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SCHOOLBOY ‘AND MASTER!

Harry Wharton Takes the Form and the New Master Looks On!

(A sensational incident from the long complete story of Greyfriars inside.)
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By FRANII RICE ARIDS.

(Authior of the Fainous Schoo!l Tales of Harry Wharten & Co., of Greyfriars—appearing in The “ Magnet 7’ Library.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Caught Bending!
E l: VERY Reirovite appearad to be in

a cheerful mood the morning |

after the arrival of Mr. Knutt,
the master who was teking Mr,
Queleh’s place for a faw days.

Mr. XKnutt was certainly vastly
different from Mr. Quelch, whom the
juniors alluded to as a beast, but a just
beast !

The new master was not by any means
stern; quite the reverse, in fact. He
had had tea with Harry ‘T’hax ton & Co.,
and had astonished that famous group
by calling them “old beans ” and * dear
old fruits.”

But what endeared the new master to
the juniors more than even his cheer ful
nature was the fact that he had saved
William George Bunter from the river
when that junior had been steering a
sculling-boat for Loder of the Sixth. As
Bob Cherry put it, Mr. Knutt wasn’t to
know that Billy Bunter was not worth
saving. He had done a plucky thing in
jumping into the river to rescue Bunter.

Billy had received a crack on the head
to keep him quiet when in the river, and
though he had been saved from an un-
tlmely end, Wlllm,m George considered
he had a grwwmce against Mr. Knutt
for having “biffed ” him.

What the Removites could never guevs
was the, fact that Mr. Knutt, who was
supposed to be the tempora.ry Remove-
master, was many miles away. His
place had been taken by Lord Charles
Lovelace, a happy-go- Jucky chap, who
was only too anxious to keep out of the
way of an angry pater and a money-
lender named Isaacs.

The real Mr. Knutt had taken a long |

time to decide that the impersonation of

himself at Greyfriars was the only way

in which his cheerful, 1f wilful, chum was
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to avoid falling into the clutches of the
grasping moneylender. But he had
décided, and the moment his decision
had been reached, Lord Charles ‘hecame
Mr. Knutt, just in time to walk along
the towpath and rescue Billy Bunter.

- The Removites tock their places in the
me room on the following morning
with mingled feelings. The Dﬂcuhar
characteristics of their new master, had
surprised them, and they wondered how
-he would “turn out’ in class. Some of
them were inclined to rag him on
.account of his youth and evident in-
experience ; while cthers wanted to show
their appreciation of his good-nature by
making things as easy as possible for
him. The fellow who was most keenly
bent on giving as much trouble as pos-
sible was Billy Bunter, on account of the
rap on the head he had received in the
river when Mr., Knutt had rescued him.

But Harry Wharton & Co., sud Peter
Todd as well, had talked to Bunter, and
impressed upen him that if there "were
any ventriloguism in the Form-room he
would be slaughtered, scalpad, boiled in
oil, and burnped. And although those
terrible threats were not likely to be
carried out, Bunter realised that it
would be wiser not to exercise his
peculiar gifts on the unsuspicious Mr.
Knutt.

Mr. Knutt was a_quarter of an hour
late to lessons, the juniors filling up the
interval by playlnfr leap-frog in the
Forim-room.

They were going strong when the
Form-room door opened to admit the
new master.

“Tack in your tuppenny,
Bob Cherry was roaring.

Mr. Knutt paused in the doorway to
survey the scene, and grinued.

“QGo it, Cherry!”

“My turn. Keep still!”

“Tuck in your tuppenny!” .

Bunter |”
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"“Cave!” gasped Wharton, catching
sight’ of the Form-master in the door-
way.

The leap-froggers straightened up at
once in dismay.

‘‘ Ahem !” said Wharton.

Mr. Knutt langhed.

"Don t let me mtern‘nt
sters,” he said. ‘‘That’s
cise. Gad! Tl jein )ou. 1

“Wha-a-a-at!”

¥ on, mry”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Go it, sir!” shouted Beb C

great delight. “Down ag
fellows! Tuck in your tuppe
And the game was resur ned.
Mr. I&hutt joined in.the game with

great spirit.

Master and pupils flew about
in the joys of leap-frog, with
laughter.

The boys enjoyed
theroughly.  Astounded as t
by the extraordinary conduct
Form-master, there was no doubt that
they liked him wonderfully well. Leap-
frog was better than Latin anv day.

There was a considerable .din in the
Form-room. A desk had been knocked
over, and two or three fellows sprawled
in their jumps and rolled on the floor.

The Form-room door opened in the
midst of the excitement, and Mr. Prout,
the master of the Fifth, looked in.

Mr. Krnutt wes just bending, and
Harry Wharton’s hands were on his
back, and he flew over just as Mr. Prout
looked in, landing before the astonished
master of the Fifth.

Mr. Knutt’s head being down he did
not see Mr. Prout, and the juniors were
not disposed to ctop their game, as they
had their own master’s authority to
continue it.

Therefore, the whole line rushed on;
leaping over Mr. Xnutt in turn, and
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landing before Mr. Prout, bending in
thexr turn to give their followers the

i Mr. Prout could not speak. He could
only gaze upon the scene like a man in
a dream.

In the absence of a master unruly boys
sometimes p‘lavod leap-frog in the Form-
room, but in the presence of a master,
and with the master himself joining in
the game, it wa: so incredible that Mr.
Prout pinched himself to ascertain that
he was awake.

Junior after junior vaulted over the
bending form of Mr. Knuit.

Mr. Capper came out of his own room,
and joined the Fifth Form master, look-
ing in to see what the unaccustomed dis-
turbance was about. He had fancied
that the new master was having trouble
with the Remove. He almost fainted as
he saw what was going on.

“ Goodness gracious !’ he murmured.

“M-m-my word!"  stuttered Mr.
Prout.

“If the Head should see it—""

‘“Good heavens 1"

Mr. Twigg, the master of the Third,
was attracted to the spot by the noise,
and he also stared in. dumbfounded.

Fortunately, the Sixth Form room was
at some distance, and the Head did not
hear those unaccustomed sounds of
revelry.

‘FGO lt ')’

“Tuck in your tuppenny!

“Prla gt

“Hurrah !”

“Bless my soul!” stammered Mr.
Twigg. “Can 1 believe my eyes? Is
that really Mr. Knutt playing at lear
frog with the juntors?”

“It must be a dream!” said Mr.
Capper dazedly. “ A horrible dream! 1
refuse to credit the evidence of my

[T

eyes i
“Extraordinary!” said Mr.  Prout.
¢ Amazing!  Unparalleled! Inexplic-

able t”

The last junior being over, Mr. Knutt
rose upright, to take his turn again at
running and jumping. Then bhe caught
sight of the three “astounded masters
staring in at the open door.

“Gad!” ejaculated the new master.

“Mr. Knutt!”

13 Sir?”

“For goodness’ sake—if the Head
should see this—remember yourself,
sir I ejaculated Mr. Twigg, in horrified

agitation.

“You chaps playing?’ asked Mr.
Knutt innocently.

“What!” shrieked the three Form-

masters together.

“(Good exercise, by Jove!” said Mr.
Knutt. “It's a long time since I've
played leap-frog. I used to play it at
Eton, begad! Come on!”

“Wha-a-at! What!”

“Tuck in your tuppennies!” said Mr.
Knutt. h

“My dear sir,” said Mr. Prout, with
dignity, “you forget yourself! If the
Head should see this revolting exhibi-
tion he would request you to leave Grey-
friars! My dear Mr. Knutt, you are
very young. certainly, but—but really,
pray recollect yourself—-"

“0Oh, by Jove!” said Mr. Knutt, in
dl%may “Quite right, my dear sir—
quite right. Thank you for reminding
me, by Jove! Boys, go to yeur places
at once! Do you hear?”

“Yes, sir,” said the Removites.

They went to their places. The three
Form-masters, exchanging  hopelessly
amazed looks, departed, talking together
in whispers. Mr. Knutt was looking dis-
mayed and penitent.

NEXT
TUESDAY!

¢ This won't do—this won’t do!” he
said, as the Form-room door closed on
the three astounded masters. ““Not a bit
of it! We're here to work, T believe.
Let’s work !”

And the Removites chuckled as they
prepared to work with their amazing
master.

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Easy Lessons.

R. XNUTT fumbled over Mr.
Quelch's desk, perhaps looking
for some assistance in his task.
The Removites watched him

curiously. It was quite clear to them
that the new master was utterly without
experience, and did not know how to
begin. Mr. Knutt found a book at last,
and opened it with a great assumption
of dignity and gravity.

“First lesson is French,
he asked.

“ Monsieur Charpentier gives us French
lessons, sir,”” said Harry Wharton. “We
have two hours » week at French, sir.”

“Well, 'm new to this, you know,”
sald Mr. Knutt confidentially. “T depend
on you young fellows to help me out,
you know.’

“QOh, yes, sir!” chorused the delighted
Removites.

“The Head expects us to work,” said
Mr. Knutt gravely. “Of course, we
must work., That is really what we're
here for, by Jove!”

g C»ertainly, sir!”

“Did you prepare your lessons last
night?”’ asked Mr. Knutt, with some
famL recollection of his own schooldays.

¢0Oh, yes, sir!”

“Then what ought we to be doing
now?” asked Mr. Knutt cheerfully.

The juniors grmned joyfully.

“We begm by playing noughts-and-
crosses, sir,”’ said Vernon-Smith.

I suppose?”’

“Gad! Do you really?” asked Mr.
Knutt.

“Yes, sir; or draughts—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“We're doing Ceesar, sir,” said Harry

Wharton, with a warning glame at the

WHO IS
RIVINGTON SPEED ?
This question will soon be on
the lips of millions of people
throughout the country. Further
mformatxon about this amazing and
mystenous personalx,ty will appear
shortly in “ ANSWERS.” Do not

miss it.

| of the Remove.

Bounder. “You'll find a Cwmsar in Mr.
Quelch’s desk, sir.”

“Good egg!” said Mr. Knutt,
simply grind at it. I must iry to do my
duty by the Head! I don’t want to give
the old sport any reason to complain.”

And he discovered a (Cwsar in the
desk, and started.

“CGallia est omnia divisa in partes
tres—

“We're, further on than that, sir,”
said Nugent demurely.

Mr. Knutt shook his head.

“ Better to begin at the beginning,”

with  Mr.

“ We'll

he said w 1>exv

# Dut v\e ve done that
Quelch, sir,” said Mark Linley.

“Nover mind. You'll learn more by
going over it again. Now, what does
that mean in Englhh” Don’t all speak
at once!”

“Gaul was anciently thiekly covered
with trees!” said the Bounder.
“Was it really 7’ asked Mr.

“Ha, ha, na'”

“Go on, my lad—you’re a bright
boy,” said Mr. Knutt, who ev.ldcntly
had no suspicion of the ridiculous nature
of Vernon-Smith’s translation. ‘What
does the next bit mean—Quarum unam
incolunt Belgae ?”

“Where therc - were heaps of
monkeys I said Vernon-Smith. “Is
that right, sir?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Knutt, turning
a wise look upon the page. ““Go on;
we're getting on famously. What's the
next—Aliam Aguitani?”

“ And elephants!” said the Bounder.

The juniors could restrain themselves
no longer. A yell of laughter rang
through the Form-room.

Mr. Knutt looked surprised, and then
he seemed to understand. Perhaps, too,
utterly as he had forgotten his Latin,
some glimmering of it came back again
as he looked at the lines familiar to
every schoolboy.

Krnutt.

“Ahem! I think you are off-side
there,” he remarked. ‘I shall have to
no-ball you, Jones—-"

“Vernon-Smith, sir!”

“Yes, I mean Smith. Carton, please
construe,”

As there was no one of the name of
Carton in the Remove, Harry Wharton
rose to obey. Mr. Knutt had a peculiar
trick of forgetting names, which re-
minded the fellows of Lord Mauleverer
Harry Wharton con-
strued well; he had no intention of
pulling the leg of the good-natured

| Form-master.

“Tll tell you what!” said Mr. Knutt.
“You are doing this nncommonly well.
Carter—uncommonly well. You shall
take the class for a bit, and I'll look
on, and—and give you a tip whenever
you are off-side.”

“Certainly, sir,” said Wharton.

He had an idea that he could have
given Mr. Knutt more tips than Mr.
Knutt could have given him, but he did
not say so.

He cheerfully took the class, which he
was quite quahﬁcd to do, being the best
Tatin- scholar in the Remove, with the
exception of Linley.

Mr. Knutt looked on with approval.

He made a few interruptions, feeling
called upon as a Form-master to do so,
but his remarks showed such a state of
hopeless ignorance on the subject that
the Remove could not -help laughing,
and he soon left it all to Wharton.

“Keep it up, my boy,” he said, when
Wharton turned to him at last. *““Keep
it up! You're making a ripping inn-
ings !

“What about next lesson, sir?”
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4 Tell All Your Chums

“Ahem! .
morning 7

“Roman history, sir.”

“H'm! Very well; we’ll take Roman
history next. You may go to your place,
Carter; wyou have done very well, in-
deed; you are a credit to Greyminster.”

And Harry Wharton went grinning to
his place.

The juniors waited cheerfully for the
Ronian history. They were amused, but
more astounded than amused. They
had heard of Mr. Knutt as a gentleman
of vast intellectual attainments; a man
with the reputation of a ‘“‘swot,” who
could eéxpound difficult passages in
ASschylus “on his head,” so to speak.
To: find him utterly ignorant of so
simple and common a school-book as the
“(tallic War ” of Cesar was amazing.

“Now, we'll begin at the beginning,”
said Mr. Knutt. “Rome—I suppose you
chaps know what Rome is?”

“Yes, sir,” said the Bounder.
verh, sir!”

“ A—a what?”

“I roam, thou roamest, he roams,”
said Vernon-Smith.

“Quite right, my lad, and a very good
answer; but I was not alludin’ to the

What’s” next lesson’ this

“It's a

verb. Rome is a city !”
“Is it really, sir?” asked several

juniors, affecting surprise.

“Just'so! A jolly place, too!” said
Mr. Knuit reminiscently. “You can
get some huntin’ there, and there are
ruins and things. But, of course, we
are dealin’ with ancient Rome. Rome
was founded a jolly long time ago, in
the year something-or-other, by what’s-
his-name.”

“Shalk we write that down,
asked Bulstrode.

“Certainly. Nothin’ like writin’ a
“thing down to fix it on the memory,”
said the new master innocently. *‘Now,
after. Rome was founded by Thingnmmy,
they had a war with the what-d'ye-
calt-’ems,”

“Good !” :

“Year, héar !’

“They had a very wise king named
—nawmed—named What’s-his-name,” said
Mr. Knutt: “He was killed by Some-
body-ox-other, and Thingummy drove
over his body as it, lay somewhere or
other, and the wheels of the what-d’ye-
call-it were splashed with his blood.”

“QOh, good, sir! We mnever used fo
et information like this from Mr.
Quelch,” said the Bounder.

“ And after that,” resumed Mr. Knutt,
searching his fuemory, ‘‘there was a
Roman Empire—I dare say you have
heard of that?”

“F believe it's been mentioned, sir,”
said Bolsover major.

“ Which must not be confused with
the Empire Music-hall in Tionden,” said

sir?”

Mr. Knutty; “that’s more in my line, I}

Empires in.those days were
quite. a different matter. Now, the
Roman Empire was built—I mean
founded—by—by Thingummy.”

s \yas Thingummy the first emperor,
sie?”

“ Exaclly 1”

“’\’Vas he called Thingummy the First,
sir ?

Mr. Knutt coughed.

“'Fhat’s encugh Roman history,” he
said. “T1 don’t believe in ecramming.
The class will now rest for half an hour.”

“Oh, gocd ¥’

“1 ray sir, you are a splendid master;
we like you ever so much better than
Mr. Quelch, sir.”

“T have my own methods,” sald Mr.
Kuutt, with dignity. “I order the class
to rest for half an hour now. Don't
maks too much row.”

Tae Popurar.—No. 194,
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The class rested for half an hour with
great willingness.

Mr. Knutt sat down on the Form-
master’s chair and rested his feet on the
desk, and lighted a cigarette.

The boys broke into talk, and the
Form-rcom iwas soon in a buzz, but the
Form-master did not seem to mind.

He joined in when Harry Wharton &
Co. began to talk cricket, and he showed
a knowledge of that great game that far
exceeded his knowledge of Latin or
Roman history.

The juniors listened to him with grea
respect, and the conversation glided on
pleasantly till a bell rang, and the sound
could be heard of boys pouring out of
the other Form-rooms.

“Hallo! Time to clear—eh?”
Mr. Knutt.

“Yeay, sir.”

The new master rose and yawned.

“Well, buzz off, then! I think we've
had a very pleasant morning.”

“QOh, yes. sir! Ripping, sir! I wish
you could always be our Form-master,
sir!” said Frank Nugent.

“Ah, I’m sorry it’s only for a time!”
said Mr. Knutt. “I never thought it
was so easy. Now you youngsters can
buzz off—I mecan, dismiss.”

And the juniors dismissed, ~chuckling.
Mr. Knutt assumed a grave demeanour
as he came out of the Form-room. The
Head encountered him a few minutes
later, and paused to inquire how he had
got on with the Lower Fourth.

““Are your class giving you
trouble, Mr. Knutt 7’ he asked.

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Knutt.

“They have been very troublesome
during the absence of Mr. Quelch,” said
Dr. Locke. “I was afraid you would
find them a little out of hand at first.”

“Not in the least, sir,” said Mr
Knutt.. “I am getting on with them
farucusly. I think I may say they seem
to have taken a liking to me.”

“Ah! Doubtless owing to the rescue
of Bunter,” said the Head. ‘“That was
a very fortunate circumstance. I am
very giad to see that you are popular

with the boys, Mr. Knutt. It will make
your work with them much easier.”

“Yes; I agree with you, sir—though
I do not anticipate any difficulty 1n
- such simple work,” said My. Knutt.

“If vou would care to lunch with me,
Mr. Knutt, we might have a little chat
about the works of Afschylus—yonr
favourite anthor,” said the Fead kindly.

Me. Knutt’s jaw dropped.

“Thank yeu, sir! I shall be—be
delichted !”” he gasped.

“Then I shall expect you,” said the
Head.

Mr. Knutt went out into the Close—
not looking delighted.

said

any

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Loder Gets a Licking.

«F —I say, Loder!”

Leder of the Sixth looked round
with a scowling brow as Billy
Bunter addressed, him. The pre-

fect was on the landing-raft by the
river, about to enter his skiff, to take
a row dewn the river before dinner.

“Well, you fat rotter!” said Loder.
“Have you come to ask for a licking
for ‘the trick you played on me yester-
day 77

Bunter backed away.

“Oh, really, Loder! You know Mr.
Knutt said you were to pay for my
glasses. I shall want ten-and-six out of
you !” '

Loder laughed grimly.

‘““Wait till you get it!” he said.

“But I say, Loder, I must have i,

lacking
L dignity which should have impressed all

you know. I'm wearing my second pair
of glasses now, and suppose anything
should happen to them? I've got to get!
another pair, you know, and you've got
to pay for ’em! Mr. Knutt said—-"

“Blow Mr. Knutt !” :
~ “Look here, Loder,
pay—you're not going
Ow! Leggo!”

The Sixth-Former caught the fat
junior by the collar, and Bunter wriggled
in his grasp. Loder’s face was dark
with anger.

“You fat rotter !”” he said between his
teeth. ‘“You caused that upset on pur-
pose yesterday! I’'m not going to give
you ten-and-six, but I'm going to give
you a hiding! See?”

“Oh, really, Loder— I—I—— Oh!
Yah! Help! Rescue! Ch! Ow!”

Smack, smack, smack !

Billy Bunter roared and struggled in
the grasp of the bully of the Sixth,

A voice was heard on the other.side
of the boathouse. :

“This way, sir!
house, aud ”

The Removites were showing their

new master round.

“Great Scott! What's that hullaba-
loo?” exclaimed Mr. Knutt, as he
strode round the building, just as
Loder’s hand descended upon Bunter’s
fat person again.

“Ow!” roared Bunter. “I'm hurt—
T'm injured! Help! He’s whacking me
because 1 asked him for the money for

my glzi,sses! You said he was to pay,

you're going to
to swindle me!

Here’s the boat-

sir——
Mr. Knutt knit his brows as he strode
up to the Sixth-Former.
“Release that boy instantly, Powder !”
“ My name’s Loder !” growled the pre-
fect, as he released the Owl of the Re-
move, who promptly sidled behind M.
Knutt.

“Wes; I mean Loder! You have no’

| right to strike a boy in that brutal
| manner

19

“I have a right, as a prefect, to cor-
rect the juniors!” said Loder, scowling.
“Bunter was cheeking me

“Don’t dare to argue with me—a
Form-master ! said Mr. Knutt grandly.

Loder sneered.

“1 haven’t much fo learn from a
Form-master who plays leap-frog in the
Form-room with a pack of kids!” he
said 1nsolently. ‘

“You are impertinent !”

“Report me to thie Head, then!”
sneered Loder. “He would be interested
to hear what I could tell him about the

‘way you conduct your class, toq!”

“Shut Loder !I”
Wharten. ;

Mr. Knutt looked steadily at Loder.
The young man was no taller than the
prefect, and Loder, indeed, was heavier
and more muscular. he consciousness

up, said Harry

L of greater weight and stature made:

Loder assume an almost bullying manner
towards the young master. He felt that
he ‘could have licked Mr. Knutt if he

| had wanted to, and that feeling made.

him insclent—for the new master was
In the personal gravity and

the boys, big and little, with respect.

“You are insolent!” said Mr. Knuft.

Loder shrugged his shoulders with
more insolence than ever.

Mr. Knutt’s eyes sparkled.

“If T wete not a master here, I would
give you a thrashing!” he said.

Loder laughed.

“If you were not a master here, I
would wipe up the ground with you!”
he said. -

“By Jove! Would you?”

“Yes, I would!?

“Gad, T'll give you a chance, then!”
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Mr. Knutt tossed aside his gown and his
coat, and put up his hands in a scientific
manner. ‘‘Come oni”

“What !” gasped Loder, astounded at
being taken at his word.

“Put up your hands!” said Mr. Knutt
cheerfully. *“I'm going to thrash you,
Loder! You are a bully, and a licking
will do you good!"”

“Great Scott!” said the astounded
Loder. “What sort of a queer fish——""

“Hurray 1" roared the juniors. “Go
it, sirt”

The juniors were as astounded as
Loder by their Form-master’s offer to
fight the prefect. But they were de-
lighted, too. Mr. Knutt mightn’t be a
scholar, but he looked like a boxing-man,
and a licking for Loder would have de-
lighted the hearts of all the junior boys
ab Greyfriars.

Mr. Knutt was growing more and
more extraordinary, but he was certainly
growing more and more popular at the
same time.

“You—you can’t mean it?” gasped
Loder at last.

“71 do! Come on!” .

“Don’t funk it, Loder!” yelled the
juniors,

The prefect scowled.

“T’ll come on fast enough, Mr. Knutt,
and lick you, too!” he exclaimed. *But
it’s understood that I’'m not to be held
responsible for striking a master.”

“That’s all right!” said Mr. Knutt.
“Gad, I should like a little mill more
than anything else! And you deserve a
licking !

Loder threw off his coat and cap.

“You won’t find it so jolly easy to
lick me!” he growled.

“Come on, then!”

Loder came on fast enough, as he said.
He disliked Mr. Knutt very much, and
he was glad enough to have a chance at
him, without the responsibility being
laid upon him. For a boy to strike a
master was, of course, to ask for expul-
sion from the school. But since Mr.
Knutt himself had given the challenge,
Loder was in no danger on that score.

The juniors gathered round in a de-
lighted ring. The boathouse and the
trees screened the scene from the school,
and there was little danger from interrup-
tion. Seniors as well as juniors gathered
round as the news spread that Loder was
fighting a Form-master.

Mr. Knutt quickly showed that he
knew how to box.

He stopped Loder’s fierce rush with a
drive on the chest that sent the prefect

- staggering backwards.

There was a cheer from the Removites.

“Well hit t”

“Bravo, the Nut!”

“@Go it, Nutty!”

Loder came on again fiercely, and then
the fight was hard. Loder was a power-
ful fellow, and he knew something about
boxing.

But Mr. Knutt, if not so burly as
Loder, was more scientific, and the gleam
in his eyes showed how he enjoyed the
serimmage.

He received Lioder’s fist full on the
nose, and hardly flinched, and seemed
not to notice the thin stream of red that
ran down to the corner of his mouth.

Loder received a drive in the eye in
exchange which caused that optic to
keep on blinking in a curious manner,
as if he were winking at his foe.

There were no rounds, and the fight-
ing was fast and hard.

Mr. Knutt did not escape without
punishment, but Loder was evidently
getting the worst of it almost from the
start.

NEXT
TUESDAY !

with me, as you say ! "’

coat. *‘ Put up your hands!

MASTER v. SCHOOLBOY !—* P’ll give you a chance to wipe up the ground
said the master, tossing aside his gown and his
I’'m going to thrash you, Loder!
a bully, and a licking will do you good!”

You are
(Sce Chapter 3.)

But the prefect held out well, and
fought on savagely.

If he could not lick the master, he
hoped at least to mark him—such marks
being certain to make matters very awk-
ward for a man in Mr. Knutt's position.

“What on earth’s the matter here?”
Wingate exclaimed, dashing up to see
what the crowd had collected before the
boathouse . for. *““Why My hat!
Loder! Mr. Knutt!”

The captain of Greyfriars broke off in
sheer astonishment.

“It’s all right, Wingate!” said Bob
Cherry cheerily.  “The Nut is licking
Lioder—he’s been asking for it !”

“But—but——"  gasped  Wingate.
“Mr. Knutt, remember—— Good
heavens{”

Crash !

Gerald Loder rolled at Wingate’s feet,
stretched there by a powerful upper-cut.
He lay gasping, on one elbow, evidently
finished.

Mr. Knutt dabbed at his nose.

“Had enough ?”’ he asked cheerfully.

