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TUBBY’'S LITTLE GAME!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Watch T“‘zxt Went.
€€ ¢

ngton, of the
15 : Iounh, aﬂ‘red that
que:tion in the dormitory at

Rookwood. 5
The Classical Fourth hsd turned ocut at
the clang of the rising-hell—with one

exception.
Tubby Muflin, the fattest and laziest
fellow at Rookwood, was snatching a few

extra minutes, at the risk of being late down
—and the added risk of being bumped out
of bed “on his meck” by Jimmy Silver, or
some other feliow of an energetic nature.

Mornington was locking annoyed as he
held up hiz waisteoat, upon which a slim
gold chain glistened, to which a watch
should have been attached ‘but was not.

Kit ot} glanced round quickly as his
chum spoke.

“Lost your watch, Morny?” he asked.

“No.”

“Then what—-"

“It’s been taken off the chain.”

“Draw it mild!” remarked Jimmy Silver.

“It’s been taken,” repeated Mornington.
“PDon't look as tragic as the ghost of
Hamlet’'s father. I'm not accusin’ anybody
of stealin® it. Seme silly idiot has bagged
it for a joke, I suppose, and I want to know
where it is. So I'm addre everybody

present. Where's my watch?”
“Blest if I knew,” said Arthur Edward
Tovell--“or care much, if you come to that.

You shouldn’t
about.”

leave gold watches lying

“1 didn't Jeave it lying about! I left it
on the chain in my wa istcoat, after windin’
it up last night. Some silly chump has gob
ot of bed and pinched it!” growled
Meruington.

Jimmy Silver glateced 1cund the dormitory.

He was frewning.

Practical jokes with such valuable articles
as gold watches seemed quite “past the
limit 7 to Jimmy Rilver. They were likely
to give rise to disagreeable suspicions and
surmises.

And Morny’s gold watch was a very valu-
able one—a relic of the days when he had
been the richest fellow at Rookwood, and
had never dwud bimself any luxury, how-

known in the TLower School that
5 watch had cost twenty-five pounds,
had often been admired.

Most fellows would have been rather more
careful with such a posession; but Morny,
though no longer rich, was as careless with
his posessions as in his old wealthy days.

There was a' general shaking of heads as
Jimmy Silver looked inquiringly at his Form-
fellows.

Apparently nobody was inelined to own
up to “larking” with 3iorny’s expensive
wateh.
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By OWEN

“Look liere, this is a faol |0ke, if: it is
a joke at all!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
< As likely as not the Modern rotters will
Degin saying there’'s a thief on this side of
Rookwood, ii this gets talked about. The
chap who's hidden Morny’'s wateh had better
own up!”

“Not guilty, my lord!” glmned Lovell.

“Make evely chap speak up, ‘Yes’ or
“No,” before we go out of the dormitory!”
bungested Raby.

““Good!” assented Jimmy. ¢ You stick at
the door, Newcome, and see that nobody
goes out!”

“ Right you are!”

‘uthul Newcome took up his position at
the door, and the fellows who were ready
to go down had to halt.

Then Jimmy Silver, as captain of the
Fourth, proceeded to question the Classical
juniors.

But every fellow fmwered at once with
clear and emphatie * No!”

With most of the fellows, it was certain
that if they said “No,” “No?” it was, and
there was no further room for doubt

But Jimmy looked rather keenly at Lat-
trey and Peele and Gower, and ome or two
of the others, whose word was not alw&ly
their bond.

But he had to admit that they spoke up
readily enough.

“ You baven't asked Muffin yet,” remarked
was “’chrough A with

Lovell, when Jimmy
the Fourth-Formers.

“Tubby! Forgot him!* said -Jimmy.
«“ Where is the fat bounder?”
“In hed!?

“Have him out, then!”

Arthur Edward Lovell
Kuffin’s bed. )

Tubby Muflin had been snoring steadily
through the questioning process, and was
d[?p:lx&‘l]th asleep.

But as Lovell reached his hed he sab up
suddenly and yawned.

«“Hallo! Is it rising-beli?” he asked.

“Qut you go!” was Lovell's answer.

“Hold on—I mean, Yah, you
rotter!” roared Tubby, as he was bundled
out of bed, and rolled on the floor in a
tangle of bedclothes

£ Tubb\ 1 called out Jimmy Silver.

<« Yaroooh !’

“Have you seen Moruy's wateh?”

“Yow-ow-ow |’

“ Answer me, fathead!”

“Yoooop !

“1'11 squeeze a wet sponge down his
back !’ said Oswald, taking one from his
washstand.  “That’ll liven him up!”

Tubby Muffin bounded to his feet.

“Yaroooh! Keep off, you Hun!” he
roared.

He dodged round the, bed as Dick Oswald
came towards him, ard ran into Jimmy
Silyer, who caught mm by his fat neck.

strode towards

g ﬁtop, you fat duffer!” exclaimed Jimmy.
“Look here, Tubby—"

(Copyright in the United Sta‘tcs of America.)
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“ Have you taken \Iornx watch ?

“ You're chook-chcok-chioking me" splut-
*ered Tubby Muffin.

“I'll chook-chook-chcke you in earnest if
vou don't amswer!” howled Jimmy Silver.
“We shall have a prefecb after us soon!
Somebody’s taken Morny's
it you?”

you——" spluttered Tubby mdlgnaml\

“1 don’t, you fat idiot! Somebody’s
hidden the wafch somewkhere for a fathc.\dfd
joke, I suppose! Was it you, you burbling
jabberwock ?”?

“Catch me getting up in the night to
play a joke!” grunted Tubby Muffin. ** Most
likely it was you, Jimmy!”

““ What ! yelled Jimmy Silver,

Tubby blinked at him.

“Well, you got up in the night fo raid
the Moderns once!” he replied. “So you
might have done it to hide Morny's
watch !

*You erass ass!”
* You—yoir

“ Perhaps it was Lovell,
Tubby Muffin thoughtfully.
“ Mel? roared Arthur Edward.

“ Well, you're ass emough!” argued Tubby.
Now, you'll admit that }uurulx Lmell, as
reasonable chap!™
“Ha, ha, ha!»

Arthur Bdward Lovell
towards Tubby Muffin,
away from the captain of the Fourth and
dodged.

“Keep him off I’ he roared.

“Shut up, you howiing ass!” growled
Raby. ¢ Look here, Jimmy, it looks as it
it wasn't a chap in this dorm at all. One!
of the kids from the Third Form dorm,
perhaps.*””

“1 say,” gasped Tubby—“1I say, perhaps
it hasn't been bagged at all!*

“It's gone!” snapped Mornington.

“Yes; but I dare say you've pawned it!”

““P-pawned it!” hooted Mornington.

And there was a chuckle in the dormitory

gasped Jimmy Silver.

theough !> said

made a stride

paying a visit to a pawnbroker's to raise
money on his watch.
¢ Well, if you've pawned it, you know,

you'd ﬁpm a yarn like this te k(‘ep it dnk
wouldn’t you?” said Tubby. < Looks like it
to me, I must say!”

‘““Ha, ha, bha!?

* You—you fat idiot!”” howled Mornington.
“I'll jolly well burst you!”

He made a Tush at Tr bby Muflin, who
bolted across a bed to pe, and caught
his foot in a blanket, and rolled over, mlh

a yell.

«¥ah! Help!? roared Tubby, * Heélp!
Yooop! Help!®?

The docor opencd, and Bulkeley of the
‘SBixth looked in.

“ Not down yet?” he rapped oubt. “Get a

move on, you lazy young beggars!”

wateh away. -Was

“If you think I'm a thief, Jimmy Silver,

who jerked himself

at the idea of the dandy of the Fourth -

o
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¢ Yarooh! Help!” roared Tubby.

Bulkeley stared at the fat Classical on
the floor.

There was no one near Tubby, and what
he was yelling for help for was a mystery
to the captain of Rookwood.

¢ Muffin !

“Help! Fire!

= Ha, ha, hHat?

“You silly young ass! What's the matter
with you?” shouted Bulkeley. “There's no-
body near you!”

Tubby Muflin sat up and blinked round‘_
him.
toilet.
The other fellows were chortling.

“Oh,” gasped Tubby, “I—I—I thought

»”»

Keep him off 1

Mornington was sedately finishing his

T
“You'd better think out what you'll get
if you're not down in five minutes!” grunted
Bulkeley.

And he left the dormitory.

Tubby Muffin contrived to be down in five
minutes.

To do it in that short space of time he

had to leave out most of his washing, but
he made wup his mind to that sacrifice
cheerfully.

-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Moderns’ Little Joke.
OMMY DODD & CO. of the Modern
Fourth rejoiced.

They rejoiced greatly.

It had seemed to Jimmy Silver
judicions to say mnothing about the queer
happening in the Classical dormitory, and
most of the fellows quite agreed with him;
they did mot want to give the Moderns a
‘““handle ” against them.

But during the i1norning the Moderns
became fully aware of what had happened.
“Fubby Muffin was probably the culprit.
“Tubby never could keep his mouth closed
——indeed, he never had any desire to keep

it closed.

It was, as Lovell remarked, always open
either for eating or talking, two occupations
that Tubby revelled in.

In the Fourth Form room that morning
Tommy Dodd & Co. showed that they knew
all about it.

! That there was a thief
Yourth the Moderns, of
believe for a moment.

But it suited them to assume that such
was the case for the sauke of pulling the
Classical leg.

Finding himself next to Lovell in class,
Tommy Dodd went through a motion of
buttoning up his pockets.

Akrthur Edward Lovell gave him a volcanic
look. .

He understood what that implied.

“You Modern worm ! gasped Lovell.

There came a whisper from Tommy Cook.

“Mind your pockets, you fellows!”

And there was a subdued chuckle.

Mr. Bootles glanced round, becoming
aware that all the attention of the Fourth
was not bestowed wupon his valued in-
struction.

The chuckle died away.

“ You will kindly pay attertion, my boys!”
said Mr. Bootles, with mild severity.

Attention was paid, but certainly most of
the Fourth were thinking of other matters
as well as lessons.

Mornington’s missing watch was in their
thoughts, causing intense annoyance to the
Classicals and great joy to the Moderns, who
realised that this was a ynite unique oppor-
tunity for ragging their old rivals.

Mr. Bootles happeped to step oubt of the
Form-room to speak to Mr. Bohunm, the
master of the Third, in the corridor, and
while he was out Tommy Dodd jumped up.

He stepped coolly out before the Form and
took the chalk, and began to chalk on the
blackboard.

The juniors watched him curiously.

They supposed Tommy was going to chalk
a caricature on the hoard to surprise Mr.
Bootles when he came back.

But they soon saw that that was not the
intention of the merry Modern.

What Tommy Dodd put on the blackboard
was an inscription, in big capital letters, as
follows :

in the Classical
course, did not

“BEWARE OF PICKPOEKETS!”
Then he returned to his place, with a satls-
fled grin.
The Modern juniors burst into a roar.

A fat ckle carae fromm Tubby Mufiin,
but the r of the Clazsicals looked furious.
“You Modern rotter!” roared Lovell

“What do you mean by that?”?

“Can’'t you read?” answered Tommy
Dodd.

“Ha, ha, hat?

“¢Beware of pickpockets "' - howled

Tommy Doyle.
bedad !~

Jimmy Siiver jumped
with wrath.

“ You—you Moderu rotier!” he exelaimed.
“ Rub that out at once!”

“ Bow-wow !

“Rub it out, or I'll rub it out wilh your
silly head ! roared Jimmy Silver.

“ Rats!*

“ Collar hitn!”* shouted Oswald.

Most of the juniors were on their feet
now. =

Jimmy Silver scrambled along the desks
to Tommy Dodd, who stood on the defensive,
with aun exasperating grin.

“Wiill you rub that out?”
Jimmy.

“Not te-day, old top!™ amswered Tommy
Dodd cheerfully. “Isn’t it valuable advice
to the public? Ain't there pickpockets
ahout 7

“No, you rotter, and you know it!»”

““Ha, ha! Where's Morny's watch?™

“ Not your bizney, you Modern worm !
that out at once!”

Tommy Dodd laughed. He was not likely
to take orders from a Classical fellow, even
the captain of the Form.

His laugh was suddenly cut
Jimmy Silver pounced upon him.
“Now, you Modern rotter?”
“Yah! You Classical ass!”

“ Mop bhim up, Jimmy!"”

“ Biff him, Tommy !

“Go it!”?

Jimmy Silver, with a streauous effort,
yanked the Modern junior out bhefore the
class.

There were shouts of encouragement on
both sides.

They nearly reached the blackboard, but
there Tommy Dodd rallied, and swept Jimmy
back to the desks.

But Jimmy Silver made another effort, and
rushed the Modern up to the blackboard,
getting a firm grip on Tommy's collar.

His intention was to rub out the offending
inscription with Tommy Dodd’s hair, as a
just punishment. :

But there was likely to be a terrific
struggle before the Modern leader’s head
could be used as a duster.

Siisioreiiaiai s tateiaRate ko)
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They bumped into the blackboard, and it
reeled a little, and thers was a shout of
warning from the class.

“Look out! You'll have it ever!”

Tommy Dodd rallied again, but again
Jimmy Silver rushed him on, and Tommy’s
nose, instead of his hair, came in contact
with the board.

There was a fiendish yell from the Modera.

At that moment Mr. Bootles, in the pas-
sage, became aware of the foct thal some-
thing rather unusual was transpiring in the
Form-room, and he hurried back.

A startling sight met his gaze.

The easel was over, and on the fallen
blackboard Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd
were struggling in deadly combat.

Jimmy had the advantage, and his grip
was like iron cn Dodd’s collar, and Dodd's
face was being used to wipe off the chalked
inseription. i

It was a painful process for Tommy Dodd,
as he testified by a succossion of howls.

Cook and Doyle naturally, rushed to their
leader’s aifl; apd equaily naturally, Lovell
and Raby and Newcomc rushed to stop
them.

“ Look afther yer watches,

up, his face pink

demanded

Rub

short as

A Dbattle roya! was starting round the
fallen blackboard, when Mr. Dootles fex-
tunately returned.

The Form master’'s glasses almost fell off
at the sight that met his eyes.

He stood blinking in the doorway, dumb-
founded.

“Boys!” he gasped at last.

“Cave!” yelled Towle.

“Oh, my hat! Bootles!”

“Look out!”

Fhe combatants separated as if by magic.

They bolted back to the desks, leaving
the blackboard and easel strewn on the floor.

Dusty and crimson and dishevelled, they

sat and blinked at the wrathful Form
master.
THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Talk of the School.
[13 LESS my soul!” ejaculated Mr,
Bootles,
He could scarcely believe his
eyes.
Certainly there were raggings between

Classicals and Moderns often enough, but
this was the first time that the Form-room
had been used as a battle-ground.

Mr. Bootles blinked at the blackboard,
from which the chalked inscription had been
rubbed—with Tommy Dodd’s features, which
were in an extremely soiled state in con-
sequence. Then he blinked at the class.

Y What does this mean?” he thundered.

Dead silence.

“Silver! Dodd! Lovell! How dare you'"
Silence.

" This—this  riot—this ouatbreak of—cf
violence—— Bless my soul! [ shall punish
you all severely!” gasped Mr. Bootles
*Silver!"

“Ye-es, sir?”

“How dare you!”

“Ahem!”

“What was tha cause of this wuproar,
Silver?”

D S G S

“Explain at onece!" roared Mr. Bootles
wrathfully. “What was the cause of this
unexampled outbrea

“The—the Moderns were cheeky rotters,
sir,” said Jimmy at last.

“ Wha-at 2"

“Only Classical cheek, sir,” said Tommy

Dodd

“Bless my soul!”

None of the juniors felt inclined to mention
the incident of the missing watch--with one
exceptiou.

That was Tubby Muffin.

The fat Classical rose to hLis feet.

“If you please, sir, I can explain,” he said.

“You may do so, Muflin!" snapped Mr.
Bootles.

“Mornington’s watch is missing, sir 7

“What.?”

“Shut up, you fat beast!” hissed Jimmy
Silver.

“Silence! What have you to say, Muffin?
What has Mornington’s wateh to do with the
matter?”

“It’s missing, sir. Morny missed it thia
morning in the dorm,” said Tubby Muffin.

“Some chap has put it somewhere. The
Moderns think it's been stolen.”
“Dear me!” said Mr. Bootles. *“This is

very serious.- Is it possible that you, Dodd,
have brought an accusation of theft against
other boys?”

Tommy Dodd crimsoned.

He gave Tubby Muffin a lock that ought
to have withered the fat Classical on tha
spot; but Tubby, nobt at all withered, sat
down with a [at grin of satistuction.

The magter which the other juniors did not
waut known to the masters was “out ” now.
g T‘here was no possibility of keeping it

ark.

" Nunno, sir!” gasped Tommy. *“I-I pever
meant anything of the kind, sir! Tt was
only a joke!"” .

“You should not make such jokes, Dodd. 8n
that is the cause of the uproar!” exclaimed
M‘IIAIB(;otles'. “You are to blame, Dodd.”

“You should not say
for a joke, Dodd! 1 shall cane you severely
for being the ecause of this disturbance!
Come here!”

Swish, swish, swish!

Tommy Dodd rokeened to his place, squeez-
ing his hands.

ab  Tubby

The juniors
Muffin.

Tubby had not meant to sneak about ths
Tar Porurar.—No. 201.
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Modern junior, certainly; but his unecalled-
for statement had been the cause of
Tominy Dodd’s punishment.

«“And now,” said Mr. Bootles sternly, “I
must hear the particulars of this matter,
which should have been communicated to
me earlier. Mornington, it appears that your
wateh is missing?”

“Yes, sir,” said Mornington reluctantly.

“Was it a valuable wateh?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Kindly give me the particulurs of the
logs.”

Morningten, with visible reiuctance, ex-
plained; and Mr Bootles' face grew more
and more portentous as he listened.

All the jumiors were serious cunough now,
Mederns as well as Classieals. .

Now that the matter was officially known,
it was for the masters to deal with, if not
the Head himself.

That was quite enough to make the juniors
grave.

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles. “Morn-
ington, you have been very careless with
your watch, considering its value. That,
however, does not excuse the boy who has
taken it. I command that boy to stamd up
at once!” £

No one stirred.

“Unless the watch is returned to Morn-
ington immediately, I shall be compelled to
conclude that it has been stolen!” boomed
Mr. Bootles. £ =

The juniors looked very uncomfortahle.

Nobody in the Fourth believed for a
moment that the wateh bad been stolen.

That theory seemed to them absurd, for
Morny's gold ticker was so well known that
a thief could not liope to dispose of it
undetected.

Morny's monogram was on the case, in
CEEEETESEERER SHRER
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diamonds, and the watch could be easily

identified anywhere.

Even if anyone in the Fourth was rascal
cnough, it was difficult te believe that any-
one was stupid enough to take so easily
recognised an article to keep.

But Mr. Bootles was portentously grave;
and, indeed, it was difficult to see why the
practical joker should keep the watch so
long, if he intended to return it at all.

A practical joker who earried his joke to
the extent of starting suspicions of theft
in the school was less a joker thap a born
idiot.

The affair was, in fact, s puzzle, and Mr.
!lfoo_ttles had reason for taking a serious view
of it.

There was a long silence in the Form-room.

Mr. Bootles, like Brutus, paused for a
reply s but no reply came.

Nobody in the Fourth seemed to hive any-
thing to say.

“In order to have this matter cleared up,
and prevent unpleasant discussion, I will
allow the foolish boy to pass wnpunished,”
said Mr. Bootles, more mildly. *That is, if
the wateh is restored to its owner at once.”

The juniors looked at one another.

It was a good offer, and a chance for the
unkoown culprit to get clear of the affair,
which was pow becoming so. serious.

But there was no answer.

“1 am waiting!”’ boomed Mr. Bootles.

“If you please, sir——" began Jimmy
Silver.

“ Was it youn, Silver?”?

“Eh? Oh, no, sir! But—bhut I was going
to suggest that it may have heen a chap
from some other dormitory, sir.”

&l

[l

“That is very improbable, Silver,” said
Mr. Bootles dryly. “A boy from another
dormitory could scarcely have entered

without awakening someone, especially as he
would not know precisely where to look for
Mornington's clothes, and would have to
search for them in the dark. If he had
struck a light, someone would certainly have
awakened.””

Jimmy was silent.

Put like that, he realised that the affair
could not be due to a raider from another
dormitory.

How was a fellow from the Third or the
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Shell to find Morny's waistcoat in the deep
darkness without giving the alarm?

Evidently it was one of the Classical
Fourth wlio had relieved Morny of his watch,
and the fellow was then present in the Form-
room, listening to what was said on the
subject, without giving a sign!

Was it, after all, a thici?

1t certainly began to look like it, for a
practical joker would scarcely liave refused
Mr. Bootles' offer to get clear of the affair
by handing over the watch and owning up.

Yet no one spoke.

The joker, or thief, whichever he was, was
there undoubtedly, but he was keeping his
own counsel, ;

Mr. Bootles' plumb face set more grimly.

“ Very -well,” he said. “I am forced to
conclude that Mornington's watch has been
stolen. The thicf, 1 need hardly say, will
be expelled from the school when discovered.
The matter closes here for the present. &
shall discuss it in the session of masters
this evening, and decide what measures are
to be taken. We will now resume.”

Lessons went on in the Form-room from
that point, nearly every fellow in the room
suffering from a sense of deep discomfort.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Masters' Session.

FTER lessons there was endless dis-
cussion of the subject among the
Fourth-Formers on the Classical
side.

The Moderns, of course, were mnot con-
cerned in the matter, as they had their
sleeping quarters in Mr, Manders’ House.

After tea there was the session of masters
in the masters’ room in the School House.

Masters’ session was a regular institution
at Rookwood. n

At stated intervals the staff met to dis-
cuss school matters, the Mead sometimes
coming to the meetings. though more often
not; for his agsistants discussed matters
much more at their ease in the absence of
the awe-inspiring doctor.

On the present occasion there was 2
matter of unusual interest for the masters
to discuss, and that was the measures to be
taken for the detection of the thief in the
Classical Fourth.

A number of the <
masters’ room, watching
they gathered. 2

From their serious looks it was clear that
they had been already apprised of the topic
to be introduced by Mr. Bootles at the
meeting.

Mr. %ooﬂes came along with Mr. Bohun,
Jooking very distressed. -

Mr. Wiggins, the master of the Sevond,
was preternaturally grave.

Mr. Bull, the mathematics master, had
his brows knitted. —

Mr. Mooney, of the Shell, gave the juniors
a severe glance as he passed them, as if
he was trying to pick out the thief among
them, as Arthur Edward Lovell muttered
in furious tones.

Then came Mr. Greely, the master of the
Fifth, with Monsieur Monceau, the French
master.

The junior caught the
Mossoo’s lips as the two masters passed.

Mr. Manders, the science master, came
last, with a look on his aeid face that
Lovell likened to a gargoyle.

The door of the masters’ room closed, but
a murmur of voices could be heard from
within. ¥

“They're at it!” growled Lovell.

“Rotten!” grunted Jimmy Silver. 3

«“All Rookwoed’s going fo ring with it/
said Comroy. My hat! 1'd like to be
within hitting distance of the silly idiot who
bagged Morny’s watch.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. went up glumly to the
Fourth Form quarters.

The honour of their Form was concerned
in the discussion now going on in the
masters’ room, and they felt it keenly.

As they passed Mornington's study they
heard the voice of Tubby.Muffin.

“yYoun'd better vake my tip, Morny, old
man.”

“Oh, dry up!" came Morny’s reply.

“You want to get your wateh back, don’t
you?”

SRy ofl 1

“If youwre hard up. Fg-roll can lend you
ithe money,” suggested Tubby Muflin. “In
fact, I dare say the Fourth would be willing

juniors lingered near the
the masters as

word “voleur” on

to make a whip-round for it, as there’s such
a fuss being riade.”

“Will you clear off, you silly young ass?”
demanded Mornington. “Kick him out for
me, Erroll!”

“Certainly !”

“Here, I say, hands off! Wby, you rotter,
when I’'m trying to do you a good turn!”
howled Tubby.

A fat form came whirling through the
study doorway, and Jimmy Silver -grinned
as he caught it by the hair.

“Yarooh!” roared Muflin.

“Steady on, steam-roller!” said Jimmy.

“Yow-ow! Leggo my hair!”

Tubby Mufiin jerked his head away, and
rubbed it.

