been taken of me. But Billy
Bunter, who is jellus of my good looks,
won’t allow me to do it. He says it
would take up too much room, which is
abserd.

Of corse, I am an eggspert fotographer
myself. So if you happen to be passing
8t. Jim’s at any time, drop in and be
taken! My fees are very modderate, and
my fotographs are works of art. Of
corge, you will have to bring your own
camera, bekawse unfortunately I don’t
possess one.

[Supplement II,
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CROWD of fellows swarmed round
the echool notice-board like files
round a honey-pot.
The latest announcement caused a
great deal of excitement.
“NOTICE!

#In order to encourage amateur photo-
graphers, Mr. Walter Bunter will award a
special prize of One Guinea for the best
photograph of a humorous incident on the
school playing-fields.

“The winning photograph will be the one
which depiets the most comical happening.

“Photographs should be sent to Mr.
Bunter, at his study, not later than Monday
next.”

“A guinea going hegging, by Jove!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

“Guess I'm freezing
Fisher T. Fish.

“Hear, hear !

“There ought to be plenty of humorous
incidents on the playing-fields,” said Bul-
strode. “Biily Bunter getting a duck’s-egg,
for instance.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Or what price Coker of the Fifth trying
to bow nd hitting the wicket-keeper on
the nos suggested Dick Russell.

“Comical happenings will he as plentiful
as blackberries,” said Bob Cherry. “I mean
to keep my optics open, and snap the first
good scene that comes along.”

Mr. Wally Bunter's offer was hailed with
great delight in the Remove.

Amateur photegraphers sprang up like
mushrooms. Canieras, w 1 had long lain
neglected in the inmber-room, were dragged
forth. Hardly a fellow was without one.

HEven Billy Bunter managed to get hold of
a camer It bore a suspicious resemblance
to the camera belongi
Shell. But Hoskins v
friars for a few days, so I
undisputed possession. ;

The fat junior had quite made up his mind
to win the guinea. For such a sum, he
flected, he would be able te obtain a ri
royal feed at the tuckshop.

For the next few days, Billy Bunter simply
haunted the ¢ t ground, in quest of a
fitting subjeet for his camera.

Humorous incidents, however, were few and
far between, and not only Bunter’s camera,
but everybody ~lse’s, remained idle.

Then came the day of the Highcliffe match.

Billy Bunter was convinced that something
nnusual was going te happen.

“I shall shin up one of the trees,” he de-
lared, “where I can get a good view of
ything that goes on.”

“But supporing something happens at the
other end of the field?” said Johnny Bull.

“Oh, I shall get it in*all right. It’s only
a matter of adjusting the view-finder. Hos-
king’ camera—1 mean, my camera, is a jolly
good one!”

“Ha. ha, hal?

Just before the match started, Billy Bunter
ascended ome of the lime-trees which skirted
the field.

Bunter was no ciimber. He lacked the
agility of a Tarran. Moreover, he was handi-
capped by the camera. But after a desperate
struggle, watched breathlessly by the crowd
below, he managed to perch himself on one
of the topmaust branches. And there he sat,
vesting the camera on his knee, and waiting
for something to happen.

The Greyfriars Remove batted first. But
there was nothing comical about their innings.
They piled up runs at a great rate, and by
the time the tea ‘interval arrived they had
scored 144 for seven wickets.

Tables had been set out underneath the
trees—tables which were covered with snowy
white cloths, and laden with good things.

on to this!® said

Grey-
/ Bunter held
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The cricketers sprinted eagerly towards them,
in quest of refreshment.

Mr. Prout, who had been acting as umpire,
was the last to leave the playing-field.

Mr. Prout wanted his tea as badly as any-
body, but he was not going to make a dash
for it. Oh dear, no! That would be incon-
sistent with his dignity as a Form-master.

Mr. Prout walked off the playing-pitch in
a leisurely and sedate manner, until suddenly
there was a loud warning shout, which caused
Mr. Prout to glance back over his shoulder
in great alarm.

“Bless my soul!” gasped the master of the
Fifth.

For a moment he stood still, as if petrified.

An infuriated bull came charging across
the greensward.

Mr. Prout happened to be wearing a flam-
ing red tie against the white background of

his umpire’s coat. The bull had evidently
caught sight of this tie. It bellowed
ominously.

“My onl; aunt!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“With the exception of our friend Johnny, it
isn’t often we .ee a bull on the cricket
ground! Where did that beast come from?”’

“Major Thresher keeps a bull,” said Harry
Wharton. “It must have knocked the fence
down at tie other end of the field, and got
through.”

Billy Bunter landed fairly and squarely
on the table at which the Remove players
were seated.

“Why dozsn’t Prout run?”’ pauted Mark
Linley. “He'll he gored if he stands there
waiting fer the bull to charge him!”

The cricketers sprang to their feet, and
chanted 1 chorus:

“Run, sir—run!”

Mr. Prout continued to gape at the bull,
as if hypuotised by the sight of its cnrush.
Then he wheeled reund suddenly, and fled in
terror towards the tea-tables.

Mr. Prout was not ordinarily
sprinter, but fear lent him wings.

With the tails of his long umpire’s coat
flapping ir the breeze, he ran like a chumpion
of the cinder-path. The bull, snorting Ioudly,
came thundering after him. ;

Billy Bunter, séated on his perch in the
lime-tree, was fairly crocning with delight.

Billy placed his camera in position, and
there was a sudden click.

“Got it!" chortled the fat' junior. *“This
will be the prize photo—it’s bound te be!
Prout being chased by a mad bull! What
could be better?  He,, he, he!”

Mr. Prout, meanwlile, dodged behind the
Remove cricketers for safety.

“Wharton! Crerry!” he panted.
that creature off! Irotect me!
undone !”

a good

“Keep
I—I am

By FRANK NUGENT.

the tea-tables, as at first appeared likely,

Having ost sight of the flaming necktie, it
gave up the chase. Wheeling round, it
rushed back to the other end of the field,
whe}'e a couple of gardeners, employed by
Major Thresher, were waititg with stout
cudgels and a rope.

Mr. Prout was almost sobhing with relief.

"ltA hus gone!” he murmured, mopping his
perspiring brow. “Thank goodness! Sit
down and resume your tea, my hoys.”

Scarcely had the cricketers resumed their
seats, when a startling thing happened.

There was a terrible cracking sound over-
head, and a fat junior came hurtling down-
E}Mds through space, like a bolt from the

ue.

The branch on ‘which Billy Bunter had
been seated was a fairly strong one, but it
had never been intended to accommodate a
fellow who weighed fourteen stone. 1t hac
put up with the fat junior as long as possi
but at last it had given way under the strain..

Bunter landed fairly and squarely on the
table at which the Remove players were
seated.

Crash! Crash!

Crockeryware went fiying in all directions.
Harry Wharton & Co. sprang back to aveid
the flying fragments. 5

“Oh, my giddy aunt!” casped Bob Cherry.
“Bunter’s fairly done it this time! Shouldn't
be surprised if he's broken his back!” :

Billy Bunter, however, was severely hbruised
and shaken, but nothing more.

Mr. Prout stood blinking in astonishment
at the fat junior, who was sprawling on the

Fortunately, the bull did not charge into

table.

B my soul!” murmured the amazed
Form-master, “Where did this wretched
bhoy 1d om?”

“Yow-ow-ow !” groaned Billy Bunter.
“I do not regard that as un intelligible
answer, Bunter,” said Mr. Prout. “Did you

fall from the tree?”

“0Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir!” moaned
Bunter, with gloomy sarcasm. “I tumbled
out of an aeroplane, from a height of ten
thousand feet!”

Ha, bz, hal?
“Take a hundred lines, Bunter, for im-

pertinence!” snapped Mr. Prout, very red in
the face.

“T den’t .care!”
under hiz breath.
photo, anyway!”

As soon as he Lad recovered from the
calamity. the fat junior took his film down
to the chemist’s in Friardale to be developed.

The result exceeded Billy’s expectations.
The photograph of Mr. Prout fleceing from
the bull turned out a real treat.

When Monday came, however, Bunter re-
ceived a rude shock. For his wonderful photo
failed to take the prize, after all!.

The guinca was won by' Monty Newland,
of the Remove, who had “snapped ” Billy
Bunter in the act of falling from the tree.

Bunter’s photo of Mr. Prout was funny.
But Newland's photo ef Bunter was funnier
still. It caused roars of laughter in the
Remove, and everybody agreed that Monty
Newland deserved the prize —with the solitary
exception of William George Bunter!

muttered Billy Bunter,
“I've taken the prize

ORDER YOUR COPY OF THE
“HOLIDAY ANNUAL~

NOW. &5 wia

See page 28.
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HEN my Uncle Robert sent me

‘;‘/ a camera it was the noblest

deed he ever performed in his

natural. Practically every day

this term my camera has been in action,

and I have managed to get some really

ripping snaps. Uncle Bob will have

many -a hearty laugh when I take my
album home at holiday-time.

.

T've got a photo of Adol pha; Smythe
ceawling out of a duck-pond. You
wouldn’t know it was Smythe. You'd
think it was a seal emerging from a pool
of slime and ooze. Reeds are clinging
lovingly to Adolphus’ noble neck, and his
face is a picture! It’s safe to say that
his own mother wouldn't know him, frem
that photograph! How Adolphus got
into the duck-pond was a mystery. 1
only know that I snapped him in the act
of emerging—and that’s all that matters !

Fhen there is a really ripping snap of
Bulkeley of the 8ixth making the
winning hit for Rookwood in the match
with St. Jim's. Big, broad-shouldered
Bulkelev has come out jolly well, and T
feel proud of that photograph. I had tc
tresspass on the playing-pitch in order
to get it, and Carthew, who was
umpiring, gave me a hundred lines. But
it was worth it.

1 have also got a photo of Tubby
Muffiin in the bathing-pool. Tubby looks
more like a prize porpoise than ever, as
he wallows in the water. He had just
got out of his depth, and was yelling for
help, when I took the snap. But Lovell
and Newcome towed Tubby safely (o the
bank.:

Another gem in my collcchon is the
snap of Tommy Dodd performing a high
dive, Tommy is my deadly rival, but
T'm the first to admit that he is a mag-
nificent high-diver, and the snap has
come out 19&115 well, Tommy is shooting
downwards through the air, graceful as
a swallow on the wing. I gave him half
a dozen special prints “for himself, and he
was awfully bucked.

Then there is a photo of a glove-fight
between Lattrey and Kit Erroll.  The
snap was taken just as Erroll's fist
crashed upon Lattrey’s+nose. IL was a
knock-out blow, and Lattrey is in the act
of toppling back\mlds The cad of the
¥ourth would give a good deal to have
that photo destrbyed, but I've got it safe
and sound in my album.

Space will ot permlt me to \ell you of
all my snaps. There iz a lovely one of
Mr. Manders, on the Head's lawn, trying
to slay a wasp, and hitting Dr. Chisholm
on the napper with a large plate! I
happened to be hiding in the shrubbery,
close by, when I got that photo. There
is also-a snap of Tubby-Muffin asleep on
the stool in the tuckshop; and there is a
tively photo of the Rookwood cricketers
executing a sort of war-dance after
defeating Greyfriars.
nearly full, and, though I say-it who
shouldn’t, it's the choicest collection of
pnotog\anh\ in all Rookwoed !

Tae Porurar.—No. 185.

My album is now |
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BAZAAR, EXCHANGE,
and MART !

(Advertissments in this kollum will
inserted at-a tunner a time. Postle-orders
should be made payable to William George
Bunter, and crossed “Tuckshopp Account.”—
Ed.)

CAMERA FOR SAIL!—In eggsellent kon-
dition, eggsept that the lens is missing
and the shutter won’t shut. Advertiser
will sell at grate sacrifice for a bob. Or
will exchange for a brand-new motor-bike.
—Apply EDWARD HANSOM, Fifth Form,
Rtookwood School.

FOOL FACE FOTOGRAPH OF YOUR
EDITOR!—Seated at his desk with all his
korrespondence around him, and with his
miner Sammy in the background. A splen-
did fotograph, specially taken by the Court
Fotographer. Price, from one pound to a
fiver, according to means of the applicant.
I have only a few million koppies left, so
apply at once to THE EDITOR, “Billy
Bunter's Weckly,” Studdy No. 7, Remove
Passidge, Greyfriars School.

ADVERTISER wishes to cxchange vest-
pocket camera for an ear-trumpet.—TOM
DUTTON, Study No. 7, Greyfriars Remove.

SMILE, PLEASE!—Come and be snapped
at the St. Jim's Fine Art Studio. Splen-
did phliotographs taken at reasonable cost.

eurs’ films developed. Advice given
gi'g'u —Apply HARRY MANNERS, St.
Jim's e

TO BATHERS, BOY SCOUTS, HOLIDAY-
MAKERS, AND OTHERS!—If you happen
to visit the village of Pegg, on the Kentish
(‘oast, don't forget to have your photo taken
by SAM SNAPPER, the Pegg photographer!
Snapper’s Snaps are famous all the world
over!

WILL somebody kindly toddle along to
my study with a camera and snap me?
U've promised my Uncle Horace that I'll

have my photo taken, and I'm too lazy
to visit a photographer. As Mahomet will
not go to the mountain, the mountain must
come to Mahomet! I don't want the amateur
photographers. of the Remove to be angry
with me. I want them to “take it lying
down!”—LORD_ MAULEVERER, Slackers-
ville, Remove Passage, Greyfriars.

FINE ART PHOTOGRAPHS of Rookwood
School (twelve in packet). Advertiser will
exchange for a rabbit-pie or a hamper of
tuck.—TUBBY MUFFIN, Rookwood.