“Yes!” groaned Loder. ‘Yes, hang
youl”

“No malice, you know,” said Mr.
Knutt, more like a schoolboy than ever,
“Jump up and give -me your fin!”

“Bravo, Nutty!”

Loder staggered to his feet, but he did
not accept Mr. Knutt’'s offer to shake
hands. He donned his jacket slowly and
painfully, and turned away with a scowl.

“Well, I'll be blowed !” ejaculated the
astounded Wingate, staring after Mr.
Knutt as he left the spot, blankly.

for the victor

in titat extraordinary
combat.

‘“Bravo, Nutty !”

But the juniors gave a ringing cheer.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Uncle Knutt!

64 OVELACE, you—you must be
insane !’
The new master of the
Remove started. He had
gone down the towing-path after leaving
the crowd before the boathouse, to
bathe his face in the river before return-
ing to the school. Even the thoughtless
and inconsequeéntial young man felt the
impossibility of presenting himself in
Greyfriars with a nose streaming red.

The boys had refrained from following
him, and the new master was alone,
stooping in the shade of a group of
willows, dabbing his streaming nose
with water, when the voice broke upon
his ears.

Mr. Knutt—the genuire Mr. Knutt—
stood beside him. The face of the tutor
was deeply agitated, and he was looking
at T.ord Charles with an expresssion of
horror.

The young man nodded to him coolly.

“Hallo! You here, uncle?” he said.
It was a playful custom of Lord Charles
to address his tutor and companion as
“uncle.”

“Yes, yes! You have been fighting
—fighting with a boy of Greyfriars!”

“You saw it?”

“Yes, yes!”

“It was a fair fight, and a good scrim-
mage, uncle,” said the young man,
laughing. *‘He was taller and heavier
than I was, but I licked him.” -

“Tovelace! How could you be so—
so insane?  How have you been con-
ducting yourself at the school?”

““More popular with the boys than you
would have  been,  Uncle Knutt!”
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grinned the scapegrace.
on famously.  But what are you doing
here?- I thought you went back from
Courtfield when I left you yesterday.”

The tutor made an HY!])atl"I]f gesture.

“Did you, think 1 could go a“ai,l
quictly and leave you to carry out suc
a hare-brained scheme? 1 have put up
at the inn in Friardale.”

* As Lord Charles Lovelace, I hope?”

“ Nonsense! Under my own name,
of course.”

“Well, it’s all serene. I’ve mentioned
my Uncle Knult to the boys,” said_the
young ' man, with a chuckle. ““You
won’t give me away.’

*1 cannot allow thls to go on.’

“You're not thinking of denouncing
an old pal as an impostor, I suppose?”
grinned his lordship. *‘Besides, it's too
late now. I'm known at Greyminster—
I mean Greyfriars—and you're mnot.
should denounce you !”’

“You—you ridiculous young ass—"
igasped the tutor.

‘Pile in!” said Lord (,harYes with
undiminished good humour. “I deserve
it all, T know. If you want to do me a
good turn, keep a distance from the
school.  If any of the kids ﬂnd us to-
gether, mind what you say.’

“Lovelace—7
““Does my nose look better?” asked
the young man, dabbmg hls nose with
his handkerchief. -

“Never mind your nose.
withdraw from this ridiculous impos-
ture? 1 will make what explanations I
can to Dr. Locke—-"

“T'm getting

“By Jove! No. I'm safe here.”
“You are not safe from your
creditors, if that is what you mean,”

said the tutor. ‘I have seen one of
your moueylending friends ir. the village
this morning. In fact, I came near the
school to-day chiefly in the hope of seeing
you, to warn you.”

“Which one was it ?”’ asked the other,
with interest—*‘Tkey Solomomns, or Israel
Gordon, or Peter Schauritz, or-——”

“TIt was Isames.”,

Tord Charles groaned. .

“The worst of the lot.”” he said. “T'm
in for it. But he doesn’t know I'm at
the school, and you won’t let on.”

‘“Isaac Isaacs knows everything,” said
Mr. Knutt. - “Probably he has learned
of my appointment, and may guess that

- you are here with me. You may have
been watched leaving London I fancy
he has some legal document to serve
upon you.’

“Oh. my hat!”
Remove.

“You see, you must leave Greylriars
at once.”

“No fear! The boys all like ine, and
they’ll stand by me, and if Isaacs comes
here T'll get them to duck him!” said
the Remove master confidently.

The tutor almeost tore his hair with

said the master of the

dismay. i
“Loxrl Charles ! Charlie, old man,
don’t be an ass! T tell you

“That’s all rxght—thaf all rlght!”
cald the young man soothing] “You
lecave me to take care of Tkey TFsaacs.

Mind  your eye, now—here come some
of the kids I’”

Some of the Removites appeared on
the towing-path.

“Here we are again!” said the new
Form-master cheerily, “This is my
Uncle Knutt {”

“Glad to see you, sir!” said Whar-
ton, raising his cap.

The tutor gasped.

“I—¥'m not——" he stuttered.

*Good-bys, uncle!” interrupted the
young man loudly, stoppmg the tutor’s
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untimely revelations. “Must get back
to the school. Lunching with the Head,
you know—we're going to talk about
Alschylus, my favourite author.”

“Good heavens!”

The young man shook the elder’s hand
heartily.

“Good-bye, and take care of yourself,
uncle !” he said affectionately.

And he walked away with the juniors,
leaving the genuine and unfortunate
Mr. Knutt standing rooted to the tow-
ing-path, speechless.

“Does my nose look very bad, kids?
asked the Form-master, as he walked
back to the school with Harry Wharton
& Co.

The juniors smiled.

“Only a trifle swollen, sir,”
Cherry.

“I wonder if you youngsters would
do me a favour?” said the young man,
glancing at the juniors in a thoughtful
way.

“ Anything, Mr. Knautt!”
Removites, all at once.

“Of course, it's a dead secret I'm
going to tell you.”

“Xes, sir,”

“There’s a man looking for me—a
little beaky man named Isaacs—I owe

93

said Bob

said the

him some money,” said Mr. Knutt
cheerfully, “He’s a moneylender, you
know.” .

“Oh-!”

“He'’s going to serv: some paper or
other on me if he finds me—and I don’t
want him to do that.”

“ Great Scott!”

“Now, suppose you boys keep your
eyes open, and if you see a beaky iitle
man_hanging about the school, duck him
in the fountain, or chuck him into a
ditch !

“Hn, .ha, ha

“Will you do that for me?” asked Mr.
Knutt genially.

‘“Yes, rather, sir!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Thanks awfully!” said Mr. Knutt.
“The chap’s an awful rascal, you know,
and I don’t want to be bethered with
him. I’ve told him a lot of times that I
can’t pay him, so it’s obstinate and
absurd of him to go on bothering me in
this way.”

“Ha. ha, hal” F

“If he’s a moneylender, and has been
etting you into his clutches, sir,” said

harton, ‘“he deserves all he can get—
and he’ll get it in the neck if he comes
here.”

“That’s right! Thanks awfully, by
Jove!”

And Mr. Knutt nodded to the juniors,
and went in at the school gates. Harry
Wharton & Ce. paused, and regarded
one another, grinning.

“Did you ever hear of a Form-master
quite like that?”’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Well, hardly ever!” murmured
Nugent.

“The hardly-everfulness is terrific!”

“He does fairly take the cake,” said
Johnny Bull.  “But I like hzm He's
got a lot of confidenee in us.’

“Yes, rather! That’s ripping of
him.”
“Rotten shame thai he should be

ruined by a beastly moneylender!” said
Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior.
“Let’s tell the fellows, and keep watch
for the beast.”

“That’s the prooramme

‘“Hallo, here’s Knutt’s uncle !”’

The tutor came  up hurriedly. His
face was worried and distressed, as was
not surprising under the circumstances.
The juniors saluted him respectfully.

They were prepared to like the popular
Form-master’s uncle.

“My dear boys,” gasped the tutor, *L
understand you belong to the Remove
to—to Mr. Knutt’s Form?”

“Your nephew’s Form, sir,” said
Harry. Wharton—*‘ that’s right. :

Mr. Knutt the genuine gasped.

“M-m-my  nephew ! E-e-exactly.

Would you mind telling me how you get
on with my—my nephew in class?’

‘*Oh, rippingly, sir!”

o Splendxd]y 1 said Tom on“n

“And you—you progress as usual with
your lessons ?” stammered the tutor.

‘‘Better than ever, sir!” said Nugent'
“We've never en}oyed a morning’s
lessons as we did this morning, sir!”

“But—but did you learn ar ything ?”

“Yes; we learned a lot of ncw things
about the history of Rome, &ir,” grinned
Johnny Bull

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“And we had a ripping game of leap-
frog,” said Tom Brown. .

“Leap-frog 7"’ shrieked the tutor.

“Yes, sir P’

“Did he—he—did Mr. Knutt play:
leap-frog in the Form-room ?”

 Certainly, sir! He’s a regular sport'
Why, what’s the matter 27

Mr. Knutt did not reply. He clutched’
at his hair, and rushed away, and the
juniors gazed after him in constcmdhon .

“Potty I” said Tom Brown.

‘“He doesn t approve of his nephew s
methods,” remarked Nugent. *““Very
affecticnﬂte old uncle, anxious to see how
the young man’s getting on, 1 suppose.
He doesn’t look much older than his
nephew, does he?”

“Seme unc]es aren’t any .older than
their nephews,” said Nugent. “Depends
on the age of their parents, you see.
Must say he’s a rather young uncle—but
he’s solemn enough to be a double-
barrelled uncle. Very kind of him to
take such an interest in the Nut. But
we’re going to look after the Nut, and
if Mister Isaacs comes along, we’ll scalp
him !

‘ Hear, hear I

And the word was passed round in the
Remove, and there were many watchful
eyes on the look-out for a little beaky
man—and if a little beaky man showed
up in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars
that day, that beaky little man was
l:l};zl'y to feel exceedingly sorry for him-
se 4

He did turn up with a most beatific
smile on his face. But before he could
explain the reason for that smile, he was
seized and ducked in the fountain by
many hands. Then, drenched and wildly
excited, Mr. Isaacs rather breathlessly
expluined that he had merely come to ex-
plain to Lord Charles that the debts had
been paid, and there was no further need
to worry.

After that. of course, the whole of the
story came out, so far as the deception
practised by Lord Charles Lovelace was
concerned. However, by a stroke of
great fortune, Mr. Quelch happened to
return to Greyfriars that afternoon, and
Lord Charles Lovelace, and the real Mr.
Knutt, retired quietly from Greyfriars.

Bob Cherry watched them go with
rather a pathetic expresmon upon his
usually cheerful face.

“That’s the last of Lord Challes the .
Nut !’ he said lugubriously. “I thought
it was too good to last!”

THE END.
(You must net miss next week’s grand

long complete school story of the chumsv
of Greyfriars.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Buck-Jumping.
HAT is a fine animal, my lad!”

It was Mr. Trevelyan, the new
master at Cedar Creek School, who
spoke.

Morning lessons were over at Cedar Creek,
and Frank Richards & Co. had taken their
horses from the corral for a ride before
dinner.

As the three chums led the horses ouf on
the trail, the new master spoke to Vere
Beauclerc.

His glance dwelt admiringly upon Beau-
clerc’s black horse Demon.

“A fine animal!” he repeated.

“Yes, sir, isn't he?” said Beauclerc quietly.

“He looks rather a spirited animal for a
schoolboy to ride,” continued Mr. Trevelyan.

Bub Lawless "rmned

“Beau was the only chap who could ride

him, sir,” he remarked. “They all tried him
on the ranch at home, and gave him up.
He’s quiet enough with Beau.”

“You must be a good rider, my boy.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Beauclerc in the same
quiet tom

Bob £nd Frank Richards glanced at their
cham.

They knew that Beauclerc dld not like the
new master, who had arrived B only the
previous d y at Cedar Creek.

The new master smiled.

“Will you lend me your horse for a few
minutes, Beauclere?” he asked.

Beauclerc did not answer for a moment.

But it was impossible to refuse the request,
odd as it was, and much as he was inclined to
do so.

“It you wish, sir,” he said. “But-but
Demon doesn’t get on with strangers.”

i 8 tx'mk I can manage him. Give me the
reins.”

Beauclerc obeyed

Mr. Trevelyan mounted the black horse,
taking Beauclere's riding-whip from his hand.

“He doesn’t need the whip, sir!”’ Beauclerc
exclaimed. “He will get savage if he.is
whipped.”

Mr. Trevelyan only smiled.

The three schoolboys stood and watched
him as he rode the horse down the trail.

NEXT
TUESDAY!
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““FOR HIS SON'S SAKE!™

Chunky Todgers and Hacke and some other
fellows came out to watch.

“That galoot can’t ride for
remarked Bob Lawless in an undertone.
sits the horse like a sack of wheat!”

“I hope he won't use the whip,” said Beau-

toffee!”
“He

clere, with a troubled look. “Demon won't
stand it.”
“By gum! There he goes!” exclaimed

Clmnky Todgers.

Mr. Tre\elyan, apparently to show off his
horsemanship, was making the black horse
curvet in the trail.

He gave Demon a sharp lash with the whip
across th. flanks

1t was aa unnecessary cub. and very sharp
and cruel, and Beauclerc's eyes flashed as he
saw it.

“Brute!” he muttered.

“That gee's goin to give trouble, I reckon,”
remarked Eben Hacke seutentlou;ly

Hacke was right.

The black horse’s temper was roused, not
unnaturally, by the lash of the whip, and he
began to rear and plunge savagely.

There was 2 loud clatter of hoofs on the
hard trail.

“This way for the circus!” grinned Chunky

Todgers. “We're going to see some buck-
jumping I’
Clatter! Clatter! Crash!

Whether Mr. Trevelyan could ride or not,

he was cot the man to deal with a buck- |

jumping steed.

The black horse planted his forefeet on the
trail, and threw up his hind legs high in the
air, and it needed a very good nller to keep
the saddle ther.

Mr. Trevelyan did not keep it.

He plunged awkwardly over the horse’s
mane, losing stirrups and reins, and rolled
off into the trail.

“Ha, ha; ha!?

It was an irresistible shout of laughter from
the schoolboys at the gate.

The sight of such clumsy horsemanship
tickled the young Canadians, born and bred
among horses.

'1hev did not mean to be disrespectful to
the new master, but they :.xmpl) could not
help it.

But the next moment Fram\ Richards and
Bob ran forward to help the fallen man.

Beauclere ran to his horse which was paw-
ing and plunging danﬂerougy near the man
in the trail.

He caught the black horse, and dragged
him away from the master.

“Hurt, sir?” exclaimed Frank Richards, as
he bent over Mr. Trevelyan.

_ The new master lay in the grass,
ing.

“My—my leg, I think!” he gasped.

The schoolboys became grave at once.

It looked as if the master was to pay dear
fpir his folly in mounting a horse he could not
ride.

Mr. Trevelyan groaned again.

“By gum!” said Bob, in dismay.

“Carry him in,” said Frank. “ZLend a handg,
you fellows!"” p

The schoolboys gathered round him at once,
and Mr. Trevelyan was lifted up and carried
back to the lumber school, groaning faintly
as he went.

Miss Meadows met them in the playground.

groan-

“What has happened?” exclaimed the
schoolmistress anxiously. “Is Mr. Trevelyan
hurt?2”

“Fall from a hoss, ma’am,” said. Eben

“Pray carry him into his cabin.”

The schoolboys bore the injured man away
to his cabin, where Mr. Slimmey, the as-
sistant-master, came in to attend to him.

Bob and Frank and the rest left the new
master to Mr. Slimmey, who was examining
his injuries. %

“It’s too bad,” said Bob, as he went back
to the gate with his chum. “But really,
the galoot was a duffer. He don’t know any-
thing about horses.”

“He's a duffer right enough, agreeil
Frank. “I hope it’s not serious, though.”

Beauclere was holding their ponies outside,
with the black horse.

He looked at them inquiringly as they came

-Hacke.

out. .

“ Anything serious?” he asked.

“I don'y know; Slimmey's looking
him,” said Frank.

“I ecan't feel very sorry for him,”- said
Beauclerc quietly. “ Why did he whip the
horse? It was brutal.”

“Oh, he's a jay!” grinned Bob. “He don't
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know how %o- ride: I dare say he thought
uging the whip was part of the game.”

Beauclerc smiled. :

“Let's-get off!” he said. - “He won't want
Eo {ide my horse again, and that’s one com-
ot

“Beau, old chap!” murmured Frank.

Beauclere  was  generally - kind-hearted
enough, and Frank was a little surprised at
his evident indifference to the new master’s
accident.

The remittance-man’s son-coloured a little.

“I dow’t like that man, Frank,” he said.
“1 don’t trust him. I'm going to. ask my
father’s adviee——"

“ About Trevelyan?” demanded Bob.

“Yes. I don't trust him. And I've got
rezon. But never mind him now—let’s get
off, or we sha'n't be back for dinner!”

And the three chums mounted, and trotted
away down the trail.

THE SECORND CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts !

RANK RICHARDS inquired after Mr.
Trevelyan when the chums came in
from their ride.

Frank was quite willing to ride over
to_Thompson for the doctor, if necessary.

But apparently it was not necessary.

“He’s all right,” said Chunky Todgers_ with
a disparaging sniff. “No hones broken. He's
a soft tenderfoot, that's all.”

“Do you mean to say he’s not hurt?”
asked Bob.

“Well, Slimmey ecan't: find any damage, I
know that,” answered Chunky. “He's got a
few bruises, and he says he don’'t want the
medical johnny. Slimmey offered to get the
doe, but he refused.”

“That doesn’t look soft,” remarked Frank.

“But he’s laying up,” said Chunky, with
another sniff. “He's sticking in his cabin
now. I hear he's not going to take up his
duties here for a day or two, till he feels
better.”

“OhY"

Vere Beauclerc did not
tooked very thoughtful.

His brows were knitted when the school-
boys went into the lumber-school to dinmer.

After school, Frank Richards & Co. rode
away on the home trail together.

They had not seen anything of Mr.
Trevelyan during the afternoon.

He was “laying-up,” and the date of com-
mencing his duties in the school was
indefinitely postponed.

This was not exactly agreeable fo Miss
Meadows, who was to he relieved of some
of her duties by the new assistans.

But if the schoolmistress shared the opinion
of Cfn_mky Todgers, she gave no sign of it.

“Will you fellows eome home to supper
with me?” asked Beauclerc, as they rode
away from the school.

“Certainly!” said Frank.

“You bet!” said Bob Lawless. *“You're
going to ask popper his opinion of the new
pilgrim—eh 9”

- “Yes—and youw’d better be there,” answered
Beauclerc. “T' don’t trust the man, as I've
taldy you.”

“You're making a mountain out of mole-
Lill, Cherub.” . i m’ g

“Perhaps.”

Frank and Bob were both a little puzzled.

They rode along the branch trail te the
back of ‘the creek, where they found Mr.
Beauclere at work in the clearing.

The remittance-man was muech changed
from what he had beert when the chums first
knew him. E

The one-time loafer of Cedar Camp, the
habitue of the saloons of Thompson, seemed
to mve turned over a new leaf.

Poker Pete's little parties at Gunten’s
store  knew him ne more, and his old
assoetates seemed to have given him up in
despair.

Instead of loafing about the bars, and
stag‘gcrmg home at two in the morning, the
remittance-man scemed to have settled down

speak, hut he

to steady ‘abour, early to bed and early to.

rise.

The new colour of health in his cheeks, the
new springiness of his step, and the steadi-
ness in his eyes, told how much benefit . he
derived from his change of habits.

Whether the reform would last was a ques-
tion the chums did not care to ask them-
selves, but they hoped that it would for Mr.
Beauclerc’s sake, and chiefly for his son’s.
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. Mr. Beauelere joined- them-at the frugal
supper-table in the shack, and when the meal
was over, and he lighted his pipe, Vere
approached the subject that was uppermost
in his mind. -

“I want to ask your advice, father,” he
began.

“Yes, my boy.
school, I hope?”

“No. It's about the new master there—a
Mr. Trevelyan. You remember I told you
yesterday how I found a man in the timber
being attacked by 'Frisco Jo and two other
rustlers. He called out to me his name—
Philip Trevelyan—and called for help. I
brought the cattlemen there, and found the
whole lot of them were gone. Well, it turns
cut that Mr. Trevelyan was the new master
expected at Cedar Creek School.”

“Then he must have got away from the
rustlers, after all,” said Mr. Beauclere. “I
thought it very odd that ‘Frisco Jo should
make a prisoner of him—kidnap him, in fact
—as you suspected, my boy.””

“Too steep!” grinned Bob Lawless.

“But P’'m not satisfied, father,” went on
Vere quietly. “When Mr. Trevelyan got to
the school he told Miss Meadows he was late
because he had missed the trail from Lone
Wolf, and never mentioned the affair with
the rustlers. When I got there this morning
I found him, and he made out that the whele
affair had been & rough joke, and the rustlers
had let him go, after having had their joke
with him.

“He made out!” repeated Mr. Beauclere.
“The explanation is natural enough, Vere.
Surely you do not dishelieve him!”

“T do, father.” :

“But——" . said the remittance-man,
puzzied.

“T did not recognise him as the man I had
seen in the wood, father. Of course, I had
only a hasty glance at the man struggling
with the Mexican at that moment. He was
tall, like Mr. Trevelyan, and dressed in
exactly the same clothes, but I cannot think
that their faces were the came.”

“My dear boy!”

“I cannot believe that
man,” said Beauclerc quietly. “He did not
know me. It was not till after I had spoken
that he alluded to the incident in the wood
at” all. But he knmew all about it, for he
alluded to it then. I think it was upon his
lips to deny any knowledge of the affair.
But, in that case, Sheritff Henderson would
have been hunting for the man in the wood
who was kidnapped by 'Frisco Jo and his
gang.”

Mr. Beauclerc looked hard at his son.

“My boy,” he said, “do you mean that
you suspect that your new master is not the
Mr. Trevelyan you saw in the wood—that he
is a confederate of the ruffians who attacked
that man?”’

“Yes; that is what I suspect, father.”

“Praw it mild, Cherub, old scout!” mur-
mured Bob Lawless, with wide-open eyes.

Frank Richards stared blankly at Beau-
clere.

The remittance-man smoked his pipe for
?ome moments in silence, a slight smile on his
ace.

“T cannot help suspecting it, father,” said
Beauclerc, breaking the silerce. “I eould
not swear that he is not the man I saw in
the wood, but I do not think he is the
same man. He was wearing the same clothes,
though—exactly the same. He has the man’s
clothes, I bhelieve.”

“Yeou thick that some impostor has come
to Cedar Creek School as Mr. Trevelyan, the
new master, having got 'Frisco Jo to kidnap
the real man?”

“Yes, father.?

“Oh, Jerusalem!’ stuttered Bob.

“Beau!”” murmured Frank incredulously.

Beauclere did not answer.

His face showed how deeply in earnest
he was, and for some time there was silence
in the shack, while the remittance-man
smoked thoughtfully.

Nothing - wrong at the

he is the same

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
; Malingering ! y
13 HAT is a very queer story, my boy,”
said Mr. Beauclere, at last.
“I cannot help thinking so,
father,” said Vere quietly “I am
sure that the rustlers in the wood were not
playing a rough joke on a stranger. ’Frisco
Jo called out to the’others to seize me. They
meant to take me away also, so that I could

nob tell what I had seen. But that is not
all.”

“Oh, more to come!” murmured “Bob,
closing one eye at Frank Richards.. i

It was evidently Bob’s opinion that Beau-
elere was allowing his imagination to run
away with him: 5 .

“Mr. Trevelyan is a teacher, from a scheol
at New Westminster,”” continued Beauclerc.
“He is quite .unknown in this section. His
engagement was by correspondence, and he
has never been seen here before. If he could
be taken away somewhere, there is mothing
to. prevent another mau coming to- Cedar
Creek in his name.” i

“But the man would have to be a teacher
also, Vere, or he weuld soon be discoverea
as an impostor. Such an unscrupulous adven-
turer as you describe would not be likely to
be a member of the teaching profession.”

“That is what I am coming to, father.
This morning the new master asked me to
let him ride my horse. He deliberately
lashed- the horse, and gave himself a fall.
He was not really hurt, but he is laying up
as-if it was serious, with the result that he
has not taken up his duties in the sc¢hool.”

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Frank Richards.

“I eould not help thinking that the whole
thing was put up as an excuse for mob
teaching in the school, father.”

“Pile it on!”’ murmured Bob. i

The remittance-man knitted his brows.

“The man has been accepted in the school
as what he claims to be?”’ he asked:

"Oh, yes! Of course, Miss Meadows has
never seen him before.”

“1 guess it’s true ahout his malingering,”
said Bob Lawless. “All the fellows are grin-
ning over his laying-up in his cabin for'a
few bruises. They think he’s soft.” :

“1 don’t think he's soft,” said Beauclerc.

“But,” said Mr. Beauclere, evidently much
puzzled, “why should a man play such a
trick, Vere? The salary of a school teacher
in this section is not high. It would not be
worth while.” :

“I know, father.
motive.”

“And if he is laying up to avoid taking
up his duties as a teacher, that could not last
long. Next week it would all come out.”

“1 suppose so0.”

“So if he is playing such a game he cannot
expect it to last longer tham a weck, or a
fortnight at the most,” said the remittance-
man, with a smile. *“You think a man has
committed a crime and run great risks for
the sake of a single week's salary as ‘a
master at a backwoods sehool?”

I cannot understand his

- Bob Lawless chuckled, and Frank Richards

could not help grinning.

Beauclerc coloured a little.

Put in that way, it certaimly did look
as if he had made a mountain out of a
motehill.

“It cannot be a few dollars he is after,
father,” said Beaueclerc at last. “It must
have cost him a dozen times as much to
hire 'Frisco Jo and his gang to do their part.”

“So0 he stands to lose by the transaction?’X
asked Mr. Beauclere, smiling.

Vere shook his head.

“He has some other motive,” he said.

“But what?”?

“1 cannet guess.”

“My dear boy, I am afraid you suspect
too much,” said Mr. Beauclerc. *“Unless a
man has a very powerful motive, he would
not play such a part. 1 advise you to say
nothing of these surmises.”