“Look here, Jimmy,” he began, “I've just
been pointing out to Morny——"

“Bow-wow!”

“But it’s jolly important, and I think
you ought to speak to Morny—-"

Mornington II., of the Second Ferm, came
along the passage.

He put his head into No. 4.

“You're wanted, Morny,” he said to his
cousin.  “ Masters’ room.

Mornington grunted as he rose to his feet.

“More jaw about that dashed watch, 1
suppose!” he groaned. “All right, "Erbert,
you can tell ’em I'm coming, and tell em
to go and boil their heads!”

The fag grinned.

He was not likely to take that message
hack to the severe assembly in the masters’
TOOm.
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Mornington made a .grimace to the
Fistical Four as he came out of the study.

“I'm going through it,” he said. “I wish
I'd never said a word about the watch now!
I'd rather lose it than have all this bother.”

“I’ve offered to show you how to get yvour
wateh back, Morny—~—" began Tubby Mutfin.

*“Oh, ring off!”

Mornington walked away with his cousin,
and the Fistical Four went on to the end
study.

Tubby Muflin blinked after
then bhnked into No. 4.

“I say, Erroll-—" he started.

“Clear off, for goodness’ sake!" said Erroll.
“Can’t you see when a fellow’s fed up,
Tubby 2

“But Morny's watch—-"

“QOh, bother! Buzz off, or you'll get this
cushion!” exelaimed Erroll, in exasperation.

Tubby Mauffin promptly retreated {rom
the doorway.

He gave a discontented grunt, and after
some moments reflection followed Jimmy
Silver & Co. to the end study.

Morny, and

THE FIFTH CHAPTER:
Fairly Caught *

13 IMMY!”
Jimmy Silver uttered an impatient
exclamation as Tubby Muffin’s fat

face appeared in his doorway.

Jimmy was in a harassed mood, and the
infliction of Tubby’s company and Tubby’s
conversation was the last straw.

“ Jimmy, old nut——"

“For gocdness’ sake, Tubby, buzz off " raid
the captain of the Fourth. “Give a fellow
a rest!” 3

“If you call that polite, Jimmy Silver——*

“Well, it’s politer than my boot, which
you'll get if you don't give me a rest!”
growled Jimmy.

“With mine to follow !’ said Lovell.

“Well, if you don't care for the good name
of the Form, I suppose it’s no good talking
to you,” said Tubby Muflin loftily. “Some

More About Them Next Week !
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fellows think of such things. I do! I don't
like the Classical Fourth being the talk of
the school. Fellows are saying we've got a
thief in the Form. I think the matter ought
to be cleared up.”

“Can you clear it up, fathead?"” spapped
Raby.

“I think so.”

“0Oh, don't talk rot!” said Newcome.

“I can make a suggestion—-"

“Make if, and then ring off !” said Jimmy

* Bilver. “And cut it short, Tubby !’

“1 suppose that's what you call grateful?”
said Tubby Muffin sarcastically. “Well,
here's my suggestion. When things are lost,
what do you tuink is the best way of finding
them again?”

“Looking for them, 1 suppose.”

‘“Better than  that!

The proper thing,”
Tubby impressively,
te_ offer a reward.”

Jimmy stared at him.

YA rewargi® ihe
repeated.

said
*is

Mornington glanced in at the end study.

“Been through it?” asked Jimmy.

“You bet! A blessed set of solernn old
owls, all jawing at a fellow!"” growled Morn-
ington.

The Fistieal Four grinped af that descrip-
tion of a masters’ session.

It might have surprised
assembly if they had heard it.

“I’'ve had to jaw it all over again from the
beginning,” went on Morpington. “They've
decided there’s a thief in the Form.”

“I told you so!” grinned Tubby Muffin.
© “You fat owl! You seem t0 be glad of
it!” exclaimed Mornington wrathfully.

“Oh, no! Nupno! Oh, noi” stammered
Tubby. “N-n-not at all!”

“They dismissed me, an’ 1 lef¢t 'em chow-
wowing over it,” said the dandy of the

that august

S

“That's bl “said
Tubby, with a nod. “I've
suggested it to Morning-
ton, as it's his watch
that's fost; but he won’t
listen to me. I suppose
be's hard up--though I
mentioned that he could
borrow the money of
Erroll. The watch was
worth twenty-five quid.
Well, Morny ought to
offer at least five to the
fellow who finds it. Don’t
you think so?”

Jimmy Silver did not
answer. He was looking
vepy fixedly at the fat,
self - satisfied  face  of
Reginald Muffin.

But Lovell broke in
angrily.

“You fat idiot! Why
should Morny spring five
quid? ele would have to
pay it to the fellow who
bagged the watch; no-
bady: else would know
where to find it.”

“Well, anybody might
find it,” said Muflin:
“Buppose a reward was
offered, everybody would
begin hunting for it. It
would pay Morny to
spring  five quid to
recover a twenty - five

a businesslike chap. 1ou take my advice,
Jimmy, and put a uotice on the board offer-
ing five peunds reward for the findinz of
Morny's watch.”

“Do you think that would produce
watch?” asked Mornington.

“Sure of it!"

“Because the offer of a reward would start
fellows hunting for it?" asked' Loveil, siaring
blankly ‘at Reginald Muffin, = &

Raby and Newcome were staring, too.

There was an atmosphiere of grim suspicion
in the end study, of which Tubby Muffin

my

“was blissfully unconseious.

“That’s it,”* said Tubby.

“And where are they to hunt for it?” asked
Jimmy Silver. “Fellows have been looking
:‘orl it already, but they haven’t had any
uck.”

pound watch. ¢Cheap, I
call it!”
“QOh, you're an
“I'm not
you, Lovell!

258172
talking to
You haven’t
much Eense, you know.

RECOVERING THE MISSING WATCH !
torch up into the darkness of the chimney.
iater he drew back his hand and held up Mornington’s gold ticker.
{Ses Chapter 8.)

said.

Jimmy Silver flashed the light of his eleciric
A gleam of gold caught his eyes.

A moment
“ Here it is!” he

What do you think,
Jimmy - Silver? Wili you put it plain to
Morny?”

“Nol”

“Of course. vou could offer a reward your-
self,” suggested Tubby Muffin. “As captain
of the Feurth, it's up to you to look after
the honour of the Form. You could raise a
subscriptioa in the Form. It's worth five
quid to clear the fellows of suspicion of steal-
ing a watch. Think of the honour of the
Form.”

Jimmy Silver was silent, and his gaze, fixed
oa Tubbys fat face, was growing more
penetrating. 5

Muffin, absorbed by his own valuable ideas,
did not notice it.

He blinked round appealingly at Jimmy's
chums.

“1 say, what do you think of the idea,
Raby?” 3 y

“Rotten!”

“Newcome, old chap, you're a chap with
some sense,” said Muffin. “Don’t you think
a reward ought to he offered?”

“No, I don't!”

Tubby Muffin gave a snort of impatience.

“Blest if I ever saw such asses!” he ex-
claimed. “1t really looks to me as if you
don't want Morny’s watch to be found at
all. I call that selfish. Why, [ thought he’'d
jump at the idea rather than have the watch
lest, and everybody saying there’s a thief in
the Form (" »

“QOh, go and eat coke!” said Lovell.

“Hallo! Here comes Morny!” said Raby,
glancing oub of the study decrway. “He
looks worried.”

Fourth. “I believe they're going to have all
the Form up for examination. What silly
asy was it invented masters’ sessions? 1 say.
let's scrag that fat villain for givirg the
show away to Bootles!”

Tubby Muffin backed away

“I—1 say, it will be all right if the watch
is found!” he stammered.

“It's not found,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Well, it could be if a veward was offered,”
said Tubby Muffin persuasively. “It would
buck the fellows'no end, you know. I'm sure
of 11"

“Quite sure?” asked Jimmy, eyeing him.

“I really feel that I could answer for it,”
said Tubby Muffin eagerly. “Make it a
reward of five quid- and I'll set to work.”

Mornington’s glance met Jimmy's.

The same thought was in both minds at
that moment.

Jimmy compressed his lips.

“Well, let's think this over,” he said. “How
would you make the offer’ ¢f a reward,
Tubby?"

“ Tubbye £ ¢ face heamed.

“Put un a notice on the board,” he said.

“Might as well simply tell the fellows, if
you're goiu- to do it at all, which I think
is rot!” growled Arthur Edward Lovell.

“That wouldn’'t do!” said Tubby promptly.

“Why not?” asked Jimmy. very quietly.

“You'd bt able to go back on it if it
wasn't in writing ”

“What "

“I—1—I mean—ddén’t fly out at a fellow!”
spluttered Muffin. “I mean, it would be
more businesslike to have it in writing. I'm

“Oh, a
like—"

* Like you—what?”

“Like me,” agreed
to brag, but y
there’s a chap
I’'m that cha

“You couldn’t find the wateh,
said Mornington, shaking his head.

“Bet you I couldi” said Tubby at once.

“Why haven't you done so already, tien?”
asked Raby.

“Oh, come now!” said Tubby warmly.
“The labourer’s worthy of his hire, isn’y he?
Chap's time is worth something. Besides— -

“Besides what?"’

“0h, nothing! Now, you draw up that
paper and sign it, Morny.”

“And leave the rest to you?”
Mornington

“Well, yes.”

“In fact you guarantee to find the wateh
before Bootles calls the Head into the maties
if I offer five pounds reward?” asked Moru-
ington.

“Yed.”

“Then we can’t do better—" began Morn-
ington, looking siznificantly at Jimmy Silver,
who rose to his feet.

“Of courze you can’t!” agreed $he delighted
Tubby.

“Than collar this fat scoundrel, and make
him own up where he’s hidden my watch!”
went on Mornington, much to. Tubby's
astonishment anc dismay.

Tar Popurar.—No. 201,

really clever chap, you know,

ked Morninzton,

ubby., “I don’t want
ou fellows will admit that if
the Fourth with real brains,

thiough,”

asked
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Tubby Muffin jumped.

Then as the juniors advanced on him, he
made a frantic rush for the passage.

Mornington’s finger and thumb on hig fat
ear swung him round.

“Yarooh!” roared Tubby. “Leggo!”

“I'It let you go when you've handed over
my watch!” said Mornington grimly; and his
grip tightened, to the accompaniment of a
dismal yeli from Reginald Muflin. “Loek the
door, Jimmy !*’

Click!

Tubby Muffin, in utter dismay,
round at the chums of the Fourth,

He was fairly caught.

blinked

P

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Too Tricky!

ORNINGTON released Tubby’s fat
ear at last, and the fat Classical
rubbed it ruefully, and blioked at
the five juniors.

The Fistical Four surrounded him, with
grim looks.

As yet Tubby Mufiin reaily did nct know
why he was suspected.

He was sublimely unconscious of the fact
that he had given himself hopelessly away.

1t did not occur to his fat mind that there
was no reason why he should be so eager
for a reward to be offered, unless he
expected to finger that reward himself;

because he knew where to find the watch.

1f he knew where to find i$, it was because
he had hidden it; it was a case of “those
who hide can finds”

That was obvious enough to Jimmy Silver
& Co., but not in the least so to Reginald
Muffin’s obtuse brain.

In fact, he was working up an expression
of sorrowful indignation as he blinked at
the incensed juniors.

“¥Fm surprised at this, Jimmy Silver!” he
said at last.

“Surprised that you're caught, you fat
idiot?” asked Lovell. “You might have
expected it when you let your silly chin
wag.”

“Of course, I don’t know anything abont
Morny’s watch. How could I, when I was
fast asleep all night?”

“What have you done with it?”
Mornington roughly.

“Nothing! I baven’t seen it! 1In fact,
¥’m not at all sure that you ever had a gold
wateh at all, Mornington!” e

“QOh, my hat!”

“If youwll unlock that door,” said Tubby,
with dignity. “I’ll go! I've not been treated
in a frig®dly way in this study. I decline
u_) remain any longer in your quarters,
Jimmy Silver. Until you’ve apologised I’ll
thank you not to speak to me again.”

“You didn’t bag Morny’s wateh last
night?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Certainly not!”

“With the idea of having a rumpus kicked
up about it, so that we should be awfully
keen to have it found, and you didn’t think
you'd be able to spoof us into offering a
reward for it?”

. “Not at allt Naturally, I thought yowd
oifer a reward, rather than have the Fourth
set down as a lot of thieves,” said Tubby
reproachfully.

“You thought that Lefore you took the
watch?”

“Yes,” said Tubby unguardedly.

“And ther you took it¥*»

“No, T didn’t!”

“You've just
yelled Raby.

“Nothing of the kind, Rahy! I mever said
anything of the sort! What I meant to say
was, that Smythe of the Shell is waiting
for me, and L'l thank you to unlock that
door, Jimmy Silver!”

“Never mind the door uat present,” said
Jimmy, laughing in spite of himseif.” “You
bagged Morny’s watch in the dorm last
night, Tubby.”

“Never even dreamed of such a thing,
Jimmy! I'm afraid it’s your guilty con-
science that’s making you suspect me,” said
Tubby, with a shake of the head.

“0Oh, my hat! Then you started to talk
about the affair, though we agrced to keep
it dark. You thought a reward might he
offered if the matter was made thoroughly
unpleasant.”

“0Oh, no! Certainly not!”

“And then you brought it all out to Mr.
Bootles, so that the masters would take it
up.’

Tar Porvrar.—No. 201.
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adwmjtted that you did!”

*“Ahem! I didn’t!”

“You didn’t tell Mr. Booctles in class this
morning?” howled Jimmy.

“Nol”

“Why, the whole TYorm
shrieked Newcome.

Tubby shook his head obstinately.

“Fellows make mistakes,” he said.
“You’ve made a mistake. Very likely Morny
told Bootles. Or Jimmy Silver. It might
have been Lattrey. He's a bit of a sneak.
Not me! I'd scorn the action.”

“Gh erumbs!” said Jimmy Silver, almost
overcome.

The chums of the Fourth fairly blinked at
Tubby Muflin.

That he should tell such astounding whop-
pers was surprising, but that he should
expect anmyone to believe them was more
astonishing still.

Tubby Muifin had not a good memory,
which the proverb declares' is mneedful for
the class of persons to which Tubby
belonged.

The astounded silence in the study was
broken by Tubby.
Apparently he
settled satisfactorily;
meaning of the silence.
“Now, about the reward?” he said.

heard yeu!”

regarded the matter as
quite mistaking the

“The — the — the reward?” articnlated
Jimmy Silver.
“Yes,” said Tubby briskly. “Pm willing

to overiook this unpleasantness if you
fellows do the proper thing. Is a reward
going to be offered for finding Morny’s
watch?”

“Oh dear!”

“You’re wasting time, Jimmy. -Are you
going to make it five pounds’ reward?”

“No!” gasped Jimmy.

“Well, say four! What do you say to
foury”
“No! Not fourpence!”

“Not a merry brown!” said Mornington.

“Well, it’s your look-out,” said Tubby.
“Your watch may be spoiled if a fire’s
lighted under it.”

“ERh?”

“} don’t say that it will, but it might.
F’rinstance, suppose a fellow hid it in a
chimney ?” asked Tubby. “I'm only putting
a case, of course. -He might have, or he
might not. Well, if a fire’'s lighted under
that chimney, what becomes of the watch?”

“My only hat!” gasped Lovell, “So yon’ve
hidden it in a chimney!”

“Certainly not!”

“B-b-but you said-—-"

“] said I was putting a case, And mind,”
said Tubby impressively, “if the watch

isn’t found soon it may be damaged. We |

haven’t got central heating, like the Moderns
in Manders’ House, and fires may be started
in the dormitory any time.”

“In—in—in the dormitory!”
Jimmy Silver.

“It’s your look-out and Morny’s,” said
Tubby fatuously. “Don’t blame me if the
wateh gets spoiled, that’s all.”

“That chap,” said Arthur Edward Lovell,
in measured tones, “ought to be in a home
for idiots, or some place of that sort. He’s
wasted at Rookwood.”

“Jimmy’s wanted!”
from the passage.

The door was unlecked and opened.

stuttered

called out -Oswald,
Dick

Oswald grinned at the captain of the
Fourth.
“The great pow-wow’s over,” he saild,

“All the Classical Fourth have got to trot
into the Rasters” Room-to be jawed at, and
you're to see that they all turn up, Jimmy,
P've just had it from Bootles.”

Jimmy laughed.

“Thank goodness it won’t be necessary,”
he said.

“Wateh not found?” exclaimed Oswald.

“Noj; but Tubby’s just told us where to
find jt.” %

Tubby Muflin stared.

“Eh? -What! T havent!” he yelled.
“Nothing of the kind! I haven't the
faintest idea where the wateh is.”

“Not in the dormitory chimney?” grinned
Lovell.

Tubby gave a jump.

“How did you know?' he gasped.

“Ha, ha, hai?

“Y-—1 mean, it's net there!” howled Tubby,
in alarm “I was simply putting a case—
merely a figure of speech, you know. What
I meant, to say, really, was—— Yarooooop !>

Lovell grasped the fat Classical by the
collar, and sat him down foreibly on the
study carpet, and Tubfay’s remarks ended
in a howl.

 Then the juniors hurried up to the Classical
Fourth dormitory. -

They gathered round the chimney, and
Jimmy Silver flashed the light of his electrie
flash-lamp up into the darkness above.

It was a roomy old chimney, and there
was plenty of space for his head and
shoulders.

As he turned the light round, a gleam
of geld in the interstice of the bricks caught
his eyes.

A monient more, and he drew back from
the chimney, and held up
gold ticker. ¢

“Here it is!” he said.

“Good!” grinned Lovéil. “Hallo, and bere’s
Tubby!”

Tubby Muffin rolled breathlessly in.

“H-h-have you found it?” he stuttered.

“Look!”

“Where was it?”

“In the chimney, where you hid
night, you fat villain!” hooted Raby.

*Ob, draw it mild, Raby! If you found
it in the chimney; it’s pretty clear that you
hid it there.”

“What!” shrieked Raby.

“Fhose .who hide can find, you know!”
said Tubby, with a shake of the head. “I
must say I'm shoeked at you, Raby! I must
say that, at least!”

“Yon-—you—you must say that, at least!”
murmured Jimmy Silver. “Slaughter him,
somebody, while I go to the Masters’” Room!”

Jimmy Silver departed, watch in hand,
and wild and weird sounds of woe followed
him from the Fourth Form dormitory.

Apparently his chums were carrying out
his instructions.

it last

Jimmy hurried to the Masters’ Room,
where he fonnd a ‘circle of more or less
bald heads gathered in awfully serious
confabulation.

Mr. Bootles hlinked at him over his glasses,

“All the Classical Fourth are requi
Silver,” he said. “Did you mot unm
stand—"

“The watch has bheen found, si
Jimmy meekly, holding it up.

“Bless my soul!”

“ And who was the thief, Silver?" demanded
Mr. Mandérs sourly.

“N-n-nobhody, sir!
in the dormitory
found it there.”

Mr. Bootles drew a breath of relief. < f

“Then it was only a foolish practical
joke after all,” hce sald. “I am very glad
to hear ‘it.”

“The practical joke, if such it was, should
be severely punished!” snapped Mr. Manders.
“Were you the person concerned, Silver?”

“Nunno, sir!”

“Can you give us the person’s name?”
asked Mr. Bull

“Nobody has admitted hiding the watch,
sir,” said Jimmy, which was strictly true.
Tubby Muffin certainly hadn’t admitted it,
and was never likely to. “We—we thought
{rom the first that it had been hiddeg some-
where by some silly joking idiot—I—I mean, a
practical joker, and—and——"

“Well, well; the matter has ended satis-
factorily,” said Mr. Bootles. “I am glad
it is no worse. 1 shall certainly make en-
deavours to discover the foolish practical
joker, and punish him as he deserves! You
may go, Silver!”

And Jimmy Silver went gladly.

The watch had been recovered, and the
mystery was a raystery no longer.

All the Fourth were glad to learn that it
was not a case of theft, hut nothing more
than one of Tubby Muffin’s weird devices for
raising the wind.

But their wrath against the fat schemer
knew no bounds.

It was generally agreed that it was neces-
sary for Tubby to have a lesson.

Tubby did not see the necessity. and kepf
carefully out of the way of his incensed
Form-fellows that evening.

But at bed-time he could keep oub of the
way no longer, and then the wrath of the
Classical Tourth was visited upon his
devoted head.

By the time Tubby Muffin crawled into
bed he was feeling as if bhe had been
through a succession of earthquakes, which
was certainly, no more than he deserved.

For some time after lights-out Tubby
Muffin's voice was raised in woeful complaint,
till a number of missiles from various parts
of the dormitory added to his sufferings,
but silenced his vocal expression of them.

After that Tubby Mufiin suffered in

silence. :
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THE PLOT AG’AINST THE, NEW MASTER! Frank Richards & Co., the Chums of Cedar Creel: School,
come’ to the conclusion that *° Genile ’ Shepherd, the new master, must be initiated into the real wild
life of the Canadian backwoods right now!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New Master.

13 ATHER round!” grinned Bob
Lawless. 5
“And listen!” murmured Chunky
Todgers.

There was a suppressed chuckle among the
fellows gathered in the playground at Cedar
Creek School.

Frank Richards & Co. were smiling.

Mr. Shepherd, the new master at the lumber
school, had just emerged from his cabin.

It was upon the new master that all eyes
were fixed.

Apparently, Mr. Horatio Shepherd appealed
to the humorous side of Cedar Creek.

He was a tall young man, slim and rather
graceful in appearance, and certainly very
good-looking.

He was dressed with great care, in
what expensive “store-clothes,” and
glance it could be seen that he set
store by his personal appearance.

In the rough-and-ready Thompson Valley
that was not a great recommendation for any
man.

Mr. Shepherd was newly out from England.

He had had a post in a boarding-school in
Ontario, and possibly had not given complete
satisfaction there.

At all-events, he had transferred the scene
of his activities to British Columbia.

Frank Richards, who remembered his earlier
schooldays in the Old Country, had been
rather interested to hear that Mr. Shepherd
was a public-school man.

But that weighed little or nothing with the
denizens of the Thompson Valley.

So long as a man could do his work, and
did it, they cared little whence he came, or
what he had been before he came.

It is possible that Mr. Shepherd had
accepted the offer of a post at the backwoods
school, without being fully aware of the
remoteness and rusticity of Ccdar Creek.

Certainly he did not scem to realise that he
was in the backwoods.

He dressed with as much care as if about
to promenade in a fashionable street in
Montreal or Quebee, and he spoke with an
accent that amazed and delighted the Cedar
Creek fellows.

Miss Meadows, the schoolmistress, had been
a little surprised ‘by Horatio Shepherd; but
the boys and girls of Cedar Creek were not
surprised—they were amazed and overjoyed,

As Bob Lawless remarked, it prevented
things from getting dull when a young man
like Horatio came along to have his leg
pulled.

Mr. Shepherd came along by the group and
glanced at them in a languid way.

“ Good-mornin’ boys!” he said.

“Good-mornin’ sir!” answered the boys in
chiorus, dropping their “g's*” in jmitation of
Mr. Shepherd.

“ A very fine mornin' " said the new master.

“Yes, sir; the sun is shinin’, and the birds
are singin’, and everythin' is toppin’,” said
Bob Lawless gravely.

some-
at a
great
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There was an irrepressible gurgle from
Chunky Todgers, and the new master glanced
at him.

“I hope you like Cedar
Ft‘ank R'ic,hards hastily.

¢ 3.

Creek, sir,” said

Another gurgle from Chunky.

He was really excusable; he had never
heard “yes* pronounced like that before.

“A very pleasant quartah,” added Mr.
Shepherd condescendingly.

The “quartah? tickled the Cedar Creek
juniors very much.

“It's a quartah where any fellah might
like to lingah, isn't it?” asked Bob Lawless.

“¥ang?

“Especially now the weathah is gettin’
bettah!” suggested Bob.

Mr. Shepherd looked at himr.

“Yaas,” he assented. “I rathah considah
that the weathah has distinctly been im-
provin’ lately.”

And he walked on gracefully to the school-
house.

The schoolboys stared at one another.

It really seemed impossible that Mr.
Shepherd had not observed that Bob Lawless
wz\; rtnuking fun of him, but evidently he
hadn't.

asses!” said Tom

“0f all the howling
Lawrence.

“Wrong!” said Bob. “You mean howlin’
asses.”

“Fa;, ha, hal”?

“Hallo, there goes the bell!”