GREYFRIARS PHOTOGRAPHERS are re-
guested to attend a special meeting, in the
Rag, of the Remove Photographlc Society,
on Wednesday evening at eight. The pro-
ceedings will be heard in camera!

COAL-CELLAR TO LET!—Highly suitable
for dark-room for amateur photographer.
Rent, one shilling per week, payable in
advance.—Apply to EPHRAIM TAGGLES,
Porter, St. Jim's.

WILL SOMEBODY KINDLY TAKE A
PHOTO OF MY ‘BULLDOG?—I tried to
snap it myself, and it snapped me instead!
I can't go within twenty vards of the beast.
Be a sport, somebody, and do the daring
deed!—GEORGE HERRIES, Fourth Form,
School ‘House, St. Jim’'s.

TO CLAUDE HOSKINS, Greyiriars.—I
borrowed your camera the other day, and
I dropped the beestly thing in the river.
Thought I'd better tell you. I'll buy you
4 new onL duncl\th my postle-order comes!
—BILLY BUNTER. 4
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DON'T MISS NEXT
WEEK’'S BUMPER
NUMBER OF MY
“WEEKLY,” YOU
CHAPS,—W.G.B.
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IN THE PH(]TGGRAPHE
CHAIR !

Mr. HORACE MANDERS,

& By Our Tame Phoioyrupher 3

[ H! Good-morning, sir! A
A grand morning, is it not? The
rain keeps off.”

“I did not come here,”
snapped Mr. Manders, “{o discuss the
climatic (ondmom’

“No?

“I wish to be photographed.”

“Oh, that’s rather awkward!” I mur-
mured. “I doubt if I have a camera that
will survive the ordeal!”

I thought Manders was going to fly at
my throat. He looked positively
Hunnish.

“I did not come here to be insulted,
either!” he said. “ Will you take my
photograph, or will you not?”

“Well, T'll have a shot at it. Be
seated, please. You are Mr. Manders, of
Rookwood, I believe 7"

“1am Y

“What's the idea of having your photo
taken? Do you propose to sell copics of
it to your pup115 at a tanner a time?”

“Sir, you are insolent i

“Or are you going to Stld\ it on the
s(hoo] notice-board, with ¢ Tarzan of the
Apes’ writlen beneath it ?”

“You—you i

“I must say you are not exactly a type
of English beauty,” I said, as I dived my
head beneath the cloth. “I've seen
handsomer creatures than you in the
monkey-house at the Zoo. Will you sit
still? You're bobbing up and down like
a buoy in a rough sea! "That’s better!
Now, will you try to look pleasant? I
know it’s a big thing to ask of you, but
make an effort.”

Manders scowled furiously.

“You look like a bloodthirsty Bolshy,”
I said. “ For goodness’ sake try to smile !
Only mind your false teeth don't fall
out [ .

Manders nearly choked.

“1—T will not suffer * he began.

“No; it's the camera that’ll suffer !

“I will not suffer this continued im-
pertinence !”’

“Keep your wool on!” I said blandly.
“Now, are you ready ?”

“T have been ready for the last five
minutes I”” snapped Manders.

“Here goes, then.”

Click !

The deed was done. I had photo-
graphed Manders in one of his most
aggressive moods. He was scowling
viciously, and he looked an utter bully

and a tyrant.
“Thank you,
the deoar.. 1

sir,” I said, holding open
he photographs will be
ready next week. If not, next month.
And if not then, next year. I never
hurry. I was a Government clerk befora
I came into the photographic business.”

“1 regard you as an insolent jacka-
napes!” ‘snarled Manders. “If those
photographs are not ready within a week
I will give you cause to regrel your
slackness !”

And he passed out into the street.

Manders can jolly well wait for his
photographs. I shall take my time over
printing them. And I sha'n’t forget to
send one to the British Museum as a
curiosity !

[Supplament IV



Real Photos of Famous Boxers Presented FREE in The “Boys’ Friend " Every Week, 17

L

!m!miﬁiiﬁﬂiI!fllliilmllllllllm!ll!l!(llllll!!l"ll!!l!l'&'

A GYGLING GGMED)Y !
: (

Continued from page 12.

[T

T T O e L

and Manners piloted Kildare's hicycle
beside his own.

Meanwhile, Knox extricated himself
with some difficulty from the ditch.

He was in a terrible plight. There was
mud. on his clathes, mud on his face, mud
on his hair—mud everywhere. And an
unsavoury aroma acconipanied the mud.

Knox’s first impulse should have been
to go and get a hot bath. But it wasn’t.
He was still bent on recovering his bike—
the bike which Baggy Trimble
“borrowed.”

To pursue Trimble into Wayland was
now out of the question.

There was only one way of trapping
Trimble. Knox decided to lie in wait
for him. The fat junior was pretty
certain to come back by the same road.

“T'll hide behind the hedge, and spring
cut on the young rascal when he comes
along !” muttered Knox.

He was about to put his plan into
execution when a portly and pompous

personage came waddiing slowly into
view,

This was P.-c. Crumyp, the village
constable.

Mr. Crump surveyed the drenched and
dripping prefect in open-mouthed wonder.

“My heye!” he ejaculated. “Which
you look a pretly fine spectacle, Master
Knox, an’ no mistake! Did you fall in
the ditch 77

“Oh, no!” replied Knox, with biting
sarcasm. ‘I climbed up a tree. That’s
how I got into this state.”

“Who done it ?” asked Crump.

“Three young rascals who will pay
dearly for it later! But look here,
Crump, I want your assistance.”

The constable puffed out his chest. He
swelled so much that he seemed in danger
of emulating the frog in the fable.

“If it’s a case of nippin’ a hact of lor-
breakin’ in the bud, Master Knox, I'm
your man ! he said.

“Well, listen to me. I’'ve got a brand
new bike. It was only delivered at the
school this afternoon, and that fat young
bHounder Trimble has bagged it and gone
into Wayland.”

**Ho " said Crump.

“He’'ll be back at any moment,” Knox
went on, “and I want you to come into
ambush with me behind that hedge and
wait for him.”

“Certainly I” said Crump. -“I never
shirks a dooty, even a dangerous dooty
like this !’
© “There’s no danger, you fooll”
snapped Knox. “But if there are two of
us, Trimble will have no chance to give
us the slip. We'll spring out on him and
bar his progress.”

Crump nodded.

“Will you waut ‘im took into custody,
Master Knox 77 .

“Of course not! I'm quite capable of
dealing with the young villain myself.
But ’ll give you a tip if we manage to
collar him all right.”

Crump beamed at the mention of a tip.

“We’d best take up our position be’ind
that ’edge,” he said.

. Prefect and constable strode across the
ditch into which Knox had been precipi-
tated. Then they crawled through a gap
in the hedge, and ambushed themselves

* You're sure Master Trimble will come
on the other side, -
by this road ?” said Crump.

NEXT
TUESDAY]

had |

“TIt’s & saimon to & sprat that he will,”
said Knox, "“Listen !

There was the clang of a bicycle-bell.

Knox poked his head cautiously
through the gap in order to investigate.

A cyclist came speeding past. But it
was not Baggy Trimble. it was Fatty
Wynn of the New House.

““Have you just come from Wayland ?”’
cdlled Knox.

Fatly gave a start on seeing the
prefect’s head protruding from the gap
in the hedge.

“Yes,” he said.

“Seen anything of Trimble 77

“1 met him in the High Street,” said
Fatty Wynn. “He was riding a brand
new bike—said his Uncle Bob sent it to
him——"

Knox almost foamed at the mouth.

“His Uncle Bob be hanged!” he
snarled. “That’s my bike that he’s
borrowed ! Wait till I get hold of him !”

“He’s just coming along, Knox,” said
Fatty Wynn., “He’ll pass this spot in a
Sifey 1

“Oh, good !”

- Knox rejoined P.-c. Crump behind the
hedge, and Fatty Wynn rode on to
St. Jim’s.

Meanwhile, Baggy Trimble, blissfully
unconscious of the trap which had been
set for him, was homeward bound. Ie
came whizzing along the dusty road at an

S e
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alarming rate, and he was thoroughly
enjoying himself.

“1 don’t know whose bike this is,” he
murmured, “but it’s a ripper! Three-
speed gear, oil-bath, and every modern
convenience. T'll always borrow this
machine when I want to pop over to
Wayland.”

The bicycle fairly flaghed along the
level stretch of roadway. Like Jehu of
old, Baggy rode furiously.

He was going at his fastest when two
figures suddenly sprang out from the
hedge. There was a lanky figure and a
rotund figure. In a twinkling Baggy
Trimble identified them as Knox of the
Sixth and P.-c. Crump.

The village constable planted himself
in the middle of the roadway, with arms
and legs akimbo.

Sternly his voice rang out.

“Stop! Stop, in the name of the lor!”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Knock for Knox !
AGGY TRIMBLE could nol have
B stopped just then, either in the
name of the ‘“lor” or in any-
body else’s name.

The machine wad whizzing along at
breakneck speed, and Baggy was much
too startled to think of applying the
brake. : ;

‘A FALSE ALARM!™

“Stop!” roared Knox.

‘“Stop!” boomed Crump.

The cyclist came on, like a rushing
mighty wind. :

Mr. Crump would have been wise to
have hopped out of the way. But ad-
vancing years had not taught Mr. Crump
wisdom. He stood in the middle ef the
roadway, as firmly implanted as a stout
oak-tree.

Baggy Trimble’s way was effectually
barred. If he swerved aside to avoid
Mr. Crump, he would dash into Knox.

A collision was inevitable. What
Baggy had to decide was this: Should
he collide with Knox or with Crump?

Baggy chose the constable.

Mr. Crump was  certainly a
inviting target.

Crash ! :

The front wheel cannoned violently
into the constable’s portly person.

With a bellow of anguish, Mr. Crump
toppled backwards. As falls the riven
oal, so fell he. And Baggy Trimble, un-
scated from the machine, clung wildly
round Mr. Crump’s. neck.

They smote the earth with a sounding

more

impact.
“Ow I
“ Wow 1”7, .
Together they rolled, constable and

junior, in the roadway.
Baggy Trimble struggled frantically

to free himself, while Mr. Crump
endeavoured to pin the fat junior down.
And as they struggled, they rolled

over and over, nearer and nearer to that
ditch into whose yawning depths Knox
the prefect had been hurled.

“Look out!”

It was a shout of warning from Knox.
But it came too late.

P..c. Crump and Baggy Trimble
rolled over the edge, and fell heavily
into the stagnant water.

“Yaroooch !”

“Gug-gug-gug !”

*“’Elp me hout o’ this, Master Knox !”?
splattered Crump.,

But Knox was otherwise engaged. He
was attending to his machive, which had
careered across the roadway.

Fortunately, the bicycle
slightly damaged.

Knox decided to ride back to St. Jim’s
and change his soaking garments, He
would deal with Baggy Trimble later.
Meanwhile, Baggy was floundering in
the ditch with Crump. They looked a
lovely pair, with reeds and slime cling-
ing to their faces.

Knox himself looked far from heauti-
ful.  He realised what a grotesque
figure he cut, and he fervently hoped
that he would encounter nobody on his-
way to the school. :

Leaving Chump and Trimble to sort
themselves out, Knox pedalied- away to
St. Jim’s.

He met nobody on the road. But as
he neared the school he could see that
there was a crowd of fellows in the quad.
He would have to run the gauntlet of
them. :

“I'll shoot through them like light-
ning I’ muttered Knox. ““Then .they
won’t have a chance to sce what a state
Pm in.?

Taggles, the school porter, was sweep-

was only

ing up the leaves in the gateway. He
obstructed the entrance.

Knox rang his bell furiously.

“Out of the way, you feol!”

Either Taggles was deaf, or he
shammed deafness. Anyway, he didn’t
move.

Knox was coming along at such a
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18 Have You Seen

pace that he was unable to pull up in
time. 3

He swerved to one side in order to
avoid Taggles, and he succeeded. But
he did not avoid the porter's broom. It
got in the way of his front wheel, and
before Knox could realise what was hap-
vening, he was pitched clean over the
handlebars.

There was a shout fror: Tom Merry &
Co., who witnessed the calamity.

_ “Great pip!”  ejaculated Monty
Lowther. “Knox 1s giving us an

. acrobatic performance!”
“Didn’t know he was a trick eyelist!”
said Tom Merry. .
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just look at the bike!™ exclaimed
Manuners. “It seems to be slightlv
bent "

Knox had alighted on all fours on the
flagstones, and beyond a severe shaking
he was uninjured.

The bicycle had gone farther and
fared worse. It had swerved aside, and
dashed into one of the massive school
gates, which stood open.”

The pgate survived the coliision, but
the bike didn't. It was not merely
“slightly bent,” as Manners  had ox-
pressed it. Tt was twisted and contorted
mnto a shapeless mass.

The machine, which had been in per-
fect condition only an hour previously,
was now only fit for the scrap-heap.

Knox picked himsel{ up, and surveyed
the wreckage. Then ho gave a groan.

My new bike!™ he muttered. “That's
fifteen guineas gone west !™ .

“Which “you should 'ave been more
careful, Master Knox!" said Taggles.

Knox spun round angrily upon the
school porter.

“It was your fault, you priceless
idiot!" he hooted. “You wouldn't get
out of the way when I rang my bell, and
you wouldn’t shift your blessed broom !”

“Wot I says is this ’ere >

“Oh, shut up!  You'd better fade
away into your lodge, before I do vou an
injury !” ¥

Taggles didn’t like the expression on
Knox's  mud-besprinkled face. Ha
promptly “faded.”

Knox was still surveying the battered
bicycle, when an athletic figure in cap
and gown came siriding down to the
school gates. Tt was Mr. Railton.

“Knox!” thundered the Housemaster.
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“Sir?"