“I shall do as you think best, father, of
course.”’
~ “But for your satisfaction, my boy, I will
make some inquiry. I have an acquaintance
in New Westminster, to.whom I will write,
and I will ask him some questions about this
Mr. Trevelyan, and for a description of the
man. That should set the matter at rest.”

Beauclere looked reidaved.

“Thank you, father!”

The subject dropped with that.

Bob Lawless chuckled as he rode home to
the ranch with Frank that evening.

“Fancy the Cherub getting such a bee
into his bonnet, Franky!” he said. “And
he’s generally so level-headed, too!”?

“It’s queer,” said Frank Richards. “Beaw’s
about the last chap in the world to be
suspicious. But he seems quite set on this.”

“You don’t think there’s anything in it?”

“Well, no, there can’t be.”

“Vere’s popper doesn’t think so, either.”

“0Of course, it’s impossible !’ said Frank.

And Bob agreed that it was.
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But the peculiar incident caused the chums
to be very interested in the new master at
Cedar Creek.

They did not see that gentleman the next
day, however.

He was still laying up.

For several days after Frank Richards &
Co. always looked out for Mr. Trevelyan
when they arrived at the lumber school.

But the new master was seldom seen.

Miss Meadows had insisted at last upon
the doctor being called from Thompson to
see him.

The 1medical man was puzzled, and he
hinted at internal ecomplications following
Mr. Trevelyan's fall on the trail.

That, apparently, was the only way o1
accounting for the master’s indisposition.

Mr. Trevelyan expressed his regret to Miss
Meadows several times, and informed her
that he had no iotention of drawing his
salary until he was well enough to take up
his duties.

Chunky Todgers became possessed of that
item of information, and passed it on to the
chums, and Bob pointed out that that fairly
knocked Beauclerc’s suspicion on the head.

According to all appearance, the man stcod
to lose all along the line, and to gain
nothing, if he was the swindling impostor
Beauclerc believed him to be.

But the Cherub did not
opinion.

He did not pretend to he able to guess
the man’s motive for-playing suchi a part;
that was quite beyond him.

But he was sure of the facts.

His chums looked on his idea with good-
humoured toleration.

But .they were rather keen to hear what
reply Mr. Beauclerc received from his friend
at New Westminster.

It was a week or more before that reply
came, and Frank and Bob came home with
Beaucler¢ the day the remittance-man
received the letter.

“I have news at last,”” the remittance-man
told them, with a smile. . “Here is a descrip-
tion of the genuine Trevelyan of New West-
minster. Tall—"’

“Right!” said Bob.

“Dark moustache—"

“Right again!”

“Well-dressed, with some elegance——2%

“Correct!”

“And wears an eyeglass.”

change his

master arrived,” added Mr. Beauclerc.
“Really, Vere, I think you must admit that
this settles the matter.” ;

“If you think so, father, I will say nothing
more about it,”” said Vere.

“But you do not agree with me?”

“No.”

“Oh, come- off, Beau!”
remonstrance. .

“The man is still pretending to be ill at
the school, father.”

“But that pretence cannot
longer—if it is a pretence, Vere.”

“No; and that makes me think that what-
ever his ooject is it must soon be carried
out,” said Beauclerc quietly. “Father, could
you not come up to the school and see the
man? I know you could judge him for what
he is.”

Mr. Beauclerc hesitated.

said Bob, in

last much

1t was plain that he looked upon his son’s |

suspicion as a wild one; yet he could not
heip being impressed by Beauclerc's earnest-
ness.

“To satisfy you, Vere. 1T will do so,” he
said at last. ¢ For the gentleman’s own sake
this suspicion ought to be dispelled. I will
call upcn him, as- a -neighbour upon a sick
man, and talk with him. I warn you that I
shall only do this in order to dispel your
strange suspicion of him.” .

“Thank you, father!”

And the next morning Mr. Beauclere, with
a borrowed horse, joined the chums of Cedar
Creek on their way to school.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Meeting.

HE next morning Lascelles Beauclerc
wended his way to the school in the
backwood.
After a brief conversation with

Miss Meadows, Le went over to the cabin
occupied by the new master, and knocked at
the door. %

“Come in!” said a voice from within.

Mr. Beauclerc threw open the door and
entered.

A tall man, fully dressed, was lying on the
bunk in the room, with a book-in his hand.

He glanced up with a weary air.

“Pray excuse my not rising,” he said. “I
am far f-om well this morning. Please take
a seat!”

His breath came short and sharp.

“Gool gad!” the remittance-man mur-
mured at ast.
“Sir—--"

Lascelles Beauclerc moved at last.

He strode nearer to the bunk. his eyes still
fixed upon the face of the man there.

“Mri. Trevelyan?” he asked.

“That is my name.”

“You do not know me?”

“I have never seen you before, to my
knowledge.”

“Look!

. The remittance-man turned his face to the
light, and as the sunlight streamed upon it,
Trevvelyau scanned him with searching un-
easiness. -

But he sheok his head.

“I do not know you,” he said.

Mr. Beauclerc laughed grimly.

“I have the advantage of you, then,” he
said, “for 1 know you very well.”

“Indeed!”

“1t is ten years since we met,” said Mr.
Beauclerc, with a grim smile—“under very
different circumstances. This beard has
changed me, I suppose—and other things.
Probably I ~m not much like the man you
knew in London ten years ago.” :

The master smiled.

“Apparently you mistake me for someocne
else,” he said. “I was not in London ten
years aga.”

“Indeed?”

“No. I left Eng:and when quite a boy.”

“Is it possible?” said the remittance-man,
with a. irony that was not lost on the man
in ths burk. “I must be mistaken, then.”

“Quite mistaken,” said Mr. Trevelyan
steadily. “And now, may I inquire why you
have honcured me with this call, and what
your name may be?”

“My name is Lascelles Beauclere.”

AR

“You remember
remittance-man.

“Not a$ all. T have heard the name of
Beauclerc as that of one of the pupils in
this scheol.””

“My son,” said the remittance-man.

“1 presume so. And you called 2

“I called as a neighbour on a sick man,”
said Mr. Beauclerc. “My real object, how-
ever, was to satisfy my son that he had
made a mistake in suspecting that you were
not what you appeared to be.”

the name?” smiled the

“The only one in Thompson Valley!” The remittance-man did not answer, and The master compressed his lips.
chuckled Bob. “That the galoot, to a hair!” | he did not move. “Indeed! Is it possible that your son re-
“He left New Westminster to come to He stocd as if transfixed, with his eyes | gards me with distrust?” he exclaimed.
Cedar Creek two days before your new | fixed upon the face of the man on the bunk. | *What can be his reason?”
"
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#“HITTING THE TRAIL !’'—The black horse planted his forefeet on the trail, and threw up his hind legs high into the air,

Mr. Trevelyan plunged awkwardly over the stallion’s mang and rolled off on to the trail.
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MEXT
TUESDAY !

_ (See Chapter 1.)
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“You are, then, the man he saw in the
woods in the hands of "Frisco Jo and his
gang, Mr. Trevelyan?”

“Certainly !

“You did not get 'Frisco Jo to put the

man in a safe place, and borrow his clothes
and his name, and come here as a school-
teacher?”

“You are jesting, surely?”

““You did. net get the rustlers to waylay
Philip Trevelyan- on his-way up the valley,
and kidnap him?”

“If your intention is to insult me, Mr.—

er—Beauclere——"

“To clear up the matter,” smiled the re-
mittance-man, “perhaps you will tell me who
and what you are?”

Mr. Trevelyan was sitting up on the bunk
now. His illness appeared to have gone.

His hand had slid into 2 pocket behind
his back, and the remxtt'mce -man smiled as
he noted it.

“If such suspicions are entertained by any-
one, I may as well dispel them,” said the
new master. “I left England wheu a boy.
1 did seme ranching in California, and after-
wards in Canada. I had alwnys felt an
inelination towards the teaching profession,
however, and I trained at a collegze in
Toronto. T secured a post at Edmonton,
and ~afterwards at New Westminster. 1
accepted the offer of a pesition here, as I
believed that the mountain air would be
er for my health, never very good. That
is~all my histery—a very simpte one, Mr.
Beauelere.”

“And you are '1h1e to undertake your duties
here as a teacher?

“Decidedly.”

“You are not shamming ill because you
are eertain to be found out as an impestor
as seon as you take charge of a class?” .

“gip 1

“Having had no training in that line at
all, or any line but horseracing, vcard-
sharping. and confidence trickery?” con-
tinued the remittance-man grimly.

“I can only conclude that vou are mad, or
drunk!” sai@¢ Mr. Trevelyan coldly. *“You
will obligzge me by leaving my cabin.”

The remittanee-man laughed.

“I do not desire to linger,” he said. "But
before I go I -want an answer to one ques-
tion: What are you doing here, Gerard
Goring, and what game are you playing?”

THE FIFTH CHAPTE_R.
The Tempest !

HE man on the bunk sprang to his
feet.
There was no sign of iliness about
him now.

His face was white, his eyes gleamed under
his. hent brows, and his teeth had come
together.

“What—what name did you call me?” he
panted.

“Gerard Goring.”

“That is not my name!”

“Come! Haven't I told you that 1 recog-
nise you?’ said the remittance-man im-
patiently. “I am Lascelles Beauclerc. Ten
years ago you helped me to become what I
did become. You plied me with drink till
¥ siecned my father’s name on a piece of
paper he had never seen, and you bolted with
the profits of that transaction. I do not bear
malice; I was nearly as bad as you were.
But I want to know, Gerard Goring, what
you are deing here!”

The new master was silent, save for his
hurried breath.

His eyes gleamed like a wild animal’s as
they were fastened .on the bearded face of
the remittance-man.

“You think 1 am someone you have
known?” he exclaimed at last.

“¥ ¢o not think—I know.”

“And what is your intention?”

“You need not ask that question. My
intention is to find what you have done with
Philip Trevelyan, of New Westminster. He
must he a prisoner somewhere, and he musb
be released.” 2

“How does it concern you?”

The remittance-man shrugged-his shoulders.

There was a silence, the new master at
Cedar Creek biting his lip with ill-concealed
rage and uneasiness.

Mr. Beauclere turned towards the door.

“Stop1”

“Why shouid T stop?”’ said Mr. Beauclerc
coolly. “I have to call on the: sheriff at
Thompson this morning.”

Tre Poryrnar.—No. 194,
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Trevelyan's hand whipped out from behind
him, -and a revolver glittered in it.

Lascelles Beauclerc lau;zhed lightly.

“Put that toy .away!” he said con-
temptuounsly. “You dare not use it. If
you dared risk your worthless neck, you
would net have taken the trouble to
kidnap Philip Trevelyan; it would have
been safer to shoot him in the wood. Don’t
play.the fool, Gerard Goring!”

There was hate and murder in the eyes of
the “impostor, but he realised the truth of
what Lascelles Beauclere said.

He slipped the weapon into his pocket
again.

“i give in,” he said. “I never dreamed of
meeting an old acquaintanece here. But stay;
sit down, and I will tell you the game.”

Mr. Beauclerc smiled, and sat down.

“As fm‘ the past,” said Goring, composing
himself, “that js over and done with, ten
years ago. No “need to rake that up. Per-
haps 1 did not treat you well, but I was
hard pushed. What I did to you others had
done to me. I was not always what you had
known me.”

“Quite possible. I do not bear malice. I
have too manpy sins of my own to answer for.
But I am not quite what I was, and I shalil
not' allew "you t() play out your game here,
whatever it is."

“T'll be plain with you,” said Goring quietly.
“Qince hearing your name, I have made
some inquiries about you, in a quiet way,
wondering whether you might be any connce-
tion of the Lascelles Beauclerc I knew in.the
past. You are a remittance-man, and your
reputation is bad all atong the valtey. Your
money, when it comes, is spent in drink and
gambling—you alternate between a drunken
roysterer and a loafer eadging for a drink.”

The remittance-man nodded, unmoved.

“You want money,” continued Goring.
“Well, in this game I am playing, there is
morney.”

“I eould guess that much.”

“There is a fortune to be made. I am
willing to let you in.”

“RBecause you cannot help it?”

“No need to deny that There is a fortune
at stake. What do you say to five hundred a
vear for yourself?”

“By gad!

“If would he a Teg- up for the remittance-
man of Cedar Camp,” said Goring, with a
sneer.

“But how—"

“TI'il give you the whole yarn,” said Goring
quietly. ‘“No nced to conceal anything now,
as you can spoil the whole game with one
word. Three months ago I was hanging
around in Saskatoon, and I came across a
man from the Old Country—an inquiry agent
sent out from England to find a fellow who
had emigrated when a boy—twenty years
ago.

“Philip Trevelyan? 97

«Exactly.  Philip Trcvehan had been
brought up among poor folk, but he was a
distant relation of a wealthy baronet in Corn-
wall.” He had never seen his rich relations,
who did not appear to have had much affec-
tion for their poor relations. But a series of
fortunate sccidents happened. The baronet’s
t]wo sons were killed in India, his nephews
died,
hunting-field. By the sheerest chance, Philip,
the poor relation, was left heir ta the
baronetey and twenty thousand a year.

“Sir Gwynne Trevelyan was' broken up by
his misfortnnes. He died, and the lawyers
were left with the task of finding Trevelvan.
They had a description of him, and that I
obtained from the inquiry-man, who took me
on to. help him in his search. I could have
put my finger on the man he wanted in a
moment, for I had met Trevelyan, and heard
from him all about his rich Cornish relations.
I did not choose to do s0.”

“I think I understand.”

“Naturally, the idea came into my head,”
said Goring coolly. “Roughly speaking, I
resembled this man Trevelyan—I was tall,
like him, at least—and his features were not
known to those seeking him. I had been
friendly with him at one time, and knew all
his history. We were on bad terms later,
owing to some discoveries he made about
me.”

“T understand that, too0.”

“Well, it struck me that-a man about my
size had a good chance of gettmg back to
England. as Philip Trevelyan,” said ~Goring
‘coolly. “I pumped all I could from the de-
tective. Later, he fwas unfortunately hurt in

and his brother broke his peck in the .

an overturned sleigh, which I was driving at
the time. He broke his leg and gave up the
business he was on; 'but, of course, there were
a good many others seeking this man
Trevelyan.”

“1 suppose s0.”

“I laid my plans to get hold of Trevelyan’s
papers, and anything he had to prove his
identity, and to get him out of the way. I
returned to New Westminster, and kept an
eye on him while debating my plans. He
knew nothing of his good fortunc so far, and
I found that he had accepted a post at this
school, and was soon to leave for Cedar Creek.
That gave me my chanee.”

The remittance-man lx~tened without inter-
rupting.

“On his way here some friends of mine dis-
posed of thp Trevelyan, and I turned up in
his place.” resumed Goring. “Trevelyan is in
a safe place; he will not give me away. I
am here—waiting to ‘be found.” It cannot be
tong hefore the detectives learn that Tre-
velyan had a post at a New Westminster
school.. Théy will learn that he transferred
to Cedar Creek and they will come here to
find him.”

“ And they will find you?”

““Exaeily. . I shall Teceive the news with
surprise  and - delight,” grinned  Goring.
“There can beé no suspieion—I shall-make no
move myself. I shalt simply be found by the
men hunting for Treveiyan. . I have his
papers. I am - as like him as is needful. I
shall start for England at once, taking care
to keep out of the way of anyone he knew at
New Westminster. = Any day now ‘the dis-
covery must come, and until then I must be
too ill to teach in the school. Beauclere, old
man, it's a game after your own heart. Stand
in with me, and share-the plunder.”

“I_I , can’t do it!” muttered the
remittance-man. “My son——"

Goring gritted his teeth.

“Your son!’ he said' quietly. “What are
your sen’s prospects now, and what will they
be if you share a fortune with me?”

Mr. Beauclerc started.

“Think of that,” said Goring, pursuing his
advantage. “What is Philip Trevelyan to
you—a man you've never seen? There was a
time when you would have leaped at this
chance. It means wealth, ease, all the things
you desire. London again———the clubs, instead
of the Canadian backwoods. Isn't it worth
while?”

The remittance-man rose unsteadily to his
feet.

The dream of wealth dazzled him. The
vision of his old life danced before his eyes.

The great city, the hum of multitudes, the
ease, the comfort, the luxury—all that he
had lost and missed and longed for, within
his grasp at last.

The temptation was too strong.

And yet the thought of his son qtayed
in bis mind, like a sheet-anchor that he
clung to.

“I—I can’t decide! 1 ne muttered.
think over this—I must think—""

Goring drew a deep breath. He was sure
of his vietim now

“Think as long as you iike,” he said easily.
“Decide to stand in with me, and you are
rich for life. Your old life is yours again.
But, if you decide agamat me, let me know
before you speak. That is only playing the
game. Give me twenty-four hours to eclear
out before you Letray me, if you decide
against me.”

The- remittance-m

“That's fair,” he said. “I-—I shall decide
against you, Gormnr: but I must think, I
will give you twenty-four hours.”

“@Good enough!”

Without another “ord the remittance-man
left the eabin.

“I must

an nodded.

With knitted brows, he strode .away
towards the gate, where his horse was
tethered. -

The remittance-man mounted kis horse, and
rode away

He bardly saw where the animal bore him.

He was thinking—thinking—turning the

temptation over in his mind—dallying with "

the crime which, in his heart of hearts, he
knew that he ha_d not the courage to spurn
from him. =

THE END.

(There will be another long story of I'rank
Richards -& Co. next week. Don’t miss it!)
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BEING THE APVENTURES AND MISADVENTURES OF THE ST. JIM’S RIVAL AMATLUR
DETECTIVES ON

A “ CASE”!

A Grand New Long Complete Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s School.

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

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Footprints !
7] OOTPWINTS, bai Jove!”

F Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy

jammed his celebrated monocle
tighter in his eye, and stared
at the ground.

Gussy had paused outside the trades-
men’s entrance in the ivy-covered wall
surrounding - St. Jim’s. But whatever
interested - the noble aristocrat of the
Fourth Form certainly did not appear
to have the same attraction for his threc
f}}ums and study-mates who were with
him.

“Come on, fathead!” said Jack Blake.

“Get a move on, ass!” said George
Herries.

“Step
Digby.

The four chums of Study No. 6 were
out for an early morning walk before
lessons. Considering that they meant to
do four miles before breakfast, and they
had hardly an hour in which to accom-
plish their purpose, Gussy’s stop was
clearly out of place. i

“Footpwints, bai Jove!” repeated
Augustus, surveying the blotches of mud
outside the entrance keenly. “Didn’t we
heah the cook just saying that she had
heard a noise in the kitchen during the
night, and found a bwoken plate on the
floor 2

“She’s always hearing noises in the
night !” grunted Blake. ‘Probably the
cat prowling round——"

“Or Baggy Trimble investigating the
larder !” chuckled Digby.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Theah is that possibility—"

mitted Gussy. .

“Possibility! What else do you
think’s the explanation?” exclaimed
Blake excitedly. .

“Pway, do not get excited, Blake!”
said Gussy severely. “Theah is such a
thing as burglars twying to bweak in
and make off with the school plate—"

out, duffer!” said Arthur

ad-

NEXT
TUESDAY!

“You utter dummy!” shrieked Jack
Blake. ““Can’t you see that these marks
are made by some early tradesman or
other ?”

“] have pweviously wemarked,
Blake,” returned Arthur Augustus
frigidly, ‘‘that this shouting on youah
part is uttahly wude! I firmly believe
we are on. the thweshold of a
mystery—""

““Slay him !” moaned Blake.

“] am determined to get to the
bottom of this mattah!” said Gussy
firmly. “By twacking down this
burglah, or burglahs, I shall be doing a
gweat favah to the community!
expect you fellahs, as twue Bwitons, to
follah my lead!” -

“Follow—follow your lead?” gasped
Blake faintly.

“Certainlay! These footpwints, I
perceive, pwoceed acwoss the wood an
thwough the hedge. We must follah
them to the bittah end, deah boys!”

Jack Blake lost all patience at last.

“Look here, Gus, you—you un-
utterable dummy !” he said deliberately.
“If you think we're idiots enough to
follow the hoofmarks of a tradesman
across the muddy fields, you’re mis-
taken! We're going on, and you can
turn back and trot after us as soon as
you're fed-up with the mud! Come on,
you chaps!”

“Ta-ta, Gus!’ said Herries and
Digby as the trio marched rapidly away.

Gussy did not reply; his gaze was
already riveted again on the ‘foot-
pwints.”

It did not need a really brilliant
detective to keep in the track of the
footprints. They were large, and very
deep; in fact, the ploughed field which
he now traversed seemed something in
the nature of well-formed mud-heap.
Gussy gazed with undisguizable misgiv-
ings at the terrible state of his shoes,
silk socks, and trouser-bottoms.

““THE SCHOOLBOY SHOWMEN!"

A NEW LONG STORY OF ST.
i By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“Bai Jove!” he shuddered. “1
weally—but, nevah mind; I am on the
twack !”

After at least three more ploughed
fields, he tracked the footprints along a
bridle-path. After that there were more
fields, ploughed and otherwise, and then
a stretch of cindery ground.

Footmarks were not visible on this
material, but Gussy had calculated the
direction they were taking, and felt
extremely gratified with himself when
he encountered the footprints again—on
another stretch of mud.

“Wather a neat deduction that, bai
Jove!” he murmured complacently.
I shall sewiously have to considah the
matter of becoming an amateur detec-
tive when I gwow up!” :

He was upon a long stretch of waste
land now, just on the outskirts of Ryl-
combe, and he could clearly see where
the footprints were leading. Itwas Upton
Manor, an isolated little estate, sur-
rounded by an orchard, straight ahead

Could it mean—could it really mean-——
that the supposed burglar, after failing
in his attempt to burgle St. Jim’s, had
transferred his attentions to Upten
Manor? The thought thrilled Arthur
Augustus. .

The opinion grew more and more
strong within him. The footprints led
straight up to the tradesmen’s gate in
one side of the wall, stopped, and then
moved round the wall to a part which,
through the dislodgment of bricks, was
most suitable for climbing.

The gleam of the junior’s eyeglass
denoted his great excitement. A
moment of hesitation, and then he had
climbed the wall, and leaned over, ‘gaz-
ing about him tensely. Over his head
spread the branches of an apple-tree.
and all before him stretched the orchard
of the manor—an orchard of which Sir
Roland Jameson, its owner, was pai-
ticularly proud.

"Tur Porurar.—No, 194.
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In the distance, through the vista of
trees, Gussy could see the manor itself.
What should he do now? Should he go
round to the big gates forming the front
entrance, ring the bell, and explain' the
dangér to the lodge-keeper? But that
prompted the vital question: Was the
burglar still in the grounds, or even in
the house? There was nothing to show
that he had made his exit yet, though
it seemed rather a late hour of the
morning for a gentleman of his pro-
fession to be at work. A ring at the
bell might alarm him, and result in his

escape.
No! Gussy quickly decided on his
course. He would drop into the

orchard, cross to the manor, discover
where the burglar had broken in, follow
him, and—capture him single-handed !
Thereupon he would, in his own words,
“administah a feahful thwashing ”
before surrendering the cowed and beaten
prisoner to the minions of the law!
Verily, it was like Gussy !

In the excitement of these thoughts
and plans, Gussy completely failed to
notice what was immediately bencath
him in the orchard. O

This, again, was like Gussy! All
around him was nice, soft earth, very
nice for dropping upon from a height of
eight feet or so. But beneath him—
immediately benecath him—was seme-
thing not quite so suitable for the pur-
pose. In other words, a ecucumber-
frame! E

Gussy was actually in the act of
dropping before it canght his angust eye.
He let out a yelp of alarm as he felt
his hands slithering from the wall. He
shot out one arm wildly, and caught
hold of a very slender, low-lying branch
of the apple-tree. It stayed and pest-

e %,
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poned his fall to some extent, but then
—snapped !

Crash! Glass flew in all directions,
the woodwork splintered raucously, and
the next thing Gussy knew he was
occupying an elegant reclining posture
in the ruined cucumber-frame. The arm
of the apple-tree above him shook
violently for a few moments, and at
least three blushing, rosy-cheeked apples
dropped into his lap, whilst more than
that number—or so Gussy thought—
dropped violently upon his head!

“Ow !” groaned the swell of St. Jim’s.
“Gwooh ! Oh deah! How—how beastly
annoyin’, bai Jove! Ow-w-w!”

It was an ignominious climax to his
brilliant detective work. Compared with
what was just about to follow, however,
it was quite dignified.

A hoarse exclamation sounded from
no great distance, and then came the
approach of dull, running footsteps.
Tor a second Gussy struggled to free
himself, but stopped suddenly. Not only
was he firmly jammed in the frame-
work, but a jutting piece of glass had
successfully penetrated his trouser, a
little above the knee, and each move-
ment caused it to scratch his leg
ominously. g

Gasping, helpless, he had to wait to be
rescued !

An angry, red-faced man; who might
have been a gardener, appeared and
glared at the reclining schoolboy. Gussy
returned the gaze painfully.

“Wescue, please, my good man!” he
gasped. “J}—I wegwet to say—"

Gussy’s gaze had become riveted by the
man’s lower extremities. Ilis heart gave
a violent jump. The man’s boots, socks,
and bottoms’ of trousers were caked in
thick, drying mud, even as Gussy’s own

s

CAUQHT !—An angry and red-faced man appeared and glared at D’Arcy.

Gussy returned the gaze painfully.
he gasped.
the man furiously.

¢ |—§ wegwet-to say——'’
“ That’s the game, is it—pinching apples ? My heye !’
(See Chapter 1.) '

* Wescue, please, my good man !’
* You young whelp ! spluttered

Tur Porurar.—No. 194,
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were! Whoever this man was, it was he
who had made those long tracks and who
had clambered the orchard wall !

Gussy was too dazed now to say any~
thing at all.

“You—you young whelp !” spluttered
the man furiously. “What on earth do
you mean Ifis enraged eyes had
caught sight of the apples in the junior’s
lap. ‘‘Ho! That’s the game, is it?
Pinching apples! My heye! Won't I—"

Words were beyond him. Stooping, he
lifted the helpless junior from the ruined
frame; and Gussy, the mext thing he
knew, was across the powerful man’s
bent knee, and—

Thwack ! Thwack! Thwack!

