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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
£ Surprise for Jimmy Silver & Co,

€ NOTHER new master!”
“Oh, my hat!”
J:mmy Silver & Co., of the Fourth

Form ab Rookwood, chuckled.
They were strolling in the qudranvle after

morning lessons, which had been taken im |

the Formr-room, with Bulkeley the prelfect,
in charge.

Tor the preseat the Fourth Form lacked
a Form master.

That a new man was coming, in a hurry,
they knew, and the sight of a stranger at the
zates, speaking to Maeck, the porter, inter-
ested them at once.

They guessed that this was the “new man.”

He was a short, plump man, with a little
fat nose and a very rich complexion.

Good-nature beamed from his plump face,
and in that respect he contrasted very
strongly with the recent new master of the
Fourth, who had come and gone since Mr.
Bootles was dismissed by the Head.

“Looks rather a jolly dog,” remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell. “XNot like-the last
man.” 3

Jlmmy Silver looked thoughtful.

“Blessed if I like the idea of rdgrmg that
ehap. He looks so good-tempered,” he
remarked. “But we've agreed to rag every-
body the Head pufs in Bootles’ piace, till
he lets Mr. Bootles come back.”

“Yes, rather!” said Raby.

“But, I say, that’s rather hard on the new
man, if he’s decent’” observed Newcome.
“He can’t help the Head being a rather
obstinate mule, and he probably don’t know
anything about Bootles being sacked, and
the other masters resigning in sympathy.”

Jimmy nodded. - .

“Yes; perhaps we ought to give him a
chance,” he said.  “Anyhow, we needn’t be
in a hurry. Hallo, here he comes!”

The stranger left Mack at his lodge, and
came along across the quad, towards the
four juniors.

As he evidently intended to speak to them, |

Jimmy Silver & Co, waited for him te come
ap, and “capped ” him respectfully.

“Good-morning, my boys!” said the plump
gentleman, in a rich, rolling voice,

“Good-morning, Sirl” saig the Fistical
Four cheerily.

“]‘%o you bnlong to the Fourth Form?

“ Yes?

“Then I am your new master,” said the
plump- gentleman, with an expansive smile.
“My name is Whibbs, my young friends”

And, somewhat to the surprise of the
¢hums of the Fourth, Mr. Whibbs shook
hands with them one after another, inguir-
ing their names as he did so.

Mr. Wh:bm seemed bubhling over with good
Bature. Indeed, Jimmy Silver & Co. had
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never come in eontact with so very expansive
a gentleman before.”

The juniors could not help liking him, but,
at the same time, they could not help think-
ing that it was a little odd. -

“1 hope we shall be very good friends,”
said Mr. Whibbs. “Delightful old place—
what?” he added, looking roumnd.

“We're rather proud of Rookwood,
assented Jimmy Bilyer.

It was true that Rookwood was a delight-
ful old place, yet the remark seemed to come
oddly from the new Form-master.

“ And delightful boys, I am sure,”
Mr. Whibbs,

BiE, "

continued

“Oh, quite so, sir,” said Lovell gravely.
“And in us, sir, you behold the pick of the
bunch.”

“I am sure of it,” said Mr.
heartily. “Delighttul! Undoubtedly.
have lost your Form master?”

“He’s left, sir.”

“Mistake on his part.” said Mr. Whibbs,
shaking his head. *Delightful place. Delight-
fl;l)bo}'s. Delightful bead'naster I'm sure—
eh?”

“Q-quite so!” rtammered Jimmy, more and
more surprised by the effusiveness of Mr.
Whibbs.

“Why did he leave?” asked Mr.
“Unsatisfactory—what ? Drank,
Sad failing in a man.”

The hstlcal Four almost jumped at the
bare idea of Mr. Bootles drinking.

“Not at all,” said Jimmy hastily. 5

“Ne? I'm glad! It’s foolish of a man to
put-an enemy in his mouth to steal away
his brains,” said Mr. Whibbs solemnly. “My
dear boys, never look on the wine when it is
red. Never touch the cup that inebriates!
You will grow to be sorry for it. It may
ruin your career. It may lead to infinite
difficuities in securing a berth. Mark my
words!”

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Raby.

“Why did he Ieave, then?’ asked
W‘}}ﬁ%:s “Does the headmaster drink?”

“I hope not. Ii’s a sad failing in a man.”

“I—X suppose you're joking!” gasped
Jimmy Silver, while Lovell and Raby and
Newcome stared at Mr. Whibbs blankly.

“Eh? Oh, yes! Of course. Ha, ha!®’ said
Mr. Whibbs. “Let me see. You were going
to tell me why your late Form master left.”

Jimmy gave his c¢hums a @iick look.

This seemed an excellent opportunity for
acquainting the new master with the state
of affairs at Rookwood.