Cedar Creek crowded in to school, in a
very hilarious mood.

he Gentle Shepherd, as the boys had
already nicknamed the new master, had
added considerably to the gaiety of the
lumber school.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Quite an Accident.

I8S MEADOWS wore an unaceus-
tomed frown in the school-room.
The Canadian  schoolmistress
was well aware of the hilarity with
which her pupils regarded the new assistant
master.

It did not make for order in the school,
and Miss Meadows found it a little annoying.

Indeed, she had thought once or twice of
giving Mr. Shepherd a hint that the manners
and customs of Bond Street were out of
place in the Canadian backwoods.

But it was rather a delicate matter.

Mr. Shcpherd scemed so oblivious of his
own defects.

He put on “side *’ with so much simplicity
and naturalness, and he was so openly in a
state of complete satisfaction with himself,
that giving a hint was a difficult matter.

e was out of place at the lumber school,
as a matter of fact, and, unless he was able
to “shake down,” he was not likely to be of
much use. ’ :

Mr. Slimmey, tife other master, glanced at
him once or twice from his end of the big
school-room.

Sisjsisisiaisiaisaiaiaiaiaiaiaistolaiepnio)

In the far-off North-west of Canada, under
the shadow of the Qreat Blue Mountains, lies
a small lumber school.
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neck ”?
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Mr. Slimmey was a very quiet and un-
demonstrative gentleman, and the new
master had treated him with condescending
patronage ever since his arrival.

Mr. Slimmey did not quite know how to
deal with that, and for the present, he gave
the new man his head, so to speak.

But a slightly impatient expression
crossed his face when he heard the new
master speaking to his class about Australiah,
and Canadah, and the British Empiah.

The Gentle Shepherd’s class was in a state
of subdued mirth, and but for the presence

of Miss Meadows in the school-room, the
mirth would have been a good deal less
subdued.

Mr. Shepherd’s peculiar fastidiorgness

would have excited remark anywhere; but in
a backwoods school it was ludicrously out of
place.

“That galoot’s simply come along to make
us joyful,” said Eben Hacke, when the boys
came out of school. “I guess I'm going to
have some fun with him!”

Hacke ran off to the corral for a trail-rope.

He came back with the rope looped over
his arm, a running noose at the end of it.

- ]Has he come out yet?” he asked breath-
lessly.

“No,” answered Frank Richards. “He’s
talking to Miss Meadows inside. What are
you up to with that rope, Hacke?”

“] guess I'm going to lasso
accident !

“What!” yelled Frank.

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Only by accident, of course,” said Hacke.
“He'll never see it. Mind you galoots, the
minute I rope him in, you all drag on the
rope, without knowing it’s caught. him!”

“1 say, Hacke—"

“Draw it mild!” said Beauclerc. “He can't
be such an ass as to think that it's an
accident !

“I guess he’s jay enough for anything!”
answered Hacke, grinning. “You watch out!
I'm iassoing you, Bob, and it falls on him by
accident—see 2

him—by

“Ha, ol <

“Here he comes!” murmured Chunky
Todgers.

The schoolboys looked away from Mr.

Shepherd as he came sauntering gracefully
out of the porch.

Apparently they did not see him coming.
Eben Hacke whirled the lasso through the
air.

He was half-turned away from Mr. Shep-
herd as he made the cast, and certainly did
not look as if he were trying to lasso the
master; but Hacke was an expert with the
rope.

The noose settled suddenly over Mr. Shep-
herd’s head, and slid down to his waist.

Hacke started running at the same moment,
three or four fellows catching hold of the
rope with him, and runmning, too.

The rope tautened instantly, and the
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nopie was tight round Mr. Shepherd’s slim
waist.

Before the new master knew what was
happening, he was whirled off his feet, and
came down with a bump to the ground.

There was a wild yell as he landed.

*+Yah! What— Great heavens!
Yarooh-— Oh! Begad! Ah! Help!”

With hands and legs wildly flying, Mr.
Shepherd was whirled along the ground at
the end of the rope.

_(;I‘here was a shriek of laughter from all
sides,

Mr. Shepherd made frantic efforts to get
on his feet, but the dragging rope pulled
Iim eover again every time, and he went
tumbling and flying along.

“Ha, ba, hgt?

Bob Lawless clung to the porch, almost
weeping.

The yells of laughter brought
Meadows into the playground.

The schoolmistress stood nearly petrified
at the sight of the new master whirling
along heels oger head.

“Hacke!” she shrieked at last.

Eben Hacke looked round.

“Yes, marm?”

Miss

_ “What are you doing? Release Mr.
Shepherd at once! How dare you!” panted
the sehoolmistress. i

Hacke stared at Mr. Shepherd, who had
now come to a halt, and was sprawling on
the ground, struggling for breath.

“By gum!” ejaeulated Hacke, with a look
of astonishment. “It’s Mr. Shepherd! Oh
dear!t”

The sehoolboys rushed to the fallen man.

Hacke unloosed the lasso, and it was
up.
epherd sat up dazedly.
gh! Hooch! Yoooop!”™ he splut-
tered.
“Not hurt, sir?” exclaimed Hacke. “How

ever did youn get im the way of the rope,

sir? Why didn’t you call out?”
“Grooogh!”
“Help him up!” gasped Frank Richards,

struggling to repress his merriment. “T
hope you're not hurt, sir?”

* (Grooooght”

-Mr. Shepherd was set upen his feet.

His “store clothes” were in a sad state,
torn and dusty, and he looked draggled and
dishevelled from head to foot.

He stood gasping for hreath. evidently nof
quite aware whether he was on his head or
Lis heels.

Miss Meadows hurried to the spot.

“Mr. Shepherd, you are not hurt?”

“Greogh! Nunno!” gasped the young man
dazedly. “Somethin’—er—canght me; a—er
—rope, I think. I was-—er—oh dear!—pulled
over, by gad!”

“Hacke! How dare
trick?” -

“I couldn't guess Mr. Shepherd was going

to put his head into the rope, miss!” said
Hacke. “We often play with lassos in the
round.”
s Meadows gave him an expressive look.
not inclined to believe that the
affair was an accident; -but perhaps she
deemed it judicious not to inquire toa
closely. * e
“I—I—I am feelin’ rathah upset!” gasped
Mr. Shepherd. “If it was an accident,
please do not punish the boy, Miss Meadows.
Groogh! I think I will—ah—retiah to my
cabin!”

And he did.

And the Cedar €reek fellows streamed out
of the gates., where they could yell witheut

you play such a

being heard hy Miss Meadows.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bob's Little Scheme:
6
I out, of the corral after lessons at
Cedar Creek.
“@Go it!” said Frank.

'VE got an idea,” said Bob Lawless,
as the three chums led “their horses

“Let's ride over to Thompszon before we
go home,” said Bob. “I want to see a

man.”

“Right you are!”

Frank and Bob and Vere Beauclere
mounted their horses, and rode up the
g‘hompson trail, instead of heading for
ome.

“Who's the man?” asked Frank, as they
irotted along under the high branches that
overhung the trail, green now in the early
summer.

“Injun Dick.”

“What!” exclaimed Frank and Beauelere
together,
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“That’s the pilgrim,” said Bob. “I'm
going to spring Ynjun Dick on the Gentle
Shepherd. I guess Injun Dick will make
hig hair curl!”

“Qh, my hat!” said Frank.

“It’s too bad, making fun of that duffer!”
said Beauclere, laughing.

“Qh, rot!” answered Bob. “He was born
to make people joyful—you can see that!
He knows as much about Canada as he
knows about the mountains in the moon;
and I reckon that a real Red man on the
war-trail will make him hop some! It will
be no end funny!”

Frank Richards grinned at the idea.

It was not much .use arguing with Bob
Lawless when that cheerful youth was on
the trail of a joke, and his chums let him
have his way.

They arrived at the town of Thompson,
and proceeded to look for Imjun Dick.

Injun Dick was one of the sights of
Thompson.
He was an Apache Indian, a race not

native to Canada.

Injun Dick was many a hundred miles from
his native hunting-grounds.

He had once been a great warrior of
the Apache tribe, and Be had fought in the
last Apache war in Arizona, when the last
defence of their hunting-grounds by the
red tribes had been broken for ever.

The remnants of his defeated tribe bad
been scattered far and wide, and the warrior
had wandered far from his native heath.

By way of C€alifornia and Oregon he had
wandered to the north, till he had found

Sisisisiaiaisisisioiatatatsiatey
“THE SURPRISE—
PACKET OF
CEDAR CREEK!*

IS SURE SOME

BIG THRILLER

The Cedar Creek
Chums Again!

i

Glesisl@isiiEleieisisiEliaisieieiel
WolgiElgisigglsipiisigieiaeaic

jiafaraiatnio et hEEISHa ARG

a kind of homt in the Thompson Valley.
But the old Apache had not taken to work.

Sometimes he carried messages, or did odd
jobs in the town, and in the summer he
was sometimes seen fishing, and’ occasionally
he would go into-the mountains to hunt,
theugh whether he was hunting for game
or other people’s property was a question
that had no answer.

“Here he is!” said Bob Lawless, as he
slipped off his horse in front of the Red
Dog saloon.

Injun Dick was leaning on the rail, hils

old blanket round hir. apparently half-
asleep. .

His copper face glistened in the after-
noon sun.

He was basking 4n the warm rays, a good
deal like a cat, and perhaps dreaming of
the warmer climate he had left so many
years ago for ever.

Half-asleep as he seemed, his eyes opened
sharply at the sound of footsteps.

The three schoolboys stopped,
blinked at them.

“Injun thirsty!” he said.

That was the old Apache’s greeting to
anyone who stopped to speak to him.

Injun Dick had an insatiable thirst. Water
could not quench it. Not that he ever tried
water.

“8till thirsty?” smiled Bob Lawless.

“Fire-water!” said the noble Red man.

“Never mind the fire-water now,”
answered Bob. “I want you to do some-
thing for me, Dick. There’s a dollar at the
end of it.”

The Red man held out a coppery hand.

“Dollar first!” he said briefly.

“No fear!” answered Bob promptly. “I
know where your dollgr will go, Dicky, and
you may be in the calibooze to-morrow. Will
you come along to Cedar Creek to-morrow
and do something for me?”

and he

Injun Dick looked disappointed, but he
nodded. B

Evidently he considered that a dollar in
hand was worth two in the bush; but a
dollar in the bush was better than nothing.

“Well, listen to me,” said Bob. “You
used to be a great chief, Dick. No end big
gun Injun—eh?”

The Apache’s eyes gleamed for a moment.

“Ka-noon-ka great brave!” he said. “Hun-
dred scalgs in wigwam. Long ago.”

“Just as well that it’s long ago,” murmured
Frank Richards.

There was no doubt that Ka-noon-ka—alias
Injun Dick—had lifted a good many scalps
in the old days before his tribe was broken
and scattered.

“Well, I'want you to play at it to-morrow,”
said Bob. “Rub up your warpaint a bit,
you know, and come along to Cedar Creek as
a great warrior. Savvy?”

“You want Injun kill?”

“Oh, great Scott, no!” yelled Bob Law-
less. “You get hanged if you kill anybody
in Canada!”

The Red man grinned.

“No kill,” he said. “Great white chief
Henderson come with rope. Wah! I have
spoken.”

Mr. Henderson, the sheriff of Thompson,
had evidently impressed the noble Red man
with a respect for law and order.

“I don’t want you to kill anybody!” ex-
claimed Bob. “I want you to scare a
tenderfoot—make him believe that- you're a
regular rip-snorter of a red brave, after his
scalp, and scare him out of his seven senses.
But don’t hurt him. Injuh savvy?”

“Me savvy.”

“It's ¢ new makter at our school,” said
Bob. “T’'ll point him out to you—a Mr.
Shepherd.”

“Injun know.”

“You’ve seen him?”

“You bet!
Injun Dick.

Wah!”

“Good!” said Bob. “Well, that’s the
antelope. He generally trots out for a walk
along the creek after morning lessons in
school. That’s when you'll jump on him to-
morrow. Give a yell, same as you used to
on the warpath, and chase him. But mind
you don’t hurt him. It's only a joke:?*; -

Injun Dick grinned.

“Injun savvy.”

“Then it’s a trade?” said Bob.

“All 0.K.!” said Injun Dick, holding out
a coppery paw again. “Injun work rifle,
you bet. Two dollar!”

“I said one dollar.”

“Injun say two!” answered the Red man
calmly.

“Well, it’s worth it,” said Bob. “Two
dollars, if you give him a jolly good scare.”

“You bet! One dollar to-day, one dollar
to-morrow.”

Bob looked doubtful.

“Well, here you are!” he said, handing
over the dollar. “Mind, about half-past one
to-morrow outside the school.”

“Injun savvy.”

Bob Lawless added a few more instrue:
tions, to which Injun Dick listened, with a
longing eye fastened on the doorway of the
saloon.

The moment the schicolboys mounted their
horses the Red man made a dive for the
doorway, and ‘disappeared into the Red Dog.

The chums of Cedar Creek rode homeward
in a merry humour. They were locoking for-
ward very keenly to the morrow.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Injun Dick on the Warpath.

MILES broke out involuntarily on
several faces in the school-room at
Cedar Creek during lessons the next
moerning.

Bob Lawless had confided his little scheme
to some of his friends, and there was a
happy anticipation of Injun Dick’s visit.

Mr. Shepherd had no suspicion of the sur-
prise that awaited him after lessons.

But a chortle ran round among the
schoolboys when they were dismissed.

Miss Meadows glanced along the table at
the school dinner with a somewhat suspicious
eye

She could discern that there was some-
thing, half-suppressed, going on, though she
could not guess what it was.

After dinper, Mr. Shepherd strolled away
from the schoolhouse.

He was accustomed to take a stroll after
the meal, before lessons were resumed, &
habit that Bob Lawless had noticed.

asked Frank. "o
See him at store,” explaine
“Hear talk. Injun °‘Ksow.
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As he walked gracefully out of the gates
the schoolboys exchanged blissful glances.

If Injun Dick was keeping his compact, he
was already lurking in the wood by the
creek, on the watch for the new master.

And there was no doubt that he was
keeping it. He was after the other dollar.

Bob Lawless chuckled softly.

“Now look out for the circus!” he
murmured.

“It’s almost too bad!”
laughing.

“Rats! He was born to be made fun of.”

“Suppose he tumbles to it that Injun
Dick’s only a tame Injun, though,” said Tom
Lawrence.

Bob sniffed.

“That galoot wouldn't tumble to any-
thing. You watch!”

“I tumbled fast enough when Todgers
tried to play that game on me, and scare
me with Injuns,” said Hopkins.

“My dear man, you're not a genius, but-
you’'ve got more brains in your boots than
the Gentle Shepherd has in his head!”
answered Bob.

The schoolboys gathered in a crowd round
the gateway, to watch, in great anticipation.

Through the openings of the timber they
cauld see Mr. Shepherd sauntering along the
bank of the creek, twirling a cane and
smoking a cheroot.

Suddenly the sauntering man stopped.

The twirling cane dropped from his hand,
and the cheroot slanted down as his teeth
lost their grip of it.

Mr. Shepherd’s eyes were fixed upon a
horrid sight that had just dawned upon him.

The bushes near the creek had parted,
with a slight rustle, and from the opening
a fierce, red face glared out.

It was the face of a Red Indian, but not
the “tame” Indian of the kind Mr.
Shepherd had seen on the Canadian railways
_and ranches.
woLhe face was aquiline and strongly marked
in features, the eyes black and deep-set and
glittering.

The coppery hue of the face was half-
hidden by stripes of bla‘ck and white war-
paint, daubed on thickly.

Feathers were stuck in the matted hair.

The master of Cedar Creek stared, frozen,
at the terrible vision.

The Redskin stared out at him, motionless,
with eyes that glittered like a snake’s.

A coppery hand came into view, grasping
a tomahawk.

said Beauclere,

Slowly the bushes parted, and the Indian
crept forth, directly towards the horrified
man on the bank of the creek.

Ilis motion was slow and stealthy, noise-
less as that of an animal creeping on its
prey.

Mr. Shepherd stood rooted to the ground.

His limbs failed him.

Like a bird fascinated by a serpent, he
stared, without motion, at the terrible figure
creeping on him.

His face was deadly white, and ‘he scarcely
breathed.

Suddenly the Indian made a spring, at
the Same time giving utterance to a fearful
whoop, and brandishing his tomahawk.

Then Mr. Shepherd woke to life, as it
were.

He made a frantic bound backwards.

“Oh! Ah! Keep off!” he panted.

‘Whoop !

Brandishing his tomahawk furiously, the
Redskin rushéd at him.

Mr. Shepherd was unarmed, and believing,
as he did, that this was a savage Redskin on
the warpath, it was no wonder that he
turned and fled frantically for the lumber
school.

Like a deer he ran up the rugged path to
the school.

His hat flew off, his hair blew out as he
raced along towards the crowd of schoolboyz
at the gates.

Fast on his track, whooping wildly, came
Injun Dick, with brandished tomahawk.

Wheop!

It was a blood-curdling yell, such as
Ka-noon-ka had often uttered in the old
days, when he was on the warpath against
Comanches, or Piutes, or white soldiers.

In fact, it probably seemed like old times
to the Apache to be howling en the track
of a fleeing paleface.

Mr, Shepherd had not hitherto displayed
any athletic proclivities at the Ilumber
school, but now he showed the Cedar Creek
fellows that he was, at least, a first-class
man in a foot-race.

He waved his hands wildly to the boys
as he came tearing on.

“Run!” he shouted.

“What? How? What’s
back Bob Lawless.

“Red Indians! Run for your lives!”

“Run!” yelled Bob Lawless, choking back
his laughter. “Indians, you chaps--scalp-
hunters you know! Bolt for it!”

The whole crowd joined in the joke.

the row?” called

With a yell expressive of terror the school-
boys turned and bolted in at the gates, Mr.
Shepherd tearing in after them.

They fully expected to see him bolt for
the schoolhouse like a rabbit for its burrow.

But instead of that, Mr, Shepherd seized
the big, heavy gate and swung it shut.

With hurried hands he jammed the bars
into place.

Crash!

Injun Dick arrived only a second too late,
and fairly hurled himself upon the gate,
which shook and rattled under the impact.

Whoop ! 7

Mr. Shepherd reeled back from the gate,
panting.

“Into the house, quick!” he shouted.

“What are we to go into the house for?”
exclaimed Molly Lawrence.

“Quick, quick! Indians!”

The girl stared at him blankly.

“Indians!” she repeated. *“ What stuff!”

“Come on, Molly!” yelled Bob. “Do you
want to be scalped?”

“Scalped! Nonsense!”

‘Whoooop!

Over the gate rose a terrifying face into
view--the war-painted face of the Apache.

Dob caught Molly by the arm and rushed
her into the porch.

“Who is it, Bob?” she panted. “Is it a

joke?”
“You've hit it!” grinned Bob. “Buf
shush!”
Boys and girls had crowded into the

schoolhouse. Mr. Shepherd followed them in,
and slammed the door and bolted it.

Then he stood panting.

It was with difficulty that the practical
jokers suppressed their mirth.

But, as a matter of fact, Mr. Shepherd had
risen in their estimation a little.

He certainly was an ass, but be had shown
courage. Instead of bolting for safety, as
they had expected, he had seen to the safely
of the boys and girls first.

It was true that they were not in any
danger, but the Gentle Shepherd was not
aware of that trifling detail.

Bang!

The Apache’s tomahawk smote the door
with a crash that made the splinters fly.

Injun Dick had climbed over the gate,
and he was raging outside the house itself
now.

“Good heavens!” panted Mr. Shepherd.
“A gun—a gun! Is there a gun? To

of the rope.

¢ What—Vah !

ACCIDENT OR DESIGN ? The noose of the lasso settled over NMr. Shepherd’s shoulders, and the next moment he
was jerked oft his feet. He came down with a bump to the ground, and was whirled along in the dust at the end
Yaroooh !’ yelled the new master.

Great heavens !

(See Chapter 2.)

4
’
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merey’s sake, find a gun! Courage, you
youngsters. I will defend you!”

*“Oh, my hat!” murmured Frank Richards.

“A gun—a gun!” shouted Mr. Shepherd, as
the Redskin whooped outside again. A
gun .o gun!”

“What is the matter?”

Cool and calm, Miss Meadows arrived on
the scene.

PR

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Heroic!
¢sg- NDIANS!”
AMr. Shepherd panted out that word
in explanation.
He expected to see Miss Meadows
turn pale and shriek—perhaps faint.

Miss Meadows would not have fainted if
it had been a real Redskin raid, and cer-
tainly she was not likely to faint now.

She only looked astounded.

“Indians?” she repeated.

“Yes,” panted the new master, “a Redskin
yaid, Miss Meadows! Good heavens! I was
under the impression that this part of the
country was quite settled. 1 have seen only
one, go far, but doubtless they are numerous.
Bless my soul!”

Whoop !

Crash!

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Bob Lawless to
his chums, in dismay. “The sily ass is
carrying it too far. 1 didn't mean all this.”

Crash!

“Have you a gun, Miss Meadows? I can
use a rifie. For Heaven’s sake find me a
weapon before they break in, or all our lives
may be sacrificed.”

“What can this mean?”’ exclaimed the
amazed schoolmistress. *“Calm yourself, Mr.
Shepherd! There are no wild Indians in this
section, or within a hundred miles.”

“Madam, I have been attacked by a
savage brave in warpaint. I have barely
cluded him with my life!”

“Impossible!”

“Can you not hear him?”

Whoop!

Miss Meadows went to the window.

She pulled back the shutter and looked
cat.

.Dutside, Injun Dick was executing a kind
of war-damce in front of the house, and
giving utterance to a succession of terrifie
whoops.

Probably the noble Red man had primed
himself for the adventure with some deep
draughts of the Red Dog fire-water; cer-
tainly he was in a state of great excitement.

In his warpaint Miss Meadows did not
immediately recegnise him, though she had
often seen the old Apache in the streets of
Thompson.

Shs stared at the wild figure in astonish-
ment.

“What—who can it be?” she exclaimed.

“Miss ‘*Meadows, pray stand back! 1f
tere is a rifle in the house 1 can bring him
down from the window!” exclaimed Mr.
Shepherd.

“Yeu will certainly do nothing of the kind,
sir!” said Miss Meadows tartly. “The man
appears to be intoxicated; but that is no
reason for shooting him, and I should cer-
tainly not allow it.”

“Hiss Meadows, the man as you call him,
is a. savage Indian, and I barely escaped
from his hands with my life!”

“ Nonsense!”

“Wha-a-at!”

Miss Meadows threw open the lattice.

The Redskin heard the ,sound, and turned
to the window a% once, whooping and
flourishing his tomahawk. 3

Through the window Bob Lawless watched
him in dismay.

e had never intended this.

His scheme had been .to seare the new
master, and send him bolting for safety,
and there he had expected the joke to end.

Injun Dick was overdoing it with a ven-
geance.

Probably the fire-water accounted for that,
or perhaps the Apache-was bent on fully
earning the promised dollar,

He came up to the window, raging,

“Whoop !”

Miss Meadows looked at him sternly.

*What are you doing here?” she exclaimed.

“Whoop !” -

Mr. Shepherd rushed into Miss Meadows’
study, where he remembered to have seen a
gun hanging on the wall.

Ile grabbed down the gun,
back into the hall with it.
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In his excitement he did not pause to
think whether it was loaded or not.

“Stand aside, Miss Meadows!” he shouted.
“1 can get him from here!”

He threw the gun to his shoulder.

“Stop!” shrieked Miss Meadows, in great
alarm. *“Are- you insane? Put down that
gun at cncel”

Bob Lawless rushed at the new master,
grasped the barrel, and forced the gun
downwards to the floor.

Click! 8

If the firearm had been loaded the builst
f\41v0r11d have found a billet in the pine-plank
COT.

As it happened, 15 was not loaded. Miss
Meadows was not careless enough to keep
loaded firearms within the reach of school-
boys.

Only a click resulted as the trigger was
pulled.

But the sight of the gun had been enough
for Injun Dick, who jumped back from the
window with a yell as he saw it levelled.

Injun Dick had faced loaded firearms in
his time, and he knew that they were
dangerous, especially in foolish and reckless
hands.

“Where are the cartridges?” shouted Mr.
Shepherd.

“The cartridges are locked up, and will
remain so!” snapped Miss Meadows. “For
goodness’ sake, sir, listen to reason!”

But Mr. Shepherd was not in a state of
mind to listen to reason.