The Hon. Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy was
being spanked in a way he had practic-
ally never known befove.

“Yawoop! Ow—ow—ow! Woop!”
roared Gussy, in desperate anguish and
surprise.

The hefty and furious man_continued
to ' belabour him with extraerdinary
vigour and power. One violent wriggle
cave Gussy. It evidently took the man
by surprise. Anyway, his victim jumped
clean out of his grasp, landed a couple of
yards away, bounded up, and simply
streaked off. :

“Come back! Hi, come back, you
young whelp !” roared the man, giving
chase. “I’ve not finished with you yet !”

He may not have finished with Gussy,
but Gussy had certainly finished with
him. His fiying feet found a gravelled
drive, and he sped along it like lightning,
knowing not whither his steps took him.

Luckily they took him away from the
manor. More luckily still, the lodge-
keeper was just opening wide the gates,
preparatory to sweeping the drive, when
Gussy flew towards them. The lodge-
keeper gave utterance to a roar, which
Gussy simply did not regard. He simply
flew through the gateway, and flew along
the lane.

The thought of a resumption of that
undignified spanking seemed to give the
swell of St. Jim’s supernatural speed.
Sheer instinet took him in the direction
of St. Jim’s. And he ran, and ran, and
ran !

Three figures, striding briskly ahead of
him round a bend in the lane, spun round
with one accord as the pounding footsteps
bore down upon them.

“Gussy !’ gasped Blake, Herries, and
Digby in one astonished voice.

“Gwooh! Ooooph!” blew Arthur
Augustus D’Arey, pulling up short and
almost collapsing. :

“What on earth » exclaimed Jack
Blake in sheer amazement.

“Wait — wait until I get bweath,
deah boys!” panted Gussy, leaning help-
lessly against the fence by the lane-side.

ITis chums started at his crimson, per-
spiring face, stared at his torn clothing,
stared -at the mud encasing his legs and
feet, stared at each other, and—waited.

Tt took Gussy ten minutes to collect
sufficient strength and wind to explain
in panting, broken senfences. Blake &
Co. listened at first with interest—and
interest that grew stronger and stronger
until the finish. The end of the narrative
carie as a surprise to them, just as it
had done to Gussy! They held their
sides and let themselves go. g

““Ha: ha, ha, ha, hal”

“Bai  Jove! You — you _ uttah
wottahs 1 exclaimed their indignant
vhum. ‘This is no laughing mattah at
all!l  Moahovah, I am more convinced
than evah that that man is a thowoughly
unpwincipled scoundwel ! No othah
type of person will submit a fellah to the
gwoss indignity to which he submitted.

(Continued on page 16.)

Jim’'s.
i By MARTIN CLIFFCRD. i8
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IN YOUR EDITOR'S
DEN!
By BILLY BUNTER.

LEFT OUT!
By DICK PENFOLD.

(The Greyfriars’ Bard.)

MY IDEA OF A

PERFECT DAY!
By TUBBY MUFFIN.

(Sub-Editor.)
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My dear Readers,—Would anybody like
to take my miner Sammy off my hands?
His conduct is

2L am fed up with him!

sickening. I have just had to chastise him
:w;}th a kricket-stump, and I'll tell you
why.

Last week Sammy came to me and
% wanted to borrow five bob.

“What do you want it for?” I demanded.

“The fact is, Billy,” said Sammy, “I'm
going to take lessons in shorthand. There’s
a fellow in Friardale who has undertaken
to teach me shorthand in a week for a
fee of five bob.”

I gave my miner five shillings out of the
funds, and I felt very pleased to think he
was taking up shorthand. I had visions of
® a lazy life—never doing any writing my-
self, but dictating it all to Sammy.

s A few days later I met my miner on the
doorstep of the tuckshop.

“How are you getting on with your

® shorthand, Sammy?” I inkwired.

' “I'm getting on famously!”

R ¢ 5 € 5 § 5 R ¢ $ . € B

was the

2 reply. “I know shorthand inside-out ard
i upside-down !”

« ‘That’s good! Come along to the
% studdy, and I'll dictate my editorial.”

' “Ahem! I—I've got another appoynt-
$ ment!” muttered Sammy.

' “Come alongi” I said sternly. “You

= wust keep your compact.”

On reaching the study, I threw myself
into the armchair, and dictated my
» editorial. Sammy made a lot of signs like
pothooks and hangers on a sheet of paper.
‘s I asked if it was shorthand, and he said it
-) was.

“Read it eut to me,” then I said.

Would you beleeve it, dear readers? The
young fraud couldn’t read a word of what
s he had written! He had grossly deseeved

me. Instead of taking shorthand lessons,

he had blued that five bob at the tuck-
= shop!

I have given him a lifelong lesson with a
kricket-stump.

R €

€

»

Yours sinseerly,
‘YOUR EDITOR.

Supplement i.]
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“Great jumping crackers!”

Upon the notice-board I see
Thé names of fellows who will play
In the great match with Highcliffe
School
Due to take place on Saturday.
There’s Bull and Brown, and Vernon-
 -Smith, i
There’s Cherry, Peter Todd, and me;
I scan the list, but fail to find
The name of Bunter, W. G.

Young Hazeldene will keep the goal,
Wharton and Nugent will be there;
And Hurree Singh upon the wing
Will make opponents tear their hair.
It looks a very useful side,
But there's one thing that puzzles

me;
Oh, where, oh, where, is that great
narmie,
The name of Bunter, W: G.?

Billy declares that he can play
A game of science, skill, and speed.
He hopes to join the famous Spurs,
They’ll wire for him in time of need.
What's wrong with Wharton ? Bunter’s
form
He surely cannotr fail to see?
Why has he missed from that fine list
The name of Bunter, W. G.

A podgy youth in spectacles
Comes rushing to the notice-beard ;
He stands and blinks, his heart then
sinks,
Hoe looks as if he’s fairly floored.
he ex-
claims,
“Old Wharton has forgotten me !
These Greyfriars chaps will ail collapse
Without their Buntery W. G.”
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6 a.m.—Early-morning cup of tea, to be
brought into the dormitory by a
livveried manservant.

6.30 a.m.—A second early-mornlng cup of
tea, to be accompanied by hot rolls
and butter.

7.30 a.m.—Breakfast in bed. Breakfast to
konsist of the following: Eggs and
bacon (six eggs and three rashers).
Buttered toast. A hunnycomb. Some
strorberry-jam. Some fresh froot. A
jug of coffee. Cakes and tarts ad lib.

10 a.m.—Rising-bell. Livveried manservant
to prepare hot bath, and to brush my
clothes and assist me to dress.

11 a.m.—Light refreshments at the school

DQI!%‘ID“!%il‘ll‘l!““—lﬂ‘i!Q—l)‘ll“l\ll%lb‘k

tuckshopp. Cream-buns, doenuts,
maids ot honner, and seterer and
seterer.

11.15 to 11.30 a.m.-—Morning lessons.

1 p.m.—Diuner in Hall. Dinner to kons'st
of soop, fish, foul, roast beef and York-
shire-pooding, apple-dumplings, jam
roly-poly, and froot and custard. More
cakes and tarts ad lib.

1.30 p.m. to 4.30 p.m.—Forty winks on the

Ty § > § B e € $ W § 5 W 6 5 Wi

study sofa. E

4.30 p.m.—Tea. Eggsactly the same as:
breakfast, with the additioh of my
namesdkes—muffins.

5 p.m. to 8§ p.m.—A musical evening,
8 p.m. to 85 p.m.—Prep. e
8.30 p.m.—Supper. Eggsﬂétly the same as

dinner, with the addition of a rabbit-
pie. 3

9 p.m. to 11 p.m  Indoor games and other
harmless pursoots. -

11.15 p.m.—Taked up to bed in a high-
drollick lift, 5

11.30 p.m.
dreems!

onwards. — Dreems, blissful

Tre Popurar.—No. 194,
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THE ROMANCE OF A PAIR
OF FOOTBALL BOOTS!
Told by Themselves.

S

ANSWERS TO
KORRESPONDENTS!

By THE EDITOR.

FOOTRBALL

CHATTER !
By KIT ERROLL.

(Of Roolkwood.)

We are
Gog and

of course.
other as

We are twins,
known to each
Magog.

It was in a Northampton factory that
we were first licked into shape. Lace-
holes were bored into us, ahd we were
studded at the soles.

“A perfect pair of footer boots 17
everybody exclaimed when they saw us.

In due course we were sent to the
boot and shoe shop at Wayland, Sussex.

The manager displayed us in the win-
dow, and we bore a ticket with the in-
scription ¢ £

“SMART AN SUBSTANTIAL
FOOTBALL BOOTS. THIS STYLE—
‘ ONE GUINEA.” :

We didn’t remain long in the shop
window. . It was not to be expected.

A tall, handsome fellow, whom we
afterwards learned was: Kildare of St.
Jim’s, strolled into the shop and pur-
chased us.

Kildare seemed awfully pleased with
us when he tried us on.

“They’re a perfect fit, and jolly com-
fortable,” he said¢. “And they’re cheap
at the price.”

We were taken to-St. Jim’s~in a
brown paper parcel; and next day we
made our first appearance on the foot-
ball field.

Never shall we forget that first
glorious game. We booted the ball as
hard and as often as we could.

First Gog scored a goal, and then
Magog. And Kildare was awfully
proud of us.

Between us, we scored four goals in
éthut match. And when Kildare took
£ us off, in his study, he spoke to us quite
affectionately.

“You're the best pair of foeter boots
T've ever had!” he exclaimed.

But alas! The days of a pair of foot-
ball boots are numbered. They are
lucky if they survive a single scason.

In our case we were speedily worn
out through constant exertion. We
g began to wear thin at the soles, and
although Kildare took us into Wayland
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much good for active service after-
2 wards.
Kildare eventually put us on the

& shelf, and purchased a new pair.
5 After a time we were given to
¥ Kildare’s fag. And the latter sold us
é to Grundy of the Shell for a mecre song.
¢ Grundy completely ruined us in next
= to no time. Presently we gave way at
the toes, and Grundy’s socks were
% visible, much to the amusement of his
schoolfellows. :

“Those footer boots of yours,
Grundy,” said Monty Lowther, “are
e only fit for the scrap-heap!”

“Enys § BT
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““Which pawnshop did you get them |

a from?” asked Cardew. -
' And there was a general laugh at
¥ Grundy’s expense.

Cur careers;, once so full of promise,
are now at an end. We are reclining
% side by side in the dustbin—the final
!goal of all old and decrepit football
% boots.

0 Tue Porunar.—No. 194.
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2 and had us repaired, we were never f

“Budding Poet ” (Ilfracombe).—“1 am
sending you some verses. Do you think
they could do with a little mere fire?”—
Yes; that is why I have burnt them!

P, H. R. (Reading).—“There’s a fellow at
my school who claims to be your cousin,
Billy. Is that so?’—Fiddiestix!

«Jim the Penman” (Huddersfield).—"I
want to write a football story.”—Well, I'm
not stopping you, am 1?

“Bobby » (Bristol).—"If a cannibal were
to get hoid of you, Billy, think what a
fine feed he would have!”—I don't intend
to emmigrate to Germany, or other places
where there are kaneibals!

“Joker ¥ (Leeds).—“1 am sending you a
Lhandsome remittance, Billy, but not this
week.”—Hartless heest!

“Curious ” (Cheltenham).—“How do you
manage to get tick at the school tuck-
shop?’—Well, to be kandid, it’s rather a
tick-lish proposition!

“Fair Admirer ”? (Coventry).—“I consider
you are a much better editor than Harry
Wharton.”—8ame hear!

H. R. F. (Barnsley).—“My pal says horrid
things about your * Weekly." »—Just give
him a clump for me, will you?

«“Fed Up"” (Petersfield).—“My Form-
master gave me a hundred lines for eating
toffce in elass.”—Lucky dog! My Form-
master gave me six on each hand!

“Inquisitive ” (Nottingham).—“ Who is
the finest allround athlete 'in the Re-
move?’—I am-sick and tired of answering
this question. Use your kommon-sense!

“Sufferer ” (Sheffield).—“I've got a shock-
ing cold.”—Sorry colds aren’t eatable, or
P’d offer to share it with you!

“Flossie” (Edgbaston).—“1 think you
are a nice, charming boy.”—Dear lady, you
are only one of millions who think the
same!

A. M. H. (Norwich).—“What did you do
when the Zeppelins eame over Greyfriars?”
—W!ent up after them in Tom Brown’s box
kite

“Seottie ” (Edinburgh).—“If you started
to fast, how long could you keep it up?’—
Oh, about half an hour.

PEEPS INTQ THE FUTURE.
By GEORGE KERR.

R e L

Last Saturday was a red letter day g
in the annals of Rockwood football.
For on that day the great match be-
tween Classicals and Moderns took
place. There is always tremendous
rivalry between the two sides, and there
was keen speculation as to which would
win, The Classicals had won the pre-
vious match, and Tommy Dodd & Co.
were desperately anxious to turn the
tables. ;

* * *

Bulkeley of the Sixth was in charge
of the game, and the teams were at full
strength. Jimmy Silver won the toss,
but this carried no advantage with it,
as there was no wind. Play was very 2
even in the first half, both goals being
| attacked in turn. But the respective 3
defences were in great form, and the
score-sheet was blank at the interval.
When the second half started, Tommy
Dodd provided a big sensation by scor-
ing twice for the Moderns in as many
minutes. Each goal was a gem.
Tommy Dodd raced through on his own
on both occasions, and crashed the ball
into the net.

* * *

The Classicals had their backs to the
wall, but they did not lose heart.
They threw themselves into the fray
with great determination. Lovell putd
across a perfect centre, from which 3
Jimmy Silver scored. The Moderns{
clung tenaciously to their lead of two }
goals to one, and they looked certaini
winners until, in the very last minute, %
Newcome rushed the ball into the neté
for the Classicals. The result was thus S
a draw of ttwvo goals apiece. On the run
of the play the Moderns were perhaps §
unfortunate in being bauiked of victory. &

I

* %

Rookwood entertained the Greyfriars 2
Remove on Wednesday, and met with’
a crushing reverse. The hard ground 2
seemed to suit the speedy and dashing
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4 through Jimmy Silver.
il terval, the Greyfriars forwards ram riot,

TOM BROWN,

Writer of Humorous Stories.

Greyfriars  forwards, and Harrysg
Wharton and Vernon-Smith each got a

goal in the first half. Rookwood replied H
After the in-

and three more goals were obtained,
the scorers being Nugent (2) and Pen-
fold. Tommy Doyle scored for Rook-
wood just before the finish, and Grey-
friars gained a handsome victory by ¥
five goals to two. Our men seemed }
sadly off colour, but we hope to take
our revenge when we go to Greyiriars.
* * . %

Rookwood’s next match will be
against St.” Jim’s on Saturday next.
Several changes have been made in the %
team which lost to Greyfriars, and it is §.
hoped that we shall meet with better s
success. The match will be played at'
St. Jim’s, and the journey will be made
by motor-charabane.  Supporters who'
wish to come and cheer us on should 2
send in their names to Jimmy Silver, 'l
so that seats may be reserved for them a
in the charabane.
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HE WHO READS **BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY ' LAUGHS THE BEST!
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13 HAT'S all the excitement
about?” murmured Bob
Cherry.

There was a scuttling of feet
in the Close at Greyfriars.

A number of fags came running up, with
bundles of papers under their arms.

“Special edition!” yelled Tubb of the
Third, at the top of his lungs.

Bob Cherry eaught the fag by the
% shoulder, and spun him round.

“Special edition of what?” he inquired.

“¢ Billy Bunter’s Weekly.” It's a mid-
week edition—special competition number!”
explained Tubb breathlessly. “Price one
penny.” - i

Boh Cherry gave a grunt.

“This is a wheeze of Bunter’s for raising
the wind, I suppose,” he said. “It’s quite
a new stunt, to publish a copy of the
‘ Weekly’ separately from the ‘ Popular.’
Let’s have a look at this competition!”
¢ Bob Cherry took one of the copies, and
idropped a penny into Tubb’s palm.
¥ The competition was on the front page.
= There were six pictures, each supposed to
érepresenb the name of a Greyfriars fellow.

The rules of the contest were worded in
the following quaint form:

!
!
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“GRAND EKOMPETITION!
SEE IF YOU CAN SOLVE THE HIDDEN
NAMES!

A Prize of Two Ginnies will be awarded
% to the sender of the eocpon kontaining the
korreet solutions of the pictures which
S appear below. The prize-munney will he
taken from the funds of *Billy Bunter’s
& Weekly,” which are in a flurrishing
3 kondition.
‘ All entries to be delivered to Studdy
€ No. 7 by Wednesday morning. A fee of
't-hreepence must accompany each coupon.

The judging will be carried out by a
special staff of skilled jernalists. The
Editor of *Billy Bunter's Weekly ' will
take no part in the judging. in case he
should be accused of favouritism.

Don’t delay! Kompete to-day!”

Whilst Bob Cherry was wading through
these rules, he was joined by bhis chums.
« “What’s the latest?” asked Huarry
Wharton.

“Bunter’s running a competition,” ex-
v!plained Bob. “Seems gepuine enough.

There’s a prize of two guineas, and it will
the funds of *Bunter’s
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Weekly." ”
‘%S Wharton glanced at the paper, and
laughed.

“Bunter seems to be feathering his nest

jolly wellt” he said. “He’ll pocket a fee
eof threepence for every coupon sent in,
S and he’ll make a small fortune out of this
special edition.”

a “He's had to pay for it being printed,
don’t forget!” said Nugent.

“Rats! You bet the money came oub of
;the funds!”

s

“Wouldn’t be a bad wheeze to go in for
& this eompetition, just to see - what
3 happens,” said Johnny Bull. “We'll all
buy copies of the paper, and send in our
s attempts.”
“The pictures look pretty easy,” said
% Harry Wharten, scanning the paper. “The
% first .one shows a fellow having a bath.
That would be Tubb.”
“And the second is me,” said Bob Cherry.
“The sketeh is supposed to represent a
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ripe cherry. It looks more like a pome-
granate, but there isn’t a fellow named
Pomegranate at Greyfriars.” .

“Ha, ha, hat”

“The third picture is supposed to be
me,” said Johuny Bull. “It’s a bull in a
meadow. Looks more like a hippopotamus,
really. But we haven't a fellow named
Hippo here, have we?”

*Hga, ba, hatl™

The fourth picture gave the juniors a
bit of trouble. It was a fantastic draw-
ing of a man hopping over the moon.

“Is there a fellow here called Jumper, or
Springer?” asked Nugent.

“No, my worthy chum,” said Hurree
Singh. “But there is a fag called Hop
Hi."

“Good! That's what it is!” said Whar-
ton. “And the fiftth picture is dead easy.
It's a stately sort of building. That’s
Temple.”

“¥From what I can see of it, we shall all
be sending in cecrreet solutions!” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“In which case, the two guineas will be
divided- between about two hundred
fellows!” growied Johuny Bull.

“I expect so.”

The last picture portrayed a meadow.
Everybody jumped to the couclusion that
it was “Field.” They could think of no
other fellow whose surname fitted the
picture.

AT

] e
Bob Crerry took cne of the copies and
dropped a penny into Tubb’s hand.
The competition was on the fiont page !

“] fancy we've solved the lot correctly,
you fellows,” said Harry Wharton,

He hailed Tubh, who was still touting
papers in the Close, and purchased four
copies. Then the Famous Five went along
to the junior Common-room, for the
purpose of filling in their coupons.

They were thus engaged when Billy
Bunter rolled in.

The fat junior was all smiles. Business
had been very brisk. He had sold nearly
two hundred copies of his special edition,
and he had overheard crowds of fellows
saying that they intended to go in for
the competition.

Bunter beamed at the Famous Five.

“Having a shot at the hidden names,
you fellows?” he asked affably.

Harry Wharton nodded.

Billy Bunter rolled away to the other
end of the Common-room, where Skinner
and Snoop and Stott were puzzling over
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By PETER TODD.

(Of Greyfriars.)

the pictures He gave them a friendly
word of encouragement.

“That’s the way, you fellows! There’s
two guineas going begging for the best set
of solutions,” he said.

During the mext few days Billy Bunter
was simply bombarded with coupons. They
swept in upon him like an avalanche. And
with each coupon there was an entry-fee of
threepence. p

Bunter divided his time between sorting
the coupons and feeding his inner Bunter
at the school tuckshop.

The closing day came and went. And
then came the day oun which the result a
was to be anuounced.

Billy Bunter, looking pompous and im-
portant, rolled up to the notice-board with
a sheet of paper in his hand. There was
a sudden rush of feet as Bunter pinned §
the paper to the board. .

“This way, you fellows!” said Bolsover
matjlor, in his booming tones. *The result’s
out!”

The Famous Five were among the throng
that hustled and jostled towards the
notice board.

Billy Bunter’s
follows:

“KOMPETITION REZZULT!
CUTE COURTFIELD CHAP COLLARS
THE GINNIES!

Only one kempetitor succeeded in send-
ing in an all-korreect coopon. The prize of
Two Ginnies has been awarded to:

MR. I. B. SMART,
5, River Street,
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announcement ran

Courtfield.
The korrect solutions were as follows:
Tubh
2. Cherry.
3. Bull.
4. Hop Hi.
5. Temple.

6. Greene.”

“Well I'm dashed!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “The last picture wasn’t Field at
all! It was Greene! That’s where we all
went wrong.”

“Faney a Courtfield fellow taking the
prize!” said Nugent. “Seemns rather fishy
to me. I think we’d better go over to
Courtfield and investigate.”

“Good wheeze!”

The Famous Five cycled over to Court-
field in the afternoon, and Called at No. 5,
River Street. They inquired for Mr, I. B.
Smart, but ne gentleman of that name
resided at the address in question.

No. 5, River Street was a small general
shop, where people could have letters
?ddressed to them on payment of a small
ee.

It did not take Harry Wharton & Co.
long to put twe and two together.

They discovered that a certain fat junior
of Greyfriars had called at the shop,
giving the name of Smart, and saying that
he expected a letter shortly.

Billy Bunter had devised the ingenious
wangle of winning the prize himself in an
assumed name. And he had calmly appro-
priated the sum of two guineas from the
funds -of his “Weekly,” and forwarded it
to himself! ¥

The Famous Five went back to Grey-
friars fiming. And we will draw a veil
over the scenes which followed—scenes
which were very painful indeed for William
the Wangler!
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THE END.
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TWO ON THE TRACK. £

(Continued from page 12.) ;
A AR T

me! I mean to shadow him surwepti-
tiously !”

“Ha, ha, ha! Ha, ha!”

Blake, Herries, and Digby, with the
tears rolling down their faces, were in
an even more helpless condition than the
unfortunate Gussy had been when they
encountered him. With a withering sniff
Gussy spun from them and stalked back
to the school alone, in high dudgeon.

It wanted but a few minutes to break-
fast when he arrived, and to the curious,
grinning fellows he encountered he re-
fused to vouchsafe a single word of
explanation as to his dilapidated condi-
tion.

Blake & Co., however, did, when they
arrived. They simply could not help it.
To them, and to everybody who heard it,
it was the joke of the week. And when
Gussy, just before lessons, declared his
fixed intention of going and ‘‘keeping
watch ” on Upton Manor immediately
after dinner, renewed hilarity arose
among the juniors.

Not oné of them believed that there
was a shred of foundation or truth in
Gussy’s conviction that the man he had
shadowed was a.‘“burglar,” or anything
else beyond an ordinary handiman at the
manor. But stay! On the rugged brow
of one of them, chortle as he had done at
Gussy's discomfiture, the story of the
tracking left a corrugation of deep
thought.

And that brow belonged to none other
. than the great George Alfred Grundy,
the champion chump of the Shell !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Two On the Track!

. HAT on earth 1
“What -the
dickens——"

“What the thump——"

There was an unusual cluster of
juniors outside the tradesmen’s entrance
after dinner that day.

Jack Blake, Herries, and Digby, of the
Fourth Form were there, and had passed
the above remarks. Tom Merry, Monty
TLowther, and Harry Manners, the heroes
of the Shell, were there, grinning. And
Gunn and Wilkins of the Shell were
there, too, looking exasperated.

But in addition to these, and the centre
of attention, the mighty George Alfred
Grundy, of the Shell, was there.

-~ Grundy was down on all fours, and,

merry

with the aid of a very large if not power- | <

ful magnifying-glass, was submitting the
footprints that had previously attracted
D’Arcy’sattention to a close examination.

“Going blind, Grundy, old son?”
asked Monty Lowther kindly. ““You
oughtn’t to need a magnifying-glass to
see those dirty marks!”

Grundy grunted, and continued to
move the glass about, keeping his face
over it all the time. At last, with a click
of satisfaction, he put the glass in an
inside pocket, and rose. .

“Tootprints !” he said off-handedly.

“Marvellous, my dear Holmes !’ ejacu-
lated Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“] don’t want any of your funny rot,
Lowther!” said Grundy crossly. “I'm
going to see if there’s anything in these

rumours . about burglars breaking in
here! I’'m going to theorise !”

“To—to what?’ ejaculated Tom
Sderry.
. Tue PorurLar.—No. 194.
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“To theorise!” repeated George
Alfred Grundy distinctly. “I'm going
to build up theories on this, and then
see how they work out.”

“Come on, you two!” finished Grundy
summarily, addressing his faithful re-
tainers, Wilkins and Gunn, who were
beginning to look rather mutinous.
“You're not much good as detectives’
assistants or anything else, but I suppose
I'll have to put up with you!” Wilkins
and Gunn looked at him as if they could
have swallowed him. “ Now to see what
theories we can build on this data.”

“This what?’ asked Wilkins.

“Pata!” roared Grundy.

“I say, Grundy,” suddenly said
Herries hospitably, “1 don't mind lend-
ing you my cornet for an hour or so!”

“Cornet! Who on earth wants your
dashed cornet?’ demanded Grundy,
mystified.

“Well, Sherlock Holmes used to fiddle
when he was getting out his theories,
didn’t he?” asked Herries innocently.
“There's no fiddle knocking around, but
if you think my cornet will help you,
you're welcome !”’