“Mr. Bootles didn't
satd  Jimmy. “He
he hasn’t really gone.
village.” =

“By-gad! Is he?”

“The Head was down on him,” pursued
Jimmy. “It turned out that he was wrong,
but he wouldn't change his anind, so Mr.
_Bootles had to go. Nearly all the other

Whibbs
8o you

Whibbs.
perhaps?

Mr.

leave

exactly gir,”

was  dis d, but
He’s staying In the
.

A. Long Compiete 'Eale Of
Jimmy Silver & Co., deal-

ing with the Rookwood
Masters’ Great Strike.

3 By
OWEN CONQUEST.-

The astounding behaviour of the new masier causes maeatiers fo go
jrom bad to worse.
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masters went on satrike, and resigned, as a
protest e

“My word!” said ¥r. Whibbs.

“They’re all staying at the
C-oombe,
new lot of masters have come in. They—
;xhem !—they're not quite like the old mas
€ers.
in rather a hurry.”

Mr. Whibbs started.

“0h! That accounts!” he ejaculated.
was engaged in rather a hurry, too.
for that—ahem! Pray proceed.”

“The man
had to go, and we've been taken by ‘a
prefect since,” explained Jimmy Silver. “'The
other men are still here, but they don’t get
on with tuen Forms. All the fellows wantj
their ewa Form masters back.”

“Oh!” s=aid Mr:. Whibbs. “And you boys
want your own Form master baek—what?”

Jimmy hesitated a moment.

It did not seem exactly polite fo tell Mr.
Whibbs that they did not want him. But
he felt bound to state the fact.

inn

But

“Well, yes, sir,” he said frankly. “We—
we don't like to see another man in Mr.
Bootles’ place.”

“Quite natural,” said Mr. Whibbs, with
a nod. “Loyal, and all that. Ha, ha! I'm
sorry for Mr. Bootles. BSorry for them all.
On strike! 1Ma, ha! What an idea! Very
worrying for the headmaster, I'm sure. But

perhaps he had 1
all out.
drank.”

“Wha-a-at!”

“It’s a sad failing in a man,” said Mr,
Whibbg, blinking at the astounded juniors.
“Yor instance, take the case ef a man with
his .A. First-class man' in every respeet,
i for any position; but he drinks. RNo
Imaster will engage him. Can’t be ex-
pected-to. He can’t get an appointment.
Can’t de anything but borrow money from!
his friends. Live from hand to mouth. 1f
he bags an appeintment he loses it again.
Can’t even bag an appointment, unless some-
body’s in a hurry for a man, and can’t
stap to imquire imto his antecedents. Boys,
remember this all your lives. Never toueh
the first drep! If you do, yeuw’ll never touch
the last drop. Bear that in mind!” i

And with an affable ned, Mr. Whibbs
trotted off to the School House, leaving
Jimmy Silver.& Co. rooted to the ground,
more astcunded than they had ever been in

their lives,
to recover his voice, and he gasped

s reasons for clearing them

THE SECORD CFAPTER;
The New Master !
S he pottyz?
Arthuy Edward Lovell was the first

out that question blankly.
“My ounly hat!” murmured Jimmy Silver.

(Copyright in the United States of America)
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pursued Jimmy Silver,” “And a -
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who came %o take the Fourth®

Hc may have discovered that they

They aeemcd to have been engaged -
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“It he isn't potty, he’s so near it that it
nmkes no diffierence.”

“Seems a good-natured ehap, though,” said
Newcome.

“Good-natured enough!

Jimmy Silver wrinkled
thought.

“Is it possible?” he murmured.

“Is what possible?”

“He—he seemed jolly excited!” said Jimmy.
“"Fain’t natural for a Form master to talk

Bat—"

his brows In

like that! And—and he was harping on the |
subject of drinking! Can it be possible
that—that—"

“That he dropped into the Bird-in-Hand
on his way here?” grinned Lovell.

“Well, it really leoks—-"

“Form masters don’t do such things,” said
Raby.

“Well, you heard what he said. And he’s|

beern engaved in a hurry,” said Jimmy Silver.
“L can't help suspeeting that that johnny
has had an uproarious past, and he’s kept
it dark; and the Head's been im too big
?t hurry to find it out before engaging him.

50—="

“0h, my hat!” said Loveli,
come by the idea.

“Blessed if 1 know what to make of
kim!” said Jimmy Silver. “We had an idea

almost over-

of ragging the mew man, till he was fed’

up, and left. But—but I don’t, like the idea
of ragging that chap.”

“Give him a chance, anyway.

The dinner-bell rang, and the I‘Lstlca! Four
went into the Schoo! House in a2 thoughtfal
mood.

Certainly the mew Form master was the
queerest customer they had ever mef, and
they wondered what lessens -would be. like
in the Fourth Form-toom that afternoon.