“Madam, you do mnot understand your
danger!” he exclaimed. “But I will deal
with this Indian? He seems to be alone
here. Will you find me some cartridges at
once?” - .

“(Certainly not! I—"

“ Madam, do you not understand that he
may scalp the stableman or Mr. Slimmey
while we are talking here?” exclaimed Mr.
Shepherd. “I cannot leave them to their
fate!”

He tore down the bar from the door.

“Bar the door after me!” he shouted.

And, with that, he rushed out of the
poreh, the unloaded gun in his hands.

“Bless my soul!” she exclaimed dazedly.
“Fortunately, the gun is not loaded!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from the
school crowd. They could restrain it no
longer.

“Boys! Lawless! Richards!”

“Come on!” shouted Bob. “Injun Dick
may hurt him if he goes for him with that
gun!”

“Injun Dick!” exclaimed Miss Meadows.
“Is that Indian Injun Dick?”

“I—I suspect so, ma’am,” sald Bob.

The schoolboys did not bar the door after
Mr. Shepherd, as he had so heroically bidden
them.

They swarmed out into the playground,
shouting with merriment.

Quite an exciting scene was being enacted
there.

Injun Dick did not like the gun. He did
not know that it was unloaded.

As Mr. Shepherd headed for him the
Apache fled.

The sight of the Redskin running greatly
encouraged the young man, and naturally he
determined that the bloodthirsty savage
should not escape.

He rushed fiercely in pursuit.

“Stop!” he thundered. * Surrender, or
you are a dead man!”
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In a moment of less excitement the tender-
foot master would not have expected a
savage Red brave to understand English.

But, as a matter of fact, the Apache did
understand, and he stopped at once.

“No shoot Injun Dick!” he yelled, throw-
ing up his hands as Mr. Shepherd levelled
the gun.

“Keep your hands up!” rapped out Mr.

Shepherd victoriously. “Oh- dear! Mind!
T'll shoot if you offer to resist!”

“Injun Dick good Injun!” howled the
Apache. “No shoot Injun Dick! Great

white chief Henderson come along with rope,
you bet!” -

Even Mr. Shepherd realised that that was
extraordi®ary language for an Indian on the
warpath to use. He did not know that
Injun Dick had picked up his English in the
saloons and on the ranches.

“You are my prisoner!” he rapped out.

“You bet!” answered the noble Red man
cheerfully.

“Get along in front of me, and keep your
hands up!”

“Injun savvy.”

The Redskin marched towards the school-
house at Mr. Shepherd's order, followed by
the master with the levelled gun.

Had the Redskin been really a savage on
the warpath, the sight would have been quite
impressive. As it was, it made all Cedar
Creek shriek with laughter.

Mr. Shepherd was too excited and trium-
phant even-to notice the general merriment.

Miss Meadows hurried out of the house.
Her face was crimson. She was keenly con-
scious of the utterly ridiculous scene.

“Mr. Shepherd, please put down that gun
at once!” she exclaimed. “How can you be
sa absurd?”

“ Absurd, madam!” ejaculated the new
master. “I have taken this savage Indian
prisoner!” £

“The man is not a savage Indian!” ;_ﬂ‘gh S
shouted Miss Meadows. “He is a disreput-
able person from the neighbouring town, and
is apparently intoxicated. He Is perfectly
well known here.”

“Wha-a-at ¥’

Mr. Shepherd lowered the gun.

The howls

of laughter on all sides made some im-
pression at last.
Injun Dick was grinning like a hyena.

comic side of the matter appealed evefi to
the stolid Red man. .

- Nlliiss Meadows gave the Red man a stern
look.

“Why are you playing this foolish triek
here?” she exclaimed.

“Scare fool white man,” answered Injun
Dick innocently. “Young white chief ask
Injun Dick scare fool white man. Wah!”

“What ! exclaimed Miss Meadows. *“Then
it is a foolish joke of some boy here! I sus-
pected as much!”

Bob Lawless gave a groan, and shook his
fist at Injun Dick from behind Miss
Meadows.

The unsuspecting Indian had given the
game away with a vengeance.

But Injun Dick did not understand the
shaking of the fist. He looked at Bob with
an expression of injured inquiry.

“All O.K., bully rook!” he exclaimed.
“One dollar for Injun. You pay!” And he
held out his coppery hand.

“So it was you, Lawless, who induced the
Indian to come here and.play this absurd
prank?” said Miss Meadows very quietly.

“Qnly a little joke ma’am!” groaned Bob.
“J—I didn’t mean the silly chump to carry
it so far!”

“Go away at once!” said Miss Meadows
to the Indian. “At once! Do you hear??

“Young white chief pay dollar first!” said
Injun Dick. “Injun thirsty! Want fire-
water! Wah! I have spoken!”

Bob Lawless pitched the dollar at him.

Injun Dick picked it up, grinned, and then,
draping his tattered blanket round him,
stalked away with great dignity.

Ile left the whole school yelling.

Mr. Shepherd, with a very red face,
hurried into the house, trying to keep the
gun as much ocut of sight as possible as he
went.

“Silence!” exclaimed Miss Meadows,
“There is nothing to laugh at! Lawless, 1
shall cane you! Tollow me!”

Bob Lawless came out a few minutles
later, rubbing his hands ruefully.

Mr. Shepherd did not take his class that
afternoon. He hid his ‘blushes in his own
quarters. ‘And-quite a number of boys and
girls were called over the coals that after-
noon for laughing in clags!

THE END.

i'ise-Packet of Cedar Creek !’ HNext Week!

ha, ..



Your Collection of Real Photos is GROWING—Add next week’s to it! 11

THE SHANGHAIED SCHOOLBOYS!

ercoks.

A Into the neighboeurhood of Greyfriars comes a band of daring
Unaware of the menace to Greyfriars School, Harry Wharton and his chum, Bob Cherry, fail
into the plotters’ hands! :

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Qoal !

& NE!” said Bob Cherry.
O The crowd of juniors stood
o round expectantly.

They were just opposite the
doorway of the gymnasium at Grey-
friars, at a distance of ten yards.

Frank Nugent had placed a footer care-
fully in position. ~Harry Wharton, the
ﬁa}pliain of the Remove, was preparing to

ick.

It was certainly not usual for the
Remove fellows to practise shooting for
goal, with the doorway of the gym as an
object. It was due to Skinner. The
chums of the Remove had been punting
the ball about in the Close while waiting
for the dinner-bell, when Skinner had
made the suggestion. He made it in
the form of a remark that Wharton
couldn’t possibly bring off the kick. And
as Wharton felt that he could, he intended
to prove that fact to all and sundry.

Quite a crowd of Removites stood
round, curious to see whether the goal
would come off. Skinner was grinning in
a peculiar manner. He had one eye on
Harry Wharton and one on the doorway
of the gym. 7

“Two!” said Bob Cherry.

Wharton calculated the distance.

It was not an easy kick, but he thought
he could bring it off ; and he wondered a
little at the grin on Skinner’s face. It
was a matter of no great moment to
Harry Wharton, but Skinner seemed to
be tremendously interested in that kick.
Skinner of the Remove was a humorist,
with somewhat peculiar ideas of humour ;
but Wharton did not see where the joke
came in, in challenging him to bring off
that kick.

Bob Cherry held up his hand.

“Three !”

Wharton kicked for goal, .

Just as his toe smote the leather there
was a sudden yell of warning from Frank
Nugent:

‘““Hold on! Look out!”

But the warning came too late!

|

The footer was whizzing through the

air.

Wharton gave a gasp.

Right in the doorway of the gym ap-
péared the form of Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove. He was chatting
with Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,
and both were coming out of the gym.

Mr. Quelch heard the shout, and
glanced round towards the juniors, and
ii.s he did so the whizzing leather reached
him.

Wharton had intended it to whiz right
through the doorway of the gym. But
Mr. Quelch’s portly form was filling up
the doorway just then. The footer
catght Mr. Quelch full upon the chest,
and there was a startled cry from the
Remove master. He was utterly unpre-
pared for the shock. He staggered back-
wards, and sat down in the doorway with
a gasp like air escaping from a puncture.

“0Oh!” stammered all the juniors at
once.

Mr. Quelch sat in the doorway, dazed,
his gown and his face splashed with mud.
That footer had been punted about the
Close for some time, where there were
puddles left by the late rain. It was not
clean. Mr. Quelch’s mortar-board fell
off, and he sat, bare-headed, panting for
breath.

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Bob Cherry.
“You've been and gone and done it
now.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tain’t a
asses !”

“1—1 didn’t know Quelchy was there I’
gasped Wharton, Then he swung round
furiously on Skinner. “But you did,
you rotter! You knew Quelchy was
there. You knew he was just coming
out. You wanted me to catch him with
the footer!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinner.

He was doubled up with merriment.
His little joke had cothe off even better
than he could have hoped.

But his yell of laughter had changed
suddenly to a yell of anguish. Wharton

laughing matter, you
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rushed ut him, and got his head into
chancery, and pommelled away furiously.
He knew what he had to expect for bowl-
ing his Form master over with a muddy
football, and his idea was to make the
humorist of the Remove pay for it ir
advance.

“Yow-ow-ow !”
“Leggo! It "was
Yarooh !”

Thump, thump, thump !

“ Wharton !’

“Ye-e-e-es, sir!”

Harry Wharton released Skinner at Mr.
Quelch’s sharp voice. The Form master
was on his feet again now, striding to-
wards the juniors, bare-headed, mud-
splashed, and furious.

Skinner staggered away, dabbing his
nose with his handkerchief. It needed

roared Skinner.
only a jj-joke!

it.

“ Wharton, was it you kicked that foot-
ball at me?”

“I—I kicked it, sir.
for you.”

“ What !”

“J—T1 was only trying to get a goal in
the gym doorway, sir.”

Mr. Quelch’s brow was like thunder.
His dignity as a I'orm master had been
very much upset, and the bump on the
ground had jarred him. The Remorvites
had seldom seen him so angry.

“Whether you knew I was there or
not makes no difference, Wharton!” he
rapped out. “ Anybody might have been
coming out of the gymnasium—the Head
himself.”

“]—I didn’t think, sir—"

“You are old enough to think. You
must learn to think, Wharton!”
thundered the Remove master.

“Ve-es, sir,” said Wharton meekly.
“1—T11 try, sir.”

Tt was an attempt at the soft answer
which turneth away wrath. But Mr.
Quelch’s wrath was not to be turned
away. .

« Follow me to my study, Wharton.”

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

I didn’t mean it
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Wingate picked up Mr. Quelch’s mor-
tar-board and handed it to him. The
Remove master strode away rustling to-
wards the School House, and Harry
followed him reluctantly. He knew what
was going to happen in Mr. Quelch’s
study, and he wetted his palms in antici-
pation. Mr. Quelch had great muscular
powers with the cane,

Wharton followed him into his study.
Mzr. Quelch wiped the mud from his face
before the looking-glass, the junior wait-
ing with unenviable feelings.

Then the Remove master turned to
Wharton.

“1 think that a severe punishment may
teach you to think before acting on
another occasion, Wharton !” he rapped
out. ‘‘Hold out your hand !”

CEENEEEEmHEEaasSay §

TAKE MY
TIP AND

He picked up a cane.

Thwack, thwack, thwack, thwack !

Two on each hand—and they were
“twisters 7! Harry Wharton bore the
infliction like a hero.  He set his lips
hard together, and made no sound.

“You will be detained until four o’clock
this afternoon,” said Mr. Quelch. “The
loss of your half-holiday will give you an
ample opportunity for thinking.”

Wharton’s face lengthened.

The caning had been severe enough,
but he would rather have had it doubled
than have had his half-holiday confiscated.
'The Famous Five had planned a little
excursion for that afternoon, and Whar-
ton did not want to be left out. The
L‘lidff House girls were expecting them,
an

“If you please, sir——7"

“You may go, Wharton !”

“If—if you wouldn’t mind caning me
again, sir, and letting me off for this
afternoon *? yentured Harry.

Mr. Queleh pointed to the door with
his cane.

“If you do not go at once, Wharton,
and without another word, I shall cer-
tainly cane you again. But under no
circumstances shall T let you off for this
afternoon! Gol”

There was no more to be said. Mr.
Qu}elch was not a gentleman te be argued
with. Harry Wharton left the study in
silence.

The dinner-bell was ringing, and Whar-
ton’s face was very glum as he took his
place at the Remove table with - his
comrades. v

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Companions in Misfortune!

“ ELL, this is rotten!”
Bob Cherry offered that

opinion with a lugubrious

expression. And the other
members of the Co. echoed his remark.
It was indeed rolten.

As it was a half-holiday that afternoon,
the chums of the Remove had planned a
little outing, which, of course, would not
be complete without their leader. They
were to call at ClLff House School for
Marjerie Hazeldene and Miss Clara, and,
after a ramble along the cliffs, they were
to have tea in the smuggler’s cave. The
supplies had been purchased, and
Johnny Bull had his cooking apparatus

TaE PorurLar.—No. 201.
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all ready packed. And the afternoon
was to have been most enjoyable—but

for that unlucky goal in the doorway of
the gym.
In the Remove footer matches

Wharton had sometimes saved the situa-
tion by a goal in the nick of time; but
on the present occasion that goal was a
goal too many.

Wharton was detained” until four
o'clock—that is, till 'the early wintry
dusk was setting in. The afternoon was
simply ““mucked up 7 for him, as Bob
Cherry expressed it with more emphasis
than elegance.

‘“And for us, too,” added Bob dole-
fully. ““We sha'n’t enjoy the afternoon,
knowing that you are stuck here writing
out verbs!”

“ Well, «it can’t be helped,” said Harry,
with a forced cheerfulness. ‘ After all,
it was my own fault. T ought to have
guessed that Skinner was up to some-
thing. Confound him !”

“Tll look for him and punch his nose,
if you like,” offered Johnny Bull.

Wharton laughed.

“I’ve done that once, and it wouldn’t
improve matters, anyway—to say nothing
of Skinner’s nose. You fellows get off
at the time arranged—I can stand it. I’ve
got to, anyway !”’ o

““Good mind not to go!” said Nugent.

“Must! Marjorie and Clara are ex-
pecting us. You can tell them I can’t
come, that’s all. But T'll give you a look
in later,” added Wharton. “I1 can get
out at four, and get to the cave by half-
past, so I can walk back to Cliff House
with you.”

“Good egg!” .

The party was to have consisted of six
juniors—Wharton, Nugent, Bob, Johnny
Bull, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and
Hazeldene—Marjorie’s brother. The five
who were at liberty made their prepara-
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tions for starting, and Harry Wharton
went into the Form-room. He was feel-
ing a little downhearted, but really he
realised that he could not expect Mr.
Quelch to overlook that goal. As he sat
in the Form-room and opened his Latin
grammar, Skinner looked in. Skinner’s
nose was swollen, but he was grinning.

“1 hear you can’t go with the little
party,” he remarked.

“No,” growled Wharton.

“Sorry! Shall I go in your place 7”

““ No !” snapped Harry.

“Well, I only wanted {o be obliging,”
grinned Skinner; “and I’'m really sorry
you caught Quelchy with the footer. I
had a bet with Smithy whether you'd
catch Quelchy or Wingate, and it turned
out to be Quelchy, so I won a bob!”

“Rotter!” said Wharton.

“Rats!” said Skinrer.

And he walked away chuckling.

A few minutes later Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, glanced into the
big, desolate Form-room, empty save for
the detained junior sitting at his desk.

Wharton gave him a cold glance. He
remembered Skinner’s statement about
the bet, and he was not feeling amiable
towards the Bounder just then.

“Sorry you’'re detained !”” said Vernon-

Smith politely. ‘I suppose you can’t get
??’

off ?
“ No, I can’t!”
“Pity to spoil the party, though,” the

A Tale with a
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Bounder suggested. “I'll tell you what
—I'll go with the fellows instead of you,
Wharton. I should like to.”

“You can go and eat coke!l” said
Harry crossly. ‘1 shouldn’t be detained
here if you hadn’t made a silly, idiotie
bet with Skinner {”

“Well, I'd like to join the party in
your place——"

“Ask the other fellows, then, and be
blowed !”?

The Bounder sniffed and walked away.
As a matter of fact, he had already given
Bob Cherry & Co. a hint on the subject,
and he had not found them at all anxious
for his company in their excursion.

Wharton settled down to his verbs
again, but his interruptions were not yet

‘over. There were other fellows who liked

the idea of joining ‘the party with
Marjorie Hazeldene in its number.

Coker, of the Fifth came into the
Remove-room, and gave the detained
junior a nod of unusual affability.

“I hear you can’t go on a little excur-
sion you were planning,” Coker re-
marked. “T’ll tell you what, Wharton—
T'll go in your place, and—and look after
Miss Hazeldene.”

“Go and eat coke!” was Wharton’s
reply.

“Now, look here, Wharton,” said
Coker persuasively. “I've spoken to
Cherry, and he was cheeky about it
You just say that you want me to go in
your place——"

“But I don’t!” =

“If you are looking for a  thick
ear——" began Horace Coker writh-
fully. | -

Wharton disengaged the inkpot from
its receptacle in his desk, and waited for
Coker.

Coker was striding towards him. But

he seemed to change his mind then; and, _

with a frown,
Form-room.

Wharton grinned, and went on with
his verbs. He wondered who would be
the next substitute to offer himself.

It turned out to be Billy Bunter, the
Owl of the Remove. Bunter relled in,
his fat face very red, and his little round
eyes blinking with indignation behind his
big spectacles. 1

“I say, Wharton—— T.ook here—
I'm going with that party! As you're
left out, of course, somebody will be
wanted in your place. I'm going!®

“Shurrup "

__“You know jolly well that Marjorie
Hazeldene would like me to come!”
howled Bunter. ““Bob Cherry knows it,
and that’s why the beast kicked me when
I said I was coming !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha 1?

“There’s nothing to cackle at. I'm
jolly  well going,” said Bunter
“‘ Marjorie won’t enjoy the afternoon if
I'm not there. You know that—you all
know it! I despise this personal
jealousy you fellows are always showing.
A chap can’t help being good-looking,

he stalked out of the
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and if the girls run after him a bit—
why—— Yah! Oh!” -

Biff !

Wharton’s Latin grammar caught Billy
Bunter upon his ample chest, and the
Owl of the Remove gave a sudden yeip

(Continued on page 16.)
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= s £ sail the ocean blew!” chanted |

Dick Dauntless. i

“And our saucy ship’s a

bewty ! chimed in Frank Fearless.

The two chums, who figger as the heroes
of our story, had set sail in a small rowing- :
boat for the Congo, where they intended te A
hunt for berried trezzure. { E

They were now passing through the Bay of
Biscay, that dreadful seething cauldron, in
which so many gallent ships have gone to ;
their doom. | 1

The little rowing-boat was tost about like Bilf/l |k
a cockleshell. Grate waves came crashing §| i
over its quarter-deck Heavy seas rushed |
into its port-holes.

But Dauntless was dauntless. And Fear-
less was fearless. They had been in worse
predikkerments than this, in the corse of
their career. They strapped themselves to
their seats for fear of being washed over-
board, and they ‘arfed and joaked as if they
were thoroughly enjoying themselves.

“When do you think we shall strike
Africa?” inkwired Frank Fearless.

“In about two months' time, with luck,”
was the reply.

“But we've only got enuff provisions on
board to last us three days!”

“That duzzent matter. ‘We can stop one §}
of the big liners, and ask them to shy us i}
some dog-biskits!” T

“If this sea gets much ruffer,” said Frank §f|i|Ijt]
Fearless, “we shall capsize.” \ e

“In that case, we shall have to cling to
the reckage until help comes,” said Dick §i
Dauntless. “The water is rather chilly at 8lg
this time of the year, but it can’t be fi
helped!” !

Even as Dick spoke a giant braker caught !
the rowing-boat amidshipps, and it ceased §}
to be a rowing-boat. It turned turtle!

The two chums were plunged into that § &
seething cauldron of boiling, icy water. They
clutched at the overturned boat, and hung

|
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on for dear life. —
“Are you all right, Frank?" panted Dick ==
Dauntless.
'“Yes,.rather! I feel a trifle damp, but
-I'm quite safe. Have you still got the The Dauntless Adventurers in Deadly Peril.
wooden image safe and sound, Dick?” ’ .
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Fat
“You bet!”

- The little wocden image, by the way, was
the clue to the berried trezzure in the
Congo. A diagram had been secratched on
it, s‘nowing eggsactly where the trezzure was
hidden.

If Dick and Frank were to lose that idol, it
would be fatal. It wouldn’t matter if they
lost, their lives im that tretcherus sea, so
long as they retained possessicn of the
image.

For hours and hours they clung to the
lr_eekage, until they were cramped in every
.

Darkness fell over the land.

“We are in a dreadful plight, Dick!” said
Fra'nk Fearless. *““Alone on the wide, wide
seal”

“Hang on!” ansered Dick Dauntless. “I've
a feeling in my boans that help will come
soon.”

Even as he spoke, a huge liner came
bouncing over the waves It was lighted
with bicycle-lamps four and aft.

“Ship ahoy!” yelled Dick Dauntless.

“Save us, or we perrish!” shrieked Frank
Fearless.

The grate liner rumbled to a standstill. A
swarthy face peéred over the handlebars of
the vessel.

“Ahoy, there!
harsh voice.

“Two brave British boys, shiprecked in
thie Bay of Biscay!” ansered Dick Dauntless.
- Instantly a rope was sent wirling through
the air. The two chums clutched at it, and
1\yere hauled up on to the mane deck of the
1ner.

It was the kaptin of the vessel who had
reskewed them. Kaptin Krook was his name.

“Where are you bound for?” asked Dick
Dauntless.

“Africa,” was the reply.

“Oh, good! You might put us down at the
Congo, will you? We shall be pleased to
work our passidge.”

“Eye, eye!” said the kaptin.

The two chums were taken to a nice, cosy
cabbin, where they were given a good round
meal, to which they did fool justiss.

“This is top-hole!” said Frank Fearless.
“We shall get to the Congo about six weeks
sooner than we antissipated.”

“Yes, rather!”

'Mmd you guard the wooden image care-
fully, Diek! T have an idear that Kaptin
Krook may try to pinch it.”

“He’ll be unlucky if he does!” was Dick’s
comment.

Sure enuff, an attempt was made fo steel
the ido! thab very night.

Our heroes were asleep in their bunks
during the midnight watch, when a stelthy
figger came crawling on all fours into their
cabbin. It was the figger of Kaptin Erook!

The skoundrel was aware that Dick Daunt-
less had the wooden image in his possession.

“ Belay me, but T shall be a loser if it isn‘t
under the kid’s pillow!” muttered the kaptin.

With stelthy fingers he groped underneeth
Dick’s head.

Now, Dick was a very light sleeper. The
slightest wisper awoke him. He opened’ his
ey and, althoagh it was piteh-dark, he
took in the situation at a glanse.

Klenching his fist, Dick drove it fool into
he kaptin’s face.

“Take that, you theeving rotter!” he cried.

The kaptin spat out a feerce imprecation.
At the same instant, Frank Fearless awoke.

“What’s wrong, Dick?” he cried. ”

“I caught this skoundrel trying to steel
the image!” ansered Dick. “Give me a hand
—quiek!”

The kaptin fought with the strength of
an ocks, but he was no match for our heroes.
They overpowered him, and trust him up
with rope, and took him along to his own
cabbin, and locked him in.

“You can stay there for the rest of the
voyage!” shouted Dick Dauntless through
the keyhole.

“Let me out, you young welps!” hist the
kaptin.

" But there was nothing deing.

Dick Dauntless took command of the ship,
and the rest of the voyage passed without
insiddent.

When the liner reached the west coast
of Africa, Dick ran her ashore, and the two
chums started off on their quest for the
berried trezzure, which konsisted of tusks
of ivory. &

Their reseption at the hands of the natives
was distinctly hostile. They had a fight on
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Who are you?”’ came a

their hands before they had been in the
Congo five minnits.

The natives were armed with sticks and
clubs and cudgels and bows and arrows.
But our heroes did not falter. They rushed
into the fray, hitting out right and ?eft, and
the savvidge hoards were scattered like chaft
before the reaper.

Dick and Frank pushed on through
villidge after villidge They had to fairly
fight their way through the Congo. But

the) were skilled in the art of fisticuffs, and
sudden attack by a few duzzen savvidges
didn’t worry them in the leest.