The juniors chuckled.

A brain like mine needs no artificial
help,” said Grundy loftily. And then,
seeing by the grinning faces around him
that his leg was being gently pulled, he

said, “Rats!” and departed with his
“detective  assistants” to go and
theorise.

Meanwhile, what of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy? True to his promise, Gussy
left the school precincts directly after
dinner, and commenced a very elaborate,
not to say conmspicuous, supervision of
the outer wall of Upton Manor.

His Juck was in for once, He had not
been there long before he suddenly heard
voices approaching the deor of the
tradesmen’s entrance trom the inside.
He flattened himself behind a buttress of
the wall and waited The door opened,
and three men appeared. One was the
manwho had given him that ignominious
spanking in the early morning, and the
other two were rough-looking men whom
Gussy had never seen before. -

Suspicious " as Gussy was of the first
man and all his works, he was scarcely
prepared for what he was just about to

ear.

“T'hat’s all settled, then,” said Gussy's
enemy, in low tones, whilst he looked
about him nervously. “You call for the

:::
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plate and ornaments at six prompt this
evening.”

Plate, ornaments ! Gussy's noble blood
coursed excitedly through his veins, and
he almost let out his ievitable ‘ Bai
Jove!” in his amazement.

““I s’pose—I s’pose you're proof posi-
tive there’s no chance of the boss get-
ting back so early?”’ said one of the men.
“If we're caught =

“Caught! We won’t be caught!”
hurriedly said Gussy’s enemy, looking
very alarmed at the thought. “It’s all
safe enough. Bring along the cart to
this door at six prompt!”

“Right!” said both men, and then—

Tish-000-000 !

Arthur Augustus had sneezed.

Concealment was of no further
now. Gussy made a run for it.
enemy spun round like a shot.

“What! You again!” he roared, and
gave chase.

But Gussy had proved earlier in the
day that he had a greater turn of speed
than his enemy. Kven so, the man
lashed out with his large boot from
behind, and Gussy was obliged to inter-
cept it gracefully with the seat of his
trousers.

“Yawoooop!” yelled Gussy, but the
thrust only served to add to his impetus,
and got him safely out of the way of the
enraged fellow.

But Gussy was exuberant with joy and
excitement as he sped back to the school.
He had been correct in his deductions.
That man was a burglar. He was schem-
ing to burgle his employer’s plate and

use

His

ornaments. What would Blake & Co.
have to say to that?
Straight into Study No. 6 dashed

Gussy, to find his chums busy blowing
up a football, in readiness for a practice
match of Soccer, for the day was
Wednesday—a half-holiday. But Blake,
Herries, and Digby listened to his tale

with a strange lack of enthusiasm. In
fact, they even grinned!
“You—you uttah dummies!” yelled

the noble Augustus, in sheer exaspera-
tion. “Don’t you believe—-"

“My dear ass,” said Blake, with bland
politeness, “it’s all as clear as daylight!
Those johnnies knew well enough you
were listening to all they said, and they
simply made up this yarn especially for
you. They'll be ready for you at six to-
night, collar you, and give you a
thundering good licking !I”

“Keep away from them, that's my
advice |” said Herries emphatically.

“ Hear, hear!” said Digby. “ We don’t
want our prize effigy slaughtered.”

Gussy glared at them impotently.
That the men were rascals, and that they
were planning to bring off a coup that
very evening when Sir Roland Jameson
was away, he had not the slightest
doubt. But to have his discoveries inter-
preted like this—

Gussy’s indignation knew mno bounds.
There and then he gave his chums an
elaborate and candid opinion of them-
selves and their intelligence, whilst the
three, lacing up their footer the while,
listened blandly.

¢ And I uttahly wefuse to be shaken in
my intention!” Gussy finished heatedly.
“1 will capchah those wascals myself.
shall be theah at six to-night in dis-
guise—"

“In—in disguise!”
faintly. °

“Yaas, in disguise, Blake, you
shell be theah at six to-night in dis-
guise myself as a—a twamp.”

“Oh, my hat!” breathed Blake, and
Herries and Digby looked at Gussy help-
lessly.

NEW LONG STORY OF ST.
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“T1l take the wottahs uttehly by sur-

_pwise, and give them a feahful thwash-

ing. After that I shall keep them in
close captivity until the mastah of the
house awwives!”

Blake & Co. stared helplessly at their
determined chum. But Gussy did not
stop for further argument. He closed
the door with a resounding slam, and
went off to choose a suitable disguise
from the Dramatic Society’s property-
box.

Of course, - Gussy’s
became common knowledge in the
Fourth and Shell. Save to strengthen
their long-standing opinions that Arthur
Augustus was an incorrigible duffer, the
news had no effect upon the mass of the
juniors. But on George Alfred Grundy
of the Shell it made a deep impression.

“For the last hour Gunn and Wilkins,
in the study they shared with that great
man, had been vainly endeavouring tc
wérk on a Latin punishment task. But
what with George Alfred taking up

intention soon

“nearly all the available room with seraps

of paper, on which he had scrawled
notes, caleulations, and measurements,
and with his perpetual. muttering as
he “theorised,” his satellites were not

_having a pleasant time of it.

“ A fellow may be a hopeless ass—"’

Grundy_began ruminatingly.

Witkins and Gunn looked up at that,
surprised.

“Hear, hear?”’
gether feelingly.

“ And a fatheaded duffer 4

“No doubt about it!” said the two

they chimed in to-

encouragingly.

“RBut even D’ Arcy—"

“Qh, D'Arcy!” said Gunn, dis-
appointed.

“Look here, Gunn!” roared Grundy,
jumping up. ‘“Who d’you think I'm
speaking about?”’

“Ahem! D’Arcy,
Gunn hastily.

Grundy sat down again.

“The fellow may be a dashed ass,”
said Grundy, “but, with luck, he may
have hit upon an important ease. That
conversation he heard looks suspiciously
as though those fellows at the manor
are up to some underhand game. And
then those footprints outside the trades-
men’s entrance—""

His studymates groaned.

“Tve already formulated seme valu-
able theories,”” said Grundy, glaring at

of course,” said

them.

“Go .and bury them!” muttered
Wilkins.

“What's. that?” exclaimed Grundy
sharply.

“1 said, let's hear them, old man,”
said Wilkins untruthfully.

“Well,” said Grundy, mollified, “‘one
theory is that thosq prints were made
by a Chinaman with an arm._missing.
who—er—waited there several hours.”

“Why—why an arm missing ?” asked
Gunn mystified.

“And several hours waiting?” asked
Wilkins, staring.

“Never mind about ﬁhat,” said
Grundy hastily.  “Detectives  don’t

explain how they get these theories.
They just get them.”

“Oh ! said Wilkins and Gunn, gazing
at their leader.

“Then again,” remarked Grundy,
stroking his chin, and speaking in a far-
away voice, “they might have been
made by a man with a hump back, who
strong shag, and had two
fingers missing from his left hand.
That’s theory number two.”

“My word!” murmured Gunn.

“How does he do :it?” breathed
Wilkins, looking at’ the ceiling.

Grundy waved a hand.

“To a brain like mine, my dear
fellow, it is quite simple.” he said, in
a manner that Sherlock Holmes might
have envied. “I’ve other theories, but
won't go into them now—-"

“Good !” said Gunn and Wilkins to-
gether, in great relief.
¥ “To0k here, you rotters—" began
Grundy, jumping up again. A

“We mean, were glad to hear you've
formed other theories,”  explained
Wilkins hastily. “We'll be glad to hear
them, old man—-"

“Qome other day!” finished Gunn
sweetly. ;

“Well, I've finished the theoretical

. p N
part,” said Grundy briskly. Now for
the mere practical work. T'm going
over to that manor to-night at six and
Tl see—ahem !—if my thecries are
what I expect them to be. I shall be
disguised as a sea-faring man

“Why-—why on_earth be disguised as
a sea-faring man?’ gasped Wilkins.

“Never mind why ! snapped Grundy.
« A1l detectives do disguise themselves as
something you don’t expect. I don’t
know why, but they do.” 2
“Oh!” said Wilkins and Gunn again.

Grundy as a detective’ was rather
taking their breath away.

“J shall expect you fellows to come
with me, also disguised—"

both

“Oh!” The expressions of
altered. They were fed-up with sharing
Grundy’s insensate adventures. “You
do, do you?”’

“Y do,” said Grundy firmly. “And
youw're coming! There’s to be no back-
ing out in this study, I can tell-you e

The twe exchanged mutinous glances.

“ And where on earth are you getting
the three disguises from?”’ demanded
Wilkins.

Grundy rubbed his chin.

“We haven't exactly the secaman’s out-
6t T have in mind,” he reflected. “We
must take the next best. We'll have
to make do with those things the fellows
wore in the ¢Pirates of Penzance.” ”

¢ Pip-pip-pirates of Penzance !” stut-
tored Wilkins helplessty; and William
Gunn woudered whether or not he heard
aright.

“That's it!” said Grundy, eyeing
them. “Now then, there’s to be no
backing out, you fellows! Follow your
leader! We'll sort them out now !”

Dut his henchman had reached the
revolutionary point. To expect them to
wear garb which was used only in comiec
opera -~ was a trifle thick, even for
Grundy. One meaning glance they ex-
changed, and they rushed at him.

Bump! Grundy descended upon the
floor of the study, and theé rebels fled,
leaving him to pick himself up.

“The—the rotters!” Grundy gasped,
as he rose. “TlIl—TI'll squash them for
that!” He paused a moment, breathing
hard. “Well, as there. seems to be
nothing -else for it, I'll do the-job off my
own hat! I’ll show up the school for a
set of unbelieving fools!”

And Grundy made for the property-
box, which, though he little knew 1t,
Avthur Augustsu D*Arcy had net long
ago deserted. He sorted out a costume
—a costume which would send the fel-
lows into shrieks of laughter if they
could but see him in it—and then left
for the woodshed, where he changed.

Gussy, too, had decided to change
here, on account of its nearness to the
gates, but Grundy was too preoecupied
to notice the folded Etens on a pile of
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Dodger ” — positively

wood in the corner. Duzk had already
descended, and the hour of six was not
very far distant when Grundy ventured
forth in his extraordinary ‘‘disguise,”
and made for Upton Manor,

Two amateur detectives, each the
remotest thing from the other’s mind,
were on the track. ;

THE THIRD QH!&FTER-
. The Myste/y Solved.
€ ERE’'S the place!” muttered
George Alfred Grundy.
Grundy stopped outside the

: big gates. of Upton Manor,
and peered through the bars in the
gathering dusk. Tt was a 'quarter to
six; but, as yet, there was not a soul
about.  But,” unless Arthur Augustus
had been duped, sinister operations were
to commence in fifteen minutes’ time.

“Tyat dummy D’Arcy said the rot-
ters were to call at the side entrance,”
he muttered. “That’s where 1'd better
keep watch.” g :

With evaggerated stealth and caution,
George Alfred Grundy erept round the
side of the wall. Then, when he camec
within view of the tradesmen’s entrance,
he started.  Qutside the door, in the
most suspicious, listening attitude pos-
sible, was the figure of what appeared
to» be a tramp, mm a very large and
ragged cap.

“TPopping !’ muttered Grundy exult-
antly. “This rotter’s - arrived a bit
ahead of his time, so I'll be able to bag
them one by one. My luck’s in!”

Grundy crept up “to the crouching
fignre and then sprang. Dewn both
went in a confused hean, Grundy pum-
neelling vigoreusly at his vietim.

“Ow! Bai Jove!” came an anguished
and all-too-familiar vell from the sup-
posed tramp. “Help! Ow! Yawoop!
Wescue !’

Grundy ceased operations as if he had
been shot in the back.

Not so the tramp.. however! He
scrambled up, seized Grundy’s . aston-
ished head in chancery, and pummelled
industriously. -

“Woop! Ow! Stoppit!”’ eame a
familiar roar, which the tramp could not
fail to recognisc. “Lemme  go, you
idiot! Ow! Grooogh!”

“Gwunday, you—you uttah ass!”

“Gussy, you—you dangerous idiot

The dishevelled pair of ‘‘detectives
surveyed each other in thé completest
amazement and disgnst. Grundy, in his
ridiculous “Pirates of Penzanece’” : out-
fit, simply amazed Gussy.. But Gussy.
in baggy  “tramp’s’” trousers _and

139
2

' ragged coat that reached lower: down

than his knees—an outfit that was worn
for * the character of “the” Artful
bewildered
Grundy.

“What-—what on earth do you think
you are ?”” he exclaimed.

“As a matter of fact, Gwunday,” said
Arthur Augustus stiffly, am dis-
guised 17 L 4

“Oh!” said Grundy faintly. ““To—to
tell the truth, so am I!» .

“Qh!” said Gussy, staring at his
rival’s attire. “

“Look here,” said Grundy hastily,
“we may as well work together, as
things have turned out like this. After
all, yow have done a little bii towards
finding out what we ‘do know.”

Arthur Augustus screwed his monccle
firmy into his eye, and stared at the
Shell junior. :

“Weally, Gwunday! What nerve,
bai Jove! I beg to point out that all
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wo know has been discovahed thwough
my own detective acumen, Gwunday!”

“I won't argue about it,” said
Grundy, in the lofty tones of a person
above such a thing as argument. ¢ Look
here, there's a chance that those rotters
will be let in at the front gates. I'll
kle%p watch there, and you stay here—
eh?”

“Vewy well, Gwunday!”

“Don’t forget to bring me round if
they stick to their intentions and come
here!’.’ sald Grundy impressively.

“Wight-ho!” agreed Gussy, none too
enthusiastically.

And, truth to tell, each “detective ™
was mortally afraid that the other would
“muff ¥ the whole business.

Grundy, in the same stealthy and sus-

picious manner ag heretofore, returned to
the main entrance. For five minutes he
waited impatiently, and then, with a
sudden decision, he resolved to act upon
what he had half had in his mind when
he left Gussy—to invade the orchard and
“bag . the accomplice on his way to
open the tradesmen’s door.
_ But he had just placed one foot on the
iron gate, when a heavy hand descended
upon and grasped his collar, and another
seized his arm and twisted it behind his
back.

“Got yer, my lad ! said a gruff voice,
as the dismayed Grundy, turning, found
himself looking into the majestic features
of the portly P.-c. Crump, the village
policeman. ““ Arter stealing apples again,

- my lad, eh?”

. “Stealing—stealing  apples!” splut-
tered Grundy. “You fool, Crump!
I'm here on important detective
work——""

Grundy was already having to walk
away with> the obstinate policeman.

P.-c. Crump had got a clever grip—one
he called his “comerlong grip ”—on
Grundy’s twisted arm, and the dis-
ﬁomﬁted junior had nothinig for it but to

comerlong.”  And thus slowly the
uniformed captor and costumed captive
progressed towards St. Jim's,

Meanwhile, his fellow-sleuth vas
having _thrilling experiences in the
region of the tradesmen’s entrance to
Upton Manor. Two men with -a hand-
cart loomed up in the dusk suddenly, and
took Gussy somewhat by surprise.

“Bai Jove! If I fetch Gwunday now
we'll bag those wottahs first!” he

muttered exuberantly, speeding softly
round close to the wall to the main gates.

But Grundy was not to be seen. He
was in the safe custody of P.-c. Crump;
and when Gussy returned, after vainly
searching and calling softly for the de-
parted George Alfred, the ‘burglars”
had evidently been let in by Gussy’s
enemy, for they had vanished.

For fully fifteen minutes Gussy waited

‘and watched from the wall, utterly at a

loss. Where was Grundy?
Gussy could stand the strain no longer.

Taking the bull by the horns, so to.

speak, he dropped over into the orchard—
not into the cucumber-frame this time—
and crossed stealthily to the manor. ~He
worked his way round to the back of the
place, and then jumped.

Outside an outhouse of some kind was
the hand-cart. It was loaded with some-
thing bulky and covered with tarpaulin,
and in front of it, undoubtedly contain-
ing the crnaments the men had men-
tioned, was a sack.

“The—the plate,
gasped aloud.

It was unfortunate that he should have
spoken. The three men dashed from the
outhouse and stared at the intruder with
startled and furious eyes.

“That—that infernal whelp againi”
vociferated the man who had spanked
him earlier.

But Gussy. became suddenly alive to
his danger. Turning, he sped round the
manor and simply flew, for the second
time that day, down the drive. But Jake
was determined not to be robbed of his
prey for ‘a third time. His hand de-

bai Jove!” Gussy

scended heavily upon Gussy’s collar,
when—— :
“Stop! What’s this? What's this,

Rogers ?”

The big gates had been opened, a car
had swung in, and a tall man jumped
out, rapping out the inquiry as he did so.
Jake Rogers released his victim, and
looked at his master, Sir Roland Jame-
son. :

“QOh, this—this young rascal, sir,” he
explained, “he's been arter the apples
again, drat him !”

Sir Roland looked sternly
queerly-garbed junior.

“You've been {irying to steal my
apples, have you, young man?”.

“Nothin' of the kind, sir!” burst out
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Gussy indignantly. “I am heah to pwo-
tect youah pwoperty fwom this wascal
and his accomplices, my deah sir——"" ~

“What?” exclaimed the baronet,
whilst Jake Rogers and the two rough
men, who had come up, stared at him.

“I ovaheard these fellahs, sir, plan to
take away youah plate and ornaments
this evenin’. I have caught them in the
act. Youah pwoperty is at the back of
the house.”

Sir Roland stared dumbfounded for a
moment, and then burst into an irre-
pressible peal of laughter.

“You—you extraordinary youth!” he
exclaimed. “The plate these men are
taking is plate-glass from my museum,
of which I am disposing, and the orna-
ments are curios from the same source !
Good gracious! What next?”

“Oh—oh deah !” murmured Gussy, his
face falling dejectedly. “I—I've wegu-
larly put my foot in it, bai Jove! I
apologise deeply, my deah sir, for my
ewwor! Oh cwumbs! I could have
sworn these men were burglars. They
were building so much on youah being
out of the way when they came——""

“What’s this?” said the baronet
sharply. He spun round upon the men.
“Rogers, I have been suspicious of you
for some little time now, and I have an
inkling of what has been going on. As
te you, my boy,” he said, not very un-
kindly, as he turned back to Gussy, “run
away back home, or wherever you're
from. You should have reported the
matter to me or the police as soon as you
formed yor.r—um—suspicions.”

“Hum! Thank you, sir!” multered
Gussy.

And he departed sheepishly. What-
over these men had been up to, it was
certainly not burgling plate.

Gloomily and still very mystified, he
trotted back towards the school. He was
almost upon Grundy and P.-c. Crump
before he noticed therm.

“PBai Jove, Gwunday !” he exclaimed.
“Wherevah have you been? I got over
into the manah gwounds——"

“You did, did yer?” exclaimed P.-c
Crump, shooting out an arm. “ Now
I've the two of yer, yer young raskils!”

With faces like unto the blushing beet-
root, Gussy and Grundy, escorted by the
grim and portly Crump, passed into the
school buiiding amidst round after round
of hilarious laughter.

Of course, a few words between Dr.
Holmes and Sir Roland Jameson on the
telephone put matters right, and the two
vanquished detectives escaped with a
lecture.

It was left to a few curious juniors to
clear up the mystery properly. A few
discreet inquiries to the lodge-keeper at
Upton Manor produced the information
that Rogers, who was a gardener, had
merely been pilfering bottles of wine
from his master’s cellar, and the three
had chosen the outhouse to discuss them
on that particular evening.

As to the gardener climbing over the
wall on that morning, this was simply
because he had forgotten the key of the
tradesmen’s gate, which was one of the
self-locking variety, and it was too early
for him to gain an entrance at the main
gates.

But these details did not interest
Gussy and Grundy. They did not ever
listen to them. They wanted to forget
all about the ‘“‘case” as rapidly as ever
possible.

THE END.
(You must not miss next week's grand

story of the Clrums of St. Jim's. Order
your copy to-day!)
A NEW LONG STORY OF ST. JIM'S.
HH By MARTIN CLIFFORD. 31
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A QGrand Old Sportsman—Disaster.

¥ OW, my lads, tumble out! It’s
time to start for the meet!”
Gld Sir Charles Lestrade came
briskly into the gloomy, ‘oak-
panelled hall of Lestrade Castle and jerked
out the words. :

He was attired in a spotless pink coat,
white breeches, and immaculate top-boots.
Above his white stock tie his cheery old face
glowed with the health of a man half his
‘age. For, in spite of his energy and the faet
that he was about to ride to hounds, Sir
Chartes was nearer sixty-five than sixty.

A voiee answered him from the vicinity of
a. comfortable settee drawn near the flicker-
ing log-fire.

“I've deeided not to trouble ahout the
hunt, uncle,” drawled the voice. “It’s too
beastly cold for riding. We shall have a
fall of snow before you are half-started, the
scent’ll be done for, and everything made
as miserable as sin!”

Sir Charles walked round the couch, and,
with something very like contempt showing
in his clear grey eyes, he stood looking down
at the figure reclining upon it.

The recumbent one was a young man of
twenty-two or three, well-built, and with a
frame that a little exercise would have
developed and made streng.

He had a rather pale, handsome face,
adorned with a slight black moustache,
which, as he laid aside the newspaper he
had been secanning, he fondled languidly.

“Do you mean to tell me, Austin, that
you contemplate lying there ail the morn-
ing?” Sir Charles demanded, frowning.

The young man nodded with-a bored air.

“Wild horses wouldn’t shift wme, uncle!”
he deelared, settling himself more .comfort-
.ably amongst the cushions. “Take Harry.
He’ll probably go with you.”
© For a long moment Sit Charles regarded
his nephew,. Austin Courtney, with an only
half-veiled scorn.

“Good heavens! What are the young men

of te-day.coming to?” he muttered, suddenly.

swinging round upon his heels. “John!”

A feotman moved forward from out of
the shadows.

“Where is Master Harry$”

. “I am not sure, Sir Charles. I will make
inquiries.” 2 :

“Find him, and tell him te hurry up, or
we shall be late for the meet. Inform him
-I am waiting for him.”

With a vicious little slap at his boot with
his hunting-erop, Sir Charles strode to the
fire, and stood with his back towards it.

He had not long to wait.

A bright-faced hoy of seventeen, or. there-
abouts, came slowly down the wide oaken
- staircase.
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Sir Charles’ frown deepened as he noted
thrat he was huddled in a dressing-gown.

“What the dickens——" he began, splut-
tering a little in - sudden exdsperation.
“Don’t you realise that it’s the morning of
the. meet of the South Wessexs at Dead
Man’s Copse, Harry?”

The boy gave a gesture of assent.

Even in the flowing dressing-gown he were
it was possible to see that, like his cousin
Austin, he was sturdily-made. He looked
a trifle more than his seventeen years, and
was a' very good-looking boy, with frank
blue eyes and wavy fair hair.

“I- didn't intend turning out, dad—the
weather looked so cheerless,” he said, with
a shiver.

His father let out an explosive exclamation.

“Good gracious! Used you to go on like
this at school?” he asked. “Do you propose
to loaf about in this way when, next year,
you start college?”

“Loaf about, dad?” The boy looked hurt.
“I am only enjoying my boliday,” he
protested.

“Enjoying your holiday! Well, may I be
hanged!™ Sir Charles burst out. “Erom what
I have seen of you and your cousin Austin
since you have both been under my roof, you
are shricking examples of the <country’s
deterioration!”

“I played footer at school, father,” Harry
Lestrade urged, a trace sulkily.

“Y am glad to hear it!” his father snapped.
“Anything else did you do—row, box, feuce,
wrestle?”

“No, dad. But wrestling is out-of-date,
you know, and—-" :

“Out-of-date! Pshaw! No good, healthy
exercise ought to be allowed to go out-of-
date!” Sir Charles. Lestrade declared. “By
Jove, you two youngsters are letting your
muscles get soft—Iletting yourselves drift into
weaklings! When I was your age, Harry,
and yours, too, Austin, I was a shining lght
in every sort of sport then known! You are
lazy, both of you—that’s what it is, and I
am disgusted with you! Yeu want waking
upt”

Again he pounded his boot with his crop,
and took a turn up and down the hall.

‘“Sport, exercise, is necessary for those who
do mnot have to work bard with their
muscles,” he said. “Yet, from what I can
see of if, the youths and young men of
to-day consider sports and bodily exertion
of any kind a nuisance. and believe that to
enjoy life is to be lazy!”

“I’ll come to the meet if you wish it, dad,”
Harry said, shamefacedly. “It‘ll not take
me a jiffy to get into the togs!”

“Cut along, then, my boy,” his. father
agreed, slightly mollified. “I will wait for
you.” ! -

Harry Lestrade showed that he could be
energetic epough when occasion demanded.
He swung round and dashed: back up the
stairs, though his cousin -Austin evidently
meant to adhere to his decision to spend the
morning lounging upon the settee near the
fire. He sighed languidly, but did not move.

Sir Charles Lestrade strode to the other
end of the spacious old hall.

Lestrade Castle was one of the finest old
piles in Wessex, with wing upon wing,
battlemented ~and buttressed, extensive
gardens, shrubberies, and grounds. Parts of
it dated back some three-hundred years, and
reminded one of the ancient feudal days.

For generation upon  generation the
Lestrades—at least, the male Lestrades—had
shone as men full of prowess and vigour.

In turn they had been great soldiers, great
sailors, or great sportsmen, leaving behind
them, when they .reached the end of their
alloted span, homeured names that would
never die.

Sir Charles was one of the latter order.
In his earliest schooldays he had been an
acknowledged master of various sports, and
he was still a grand old sportsman to-day.

He had rowed stroke in his Oxford -days,
been brilliant at cricket, played with distine-
tion in almost every possible position on the
footer and Rugger fields, won numerous run-
ning and jumping contests, and m his prime
been one of the best amateur heavy-weight
boxers who ever drew on the gloves.

From a ridiculously-early age he had ridden
to hounds and been passionately fond of
horses. His name was a houshold word for
straight dealing and honesty upon the Turf.