“How dare you take the liberty of
borrowing my bicycle without per-
mission ?”’

“ Wew-ivhat!” gasped Knox. y

“You have not only had the effron-
tery to do that, but you have smashed
the machine beyond repair!”

For a moment Knox’s head seemed to
swim,

“But it—it isn’t your bike, sir!” he
managed to stutter. “It’s mine!”

““Nonsense! This machine arrived
for me this morning, from the Wayland
Cycle Works. I left it outside the
Schoo! House entrance, whilst T went in
to speak to DJr. Holmes, and when I
came out, the bicycle had disappeared.”

Knox looked dazed.

“I—T made sure it was my bike, sir,”
he stammered. “I ordered one myself
from the Wayland Cycle Works.”

“No doubt,” said Mr. Railton. “A
machine arvived at the school only half
an hour since, addressed to you.”

“My hat!”

*Ro it is your Housemaster's machine
you have smashed up—not your own,”
said Mr. Railton. “1 can see, now, that
vou acted in ignorance. But T shall have
to ask you to make good the damage.”

“Oh crumbs !

“The machine looks to me to be
beyond vepair,” said the Houscemaster.
It this proves to be the case, then you
will have to pay for a new bicycle.”

Knox gave a hollow groan.

“How came you to be in that muddy
state, Knox?” demanded Mr. Railton.

“I was pushed into a ditch, sir, by
three young villains 3

“Moderato your expressions, Knox
Who were the boys to whom you refer?”

“Merry, Manners, and Lowther, sir.”

“Very well. I will make inquiries
into the matter.”

The Housemaster did so. And when
he found that the Terrible Three had
been acting on Kildare’s instructions, he
let them go unpunished.

As for Knox, he was in a fuming,
tearing rage for the rest of that day.

Having had a much-needed bath, he
awaited the return of Baggy Trimble.

“T'll simply smash him when he turns
up!” snarled the enraged prefect. “He
was the cause of all the trouble. If he
hadn’t bagged that bike in the first place,
all this wouldn’t have happened.”
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“A FALSE ALARM!™

Knox waited long and impatiently for
Baggy Trimble {o appear. But he
waited in vain.

Baggy could guess that Knox was in a
homicidal frame of mind. And he kept
out of harms way. Wild horses would
not - have dragged Baggy into the
presence of Knox just then. 3

As Gerald Knox had taken up his
station "at the school gateway, Baggy
Trimble deemed it advisable to enter
St. Jim’s by the back entrance. As the
fat junior was crossing the Close with
stealthy footsteps, he bumped into the
Terrible Three, who were taking a
stroll.

“Somecone looking for you, Baggy,
my infant!” grinned Monty Lowther.

“Ow! Is it Knox?" asked Bagzy
Trimble plaintively.

“That 1s the gentleman who requires
to see you,” said Tom Merry. “1 think
he iz a little wild about somebody bor-
rowing his bike.”

“Yow! Don't let him see me!” said
Baggy. “He might use his ashplant.”

“He might,” said Manners laugh-
ingly. “I should make yourself as
little as possible. We won't give vou
away, you fat bounder!™

Baggy heaved , a sigh-of relief aud
made a dash for the School House and
disappeared inside.

So the prefect swas baulked of his prew,
and he retired fuming to his study.

Next day he found himself confronted
with a bill for fifteen guineas, which ha
was obliged to forward to his father.
since he could not pay it himself. And
Mr. Knox waxed wroth, and threatened
to cut off his son's supply of pocket-
money for some time to come.

It was rather rough on Krox, in a
way. But Tom Merry & Co. had 1o
sympathy for him. Knox was a bully
and a bounder, and whenever he came a
cropper, as on this occasion, he was only
getting his just deserts.

Thus ended the cyéling comedy—
though Gerald Knox would have pre-
ferred to call it a cycling tragedy!

THE END.

(There will be another grand, long
complete story of Tom Merry & Co..
the chums of St. Jim's, entitled “ A
False Alarm!” by Martin Clifford, in
next wcek's bumper issue.  Meantime,
g0 1o your newsagent and order a copy
of the “Gem ™ Library, our grand
Wednesday companion paper, in which
there will be a splendid Jong complete
story dealing with the purther adven-
tures of Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim's. )

[Bimimimimmininininininin EI]ZIEIEIE

A Magnificent Long Com-
plete Story, dealing with
the Holiday Adventures of
HarryWharton & Co., and
Lord Mauleverer, of Grey-
friars, entitled :—

“The Mysterious
. Foe l”

By FRANK RICHARDS,

in this week’s issuz of
THE MAGNET LIBRARY,
NOW ON SALE! 2
uiminininisiininizis(sinisinin=)n]

A LONG NEW TALE OF ST. JIM's.
H By MARTIN CLIFFORD, HH

G o o i o
O O O S 0 S



—Presented FREE in this Week’'s Issue of the ‘* Magnet’’ ?

TELLING HOW HARRY WHARTON & .
FOR HIS SHIPWRECKED SAILORS’

DONATIONS

j\OT(cz_’
s ! qu! Rare {
Tre vndensingd Horace Gaes
1% nmugurah o Fung ||
) for tha Benoht of ihe Sofppase
WFrom tha recany Sumgamor<

Proue @ o Aot hibe, am

of S C-l -
Chars ol ¥ P

Sa-,w.r a:.h.u- e
fusases anom o

. e
e Koy of L o

il RAL]
1 RaA
Rary wko;/ ot e FEIR

CO.

RESPOND TO HORACE COKER’S APPEAL
RELIEF FUND!

19

FOR -

¢+¢++¢¢¢++¢¢-$*:::
A Magniﬁcent, Long, ¢
Complete  Story of 4
Harry Wharton & Co., ¢ :

at Greyfrlars. 4
¢

e o

e e T D =

Ey ZE'R.A.NK RICEIARIDS

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

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
: . Coker’s Idea!
6 OMETHING’S got to be did!”
S Horace Coker, of the Fifth
Form at Greyiriars, was very
2 emphatic in that remark, though
it was made to himself.

There had been a great storm the day
before, antl Harry Wharton & Co., of the
Remove had distinguished themselves by
rescuing two white sailors and a lascar.
Coker was very concerned about those
sailors, and the morning after the storm
ho went in search of the five heroes,

. He met the Famous Five in the Close,
"and nodded to them very genially and
candescendingly.

“That-was a jolly plucky thing you
. kids did yesterday,” he said.

The juniors took off their hats all at
_once, and bowed to the ground before

Coker.

“Thanks, mighty lord!” said Bob
Cherry.

“It is a sufficient reward to have

gained the mnotice of your noble lord-
-ship!” said Frank Nugent.
“The rcewardfulness is terrific, great
.and ludicrous Coker!”
Coker frowned.
“Don’t play the gidd
“It was a plucky thing,
‘course, really, any fellow
{dona it!”
. “Of course, any fellow would I” agreed
:Wharton, “You'd have done it yourself,
{Coker, I' know, if you'd had brains
cenough. But if you had gone out catch-
1ing crabs, as you usually do, there would
‘have been a Coker the less 7
“And we should have had to sing to
cone another: °Oh, d‘y those tears!’”
.said Nugent, with a sob.
: “And we should have put on the
‘esteemed sackcloth and rashers for the
angust Coker!”
. NEXT
TUESDAY!

goat!” he said.
though of
would have

179

“TLook here,” said Coker, ‘“‘don’t be
funny! I was going to say {hat you
saved the lives of those chaps, and it’s
very creditable for you mere kids in a
Lower Form. I've talked to the three
are Johnson and

chaps—their names
Jones, and John Charles’ Henry, the
nigger. They seem three decent sorts,

and they've lost all their kit in the
wreck. As the captain was the owner,
and he went down, they’re not likely to
get any compensation. You didn’t think
of getting their traps ashore—7"

“We didn’t,” agreed Wharton sorrow-
fully.  “We were under the impression
that there was no time for it. You see,
we were in a hurry to catch the boat.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T expect I should have managed it
somehow if I had been there,” said
Coker; ‘‘but as the matter stands, the
chaps are destitute. They’ve lost their
traps, and their wages, and have
nothing but the clothes they stand up
in. I've got an idea. I think they
ought to be helped. And I'm going to
make a collection in the school for
them.”

“Well, that’s not a bad idea,”
Harry., “If we were in funds, we'd
whack out willingly enough. We've got
to find the tin somewhere to pay for the
Cliff House boat. It was pretty well
smashed to pieces, and it will cost a
good bit to get it stuck together again.
I'm going to write to my uncle about it.
About your collection, Coker, old man,
we’ll do the hest we can. I suppose
every little helps.”

A EVERY MONDAY._ pPRICE2° is

said

“Right!” said Coker. “I’ve got a
money-box with a key to it. I'll lock it,
and hand the key to Wingate, so that
it will be all right, though I hope nobody
would suspect me of boning any of the
tin. I'll stand the box in the hall with
a notice on it. You fellows can tell the
other kids a

“The other what?”

“Kids ! said Coker. “And I shall
expect all the fellows to roll up and
chuck something in. TI'll go up and
make the notice now.”

And Coker, with a lofty nod, walked

away to the School House. The chums
of the Remove exchanged a grin.

“Kids,” said Nugent reflectively,
“Coker isn’t exactly tactful when he's
looking for subsulplmns is he?”

“Fa, ha, -hal”?

“Ttis @ onIy good idea to help those
sailor  chaps,”  Wharton remarked
thoughtfully. Sailormen don’t get too
well paid, you know, and a wreck like
this leaves them stranded if they can’t
get compensation. They ought to be
helped. But I think we ought to have
the handling of the matter, not Coker.
Coker’s an ass!”

‘“A frabjous, burbling ass!”’ the other
fellows agreed heartily.

Whether Horace Coker’s collection was
to be a success or not, the great man
of the Fifth was certainly losing no time
with it. When the Famous Five went
in, they found the money-box on the
hall-stand, with a notice pinned over it,
in the sprawling handwriting and
entirely original orthography of Coker
of the Fifth. Coker had a minor who
was urcannily clever, and was in the
Sixth Form at Greyfriars. But Coker’s
acquaintances said that all the brains
handed out to the Coker family had been
bestowed on Reggie Coker. Certainly
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Coker had reached the Fifth Form with-
out mastering the mysteries of English
spelling. His notice ran:

“NOTICE!
“Rally! Rally! Rally!
“The under-sined Horace Coker is

inasvgurating a Fund for the benefit of
the sufferes from the resent shipwreck
in Pegg Bay. Three British sailormen
ave quite dessitute, and the Chaps of this
Colege are caled upon to subscribe to
give them a start. Smallest contribew-
tions thankfully received: larger ones in
proportion. The Key of this Box is in
Wingate’s hands, and the box will be
opened in the presence of all the pre-
fects, to prove fair play.

“Roll up!

“Raly! Raly! Raly!

“COKER OF THE FIFTH.”

So ran the tice.  Apparvently Coker
of the Fifth was in some doubt as to the
exact allowance of “I's” in “rally,” for
he had put two in the first place, and
only one in the second, rrettmg one lot
right, at all events.

The juniors chuckled gleefully over
Coker’s notice. .
“Jolly good wheeze!” said Bolsover

major. ‘“I've got a shilling I'm going to
pul in. I've tried to pass it on Mrs,
Mimble, and she won't take it; and 1
offered it to Gosling as a tip, and he
wouldn't take it. I was going to keep
it as a gift for a blind beggar, but I
ton i mmd giving it to C’okc

* Ha, ba. hal”

There was a roar of laughter as
Bolsover major extracled his bad shilling
from a recess of his pockets, and dr 1pped
it into the money-box.

Clink!

The sound of the falling coin reached
Coker’s ears, as he came down the
passage. Col\er looked very pleased.

65

So you've started the ball rolling,
you chaps " he said heartily.

“Ye~: DPve begun with a shilling,”
said Bolsover major blandly. “I’ve been
saving up that shilling for some occasion
like this, and the fund is more than
welcome to it, Coker!”

‘“Good for you!” said Cloker heartily.
“It’s a noble object, my infant—to give
those destitute sailormen a start, vou
know,”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“It would give your Formi-master a
start if he saw your spelling,” grinned
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Cloker frowned.

“You let my spelling alone,” he said.

“That's all right. Beﬁldes added
Coker, with a hurried glance at the
1~oti(e “ I know as well as you do that
there are two ‘s’s’ in ¢ presence,” but I
dont tmuble about trifles like that.”

““Ha. ha; ha!”

“I shouldn’t!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Do you know ‘that there are two ‘o5t
in nnuco Coker?’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, rats!” said Coker. “Roll up

with your subscriptions, and let the spell

ing alone, Hallo, Reggie! Got some-
thing for the fund?”
Reggie Coker, the great Coker’s

younger brother, came along with his
gentle smile.  Coker minor was in the
Sixth, but there were few fellows in the
Remove who could not have I\nocI\ed
him into a cocked hat in a ‘‘scrap,”

hence he received scant respect from the

juniors.  Fags in the Third would tap
Tre Porurar.—No. 185,

% NEXT

TUESDAY!

Coker of the Sixth on the shoulder, and

| him Reggie—when Coker of the
Tifth was not by. ]
Reggie Coker admired his major’s

brawn and muscle, as much as Horace
admired his minor's great brain powers.
The brothers were very greatly attached
to one another, and Horace fought all
Pug-o» battles They would never
ave been- tought at all if Horace had
1ot fought them.

Loker of the Sixth dropped a half-
crown into the box.

“Good for you, Reggie!” said Coker,
giving his minor a fnendlv tap on the

shoulder  that wmade him stagger.
“There's an O\amp!e for you fellows
from the Ql\th (e

]‘ Rally I"* said Bob Cherry. “I mean
raly

“Ha ha, ha!”