They wondered, too,. what impression he
would make upon the Head

If 'he displayed such exuberant spirits in
Dr. Chisholm’s study, it was pretty certain
that the grave old gentleman would be
greatly scandalised.

For once the Fistieal
keen to get in to lessons.

“I say, Jimmy, the pew man’s come,” said
Tubby Muffin, joining the Fistical Four as
tlxey were making fot the eclass-room.

Four were rather

‘Late, for onee ™ grinned Lovell. “We
had the news before you, Tubby! We've
seen liim.”

“Seen  him!"”  exclaimed Mornington

“What’s he like?”
“Like wpothing we've
Lovell, with a chuckfe.
“Oh, gad!” said Morn;
“Chirpy as a ericket!” grinned Raby. “I
shouldn’t be surprised to see him eake-
walking in the Form-room!”
SRR

seen before!” said
“Merry as a lark!”

“ Semething about the new man?”
asked Conroy.

“Well, he's not east in the usual mould
of a giddy Form master,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Stifll, he mayn't be any the worse for that.
Let’s gne him a chance.”

The juniors had scarcely taken their places
in the Form-room when Dr. Chisholm entered
with the new master.

Jimmy Silver & Co.
curiously.

To their surprize—perhaps to their dis-
appointment—Mr. Whibbs was as grave as
a funmeral mute.

Dr. Chisholm presented the new master
to the Yorm with a few quiet words, the
juniors listening very respectiully.

“In case of amy difficulty with your Form,
Mr. Whibbs, you will send for me,” con-
cluded the Head, with a warning glance at
the {'ourth.

“Certainly, sir!” said Mr. Whibbs.

“1 do net anticipate any difficulty, how-
ever,” said the Head. “I will leave you
now to your Form.”

And the Head rustled out.

Mr. Whibbs accompanied him_to the door,
and bowed him respectfully out, with a
gravity of manner that was almost owl-like.

The moment the door had closed upon Dr.
Chisholm, however, his manner changed.
Endently it cost Mr. Whibbs an effort to
remain serious for long.

He turmed to tone juniors with an ex-
pansive smile.

“Now, my hoys,” we are geing to work!”
he said briskl.w 3

“Yes, sir,” sald Jimmy Silver, as the Form
master ~eemal to expect an answer from

queer

eyed them very

qomﬂbod/
‘Work hard, aund play hard, that is my
motto,” said Mr. Whibbs, beaming. “Hard

work, however, has one drawback. You feel
the need of a little stimulant. Let me warn
you never to yield to that craving, however.
1t may lead to your being sacked—I should
say, dismissed—and to endless difficulties in
securing another post.”

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Mornington.

The Fourth-Formers stared, and perhaps
their stare recalled Mr. Whibbs to himself,
and helped te fix his Wandering mind on
the business in hand.

At all events, be became grave again, and
the Form plunged into the afternoon’s work.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were again surprised
at finding that Mr. Whibbs was quite equal
to his work with the Fourth.

From his manner they had not expected
that his scholastic attainments would be
great.

But they found that he knew his work,
and was evidently accustomed to the posi-
tion he was in.

They could not help wondering, however,
why he had left his former appointment,
wherever that had been.

And it was impossible to help. drawing
certain conclusions from what he had said
in the quadrangle.

However, they found their new Form
master a very agreeable man to work with,
and for an hour or so every tbm" went well
in the Fourth Form-room.

Matters were going better there, in fact,
than in some of the other rooms—especially
the Third, whence there came at intervals
loud noises that were not quite in l\eepm“‘
with the pursuit of knowledge.

The new master of the Third had proved
unequal te dealing with the fags, and, fag-
like, the Third were taking advantaﬂe of
the fact. :

There was quiet pursuit of knowledge in
the Fourth Form-room; but it was to be
observed that as the afternoon wore on Mr.
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Whilbs  became
thoughtful.

He moved reztlessly about, and his temper
began to fail him.

He snapped several times at Tubby Muffig,
who was obtuse, as usaal; and even rapped
Higgs over the kuuckles with a ruler.

He looked at his watch at last.

curiously downcast and

“Bless my soul! It is time I fook my
medicine!” he exclaimed. “Silver!”

“Yes, sir?”

“You are the head-boy in this Form, 1
believe?”

“Oh, yes, sir!”

“I shall leave you in charge for a few

minutes.
hour—doctor’s orders.
while I am gone!”
“Certainly, sir!™
Mr. Whibbs left the Form-room with a
hurried step.
And the moment he was gone a buzz of
voices broke out in the Fourth Form-room.

I have to take my medicine at this
Pray keep quiet here

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Happy Afternoon!

£ C HAT price a rag?” asked Morning-
ton.
"Hg:ﬂ.r. hear!” :

“Might loeck him out!” sug-
gested Morny.
“QOr put ink on his stobl!” said Oswald.
“And gum his books!” suggested Tommy

Dodd.
“Good egg!”