At his private training-stable, attached to
Lestrade Castle, was a large- string of
thoroughbreds, including flat-racers, hurdlers,
and steeplechasers. He himself ‘had been
an enthusiastic “gentleman rider” over the
sticks, and on two occasions had been placed
in the greatest steeplechase of all—the
Grand National. That he had not won the
big jumping event outright.had each time
been through the eruelest of luek.

Small wonder, then, that Sir Charles looked
with.scorn upon ycung fellows who preferred
to hang -around within doors rather than
be astride a horse and joining in the thrill
of a chase across country.

“As I am alive, I will wake them both
up!” the fine-old fellow muttered under his
breath. “I’ll alter my will in a way that
will cure them of this abominable lack of
enthusiasm for good, healthy outdoor exer-
cise! - Yes, my lads, when T die you shall
have a shock—'pon my word vou:shallt”

A grim smile came to his lips, bub quickly
disappeared as his son came downstairs in
readiness to join the meet.
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_ Harry Lestrade had certainly contrived to
create in himself a transformation.

His clean-limbed, boyish figure and fresh
young face was suited by the pink jacket,
riding-breeches, and leggings.

% With a nod of approval, his father surveyed
im.

“That's better than your previous attire,
lad,” hLe said. “A pgooed sharp walk before
breakfast would do you more good than
waiting for one of the servants to bring
chocolate and rolls to your room! Come; we
shall be late!”

They passed out by the massive front door,
which Sir Charles did not wait to have opened
for him by the butler who was near, and
moved forward.

As father and son vanished, Austin Court-
ney raised himself upon his elbow. and lit a
cigarette.

“Young prig!” he muttered. “Thinks to
get all the old boy’s fortune, and leave me
oub in the cold, if he panders to his horribly
boisterous ways, I suppose? Bah! Sir
Charles was always fair, and, as ever since
my father died eighteen years ago, I have
been as good as an cldest son to him, he'll
be sure to divide everything between us.”

He lay back and sent a blue spiral of smoke
curling - towards the raftered ceiling. The
servants had moved out of hearing.

“Jove, but-it will make life worth living
when he eventually hands in his checks, and
I get my share!” he mused callously. “The
old chap must be worth half- a million, to say
nothing of his rent-roll of seventy thou a
year! I'll show some of my friends how to
spend what I get, I am thinking!”

Meanwhile Sir Charles and his son had
erossed the old-fashioned moat by the stout
modern bridge that had been built across it
some time within the past half-century.

Beyond, on the drive, a couple of grooms
waited with three spirited-looking horses.

“My nephew will not be going to the meet.
Jephson,” Sir Charles informed the hecad of
#the two. “Thanks!"—as the man gave him
a leg up on to the back of his mount, a
superb chestnut with rather wicked eyes.

Without assistance, Harry swung himscif

into the saddle.
- He was good at pretty well every outdoor
sport or pastime, and it was only pure
indifference that had caused him to drift
‘into leading a lazy sort of existence.

Together, father and son cantered off down
the drive, whilst the grooms went back to the
:stables with the unwanted horse.

Once or twice as they rode across a stretch
of open common on their way to Dead Man’s
Copse—the meeting-place for the hunt—Sir
Charles glanced up anxiously at the sky.

' The air was crisp and exhilarating, but the
day did not look particularly promising.
Overhcad were leaden-hued clouds which
‘threatened to introduce: snow for. the first
time this winter, and if the downfall came
before the “kill ” it was odds-on it spoiling
everything. :

When they arrived at Dead Man's Copse
they found a gay and animated scene spread
out on the road before them.

The Wessexs usually gathered together a
good field for a meet; but it was larger than
-usual this morning.

A huge crowd of pink-coated men either
sab upon or stood by their horses. . There was
a goodly sprinkling of ladies present, and all
were merry and light-hearted, and seemed
nptimistic enough to think that the weather
would remain good long enough for their
sport.

Harry and his father were quickly exchang-
ing - greetings left and right, though Harry
looked in vain for one face he was more than
anxious to see.
¢ “Hounds, gentlemen!"”

Into the road had streamed the hounds, in
charge of the huntsman and whipper-in.  Next
moment hats came off with a flourish. The
Master had arrived.

Farmers and townspeople had gathered to
‘wateh the start, so that now there was an
almost dense throng on the road.

Sir Travers -Randall, the Master of the
Hunt, -was an old friend of the Lestrades,
and came forward to greet them. With the
Master was a pretty girl of about Harry’s own
age—Marjorie Randall, Sir *Traver’s only
child.

With her cheeks flushed with excitement
and from the crispness of the air, she looked
very winsome and charming in her neat
riding-habit. .
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“It seemed a beastly bore, coming, but I
am more than glad the pater insisted on my
turning out now, Marjorie,” said Harry, as
the girl smiled at him, and shook hands. “It
was such a wretched-looking day, I hardly
expected to see you here.”

Marjorie brushed aside a little rebellious
bright-gold curl that had struggled from
beneath her “bowler ” and was caressing her
cheek. \

She studied his face for a long moment
without speaking, then gave a little shrug of
her slender shoulders.

“I do not think you have improved since
you have been away to school, Harry,” she
said, at length, speaking with a directness
that was explained by the fact that they had
played as children together and known each
other practically all their lives. “A bore to
turn out for a meet!”

“Oh—er—well, you know, it seemed a bit of
a fag,” the boy answered lamely. “There's
nothing like a roaring fire and a book on a
day like this!”

“Harry, I am ashamed of you!” the girl
declared, half-seriously, half-playfully. “For
you to say that—you who used to love to be
in the saddle! Could anything be better than
being on the back of a horse on a winter's
morning, hearing its hoofs thudding beneath
you, and feeling the cold air rushing past
your face? You have become sluggish and
lazy, sir! I will set you a gallop when we
start!”

She turned away, and a flush leapt hotly
into. Harry Lestrade’s checks, .

“Was she right?” he asked himself. “Had
he deteriorated—grown slack, and unmanly
since he had been away at a public school ?”

He had not noticed it himself, but then,
one was so apt to drift into the ways of
those one constantly was associating with.
And the fellows at his school had seemed to
think it the thing to appear languid and dub
everything a “bore” and a “beastly fag,
dontcherknow ” that necessitated their exert-
ing themselyes.

Abruptly Harry Lestrade’s eyes flashed, and
for a moment at least he was his old self—
the old Harry Lestrade, who had never been
disinclined to ride, walk, or indulge in any
game that meant expanding the muscles.

“My hat! I suppose I have developed
into a bit of a slacker!” he thought. “Set
me a gallop, will you, Miss Marjorie! We
shall see!” .

The meet waited for the first whimper.
Some of the most experienced riders had
edged near a gap through which the hunts-
man and whipper-in had vanished with the
hounds, amongst them Harry and his father
and Marjorie.

They knew that they would thus be able to
obtain a good start and leave the crowd
behind, when the signal came that the scent
had been found.

Ah! At last!

Clearly upon the crisp morning air rang out
the huntsman's “ Gone away!” and in a flash
the field was streaming off after the pack.

A mile was covered, two; and many were
left in the ruck. It was soon easy to note
the people who could. really ride—the com-
paratively few who would be in at the death.

Amongst them were Harry, his father, the
Master, and Marjorie, and now the boy and
girl were riding .neck and neck.

Almost together, their two horses flew over
a low fence dividing two stretches of meadow-
land, then, with Harry leading by a neck,
they jumped a stream.

Laughing, the girl gave in.

“I apologise! You can still ride, Harry!”
she panted. >

“Thanks!” he grinned; and noticed, as the
girt would have somewhat slackened the pace
of her horse, that she had some slight trouble
to bring it to obedience.

Like the horse his father was riding,
Marjorie’s animal was a chestnut, and, in
Harry’s opinion, it was rather more than she
gould manage, fine rider though he knew her
o be. 2

The pace had been hot, and was beginning
to tell. The hunt tailed out over six or seven
fields, and even many of those in the van
were beginning to show signs of dropping
back. -

The country grew more rugged and hilly,
and, breasting the summit of a sharp rise,
the leaders saw the pack. The huntsman was
not far behind them, though the hounds were
making a spanking pace that showed the scent

was strong. ;
H

Sir Charles, riding in spite of his age with
the dash and skill of a champion cross-
country jockey, increased the speed of his
horse until he was near the flanks of that of
the huntsman. The Master, Marjorie, and
Harry gradually ecrept up bit by bit, then
into view flashed the fox, and the run ended
with a kill in the open.

The field—or, rather, its leaders—had
hardly ridden up when there happened that
which was to cast a’ gloom over the rest
of the day.

One of the hounds got out of hand in some
way. No one seemed sure what really
happened, though several saw the whipper-
in give it a cut with his lash.

With a yelp of pain, the dog scuttled past
the forelegs of Marjorie Randall’'s horse,
cannoning against them en route; and the
next moment those pear saw the chestnut
give a mad spring, then leap away like a
racer, with its fair rider dragging upon the
bridle, and trying in vain to check it.

Just for an instant everyone stared after
the animal and the girl, realising that the
horse had got the bit between its teeth,
that it was hopelessly startled, hopelessly out
of ccntrol.  Then, with a hoarse ery of
horror, Marjorie’s father shouted frantically:

“My Heaven! The chalk pit! She’s going
right at it!”

It was only then that the girl's awful peril
was really brought home to the rest of the
party.

Recollecting this part of the country now,
Harry Lestrade recalled that just over the
brow of a low, grassy hill, not thirty yards
ahead of the girl and the madly-tearing
horse, lay the pit of an extinct chalk-
quarrying company.

His blood seemed to turn to ice in his
veins. It was true there was a flimsy fence
round the pit, supposedly to guard against
accidents, but it would be as matchwood
it the horse struck it, as it surely must,
unless in its maddened flight it took it at
a leap. And the depth of the yawning
cavity must be quite a hundred feet.

Half a dozen men started their horses after
the girl. But Harry and his father were
the first to recover their presence of mind
and act, and both were yards in front of
the other would-be rescuers.

It was a mad race—a frenzied race with
death. TUnderstanding that they had left
their start too late to be able to do any
good, all the others, save Marjorie’s father,
reined in and sat like statues, watching in
fascination and horror as Sir Charles and
Harry tore after the chestnut and the girl.

Marjorie showed a superb pluck. Although
she must have known what lay: just over
the innocent-looking, waving grass on the
summit of the rise before her, she did not
lose her head, but tugged with all her
strength at the reins in an effort to at least
check her steed’s breakneck career.

But it was useless.” She was no match for
the animal now that it had got so far out
of hand; and if she were to be saved from
destruction, it was either the man or lad
who were rushing after her, or both of them,
who would bring it about.

Nearer -and - nearer father and son drew
to Marjorie, .and closer and closer grew the
grassy mound and the abyss that lay beyond.

She heard - the thunder of the hoofs of
their horses, and still dragged in desperation
at the bridle. The rise loomed up before
her. But now they were at her horse's
flanks, now racing with her neck-and-neck.

“Tug- the off rein, for the love of mercy,
Marjorie!”

The girl heard the voice of Harry Lestrade
as if 'in a dream, but mechanically she
obeyed, and at the same moment she felt
him boring his horse into hers on the opposite
side. : ‘

Ier eyves—terrified now—caught a glimpse
of Sir Charles on the other side of his son.
In his turn he was driving the side of his
horse into that of Harry’s in a desperate
effort to turn the girl’s animal, so that it
should run parallel with the chalk pit’s
brink.

Powerful creature though it was, Marjorie’s
horse could not withstand the forces against
it. With two other animals pressing it side-
ways, and the rein being pulled in that direc-
tion, too, it simply had to turn, but it gave
in only when it could do naught else.

An then it was too late for all to escape.

Locked together, the three riders had swept
over the crest of the mound. And even
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as Marjorie’s horse began to succumb to the
combined efforts being made against it, and
to swerve, they came within a yard of the
“edge of the chalk-pit and the apology for a
fence that stood between them and the sheer
. hundred-foot drop.

Harry’s heart leapt with joy as he realised
that in the very nick of time the girl’s horse
had been turned. Then a gasp of dismay and
the crack of splintering wood caused him to
gnrndhis head and utfer an exclamation of

read.

For he was just in time to see the fence |-

giving way before the weight of his father’s
horse, which in the mad, bumping, boring
gallop had slipped and cannoned = heavily
against it.

Sir Charles made a wild effort te hurl
himself from the saddle to safety, but there
was no time. A portion of the railings were
wrenched completely away, the horse’s hoofs
slithered upon the treacherous brink of the
abyss, and in the next second it had plunged
from view, carrying its rider with it.

Foam-flecked, trembling, and exhausted,
Marjorie’s horse had come to a standstill,
and, hal-fainting as the reaction set in. the
l;i{’irlkfell, rather than dismounted, from its

ack.

With blanched face, and a stunned expres-
sion in his eyes, Harry sat for a full two
or three seconds quite motienless in his
saddle, staring towards the broken fence.

Then, just as the others came galloping
up, and Sir Travers Randall swung eff his
horse and clasped his daughter in his arms.
Harry Lestrade leapt from his saddle, with
a li‘tle choking sob, and, flinging himself
at full length, peefed over the quarry’s
brink

A shudder shook him, and he gave a low
moan of anguish.

Far beneath, just by a clump of bushes
growing at thc bottom of the pit, could be
glimpsed his father’s pink-clad form.
1t lay near that of the horse, and both
were prone and ominously still.

A Curious Will—On the Footer Field.
T was an early autumn morning, and
the sun shone down on the Lestrade
estates and the surrounding country.
Just over a month ago Sir Charles
Lestrade had been laid to rest in the family
vault in the near-by cemetery. But even
with this lapse of time his servants, tenants,
and the townspeople still continued to mourn
him almost as deeply as did Harry, his only
son, and his intimate friends. :

Sir Charles had not died immediately as
a result of his fall, surprising though it
may seem.

His horse must ‘have been killed instan-
taneously, for when Harry and some of the
hunting party managed to clamber down to
the bottom of the pit, they feund that its
neck was broken. Sir Charles, on the other
hand, had had his fall broken to an extent
by the thick growth of bushes at the pit’s
side, and was still living.

A surgeon. who was hurriedly snmmoned,
announced that his spine was gravely injured,
and held out little hope of his recovery.. But
when the old man had been taken home, and
a London specialist was called in, he took
a different view.

An operation, he declared, though it would
probably leave Sir Charles a cripple, would
in all probability save his life.

Learning this, the old man’s nephew, Austin
Courtney, had jumped:to the conclusion that
his uncle would pull through and live, and
he: managed to make excuses to leave the
castle for a while.

He was abominably selfish and callous-
natured, and sick-rooms were not in his line.
This was in the beginning of the autumn,
and by the start of fhe second week of that
month Courtney was on board a friend's
yacht and far away.

He had returned, after a six-weeks’ cruise,
to receive something of a shock.

In spite of the specialist’s undoubted clever-
ness and a big reputation, the operation had
not proved a success. Sir Charles had not
returned to consciousness after it had been
performed, and had heen dead and buried
over a month without his nephew being any
the wiser.

A terrible fear that his uncle might have
left him out of his will for his selfish deser-
tion of him gripped Austin Courtney, when,
on going to a flat he rented in town, he
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saddle to safety, but there was no time.
wrenched away and the horse’s hoofs slithered upon the treacherous brink
of the abyss, and in the next second it had plunged from view, carrying its

A pertion of the railings were
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tound a letter awaiting him from the old
sportsman’s solicitor.

As fast as a taxi and train eould carry him
the young man had rushed down to Wessex,
and was now with the lawyer in the latter’s
office in the little country town.

“Your uncle, Mr. Courtney, left a most
peeuliar will,” Mr. Charteris, the man-of-law,
was saying, as he faced the suspense-wracked
visitor. “Ualess you and your cousin Harry
fall in with certain stipulations it contains,
you inherit nothing, and everything, including
the castle itself, will be sold, and go, together
with my late client's’ private fortune, to
various charities.”

“Good heavens! When did my uncle put
his hand to such a document?” Austin Court-
ney exclaimed, aghast.

“Shortly before the unsuccessful operation
was performed,” the lawyer informed him.

“And these—er—stipulations?” Courtney
faltered, tugging agitatedly at his moustache.

« Ate that whichever of you sueceed best
over the year that follows Sir Charles’ death
in duplicating him as he was in his twenty-
first year, comes in for the private fortune
of over half a million sterling, the castle, and
its estates and rent-roll of seventy thousand
per annum,” Mr. Charteris answered, with a
ghost of a very grim smile.

“In duplicating him as he was when he
was twenty-one?” Courtney repeated, not
understanding.

“Precisely. A list of the honours he
carried off in the sporting world in his
twenty-first year is attached to the will,” the
tawyer answered meaningly.

Austin Courtney dropped into a chair and
stared at him in blank dismay and amaze-
ment.

“Honours in the sporting world!” he cried.
“You mean to say that if I enter for more
sports than Harry over the next twelve
months and gain a better record for carrying
off honours in such events, I get the money,
the castle, and the estates? If it is the
other way round, he gets everything?”

“Yes, save that you now only have eleven
months before you. Remember that you have

““THE SCHOGLBOY SHOWMEN!"

been away for a month, and that I possessed
no address where I could find you.”

“Phis is utter nonsense!” Austin Courtney
cried. “I¥f neither my cousin nor I entered
for any deseription of sport, all would be
sold up—thé fine old home of our ancestors,
its heirlooms. pictures, everything—and every
brass farthing go to charities, you say?”

“Exaetly!”

“My unele must have been insane when he
had this document drafted out, and signed
it! It could be disputed in a court of law!”

“On the contrary, he was perfectly sound
in mind at the thme. He took steps to prove
this, Mr. Courtuey, by calling in an eminent
brain specialist, and submitting himself to
the usual tests.”

“ But, who is to judge, supposing my cousin
and I fall in with these terms of the will,
whieh of us comes out best at the end of the
year?”

“Six gentlemen were asked to form a com-
mittee and act as judges. Your uncle had
come to the conclusion that both you and his
son were leading idle and useless lives; that,
unless one or both_of you were altered, the
deterioration of a fine old family had begun.
By the way, neither you nor Harry are to
know the identity of the judges.”

“ And what does my cousin, Harry, think
of it all?” s

“The lad is already seizing his opportunity
with both hands,” the lawyer returned. 3

“The dickens he is!” Austin Courtney cried,
starting badly. “Just what do you mean?”

“He is going in for sport of all kinds,
whole-heartedty,” the man-of-law replied.
“To-day he 1is heing given a trial in a
friendly match . Wessex Wanderers are play-
ing with the Royal Air Force in aid of the
hospital here. 1If he acquits himself to the
liking of the team’s manager and ethers who
will be watching him, he will be signed on by
Wessex as a professional player.”

“Playing football before the body of his
father is hardly ecold!”  the hypocritical
Courtney cried, with well-feigned horror.

(Continued on page 28). "
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Under the Shadow.

113 ILVER!” -
Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, spoke in
a gentle tone.

Jimmy Silver did not reply.

The Classical Fourth were in the Form-
room, and it was Jimmy's turn to construe;
hut Jimmy was thinking of anything but
Latin just then.

His usually sunny face was deeply overcast.

His chum Newcome jooked glum, too.

The two ‘juniors were giving no attention
to lessons;-they couldn't!

They were thinking of their chums, Lovell
and Raby, whose mysterious disappearance
from Rookwood had caused a sensation in
the school.

“Silver!”

Mornington nudged ~the captain of the
Fourth, and Jimmy looked up, his face
reddening.

“Yes, sir?” he stammered.

Mr. Bootles blinked at him very kindly
over hig spectacles.

The Form-master was aware of the loyal
friendship that united the Fistical Four, and
he sympathised with Jimmy Silver's evideat
distress. :

“I am afraid your attention is wandering,
Silver,” =aid Mr. Bootles.

“I—I can’t help it, sir!” stammered Jimmy.
“I—I can't help thinking about—about——"
His voice faltered.

“I understand,” said Mr. Bootles gently.
“If you choose, Silver, you and Newcome
may leave the Form-room for the morning.”

“O0h, thank you, sir!” said Jimmy, in great
relief. ~ And Arthur Newcome cchoed his
words.

Form-work ' just then scemed a horror to
the two juniors in their distress of mind.

Gladly enough they guitted the Form-room,
leaving the rest of the Classical Fourth to
grind Latin.

There was a cheery autumn sunshine in the
old quadrangle of Rookwoed, and the chums
were glad to get into the open air.

Save for themselves and one other,
quadransle was deserted.

The other was a man with a scarred face
and an empty sleeve hanging by his side,
who was pacing under the beeches amid the
fallen leaves.

“There’s Captain Lagden, Jimmy,” said
Newcome. “May as well speak to him now.
I don't know whether he knows what’s hap-
pened to Raby—whether he knows he’s
missing as well as Lovell, I mean. He was
very {riendly in helping us to iook for poor
old Lovell.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“He would help us if he could,” he said.
“But it’s not much good looking for Raby,
kid. He’s nowhere near Rookwood. New-
come, old ¢hap, what can have become of
him and of Lovell?”

“Goodness knows!” muttered Newcome.

The mystery of the juniors’ disappearance
oppressed the two chums like a weight upon
their minds and their hearts. >

They had had little sleep the previous
night, since they had learned of George
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Raby’'s disappearance,
Arthur Edward Lovell.
The two juniors moved towards the heeches,
where the captain was pacing to and fro,
smoking a cigarette.
The grim scars on the captain’s race zave

following that of

| kim a forbidding look; but Jimmy Silver had

found him very kind and helpful when the
search for Lovell was going on, and they felt
kindly towards Basil Lagden.

The captain had his back towards
and did not observe them.

The two FYourth-Formers had nearly
reached the beeches, when, looking past the
trees towards the gates they observed a
stranger who had just entered,
speaking to Mack, the porter.

Captain Lagden observed the man at the
same moment, and stopped in his pacing,
his back still to the juniors, and stared
towards the gates.

The juniors could not see his face, but his
sudden stop, and something in his attitude,
showed that he was keenly interested in the
man who had just come in from the road.

The stranger was a short, fat man, dressed
in tweeds, with a bowler-hat and a big
walking-stick.

He had a rather podgy face, and a strag-
gling moustache, and shifty eyes of an un-
certain colour. He looked as commonplace
an individual as the chums of ilie Fourth had
ever seen.

“I wonder who that is?” remarked New-
come. “Captain Lagden scems to know him,
from the way he’s staring at him.”

“Looks like it,” said Jimmy indifferently.
“Never mind him. We want to speak to
Lagden.”

But Jimmy Silver dil not have an oppor-
tunity .of speaking %o Captain Lagden just
then.

The captain, after a long, hard stare at
the stranger at the gates, turned sharply,
and strode towards the School House.

He passed within a few paces of the sur-
prised juniors, and gave them a short nod,
but did not stop to speak, even to bid .them
good-morning.

He walked with a hurried stride towards
the House, and disappeared in at the big
doorway. A

Jimmy Silver had opened his lips to speak
as the captain was passing: but Basil Lagden
was gone before he could utter a word.

Jimmy looked at Newcome, who returned
his glance in surprise.

“My hgt!” said Newcome.
dickens 2*

“That’s a man he doesn't want to meet,”
said Jimmy, with a slight smile. “The chap
looks as if he might be a collector of bills.
Perhaps he's got a little account for the
captain.”

The podgy man had left the porter at the
zates now, and was starting across the quad-
rangle.

Jimmy Silver and Newcome bad halted on
the path, and the stranger eyed them as he
came up, and stopped.

“Grood-morning!” he said pieasantly.

“ Good-morning, sir!” said the two juniors
politely.

“Not at lessons thjs morning-——eh?” said
the podgy gentleman, his shifty eyes twink-
ling at the juniors.

them,
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“No,” answered Jimmy, without adding
any explanation of the circumstances. He
did not see that it concerned the podgy
stranger in any way.

“And so this is Rookwood?” went on the
podgy man, in a chatty way._

“Yes, this is Rookwood,” answered Jimmy.

“Fine place!” s«id the stranger, with a
glance of his shifty eyes over the green quad
and the grey old buildings. “Very interest-
ing, these old places, to a man from the
city—very! And you young gentlemen are
going to play cricket, I suppose?”

The young gentlemen grinned.

“Next summer—certainly!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Football happens to be on just
now.”

“Quite so—quite so! My mistake! Many
a long day since I was at school,” said the
podgy gentleman. “I never was at Rook-
wood—mnever; hadn’'t the advantage of
attending a public school myself. Great
advantage that! Lucky young fellows—what?
Once a Rookwooder, always a Rookwooder!
Nhe.ver quite lose sight of the old school—
eh?”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

The two juniors remained where they were,
as the podgy gentleman seemed disposed to
be chatty, out of politeness.

“Lots of the Old Boys come down at times,
I suppose? ©Old Boy matches, and all that—
what 2”

“Oh, yes!” said Jimmy.
l‘;And you play the Old Boys at cricket—
eh?”

“The seniors do,” said Jimmy. with a smile.
“Junjors don’t ficure in the ©Old Boys’
matebes. We're in the Fourth.”

“I see—I see! Quite so! But you watch
the games—eh? And cheer the boundary-hits,
and all that?”

“Oh, yes!”
“Very interestinz—very! Charming  old
place! I dare say you young gentlemen come

in contact with quite a crowd of 0ld Boys,
coming down for one thing or another.”

“Sometimes.”

“Yes, yes; of course! In fact, I dare say
you’d see any Old Boy who happened to drop
in around the place?”

“Very likely.”

“Friend of mine was here some years
back,” said the podgy gentleman genially.
“Name of Baumann. 1 dare say you've
seen that young gentleman here at times?”

“Baumann!”  repeated Jimmy  Silver.
“There was a fellow of that name here once.
He was the chap who shut up Lagden in
the abbey vyaults, when they were juniors
here. Years before our time.”

“Oh, yes! But no doubt he comes down
sometimes with the other Old Boys—what 2’

“Never scen him!” said Jimmy.

“He’s never been to Rookwood in our time,
so far as I' know,” added Newcome.

“Perhaps you mightn’t have heard the
name, but might have seen him all the same,”
remarked the podgy gentleman, “Great
friend of mine—very! Man like that to look
at.”