And~p01h<xp\ under the influence of
Coker minor's example—a good many
of the fellows rolled up, and contribu-
tions clinked into the moncy-box—many
and varied contnbntlom consisting
chiefly of trousers’ buttons, with a ming-

ling of shirt buttons and pen-nibs and
batteredd and defaced coins that had
been refused at the tuckshop.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rallying !
SAY, Mauly!”

I Lord Mauleverer quickened h1=
pace a little. Mauleverer, the
champion slacker of the Remoxe

generally  proceeded at a stroll, cven
when he was late for lessons or call-over
—as he frequently was. But he quick-
cned his pace whenever Biliy Bunter
was on his track. The dread of being
buttonholed by Bunter was the only
thing that could make the slacker of the
Remove buck up.

But Billy Bunter was not to be shaken
off easily. He quickened his pace, too,
and caught Mauleverer by the sleeve.

“1 say, Mauly, old man, stop a
minute 1"

““Oh, begad!"”

Lord Mauleverer was Mauly to his

friends, but he did not count William
George Bunter among the number. But
Billy Bunter was pally with his lord-
ship, whether his lordship liked it or not.
Bunter did not see that it required two
to make a bargain.

"About that quid, Mauly !’ said Billy
Bunter. “I suppose, if I find it, I may

regard 1t as a loan until my poctal -order

cotes 7"

“Svﬂdm. ?

“Thanks. TI've been Iooking fol it
again, but it hasn’t turned up,” said
Bunter. ‘“Of course, it's bound to come
to hght m the long run.

“Yaas.”

“So I suppose it wouldn't make any
difference to you, Mauly, if you handed
me another quid now, and T hand you
back that ,one w hen T find it?"

¥ags,”

SRR

iAY *

“Ion he‘re. Mauly. Will you lend
we another gquid now, and T'll go and
‘sook for that one again presently? You
know, I want to make a contribution
to Coker's fund. It's a very deserving
thing,

you know—des htu_te sailormen
and thmrrw Don’t you think so?”
Y pa

“Then you won't object to handing
me the qmd now ?”

“Yaas.”

“Look hele vou ass!” bawled Billy
Bunter. ‘Do you mean to sav that you
won't trust me with a quid?”

“Yaas.

And Lord Maulevdrer gently detached

his arm from Bunter’s fat f'ngors and
walked away, leaving the fat junior
blinking after him anc{u’v

“Well, of all the rotters!” growled
Bunter. Aitel all T've done for him,
too. Pah!l’

And Bunter rolled away, disconsolate.
He had hunted high and low for that lost
pound note, but he had not succeeded
in finding it. Doubtless it had been
blown into some hole or cranny, where
the short-sighted Owl of the Remow
failed to perceive it. And he did not
know exactly where he had dropped it,
either, and the Ciose of Greyfriars was a
wide gtound to cover with a minule
search. It would have been much simpler
to get another pound nete from the
schoolboy earl, and it was very exasperal-
ing that Lord Mauleverer did not see it
in_the same light.

_Billy Bunter brightened up at the

ight of Coker in the Close. He bore
do“ n upon Coker with an agreeable grin

on his fat features.

“I say, Horace, old man——" he
began.

“Rats!” said Coker, surveying the

Owl of the Remove with great disdain.
“If you call me Horace, T'll dot you on
your nose, you cheeky young rotter!”
“Ahem! TIt's about the fund, Horace
—your fund for the destitute sailor-

R

“Oh'” said Coker, his expression
altering a little. “If you want to make
a eogtribution, you'll find the box in the
hall.

“Good! I know where to find the
box, but I don’t quite know where to
find the money,” Bunter explained.
“I've got a postal-order coming to-
morrow, but that will be too late. I'm
strictly opposed to borrowing, as a rule,
but I thought I might borrow ten bob
of a fellow, and let him have my postal-
order for it to-morrow. Do you think

should be ]nstlhorl’

“ Certainly | said Coker.

“Then you'll lend me the ten bob?".

*Rh 2

“Lend me the ten bob—-"

“Ob, don’t be funny!” said Coker.

And Coker playfully knocked Bill:
Bunter’s cap over his spectacles, and
walked away. The Owl! of the Remove
replaced his cap and set his spectacles
straight, and snorted. He was still
snorting when the Famous TFive came
by, and Bob Cherry gave him a gentle
dig in the ribs that made him gasp.

“Wherefore  that frowning brow,
Bunter darling?” asked Bo

Bunter growled angrily.

“Tt's that beast Coker! I want to
make a contribution to his fund, and he
won't lend me ten hob, thuugh 1've pro-
mized him my postal- ‘order  to-morrow

for it.. I want fo make a contubutzon
vou know. I don't want to be left out
of this. It’s in the cause of charity, and

you chaps know what-a charitable chap
I am!”

“Ha, ha., ha! You'd borrow any-
thing for the poor and needy, wouldn't
you?” grinned Bob Cherry. “But
there's only one poor and needy person
—W. G. Bunter.”

“Oh. rveally Cherry! T.ook here, I
want to put in something. you know.
Have vou feilows been making contribu
tions 7" o

X ne ™

“You might leud me something to
contrbute, then.”

“You'd like to put in the same as I've
done 7" asked Bob.

“Yes; that would do.
involunt: arily  wandered towards the
tuckshop as he spoke. Tt was pretty
evident where his contributions would be

" Bunter’s eyea
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made ¥ he suceeeded in raising a loan.
“Hand me ten bok.”
“] didn't put in ten bob.”
: ‘Y"WeH, give me as much as you
in.
“The same thing will do?” asked Bob.
“VYes, yes!”
“Exactly the same thing?*®
“Oh, certainly! Yes,” said Bunter
eagerly; and he held cut a fat hand.
“Right-ho! Tl do that. You're sure
you're going to put it in the box for the
tund, and not take it to the tuckshop?”

“0Oh, really, you know: 5

“Well, you shall have it.”

Bob Cherry searched through his
pockets.  Bunter watched him eagerly.

He could hardly believe in his goed
Iuck. )

“Here you are!” said Bob, finding at
last ‘the object he was in search of. He
placed it in Bunter's fat palm.

The Owl of the Remove blinked at it.
It was a boue jacket-button.

“W-w-w-what's that?” gasped Bunter.

“Same as my contribution to Coker’s
fund,” said Bob Cherry blandly.

And the chums of the Remove
chuckled and walked away, leaving Billy
Bunter still staring blankly at the button
in 'his palm.

“How’s the fund getting on, Coker?”’
Harry Wharton asked, as they met
Coker of the Fifth.

Coker gave a beaming smile.

“Rippmg !” he said. ‘ Nearly every
minute you can hear the box eclinking.
Fellows ave simply rolling up with their
contributions.”

*“Oh, good! You'll be able to buy old
age pensions for sailormen.”

“Well, it won’t quite run to that,”
said Coker. “But there will be pounds
and pounds. Have "you fellows put
something in?”

“Yes, rather "

“Of course, we don’t expect much
from you fags,” said Coker condescend-
ingly. “But shillings and sixpences
count up, in the long run, you know.”

. “T hope vou don’t mean to insinuate
that you think I put in a shilling or a
sixpence, Coker,” said Bob ‘Cherry
indignantly.

. “T suppose you didn’t put in a quid?”
said Coker, laughing.

. “Well, no, net a quid. Still, it wasn’t
a sixpence. or a shilling, either.”

“Wdll, the more the merrier,” said

Coker. “Tt will be a pleasant surprise
for the sailormen when they get what's
in, that box, won’t it?7”
* And Coker nedded, and went into the
House to see how his fund was getting
on. - The chums of the Remove grinned
at one another.

“Tt will be a surprise for the sailor-
men when they get what's in that box,
I'vé no doubt about that,” Nugent
remarked. “T’'m not so sure abeut the
pleasantness of the surprise, though.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

Clink, clink, clink, clink, clink, clink!

That pleasant sound greeted Coker’s
ears as he entered the House. Skinner
of the Remove was at the money-box.
Colker tapped him on the shoulder. and
Skinner looked round quickly and turned
vather red.

“Piling it in, eh?” said Coker good-
humouredly.

L Ve-gs,” *said Skinher;
i “That’s righf! Tt’s for a good cause,
et

“That’s why I'm doing it, Coker,”
sdaid Skinner solemnly. “I'm glad you're
pleased.” i

% Coker looked very pleased as he walked
away. " He had not expected fellows to
rally round the fund in this generous
way, especially fellows like Skinner.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

I

|

I

A CURIOCUS COLLECTION!
Skinner.
out on the table.

‘“ Now look out for the circus!’”’ murmured
The lid of the collection-box was raised, and the contents poured
There was a gasp from Coker.
were several coins in the collection, and a considerable number of buttons, |

pen-nibs, curtain-rings, and fragments of pencils!

‘“Ch, my hat !’ There

(See Chapter 3.)

Skinner of the Remove was not sup-
posed to be generous with money; in
fact, he had a reputation of being rather
mean. It only showed that you never
really knew a fellow, was Coker’s reflec-
tion. Here was Skinner of the Remove,
supposed to be a mean chap, dropping
contributions galore into the money-box
for the fund. It was really quite
touching.

Skinner looked after Coker with'a grin.

“It’s so pleasant to make one's
schoolfellows happy, isn’t it, Bolsover ?”
he remarked. *‘And especially if you've
happened to find an old bunch of keys.
Faney pleasing Coker by dropping half a
dozen old keys into his money-box!

Queer world, ain’t it?”
M— tentive that afternoon in class.
Coker was mnever distin-

guished for his scholastic attainments,
and he had never been celebrated for
attention to-work. But just now he was
quite indifferent to class business, and
he turned a deaf ear to Mr. Prout, and
fhat gentleman called him to order at
ast. 5

“May I beg you to observe, Coker,”
said Mr. Prout, in his tone eof the most
polished sarcasm, “that you are in the
Form-room now, and not on the cricket-
field? It is a common custom, when in
class, to pay some slight attention to
lessons. Some slight attention, you will
observe—a mere trifle, of course, in com-
parison with the thought you bestow
upon getting runs infa cricket-mateh.”

The FRifth chuckled at the joke!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Curious Collection !

R PROUT, the master of the
Fifth, found Coker very inat-

¥ You se@, &

o Eh !”
to me, sir

““Really, Coker,” said Mr. Prout, with
great asperity, ‘“this is intolerable !”

said Coker.

939

“Did you speak

“Sorry, sir!” said Coker. “T was
thinking !
“Dear me!” said Mr. Prout. “I am

glad to hear it—very glad. Such unac-
customed exercise of your mental powers,
my dcar Coker, is greatly to be com-
mended. T suppose it would be too much
to hope, however, that you were think-
ing of your lessons?”

The Fifth did not chuckle this time, not
being sure that this was a joke.

“TIt’s about my fund, sir,” said Coker.
“The fact is, sir, I'm getting up a fund
for the shipwrecked sailors at Pegg, sir,
and I've been thinking out what ought
to be done with the money. Perhaps
you'd give me some advice, sir.”

Mr. Prout softened.

“Well, that is certainly a very good
and generous action, Coker,” he said.
‘I shall be very pleased to give you
advice. But pray leave the consideration
till after lessons. There is a.time for all
things.” .

But Mr.. Préut was very gentle with
Coker aftér ‘thidt, And when the Fifth
were dismissed, ‘Coker stayed behind a
minute or two to speak to the Form-
master. j :
- “You—er—wished for
Coker ?”* said Mr. Prout.

“Yes, sir,” siid Coker. " As a matter
of fact. Cdket didn’t. “But, after all, it
gave the fund morve eclat to have a
Form-niaster'<concerned in the affair.
‘ “1_expected -only a small
sum to be collected, but the fellows have
been rolling up like anything. I've seen
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even small kids 15 tha Third and Second
putting things iute the box. Of course,
mostly coppers, I suppose; but every
little helps.”

“Quite so, Coker. And vou think that
the collection will amount to a sum of
considerable magnitude?”

“Yes, sir. That’s what I was thinking
about. As there is a large sum raised,
instead of the small one [ expected, I
don’t know whether it ought to be
banded over in cash to the seamen.
You see, sir, they might be tempted to
spend it on riotous living, especially as
they are mow living in a public-house.
I thought perhaps it might be invested
for them, and made quite safe.”

“A very good idea, Coker,” said Mr.
Prout—*“a very good idea, indced.
shall be ¥ery pleased to help you decide
when the amount of the collection is
ascertained.”

“Thank you very much, sir! T think
the box ought to be opened now. Every
fellow has had a chance of putiing in
his little bit. Wingate has agreed to
open it in the prefects’ room, in the
presence of the prefects, sir, as a guar-
antee of fair play. Perhaps you would
not mind being present?”

“Certainly, Coker.”

They proceeded to the hall. Bolsover
minor of the Third Form was bending
over the money-box, cramming some-
thing in which was apparently too large
for the opening. The fag skilfully con-
cealed a curtain-ring in his sleeve as he
caught sight of Coker, and vanished.
Coker lifted the box. It was a good-
sized box, and it weighed a great deal
now that it was full—and it was
evidently full, Coker beamed.

“Feel the weight of it, sir!” he said.

Mr. Prout felt the weight of the box.

“Very hecavy!” he said.

“Hven if it's mostly coppers, sir, there
will be a gocd bit of money in that,”
said Coker,

*Undoubtedly.”

“I'll carty it to the prefects’ room.”

And Coker marched off with the prize.
There were smiles among the fellows
who saw him go. They anticipated a sur-
prise  for Coker when the box was
opened.

Wingate of the Sixth had the key, and
he had agreed to open the box. Two or
three good-natured prefects had assem-
bled to witness the ceremony.

The box was placed on the table.