3

“Hold on!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver. *I've
been left in charge of the Form, to keep
order, you know.”

“Rats!

“Bosh 1

“Sure, haven't we agreed to rag the baste,
and make him quit, so that Bootles can
come back?” exclaimed Tommy Doyle.

“J thmk the man ought to be given a
mance said the captain of the Fourth.

“He's not a bad sort and we don’t want to
get him into trouble with the Head. He's
dm)e nothing to us.”

“He rapped my knuckles!” growled Higgs.
“He jawed me!” said Tubby Muffin.
“You're enough to make any man jaw!?

answered Jimmy. *“Look here you fellows,
keep quiet and give the man a chance!”

“Oh, any old thing!” yawned Mornington.
“I wonder what he’s gone out for?”

“To take his medicine, he said,” answered
Jimmy
“Hes a jolly long time takm" it !’ grinned

Mornington.
Which was true.

The clock-hands were travelling round, and
Mr. Whibbs did not return.

Tommy Dodd jumped up at lasé.

“Time we got off,” he said. “We're due
at chemistry with Manders.”

And the Modern juniors left the Form-room,
to head for Mr. Manders’ House.

The Classicals remained, to await the
return of Mr. Whibbs. i
Footsteps were heard- outside af last.
The buzz died away as Mr. Whibbs came

All eyes were fixed upon him.

There was a flush in-his idce, and his eyes
had a glitter in them.

Even the most unsuspitious member of the
Classical Fourth could not help having a sus-
picion as to the nature of the *“medicine ”
Mr. Whibbs had been taking.

in

As if the medicine had *bucked ” him, he
was quite good-humoured again, and his

flushed face wore an expansive smile.
“I am glad to see,” said Mr. Whibbs,

“that you have kept good order during
my absence. You are a good little boy,
Silvert”

“Thank you, sir!” murmured Jimmy.

Mr. Whibbs blinked over the class.

“Are not some of the boys absent?” he
asked.

“Only the Moderns, sir.”

“The what?”

“The Moderns.” :

“1 do not understand you, Silver,” said
Mr. Whibbs gravely. “You do not mean
to imply that some of my eclass are more
modern than the others? Do you mean
younger?”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Jimmy.

« What did you say, Silver?” -

“Ahem! " I-~I mean, some of the Fourth
belong to the Modern side, sir,” explained
Jimmy Silver. “They've gone to stinks—I--I
mean, chemistry—in Mr. Manders’ House,
sir.’

Mr, Whibbs was silent for a few moments,
as if weighing that explanation, and the
juniors watched him.

“Have they the headmaster’s permission to
do this?” he asked at length.

“Yes, sir. It—it’s usual.”

“In that case,” said Mr. Whibbs, “I raise
no objection. I have not yet made the
acquaintance of - Mr. Manders. Does he
drink?”

“Wha-at?”

“1 sincerely hope not,” said Mr. Whibbs.
“It's a sad failing in a man. It may lead
to a painful scene with one’s headmaster,
and the loss of a valuable appointment.”

“Indeed, sir!” gasped Txmmy

“It is true, my boy,” said*Mr. mebf,,
blinking at him. “Shakespeare—- I trust
vou boys read Shakespeare——"

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

“I am glad of that. A great.man, Silver—
a very great man—though I hawe a suspicion
thd&?e drank.”

“A sad fajling in so greaf a man, Silver!”
said Mr. Whibbs, while the ¥ourth sat
breathless. “ Very sad, indeed! However, as
I was sayings Shakespeare remarked, with
his usual per-per-perspicacity: ¢ Oh, that men
should put an enemy inte their mouths to
steal away their brains! ”

“D-d-did he, sir?” stuttered Jimmy.

“He did, Silver! Doubtless he was speak-
ing frem experience, for I have a strong
suspmmn that he drank.”

“Oh!”
Tae PoryLir.—No. 208.
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‘The Forme-room door opened at this point,
and a little dark French gentleman entered.
It was Mowusieur Blane, a new master, who
had taken the place of Mossoo Monceau,
who was “on strike ” with the rest of the

Rookwood staff.
The time that should have been devoted
to geography was past, and it wag time for
the new French master to take the class.

Monsieur Blane bowed to the Form master
and came in. 3

The juniors sat breathless.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
On His Neck !
R. WHIBBS turned to the French
master.
He returned the foreign gentle-
rian’s bow with great polifeness.

“(Good-afternoon, sir!” he said.

“Bon jour, monsicur!” answered Monsieur
Blane.” . < :

“Very kind indeed of you to give me a
look-in !’ said Mr. Whibbs politely. “Pray
take a seat.”

The Frenchman looked puzzled.