By night, they slept in the jungle, where
they were frekwently attacked by wild
elephants, wild bores, liouns, tigers, aud other
domestick animals which infest the Congo.

It was not always easy to ward oftf the
attacks of these savvidge broots, but our
heroes used their peashooters and catterpults
to good advantage, and they always won the
day.

The narrowest squeak they had was when
they were swimming acress a river.

A tremenduss crockerdile suddenly rose to
the surfiss, and bore down upon them

“Oh crumbs!” panted Dick Dauntless.
“We’re fairly up against it now!”

But Frank Fearless was ready for the
emergency. He whipped his jack-knife out
of his belt, and dived under the water, until

YOU SIMPLY MUST NOT
MISS NEXT WEEK'S

Special Golf Number

he found himself underneeth the crockerdile.
Then he proseeded to puncture the monster
in several places.

The water was stained a rich red purple,
and the grate broot, barking with angwish,
sank to the bottom.

“Well played, Frank!” cried Dick Daunt-
less, when his echum bobbed to the surﬁss‘

“That was a grate wheeze of yours! But
for your pressence of mind, we should now
be inside the crockerdile.”

Our heroes swam ashore, and continued
their jerney. They had many feerce fights
and hundreds of wild adventures before they
discovered the hidden trezzure. But at last
they came across the ivory tusks, and bore
them back in triumph to England.

The affair made a grate stir in the news-
papers, and Dick Dauntless and Frank Fear-
less became rich beyond the dreems of
avarris.

“Here endeth the merry adventure!” said
Dick. “What shall we do now, Frank? Take
a cottage in thc country, and live a quiet,
restful life?”

“No jolly fear!” was the reply. “We'll
take a breef rest, and then set fourth on
some fresh adventures!”

And these fourthecoming
reade
brainy
Nugent!

adventures, dear
will be duly chronicled hy that
and tallented young orther, Dicky

THE END.
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EXTRACTS FROM THE
St. Jim’s Schoo! Magazine of a
Hundred Years Ago.

{Reprinted by kind permission of the
Head.)

FOOTBALL.
Schocl versus Viilage.

“A thrilling game of football took place
on Saturday last between teams represent-
ing St. Jim's and Rhylcombe. The gateway
of 8t. Jim’s formed one of the goals, anad
the entrance to the village street formed the
other. The ball, which was a large one,
could be either pushed or kicked, The match
commenced after dinner, and was due to
finish at dusk. St. Jim’s started very well,
and at four o’clock in the afternoon a report
came through that they had scorcd a goal.
The Headmastcr went down to the village
on his tricyele to verify the report, and he
found that a goal had indeed been scored,
and that the villaggrs had taken the
reverse hadly, with tlte vesult that a free
fight was in progress. The Headmaster
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My dear Readers,—Here we ar
again, as large as life and twice as
natcheral |

I have quite settled down to the
cditorial duties, and I feel as if I had
been running this WEEKLY from the
kommencement. I sha'n't feel like
handing over the rains to Billy Bunter
when he gets back from the Congo.

Bunter, by the way, has written me
a long Ietter, which I am printing in
another kollum. The silly chump seems
to think I am making a hash of things.
He suffers from the deloosion that the
WEEKLY can't get along without him.
Which is stuff and nonsence!

I tried to stop my jellus rival, Fatty
Wynn, from kontributing to this issew;
but I beleeve he intends to smuggle a
sports artikle into the paper without my
nollidge. He is a cunning porpuss, and
no mistake !

I have had an awfully busy week,
with the rezzult that I am suﬁennv from
brain- fag, lassie-chewed, eye-strane,
writer’s cramp, and nervus tremmess.
But ’'m not going to throw up the
sponge. A Trimble always sticks to his
post. (You'd agree with this if you saw
me collar my letters every morning 1)

I have replied to Billy Bunter’s letter,
telling him there’s no cause for him to
get panick-stricken. “The weals are
revolving quite smoothly, Billy,” I
wrote. ‘‘In fact, the WEEKLY has never
been so prosperus. This is entirely dew
to my editorship.” I don’t suppose

@

Bunter will like this letter, in which case
he will have to do the other thing!
From my studdy window I can see the
aged and decreppit postman staggering
across the quad with a sackful of letters.
More

work for my already overtaxed
But there! What’s the use of
rying? I must put my nose to the’
grindstone once morve, and earry on!
Bong swore, dear readers, as

French friends say.

our

Yours sinseerly,
BAGGY TRIMBLE.
T T H R T AT

thereupon ordered the game to cease, and
his pupils to return to the school. The aid
of the village constable had to be solicited
before the dxsturbance could be quelled.
“The village has now been placed out of
bounds to St. Jim's boys, and no further
matches will take place against the Rhyl-
combe team, by order of the Headmaster.”
Serious Riot at St. Jim’s.

“In consequence of the Headmaster having
forbidden further foothall matches with
Rhylcombe, a rebellion was organised by a
number of Sixth-Formers. The malcontents
called meetings of protest, “and afterwards
barred themselves out from the 1est of the
school. They were given an opportunity to
surrender without punishment, but they
refused to avail themselves of it. Finally,
they were forcibly ejected from their strong-
hold by various members of the school staff;
and the Héadmaster found it necessary o
expel the ringleaders, Stanning and Dudley
major.

“The Headmaster wishes it to be clearly
understood that any further rebellions of
this nature will be summarily dealt with.”

[Supplement I,

if You Want a Real Good Laugh, read ¢ Billy Bunter’s Weekly ** !
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JIMMY SILVER.

For a really glorious winter pastime, I
don't think one need look further than foot-
ball. Who shall describe the joys of each
thrilling tussle on muddy or on frost-bitten
grounds? Foothall is a grand game, and a
healthy game, and an essentially British
game. It has its detractors like every other
sport; but the people who decry foothall
because they consider it too rough are either
namby-pamby folks or Kkilljoys. Anyway,
precious little notice is taken of them. Some
people say that feotball, having been com-
mercialised, is now merely a money-grabbing
affair. There is, unfortunately, an element
of truth in this, but the remark does not
apply to amateur and schoolboy foothall.
There are dozens of winter sports and pas-
times, but none is so completely satisfying
as foothall. That's my opinion, anyway, and
others are entitled to their own. Long live
footer!

TOMMY DODD:

Heigh-ho for the joys of toboganning! T
only wish the clerk of the weather would
give us some snow, and plenty of it, so
that we could enjoy this fascinating pastime
to the full! I know of no sensation s0
glorious as to shoot down a snow-covered
hillside, whizzing at breakneck speed, and
hoping tu alight on something soft at the

bottomn! The great drawback to tobogan-
ning is that the weather conditions are
seldom favourable for it. When this

delightful sport is not available, I prefer
football, either Rugger or Association. 1
can get nearly a hundred per cent. of enjoy-
ment out of either code.

KIT ERROLL:

Cross-country running is my favourite
winter pastime. It is a strenuous business,
and calls for plenty of stamina and eudur-
ance. It is for this very reason that it
appeals to me so much. I love racing across
fields, and jumping ditches, and vaulting
gates, and toiling uphill and speeding down.
1 don’t suppose many fellows will agree with
my choice. The majority will plump for
football. But one can have too much of a
good thing, and I have often thought that
far teo much time is devoted to football by
comparison with other sports. I think that
cross-country rums, which only take place
onee in a blue moon, should be indulged in
more often. Anyway, whenever a  Cross-
eountry run is announced, trust me to be
theret
VAL MORNINGTON:

1 am inclined to think that the best winter
pastime is geing to sleep on a study couch,
with a roaring fire in the offing, so to speak.
1 shail probably be dubbed a hopeless slacker
by my indignant schoolfellows, but I still
adhere to my opinion that a pleasant “ forty
winks ” in a cosy study takes a deal of
peating. Football is a ripping game, but it
takes too much toll of a fellow’s energy, by
Jove!

ADOLPHUS SMYTHE:

What's wrong with dancing, begad? Give
me the merry atmosphere cf the ball-room
every time! “On with the dance! Let joy
be unconfined !’ as old Byron says. I object
to footer, because it ruffles the parting of
a fellow’s hair. 1 object to toboganning,
because you're a mass of bumps and bruises
after whizzing from the top of a hill to
the bottom. I object, in fact, to any game
which gets one’s togs in a mess. You can

Supplement i11.]
Do You ¥now a Re

es state their views on this
Subject,

dance, and remain immaculate from top to
toe. Besides, it gives you a chance to
exhibit your gracefulness before the members
of the other sex. Therefore, again I say,
what’s wrong with dancing?

ALGY SILVER: .

My faverite pastime in winter is a jolly
old snowfight, with snowballs whizzing
through the air like capnonballs! I hope
we get plenty of snow this winter, then this
child will be happy. As soon as we get the
first snowfall, the noble army of fags, under
my leedership, will challenge the TFourth
Form to a snowfight. Oh, what larx!

TUBBY MUFFIN:

I have one pet pastime for winter, spring,
summer, and autumn—and that’s eating!
All other pastimes pail into insignificance
before this. Football, snowfights, tobogan-
ning—bah! None of these sports is worth
while, unless you've laid a sollid founda-
tion beforehand at the school tuckshopp! I
am more in my element at a studdy ban-
kwett than I am on the football-field, which,
after all, is perfectly natcheral. OQur feet
weren’t fashioned to kick footballs with; on
the other hand, our teeth were sertainly
made to eat with! What have you got to
say to that, you scraggy scarecrows who
don’t beleeve in stulfing? o

DICK OSWALD:

I am uncertain whether to give the palm
to football or boxing. I am tremendously
keen on both. A gruelling tussle on the
football-field or a fast, fierce bout with the
boxing-gloves appeal to me with equal force.

SERGEANT KETTLE:

‘Which I don’t hold with these here winter
pursoots, so I ain't got nothink to say on
the subject! In my young days T was fond
of a good stand-up fight with bare fists, ‘but
I'm too old and decrepit for that sort of
thing now., Am I going to challenge Battling
Siki, did I hear you ask? Nc, I ain’t!

TR TR TR THUTIE
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S BUNTER'S LETTER
] 5
©  TO TRIMBLE. |

“Qumwhere on the Congo.
“Sumtime in November.

“My dear Baggy,—Ever since 1 came on
this eggspedition I have not been able to
get a wink of sleep at might through think-
ing about my ‘Weekly ’ and how it is being
konducted in my absence.

“Are you keeping the contributors up to
skratch? Are you keeping a firm hand and
a stern eye on Fatty Wynn, Tubby Muffin,
and my miner? Or have there been strikes
and rebellions, and wars or roomers of wars?

“When I think of my wunderful * Weekly ’
being at your tender mercies, I can't help
shuddering! I know what an awful ass you
are—no offense meant-—and I am so afraid
you'll make a hash of things. Do you send
the stuff reggularly to the printers on press
day? Do you konsign all the dud kontribu-
tious to the waistpaper-basket, and publish
2ll the good ones? /Do you write relly
ripping editorials euch week, just like mine?
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0 SERGEANT
KETTLE!

By TEDDY GRACE.
(Of Rookwood.)
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Sergeant, who fought at Waterloo

(At Charing Cross and Euston, toof)
Who led the boys at Bunker’s Hill,
And, but for age, would lead them :iill,

On your behalf, T tune my lyre

(Don’t throw these verses on the fire!),
But guard them like a precious treasure,
And read 'em, sergeant, at your leisure.

0! guardian of the Rookwood shop,
Stacked full of tarts and ginger-pop,
With rage and chagrin I could choke
(I happen to be stony-broke!)

Lend me, good sergeant, from your till
A humble tanner, if you will;

That I may buy a cod, or plaice,

To fill my inner Teddy Grace.

Or, if you'll give me goods on tick,
With dog-like joy your hands T'll lick
No brekker have I had to-day,

I overslept, T blush to say.

Pray lend an ear to this my plaint,
And be a sportsman and a saint.
Man wants but little here helow,
Give me one tart, and then I'll go.

If you arc deaf to my desire,

My furious eyes will flash with fire.
T'll never spend another cent.
Within your shop, my innocent!

But, no! You will not let me down,
And send me packing, with a frown.
You'll rescue me from slow starvation
And earn my lasting admiration.

Sergeant, who fought at Inkermann,

Take pity on me, if you can!

And give some grub, or else
“ ready ”

To this faint, famished, feeble Teddy!

some
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But, of corse, it is stupid to ask such a thing.
How can 1 eggspect you to have the brains
of a Bunter? The fact is, my dear Baggy,
you haven't the brains of a fecld-mouse!
(Again po offense meant.)

“We are having a wunderful time out
in the Congo. I wish I had been born a
savvidge! They have plenty to eat and
drink, and don't have to worry about things

like Lattin and Greek, and histery and
joggraphy. If it wasn't for the fact that
my ¢ Weekly’ demands my attention, 1

shouldn't come back. I should take the
law into my own hands, and stay out here!

“I will now give you a word of warning.
If anything goes wrong with the * Weekly’
in my absence, look out for skwalls! T'il
give you such a walloping that you'll imagine
Joe Beckett and Battling Siki are attacking
you at the same moment!

“Duzzent it make you jellus to think that
I'm having such a good time out here?
have had some first-rate feeds, all te myself,
and I can picture your mouth watering.

“Tell the sub-editors that if they show
any signs of slacking I'll nock their heads '
together on my return!

“Supper is mow being prepared for our
party, so I must give my pen a rest, and
get busy with my jaws!

“I remain,
“Your editor and employer,
“BILLY BUNTER.”

al Good Tonic for ¢ Blues? ?

Tue PorurLar.—No. 201.
Yes; Here’s One !
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jike a dog whose tail is trodden upon,
and dlsappeared from the open doorway.
There was the sound of a bump as he sat
down in the passage.

“Ow! Ow! Bensi"

“Come in again!” said Wharton in-
vitingly. “I'ver got the dictionary
ready !”’

But Billy Bunter did not accept that
kind invitation. He didn't want the
dictionary; the grammar was quite
enough.

A quarter of an hour later there was a
tramp of feet in the passage, and the
little party came to say good-bye to
Wharton. Bob Cherry was carrying a
basket, and- Johnny Bull a cricket- bd"
pacl\ed full of supplies.

“Well, we're just off,” =aid Bob
Cherry. “It's beastly lemmg you here,
Harry |7

“The beastfulness is terrific!” said

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, it’s all right!” said Wharton, as
chee1fully as he could. “Tll look in in
time to walk back to Cliff House with
you. So-long!”

“T was wondering if we could speak to
Quelchy,” said Bob medilatively. “He
is really an old sport, you know, at
bottom, and if he l\nm\ he was <potlxim a
nice afternoon

“He might
Nugent.

Harry Wharion shock his head.

“No go; he's too raily! Better get
off, and T'll join you az soon as I can.

“Oh, it’s really bea 1 said Bob.
o really think old Quel ch might have
chosen some other time for brmmnu his
hoof down Ile's a troublesome  old
bounder, and——  Why, what are you
making ‘that face for, Wharton?”

Wharton’s face had become suddenly
transfixed.

Dob knew the reasen the next moment.

“Cherry !”

Bob swung round in dismay.

Framed in the doorway was the
majestic figure of the Remove master,
his eyes scintillating with anger.

Bob’s jaw dropped.

It was only too evideat that Mr.
Quelch had overheard his incautious
words, and equally clear that there was
trouble to come.

see reason,” suggested

“J—I—1 didn't-—didn't zee you, sir!”
stammercd Beb.
7\11 Quelch emiled sarcastically.
“Probably not!” he agreed. “You

would hardly have referred to me in such
exceedingly ~ disrespectful terms, Cherry,
if you had known that I was within
hearing !”

“N-n-n-nunno, sir i

“1 came here,” said Mr. Quelch
grimly,. ‘“‘to see whether you were use-
fully occupied, Wharton. I find Cherry
speaking of his Form master in exceed-
ingly disrespectful terms. Cherry, you
will kindly take your place at your desk !
You will” write out Latin conjugations
for the remainder of the afternoon!
You are detained for the same length of
time as Wharton!”

“0-0-oh, sir!”

“You others may go! You are not
allowed to speak to boys under deten-
tlo'x you know very well.” .

ni say, sit—=" stammered Bob.

“Nat a word !”
Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurree
Y'ue Porurar.—No. 201

«THE GREYFRIARS HOLD-UP !

What do you think of our GRAND SCHOOL YARNS ?

Singh and Hazel left the Form-room in
silence. Bob Cherry, with a lugubrious
lock, sat down at his desk. And Mz
Quelch with a final frown at the two
companions in misfortune, left them to
their uncongenial tasks

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Tea-Party !

ARJORIE HAZELDENE and
Clara Trevelyn were waiting at
the gate of Cliff House crmdcn
when the four juniors arrived

there. Nugent was carrying the cricket-
bdg and Johnny Bull the basket.
‘Where is Harry 77 asked Maxjorie.
“ And Bob?” asked Miss Clara.
“Detained ! said hugont lugubriously.
“Rotten, isn’t it? They're coming to

the cave later—as soon as they can get

away.’

“Oh, I'm sorry!” said

And Miss Clara, who
phatic in her expressions,

“Rotten !

And they started.

It was a clear, sunshiny winter’s after-
noon, Pegg Bay lay stretched, a gmat
sheet of blue at the bottom of the ¢ 11ffs,
and beyond were the broad, Lollmw
waters of the German Ocean. On the
shore, backed by big grey cliffs, clustered
the little fishing \111:100 of PeVg Out on
the bay several “boats with brow n patched
sails were to be seen, and a small steamer
lay at anchor.

As they rambled along the cliff-path,
the party paused to look down on the
bright scene ~p1ead beneath their feet.

“Ripping, ain’t it 2" said Johuny Bull.

Frank Nugent’s eyes were upon the
steamer. The vessel locked a common

argo tramp, not at all cleanly or hand-
some to the view. There were half a
dozen men lounging on her deck, smok-
ing. They were very small in the
dmauu but Frank could make out that
they were foreigners.

“That ship came in sc:.terdzn, ’ said
Marjorie, following Nugent’s ~ glance.
“We can see it from the windows of
Cliff House. Somcone said they have
had an accident to the.l engines, and
have put in here for repair before going
on to the Thames.”

“They don't seem very busy, though,”
Nugent remarked.

Marjoric shook her head.

Marjorie.
was more em-
said:

is offered for the best solution of a
powerful new mystery story which
begins in the first number of this
wonderful  new fortnightly fiction
magazine. Why don’t you try and
solve the mystery, and win a big
prize? Full particulars in the
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““No; nothing seems to have been done
whilst she has been here. I saw the cap-
tain come ashore when we were out with
Miss Primrose this morning. I think he
is a Russian.”

Nugent whistled.

*“She looks like a cargo tramp,” he re-
marked. ““I wonder \\hat a Russian
cargo tramp is doing in these parts?
Hallo, they're lm\ermﬂ‘ a_boat !

A boat dropped from the steamer, with
two men at the oars, and a man who
looked like a mate sitting in the stern.
The boat pulled shoxeward but not to-
wards the village. A jutting cliff hid it
frorln the sight of the party on the high
patn

They pursued their way along the cliff
path, and the steamer was blotted from
their sight by the rugged cliffs. It passed
from their minds also, and they forgot
the rough-looking vessel and the dark-
faced seamen clustering on her deck.
Little did they think at that moment
what the visit of that carge tramp to
Pegg Bay meant for them.

The smuggler’s cave was amid the
great rocks of the Shoulder. In olden
time the great cave had been used by
smugglers running contraband cargoes;
and there were stories told by old fisher-
men in Pegg of fierce fights in those dark
recesses between Revenue men and
desperate smugglers. But the cave was
lonely and deserted now, eave when it
was explmed by schoolboys or by the
“trippers ” who came down to Pegg in
the summer months.

Cool and shady was the interior of the
great cave, as the party rcached it. It
had been a long and rugged walk from
Cliff House, and they had taken their
time, so they were ready for a rest when
they veached the cave.

“We'll get tea ready, and have it all
ready for Harry and Bob when they
come,” Marjorie suggested.

“Good emr' > said Nugent. “We've
got a couple of bike lanterns here, in case
i's dark in the cave. Outside it’s light

enough to get home.”

And the bag and the basket were un-
packed.

They expected Wharton and Bob
Cherry to arrive by half-past four, and it
was nearly four o'clock already. And
gelting tea in the cave was likely to take
some time. Johnny Bull set up the
spirit-stove, and filled the kettle from the
bottle of water, and then looked round
in rather a dubiocus way.

“Did you bring the
Nugent ?” he asked.

’\urvent shook his head.

i you put it in the bag.”
Ahem! I can’t sce it in the bag.”

‘Pexhdp~ it's in the basket?” sug-
gested Hazel hopefully.

They searched through the basket, but

methylated,

b‘v.,

the methylated spirit was not to be
found.
“It must be there somewhere,”

growled Johnny Bull. “How on earth are
we going to make tea or cook eggs with-
out 16?”

“Well, you must be an ass, Johnny!
I thought you put it in the bag.”

Johuny Bull grunted.

“1 thought youn put it in the basket o

Ln!]oue smiled.

“Then we sha’n’t be able to make tea,”
she remarked. ‘Never mind; there is
tha milk. We can do without the tea.”

“\\ ell Nugent is an ass, all the
same !

“You mean you are a duffer!” said
Nugent warmly.

“Novw, look here—"

“Look here—""

The argument was getting warm; bub

»
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it was stopped by an exclamation from
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was un-
fastening a packet of sandwiches.

“The smellfulness of these sardwiches
is somewhat terrific,” he ejaculated.
“* My worthy chums, you have been
spiling methylated spirit over them.”

“T haven’t !” growled Johnny Bull

“And I haven’t,” said Hazel.

““Must be that ass Nugent!”

“Look here—"

“Why, here’s the methylated spirit!”
howled Johnny Bull, dragging a shiny
tin can from amid the smelly sandwiches.
“Some silly chump wrapped it up in the
newspaper along with the sandwiches.
Oh, my hat! No wonder they smell I”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“It was Bob, of course,” grinned
Nugent. “He wrapped up the sand-
wiches. Better chuck them into the sea.
They niff 1”

“Lucky we've got something else to
eat!” growled Johnny Bull “Lucky
we’'ve found the spirit, too, or we
shouldn’t have been able to cook the tea

and make the eggs—I mean, make the |

tea and cook-the eggs.  Where's the
frying-pan ?”’

“The—the what?”

“Now, you remember my tlelling you
to put the frying-pan in e

“Did you?” said Nugent vaguely.

Another snort from Johnny Bull.

“Well, of all the asses——"’

“Of all the chumps——-"" said Nugent.

“The assfulness and the chumpfulness
are equally terrific,”” grinned Hurree
Singh. “The fryfulness of the esteemed
eggs will now be impossible.”

“Well, T can poach them,” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Lucky we’ve got a sauce-
pan, and lucky I’m a good cook. I hope
vou baven’t broken the eggs, Nugent.”

“Only- four,” grinned Hazeldene.
“There are eight left.”

“Oh, my hat !”

“Never mind ; there’s a loaf and lots of
butter,” smiled Marjorie; ‘““and there is
the cheese.”

“Lucky Bob didn’t put that in with
the methylated spirit, too.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The preparations for tea went on.
Accidents will happen, and did happen.
But tea was ready at last, and it was well
past half-past four by that time. Frank
Nugent looked from the mouth of the
cave in search of Wharton and Bob
Cherry.  But they were not in sight.
The great rugged cliffs, rising in wild
confusion from the sea, shut off the view
for more than a very short distance.
Frank knew that the juniors would come
over the cliffs from Greyfriars, and he
scanned the great rocks for them, but in
vain. He shouted, but only the echo of
his voice from the hollow rocks answered
him. He turned back into the cave. Tea
was quite ready, and all the party were
hungry.

“They’re not in sight,” said Frank.
“It's nearly five now. I think we’d
better have tea. No good waiting any
longer.”

“Just what I was thinking,”
Johnny Bull.

“We must ke back at Cliff House by a
quarter to six,” said Marjorie, with a
glance at her little watch. “I suppose
we cannot wait any longer.”

And they had tea.

But by the time tea was finished there
was no sign of Wharton or Bob. It was
very dusky in the cave now; and the bike
lanterns were lighted. The juniors
looked out over the rocky shore and
shouted ; but still there was no sign of
the two they expected.

“They must have

said

Leen detained

- cliffs well enough.

longer,” said Johnny Bull at last.
“They can’t be coming. Better pack up
the things. Quelchy may have come
down on them again, and forbidden them
to come out.

“Rotten!” said Miss Clara.