“Will you open it, Wingate, please ?”
said Coker.

“Right !” said the Greyfriars’ captain.

A crowd of juniors were looking in at
the open door. They were smiling.
Loder made an angry gesture to them.

“Clear off, you kids !” he said.

“We want to see the show!” said
Johnny Bull. v

“ Look here——"’

“0Oh, let them remain,” said Mr.
Prout- generously. “Naturally = the

juniors wish to know how much money
has been raised by their generous efforts,
Loder.”

Loder growled under his breath, but
he could not gainsay a Form-master.
The juniors remained in the doorway.
looking on with great interest at the
opening ceremony. Wingate produced
the key and inserted it in the lock of
the money-box.

Click !

“Now look out for the circus,”
mured Skinner.

*“Ha, s, ha ?

Mr. Prout looked round in surprise at
tha juniors. ;

Tur Porurar.—No. 185.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

mur-

the Grand Real Action Photo cf d, Cock—

“My dear boys,” he said, “this is not
a laughing matter. Coker’s idea wus a
noble and generous one, and it seems to
have been responded to in the same
generous spirit by the boys of this school.
Pray be serious.”

The lid of the box was misec}l,j and the
contents poured out on the table.

There was a gasp from Coker and a
chuckle from Wingate. The prefects
looking on all grinned.

“Oh, my hat!” said Coker.

“Dear mel” gaid Mr. Prout.

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was a *curious collection.

There were several coins—a couple of
half-crowns, two or three shillings, some
sixpences, and a little heap of coppers.

But the greater part of the collection
consisted of buttons of all sorts and
sizes, and there were a considerable
number of old keys, broken pen-nibs,
curtain-rings, fragments of pencils, and
pebbles.

The total value of the cash was about
ten shillings.

The value of the rest—the greater part
of the collection—was nothing at all.

Coker's dreams of forty or fifty pounds
faded away all of a. sudden.

The Fifth-Former’s face was a study
as he gazed at the collection.

Mr. Prout was very pink.

“Ahem!” murmured Mr. Prout.
“There seems to have been—ahem !—
somcthing humorous in the ideas of the
—ahem !—contributors, Coker! I do
not think—ahem !—that it will be pos-
sible to find an investment for that collec-
tion, Coker.”

And Mr. Prout rustled away.

Coker could not speak for a moment.

“Ten bob !” said Loder, with a laugh.
“Well, that will provide the destitute
sailormen with drinks all round, Coker.”
“It's a shame!” said Wingate, laugh-

ing. * Ha; ha, ha ¥
“Oh!” gasped Coker. “The—the
rotters! Oh! That ten bob was nearly

”»

all put up by my minor and me.

“Ha, ha, bal”

“Take that rubbish away!” said Win-
gate. “I'm afraid you're not exactly
the person to make a successful collection
for a charity, Coker. You had better
take a plate round next time, so that you
can see what the fellows contribute.”

“Ha, ha, ha'l”

Coker glared at the grinning prefects,
and glared at the collection. Then he
gathered up the money and the money-
box and stamped away.

“Don’t leave this rubbish here !” called
out Loder.

Coker snorted.

“Oh, vou can have that!” he said.

And he stamped out of the prefects’

room. He glared at the juniors, who
were howling with laughter.

“You rotters! You young rascals! 1
—I-Tri—"

““Fa, ha, hal”

“It's all right, Coker,” <caid Bob
Cherry consolingly, “this job’s rather
above your weight, you know. We're

going to take it in hand, and make a
success of it!”

*Yes, vather

“The wratherfulness is terrilic,
esteemed and ludicrous Coker!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker charged at the crowd of juniors,
swho scattered, still yelling with laughter.
And then the hero of the Fifth stalked
away to his study, in great dudgeon.
And in ten minutgs all Greyfriars was
chuckling over tHe story of Coker’s
collection.

my

| audience before we rehearse a play.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Remove Takes it Up!
66 OKER has made a muck of it,

q as usual " Nugent remarked, in

Study No. 1, where the chums
. of the Remove had met in
council.  ““But something is going to
be done.” '

“Hear, hear!”

“And it’s up to the Remove—that is
to say, us!” said Harry Wharton.

“Our noble, esteemed, and ludicrous
selves!” said Hurree Jamset l.am
Singh.

“The best idea on hand is a charity
performance by the Junior Dramati
Society,” said Harry Wharton. “All
agreed?”

“Hear, hear!”

“I've called the members together,”
said Harry. ‘“They’ll be along here
soon. 1 don’t see why a really good
play. really well played. shouldn’t be a
howling success.”

“Why not?” said Johnny Bull. “Only
what about the takings?”

“They will all go to the fund for ti:a
destitute sailors, of course.”

“1 don’t mean that. 1 mean,
there be any takings.”

“Of course there will, ass, if we charge
for admission.”

“If anybody comes!"” said Bull.

“If Bull is going to throw cold water
on the scheme at the start——"" began
the president of the Junior Amateur
Dramatic Club warmly,

“Not at all,” protested Johnny Bull.
“But we ought to arrange about the
No
good playing a reully good play really
well, to a set of empty chairs, you
know.”

“Well, the good of the cause will make
a lot of the fellows roll up,” said Harry:
“and if we give them their money's
worth, why shouldn't they pay for
admission?"”

“We'll give them Shakespeare, done as
Shakespeare should be done,” said
Nugent.

“Hear, hear!”

“But Wharton suggests giving them
their money’s worth!” said Johnny
Bull, o

“Won't Shakespeare be their money’'s
worth, fathead?” roared the incensed
members of the Amateur Dramatic Club.

“T don’t think they'll think so.
Shakespeare is above their heads—and
mine. If you want to get in the morey,
and I suppose you do——"

“¥es ass P

‘“Well, then, have something comic,
with ragtime in it."”

“Rats!” said
together.

There was certainly a slight doubt as
to how Greyfriars would receive Shake-
speare from the Junior Dramatic Club.
But to descend from Shakespeare to rag-
time was asking altogether too much.
It would be from the sublime to the
ridiculous, and the bare idea was not
to be entertained for a moment.

“T think we'd better settle on Shake-
speare,”’ said Wharton, with dignity. “I
suppose no member of this club wants to
give an exhibition of the turkey-trot or
tha gargoyle glide?” !

“No fear!”

“The play's the thing,”
Cherry. “Shakespeare or
drama?”

“I admit that some of the fellows are
fed up on Shakespeare,” said Wharton.
“What about the higher drama?”

“Ahem!” said the members.

will

all the dramatists

said Bob
the higher
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“Where do you get higher dramas?”
asked Jobnny Bull suspluously

“Might be able to get them on hire-
- purchase,” suggested T\Ing«‘nt

“Ha, ha, ha1?

The president frowned.

“This is not a fuzmy‘meeiing,” he
BGIC

“Isa’t it?” szid Johnny Bull, in sur-
prise. . ““ My mistake ! Go onlt”?

“Look here, Bull

“* Look here, fathead—"

“Well;, you know my opinion,” said

Johnny Bull obstinately.
the thing to catch the puLIic—(omlc
songs and things. Every fellow who's
going to be allowed to join in the
chorus will pay to come in. But you
won't get unvbodv to lay down a bob
to hear \uoe 1t ask i
R omeo.”

“You're s Philistine,”
“a fatheaded Philistine!

said Wharton—
There’s seme-

thing due to the dignity of the dramatic

i

“Oh erikey ! said Johnny Bull.

There was a bump at the door, arnd
the other —members of the
Amateur Dramatic Club came in.
were a good many of them, and the
study was pretty well crowded when they
wero all inside.

“Any gentleman got any suggeshons
to make for the play to be given in aid
of the fund for the destitute sailormen ?”
asked Wharton.

“Yes, rather!”
al once.

“Don’t all speak together—take it in
turns,” said Bob Cherry.

*“Well, said Bulstrode, ‘I was thinking

£ * Hamlet.” I should be willing to play
the part of Hamlet.”

“Go hon! Next!”

“¢QOthello * was my idea,” said Ellioit.
“I know Othelio’s part, and I could do
lown to the ground—though I say it.”
“ Next !?

.~ “Sure, T was thinking of ¢ The Mer-
chant of Venice,” ”’ said Micky Desmond.
“‘I’xe got Shylock’s part by heart, and

pure I'll give ye a specimen——"

“Next man !”

“Hould on! T’ll show ye how I do it,
and you can decide whether it’s first class
or not,” said ’\hdxy his tone implying
that it was first class in his opinien, and
. that ke was prepared to disregard all

. other opinions.

"L Tl have me bond;
‘me bond.
M Bare,

“Have me bond

¢ “Shut uap!”
together.

“Suve, and [—'

“Next man in!” roared Wharton.

“What about a sketch of Lancashire
life 7 asked Mark Linley, who came
from that great county. “1 could coach
‘you in the “dinlect——

“" “Thanks! Next man!”

o P Pve got 4 better idea than a rolten
“play,” said Ogilvy. “Why not a series of
Scotch dances and songs—the special
. point about the performance to be that
it is entirely Scotch ?”

. “CGo. home! Any

. fellows?”

“Leave it to me,” said Morgan. “1
.8aW some recitals when I was in London

“last vac., and it struck me that a recital

might be given here with splendid

| Qﬂ’ect o

"..““What do you mean by a recital 2’
“One chap does it all, you know, or

pearly all—gives songs one after another.

have & set of Welsh songs, look
you——"

NEXT
TUESDAY!

said all the members

spake not against

I've sworn an oath that I will

3 23

said all the members

more ideas, you

“Ragtime 1s

Bob wherefore he is

Junior

There

‘““THE SGHOOLBOY PLAYERS!”

“Ha, ha, ha‘ 2

“Ve: we're likely to sit round like
hens in a barnyard and leave you all the
show,” said Nugent wrathfully

“But look you——7"

“CRrpraer! - Rats ]2

“Get out!”

X

“Cheese it 17

“Gentiemen,”
surgamom we

said Wharton, “all the
ha\(, réceived  from

-1 members of the club turning out to be

piffle—"

“IIPJI hear !

“It's up o the meudeht to put it
through. I think we're bound to stick
to Shakespeare or the higher drama, at
a‘l evenis,”

“You'll have to pay the fellovs to
come in,” said Johony Bull, “and what
good will that do the fund 77

" (h'der i

‘And I may say,
a nlam at 70111111\' Bull, “that I think
the hlghm drama’ is the thing. Shake-
speare, like the poor, is always with us!
It \vould be the right thing to gne the
higher drama a lev up, so to speak.”

“Hear, hear !

“But what lhe dickens is the higher

10

drama 77 asked Bulstrode.

“My dear chap, if you don’t know
what the higher drama is 24

“Well, what s - it?” -demanded
Bulstrode.

said Wharton—
is—is the higher

“The higher drama,”

“{he hm}‘e dmmu
drama, of com~e

“Oh, 1 see!” said Btl]wuoue sarcastic-
ally. “That's quite clear.’

e Some{umo really modern,” e\plained
Nugent, ** without any plot or action, and
hardly any chavacters. What charicters
there are simply talk to one another and
argue over social problems that only exist
in books.”

“That’s it,” said Harry.
a play round a probler.
miill-owner owns a mill.
becomes a strike leader. What ought
they both to do under the circs? They
talk to one another through three acts,
and don’t get any nearer a solution at
the end than at the beginuing., 'That’s
the higher drama.’

“Sounds to me like silly rot!”
Tom Brown.

“Well, T suppose it is rot, when you
come to think of it,” admitted Wharton.
“PBut it catches on, you know, as a
change from the common-sense that
people ha\e been accustomed to for a
long time.’

*“Why not play something of Ibsen’s?”
said Nugent. “It would give the
Dmmmm Club a lot of kudos to play
Ib:ea

‘Hum! T don't think the Head would
allow it,” said Harry. ‘‘Ibsen’s subjects
are rather—rather beastly, besides being
idiotic.  But we mwht write a higher
drama ourselves.

“My hat!”

“On the lines of a Norwegian drama,
vou know,” said Harry eaned} “Qulte
up to date and bristling with problems
in chunks. F’rinstance, look herc! I
could write it, In Fact anybody could
write an Thsen drama.

Harry Wharton took a pen and a sheet
of impot paper, and sketched out a scenc
for the drama:.  The junicrs watched
him curiously. Most of them had heard
of Ibsen, but they had never read the
works of the great Scandinavian.
Wharton had seen some volumes by
chance at his uncle’s house, and had
lcoked through ,jthem on a rainy after-
noon in the hohdayﬁ Hence his unex-
pected knowledge of the higher drama.

“You write
F’rinstance, a
IHis eldest son

said

’ said Wharton, with’

23

Wharton’s pen moved rapidly over the
paper, and the scene grew.

“Read it out,” said Nugent.

“Listen, you fellows!” And Wharton
read out his Ibsen drama. ‘‘Scene one.

Scene: A Fiord in Norway.

“Characters: The Banker SLagndg
the banker’s wife, and Slackrags, the
clerk.

“Mrs. Skagrack: ‘It is now ten years
ago !’

*“Mr, Q:Iulrrla:?k: ‘ Ten years.’

“Mrs, Ska i: ‘Yes. Ab, yes?

“Mr. Skagrack: ‘Ten long years.

“Mrs.  Skagrack: ‘ Precisely {en
years.’

“Mr, Skagrack: “Ahl

*“Mrs. Skasrack: ‘Oh !V

“Mr. Skagrack: ‘ For those len years,

Tlsa, we have been tog«,thm you and I.7
“ Mrs. ‘:kaglad\: *You and I—you
and I! Ah, Eyolf! Should you not rather
say, I and you?’
“*Mr. Skagrack, giving a sudden siart :
‘I and you, Itlsa.’