“I have come to take ze class, monsieur,”
he replied “It is ze hour.”

“You have come to take my class??

“Mais oui, monsieur.”

*1 fail te comprehend you,.sir,” said Mr.
Whibbs coldly. “Do you imply that the
Head is dissatisfied with my method of con-
ducting my class?”

Monsieur Blanc raised his eyebrows.

“It is trois heures et demi,” he exclaimed.

“I am quite aware, sir, that it is half-past
three. You wander from the point. Is the
Head dissatisfied with my methods of con-
ducting my class, or is the Head not dis-
satisfied with my methods of conducting my
class?”’ demanded Mr. Whibbs.
~ “Je n’en sais rien—I know nozzing of zat,”
answered the surprised Frenchman., “I take
z¢ class in French.”

““You will do nothing of the sort, sir!”

“Comment !

“If the Head fs dissatisfied with my
methods.”> said Mr. Whibbs, “the Head can
come’ and tell me so. 1 refuse to have my
class taken out of my hands in this surrep-
titious way!”’

“Mon Dieu!”

“I do not regard it, sir, as playing the
game!” said Mr. Whibbs severely. “The
only explanation I can think of is that the
Head drinks.”

“Vat!”?

“Retire,
his hand.

* Mais—mais—">

“There, sir, is the door!”

“Mais—but I have come to take zis
class!” ejaculated the astonished French-
man. “It is trois heures et demi!”

“We have French at half-past three to-
day, sir,” ventured Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Whibbs spun round.

“Did you speak, Silver?”

“Yes, sir. It’s time for the French
lesson.”

Mr. Whibbs seemed to be considering that
statement with deep gravity, but evidently
the sense of it did not penetrate his confused
mind.

- He turned to Monsieur Blane, who had
gone to the master’s desk.

“What! Are you still here?'? he ex-
claimed.

“Mais oui, monsieur.”

“You persist in your intention to take my
class?”

“ Mais oni.”?

“Then, sir, I shall allow you to do nothing
ef the kind!” said Mr. Whibbs. “My belief,
sir, is that you are intoxicated.” 3

“Mon Dieu!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors involun-
tarily.

“You are exeiting the boys to merriment,
sir!” said Mr. Whibhs. “Retire from this
Form-room at once!”

“Mais—je dois—?? ;

‘ Retire, sir! -~ Otherwise,”” exclaimed Mr.
Whibbs wrathfully, “I shall be compeled to
_eject you!”

“Mais, vous etes fou, je croix!” exclaimed
the amazed French master. “I come here
to give ze lesson!®

*“Go!” thundered Mr. Whibhs, advancing
towards him. “There, sir, is the door.
Return to the headmaster, sir, and tell him

Tue Porurnar.—No. 208

sir!” said Mr. Whibbs, waving

from me that I refuse o have my class
taken out of my hands!”

“ But—but——"

“You will not go?’ shouted Mr. Whibbs.

“Nomn, certainment!” gasped Monsieur
Blanc. “Absclument, non! I come here—je
suis ici. Mon Dieu!”

The French gentleman was interrupted by
a powerful grasp upon his shoulders.

The Fourth Form sat stupefied as Mr.
Whibbs whirled the Frenchman to the door-
way.

Monsieur Blanc resisted, as was natural,
and there was a struggle, but the plump
Form master was too weighty for the little
foreign gentleman. .

The latter went whirling into the passage.

Bump!

Mr. Whibbs stood gasping in the door-
way, and the horrified juniors, looking
past him, had a view of the French master
sitting in the corridor.

.He remained there only a few seconds,
however.

Then he picked himself up, and bolted along
the corridor like a scared rabbit.

The Fourth-Formers looked at one another.
After that it seemed time for the skies to
fall. ’

Mr. Whibbs came back towards the silent
Form; whose gaze was glued upon him in
wonder and alarm.

“My young friends,” he said, “you have
observed what has bhappened. That man was
under the influence of drink. I have been
compelled to eject him.”

“Ye-e-es, sir,” stuttered Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Whibbs looked at his watch.

“It is now time for me to take my medicine
again,” he observed. “Gold? Is your name
Gold, or Silver?”

“Silver, sir.”

“Very good. Silver, I leave you in charge
of the class. I shall return in a few minutes
—a very few minutes. ~If that foreigner
should return, be very careful with him. The
unfortunate man drinks.”

And with that Mr. Whibbs quitted the
Form-room.

“Well, my only hat!” breathed Lovell,
“How is this going to end, Jimmy?? :

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders hope-
lessly.

He had no idea how it was going to end.

“Somebody ought to tell the Head,” said
Rawson. s <

“1 faney Mossoo will do that!” grinned
Mornington.