The things were packed up, and they
left the cave. Dusk was thickening along
the shore. Marjorie and Clara were look-
ing a little anxious. It was necessary to
hurry if they were not to be late at Cliff
House, and they did not want to dis-
please Miss Primrose. Once more the
juniors scanned the lonely shore.

“They can’t be coming,” said Johnny
Bull at last. “Let’s clear.”
“J—I suppose nothing
happened to them?” said
uneasily.

“Why,
Nugent.

can have
Marjorie
what could happen?” said
“They know the way over the
I suppose it’s some
more trouble with Quelch, that’s all
Let’s buck up, or you’ll get a ragging
from Miss Primrose.”

And the picnickers hurried along the
cliff path. The two girls were late n at
Cliff House, but Miss Penelope Primrose
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listened to their explanation amiably.
And then the four juniors tramped away
towards Greyfriars in the deep dusk, won-
dering what had happened to keep Iarry
Wharton and Bob Cherry from joining
the party.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Attack!

N the Remove Form-room at Grey-

I friars two lugubrious juniors had
slogged at Latin verbs while the
sunny afternoon passed.

Wharton and his chum could not help
feeling a little downhearted.

Outside they could hear the shouts
on the football-ground. The Greyfriars
first eleven was playing a visiting team
from Redclyffe School. It was a fine
afternoon, and all the fellows were out
of doors, with the exception of the two
detained juniors. They wrote out Latin
conjugations, and grunted and growled.

“Jolly good mind to dodge out and
chance Quelchy !I” Bob Cherry exclaimed
at last desperately.

“No good!” said Wharton.

“Quelchy’s gone out, 1 believe.”

“Then he’s told off a beastly prefect
to keep an eye on us,” said Harry.
“Toder or Walker would like that.”

Bob groaned.

“I suppose it’s no good. What’s the
time?”

“Half-past three.”
~ “Another half hour!” grunted Bob.
“Oh, blow! I wish Cicero and Horace
and all the rest of them had becn
drowned at birth! Br-r-r-rr!”

And the pens scratched on again.

But an end comes to everything, and
the period of detention was over at
last. The moment four sounded from
the clock-tower of Greyfriars, the two
juniors jumped up as if moved by elec-
tric shocks. They shoved away their
books, and hurried out of the Form-
room, free at last.

“Now for a run over the cliffs,” said
Bob, as he snatched his cap, and stuck
it on the back of his curly head.

“1 say, you fellows -

Billy Bunter ran after the chums of
the Remove as they made for the gates.
Bunter had not quite given up his hope
of joining the party, and taking the
lion’s share of the feed. But the juniors
did not stop for him; and though Billy
Bunter’s little fat legs went like clock-
work. they were out of sight down
the lane by the time he reached the
gates.

“ Beasts!” growled Bunter.
’W'harton and Bob Cherry
time.

They sprinted down the lane at a
good speed and turned into the path to
the shore, and were soon scrambling
over the rocks.

The sea, lit by the setting sun, burst

lost no

upon their view—the broad bay, with
the little steamer lying at anchor. They
slackened down, gasping for breath.

Their way lay now along e beach,
backed by great cliffs—and ten minutes
more of scrambling would have brought
them to the smugglers’ cave.

Bob Cherry glanced at his watch.

“Just twenty past! We shall be in
right time.”

“Good egg!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! 1 wonder what
those chaps want!” Bob exclaimed.

The path at this point narrowed down
to a mere strip between the sea and
the cliffs.

A boat lay on the beach, and three
men were lounging near her. All three
of them looked like foreigners, and one
wore a mate’s cap. At sight of the
two juniors, the seamen had moved
across the narrow path as if to intercept
them. .

Their intention was so evident that
the juniors halted.

They were surprised, and a little
alarmed. The seamen looked like pretty
rough customers. It was possible that
they had been drinking at the Anchor,
and were ripe for a row.

As the juniors stopped, the three men
came towards them.

The man in the mate’s cap, who had a
cigar sticking out of the corner of his
mouth, eyed the junidrs scrutinisingly.
* “Excuse me,” he said, speaking :n
good English, with some trace of an
accent, “I think you young gentlemen
belong to Greyfriars School?”

“ Yes.” said Harry.

“Will you come with me?”’

“What! Why?”

“We have picked up a boy belonging
to your:school. who was overturned in
a boat.” said the man, speaking slowly
and distinctly, as if he had some difs-
culty with the language. ' “He was
taken on our ship. Will you come to
see him?”

“By Jove!” said Harry Wharton.
“What is his name?”
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The mate shook his head.

“1 do not know. He is in a serious
condition.  Claptain Markoff wishes to
send word to the headmaster so that
fe may be removed.”

The juniors exchanged doubtful

1o to doubt the

glances.

There
man's story—they could not guess why
hie should lie to them. He could have
1o conceivable motive for getting them
aboard his &hip, so far as they could
unless his tale was tine. And yet
there was something in his look and
wanner that made them distrust him.
The two scamen, too, seemed to have
posted themselves to cut off the escape
of the juniors if they refused. One was
standing behind the mate, and the other
had dropped behind the juniors, inter-
posing betsveen thern and the way they
had come.

W as Meason

see,

“I—1 don't know,” said Whaiton
hesitatingly. “Why can't your captain

send word np to the school?”

“He cannot spare a man to take a
message.” =

“Put any of the longshoremen would

take a message,” said Bob Cherry.
“Besides, wa're going to keep an
appointment.”

“T'm sorry—we. can't come,” said
Harry.

He did not believe the man’s tale—
and he thonght that his yefusal would
prove whether it was the truth or not.
It did!

But it was in a manner somewhat sur-
prising to the two juniors. The mate
made a sudden sign with his hand, and
then the three men rushed upon them.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “What's the little game?
Buck up, Harryt”

_The two juniors struggled fieccely in
the grasp of the seamen and the mate.
But they were two boys against three
grown men and the mate, and they had
no chance at all. Heavy hands were
clapped over their mouths as they strove
to shout for help, and they were lifted
bodily and dragged into the boat.

“You—you scoundrels ! gasped
Wharton, as he was tossed in. “You—
you—-"

“Silence " said the mate.

He threw a sheet of canvas over the
two juniors, as they lay, gasping, in the
bottom of the boat. The two seamen
pushed off with the oars. Wharton apd
Bob Cherry -struggled under the en-
veloping canvas. They knew that the
boat would be pulling out to the
anchored steamer, in full sight of the
shore, and if they could attract atten-
tion from the beach their rescue would
not take long.

But Wharton, as he straggled, felt a
cold metal rim pressed ‘o his neck.
And Bob Cherry auddenly ceased to
struggle as a kcen edge touched his
face.

“Keep quiet!” said the mate grimly.
“You are prisoners. You are coming
aboard our ship. Do not be_ afraid—no
one Is going to hurt you. But if you
make a noise, you will be silenced.”

Wharton ‘stared up at the man in
blank amazement. The mate held a
pistol in his hand, and his face was dark
and threatening.

‘“What docs this mean?’ Wharton
panted. “ Are you kidnappers?”’

“Kidnappers! No!t”

“Then what do you want with us?”

“You will see as soon as you are cn
board the steamer.”

“TLook here » growied Beb Cherry.

“Qilence! If you move again under
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the canvas, a knite will be plunged
through. Take warning !”

The canvas was thrown over the
juniors again. The mate spoke to the
scamen in some foreign tongue, which
the juniors did not recognise. They
knew that it was not French or German,
that was all.

They lay under the canvas, breathless
from their straggle, and overswhelmed
with amazement. They were not kid-
nepped—then what were they wanted on
the tramp-steamer for?  What did it
mean? The dark, savage threatening
of the mate’s face had told them that
he was in earnest—their lives were in
danger if they resisted. Tney heard the
regular splash of the oars as the sea-
men pulled for the steamer.

“My hat!” Bob Cherry murmured.
“This is a go, Harry!”

“T can’t understand it.”

The boat pulled round the steamer to
the seaward side, and then the canvas
was pulled off the juniors. A dark-
faced, heavily-bearded man looked down
on them from the bridge, and gave a
rapid order in that etrange tongue that
was mysterious to the ears of the
juniors. - Harry Wharton and Bob were
passed quickly up the side, and hurried
down inio the cabin—and the bearded
captain followed themn down.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Lawless Hands !

= ARRY WHARTON and Bob
Cherry stood with flushed faces

and sparkling eyes. They were
very excited and very angry.

“What does this mean?’ Wharton
exclaimed, as the captain regarded him.
“How dare you bring us on board your
ship 1n this way?”

The bearded man smiled slightly.

“Dor’t be afraid,” he said. “You will
not be hurt.”

“We're not afraid,” said Bob Cherry.
“I¢’s pot that. But what's the little
game? Our friends are waiting for us
along the beach.”

“I fear that they will have to wait
somo little time, young gentlemen,” said
the foreign captain. “You may sit
down.”

The junicrs remained standing.

Captain Markoff opened a cigar-case,
drew out a big, black cigar, and lighted
it with a leisurely air. Ile was very
calm and very cool and perfectly civil;
but there was a gleam in his black eyes
that the juniors did not like. It reminded
them of a tiger. It was easy to guess
that this was no ordinary tramp-steamer,
and Captain Markoff was no ordinary
trading skipper: The juniors guessed
that he was a Russian from his name, and
they therefore concluded that the
language they had heard spoken was
Russian. DBut the vessel was probably
not from Russia. They had seen the
name as they came up the side. It was
the Seamew.

“You are surprised, I suppose?” said
the captain, with an amused glance at the
flushed and excited faces of the juniors.

“Yes, certainly! You have no right
to seize us in this way!"” exclaimed
Wharton hotly. ‘Besides, what is your
motive? What do you want?”

“1 will explain what I want, and I
assure you that to-morrow you will be set
at liberty, unhurt,” said the Russian.

“To-morrow !”* exclaimed Rob, aghast.
“We've got to get back to Greyfriars by
half-past six.” r

“We can’t miss
Wharton.

The Russian smiled again.

calling-over,” said

“T think you can,” he replied. “I
think you must! You are on board my
ship, and 1 have twenty men at my
orders.”

“Twenty men!” echoed Wharton.
“Twenty men on a little steamer like
this !

-¢ Precisely.” ;

“Then you're not a cargo-tramp,” said
ITarry Wharton.

The captain laughed.

“No; I do not deal in cargo—my
business is quite different. 1 hope to
have some cargo on board when I leave
this bay, but a very small cargo—small,
but valuable.” He laughed again, and
showed his white teeth, glistening
through . his dark, thick beard. **To-
morrow morning I shall be gone, and you
will be safe back in your school—if you
have sense enough to obey my orders.”

“1 do not understand you." :

“You do not know why you are aboard
my steamer?"

Mo 12
“It is because you are Greyfriars

The two juniors stared.

“ But—but why 2

“] am going to visit Greyfriars to-
night.”

“You are going (o visit Greyfriars!”
stammered Wharton. “To-night! Why?
I don’t understand you !”

“You have not guessed my business
yet?”?

T O Nrig I

A strange and dark suspicion had come
into the startled minds of the juniors.
The rough-looking steamer, that looked
like a cargo-tramp, but was not of the
kind, the swarming crew for so small a
vessel, the weapons they had seen dis-
played—all pointed to one conclusion.

But it was impossible—wildly impossible:

In the twentieth century, it was outside
the realms of possibility. And yet

“ Ah, you are beginning to guess!”
said the captain, with an agreeable smile.
“Yes, you are right. I am going to rob
Greyfriars.”

“Rob Greyfriars?”

‘“Exactly.”

“Then  you
Wharton hesitated.

“A burglar—a cracksman—you would
call me, if I were on land,” assented the
captain. “ But on the sea I hardly know
what I should be called. But that is my
business. Cheap and ugly as my steamer
looks, I have first-class engines and a
good speed. Within a few hours of clean-
ing out a mansion on the coast I can be
safe beyond the reach of pursnit. My
plans are carefully laid. A week ago I
landed and cleared out a mansion on the
French coast. To-day T am here. Next
week perhaps on the coast of America—
who knows? I am a cosmopolitan—all
countries are the same to me, since I was
chased from my own for plotting against
the Tsar. In your school there is a rich
prize. 1 have agents on shore, and my
information is accurate. The school
silver is worth three thousand pounds or
more, and there are other valuables.
Altogether, it will be a great haul, and
easy-—quite easy. But instead of robbing
by stealth, as cracksmen do, I shall rob
by force, if necessary. That is the
difference. Within an hour I shall be
speeding over the North Sea. Now you
understand what I want!”

“You want ten years in Portland
Prison!” growled Bob Cherry.

“Perhaps in time!” smiled the cap-
tain. “Now I want your assistance.”

“Qur assistance?” echoed Wharton.

‘“ Exactly !”

“QOur assistance—in what?”
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Wharlon could scarcely believe that
even this unscrupulous rascal meant to
dem:nd his assistance in robbing the
school. But that was evidently the in-
tention of the Russian adventurer; and
the reason why the juniors had been
seized was now clear. It was not for
their own sakes specially ; any Greyfriars
fellows who had come along the beach
that afternoon would have served
Markoff’s purpose equally well. It was
chance that had thrown Wharton and
%‘qbf Cherry into the hands of the sea-
thiel.

“Y have told you that I have informa-
tion,” said Mr. Markoff coolly. “That
is, I knew that there is valuable loot in
Greyfriars, an old and rich school with
many valuables. But I do not know
how or whetre they are kept. The school
silver, for example—where is that? I
cannot waste time searching for it, and
other things. But you would be able to
tell me, ma foi.”

“I shouldn’t do anything of the sort.”

“But you could?”

The juniors were silent.

“The school, I suppose, is on the tele-
phone—with more than one receiver,
nat}}rally,” said the captain. “Is it not

“That is true.”

“As I thought. While we are busy in
one place, someone may be telephoning
to the police from another room where
we cannot see him, and the alarm will be
given.”

“Most likely.”

“Therefore, there will be no time to
waste. The school will be surrounded—
entered by armed men—and the matter
must be over in ten minutes. For that I
must have accurate information. You
have, at least, a rough idea where the
valuables are kept. You are to tell me
what you know.” :

‘“Never !”

“T repeal, you must!”

“You can repeat it till you're pink in
the chivvy, but we won’t!” said Bob
Cherry. “Do you think we're going to
help you rob our own school

“That is why you are here.”

“Then you may as well set us ashore
again!” said Wharton savagely. “You'll
get nothing out of us.”

The cool, smiling face of the adven-
turer changed its expression. His heavy
brows contracted over his eyes. The
gleam in his eyes now was savage and
threatening.

“Listen ! he said. I shall not bandy
words with you. You are in my power,
and must do as I demand. I shall not
be resisted by a pair of schoolboys. You
are now to take pencil and paper, and
draw me, as well as you can, a plan of
the school, with the passages marked,
the rooms of the masters, and so on, and
indicate where the valuables are kept.”

Wharton gritted his teeth.

“1 will not!” ¥

“Same here!” said Bob Cherry.

The adventurer’s eyes glittered at
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Bob Cherry were soon captured.

The mate made a sudden sign with his hand, and
then the three men rushed upon the schoolboys.
little game ? ”’ roared Bob Cherry. The two juniors struggled fiercely,
but they were no match to the three grown men.
(See Chapt r 4.)

‘ Halio! What’s the

Harry Wharton and

them savagely. His hand went into his
pocket, and for a moment the juniors
thought that he was about to produce a
weapon. If so, he changed his mind,
and, turning to the open door, called out
something in his own language, incom-
prehensible to the ears of the juniors.

Two seamen entered the cabin, and
grasped the schoolboys by the arms.

“What are you going to do?” said
Wharton, between his teeth.

“You have some time to consider,”
said the captain coolly. “I shall not
require’ your services for some hours.
When I want you I will send for you.
Meanwhile, you will be thrown into the
hold, amid the hilge-water and the rats;
and perhaps it will help you to change
your minds. When you have changed
your minds, and decided to obey my
orders, you may call out!”

“You villam!” shouted Bob Cherry,
struggling in the grasp of the man who
had seized him. “I——"

“You will be punished for this, you
scoundrel !” panted Wharton.

Another word or two in Russian, and
the two juniors were dragged struggling
from the cabin, and a minute later they
were flung panting, into the foul and
noisome hold of the tramp steamer. The
hatech closed down, and they were in
darkness. And in the dark, little glit-
tering points of light appeared, and
moved, and there was a sound of stealthy
scampering. ’

“There are rats here!” gasped Bob
Cherry, almost zick with disgust as some-
thing slimy slid over his wrist in the
dark.

“Oh, the scoundrel !I”

“We're in for it, Harry !”

“We'll never do what that viilain has
asked, though.”

“Hear, hear !” said Bob.

But his .oice sounded very grim and
lugubrious in the noizome depths of the
hold.

They would be missed at Greyfriars;
that was their only hope. But much
was to happen befove they saw Greyfriars
again,

the Russian Sea Bandit?
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Making Himself at Home.

UEER sort of beggar, isn't he?”
murmured Monty Lowther.

“Meaning the mnew chap,

Barker?” said Tom Merry.

Lowther nodded assent.

“This fellow Barker has fairly taken

{3

O

the school by storm,” he said, ‘“‘Ie
rushed upon us like a giddy whirl-
wind !”

“Grundy told us that his cousin was a
weedy specimen,” said Manners; “but
there’s nothing weedy aboat Balkm
The fellow’s as strong as a hoise. He
gave his cousin Grundy a jolly good
licking, anyway -— and ‘Grundy’s no
duffer with his fists.”

Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully.

Things had been rather quiet in the
Shell for a long time; and the boisterous
arrival of Bill Barker, Grundy’s cousin
from  Borneo, had broken the
monotony. .

Although he had not been a couple
of hours at the schoo!, cousin Bill had

already made things, bum. He had
given what he chose to call “a good
walloping ”  to Racke, Crooke, and

Mellisk, who had endeavoured to prac-
tise a jape on him. Hec had also
“walloped ” his cousin CGrundy for
refusing to obey his commands.

There could be no doubt that Bill
Barker was & powerful personality.
And Tom Merry felt a little dubious
as to what was going to happen next.

Cousin Bill had  thown no respect
whatever for the captain of the Shell.
He had addressed him in much the same
way as he would have addressed Toby
the page.

Bill Barker not only had mo ‘respect
for Tom Merry, but he was no
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respecter of persons in gereral.  Only
one individual filled his horizon, and
that individual was Willlam Barker.
He was hefty, he was domineering, he
was self-assertive.  And this bcmg £0,
Tom Merry had good reasen to be
du‘)JOlh as to what would happen next.

lheu\s gomg to be trouble in the

family,” said Monty Lowther sagely.
“St, " Jim’s isn’t big enough for “Bill
Barker.  Did you notice the way he

spoke to you, Tommy—as if you were

an iusignificant puppy that didn’t
count.”

“Yes, 1 mwoticad 1t said Tan
Merry grimly. “Friend Barker will

have to be put in his place. Meanwhile,
let’s get on with our prep.”
The Terrible Three settled
woik.
Three heads

down to

were benlt over thres
Latin Primers, and a profound silence
reigned in the study. Cousin Bill was
temporarily forgotten.

The new boy soon forced himself on
the Terrible Three’s notice, however.

There was acheavy foo('-('op in the
passage. The door of the study, which
was slightly ajar, was violently opened
wide by a hefty shoulder-charge. And
Bill Parker stood on the threshold.

Tom Merry & Co. looked up.

“You might knock before you come

into this study, Barker,” said Tom
Merry.

1 might? agreed cousin Bill; “but
I don’t choose to.’

“What do you want?”

The new boy made no reply, He

stood staring, not at the I‘ermbkx Three,

but around the apartment ~- '.dl\!I"‘
stock of it, as it were,

“Not good enough,” he said at
length.

“Fh? What isn't good enongh?"”

asked Manners. !
“This study.”
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“Not good enough for whom?”
quired Tom Merry, in wonder.

“For me, of course!
ing of makm(r this my home

“What'

“But it doesn’t come up to the des-
cription I was given. I don't like the
colour scheme, Tor one thing. Also,
the ceiling’s t00 low, and there aren't
enough armchairs. There's a fearful
(‘raup,ht too, coming from somewhere.
I want a <tudy that's warm and cosy.
This one won’t suit, so, instead of
chucking you fellows out, and taking
immediate possession, I'll go and look
elsewhere.”

The Terrible Three fairly gasped.

“Ch-ch-chucking us out?” stuttered
Tom Merry.

“Tt-taking immediate
stammered Manners.

Cousin Bill nodded ecoolly.

“If this study had been to my liking,
I should have e_]ected you, and taken
up my quarters here,” he said.

“You—you cheeky ass!” roared Tom
Merry. “For two pins, we'd give you
a jolly good humping !”

“Chuck us out of our \tudy, indeed !”
said Manners. ‘I like that!

“I don’t know why _you're chasing
round after a study, Barker,” said
Monty Lowther. “You've already
got one, you know. Railton put you n
No. 4, with Buck Finn and Lennox.”

Cousin Bill made a grimace.

“It's a hateful hole!” he said. “It's
even inferior to this, and that’s saying a
good deal. A fellow like me wants
plontv of elbow-room. 1'm not going to
be cribbed, cabined, and confined to a
cupboard.”

5
;

possession ?”’

“Why not chuck the Head out of
his study and take possession?”
chuckled Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

e \Ve‘l it T can’t find a decent study

Oh, He’s Some Burly Boy !

I was thmk-”
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in the Shell passage, I shall certainly
go elsewhere,” said cousin Bill. “Ohe
of the seniors will have to clear out of
his study, and let me go in.”

, can see Kildare or Derrel or
Knox doing that—I don’t think!” said

Manners.  “Barker, old chap, you're
potty! T think you ocught to see a
doctor.”™

“Don’t jest with me,” said cousin
Bill grimly, “or 'l punch your nose
and make it resemble a squashed straw-
berry !”

“My hat!”

“As I've already said, I'm not a
fellow to be trifled with. Bear that in

nidnd, all of you, or there will be
trouble !
Having delivered himself of this

threat, eousin Bill quitted the study as
violently as he had entered it, leaving
the Terrible Three gasping.

The new boy continued his tour of
inspection of the Shell studies. And
presently he came to one which suited
him down to the ground.

It was rather unfortunate that this
particular study happened .to belong to
his cousin Grundy, who shared it with
Wilkins and Gunn.

The trio glared at cousin Bill as he
calmly made a survey of the apartment.

“Buzz off !” growled Grundy. ‘“We
don’t want you nosing about in here!”

“I rather think,” said cousin Bill,
“that the buzzing off will be done by
you three—not by this child!”

“What do you mean?”

“What I say. DI've been looking
round for a study to suit me, and my
quest is now ended. I shall be quite
happy here.”

“You—you—-">

Cousin Bill jerked his thumb in ihe
direction of the door.

“Qut you go!” he said briskly. “I'm
sorry to have to treat a cousin of mine
thus. But the fact is, I shall want this
study to myself. T don’t wans any study-
mates, and, in any case, four in one
study would be a crowd. Hop it, you
three !”

Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn could
only stand and stare. Cousin Bill’s cool
command fairly took their breath away.
To be turned out of their own study
was unheard of. It must not—it should
not happen !

For a moment there was a slupefied
silence. Then Grundy found his voice.
and it resembled the bellow of a bull.

“Collar the cheeky bounder!”

The trio advanced upon cousin Bill
with one accord. The new boy threw
himself into a fighting attitude, and
awaited the onslaught.

Grundy ‘sprang at him first, and they
clinched and fought for a few seconds
only. At the end of this brief period
George Alfred Grundy® went spinning
through the doorway, as if he had been
discharged from the mouth of a caunon.

Txactly how it had happpened Grundy
didn’t know. All he knew was that he
had come into heavy and painful con-
tact with the far wall of the passage,
and that he didn’t feel like further
fighting.

Grundy was just beginning to sort
‘himself out, when another human form
came hurtling through the doorway. It
was Wilkins, and he cannoned violently
into Grundy.

K(O‘V !))

*Yow I

After the briefest of intervals, "Gunn
followed Wilkins. He crashed into his
two study-mates, and then, before the
trio could recover themselves, the study

: 3

door was slammed in their faces, and a
key grated in the lock.

Cousin Bill had taken possession !

By the exertion of his prodigious
strength, the unew boy had cleared the
study of its occupants.