“ Mrs. Skagrack: ‘ Is it not so, Eyolf #

Y Mr. Skagrack: ‘Indeed you are
right.  Yet should we not rather say,
neither I and you, nor you and I, but
both? For whe can truly say, Elsa, that
the self-—the lgo—should ever take the
precedence of the inwardness of the
Other. Yet why should the Other be

before the One? Is it you who are with
me, or I who am with you? Are we
both with one anoiher, or are we, indeed,
one another with boili? Who shall solve
that problem, Elsa?’ :

“Mrs.  Skagrack: ‘Who indeed,
Eyolf

"\h Skagrack : Ah!’

“Mrs. Skagrack: ‘Oh !’

“That’s all I've doue, so far,” said
Wharton, pausing and gazing at the

astoni=hed juniors.

“But does it mean anything?” de-

manded Bulstrode.

_ “There’s supposed to be hidden mean-
ings in it,” explained Wharton. “It's
symbolical. It can symbolise anythmg
you like. Every chap in the audience has

a different idea as {o what it symbolises,
so all are satisfied.

13 Oh ,))

“The only thing is, it mwht be above
the heads of our audience,” said Whartou.

“Perhaps we'd better stick to {the
lower drama, then,” said Bulstrode sai-
castically. “Chaps are old-fashioned, you
know, and might like to lmve something
with some mednmg in it.’

‘“ Hear, hear !

"\Vell, it’s eithe1 the higher drama
or Shakespeare,” said Hanv \thnon
“1 leave it to the club to decide.”

And the club clecxdul with one voice :

““Shakespeare |

Harry Wharton grunted. Apparently
the Remove did not think much of his
ideas of a play.

Then the juniors searched the school
for copies of King Jchn, the play which
they decided would about fill the bill.

What  Ce would = say when he
realised that’the Remove was going to
tale up the: job of assisting the ship-
wrecked sailors, the cheerful juniors
neither knew nor cared.

But it was certain Coker would be
ratty, o say the least of it!

THE END.
(Another long complete tale of Harry
Wharton & €o.," entitled *“ The School-
boy P7a yers,” in next week’s issue.)
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Another Magnificent Coloured Engine Plate in Next Week’s Iszue.

ANOTHER SERIAL OF THE FAMOUS MILLIONAIRE ADVENTURER, FERRERS LORD, WHICH
YOoU i

WILL ENJOY READING!

START TO-DAY!

A‘ Grand

lin
!

s

Hew Serial, 'introducing Ferrers Lord, the Millionaire Adventurer, Ching Lung &

Daring Pearl Raider, Harper Blaise, the Terror of the South Seas.
By STIDNEY IDXREWVW:

{Auihor of “ Gan Waga’s Island.”)

A meetice 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 uanfolds a daring scheme for raid-
ing the strong-room on board the Lord of
the Deep. Biaise is to impersonate
Ferrers Lord, get away in the yacht, then
after taking the thousands of pounds of
pearls ard gold from her, sink the yacht
in the lagoon. The plan is successful.
Terrers Lord is kidmapped; then Blaise
sets sail on the Lord of the Deep.

On board the yacht Harper Blaise
comes to the conclusion that Rupert

INTRODUCTION.

Thurston is a dangerous man, so he
drugs bhim one day at dinoer, and
Thurston is laid up on the sick-list, in
his cabin, unable to move.

Soon after Ferrcrs Lord's yacht leaves
the station Ching Lung arrives, with Hal
Honour and Gau Waga, in the prince’s
yacht. They hear of Donelan’s daring
scheme, and take him a prisoner. After
a skirmish with the mysterious raider, in
which they are torpedoed, they discover
Ferrers Lord marooned on an island.
Owing to the condition of the yacht,
Ching Ling & Co. cannot leave the lagoon
in which they have been trapped, so they
commence to fortify themselves against
an atback of the raider.

(Now read on.)

Trouble for Ching Lung !

ARRY was correct about the swiftness
of the tide, for an hour before high
water it was running through the
channel with great force. But the

engineer did things so well, cven when he
had to do.them  hurriedly, that the prince
felt sure that none of the mines would break
away and float down wupon the stranded
yacht. .They were not very deadly affairs,
but one of them, if it exploded close to her,
would be quite powerful encugh to do sericus
damage. 5

With tne cool breeze blowing, Gan Waga
felt a great deal more comfortable. He
climbed up to the bridge, with a cigar in
his mouth. .

“Ho, bo, hoo! 1t awinl fuuniness to hears
them, Chingy!” he said. with a chuckle.
“Wow-00-wow ! Ulla-balla-walla!  Squeak,
squeak! Just likes thati”

“Phwat d'yve mane—* ulla-balla-walla *?”
demanded Barry 0'Rooney. “Phwat’s got
vou now, blubberboiter? Who's wow-wowing
and squeaking 27 3

“The Chief and old Jimmy,” said the
imo. “Mhe Chiet he 'talk Jimmy’s
lingo, -and it so funnifuls to hear I gotted
to laughs!”

“Bedad, av ut’s as funny as your own
native linge. ut would make a sick cow
laugh!” said Barry. “Bad luck to the clumsy
scoundrelst”

Something

1 had happened to the forward
searchlight. There was a sharp popping
sound, and the light suddenly  went out.
Evidently the fuses had gone. Barry
O'Rooney went down to see what could be
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done to rectify matters, and the prince and
Gan Waga remained on the bridge.

“How long we stops stuck here, Chingy?”
asked the Eskimo.

“Don’t I wish I could tell you, old lad!”
said the prince. *1'd only like to pack up
and make a move this very minute. Don’t
you like it?”

“It too hotness, Chingy,” said Gan Waga.
“I sooner have butterful snows, Chingy. 1
nots o

The Eskimo broke off abruptly and bent
forward, staring into the gloom ahecad.

“Something afloats out theres, Chingy,” he
said quickly. “It not a boats, but it coming
down fast on the tide.”

Ching Lung had exceilent eyes, but he could
see nothing. He took up the megaphone and
shouted through it.

“@Gan says there’s something drifting down
the chanuel, Barry! Can's you show a glim?”

“Bedad,” Oi can't, sor!” replied Barry
O’Rooney’s powerful voice. “There’s a bad
fault somewhere. Whoy not put up a sthar-
shell 77

Ching Lung took the signalling-pistol out of
the box and loaded it. As he snapped it off
a dazzling blue light glowed out. 1t showed
them a cluster of drifting logs. They had
been cleverly launched so that the pull of
the tide would carry them into the channel.
At that moment Barry got the searchlight
going once morc.. He shrugged his shoulders
as he saw the oncoming logs—palm-trees sawn
into lengths—for he knew the purpose for
which they had been launched.: Ching Lung
set the bell clanging to bring up the crew.
He bawled liis orders through the megaphone
in Chinese. - ’

“Stations at boats!”’he shouted. “Lower
away, pull ashore, and boats -return! If

CHUMS.

there’s any disorder there'll be some shooting."

There was no disorder. The logs seemed
to have been eaught in an eddy, and for a
time it looked as if they would go aground
at the end of the island.

The crowded boats pulled away and came
back. Ferrers Lord picked up a rifle, gave
a quick glance ahead, and saw the logs drift
back into the centre of the channel.

“1t will be safer ashore, Honour,” he said
to the engineer. “We shall have some un-
pleasant visitors if we wait much longer.”

He gave Ching Lung the honour of being
the last man to leave the yacht. The search-
lights still shone cut as they hur up the
beach. Suddenly, in an uncanny way, as if
directed by some mysterious agency, the logs
bunched themselves together and moved for-
ward, feeling the full strength of the current.
They struck against the rope to which the
floating mines were attached. It sagged, but
held against the strain for a second or two,
and then seemed to snap. Then came a roar
and an uprush of flame and water, and the
Chinzmen, eclasping their hands over their
heads, scuttled farther inland.

Crash followed ecrash as more of the
mines exploded. Ferrers Lord, Ching Lung,
O’Rooney, Gan Waga, and Hal Honour lay
down and watched the yacht, with the
streaming searchlights fore and aft. It was
still now, except for the gurgling of the
water and the rustle of the winds in the
palms and an occasional jingling sound as
a couple of the mines colliided.

“Phew!” Ching Lung pulled out his hand-
kerchief and wiped his forehead. “This is
touch and go, isn't it, Chief? It can’t be
very good for the nerves!”

“Av she does go up, something will happen
that will be a lot worse for the nerves, Hal,”
muttered Barry O'Rooney. “No grub and no
wather!”

The engineer merely grunted and then went
on smoking placidly. At last the millionaire
stood up, with the rifle in his hand. He
levelled the weapon and fired. Astern of the
yacht a drifting mine expleded as the bullet
struck it. On the erest of the wave that
followed the explosion the millionaire saw
a dark object. Shouting to the others to
lie down, he dropped flat just as the mine
was flung ashore. There was a terrific roar,
and fragments of tin and scrap iron were
hurled in all directions. The choking smoke
blew inwards, and when it cleared Ferrers
Lord was standing close to the edge of the
water. By this time it was evident that the
lagt of the mines must have grounded or
drifted past, and O’Rooney heaved a thankful
sigh.

“Bedad, gintlemen, Oi belave it’s all clear,”
he remarked, “and the yacht isn't doomed
to go up in the air this time! They tell

ANCTHER GRAND STORY OF THE ROOKWOCD

By OWEN GCONQUEST.
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us a sailor’s loife is a jolly wan, bubt Of
sometoimes wish Oi'd piver left swate Bally-
bunfon and come to say! Gan, my plump
bhoy, you're lucky! Av the yacht had been
blowed to smithereens this would soon have
hecome a canmibal oisland, and you being
the fattest of the family, they'd have cooked
you first!*

“They gotted to catch me firsts, old dear!”
grinned the Bskimo. “I not stopping on any
cannibal islands to get eated! [ soons swim
away!”

The danger was past, or some of it. Ching
Lung whistled to call up his skulking ecrew.
They came forward in little groups, but
many of them held back. Then a thin-legged
man with a long yellow face approached the
prince and_saluted. IHe spoke in a low,
whining voice, and Ching Lung answered
him angrily.

“Is there anything the matter, Ching?”
asked Ferrers Lord's deep voice.

“As good as mutiny, Chief,” answered
Ching Lung bitterly. “They don't want to
go aboard the yacht, but to remain on the
island. They say the devil-ship, as they call
iter, will come back and shell the yacht and
kill them all. What they want is to be
allowed to stay ashore and muke dug-outs.”

The millionaire's forehead puckered, and
Barry O'Rooney thrust.his clenched fist in
his pocket, for it was itching to hit the
Chinaman on the nose.

“Do you want me to advise you, Ching?”

“Please don't, Chicf,” said the prince.
“You talk as if I were in command here, but
I'm not. I've ahdicated in your favour. You
are the boss, not myself.”

“Then let them stay ashore,” said Ferrers
Lord, lowering his voice. “Pretend to give
in gracefully. Get the boats in first—all but
one. Let them huave that and some tools
and provisions, but not too many provisions
a time. We can't fight Harper Blaise's

3

“

vang and a mutinous crew as well. Bub get
in your boats.” -
“Good!” said the engineer, with an

approving nod.

Two hours later the Chinamen were dig-
wing furiously into the thin soil of the island.
There was hard coral rock below, and Barry
O'Rooney wished them joy to it. Three of
the boats hung safely on their davits, and
Ching Lung and Honour came aboard in
the fourth one. Only scven men remained
on the yacht—her owner, Harold Honour,
Ferrers Lord, Gan Waga, Barry O’Rooney,
and the two natives, Jimmy and the pilot.
And Ching Lung was not in a good temper,

The night passed quictly enough, except
for the noises ashore. ¥ear had filled the
Chinese erew with energy, and they were
still at work at sunrise, for a Chinaman can
be either the laziest person or the most
industrious of mortals. Not a single palm-
tree was standing, for they had felled them
all to make roofs for their dug-outs. They
had managed to burrow down into the rock,
hut whether their dug-outs were shell-proof
or not could not be seen from the yacht.
And though Hal Honour had been on watch
most of the night, the tireless engineer had
managed to prepare breakfast.

“Qi ean’t say much for your good looks,
Huly” said Barry O’Rconey, as he sat down
to his rashers and coffee, “but you're a
useful sort of chap av there’s nothking orna-
mental about you! And, bedad, those Chinks
must have lovely blisthers on their hands,
Oi'm thinking!” .

“A lot of cowardy custards,” said Gan
Waga. “Dears, dears! Why they so
frightened, hunk? What the matters with
the idjits, Barry?”

“Wind up,” said Barry. “They're suffering
from a bad dose of the complaint known as
the blue funk. And kape that plate on the
table, my lad, and ate properly wid a knoife
and forrk. Whin Hal and Oi allow you to
jiave breakfast wid us, you've got to behave
dacently, moind that. Bedad, av you don’t
want to ate that bacon juice on your plate,
jave ut on the plate and dou’t let me catch
vou rubbing it on your hair, or, sure, Oi'll
tomahawk you!”

Gan Waga’s table manners could be
excellent, but he was apt to be forgetful,
hence Barry's reminder. Gan had  been
known to wipe a greasy plate on his head
when he thought his hair needed oiling, and
such things, of course, are not donme in the
best, society.

“Yo' a cantankerous old fidgets!” said the
Eskimo. *“Ho, ho, hoo! I think poor Chingy
NEXT
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got the rats, too. Those Chinks got Chingy’s
back ups. What cheer, Chingy!” he added,
as the prince came in. “Yo’ all merry and
brightness, hunk, old haked haricot beans?”

“Bedad, av the blubberboiter dared to
talk to me loike that, Qi’d bang his thick
head against the leg of the table a few
toimes,” said Barry O’Rooney.