“Poor old Mossoo!” chuckled Lovell.
“What a surprise for him! No wonder he
thought Whibhs was *‘fou.”” e

“We're jolly lucky in our Form masters,
and no mistake!” remarked Newcome. “If
there’s much more of this 1 should think the
Head would be glad to let Bootles come
back.””

“’Shush! Here comes the Head!”

There was a rustle outside, and Dr. Chis-
holm swept into the room, with Monsieur
Blanc at his heels, quivering with excitement
and wrath.

“Mr. Whibbs!” exclaimed the Head.

Then he !ooked round in surprise, noting
that the new Form master was not there.
“Silver!. Where is your Form master?”

“He—he's gone-to his study, I think, sir,”
stammered Jimmy. z

“Indeed! Have you any idea why he left
you?”

“To—to take his medicine, sir.”

“His what ??

“He said it was to take his medicine, sir.”

“Bless my soul!”

“1 have heen zrow out of room !” spluttered
Monsieur Blane. - “Zat man, who is quite
mad, he take me by shoulder and zrow me
in passage—bump! I am burt! I am injure!
I do not suffer zis, sir. Is it zat at zis
sehool a gentleman he is zrow out of room—
bump?” -

“Calm yourself Monsieur Blane.”

“Zat is ferry well, sir; ferry well indeed!”
exclaimed Monsieur Blane, gesticulating
wildly. “But 1 am mjuret I sit down on
foor wiz bump! I do not come to zis school,
sir, to be zrow out of room by one madman,
and sit down on floor wiz bump. - If it is zat
to give you resignation.”

“Really monsieur——>

There was a heavy step in the passage, and
monsieur jumped. &

“Zat madinan, he come back!” he shouted.

Mr. Whibbs appeared in the doorway.

" A Ripping Rookwood School Tale with a Grip—* THE

The silence of stupefaction lay on {he
Fourth Form.

What was going to happen now was pas§
their guessing, but it was evidently going to
be something of an alarming nature.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nice for the Head !
R. CHISHOLM fixed a cold, stern
glance upon Mr. Whibbs.
That gentleman, however, did not
heed him; he seemed not to see him,
His eyes rested upon Monsieur Blane with-
a deadly look.

He had recognised his supposed enemy, and
the new dose of “medicine” he had just
taken rendered him less likely than ever to
listen to the voice of reason.

“80 you are here!” he exclaimed,

Monsieur Blanc dodged behind the Head
i"lqr protection as Mr. Whibbs strode towards

im.

“Zat you keep off " he howled. “I will not
vunce more be zrow out of zis room bump!®

“lélr" Whibbs !” thundered the Head.

“Sirl» : :

“ What does this conduct mean?”

Mr. Whibbs blinked at the scandalised
doctor.

“Conduct, sir! What.do you mean by con-
duct?”?

“I am alluding to your astounding conduct.
Mr. Whibbs. 1 dewsnd to know at once what
you mean by it!”?

Mr. Whibbs pointed a fat and
finger at the French master.

“l have removed- that man from the
room once,” he said. “As he - has re-
turned, I shall remove him again. He is
under the influence of drink.”

“Mor Dieu! Have I not said zat he is
one madman?” wailed the French master.
“Keep zat madman away!” s

“8tand back, sir!” thundered the Head.

“ With all respects for you, sir, I cannot
allow that man to remain in the room,” said
Mr. Whibbs. “He drinks! As master of
this Form, sir, I am bound to consider the
effect upon my boys of this shocking spec-
tacle! I must remove him from their sight,
lest by his example he should teach them
to put an enemy in their mouths to steat
away their brains.”
. “The man is mad!” gasped the Head.

“Not at all. sir—simply under the influence
of l_lquor,” said Mr. Whibbs, apparently sup-
posing that the Head was referring fo the
g_ren'ch master. “However, I will remove

im !

“Mr. Whibbs, I comimand you—-"

“Pray leave him to me, sir.”

Mr. Whibbs dodged round the Head towards
the French master, who dodged round on the
opposite tack, so to speak, to escape him.

Dr. Chisholm stood rooted to the ftoor.
He was wondering whether he was awake,
or whether this was some dreadful dream.

“Here we go round the mulberry bush!”
murmured Lovell, and there was a subdued
chuckle in the Fourth.

Twice Mr Whibbs chased the -elusive
Frenchman round the petrified Head, and
then he caught him.

“A moi!” shricked Monsieur Blane, as Mr.
Whibbs’ grasp eclosed on -him. “Helpt! 1
will not be zrow out! I am injured! 1
leave zis school! Monsieur, I resign me! 1
goes avay toute suite! Help!”

Bump! -

Monsieur Blanc landed in the passage, with
a concussion and a terrific yell.

As he sprawled there Mr. Mobsby came
running out of the Third Form-room in
alarm.

“What ever is the matter?? he exclaimed.