To the astonishment of the juniors, the
podgy gentleman whipped a photograph from
his pocket and held it up for them to sce,

A SPLENDID STORY OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL.
HH By OWEN CONQUEST. HH



—The * Magnet’s"”’

his shifty eyes watching their faces keenly
the while.

They looked at the photograph.

It was that of a man about thirty, with
a somewhat lieavy face- and rather unpre-
possessing features.

“You kmow that face—what?”

“No,” said Jimmy, looking at it- more
closely. “There seems something about it
a bit familiar—about the eyes, T think. But
I’ve never seen the man that I kuow of.”

“Is that Baumann?” asked Newcome.

“That’s him; that’s my friend Baumann!
The fact "is, I've lost trace of him, and
thought I might get news of him here,”
exclaimed the podgy gentleman. “I'm calling
on the Head for that reason—that very
reason. You young gentlemen don’t think
you've seen a man like that about the ptace
—hey??

“Sorry! No.”

“It's a pity—very. Never mind
morning to you, young gentlemen!”

The visitor slipped the photograph back
into his pocket and started for the House
with his quiek, jerky walk.

“Well, my hat!” said Newcome. “That’s
a queer fish! Blessed if I know what to make
of him! _ What are you thinking out,
Jimmy ?”

Jimmy Silver's face was decply thoughtful.

“It’s jolly queer,” he said—"jolly queer!
That man’s after Baumann, who used to
be tere; and he's not a friend of his, either.
Looks to me like a plain-clothes detective,
Newcome. There was one came here about
that affair of Bulkeley last term; and they
all have the same look, I believe. He was
pumping us, as plain as anything. He sprung
that photo on us suddenly, to see in our
faces whether we knew it.” .

“A detective after an old Rookwood chap!”’
said Newcome, with a stare.

“Well, Baumann was a Rookwooder; but
it’s a German name, and I dare say he was
Do class,” said Jimmy. “Bergeant Kettle
rememhers him; and don't think much of him.
And -that trick we've heard he played-on
Lagden—shutting him up in the abbey vaults
—was a dirty trick. Anyway, that fat
fellow was pumping ‘us, though he was ass
enough to think we didu't see it. Let's go
and see Lagden now.” ”

And Jimmy Silver and Newcome went into
the House and made their way to the
captain’s quarters.

Good-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Veil of Mystery.
£¢ OME in!”

; Captain Lagden’s voice called
out cheerily as Jimmy Silver tapped
at the doer of the Oak Room.

The captain was stretched upon a sofa
under the window, and he gave the juniors
a friendly nod as they entered.

“Not at lessons?” he smiled.

“Mr. Bootles has let us off for this
morning, sir?”’ answered Jimmy Silver. “We
—we’re a bit worried.”

“1 understand. Sit down! Very kind of
you to give me a look-in!”?

“We were going to speak to you iu the
quad, but—"

“I bad a sudden twinge,” said the captain,
with a nod towards his empty sleeve.. “I
always get it when the weather’s damp. 1
shall have lay up for a bit, I’m afraid.”

The juniors were sympathetic at once.

They understood now why the captain had
come indoors so suddenly.

Jimmy felt a twinge of remorse as he
remembcred his idea tlat the captain had
been avoiding the podgy stranger.

“Nothing to speak of, of course,” said
Captain Lagden, making light of the matter.
“But the loss of a limb makes itself felt, you

know. You get bad twinges in the baa
weather. - But never mind that. You have

something to say to me.”

“You were kind enough to help -us in
Jooking for poor old Lovell, sir——"?

“Yes; you had an idea that the poor lad
might still be about Rookweood semewhere,”
said the captain, with a smile. “[ think
we made a pretty thorough search of the
rlace.”

“Yes; I've had to give up that
Jimmy. *“But—but now Raby—

The captain hecame very grave.

“Y heard this morning that Raby has gone
away suddenly,” he said. “It is very extra-
ordipary !”

idea,” said
»

“f—I suppose he's gone away!” ‘admitted the captain “Dr.7 Chisholm iz of my
Jimmy Silvevf. “But T can't understand it.” opinion.”
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“Have his people heard?”’

“The Head's telephoned, but his people
have heard mnothing of him —same gs
Lovell’s,”” said Newcome.

“It’s very odd! Why should the boy
g0?” said the captain. *“From what I saw
of him, 1 should have thought he was happy
here.”

“He never went of -his own accord, sir,”
said Jimmy. “I can’t even guess what may
have happened, but there's been foul play
of some sort.”

Newcome nodded assent.

-“That’s rather a queer idea,” said Captain
Lagden thoughtiully. “What could have
happened to Raby within the walls of the
Sctiool House?”

“The same that happened to Loyell,” said
Jimmy. - J :
“And that—"
“I don't knew,” confessed Jimmy. “It
beats me—beats me hollow! It makes me
feel that my head’s turning round. Bub
there’s been foul play of some sort, and
we're going to get to the bottom eof it

somehow.”

“1 wish you luck, my boy! Have you
found anything out yet, then, to give you
any fdea—-2" i

“That’s what we wanted to tell you, sir.
Last night we were making a sort of investi-
gation.  You remember poor Lovell, when

' he disappearced, had left the dormitory to

come down here and play a trick on yon,”
Jimmy coloured. “I'm sure you've forgiven
him for that, sir.”

*“With all my heart!” said the captain.

“It was simply a misunderstanding, but
Lovel had taken a dislike to me. Never mind
that.” : :

“Well, he had a can of ink that he was

going to—to play that trick with,” said
Jimmy. “We thought that getting about in
the dark he might have spilt some, and we
might find the traces. He came down by
the little oak staircase that’s hardly ever
used. We traced it out, and found that he
had spilt some of the ink, as we had supposed.
He left inky marks here aud there all the
way to this room.”’

Captam Lagden started.

“To this room?”

“Yes. It's cleur that he got as far as
this door,” said Jimmy. “There was a smear
of ink, just perceptible, close to the door-
handle, and Lovell must have got to the
very door and taken hold of the handle.
We'd found that much out Iast night,
when, finding the door was- locked, and
not being able to make you hear,” we
thought you must be ill, and went down to
call Mr. Bootles. Raby stayed outside your
door, and when we came up you told us he
had been gone some minutes. Well, he never
came to -the dormitory that night. He’s
never been seen since. After leaving you he
simply vanished.”

“Extraordinary !” =

“We weie going to tell you what we'd
found out about Lovell, you see,” went on
Jimmy S&iiver. “It’s extraordinary that he
had reached the door of this room, and then
disappeared; and it simply knocked us over
when we found ttat Raby had done exactly
the same thing. Is it pessible, sir, that
Lovell could have entered this room the
night he came here?”

The captain looked very thoughtful.

“I was asicep in the next room, I suppose,’”
he remarked. “I certainly did not wake up
and hear him He could scarcely have
entered w.thout tawakening me, I should
think. I rather ‘ancy he gave up the idea
of playing such a trick, and went back. Then
he appears to have left the house. I hear
that a window was found open in the morn-
ing.”

Jimmy Silver nodded slowly.

“But R by, sir?” he said. “He didn't leave
the house—at least, it can’t be found out
that he did.”

“But he must have gone, as he is no longer
here!” said the captain, with a faint smile.
“Y am afraid it wii’ turn out that there was
some scheme between them for running away
from school togetber—some romantic idea—
and they will probably be found together in
a few days.”

Jimmy Silver skook his head.

“They. wocldn’t run away, sir; and if
they’d had any idea of that kind, they
wouldn't have kept it secret from us,” he
said.

“But what is the explanation, then?” asked
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“l can't guess what has happened, iy,
except thit there’s been foul play,” said
Jimmy. .. “But we sham’t rest till we’ve
found out everything.”

Amazed z1 1 perplexed as he was, there was
no doubt of Jimmy's determination to prone
the mystery, and .iscover what had become
of his missing chums.

“I wish you eve:y success!” said Captain
Lagden cordially.. “Any bance 1 can
render I shall be only to happy to give. 1've
got to lie up her: to-day, and I shall think
the matter over as hard as I can, and if any-
thing occurs to me, 1'll send you a message
to come here.” i

“You're very kind, sir!” said Jimmy grate-
fully.

“Not at uil. I can feel for your distress,
my lad,” said the eaptain.. “There is very
iittte T would not do to help you. Might 1
ask you to take a message to the Head for
me, to inform him that I do not feel quite
well enough to come down to lunch to-day?”’

“€ertainly, sir!” N :

The two juniors Jeft the Oak Room,
Captain Lagden taking up a book.

Their. faces were clouded as they went
downstairs. ;

Captain Lagden had been so kind in giving
them help before, that they had had a vague
hope that he might have some suggestion to
make, but evidently he was at as great a
loss as themselves. . :

They proceeded to the Sixth Form room
to take the captain's message to Dr. Chis-
holm, and iu the corridor they encounted
}‘upper, the page. with .a broad grin on his
ace. . - - -

He was :oming gway from the Sixth Form
room. Y .

“Is the Head there, Tupper?” asked Jimmy.

Tupper's grin widened. :

“No, Muster Silver, he ain’t! I've jest
took in a gentleman's card to 'im, and he’s
gone to his study,” said Tupper. “He was
waxy, sir! He don't like being interrupted
when hes on Greek and sich, he don't.”
Tupper chuckled. ‘ But I ‘ad to take the
card in, seeing as the gent was very press-
ing, and him a detective, too!” i

“Oh!” sard Jimmy, remembering the podgy
gentleman. “How do you know he was a
detective, Tuppy?’

“Wasn't it in print on the card?” grinned
Tupper. “‘Mr. Brown, Criminal Investiga-
tion Department, Scotland Yard.’ That
there means 2 detective, don't it?”

“Oh1» :

“And tke ‘Ead was waxy!” grinned Tupper.

ss

I “Oh, what « wax!’

And Tupper went his way to the regions
below, evidenlly with the intention of con-
fiding to his friends there what a “wax” the
Head was in. ‘

Jimmy Silver and Newcome proceeded to
the Head's study, and Jimmy tapped, receiv-
ing a very sharp “Come in!” in response.

He opened the door a little timidly.

When the Head was in a “wax,” it was
always advisable to give him as wide a berth.
as possible, but in this case Jimmy Silver had
no choice, as he had the captain’s message
to deliver.

The podgy gentleman was in the study, and
his shifty eyes rested on the junior as the
Head glanced sharply at Jimmy Silver,

“Well?” rapped Dr. Chisholm.

Jimmy delivered Captain Lagden’'s message
anent lunch. .

“Very well!”

And Jimmy retired from the study, glad to
@

0. 2
“Dr. Chisholm's face was set, and it was
only too evident that Tupper was right about
the reverend gentleman being “in a wax.”

Jimmy and Newcombe walked out into the
quadrangte, where they discussed, for the.
fiftieth time, the mystery that puzzled and
worried them, without coming any nearer a
solution. :

Lovell and Reby had disappeared f{rom
human ken as completely as if they had
melted into thin air, and their chums were
utterly baffled and mystified.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,.
Wanted ! :
' BROWN'S shifty eyes stole back
to the ‘Head as the door closed
after Jimmy Silver. o
The Head was very calm and
self-restrained, but the “wax* was quite
apparent  to the podgy gentleman's -shifty ~
eyes, i
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? said the

“Now, sir, you were saying
Head abruptly.

“Sorry to be taking up your time like this
—very!” said Mr Brown cheerfully. “Duty,
sir! If you can give me any informa-
tion——"

“If I can give you any information to
assist you in vindicating the law, it is my
duty to do so however unpleasant it may be,”
said Dr, Chisholm. “For that purpose, my
time is at your disposal. I only beg you to
be as brief as possible.”

“Quite so, sir! To come to the point,
there was a ld named DBaumann at this
school some years back.”

“That is .s0.”

“Not a lad of good character, I under-
stand?”

“A lad of very bad character, sir,” said
the Head sharply. “He was compelled to
leave Rookwood when his character became
known to me. In short, he was expelled from
the school for gambling and theft.”

“Then I take it that he has never visited
the school since?”

“Certainly not:”

“No old friends here, f'rinstance—"

“Most decidedly not.”

“Not to your knowledge, of course, sir,”
said Mr. Brown. “Quite so! You cannot tell
me, therefore, where to put my finger on Mr.
Baumann?”

“I have not the faintest knowledge of his
movements since he left Roockwood more than
ten years ago. I heard something to the
effect that he had gone to the bad, but I
never knew the facts.”

“The facts are simple enough, sir,” said

#Mr. Brown. “Baumann did go to the bad—
he became a hanger-on at races, a tout and
welsher, and after that he served a sentence
for forgery, and after that, sir, a sentence
for manufacturing counterfeit banknotes.”

The Head shuddered.

It was bitter enough to him to learn that
a fellow who had once been at Rookwood
School had had such a record in later life.

“This is news to me, Mr. Brown,” he said,
in a low voice. “I am shocked—very much
shocked! However, I do not see——"

“Mr. Baumann had served his second
sentence when the war broke out,” said Mr.
Brown. “He came very near serving another
over a matter of trading with the enemy,
though perhaps he did not regard the
Germans as enemies, being of German descent
himself. But he was still a frce man when
conscription was instituted, and he was taken
into the Army.”

“Hardly a profitable transaction for the
Army, I should think,” said the Head dryly.

“Quite so!” assented Mr. Brown. “His
military record was a bad one. His earliest
exploit was to steal an officer’s cheque-book,
and pass false cheques upon tradespeople.

He was at the Front when that was dis-.

covered, and he would have been dealt with
in the usual way, but in an attack during the
Somme fighting he was wounded. From that
time it was not easy to trace him, but I have
ascertained that he was sent home with a
batch of wounded, put in  hospital, and
deserted from there. From that time he dis-
appeared; and he is wanted for theft,
forgery, and desertion. That is Mr. Bau-
mann's record. sir.”

“A disgraceful record,” said the Head.

“Very!” assented- Mr. Brown.

“8till, I do not quite see your object—-"

“I will explain, sir. Although Baumann
has not been heard of since, his work has
been heard of. I have mentioned that he
was. sentenced once for®counterfeiting bank-
notes. Lately, sir. there has been a flood of
counterfeit paper money—banknotes and
currency notes—and experts have recognised
the undoubted hand of Mr. Baumann. He is
at work again, Where, is a mystery; but he
is at work, and turning out hundreds of
pounds in excellent forgeries, which pass
muster almost everywhere.”

“Shocking! But—""

“I have twice had the pleasure of arrest-
ing Mr. Baumann,” resumed the podgy
gentleman. “I am fooking forward to that
pleasure a third time. In short, I am on
‘the case, sir. That is why T am here.”

Dr. Chisholk raised his eyebrows.

“Surely, Mr. Brown, you have no expecta-
tion whatever of finding that this unmiti-
cated rascal has kept up his connection with
his okd’school!” be exclaimed. “Really, sir,

“Not at all; but in the absence of any clue,
Tre Porurar.—No. 194.
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a man must not neglect the slightest chances, |

sir. Baumann certainly was here in his
schooldays, and he must have acquainfances
among Reokwood men of his time. My object
is to inquire whether you, sir, have heard
anything of the man.”

“Nothing whatever.”

“Whether he has been seen in this neigh-
hourhood——"

“I am certain that he has not.”

“And whether you can give me the names
of some Rookwoed men of his time, who may

possibly know something of his later move- |

ments.”

“I fear that I can give you no assistance
there, sir.”

Mr. Brown coughed.

It was plain to see that the Head was
shocked and annoyed by the whole story,
and only wished to hear the last-of Baumann,

{and to see the last of Mr. Brown himself at

the earliest possible moment.

Mr. Brown could understand that perfectly,
but he had no intention of gratifying the
Head on that point. Business came first.

“Quite so, sir,” said Mr. Brown. “But a

singular circumstance is that the man bas

cerbainly been in this direction.”

“Is it possible?”

“Banknotes and currency notes of the un-
doubted Baumann brand have been passed in
certain places during the last week,” said
Mr. Brown calmly. “all at a distance from
Rookwood. But—here is the singular cir-
cumstance—they have been traced in towns
lying, as it were, in a circle round the school.
The nearest ts Lantham, to the west—ten or
twelve miles away, I thwink.”

“That is hardly sufficient to connect the
rascal with Rookwood in any way.”

“Quite so; but the notes have been traced
in a town fifteen miles east—and, again, in
distant towns north and south,” said Mr.
Brown. “The inference is that the man is
working from some centre, and goes as far
as possible afield to pass the products of his
secret press; a very natural proceeding—
very! The singular circumstance is that,
tracing his movements on the map by means
of the discovered counterfeits, I find that the
ceutre of his field of operations is Rookwood
School.”

“Bless my soul!”

“Not this building precisely, of course,”
said Mr. Brown, with an agreeable smile. “1
mean, of course, this vicinity. Judging by
the distribution of counterfeit notes within
the past week, the rascal certainly has his

[ headquarters within easy distance of this

school—hig old school, sir. That fact, taken
in connection with the fact that he was
formerly at Rookwood, has brought me here.
He must be known by sight to several
persons, at least, here, and he may have been
seen.” '

«I have heard nothing of it,” said the
Head, looking very distressed. *1f he dared
to present himself here, I should, of course,
immediately hand him over to the police.”

“Naturally. But, under the circumstances,
my work will naturally lie in this neighbour-
hood,” said Mr. Brown. “I trust that you
have no objection to my looking about here
—that you will, in fact, allow me the free-
dom of the place?”

Dr. Chisholm pursed his lips.

“You will please yourself” he said. “It
appears to me useless to look about you here;
but you will do your duty. I am aware that
you have the power to insist—-"

“QOh, sir!” murmured Mr. Brown depre-
atingly.

“In any case, I should certainly not place
any impediment in your way. I will give
instructions for you to come and go as you
please.” i

“Thank you very much, sir!”

“I have left the Sixth Form to
oun.”

“J will detain you no longer, sir,” said Mr.
Brown, rising, and taking his bowler-hat. “I
am very much obliged to you—very!”

And the podgy gentleman cheerfully took
{{is departure, leaving the Head biting his
i :

see to

For, with all Mr. Brown's politeness, it
was quite clear to the Head that he fully
expected to pick up some clue to the man
he was seeking mear Rookweod School, if
not in the school itself.

Dr. Chisholm was very thoughtful as he
returned to the Form-room, and the Sixth
Form of Rookwood?had the pleasure that
morning of discovering for themselves that
their headmaster was in a “wax.”

{ humour

Football and Adventure!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Brown is Busy.
€6 IMMY, old chap, is there any news?”
Tommy Dodd, of the Modern
Tourth, asked that question when the
juniors were released from lessons.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“What on earth do you make of it?” asked
the Modern junior. “The fellows are saying
that Lovell’s run away from school, and that
Raby’s goue to join him.”

“I don't believe it,” said Jimmy.

“What do you think, then?”

“I don’t know what to think.”

“Hallo! There’s that beggar Brown!”
(!e]xcla’l’med Newcome csuddenly. “He’s still
ere.

The two chums had walked into Little
Quad, feeling rather “down,” and not in the
for the company of the other
fellows.

In Little Quad they sighted the poday
gentleman in tweeds, with his bowler hat
pushed hack on his bullet head, and bis big
walking-stick under his arm.

Mr. Brown was strolling round, his shifty
fittle eyes very bright, apparently taking
stock of his surroundings.

He smiled and nodded as he
juniors, and came towards them.

“Spiendid old place, young gentlemen!” he
said. “Quite a treat for me to be -permitted
to inspect such an historic place! I've been
enjoying a little conyersation with the school
sergeant. Rare old character!”

“Oh, ripping!” said Jimmy Siiver.

“Through the Boer War, and all that,”
said Mr. Brown. .“Medals and things. Fin2
old specimen of the British soldier—what?
And he remembers my old friend Baumann,
who was here years before your time—long
ago—very. Kpew his photograph at once
Fine old character!”

“So you'’ve been pumping the sergeant, as
vou were pumping me!” said Jimmy Silver
deliberately.

Mr, Brown started.

“Pip-pip-pumping !” he stammered.

“Yes. T don't know whether it’s struck
you, Mr. Brown, that anybody could see
a mile off that you are a detective,” said
Jimmy. -

“Well, my word!"”
evidently taken aback.

The two juniors walked on, grinning,
Jimmy feeling that he had repaid Mr. Brown
for his attempt at pumping.

The podgy gentleman blinked after them
for a moment or two, and then hurried to
overtake them.

“Very sharp of you, young gentleman—
very!” said Mr. Brown amiably. “The fact
of the matter is, it’s not a secret, my younz
friend, and I never had any idea of con-
cealing the fact that I belong to the police
As vou are so sharp, you have no doubt
guessed that I want to find Mr. Baumann for
professional reasons.’”

“Naturally{” :

“You don't happen to know anything that
would be of use to me?” said Mr. Brown
persuasively.

“I don't know that I should tell you if T
did,” said Jimmy Silver coolly. “It's not
my business to act the informer. But I don't
know anything about Baumann, and that's
the fact. 1 don’t believe he’s ever been
to Rookwood since he left, tem or fifteen
years ago."”

“Nohody here who remembers him, except-
ing the masters and the school sergeant,”
murmured Mr. Brown.

“Captain Lagden does,” said Newcome.
“Baumann shut him up in the abbey vaults
once, when they were hoys here together.”

“Captain Lagden!” repeated the detective,
“A visitor to the school?”

“0Old soldier, disabled,” said Newcome
“He's come here as football coach. He lost
his arm on the Somme.”

“Poor gentleman!”’ said Mr. Brown.
“Splendid man, though! Splendid! And he
knew Master Baumann when he was here.
Friend of his, perhaps?” ;

“No fear!” said Jimmy Silver, smiling.
“They were -study-mates, but not friends.
Baumann' was a bad lot, and Lagden is one
of the best.”

“Yes, he was a bad lot,” said Mr. Brown,
shaking his head. *I learn that he used to
break bounds here at night and consort with
low characters. A bad lot—very!”

Mr. Brown had evideantly pumped Sergeant
Kettle to some effect.

“And he used to get in and out of the

saw the

said Mr. Brown,
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school in a very cunning way,” went on
Mr. Brown. ‘“Nobody quite knew how he
did it, and it was never found out, Mr. Kettle
says.. Very extraordinary—very! And he
shut up a boy in the vaults, did he? What
vaults?”?

“They’'re under the old shbey, in the
school grounds.”

“I wonder whether you young gentlemen
would care to show them to an interested
stranger?” said Mr. Brown, with a smile. “I
should take it as an act of kindness.’2

“Qut of bounds for us.”

“But 1 have your headmaster’s leave to
go where I like. With me—"

“0Oh, alt right!” said Jimmy Silver. He
did not care whether he showed the stranger
round or not; but time was hanging heavy
on Lis hands, and he assented. *“You'll want
a lantern.”

“l- have- a little
Mr. Brown.

“That will do, then. This way!’%

Jimmy and Newcome led the way to the
old abbey, their companion chatting all the
time with inexhaustible cheerfulness.

“Yowll have to ask the porter for the
key,” said Newcome. “The vaults are kept
locked.”

Mr. Brown stopped at Mack's lodge, and
the porter, who had received his instructions
from the Head, handed him the key without
question, but with a very curious look.

A few minutes more, and the door of the
abbey vaults was wnnlocked, and Mr. Brown
entered, flash-lamp in hand, fellowed by the
juniors.

Mr. Brown's curiosity and interest were
unlimijted.

He explored the long series of vaults most
thorcughly, and it was time for the juniors
to vo in to dinner before he was finished.

They left him still in the vaults, and went
back to the School House.

After dinner, curious to see whether
Mr. Brown was still exploring, they visited
the abbey ruins; hut the door at the bottom
of the steps was locked.

“He’s gone!” said Newcome.

The two jumiors sauntered away, and near
the gates old Mack called to them.

“Is the gentleman dome with that there
key?” he demanded. “I’ve got the 'Ead’s
orders to be careful with thiat there key.”

“Hasn't he given it to you back?” asked
Jimmy, in surprise.

“Y ain't seen him.”

“Well, the vaulfs are locked up,” said
Jimmy Silver. “He must have gone off with
the key in his pocket.”

“Careless hass!” said old Mack emphati-
eally.

And, having delivered that opinfon of the
gentleman from Scotland Yard, old Mack
retired, grunting, to his lodge.

Mr. Brown, apparently, had gone out, as
he was not seen about Rcokwood Schoot that
afternoon.

It was close on Tocking-up time when he
tapped at_the door of oid Mack's lodge, and
the porter opehed it surlily.

Mr. Brown held out the key of the vaults,
with an apologetic look.

“Walked off with it in my pocket,” said
Mr. Brown. “Careless of me—very! But
here it is, Mr. Mack, and thanks to you!”

“Lucky as you 'aven’t lest it ¥’ said Mack,
with 2 grunt. “I've ’ad trouble enough with
that key, what with the young gents borrerind
of it without asking leave, to Trisk their

pocket-lamp,” smiled

blessed necks: exploring the valuts, and so |

forth. ‘And if a man asks'for tliat key, he's
hound to carry it off in his pocket and forget
it, and* make a man werrit.” They can’t ever
remember to bring it back!”

Maek was crusty. But Mr. Brown only
smiled in” a. genial way.

“They!” he repeated. “You don’t mean
that some: other visitor borrowed your key,
Mr. Mack, and forgot fo bring it back? That
would he a queer' coincidence!”

“Well, it' was so!”” snapped Mack. “Twice
it’s ‘appened, and 1 'ope that nobody won’t
want that blessed key any mere!”’

“Dear me!’’ said Mr. Brown, his shifty eyes
brighter than ever. “What a very curious
coincidence, Mr. Mack! Very!”

Grunt!

“You don't remember the other man who

borrowed the key, did you say?”

Mack stared. 3

“’Course I didn’t say anything of the
kind!” he answered. “I s'pose I remember,
when it only ’appened last week.”

“] see. You lent it to a friend with a
tuste for exploration?” :

“I lent it to a gentleman what’s staying
‘ere,” grunted Mack. “And a very nice
gentleman,” too,” if you ask me. 1 ain’t
grumbling, am 1?7 -

“Why, certainly not! The Head has
several visitors staying here now, I believe?”

“Not that I knows on,” answered Mack.
“There ain’t nobody but Captain Lagden
that I'm aweer of.”