“And there’s me and Chingy and Hal
would attend yo' funerals,” said Gan Waga.
“Give me some more bacons and not talks
so much.”

Harold Honour pushed back hiz chair and
pointed towards the open porthole, through
which the sunshine was streaming.

“I don't think you’ll do any good, Hal,”
said Ching Lung. “Those chaps have been
busy all night and they won't be in a humour
to start again just yet.”

All the same, Hal Honour went ashore. The
engineer did not speak a single word of
Chinese, but to the surprise of the prince
and Barry O'Rooney, he managed to round
up a dozen men or more and brought themn
back with him. Just as if Sharkfin Billy and
the ghost-ship did not exist, the engineer
set about the task of repairing the leaky
boilers. He wanted a head of steam to
work the pumps, and he intended to get it
as quickly as possible.

Towards noon, the second shell came over.
It must have been terrifically hot in the dug-
outs, for most of the Chinamen were out in
the biazing sunsh'ne when the shell came
whistling above the yacht. Before it struck
the ground not a man was visible. The shell
half buried itself, but did not explode.

“4 dud,” said Ching Lung. “Just a gentle
reminder from that one-eyed assassin, Shark-
fin Billy, that he is still on the spot.”

Ferrers Lord, who was leaning back in a
deck-chair, gave a lazy mnod.

“I thought we might see him last night,
after he had got rid of our mines,” he said.
“He must know pretty well everything that
is going on.”

“How?»” asked the prinece. “Do you think
we are being watched from the other island?”

“Yes, I think so, Ching. Take the glasses

and look. There’s one palm that stands

much higher than the others. I faney he
has, or had, a spy perched up there.”

The top of the tail palm-tree was clearly
outlined against the sky, and the glasses
brought its broad leaves and red-brown
trunk up closer.

“If there’s anybody up there, he’s weil
sercened, Chief,” said tlie prince. “lt’s well
within range of a rifle, but I don't feel
inclined to try a shot.” . .

“That is how I feel, or I'd have had the
fellow out of it,” said the millionaire. *“It
ean only be some wretched black, for no
white man would climb up there. As we
have no secrets that are of much value,
spying will not damage us much.”

“No; bhut it would bhe precious
if the chap started sniping, Chief.’

“ For the sniper. yes,” said the millionaire,

awkward
)

smiling. “He would come out of that tree
rather promptly. Shall we go ashore and
investicate?”

Gan Waga rowed them to the beach, and
he looked rather crestfallen when Ferrers
Lord told him to go back to the yacht.

“Yes, scuttle off and keep voursgelf cool,
Gan,” said Ching Lung. “Yowd melt. Go
and enjoy yourself in the refrigerator for
an hour, till we sail back again”

They shouldered their rifles. The island
was considerably larger than the one on
which the Chinese crew had taken refuge,
and there was more timber. The under-
growth that had seemed very dense from
the yacht proved to be less thick when they
neared it. They kept a watch on the lofty
palm, but if it~ was -occupicd, the occupant
kept very still, for none of the leaves even
quivered. When they were within thirty
yards of it, Ferrers Lord stepped into the
open and put the rifle to his shoulder, and
the effect was instantaneous.

At once the feathery top of the palm
became violently shaken, and two naked
black legs came into view. The legs were
promptly followed by the rest of their owner,
and a black came shinning down the tree
with extraordinary speed, the muzzle of his
rifle following his descent. He dropped the
last dozen feet, but jumped up unhurt, and

OVERLOOCKING THE ENEMY'’S STRONGHOLD ! Ferrers Lord’s whistle
Thkey lay down together and peered over
the edge of the cliff and down on to the bay, where the raider floated on the
“ There’s nothing new about her that I can make out!”’

brought Ching Lung to his sids.

glassy water.

said the prince. (See paye 25.)
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held his hands above his head, trembling
with terror that set his knees wobbling.

“Hi, ‘billy, you come here quick!” cried
Ching Lung. “What you sit up alongside
tree and watcha for? Savee? You're an
ugly black trash spy—what?”

The black did not find his voice all at
once, and when he did it was a very shaky
one,

“Sharkfin Billy tella, boss,” he said. “No
want spy, but Sharkfin Billy, he no good,
only make watch white fellas and yellow
fella. No watch, Billy use whip.”

“Same old yarn!” said Ching Lung.
you blacks chin you
savee you bad fellas.
along Sharkfin Billy?»

“No savee, boss, so no use ahle tella.
Come back night Sharkfin Billy, and tella
him then what see. I good fella, boss—no
talk lies.” X

Ferrers Lord pointed to the palm-tree and
patted the breech of his rifle.

“Up therc and stop there!” he said.

The native wus an amazing climber. He
went up the tree again, not so swiftly as
he had come down, but with remarkable
speed, and vanished from view,

“Keep an eye on him, Ching, and see if
he attempts to signal,” said Ferrers Lord.
“I don't think he’ll venture te do so just
vet, but he might risk it. I'll push through
to the other side. If you hear me whistle,
Join me; and if the nigger does anything
suspicious, give me a whistle, and I shall
be on my guard.”

The native had concealed himsclf so well
that he might easily have made dozens of
signals without being seen from below.
Ferrers Lord advanced in zigzag fashion
from one palm to another, taking advantage
of all the cover he could find. He caught
the flash of blue water. There was no beach
here, but a slip of reef, with a fall of sixteen
or eighteen feet to the sea. Across the
channel, which was a couple of miles in
width, was another island. Beyond that they
la_y. in clusters, stretching away into in-
visibility—a green archipelago intersected by
blue creeks, tortuous and twisting. If any
man lived who knew those perilous water-
ways, and had a fast petrol-launch of light
draught and a good supply of petrol, he could
snap his fingers at his pursuers.

“That was almost a fatal visit I made to
Mr. Bruce Donelan,” thought Ferrers Lord.

He had an acroplane on board the Lord
of the Deep, and had intended to make use
of it to hunt down the pearl poachers and
their elusive vessel, but Bruce Donelan and
his accomplice, Harper Blaise, had got in
their blow first. Nothing that flcated on
water had much chance of capturing the
raider, except a vessel of its own type, and
only then if piloted by a person who had
an intimate knowledge of those countless
atolls, with their shoals and dangercus coral
reefs. :

And then Ferrers Lord saw a puff of white
smoke, and heard the cough of a gun and
the whistling scream of a shell. He stepped
back quickly, and sank on hands and knees,
for the raider was not halt a mile away,
and he must have offered a fair mark for
a  rifle-bullet. Her sides were cleverly
camouflaged blue, green, and brown, .and
that is why he had failed to see her at once.

Away behind him the shell exploded.

The millionaire’s whistle brought Ching
Lung. They lay down side by side, and
looked out across the sparkling sea.

“There’s nothing new about her
can make out, Chief,” said the prince.
“Almost flat-bottomed, for shallow water,
and I expect she has a big centre-board
she' can let down to steady herself when
she's out’ in the rough. I ‘can see a big
rozzle forrard on her starboard side. I guess
there's another on the port side, but I can’t
see it for her gun. That’s what she pumps
the smoke through to screen herself, I sup-
pose. A very ordinary sort of gadget, any-
haw.”l =

“Did you expect anything extraordinar,
Ching?” : i sy

“Not after seeing Sharkfin Billy,” answered
the prince, with a laugh, “though that wall-
eyed old pearl-thief is a bit extraordinary in
his way! When you see things at -close
hand it usually does knock the romance out
of it. This is the wonderful ship that goes
and comes like a ‘speetre, and lands dashing
pirates to hold up astonished pearlers. And,
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atter all, she’s nothing but an oiltank with
a gun, and some extra good machimery in
her. Have a guess at her crew.”

“Twenty would be rather a erowd,” said
the millionaire. “I see one rascal sitting
on the gun, but not another soul. Perhaps
they are taking their siesta.”

“Then they won't thank the rascal for
loosing off that shell,” said the prince. “That
bang must have disturbed their beauty sleep.
He’s turning round now. Yes, that’s Sharkfin
Billy. Notice him pull off his hat and wave
it? He’s signalling to that black rogue in
the tree. Now they're waking up. Ugh!
You one-eyed brute!”
tChing Lung grasped his rifle and levelled
it.

“Steady, Ching!”’ said the millionaire
quietly. “Don't fire, for you mustn't forget
that I promised to save that gentleman for
the hangman. If you kill him it will only
make the others more vindictive, and if you
miss it will do no good. Yes, they know
we're here, and they’ll be off in a hurry.”

The deck of the raider suddenly seemed
to swarm with men. A few seconds later
the water astern of her frothed white, and
her engines roared and rattled. She went
away with a leap, as a straining greyhound
leaps when reteased from the slips, leaving
a creaming wake behind her.

“Sharkfin Billy was expecting a lead pill,
and he might have had it before now if you
hadn’t stopped me, Chief,” said the prince.
“I wish you wouldn't make rash promises to
hangmen.”

The millionaire laughed.
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“We all have our foolish moments, Ching,”
he said. “I ecan't see much advantage to be
gained even if we had sniped the fellow. If
you want a shot, put a bullet into the palm-
tree, and you may have everything you hit.”

“Thanks, as 1 know that wingless blackbird
has flown, I'm not wasting any cartridges.”
said Chine Lung. “There the beauty go

The spy had taken to the water, and
swimming for his life for the island opposite.
He had a long swim in front of him, so they
let him zo.

“I suppose that shell Lusiness is a method
of terrorism,” said Ching Lung, as they
walked back across the island.

“Just that, Ching, pure terrorism. He told
us the Chinamen would not fight, you re-
member, anda occasionally the most elaborate
itars can speak the truth. He has put them
to ground already, snd taken all the pluck
out of them. Killing Chinamen ecannot give
even suchi a blackguard as that any pleasure.
And there may be more method in it than we
think. If Le keeps shelling them regularly,
hc‘él drive them crazy. You can guess the
rest.”

“Yes, Chief! I ean, but I wizh you wouldn’t
keep rubbing it in,” said Ching Lung. “I'm
heartily sick and ashamed of the whole
cowardly pack of them. I'd like .to have a
white crew, but in my unfortunate position
that's impossible. My beloved subjects pay
for my yacht, but if I ever get her afloat
again and rcach home INl sack this crowd.
And I know exactly why you told me to get
in the boats That's what this shelling is

all about, sn't it?”

““A 'FALSE ALARM!™

“That must be at the bottom of it, Ching,
If they kill a few, ws may have to fight to
hold the boats. We are only five men, for
we count on the two blacks.”

“I almost wish you'd pack up and leave
me to it, Chief,” said Ching Luag. “It's my
business te stop with my men. You can have
one of the boats.” -

Ferrers Lord smiled as he patted Ching
Lung on tie shoulder.

“Don’t be absurd,” he said. “You got
yourself into this trouble locking for me, &0
we'll sink or swim together. That subject is
now ruled out and dismissed.”

When Gau Waga had rowed them ahoard,
Harold Honour, as black as a sweep and as
greasy as an ociler, had come on deck for a
breath of fresh air.

“Gone!” he grunted. “Scuttled.”

“Yes, scuttled, Chingy,” said Gan Waga.

“The minvte the old shell weat pop, they
were up and overboard like a shot, and

ashore and drwn the holees.”

The engineer's Vorkers had deserted him.
It was almost certain that they would not
return, for they would feel safer in the dug-
outs than on the yacht. A quick glance
passed between the engineer and Ferrers
Lord, and Honour turned and went below
again to ply his ionely hammer. The million-
aire also turred away.

“Ochi Little things like this are sent to
thry us,” said Barry 0”Rooney. “Pwhat’s the
use of worrying? They've sthruck, and
though Hal is a marvel in his own loine, he
can’t do wonders. Oi'm not saying that Hal
couldn’t pateh up the yacht single-handed
and get her afloat, ioo, but bedad we'll all

' have bald heads and whiote beards a foot

long by six inches wide afore he’d finished.
Arrah, th: lubbers! Oi'd loike to prance
round them wid a cat-o’-noine-tails.”

The prince made no reply, but got mto'the
boat again. Barry O'Rooney and Gan Waga
wafched him land and walk up the hot, white
beach. He shouted, and eautious yellow faces
looked out of the dug-outs. The Chinamen
gathered round their prince. They could not
hear anything, but by the way the prince
shook his clenched fists, Barry and the Eskimo
could tell that he was furiously angry.

“Hallo! Redad, ut looks as av he’s per-
suaded a ‘ew of the rabbit-hearted gang to
come back to duty, blubberboiter,” said
Barry O'Roorey.

Six or seven of the Chinamen came forward
and stood behind the prince. Ching Lung
talked and gesticulated. Evidently he was
winning them over, for a cheer was raised.
by no means a very hearty one, but it was
promising. )

Behina the island a gun coughed again.
The shriek of the approaching shell was
enough Yelling with terror, the Chinamen
holted back to their dug-outs. But Ching
Lung scarcely stirved, except to fold his arms
and look upwards, for the prince was almost
heart-broken

At the Qates of Treasure !
HILE the unlueky yacht Kwai-hal

lay fast on the coral, water-logged,

her boilers leaky, and her ecrew

terrified by Sharkfin Billy's shells
into a condition of terrified mutiny, the Lord
of the Deecp, swift, neat, and shipshape, was
speeding onwards towards the golden island.
There were no blue skies above her now,
no blue seas beneath her keel, and no burn-
ing sun shone. Gold, for which man slaves
and fights and slays, Pas no choice of climate.
The magic metal lies hidden in scorched
rocks hot enough to blister the hand, and
under everiasting ice and unmelting snows.