He looked in, and Mr. Whibbs strode to
meet him

“Have you any opinion to offer with re-
gard to my conduct in this Form-room, sir?”
he thundered. >

“Wha-a-at?” 3

“Perhaps, sir, you have come to take this
class out of my hands?”

“N-n-not” at all!” gasped the astounded
Mr. Mobsbhy.  “I—1 assure you—-"

“Then retire, sir!” said Mr. Whibbs.
“Your interference is totally uncalled for.
I am capable of managing my class, sir,
without outside interference. My firm
opinion is that you are under the influence
of drink.”

“Ehy? -

“A shocking spectacle!” said Mr. Whibbs
severely. “Had ‘you belonged to my former
school, sir, you would have been subjected

MYSTERY MASTER!”

shaky fore-



Line up, you fellows,

to a very unpleasant scene with your head-
master, in which a policemnan, probably,
would have been involved. Take warning,
sir, and do not put an enemy in your mouth
to steal away your brains—that is, if you
have any, which, judging by your counten-
ance, I cousider very doubtful.”

“Bless my soul!” stuttered Mr. Mobsby.

He beat a rapid retreat to his own Vorm-
room.

Mr. Whibbs, with a sport of contempt,
turned away from the door znd came to-
wards the dazed headmaster,

A red and breathless French
looked in for a moment.

“Monzieur le docteur! I resign me!” he

d. “I stay uot in zis school one ozzer

I go—I fly! I am injure! 1 vili
¢ in ze hLouse wiz one madman!”
vou still there?” roared Mr. Whibbs,
turning round.

But the French genileman was no longer
there. Ile was fleeing for his iife.

“Mr. Whib ' gasped the Head, finding
Ris voice at last. “This conduct—this vieo-
lence—-"

“This is the second #ime, s that you
have mentioned the word condu suld Mr.
Whibbs sternly. “Am I to understand, sir,
that you find anything in my conduct to
which you have reason to take exception?”

“Bless my scul! Most certain 2

“And upon what point, £
Whibbs, with elaborate politen
ta exception?
a full exy
duty?"

“Oit!” gasped the Head.

“1f anyone, sir, has causs for complaint,
it is 1,” pursued Mr. Whibbs warmly. “lIn
the execution of my duties, I am inter-
Is that
maunner, sir, in which a public school
td be conducted? My firm belief, sir,
at you yourself are under the influence
[ drink.”

M98ir! - Man! How dare you!”

“1 am bound, sir, to spcak my mird. 1
am sorry to see this—in a gentleman of
your years, too! A shocking spectacle, sir!”
said Mr. Whibbs, wagging his head seriously
at the doctor. “In my earlier days, sir, 1
regret to confess that I have been addicted
o a similar indulgence, and in such cases

gentleman

said Mr.
s, “do you
I am, I thiuk, entitied to
anation.” i not done my

Have |

rupted by men the worse for drink.
the

recommend you, sir, to go to bed.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“Come, sir,” said Mr. Whibbs kindly, tak-
ing the dazed headmaster by the arm.
“Let me assist you! 1t is somewhat diffi-
eait to walk in this room, owing to the
state of the fivor. You-may have observed,
sir, that the fioor is endued with a curious
wobbly motion—a very remarkable circum-
stance, Pray be careful how you step.”

“Mr. Whibbs! Unband me at once! 1§
ingist—I command you! Bless my soul! 1-—
1—1 will send for the police!” stuttered the
Head. ; ;

“In that, sir, you will simply imitate the
utterly indefensible conduct of my Fformer
headmaster. But I warn you, sir, that no
minion of the law shall remove me from
he place of my duty. I shall show fight,
sir!” thundered Mr. Whibbs, so suddenly
that the Head jnmped away in alarm. “I
shall fell him, sir! 1 will not be dictated
to, sirt!”

“Bless my soul! Mr. Whibbs,” almost
groaned the Head, “pray calm yourself, I
beg of yout!”

Mr. Whibbs waved his hand. s

“8ay no more, sir,” he said, his expansive
mood returning. “If you apologise, that is
sufficient, from one gentleman to another.
I forgive you; I overlook any little un-
pleasantness there may have been.”

“Oh dear!”

Mr.” Whibbs took out his wateh, and looked
at it solemny if a little nncertainly.

“Bless my soui, it is time I took niy medi-
eine!” he exclaimed. Perhaps, sir, you will
be good enough to take charge of my class
for a few minutes. I dare not neglect ‘my
medicine; my health depends on it.”

“Pray—pray go!” gasped the Head.

“Thank you very much, sir!” said Mr.
Whibbs, shaking himn warmiy by the hand.
“You-are a gentleman, sir. I am' very much
obliged to you. 1l shall be gene a few
minutes, that is all.”

"

ool .

a little uncertainly into
ge, and the Head breathed more
ith relief at having got him out
> Form-room. :

t
1“f5und it advisable to sleep it offl. I

for next wezk's Topping Number? 5

THROWN OUT!

spinning through into the passage.