“Oh, 1 see! A splendid man. sir, Captain
Lagden!” said Mr. Brown. “Disabled in his
couitry’s service—an old Rockwooder, too!
Very natural for him to borrow your key,
and revisit some of his boyhood’s haunts—
very!”

“Well, T ain’t mnch of a taste for slugs
and spiders myself,” said old Mack.

“And the captain forgot to return you the
key, just as I did?” smiled Mr. Brown.
“Qujte a coincidence. Shell-shock, perhaps;
bad memery.”

“Nothing of the sort. He jest forgot, sawe
as you did. Now, if you're nct wanting any-
thing else, sir, I'll just shut the gates.”

“Quite so—quite so! Good-evening, Mr.
Mack!”

Mr. Brown, with his stick under his arm,
walked away in the gathering dusk, and
the gates clanged behind him.

The shifty eyes were glittering.

His hand slid into his pocket, and felt the
key there—a key that was an exact repro-
duction of the key he had *‘forgotten” to
return to Mack before he went out, and
which Mr. Brown had had made at a lock-
smith’s that afternoon at Lantham.

1t was for that purpese that he had “for-
gotten ” to return the vault key, though old
Mack was far from suspecting it.

“Curious!” murmured Mr. Brown, as he
walked on in the dusk. “Odd—very! Used
to know Baumann—study-mates. H'm! For-
got to return the key, just as I did. For
the same reason, I wonder?”

Mr. Brown was deep in thought as he
walked to his inn at Coombe.

And it was his intention the next day to
make the acquaintance of Captain Lagden
at Rookwood.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Jimmy Silver’s Suggestion ! s

IMMY SILVER and Newcome had gone
intc the Form-room with the rest of
the Fourth that afternoon.

They did their best there: and Mr.
Bootles, who understood their worried frame
of mind, was very easy with them.

That day there had been telegraphing to
and {ro between Rookwood School and Raby’s
home, the missing junior’s father being very:
anxious ahout his son, but unabie to come to
the school, being detained by important
work.

But he could have done nothing if he had
come.

The Head's belief was that Rahy had left
Rookwood to join Lovell, the two having
planned the escapade betweer them; and
the Head’s feeling on the subject were of
worry and anger.

There seeméd no other explanation of the
absence of the two juniors.

Jimmy Silver himself wondered whether it
was possible that his chums had gonme with

[ that wild idea in their heads,

It was barely possible, yet it was incon-
ceivable that they would have gone on such
an escapade without letting him know.

He clung to his belief that there had been
foul play; but when he tried to think out

| what it had been, and how, he was comi-

pletely floored.

The chums were glad when lessons were
over, and after tea they ventured to call
upon Captain Lagden again in the Oak Room.

The captain seemed pleased to see the
juniors.

“You—you haven't thought of—ef any-
thing yet, sir?” said Jimmy. who had been
nourishing a vague hope that the captain
might have “thought it out,” as hc had
promised, with some result.

“I'm afraid not,” said Captain Lagden.

“There :s a detective chap hanging around
Rookwood,” said Jimmy. *1 was wendering
whether I could speszk to him about it.”

The captain’s scarred face was very grave.

them-.
Haven’t seen hinh for som: time.

WHERE HAS NEWCOME GONE 2—Jimmy Silver glanced over the crowd
of fellows in the Common-room, but Arthur Newcome was not among
h * Any of you feilows seen Newcome ?°’ he called out.
He’s not here !’ said Mornington!
(See Chapter 6.)

“ No!
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“I should advise not,” he said. “You see,
your headmaster is convinced that foul play
is impossible—and I must say I agree with
him. Ii he thought so for a moment he
would, of eourse. call in the police. As he
hias not dune 8o, you could scarcely do so on
your own responsibility.”

“No, I--i suppose mnot,” said
reluctantly.

His face fell. He had felt encouraged at
the idea of getting the opinion of a profes-
sional detective.

But evidently the captain was right. Dr.
Chisholm certainly would have disapproved
very strongly of the juniors taking measures
he had not seen fit to take himself.

“I advised you before,” went on the cap-
$ain, “nct to mention in the school your
theory of foul play. It would make the Head
very angry.”

“We haven't
fellows, sir.”

“That is right! 1t could do no good, and
might do harm. We can work on that theory
ourselves, without confiding it to others.”

The two juniors nodded, feeling rather
flattered at being put, in this way, on a
footing of equality with the captain.

Captain Lagden asked a few careless ques-
tions regarding Mr. Brown, and the juniors
told him all they knew of that gentleman,
and rpse to go. -

Jimmy Silver's glance was wandering round
the old, dark, oak-panelled walls of the room,
and the captain noted it.

His eyes rested very sharply om Jimmy's
face.

“What are you thinking of now, Silver?”
he asked.

Jimmy coloured.

“Only—only a thought that came into my
head,” he said, stammering. “It—it’s rot, of
course.”

“But what was it?” smiled the captain.

“Well, we know that Lovell got as far as
this room that night,” said Jimmy. “I—I
was wondering if—if——"

“Well, if—-"

“There's an old story that there’s a secret
passage in the School House running from
the house to the abbey vaults,” said Jimmy
Silver his flush deepening, for he realised
what a wild idea it was that had come into
his head., “I—I was wondering—whether—if
Lovell had foul play, it must have been seme-
body--some stranger—who collared him.
How could he have got m?”

“The answer to that, I'm afraid, is that
nobody xzot in,” said the captain, smiling.

“Yes, but—but if somebody knew the secret
passage &

“Which is not even known to exist for
certain?”

“Well, yes.” Jimmy was crimson under the
captain’s amused smile. *“But suppose it
existed—suppose it was. in this very reom;
and Lovell got as far as this, we know——"

Captain Lagden burst into a hearty laugh,
and Jimmy broke off confused.

“I—I know it sounds rot !’ he confessed.

“My dear lad, you are letting worry prey
on your mind,” said the captain kindly.
“But I wi:l tell you what. Come up here
this evening, and we will make a complete
examination of the room together. Who
knows but what those old eak panels may
cover up some secret?” He smiled. “It will
amuse me for the evening, at all events.
Don’t mention it to asyone, however, or I am
afraid we shall be thought three—ahem!—to
be plain—three silly asses!”

“You're very good, sir!” said Jimmy grate-
fully “It's a shame to bother you and take
vtxp yo’ur time like this; but you're so kind
5

“Not at all, my dear boy. Goodness knows
I would do anything in my power!” said the
captain. “Now I must get ready to dine
with the Head, and after that I will come
back here. If you come here, say, at nine
o'clock—"

“Oh, yes, sir!”

“But remember it’s our little seeret!” said
Captain Lagden, laughing.

“Yes, of course. sir!”

Jimmy Silver and Newcome left the Oak
Room.

Newcome grinned a little as they made
their way to the end study in the Fourth.

“You are piling it on a bit, Jimmy,” he
said. “The capbain looked as if he thought
you were a bit barmy?”

“Well, T know the idea’s rot,” said Jimmy.

Jimmy

spoken of it among the

“Bub—but, you see, there simply isn't
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" The Histories of Famous Football Clubs?’’—

anything to take hold of; and there’s a
millionth part of a chance——" :

“It’s jolly good of the captaim to take it
seriously,” said Newcome. “He's a good-
natured ehap. Let's get our prep done
early.”

And the two juniors sat down to prep in
the end study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery Deepens!

in a very unpleasant tone of voice.
Jimmy Silver and Arthur New-
come were about to turn into the corridor
leading to the Oak Room when the prefect
spotted them.
“Buck up!” whispered Jimmy.
The Fourth-Formers had no desire to fag
for the bully of the Sixth just then.
But Carthew had seen them, and he called
to Jimmy to stop.
“Silver! Stop at once! You heard me call,
you young rascal!”
Carthew was striding after them. and the
two jumiers stopped.
“Look here, Carthew, we can't fag now!”

“« AG! FE
F Carthew of the Sixth was calling

exclaimed Jimmy Silver irritably. “You can
find somebhody elze!”

Carthew gave him a scowl.

“I've found you!” he answered. “Some-

body has been plaving tricks in my study.
You are guilty, likely as not!”
“I've not been there!” growled Jimmy.
“I've got something elsc to think of!”
“Well, my armchair's full of gum, and it's

got to be cleaned!” said Carthew. “Cut
along to my study, Silver!”

“Leok here—"

“Are you going?” inquired Carthew
pleasantly.

He had an ashplant under his arm, and he
let it slide down into his hand.

Jimmy set his lips.

It was impossible to refuse to obey the
prefeet, especially when the prefect was
within reach, and Jimmy made up his mind
to the inevitable.

“Cut along, Newcome!"” he whispered.
“Tell the captain I'm kept away, and I'll
come on and join you as soon as I can.”

“Right-ho!”

“What are you whispering about?” de-
manded Carthew, in his most bullying tone.
“If you don't get a move on, Jimmy Silver,
T'll help you along!”

“I'm coming!” growled Jimmy.

“You'd better!”

Jimmy Silver accompanied Carthew to his
study, leaving Newcome to make his way
alone to the Oak Room.

Carthew grinned as he shepherded in the
reluctant junior, and turned on the light.

“Now wire in!” he said. “If you haven't
cot it done in a quarter of am hour, look
out!”

“Br-r-r-r!” was Jimmy's reply, not very in-

1 telligible, but expressive of the state of his

feelings.

He set to work on the gummy armchair, a
piece of handiwork that was due to the mis-
placed humour of Flynn of the Fourth.

‘Carthew sat on the corner of the table
watching him, with his ashplant ready in
case it should be wanted.

But Jimmy worked hard at the cleaning
process.

He was anxiouns to get it finished, and to
join Newcome with the captain in the Oak
Room.

The armchair was cleaned at last, and
Jimmy Silver was warm and a little breath-
less, and eonsidérably gummy himself.

“That's better!” said Carthew .approvingly.
“You'll think twice before yon gum my arm-
chair again, my pippin! You ean get out!”

Jimmy Silver got out gladly enough.

He hurried down the passage to the stair-
case, to go upstairs and join his chum, but
he paused as he saw Captain Lagden, stand-
ing in the lower hall in conversation with Mr.
Bootles.

Evidently the captain was not in his room.

Basil Lagden glanced up the staircase and
gave the junior a pleasant nod.

“You did not pay me the visit in my
quarters, my boy,” he said. -

“I was wanted by a prefect, sir,” safd
Jimmy Silver. “Newcome came, though.”

“Did he?” exclaimpd the captain. “By
gad, then he must beé waiting for me there!
Too bad!”

He made a slight movement, but Mr.
Bootles had not finished hig little chat yet.

Mr. Bootles went on regardless, s6 %o
speak, and the captain had to hear him out.

Jimmy Silver, after waiting a moment or
two, went up the stairs, and hurried to the
Oak Room to find Newcome.

To his surprise the room was in darkness
when he opened the door.

“You here, Newcome?” he called ouf.

There was no reply from the shadowed
room.

It was unlikely that Newcome could be
there in the dark, and Jimmy Silver turned
away, supposing that his chum had got tired
of waiting for the captain to eome up.

As the captain might come up any minute
now, however, he hurried to the end study,
expecting to find Newcome there

The end study was dark and empty, how-
ever, and Jimmy Silver went down to the
Common-room.

He glanced over the crowd of fellows
there, but Arthur Newcome was not among
them.

“Any of you fellows seen Newcome?” he
called oub.

“He was with us in your study twenty
minutes ago,” said Mornington. “Haven't
seen him since.”

There was a squeak from Tubby Muffin,

“ Newcome! I say, Silver, has Newcome
bolted, too?"”

Jimmy Silver gave a violent start.

The blood rushed to his heart, and his face
beeame so white that two or three fellows
stepped towards him in alarm.

For the first time it came into Jimmy
Silver’s mind that something had happened
to Newcome. #

The bare thought of it that his chum had
gone the mysterious way of the others—that
some unknown and unseen hand had clutched
him from all who kuew him—struck Jimmy
like a blow.

Erroll caught his arm.

“Jimmy! Are you ill?”
“What's the matter?”

Jimmy panted.

“Newcome! I—I left him when Carthew
called me! I—I haven't seen him since!
Where is he? Where's Newcome?”

“Good heavens!” muttered Mornington.
“You don't mean tc say—"

“He must be somewhere about !”” exclaimed
Oswald. “Let’s look for the chap! Buck
up, Jimmy, old man!”

There was a rush of the juniors from the
Common-room.

The Fourth Form studies were visited at
once, and then the other jumior studies.

Other rooms, passages, every recess and
cranny, was searched for Arthur Newecome,
but searched in vain.

Two or three fetlows cut over to Mr.
Manders’ house, and came back to report
that Newcome had not been seen on the
Modern side that evening.

He was not there; he was not in the School
House; he was not in the quad.

Where was he?

Jimmy Silver pressed his hands to his
throbbing temples and groaned aloud. Where
was Newcome? ‘Where were his other chums?
What horrible thing had happened to them?

A hand fell on his shoulder.

“Bilver!”

It was Mr. Bootles,

Jimmy looked up with a haggard face, from
which every vestige of colour had fled.

“Silver! What has happened? What is
all this noise and excitement?”

“Neweome!” groaned Jimmy Silver. “He's
gone—gone like the others! Newcome's dis-
appeared, sir!”

“Bless my soul!” said the astounded Mr.
Bootles. “Is—is it possible? You—you have
looked for him——"

“We've searched everywhere, sir!” said
Conroy. :

Jimmy Silver choked back a sob.

“Come with me to the Head, Silver,” said
Mr. Bootles. “This is a matter for the
police, I think. Come with me!”

Jimmy Silver followed him, dumb with
misery.

The juniors were left in a buzz of amaze-
ment and, alarm, some of the fellows still
keeping up the search for the missing junior.

But search was vain. As Lovell had
vanished, as Raby had vanished, so Arthur
Newcome had vanished fromz the eyes of
those that knew him. .

By whose hand had this triple mystery
been brought about?

THE END.
(Another grand Rookwood story next week!)

he exclaimed.

A SPLENDID STORY OF ROOKWCAD SCHOOL.
£ By OWEN CONQUEST. HH
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A WORD WITH
YOUR " EDITOR!

Your Editor is always pleaccd to
hear from his readers. Address: The
Editor, The *“ Popular,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.GC.4.
AT TR T
FOR NEXT TUESDAY.

We shall again have four splendid long
complete stories for our next issue, the first
of which will be an extremely fine story of
the chums of Greyiriars, entitled:

“ MOSS0C, THE HMERO.
By Frank Richards.

W nnm,

In this story we learn how, there having
been many burglaries in the district, Fisher
T. Fish gets on the track. Unfortunately,
he selects Monsieur Charpentier as his
suspect, and certainly there is a little reason
for suspiclon ugainst the ¥rench master. But
the Trench master settles the matter himself,
and in a. way which thrills the whole school.

The second long complete school story is
about Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood, and
is entitled: -

“THE PRISCMERS OF ROOCKWOOD.”
By Owen Conguest.

Quite the most amazing mystery which ever
oceurred is occupying the attention of all
Rookwood, and the most recent developments
are cven more staggering.

A third grand complete story will concern
the adventures in the Backwoods of Canada
%f Fi‘ank Richards & Co., the chums of Cedar

reek.

“ FOR HIS SCN’'S SAKE”

is the title of the story, and it will not do
for me to say too mueh about this story,
for it is of the kind which is better left
to my readers to devour as they proceed with
its perusal. However, I may say here that
it is one of the most thrilling and dramatic
stories ever penned by our great friend,
Mr. Martin Clifiord.

The fourth story is a specially written story
of S§t. Jim’s, and is entitled

#THE SCHOOLBOY SHOWMEN.”
By Martin Clifford.

There is humour and excitement in this
story, and no lover of school stories can
afford to miss it.

¢ THE RIVAL SPORTSMEN.”
By Victor MNelssn.

In this issue you have the first instalment
of quite the finest sports story ever- written.
Mr. Nelson is a great sportsman himself,
and for that reason alone he is qualified to
write a story ahout all sorts of sport, which
he has done extremely well. I am quite sure
that this is going to be one of our most
successful serials, and I strongly advise my
chums not to miss'a single instalment.

The second long instalment will be pub-
lished next Tuesday in the POPULAR.

¢ BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY.”

Another special number is in preparation
for next week's PopULAR, and it has been
called a SPECIAL FISTICUFFS NUMBER.
Billy knows a lot about fisticuffs—at least,
he thinks he does. The result is seen in this
special number of his “Weekly.” It's a
perfect seream from beginuing to end.

You are sure of a hearty laugh if you get
next week’s POPULAR.

JUST BY THE WAY.

“¢HUCKLES,” which, as you know, is our
Companion Paper, and compiled specially for

- the youngsters, has been greatly enlarged,

and is deservedly looked upon as the finest
coloured picture Paper for children. Make
a‘ present of a copy to your younger brothers
and sisters. “Chuckles ” is published every
Thursday.

- Pour Evitor.

Magniticent New Series of Footer Articles? 27

Ry

10 Prizes of £1 and

20 Prizes

FIFFTHE SET.

of 10/-.

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

Here is a splendid opportunity for you
to win one of these geuerous prizes.

On this page you will find six sil-
houettes, each showing a person doing
something, and what you have to do is
to write in the spaee under the picture
the exact actiom portrayed. All the
actions can be described in one or two
words, but not more than two words.

When you have solved this week’s pie-
ture prvezzles, keep them by you in some
safe place. There will be six sets in all,
and when the final set appears you will
be told where, and- when, to send your
efforts. ’

You may send as many complete sets
of etforts as you please.

"The FIRST PRIZE OF £25 will be

awarded to the reader who suceeeds in
submitting a set of solntions exactly
the same as, or nearest to, the set of solu-
tions in the possession of the Editor. In
the event of ties the prize will be divided.
The other prizes will be awarded in
order of merit. No competitor will be
awarded more than one share of the
prizes.

This competition is run in conjunction
with the “ Boys’ Friend,” “ Gem,” and
the * Magnet,’ and readers of those
journalsare invited to compete.

Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are-not eligible to compete.

It must be distisesly understood that
the decision of the Editor is final and
binding.

Tae Poruvrar.—No. 194,
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“THE RIVAL SPORTSMEN!"

(Continued from page 21.)
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The solicitor's keen eyes were dignified, as
he looked the young man full in the face.

“He is fighting to keep Lestrade Castle in
the hands of a Lestrade, Mr. Courtney,” he
said quietly.

=
= =

POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

good-morning, and seb off towards the R.AF.
aerodrome, which wag quite near al hand,
and where the football-ground lay. His face
was white and working.

“The cub sha'n't beat me!” he muttered.
“I must get into raining!”

He reached the foobtball ground, and, after
paying a trifling sum to pass the barrier
elbowed his way through the crowds of loca
people and Wessex supporters beyond and
reached the railings. A bill he had noticed
on his way from the station had told him
the match was a morning one, and he found

Division of the League, and halled from a
large manufacturing centre a few miles away.

It was quite easy to pick out the blue and
white shirts of the professional players
against the less conspicuous colours of tha
Air Force; and now Austin Courtney looked
for his cousin. . !

Almost at once he espied him. . He had
good reason, too; for Harry, who had been
placed at inside-left, had just ecleverly tricked
the man opposing him, and, with the ball ab
his toes, was making a sparkling dash with it,

(The second long instalment of this grand

Austin Courtney shrugged his shoulders, | it in full swing.

and shorfly afterwards wished the lawyer

Wessex Wanderers were

new serial will appear-in the POPULAR next
in the Third

is all you pay for a superbly made Mead
Gramophone with massive, highly pol-
ished solid oak cabinet; gigantic richly
coloured horn; extra larde silent run-
ning motor, unusually loud rabber
insulated Sound Reproducer; bril-

liantly nickelled seamfess tapered
tone arm and all other up-to-date
improvements.

Sent packed free
and carriage. paid with 26 Tunes
and 400 Silver Steel Needles on

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted. Money refunded
if dissatisfied. Exquisitely de-
signed” Portable Hornless, Table

" Grands and Drawing Room Cabinet
Models at 409, below shop prices.
Write TO-DAY for the biggest and
most beautifully illustrated gramo-
phone catalogue in tha world,

Company (Dept. @108 ),
Balsall-Heath,
Birmingham,

FREE FUN § Our Funny Novelty, oaullﬁg roars of laughter,
2 8 FREE to all sending 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring

Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Oatchy Coin Tricks, § Cunxi;nx Card Tricks,
& Mystifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funany Readings,
5 Funny Recitations, 21 Monologues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Seorets, Easy
Ventriloguism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thousands de-
lighted ! Great Fun!—O. HUGHES, 15, Wood St., Edgbaston, Birmingham.

9y 1 —Jf you are under 40 you can easily
OON T BE SHORTl increase your height by the Girvan
Beientific Treatment, Students report from 2 to 5 inches increase. Results
guite permanent. Your heaith and stamina will be greatly improved. You
will succeed in business. . Over ten years’ unblemished reputation. BSend
¥.0. to-day for particulars and our £100 guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT.
AM.P., 17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS
AND FILMS.

Send for New Free lustrated List of Machines,
from_ 10/6 upwards, and Accessories. Films, all
lexgths, for Sale or Exchange. Enquiries invited,

FORD’S, Dept. A.P,,
13, Red Lion Square, London, W.C. 1.

Do you Hush ox go pale?

“ARE YOU NERVOUS?

. Why be ill-at-ease in company through that annoying Self-
.'Consciousness and Nervous Biushing? You needn’t continue to
: be & misery to yourseif and to others. You can now be permanently
. cured in SEVEN DAYS of Nervous Timidity, Blushing, Bashful
Shyness, Self-Consciousness, Lack of Confidencs, stc. Simple,
private, 'no auto-suggestion drill. Write at once for fuli particu-
,--Jars, which will be sent free, privately, if you mention the POPULAER.
Address: U.J.D., 12, ALL SAINTS RD. BT. ANNES-ON-SEA.

CUT THIS OUT

% The Popular.’ PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with only 279 direct to the ¥leet Pen Co,,
119, Fleet Strest, London, E.C.4. You will receive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fipe,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 3/9, 2d. being
allowod for each extra coupon up to 6. _ (Pocket Clip, 4d.)

uaranteed or cash returned. Specie! New Offer—¥our own name in gilg
etters on either pen for 1/- extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

8atisfaction ~

\ A BIG BARGAIN

8ea, or Opera G

Tuesday.)
e 7]’
. .

b A MIARVEL.—Telesoops, Fiel
(adj

f@Mirror, Burning, Reading, and
nlfying Glasges, all * 7-IN-1
Black Metal Size, Closedfor Pogket,
Novelty Uompanion IndoorsgrOut, 1/-;
8l Postage, etc., 3d. Dellghtor Money Back. New
S\ Catalogue Fres, Big Bargains, 7d. to 70]-,
Watches, Clocks, Accordeons, Novelties, Toys.
Etc.—Palu’s Presonts House, Dept. 05, Hastings.

VENTRILOQUISM MADE EASIER.

Our new enlargvd book of sasy imstructions and
nine amusing dialogues enables anyone to lsarn
this Wonderful, Laughable Art. ~Only /-, post free.
Thousands Delighted. (Dolls supplied:) Thought Bcag-
ricks with Cards, 17.; Ventriloquist's

4 ina.

ing, 1/-; 100
V 1nat ts (for imitating Birds, Animals, nod
- ;V%?setle’;?.'rg,nfﬂ'.M(esmeris 5 1736. Above-Lot, 8/,
all post pald. 48-Page Catalogue, 2d
6. & A. WILKES, Publishers, STOCKTON,
RUGBY, ENG.

STRENCTHEN YOUR WERVES

rvousness deprives you of employmen%, pleasures, and many
&N;vantages in m’%. If y’c'»u wish to prosper and enjoy life, strengthen
your nerves, and regain confidence in yourself by using the Me:\!m
Nerve Strengthening Treatment. Guaranteed Cure in 12 days. Lsgd
by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.8.0.'s, M<C."s,
M.M.’s, and B.C.M.'s, Merely send three penny stamps for particu-
lars.-GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527, imperial Buildinge,
Ludgate Cirgus, London, E.C. 4. -

OWURES Sfor

This handsome full.sized Gent's Lever &S
Watch sent upon receipt of 1. After
approval send 1/- more, the balance may

then be paid by 6mouthly instaiments of
N\ 2/- cacﬁ. Guaranteed 3 years, Chain
offered Free with every watch. Cash
returned in full if dissatisfied, Send 1/-
aow to Simpson’s Ltd. (Dept. 2 )
94, Queen Rd., Brighton, Sussex

BLUSHING —Famous Doctor's recips for this most distressing
b ®  complaint, 6d. 0O.). DNever fails. Testimoniala

P.0.)
dally.—Mzn. P. GEORGE, Falrhaven, (Slevodon, Somerse?.
Ventriloguist's

MAGIC TB!GKS, gxtxg't?fu?erg?s' Ii/v?i'sig{gf Imitate Birds,

Price 6d.each,4forl/-—T. W, Harrison, 239, PentonvilleRd.,London,N.1.

=9
STAMP COLLECTOR’S OUTFIT FREE
As advertisement I will send splendid putfit sontalning VEST POCKET
WALLET with 8Linenstripoockets,1 PERFORATION GAUGE, 200 MOUNTS
6 TRANSPARENT ENVELOPES, and One set 8 WEST RUSSIAN ARMY
stamps vo all who send 3d. for post and packing, and ask to see approvais,
VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

BUILD YOUR OWN MOTOR, Eirls or Water Motor
directions, 1/- each, pos_t, rreg.—-rRANK. 87, Saltmarkst, Glasgow.
STOP STAMMERING ! Gus yoweit e Lt Fog

HUGHES, 7. SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.i.

MOVIES AT HOME, —Rigiocross, and Real ginema

DEAN CINEMA (€O., 94, Drayton Avenue, Weat Ealing, London, W,13.

FUN FOR ALL ]—Ventriloquist’s Voice Instrument. Invisible,
Astonishes, Mystifies, Imitate Birds, Bon&,
eto. 1/- P.O. {Ventriloquism Treatise included).—1deal Co., Clevedon, Som.
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