There was mist in the air, and the presence
of icebergs gave it a chill that was familiar
to Thomas Prout, as he glanced at the chart
and then at the compass. Prout was uneasy,
though he could scarcely have told why.
They had sickness on board, but on a big
yacht, even with a crew picked for their
health and hardiness, sickness eannot always
be avoided. Rupert Thurston, if no better,
was no worse. Now the. wireless operator
had been taken ill with symptoms very
similar to Thurston’s, and, like Rupert
Thurston, he was weak and feverish, and
too weak to leave his cabin. Bassthorne,
his understudy, was a mere youngster, a good
listener-in, but slow at sending off a message,
and not to be trusted to decipher even the
simplest code accurately.

“By honey, I can smell the old tang of the
ice, Ben!" said Prout, as his friend Benjamin
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Maddock joined him on the navigating-
bridge.

“And I ean feel it, souse me!” said Mad-
dock. “Al things considered, we’re making
a good run, but I never was fond of these
waters.”

“By the way you talk, mate, you might
be suffering from a touch of the hump,
mate,” said Prout. “Or is it only your
liver 2>
. “Bit of both, maybe, though I can't re-
collect ever being troubled by my liver
afore,” answered the bo’sun,

“Well, if T was you 1'd go to the Chief
and ask him to give you a dose out of the
medicine-chest for it said the steersman.
“But you ain’t really bad, Ben—eh?*

“No, I ain’t bad, Tom,” said Maddock
slowly. “If they was all like me the doctors
would be walking about wi’ patches on their
trousers and no soles to their boots, for
they’d find precious little doing in the
doctoring line. I'm worse than bad.” He
glanced at the motionless figure of the man
at the wheel. “I've caught a complaint that
never come my way afore, souse me!” Mad-
dock lowered his gruff voice and fixed his
troubled eyes on the grey sea ahead. “I'm
Wworried, Tom.” .

Prout touched him warningly on the arm.
; “Easy, by honey—go easy, my lad!” he
isaid warningly. “You've got me guessing;
but steer steady. What’s worrying you?”

“It’s the Chiet,” replied Maddock in a
hoarse whisper. “What’s happened to him,
souse me?*

Prout stroked his beard uneasily,
‘nodded to the bo'sun to proceed.
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WHERE ARE THESE BAGS BOUND FOR?
NEW AND RNOVEL COMPETITION.

FIRST PRIZE, £10!
SECOND PRIZE, £5!
THIRD PRIZE, £2 10s. !
FORTY PRIZES OF
FIVE SHILLINGS.

)

Here’s a splendid epportunity for you
to win one of the handsome Cash Prizes
offered above.

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO. On this
page you will find six picture-puzzles.
Each one contains a label which a care-
less porter has damaged, and you are
invited to write, in ghe space provided
under the picture, the full name of the
place originally on the -label. -

DO NOT SEND IN YOUR SOLU-
TIONS YET. There will be six sets in
all, and when the sixth and last set
appears you will be told when and where
you are to send your sets. i

The FIRST PRIZE of £10
awarded to the reader who succeeds in
sending a set of solutions exactly the
same, or nearest to, the set now in the
Editor’s possession.
will be awarded in order of merit.

will be

It must be distinctly understood that
the Editor’s decision is final in all matters
concerning this contest, and entries will
only be accepted on this condition.

Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are NOT eligible to compete.

The other prizes -

“He ain't the same man,” said Maddock.
“He's changed somehow, souse me. I can’t
make it out, but he’s different, or else it’s
me. At one time if the Chief told me to
dive overboard and drown myself, I'd have
done it wi'out stopping to argue the point.
Now, if he tells me to do anything, a feel-
ing comes on me that makes me want to
turn round on him and order him to do it
hisself. That's mutiny, but I can't help it,
Tom. The influence don’t seem to be there,
the—the—— You know what.”

Maddock could not find the proper word,
but Prout understood. With regard to
Maddock, the Chief had lost that mysterious
magnetic influence which makes a man feel
that he is in the presence of a superior, a
master-intellect and a leader. With Prout
it was the same, though he had not ven-
tured to speak of it, and had even tried
to persuade himself that he was mistaken.
A word, a gesture, or a glance from Ferrers
Lord had cast a magic influence over him
that had spurred him to energy, making no
task seem too difficult, no peril too great
to face. Now this dominance scemed to
have gone. The two mariners knew little
about suchi subtle things, but they knew
that Ferrers Lord had changed.

“Now, just look at Mr. Thurston and poor
Sparks,” said Maddock, “Both laid up in
dock for repairs, souse me. There was a
time when the Chief would have had ‘em
afloat again like winking. I've worked it
out, souse me—and a bad -headache it's
give me, Tom—that the Chief can’t be quite
hisself. He looks fit enough, but he ain’t
the same. There's a change somewhere—a

puzzling sort o’ change I can’t get hold of.”
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The bo'sun’s voice sank
he’s losing his memory.”

“Losing what, by honey?”
glaring stonily at the bo’sun.
you're telling me?**

“He’s losing his memory,” repeated Mad-
dock tensely. “Sou+: me, I wouldn't breathe
a word of this to nobody except to an old
pal like you, for it hurts me, mate; bub
it's true. 1 was down in the wireless-room,
and he was there. Something had come over,
and he'd got it down. And the Chief couldn’t
read it.”

“Couldn’t read it—the Chief couldn’t read
it¥” asked Prout, with a start. “ Why, there
ain’t nothing the Chief couldn’t read in the
dark!”

“So I thought, souse me,” said Maddock
dismally. “On my oath, Tom, he was turn-
ing up the code-book. But that ain’t the
worst of it. Wi’ lots and lots of things to
think about like the Chief has, he
might easy forget a code for a minute
if it was a strange one. But this was our
own code, souse me, that we all know so
well by heart that it ain’t even stuck down
in the book. He shoved the thing at me
and asked what one bit meant. I read the
thing clear off. It was from some firm
at Melbourne—the Southern Cross Pearling
Company—saying they'd buy the Chief out
at the figure he’d named. And, souse me,
the Chief couldn't read it!”

“S-sh!” said Prout. “Keep your mouth
tight under hatehes, Ben. He can’t be well,
that’s the fact of it. I wish we were safe
at anchor at Gan Waga's island, by honey!”,
(4nother thrilling instalment of our amazing
serial of adventure next week.)

“And

asked Prout,
“What'’s this

fower still.
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= A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR!

hear from his readers. Address: Ths
Editor, The * Popular,” The Flestway =

‘House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4. =
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Particulars of the fine gifts which are
being presented to readers of the Companion
Papers, this week, will be found on page 18
of this'issue. A mere glance at this framed
announcement will be certain to arouse your
enthusiasm. Certamly not for mamy years
has a group of papers made such astouading

“gifts to readers.

Having' seen the mnature of this week's
gifts, I will tell you something about next
v Photos and Coloured

late.

In the first place, there will be another
magnificent coloured Engine Plate of a
Giant Locomotive, of the Commeun-
wealth of Australia Raxlway, presented FREE
with ‘next week's issue of the PoPULAR.

The “Magnet ” Library will be on sale on
Monday morning next, and with it will be

“given away TWO REAL PHOTOS of George

Harrison, of Evertoun, and Franky Reilly, of
Blackburn Rovers. These two photos will
make a ripping addition to -your collection.

Our other Monday companion paper, the
“Boys' Friend,” will be presenting FREE tc

“all’ readers another magnificent Real Photo

of Bermondsey Billy Wells, the wonderful
little boxer, who has been doing such great
things lately

Wednesday-is “Gem " day, and in that

. famous all-scheol story paper there will be

given away FREE, a SPECIAL REAL
ACTION PHOTO of MAX WOUSNAM, the
well known. footballer, of Manchester City

¥.€., and all-round sports-champion. If you
wish to ke&p your collection complete, you
must . nof, miss this splendid realt photo of
this great sportsman. $

To make certain of obtaining next week's
issues of these fine papers—The Companion
Papers—go to your .newsagent to-day and
order them to be saved for you.

OUR BIQG FOUR.

Included in next week’s grand programme
of stories, there will be a magnificent long
complete story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
the chums of Greyfriars, entitled:

“ THE SCHOOLBOY PLAYERS!"
By Frank Richards.

Following on the failure of Horace Coker's
great velief fund for shipwrecked sailors,
the Famous Five organise a concert, the
proceeds of which to be forwarded to the
sufferers of the recent shipwreck in Pegg
Bay. That this story is the funniest tale
we have had for some time, there iz little
doubt.

The second grand long complete school
story, under fhe title of:

“THE SCHOOLBOY HORSE-
MASTER!"

By Martin Clifford.

deals with the adventures of Frank Richards
& Co., in the Backwoods School of Canada.
An important problem arises, which -gives
the Cedar Creek chums food for thought,
following the defeat of “Poker Pete  at the
hands of Mr. Lawless. How to track and
bring back the black stallion Mr. Lawless
had bought is the question which confronts
the chums, and in next week's grand story
you will learn how they tackled the problem.
Do mot miss this exciting tale.

Then we shall have a splendid long and
particularly -amusing complete story . of
Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood, which is
entitled:

¢ THE VENTRILOQUIST'S
REVENQE!”
By Owen Conquest ;

and the fourth of our grand school stories
will deal with the adventures of Tom Merry
& Ceo., the chums of St. Jim’s, entitled:
“ A FALSE ALARM!"
By Martin Clifford.

THE POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

OTHER FEATURES.
There will be a further edition of
“Billy Bunter's Weekly,”
which its corpulent editor tells us will' be
another - Special Number. If you want a
long laugh, don’t forget to read this issue.
And another instalment of our wonderful
serial of adventure will be found in nex®
week’'s issue, which will be as thrilling as
usual. A new trouble arises which keeps

4 Ching Lung & Co. from following on the

track of the great pearl raider, and the
nature of that trouble you will learn when
you read next week's instalment of
¢ THE PEARL POACHERS!"™
By Sidney Drew.

Our new “Labels Competition,” for big
money prizes, goes to make the PorULAR
the finest value-for-money periodical on the
market to-day. See that you get your
order placed early, or you may be dis-
appointed.

THE * HOLIDAY ANNUAL!”

It is worth -making a special note of the
interesting and altogether acceptable fact
that the new volume of the “Holiday
Annual” will be published on September 1st.
The “Annual” appeals to everybody; it is
a grand budget of stories, coloured pictures,
fascinating articles,. and ‘humorous pages,
which would. bring rippling -smiles to the
face of the most austere cat. But the mag-
nificent book has an extra-special .appeal to
readers of the POPULAR, since it brings into
the limelight all the famous charaeters of
Greyfriars, St. Jim's, and Rookwood.. In the
new edition of the “Holiday Annual,” the
celebrated authors of the Companion Papers
have fairly excelled themselves. The forth-
coming volume contains rollicking yarms of
the three schools. I get letters every week
abeut the yarns in the PoPULAR, telling ine
how admirable they are, and it just stands
to reason that my chums .who support the
“Pop.” will be delighted to meet the good

.erowd of Qreyfriars, and the ditto, ditto of

Rookwood and St: Jim's, as depicted in-—the
new stories which the “Annual ” will offer om
September 1st.

Your Editor.
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ON EASY
TERMS.

Terma,

, blemished reputation.

is all you pay for our No. 460 lady’s
or gentleman's Mead '’ Marvel "=
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms. Built
to stand hard wear. Brxlhantly
plated; 1ichly enamelled, exqui-
sitely lined in two colours. Sent
packed free, carriage paid on

i5 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery
Money refunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in  slightly factory
soiled mounts. Tyres and
Accessories 333% below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
factory and save pounds.
How a seven-year-old MEAD
which had traversed 75,000 miles,
beat 650 up-to-date machin,
broke the world's record by cov
34.366 miles in 365 days is explair

1)
our art catalogue. Write TO- DAY :
for free copy—brimful of in- B
formation about bicycles and #

contains  gigantic 'photo- &
graphs of our latest models.

MEAD CYCLE ©0. (inc.) |
(Dept. B6O7 ) g
Birmingham

! —Height will make you respected im business and
BE TALLEH' -private life. Students of the Girvan Secientific
Treatment report from 2 to 5 inches increase, with far better health.

These
‘advantages can be yours alsc if you are under 40.

ver ten years' un-
The increase is quite permanent 8end P.C. to-day
for particulars and our £100 guamnm to NQUIRI DEPT. A.M.P
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

100 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE |

I will send 100 STAMPS (each different.and all good), ircludmg such

splendid varieties as UKRAIN (old purpla trident, soarce One Rouble),

‘MONTENEGRO, BOLSHEVIK UKRAINE. LIECHTENSTEIN, ete., to all

who ask to see approvals and enelo.w 3d. for post and packinz -
VICTOR EBANCROFT, MATLOCK.

Ready to wear and made to measure, on Ba.!
7/6 monthly. Write for Patterns te-day. & have
all the new. shades in. Tweeds, Serges, eto.. Fit and
wear guaranteed. Our Easy Terms allow you to dress
well by paying a little each month. Write for Patterns
now and see what wonderful value we are giving.

MASTERS, LTD.,
32, H‘OPE STORES, RYE. _Esld, 1889.

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

Spare time Agents wanted. Good remu-
neration. No outlay. Best makes only
supplied. Particulars Free. TR e

SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds
YO WRE for

R This handsome full-sized Gent's Lever
R\ Waich sent ‘'upon receipt of 1/ fter
approvalsend /- more, the balance may
then be paid by 6 mosthly instalments of
2/-each. Guaranteed 5 years. Chain
offered Free with every watch. sh
returned in full if dissatisfied. Send 1/-
aow to Simpson’s Ltd. (Dept. 2 )
94, Queen Rd., Brighton, Sussex

MOV'ES AT HGME_—Proie?tors and Real gh:{oma.

Lists FREE T
DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenwe, West Ealing, LO\DON’ w. lg 3
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