“1 rather hoped it could be done
without violence,” he muttered. “But
they asked for it—and they got it!
Think T'll explore the cupboard, and
see if there’s anything worth eating. I'm
jolly peckish

Having discovered a plumi-cake, the
new tenant of Grundy’s study started
to consume it, making himself comfort-
able in the armchair.

Meanwhile, the mnews had spread
through the Shell that Grundy & Co.
had becn thrown out of their study to
mske way for the new boy.

This  startling  information was
received with much amazement. For
Grundy and Wilkins and Gunn were
sturdy fellows, and it seemed incredibls
that they should have been cjected from
their study by one person.

But however incredible it secmed; the
thing had happened.

Grundy & Co. had been bhanished from
their own study. And everybody was
now asking what was going to happen
next.

A Cool Bargain!
“T HE—the cheek of it!” gasped
claimed Wilkins.
“Pitching us neck and crop out of

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
George Alfred Grundy.
“The awful nerve of it!” ex-
our own study!” ejaculated Gunn, in
dazed tones.

“We'll go back and force our way
in!” declared Grundy. “And we’ll
wallop that cousin of mine until he
howls for mercy!”

Wilkins and Gunn looked rather doubt-
ful. It was highly improbable that the
three juniers, who had been pitched out
by cousin Bill would be successful in
turning the tables. Possession was nins
.points of the law; and now that cousin
Bill was in possession of Grundy's study,
it would be no easy matter to get him
out of it As for ‘“walloping ” the new
boy, the trio might just as well have
attacked Samson or Goliath.

Still, they could not take this lying
down. They must make some sort of
an effort to regain possession of their
study. :

Followed by a crowd of grinning
juniors, Grundy & Co. marched along
the Shell passage.

On reaching their study, they found
that cousin Bin had calmly pitched
their belongings into the passage, and
then locked himself in the study again.

Books and papers and pictures and
other paraphernalia were scattered in
profusion outside the door.

“Well, if this isn’t the absolute limit!”
yelled Grundy. “Just look what that
cheeky bounder has done!”

““What are you going to do about it,
Grundy ?” inquired several voices.

“Do?” spluttered Grundy. T
show you what I'll do! Watch me!”

So saying, George Alfred dashed his
boot against the door of the study.

“Barker!” he hooted.

There was a drowsy
within.

“Buzz off, cousin George! T'm just
going to take forty winks on the sofa.”

reply from

e

COUSIM BILL PLAYS FOOTER!

the Rookweood captain went sprawling.

the ball and sent it well up the field.
!

Barker charged Jimmy Silver, and
Just in time cousin Bill retrieved
(See Chapter 3.)

f“ \Well cleared, sir!”’

Tre Porurar.—No. 201.

THE BORNEO BOY IS BOUNGING TOWARBS A CROPPER! WATCH HIM!



22 The “Magnet” is Giving away FREE REAL PHOTOS of Famous Football Team !

“Come out of it!"” roared Grundy.

13 Lh 2k

“Give us back our studv

“It's no longer yours,” came the
reply. “It’s mine now, and the sooner
you reconcile yourself to that fact the
better.”

1

Grundy's brow grew Dblacker and
blacker. ¢
“We'll bash the door in!” he shouted.

“You're welcome to try.’

Grundy made a signal to Wilkins and
Gunn, and the trio hurled themselves
with one accord at the door. It quivered
and shook before the onslaught, but it
refused to burst open.

It soon became apparent to those who
were storming cousin Bill's stronghold
that they were simply wasling “their
energy, for the door had Dbeen
effectively barricaded by the study sofa.

Grundy & Co. at last desisted from
their efforts.

Gemgc Alfred mopped his heated
ro

o We shall have to gne it up now, and
try some other time,” he said.

The crowd, which had expected to see

some fun, melted away, looking rather
dxsappomtea

There was a good deal of sympathy
for the three studyless juniors. Lvery-
body agreed that cousin Bill had acted
in a very high-handed manner

“If Grundy doesn’t get his :thds back
within a reasonable time,” said Tom
Merry, “we’ll visit Bfnk(r in force,
and eject him.”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

“(“ant have this sort of thing going
on in a civilised school,” said Monty
Lowther. -~ “We shall have Bill Barker
holding us up next, at the point of the
revolver! He comes from Borneo, and
do you know, I believe he.is the cele-
brafed wild man of that country !”

“He'll have to be tamed,” said
Manners. ‘ Anyway, if Grundy & Co.
can’t get their ﬂtudv back, we'll take a
hand ourselves.

During the days that followed,
Grundy & Co. certamlv made every en-
deavour to regain possession of their
study. But they found cousin Bill more
than a match for them.

When bed-time came, Grundy & Co.
made several attempts to oust cousin Bill
from the study. But there was nothing
doing. Cousin Bill was always careful to
barricade the door.

On one occasion, Grundy and his
chums had a shot at gelting through
the window., For this purpose they
borrowed a pair of steps from the wood-
shed, the window bemv about a dozen
feet from the ground.

But cousin Bill was not to be caught
napping.

As Grundy & Co. mounted the steps,
one after the of hc’ the new boy walled
to the window and LC‘D‘llﬁed the invaders
with a powerful water-pistol.

A jet of water smote George Alfred
Grundy under the chin. With a wild
yell of anguish, he toppled backwards,
bearing Wilkitts and Gunn to the
ground in his precipitate descent.

The trio were badly dazed and bruised,
and after that they left cousin Bill alone
for a while.’

In the meantime, Talbot generously
offered to accommodate Grundy in his
study, while Harry Noble found room
for Wilkins, and Bernard -Glyn for
Gunn,

Tom Merry & Co. were discussing the
affair 1n their study over tea, when
cousin Bill came in, in his usual hurri-
cane fashion.

“I want to speak to you, Merry,” he

said.
Ter PoruLar.—No. 201.

“And by that same foken I want to
spea.k to you, Barker,” said Tom.
“You've cleared your cousin and his
pals out of their study.”
“Well 27
“As captain of the Form, I can’t
allow this sort of thing: There’s such
a thing as law and order, and the right
of the ecitizen, you know. We'll give
vou till Saturday night to get out of the

study, and if you're not out by then,
we’ll do unto you as you did unto
Grundy.”

Lou~m Bill hn"hed Ioud}_v.

“My dear kid,” he said, it would be
easier to remove the foundations of the
school than to remove me! TI've found
my ideal study, and T'm sticking to it.
Of course, if Railton orders me to
quit—"

“Railton sha’n't hear of it,” said
Tom Merry curtly. ‘““ What do you take
us for—a scl of tale-bearers?”

“Don’t get huffy,” said cousin Bill.
“1 dropped in to sec you about the
football.””

“The—the
\Ieuy blankly.

“Yes. You're skipper of the junior
feam heve, I un(lentand

“That's so.’

“Well, you can hand over the job to
me. I'm just the right man for ig?

football!” echoed Tom
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* The Terrible Three looked guite dumb-
founded Hme seemed to be no limit
to the “cheek ” of cousin Bill.

“What about it, Merry?” said the boy
from Borneo.

Tom Merry found his voice at last.

‘Why, you frabjous <¢hump, I
shouldn’t dream of handing over the
foMﬂl captaincy to anybody, least of all
you! To begin with, we've 1o proof
that you can phw footer.”

“Im hot stuff!” said Lousm Bill,

“We've only your word for it.”

“Then you refuse to hand over the
captaincy 7’

“ Absolutely, flatly, and finally!”

Cousin Bill looked thoughtful.

“Would you be prepared to hand it
over under certain conditions?” he
asked.

“Name the conditions.”

“Well, if T were to get up a team of
my own, outside the regular eleven, and
challon;,e say, Rookwoed, to a match,
and lick them W ould you agree to my
being skipper ‘then?”

Tom Merry grinned.

“Yes, if you worked a miracle of that
sort, T’ d hand over the captaincy with
ple asure!” he said.

““Good enough! That’s a bargain!”

Manners and Lowther were also grin-
ning. Rookwood had a very fine team.
It was a team that the regular St. Jim’s
junior eleven had all their work cut
out to beat. The idea of a second
eleven, skippered by the boy from
Borneo, meeting and defeating the dash-
ing Rookwood side, was enough to make
a cat laugh.

Tom Merry felt that he was quite safe
in offering the football captaincy to
Barker, under those conditions. He
believed that Barker’s style of football
was on a par with Grundy s. Grundy
was a fellow who floundered about the
field like a rhinoceros, with no idea of
passm,, shooting, or ball~control

“You're quite serious about
Merry ?” questxoned the new boy.

“Oh, quite!”

“Then why are you grinning?”

*T can see your eleven being licked
to a frazzle,” said the captam of the
Shell.

“If Rookwood have their shooting-
boots on, the score will be about twenty
to  nil,” chuckled Monty Lowther.
“Iiven if they play far beneath their
true form, they’ll get into double

{his,

figures!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Cousin Bill moved to the door.

“You're laughing now, but you'll
pipe to another tune on Saturday after-
noon,” he said.

“Bow-wow !”

“I'm going round
recruits for my eleven,”

now to collect
said cousin DBill.

“ And I’ll telephone to that fellow
‘\ml\el ;

“Ha, ha! You mean Silver,” said
Tom Merry

“1H telephone to Silver, and ask him
to bring his team over to St. Jim’s on
Saturday afternoon.”

So saying cousin

Bill  withdrew,

leaving the Terrible Three almost in

hysterics.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Team that Barker Built!

OUSIN BILL was in earnest. And
it was his very earnestness which

caused several fellows to rally

round him.
He had undertaken not to approach
any members of the regular eleven., But
he still had plenty of talent to draw

upon.
Lawrence, of the New House,
gallantly offered to keep goal. Next to

Fatty Wynn, Lawrence was probably the
finest junior goalie at St. Jim’s.

“Of course, I shall be bombarded with
shots all throngh the game,” he said.
“PBut I'll keep out as many as I can.”

“That’s the spirit!” said Barker
approvingly. And he resumed his quest
for recruits.

Koumi Rao, the Indian junior, agreed
to play. So did French, and LumIeV
Lumley, and Clive, and: Kerruish.

These fellows regarded it as rather an
adventure. That it would prove a
disastrous adventure they did not doubt.
For how could a second eleven hope to
conguer Rookwood? 8till, it would be
a game,
would not be wasted.

The team was completed by Digby,
Herries, Lennox, and Clifton Dane. It
was quite a useful side. Even Tom
Merry admitted that. Butl a side had to
be something more than useful to hope
to defeat Rookwood. ~ It had to be
brilliant.

Having got his team together, cousin
Bill's next action was to telephone to
Jimmy Silver.

€ Me for the Gaptaincy !’ says the Borneo Boy—and He Gets It !

and the Saturday afternoon
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“I'm Barker of St. Jim’s,” he ex-
plained, when he had got through.

“Never heard of you,” said Jimmy
Silver.

“You'll hear of me on
afternoon,” was the grim reply.
want you to bring your team over to
St. Jim’s, to play an eleven skippered
by me.”

“QOh, certainly!”
with a chuckle.

“Bring your best team, mind,” said
cousin Bill, “and don’t regard 1t as a
joke. I'm dead serious.”

“Your team is composed of juniors, 1
take it—not of hulking louts in the
Sixth 77

“Of course!”

“Very well. We'll come over to St.
Jim’s and pulverise you!”

“T rather fancy the boot will be on
the other foot!” muttered cousin Bill,
as he hung up the receiver.

Saturday afterncon came, and with it
the Rookwood team.

Bill Barker’s eleven was at a great
disadvantage, inasmuch as they had not
had time to put in any practice.

A tremendous crowd thronged the
touchline., Not for whole hemispheres,
as Monty Lowther expressed it, would
they have missed that match. it

“Where will Barker play, I wonder?”
mused Tom Merry.

“Not in the forward line, surely?”
said Manners. “He’s too hefty for
that.”

Cousin Bili, having won the {loss,
placed his men in their allotted positions.
,Heki,ook' up his own position at right
back.

Darrel of the Sixth was the referee.
He blew his whistle for the game to
start, and all eyes were glued upon the
plaving-pitch.

The Rookwood forwards went off with

~a rush. They made a bee-line for the
St. Jim's goal, and there seemed to be
no stopping them.

Lovell swung the ball across to Jimmy
Silver, and Jimmy was about to send
in a terrific left-foot drive, when he
found himself hustled unceremoniously

Saturday

w“

said Jimmy Silver,

off the ball. The burly Barker had
intercepted him just in the nick of time.

Jimmy Silver went sprawling, and
cousin Bill punted the ball well up the
field.

“Well cleared, sir!”

It became speedily apparent that
Grundy’s cousin was no duffer at foot-
ball. ~His shoulder-charging was rather
heavy. but perfectly fair. His tackling
was of a high order. But the most re-
markable feature of his play was his
hefty kicking.  When he punted the
ball, it went three-parts of the length of
tho field.

Cousin Bill’s form was truly an eye-
opener. It astonished the natives. The
other members of the team were as
pigmies by comparison with cousin Bill.
He was a team in himself.

The Rookwood forwards made vre-
peated attempts to get through, but they
found Bill Barker a great stumbling-
block.  Always, when they came to
within shooting distance, he chipped in
and robbed them of the ball.

For the most part, the St. Jim’s
players were penned in their own half.
But Rookwood, though they employed
every art and artifice at their command,
could not break down the stonewall
defence of cousin Bill.

Half-time arrived with no score.

Tom Merry was looking quite startled.
And so were his chums. ;

“T don’t like the look of this a bit,”
said Manners. ‘‘That fellow Barker can
play football, and no error!”

“If St. Jim’s were to score in the
second half,” said Monty Lowther,
“bang would go the captaincy! You'd
have to keep your compact with Barker,
Tommy.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“All T can say is that if Barker suc-
ceeds in licking Roekwood, then he
deserves the captaincy,” he remarked. -

After a brief interval, the ball was set
in motion again.

Jimmy Silver & Co. threw themselves
into the fray with renewed zest. They
had quite made up their minds to get
a goodly bag of goals in the second half

Unfortunately, Bill Barker had made up
his mind that they shouldn’t.

The game which cousin Bill played in
the second half was one that would go
down to history. He was always on the
spot when danger threatened.

On only two occasions did the Rook-
wood forwards succeed in getting the
ball past Barker. On each occasion they
shot hard and true for goal, but Law-
rence -was equal to the emergency. He
brought off a couple of saves which were
worthy of Fatty Wynn at his best.

And so the game went on, Rookwood
attacking and St. Jim’s defending, until
only ten minutes remained for play.

“Looks as if it will be a goalless
draw,” remarked Manners.

“In which case, your captaincy will
be safe, Tommy,” said Monty Lowther.
“But you've had a narrow squeak.”

“T’m not so sure that I sha’n’t lose it,
after all,” said Tom Merry, *Just look .
at that fellow Barker!”

Cousin Bill had evidently come to the
conclusion that if any goals were to be
scored, he would have to score them
himself. = He had given his forwards
plenty of chances to get going, but the
Rookwood half-backs had broken up
their attacks.

Cousin Bill now made a great sclo
effort to win the game. He took the
ball from the toes of Jimmy Silver, and
proceeded to run it up the field.

Opponents dashed up to intercept him,
only to be scattered like chaff before
cousin Bill’s onrush.

Excitement ran high among the crowd.

“Go it, Barker!”

“Take it through on your own!”

Cousin Bill cleverly “drew ” the
Rookwood defenee, and. then he wound
up his merry antics with a shot which
the Rookwood goalie could scarcely see,
much less save.

The ball came whizzing in with such
velocity that i broks i'72 netting.
“Goal I” :
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That was the first, the last, and the
only goal of that memorable match.

During the remaining moments Jimmy

Silver & Co. made heroic efforts to get
o“x terms. But Bill Barker, a veritable
tower of strength, pulled them up every
time.

The Rookwooders were still -attacking

desperately when  the final whistle
sounded. =

A deafening roar from the crowd
greeted the amazing victory of Bill

Barker's eleven.

Tom Merry’s face was a study.

He had made that compuct with cousin
Bill, believing it to be humanly impos-
sible that the new boy’s team could
defeat Rookwood. But the miracle had
happened, and, being an honourable
fellow, Tom Meiry had no alternative
but to hand over the footbali captaincy
to Barker forthwith.

“Well played, Barker he said
heartily, as the burly Shell fellow came
off. “I didn’t dream you’d put up such
a good show. The captainey’s yours.”

“Thanks!” said cousin Bill breath-
lessly. He appreciated the sportsman-
like way in which Tom Merry had taken
the matter. ¢ Now that I'm skipper,
Merry, you needn't think I shall bundle
you and your pals out of the team. The
sleven will be practically the same as it
was before. One fellow will have to dnop
out, that’s all, to make room for me.

Cousin Bill. covered with mud and
glory, proceeded {o the schoel building

A

for a bath, after which he entertained
a few select members of his victorious
eleven to téa in his study—or, rather, in
the study which rightly belorged to his
cousin Grundy.

Tom Merry & Co. had given Barker
until Saturday evening to give up pos-
sesston -of sthat . study.- But-in-the-light
of -what had just happened .on the foot-
ball-field, they felt that they Lould not
go along and eject cousin Bill “on his
neck.”

“What are you fellows going to do
about chucking my cousin out?”’ asked
Grundy.

“\othmrr‘ said Tom Merry.

“Wp can’t commit assault and battery
on g fellow w ho played like he played
this afternoon,” said Tom. “ We're not
exactly in love with this cousin of yours,
and we don’t approve of his methods.
But, dash it all, we can’t kick him out
after what he's done!”

“Perhaps you're afraid?” suggested
Grundy scornfully.

“Nothing of the sort!” was Tom
Merry's heated reply. “But we're not
going to lay hands on your cousin_ after
the fine show he put up against Rook
wood. That's it. and all about it. Jf
vou want to get your study back, you 6 i
have to tac kle cousin Bill VOlllRE‘lf

Grundy scowled. Without the assist-
ance of Tom Merry & Co., he had little
prospect of being able to eject his burly
cousin. He could, of course, have
appealed to the Housemaster, but that

He was a fellow
s, but sneaking was

was not Grundy’s \\ag
with many failing
not one of them.

So cousin Bill remained in proud pos-
session of Grundy's study. And, by
virtue of his great game against Rook-
wood, he had beconie ca,ptam of football:

Seldom in the history of St. Jim's:had
&t new boy succeeded in making such a
stir.

Tom Merry realised that cousin Bill
was a force to be reckoned with. He
was a fellow of push and go, who had
by no means realised all his ambitions as
yet. Tom Merry’s position of leader of
the Shell was mow in grave danger.
Tom, who had ruled the roost for so
mzmy terms, was tottering on his throne,
s0 to speak. And he wondered rather
uneas‘ly, and so did his chums, what
cousin Bill's next move would be.

“This fellow Barkers going to be a
big thorn in our side,” remarked Tom
Merry to his study- mates.

“These are stirring times !” said Monty
Lowther, stirring his tea as he spoke.
“We shall have to watch cousin Bitl
carefully, and see what he's up to next.
Then we must put a spoke in his wheel
—if we can!”

And on that point the Terrible Three
were unanimously agreed.

THE END.

(You will read about Cousin Bill from
Borneo in “ The Best Man Wins/” next
week.)
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Read this Puzzle Picture to-day and send in your solution right away!
No time to lose,
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CONCLUSION

What You Have to Do!

Here is a splendid Footer competition
which I am sure will interest you. On
this page you will find a history of Liver-
pool Football Club in picture-puzzle form.
What you are invited to do is to solve
this picture, and when you have done so,
write your sclution on a sheet of paper.
Then sign the coupon which appears
underneath, pin it to your solution, and
post it to “LIVERPOOT " Competition,
Porunar Office, Gough House, Gough
Square, II.C 4, so as to reach that
address not later than THURSDAY,
NOVEMBER 36th. :

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will ba
awarded to the reader who submits a
solution which is exactly the same as, or
nearest to, the solution now in the posses-
sion of the Editor. In the event of ties
the prize will be divided. The other
prizes will be awarded in order of merit,
The Editor reserves the right te add
together and divide aill, or any of the
prizes, but the full amount  will bs
awarded. It is' a distinct condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor must
be accepted as final. Employees of the
proprietors of this journal are not eligible
to compete.

This competition is run’ in conjunction
with “Gem,” ‘““Magnet,”” and “Boys’
Friend,” and readers of those journals are
invited to compete.

enter LIVERPOOL COMPETI-
TION and agree to accept the Editor’s
decision.as final.
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Some real~live Thrillers next week !—You Watch Cut!
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THE FINEST SPORTING STORY OF THE YEAR! A vast fortune hangs in the balance, and #wo

yownrg sporismen fight for its possession!

She RIVAL
“ ép ORTSMEN !

o

A Gripping New
Sporting Serial,
dealing with an

amazing sporting

struggle for a great
fortune.

ANNANNS

By VICTOR NELSON,

L O o o o =
WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

By the terms of the late Sir Charles
Lestrade’s will, Harry Lestrade and his
cousin, Austin Courtney, must fight for
- the possession of the Lestrade fortune
on the field of sport. The one who dis-
tinguishes himself most becomes owner
of a vast amount of wealth. Harry
Lestrade receives the first opportunity to
distinguish himself in a loecal football
match, for which club he is “signed on.”

Several other sporting events, in which
both the cousins compete, are won by
young Harry Lestrade. Furious at his non-

)
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PPN FOR SN PO PO RON P

We must go to him at
but the timekeepers

Rascal !
T was whilst the doctor was on his way
I to the cottage that a competitor, who
fore starting round for the second time
through engine trouble reported to the time-
Keecpers what had happened to No. 14.
Lestrade, who had come with the latter, over-

heard the cyclist’'s remark.

*No. 14! That’s a friend of ours!” said
agitation, gripped the cyelist by the arm.
* How badly is he injured? He's not killed ?”

“I couldn’t say,” answered the leathern-
ideas of trying to win the race at the time,
and did not stop. He looked pretty bad
as he lay on the bank at the side of the
stoeping over him.”"

A groan broke from Specs. and he sprang
into their two-seater.
once!” he cried;
intervened.

It was impossible to allow the car on the
the second lap, they pointed out; and,
having to realise that they were justified in
1his demand, Specs and the football trainer
patience they could muster.

Austin Courtney had come thundering past
them some time before, starting on the final
and werc still following. But those who
went by now were the last of the com-
petitors, and at length the timekeepers
be oif.

Harry’s chums lost no time in getting
away in their two-seater. Rather more than
the tree and Harry’s wrecked motor-cycle
lay! at the roadside. Then, pext moment,
they came in sight of the cottage a few
was standing.

“That’s where he is, Tony, I'll be bound!”
said Specs, who was white and wracked with

0<>8<>0-<>8--0<>8-

The End of the Race — Punishing a

had had to abandon the race just be-
Tony Wagg and Specs, two chums of Harry-
Tony Wagg, as he strode forward and, in his
clad competitor. shaking his head. “I had
road, with the men who were with him

“Poor old Harry!

route until all the cycles had proceeded on
had to contain themselves with the best
stage of the race, and others had followed
signed to Specs and Tomy that they might
an hour later they reached the spot where
yards farther om, outside which a brougham
suspense. “That carriage belongs to ‘a

You Watch Harry Lestrade—He’s a True-Blue Sportsman |
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success, Courtney tries underhand methods
of getting Harry out of the struggle.

A famous motor-cycle race on the Isle
of Man is the next event in which the
two rival sportsmen have entered.

To prevent Harry winning the race,
Courtney hires a man to block the road
with a felled tree as Lestrade is about to
pass. The plot is sucecessfully carried
out. Harry, unable to stop his cycle,
crashes into the obstacle across the read.
In an unconscious state he is carried
to a nearby cottage.

(Now read on.)

0 0<>00<> 000
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doctor, I'll bet! I say, I do hope he isn't
killed I

“Heaven forbid!" agreed the trainer
solemnly, for he had conceived a keen liking
for Harry Lestrade since coming into close
contact with him in the football club.

They had brought their car to a standstill,
and Tony, who had been at the wheel, sprang
down nto the road. Spees followed, and was
at his heels as the trainer flung open the
gate of the tiny garden before the little
dwelling, and rushed up a path leading to
the frout door.

1t opened at that moment, and a grave-
faced man, with a neat white beard and
moustache, who somehow had “doctor”
written - all over him, emerged. Tony laid
his hand impulsively upon his sleeve.

“The injured lad, doctor—he’s a friend of
ours,” Tony said. “What's the news?”

And he hung anxiously upon the medico’s
reply.

To his relief, and also that of Specs, the
doctor gave a reassuring smile.

“He’s had a miraculous escape,” was his
reply. “He was only stunned, and there’s
not a hone broken, though he sprained his
wrist and wrenched an ankle rather badly.
Go in and see him. He’s been conscious for
some time now.”

The two friends were shown into the room
where Harry had been taken by the woman
of the house. They found the boy sitting
on the edge of the bed, his wrist damaged,
as also was his right foot and ankle. Another
bandage was about his head, which had
received rather a severe cut, and about his
face was more than one cross of sticking-
plaster.

He was still very pale and looked shaken,
but otherwise seemed little the worse for
his crash.

“I fell in the branches of the tree,” he
said, as, with his uninjured left hand, he
gave them both a welcoming grip. “I re-
member that happening before I hit the road
and everything was blotted out. I came an
awful cropper. I was going at full speed
when it happened.”

“But how in the name of thunder did that
tree come to fall into the road, old chap?”
Touy Wagg asked, frowning in puzzlement.
“We can get you back tp Douglas in our
ear, but wait for a bit. I am going to have
a squint at that tree,” he added suspiciously.

Vho will win the great

struggle 2 Take an interest!

By this time the race was over, and away
at the inn near Douglas the timekeepers and
judges were going through the various times
in which the yumerous competitors had com-
pleted the cotirse. °

As Tony Wagg reached the fallen tree,
stooped over it, and began to examine the
trunk at the spot where it had been severed,
these gentlemen finished their task, and the
chairman of the motor company, who was
present, made his appearance on.the balcony
of the hostelry to address the some fifty
cyclists gathered below to await the resuit.

His appearance was greeted with an ex.
pectant silence, and, after bowing aund
smiling, he cleared his throat.

“The race resulted, gentlemen, in a very
close finish hetween two competitors. One,
Mr. Austin Courtney, of Lestrade Castle, in
Wessex, finished the hundred miles in two
hours, three minutes, and fourteen seccuds.
The other, a Mr. Jones, of Glasgow, was
home in two hours, three minutes, and
twenty-three seconds; whilst Mr. Tom Doyle,
of London, was only half a minute behind
him. Considering the stiff elimbs that had
to be negotiated, these times do credit to
both our machines, and to the competitors
riding them. These three gentlemen take
the first, second, and third prize, Mr. Austin
Courtney, of course, winning the first prize
of a thousand guineas.. If the thres gentle-
men I have named will step on. to the
balcony, I shall have- pleasure in handing
them their cheques.”

A thrill of pleasure ‘momentarily gripped
Austin Courtney, as he listened, and then
moved towards the steps leading up to the
balcony, where the chairman of the motor
company, the judges and timekeepers were
standing.

But it did not last. His success was as
ashes in his mouth. He was thinking of the
crumpled figure he had seen lying on the
bank at the roadside, twenty to twenty-five
miles distant on the route.

He had won and achieved an important
step in the contest set him and his cousin
Harry by the late Sir Charles Lestrade’s
will. But at what a cost, perbaps!

Naturally, knowing nothing of the won-
derful escape Harry had experienced by
reason of his fali being ~broken by the
branches of the felled tree, Courtney had
ugly visions of arrest, and of perhaps being
stood on trial for his life.

How he smiled when, later, he was posing
for a camera-man of an important film com-
pany, he scarcely knew, and it was in a fit
of black depression and uneasiness that he
rode back to Douglas, and prepared to leave
the island.

The boat he wasg determined to eateh from
Douglas to ELiverpool, en roste for home,
was leaving almost at once, and he had no
time to attempt to glean information as to
whether or no his cousin had been killed.

It was a huge relief to him, much as he
hated Harry, when on the quay, after having
seen his motor-cyle taken on board “the
steamer, he chanced to turn his head, and
saw his cousin limping towards the gang-
way between Specs and Tony Wagg. But
the meeting, if a relief, was to have un-
pleasant results for Austin Courtney.

Leaving Specs to support Harry, the stal-
wart football trainer strode up to Courtney
as he glimpsed him.

The latter made a hurried move for the
gangway, but Tony was too quick for him.

Grabbing him with no particular gentle-
ress by the shoulder, the ex-boxer swung
him round. S

“You dirty assassin!” Tony said, between
his teeth, his eyes blazing with a very real
contempt and anger. *“So you won the race!
Well, you can use the thousand guineas to
pay whoever it wids sawed through that tree
for you!”

“What the mischief do you mean?” Austin
Courtney demanded, trying to free himself,
and putting the best face he could upon
matters, though he had turned deathly pale.

“You know what I mean, you skunk!”
Tony flashed. “The tree did not fall by
accident. It was sawn through, and let fall
into the road by some accomplice of yours
just as your cousin was coming along on
his motor-cycle. I suppose you hoped to
kill him; but the plot failed!”

“It’s a lie—a dastardly He!” Austin
Courtney protested hoarsely. “I know
Trs Porurar.—No. 201,
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nothing about the tree being tampered with,
if it was so, and—-'

“Don’t you? Then sue me in a court of
faw for what I'm going to do!” Tony
snapped; and, getting a sudden fresh grip
upon the terrified Courtney, he deliberately
dropped him over the quay into the water.

. With a mighty splash AustinCourtney dis-
appeared beneath the surface. As he came
up, gasping, and dashing the water from his
eyes, with his face livid with mingled fright
and rage, a quay-hand flung him a lifebelt
which he grabbed, so that he was kept afloat.

Dripping from head to foot, Austin
Courtney was dragged back on to the quay,
and this was just as a couple of police-
constables ecame pushing their way through
the crowd.

“What's all this?” one of them asked, in
the quaint dialect of the island. “Do you
want to charge this man?” he demanded
of the wet and dishevelled Courtney, pointing
to the now grinning Tony.

“No!” Austin Courtney snapped, though
he glared murderous things at the football
trainer as he turned towards: the gangway.

“And I didn’t think ke would,” Tony com-
mented to the delighted Harry and Specs, as
they t‘o!ipwed the young man abeard. “In
fact. guite om the contrary, I expect he
would be willing to pay away every guinea of
the thousand he has won to keep the law
from going into details about what happened
out on the Knockaloe Rdad this afternoon.”

Sp@cs,' Harry Lestrade’s chum, emerged
from his beq-room at Lestrade Castle, his
great black-rimmed spectacles perched upon
his nose and his slender figure arrayed in
& wonderful thing in dressing-gowns that
reminded one of a rainbow.

With bis usual short-sighted manper, Specs
dawdled along the gloomy, oak-panelled
corridor towards a room at the far end that
Harry had had fitted up as a gymnasium.

From it came a steady thud, thud, thud!
that told Spees that Harry, who was always
up early and doing something or other to
keep himseif fit, was having a bout with
his punching-ball.

Specs reached the door, and pushed it
open. He stood on the threshold peering
at his chum, who was attired in singlet
and a pair of shorts, and punching at the
ball with a vigour that threatened to drag
ont its supporting screws,

Spees advanced.

“The top of the morning to you, old bean!*

he said cheerily. “1 am glad to see such
energy and—— Ow!”
Specs’  short-sightedness often got him

into frouble, and he had approached far
nearer to the ball and its assailant than
he had intended. Unfortunately for him,
Harry Lestrade side-stepped the inflated
leather as it was returning after a particu-
larly hefty punch, and, striking Speecs full
upon the nose, it knocked him completely
head over heels.

“Ha, ha, ha! What on earth are you
trying to do, Spees?” rcared Harry, as he
swung round and stond looking down at
his fallen friend, who was blindly groping
for his glasses, whieh had been knocked

-from their perch.

Harry Lestrade was now quite fit once
more. Over a fortnight had elapsed since
the despicable conspiracy that had crocked
him in the Isle of Man, and his damaged
wrist and ankle had ceased to cause him
any inconvenience.

“1 say, you know, you might be a little
more careful!” grumbled Specs, as Harry
found his glasses for him and helped him to
his feet. "“What the dickens did you want
to let the thing come back like that fer?”

“My dear chap, 1 had no idea you were
go near!”

“Nor had I.” returned Specs ruefully.
“You ought to biff it less heftily, old thing.

Bother! My nose is bleeding!”
“Gently mop at it and come and see
Tearing Haste, Specs,” suggested Harry,

somewhat unsympathetically, as he made
for an adjoining bath-room. “I'll not be
a brace of shakes having a plunge and a
towelling and getting into my riding togs.”

“Are you going to put him over the jumps
again this morning?” Specs asked, as he
followed his friend to the bath-room door
and stood waiting for him.

“Yes—and every morning now until he is
sent up to Aintree in March,” was Harry's
reply. “He's lost all signs of his lameness,
and is developing into one of the best
jumpers I was ever astride. Old Williams is
absolutely keen on his chance, and vows
'l win on him.”

Harry Lestrade had his riding clothes
already laid out in the bath-room. In rather
less than a quarter of an hour he re-
appeared attired in them, and after Specs
had paused at his bed-room to change his
dressing-gown for coat, vest, and overcoat,
the two boys made their way out to the
training-stables.

There were less horses by half in the
charge of Trainer Williams now. For, after
his attempt in the Isle of Man to put Harry
out of the running in the -big sporting con-
test between them, Austin Courtney had
left the castle, and taken his share of the
racers with him.

Yes, we have the REAL GOODS! Our Stories GO every time!

These were now stabled and trained at en
establishment at Newmarket, and when dis-
cussing the Grand Natiopal, the important
and most terrible jumping race that hag
made Aintree famous, the sporting papers
spoke promisingly of the chance held by
the young man’s candidate, ¥ast and Free.

But, in the opinion of Williams, who had
previously trained both animals, good though
the five-year-old might be, he would have
all his work cut out to beat Harry’s horse,
Tearing Haste 1I., as the boy bad confided
to Specs.

“’Morning, young gentlemen!” Williams
greeted them, as they entered the yard,
where, as it was still quite early, the stable-
boys were leading out the horses and
clothing them ready to take them for their
exercise spins. “Here's the old echap all
ready for you, Master Harry—and ’pon my
word every morning sees him more full of
pep and fit1”

Harry walked over to the heavily clothed

-Tearing Haste, towards whom the trainer

had waved his hand.

The thoroughhred pushed his nose affec-
tionately against the boy’s shoulder as he
patted his nose and whispered to him. The
two understood each other perfectly, which
is a great asset when it comes to racing.

With Harry leading Tearing Haste, a move
was made out on to the large open space
where the schooling hurdles and fences were
erected, the racers walking with the sedate
tread always noticeable in a well-bred horse
and snifing the keen morning air almost
suspiciously. =

All were fighting-fit, and mere than one
wag inclined to bolt as it felt the spring of
the turf under its heels, and would have
done so but for the lads in charge.

Marjorie Randall was waiting on the
fringe of the exercise ground, seated omn

her superb black horse, and she waved her
hand to the two hoys as she espied them
with the racehorses.

Tearing Haste was stripped, and Harry
given a leg-up. Whilst Specs, Marjorie,
and Williams watched admiringly, the boy
took the horse for a two-mile spin over the
obstacles, and, as well as showing a fine
speed, he leapt with a sure, clean grace that
even the inexperienced Spees felt must pub
him in the foremost ranks of horses of his
tvpe.

(There will be another long, grivping
instalment of our amazing sporting serial
included in next week's fine batch of stories.
Look out for it!)
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A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor is aiways pleased to
hiear from his readers. Address: The
Editor, The * Popular,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.
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QREAT NEWS,
HERE is plenty of stirring

l interest in mext week’s magnifi-

cent programme of stories in

the Porurar. but first of all let

me tell my chums that they can look

with confidence for » splendid addition
to the new Portrait Gallery.

A FREE PHOTO OF A FAMOUS
SPORTS!‘ﬂAiN, s

That's what you will find in next
week’s POPULAR, and I do most stroagly
advise everybody to make a point of
ordering the paper well in advance. It
would be a thousand pities to miss one
of these beautiful photos. They will
make a superb collection: onc that will
provide heaps of interest for any length
of time.

I am going to make a poinf here of
reminding you all that our Companion
Papers are offering something unique
in the vhotographic line.

Tur Porvrar.—No. 201

SPECIAL AUTOQGRAPHED
PORTRAITS,

You will find these in the greatly
enlarged “Gem,” which paper, with its
brilliant coloured cover, is making
epormous strides towards even greater
popularity than it ever enjoyed.

Don’t miss any of the Companion
Papers if you can help it. The “ Mag-
net” has a record programme, and its
exguisite photos are getting talked
about everywhere, while the new Grey-
friars series is simply booming.

Then as regards the enlarged ‘‘ Boys’
Friend "—well, the old Green Un has
something it can well afford to te
proud about, in its grand new series of
coloured portraits of footballers Yon
never saw finer finish, These likenesses
are a positive triumph of the photo-
grapher’s art, and the chance of getting
the players in their club colours is
unique.

NOW ABOUT THE STORIES,

Without a doubt the present fiction
programme in the POPULAR is the most
representative we have ever had. I
feel that there is some reason to dwell
on its stupendous variety and all-round

attractiveness. There is Mr. Martin
(Clifford, with a ripping varn of St
Jim’s. You cannbt beat these tales of

the famous school for wit and liveliness.
Then, as to Greyfriars, it 1s no
exaggeration to say that the POPULAR

worthily carries on the story of the
celebrated establishment presided over
by Dr. Locke, and where Mr. Quelch
exercises  such useful sway over the
Remove.

The PoPULAR stands alone as a com-
plete story paper. I have added a host
more fine things to the list of features,
and for the moment I am more than
satisfied, though I may as well tell you
right away that there are heaps of
novelties coming along.

But we are going ahead like the
traditional house afire as things are.
We have Victor Nelson’s trenchant
serial.  There is the ever-appreciated
Backwoods story, and there is Rook-
wood, to name only a few of the fine
treats which you can find in the
PopuLar.

Keep your eye on next week's num-
ber. It will surprise you. What's
more, it will prove to you that the fame
of “Bunter’s Weekly” is not going
to be dimmed--don't think it—by any
Congo stunts on the part of the editor.
“Bunter's Weekly ”’ remains as ever the
most amusing, the brightest, and raciest
supplement which ever issued from a
printing press.

Dour Editor.
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£250 PRIZE COMPETITION FREE FUN ! Our Funny Novelty, causing roars of laughter,

> 2 . TREE to all sending 1/- for 70 Oute Conjuring
With every game there 1s wonderfu_] opportunity for Tricks, 12.Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catchy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,

1 2 ifyi i ks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funny Readings,
you to earn big prizes in a simple competition R A e T Monologues. 73 Toasts, 52 Wealtn Seorets, Easy

£ * f 5 SRR i Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thousands de-
f?}‘ wh{ch prizes are bellng awurdedl as f.oﬂows : XEE?QJ?"“Q’.}Z’;t oorel, and 1,001 e e
Lirst prize £100; Second prize £25; Third prize £10, -

and 100 valuable consolation gifts. =
SOMEONE Must Win These Prizes—WHY NOT YOU 2 YOU CAN BE TALLER(
HOW TO ENTER—READ THIS CAREFULLY. Get more attention, respect, and admiration from the opposite

. You can add 2, 3, or more inches to your height. It’s simple
Go to the nearest Toy or Sports Shop and buy bonmless,  Write for full particulars FREE.—~C. B. Edison,

THE GREAT NEW GAME

g

“Success.”  With each game you will find full 51, Church Street, South Shore, Blackpool.

instructions.  If you have any difhculty in obtaining, e : - : s
ez “Q 6 - . MPFS FREE to applicants for Approvals, enclosing postage.

write to Nuc;ess, 54' Cleat EaStcrn _St!eet,Londpn, igaizﬁpicp 9d., 25 Flﬁ-n:gxp C‘udl‘s] 37(1., 20 Swiss 4d., '19 Ax-gemige 4d.,

E.C. 2, enclosing postal order for the size you require. 12 Russia 4d., 10 Finland 4d. 1,000 Mounts 6d.—JIMENEZ, 14, Scotney

Street, Peterborough.

HORNBY:: TRAINS

THE TRAIN WITH A GUARANTEE -

A most valuable and remarkable feature of the Hornby Train is that it can be taken to pieces and rebuilt just like
Meccano model.  Any lost or damaged parts may be replaced with new ones.

Perfect Mechanism : Beautiful Finish : Standardised Paris

HBRMEY CLOCRWIORE = 1 it

TRAINS. : Guaraniee:
No. 1 Passenger Set - 35/. ~;Borohy, and Zslo:
No.1Goods ,  25/6 : fheir sifisieney is:
No. 2 Pullman , 70/-

&

guaranteed. A form

. of Guaranie is fur-
No. 2 Goods » 45/- : nished with each :

loce., and we under
take to repair or re

b = ylatei at omil :Q?an

l fib : any laco. that fail

4 U U CLOCK RAINS . to run satisfactorit

ceeeenne A Sy Gl S WORK from any cause othe

2 . - e than misuse, within -
The Zulu Cleckwork Train is a new and cheaper type of me~ i 60 days of purchase

chanical train, the chief characteristics of which are fine and  “r*rorrrrrrrgrrerereees

durable mechanism and immense strength of construction in all parts. Fitted with
brake and _overnor; non-reversing.

ZULU CLOCK-

WORK TRAINS.

Passenger Set 25/-
Goods Set 18/6

FREE TO BOYS

A SPLENDID NEW MECCANO
¢ BOOK. This is a new and splen.
. didly illustrated book telling of the
¢+ good things which coma from Mec.
. canoland, where the best toys are
. manufactured. TO GET A FREE
« COPY. Just show this pageto three
< chums and send us their names and

ceessennessrcotrencteannan e

MECCANO RAILS, POINTS AND CROSSINGS.

Meccano rails, points and crossings are built for hard wear and for smooth r[unning.-
: addresses with your own. Addred§ - They are made of the finest materials and hold together rigidly and strongly, for rcal
- your letter to Dept. X. Y ¢ A S : 1
Sose b DG e e workmanship is pyt into them. Write for our new illustrated leaflet.

MECCANO LIMITED : BINNS ROAD : LIVERPOOL

Tae PorurarR.—No. 201.

P T P T PRSP




98 . - THE POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

Boys'! Engineering

Be Builders For
With ¢ Boys

The reason why you can build such wonderful models as this Travelling Gantry Crane with Meccano is
that every part is a real engineering piece, all perfectly desxgned and accurately made.
You never come to the end of Meccano
fun. All the models, Cranes, Bridges,
Towers, Wagons, etc., work just like .the
real thing. The youngest boy can begin
to build the moment he gets his Qutfit
home. Every outfit complete, nothing
further to buy. '
Full Instructions. A big illustrated book |
of instructions goes with each Qutfit,
making everything perfectly clear.
BIGGER OUTFITS THIS YEAR

NEW PARTS ADDED
SPLENDID NEW MODELS

‘FREE TO BOYS.

Splendld New Meccano Book.
= This is abeautiful new book
which showsboys how to enjoy
every minute of their leisure
hours. Itis beautifully illus-
trated, and explains in a
simple way the joys of §
Meccano,
How To Get A Free Copy.

Just show this-page to three
chums and cend. us their 2

j names and addresses with OUTFITS
your own. Put 37 after your name for reference, From 5/- to 370/-

"MECCANO LIMITED : BINNS ROAD : LIVERPOOL.

Grand £250 Prize Competition,

» This Competition brings golden opportun-
ities to brainy, inventive boys, There are
hundreds of cash and other prizes awarded
to those who send in the best models.
Write us for particulars or ask your dealer
for an entry form,

Working Model of
Travelling Gantry
Crane built with
Meccano,

This handsome full-sized Gentsa Lever
‘Watch sent upon receipt of 1/-. After
approval send1 /- more, the balance may
be paid b y6monthly instalments of
2 eac Guaranteed 5 years. Chain
offesed Free with every watch, Cash
returned in full if dissatished. Send 1/- -
aow to Simpson’s Ltd. (Dept. 2 ) <
94, Queen Rd., Brighton, Sussex =

is all you pay for a superbly made Mead
Gramovhone with massive, highly pol-
ished solid oak cabinet ; gigantic richly
coloured horn; extra )zu‘ge silent run- \\
ning motor, unusually ‘loud rubber
insulated Sound Reproducer; brile
liantly nickeiled scamless tapered
tone arm and all othér up-to-date
improvements. ' Sent packed free
and carriage paid with 28 Tunes
and 400 Silver Steel Needles on
10 DAYS FREH 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 bidgest and
most beautifully illustrated gramoe
phone catalogue in the world.

us a card for our Illustrated List of
Sporting Goods, which will be sent
free. —~FRANK CLARKE, Crown
Works. 6, Whittall Street, Birmingham.

11 Handy Sized Tools 1/3 Only,

Post. 4d.) WERE 3/6. Hammer, Etc.. as shown.

logue. Big Bargains, 7d. to 77/6, Cash or 1/.
‘Wesk. Accordeons, 12/6 te 42/., Gramophonas. 39/6
to 77/6. Watches, 5/- to 70/-, Clocks, 4/6 to 55/-,

- Jewelley, Novelties, Toys, ° Xmas Oards 2
and Presents,” Etc.—PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE (Dept. 5G), HASTINGS.

GINEMA FlLMS MACHINES, SPOOLS, SCREENS,

y SLIDES, etc.. Everything stocked
for the Amateur. 50-foot Sample I‘llm, 1/8; post free. 100-foot,
2/3, post free. Stamp for Illustrated Lists.

TYSON & MARSHALL (Dept. A), 89, Castle Boulevard, Nottingham.

CURILY EHAIR'!

SUMMERS'  CURLIT " CURLS STRAICHTEST HAIR! 1/8,2/6. =
Gold Medal Diploma. Thousands Testimonials. Proof sent.—
SUMMERS (Dept. T.P.) 34, CANNON PLACE, BRICHTON.

Compa.ny (Dept. @188),
1l-Heath,
Bumingha.m.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/ Complete

IN 30 DAYS urs Voice Instruments. Imitate Birds, Animals, eto.
o Appliances. No Drugs. !‘.ToDleung TheMerlnEgongsfs.tem !(E)'!TE!LQOQX!LS{W%“,M wdl‘,o‘?hT‘;:Ckf/)v“heft:gfﬁam ’1" ies gg‘}“““
NEVER FAILS. Full partiouiars and Testimonials, stamp.~— 4 2 5 page

List, 2d. Lot 4/-, all post paid.—A. WILKES, Stookton, Rugby

Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.}, 10, Ludgate Hill, London, Eng.

§—Set of 50 German Stamps (Air Mail, eto.), PREE ¢o those-

FREE ® gending postage and asking to see Approval Sheots of Stamps. —
CUT T H l 5 o UT | M. FLOBICK, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, S.E.15.
STOP STAMMERING ! Sutsyensealt o0 £ g, Pop

‘“The Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d. HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.3.
Send / of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,

119, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4. You will receive by return a Splendid HOME cINEMATOGEAPHS.—Machines from 7/6; with Take-up, from

British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Flee* Fountain Pen, value 10/ 6 {Fine, £3. TLarge Stock of Films. Sample Film, 1/-, post free. Lists free.—

Bledium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 3/9, 2d. being Pesk E, Dean Cinema Co., 94, Drayton Avenue, W. Ealing, London, W.135,

a,}llov.u]t f(:ir each hextza co‘épo% up‘ fiobfs é/!;ockeyt Clip, 44.) Satislact,glﬁn

guaranteed or cash returne pec al New er—¥our own name in —Ventriloguist’s Voice Instrument, Invisi

letters om either pen for 1/- e FUN FOR ALL ! Astonisgn%s Mystifdes. Imitate Birds, Bea:é:
Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra. etc. 1/- PO. (Ventriloguism Treatise included). —Idea! Oo., Olevedon, Som.

“@sded and pubilshed cvery iuesday Dy the Proprietors, iDe Alba. aWiabet PPess .wez; LOG. du. tlesewsy House barcingdou street, London, B.O. s,

advemisement offices: The Fleetway House, l'arrfnzdon Strees, l.ondon, B.0. 4. Regisvered tor :rwsmﬁalon’ by Canadian agine Poss. Subsoription

gnes inland, 138 per annum; 6s. 64 for six months. Abr per annum; 58 6d. tor six monnu Solg agents for South Africa: The Csntral

¢we Agency, Ltd Bole agentz for Australis and New Zealagd! Megsrs Gordon & Got-h Ltd. 4nd for Qsoads, Tha Imperial News 0o. Ltd
{Canada} Saturday, November 25(h, 1922 DN