Mr. Whibbs grasped the French master by the shouiders
and whiried him to the doorway. With a heave he sent Monsieur Blanc

(8ec Chapter 4.)

But Mr. Whibbs jooked in again the next
moment,

“I am much oblized to you, sir,” he said.
“1 wish there to be no misapprehcnsion on
that point. I am very wmuch obliged to
you."

“Yes; yes "

“The lesson now in progress, sir, is geology.
You are equal, 1 trust, to ing my Form
in that somewhat abstrusc subject?”

“¥es, yes - Pray gol”

Mr. Whibbs went, and the Head wiped his
perspiring brow. s

But once more the plump, red face looked
in at the doorway.

“One word more, sir,” saild Mr. Whibbs.
“In ease you should be compelled to leave the
Form-room, in order to take your medicine—
strictly by doetor's orders—{ recommend you
to leave Si'ver in charge. Silver is a very
good boy.”

“Yes, yes.”

“His knowledze of geology
tounding,” said Mr. Wh
lurgical acquirements are als

Vs, yedo Ple go.’

“I am going, sir,
to the doorpost.

is quite as-
His metal-
very great.”

d Mr. Whibbs, clinging
“I am simply waiting a
moment for the ficor to steady itseif.  There
is & very unusual commeotion, sir, proceeding
in the passage, and the floor appears to be
decidedly wobhiy. The foundations, 1 think,
are unsafe. However, 1 will risk it.”

Mr. Whibbs rizked it, and disappeared at
last.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Exit Mvr. Whibbs!

. CHISHOLM mopped his brow.
the Yourth Form sat silent.
It was ome minutes before the

headmaster recovered bimeelf,

His glance ept over the Form, and the
iuniors careful to kecp their faces
serious.

“Boys,”

while

id thLe Head at last,’ “a most
scandalou: ccene has taken place in  this
Form-rooimi. " 1 have %een deceived in that
man, Doubucss ke deceived the agents who
recommended hir to me. I am sorry that
you should have witnessed such a scene.

Needless to say, the man will be removed |

from Rookwood at once.”
Jimmy Silvor stood up.
“May I speak, sir?” begasked.
“You may speak, Silver.” =
“Might T—ahem-suggest, sir—ahem—that

‘must ha

our Form-master, Mr. Bootles, should Bo
allowed to return to Rookwood?”

Jimmy Silver had been wondering whether
i s a4 lavourable epportunity for making
restion.
He socn learned that it was not.
; A th;mdcrous look came over Dr. Chis-
10 5 &

are impertinent!” he e«

b a point, Silver, I am not likely
to consult a jumior boy in the Fourth Form.
A new master wiit be appointed to the Fourth
g?rm in due course. Hold cut your hand,
Silver.”

Pr- €
cane.

Swish?

“I shall send a prefect to take this class,”
he went on frowning at the juniors. “Do
not let tl cene be made the excuse for any
unruline Anything of the kind will bs
severely punished.” :

And with that the Head swept from the
Form-room

He went directly to hissstudy to telephonn
to the police-station at Coombe.

Jimmy Silver rubbed his hands.

“Poor old Jimmy!” said Lovell. “The Head
ain't in a reasonable temper just now. He
might do worse than let Bootles come baek.”

“He has done worse!” growled Jimmy
Silver. *

“That's the second new master we've had
this week!” grinzed Mornington. “I1 wonder
what number three will be like.”

“This one isn’t gone yet,” said Errol,

“Goin’, though,” grinned Morny. “Two to
one the Head's gone to phone for a bobby.”

“Phew!”

“Poor wretch! said .Rawson compassion-

- “What an awiul come-down for a man
been in & good position. No wonder

pushed out of his last school. He
ve kept that awfully dark, somehow.”

“IL was bound to come out, though,” re-
marked Lovell. “The Head would have sacked
him as soon®as he knew. My only hat!
Here he comes!” >

The juniors became silent as Mr. Whibbs
stepped in unsteadily.

_The wretched . man hilinked dizzily at the
cla

4

sholm picked up the Form master’y

< this $he Fourth Formi-rooms” he asked.
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“No, zir,” said Townsend; “this is the
Sixth.”

“Bless my soul! I am looking for the Fourth
Form-room, nut owing to the uncertain state
of the floor. I appear to have wandered into
the wrong quarter,” said Mr. Whibbs., “Per-
haps you can direct me to the Fourth Form-
room.”

Townsend jumped up, grinning.

“Certairly, sir,” he answered.
me,”

He took Mr. Whibhbs' arm, and led him from
the Form-room.

“What the dickens is Towny up to?” mut-
tered Topham.

The juniors waited. Townzend came back
in about five minutes, chuckling.

“What have you dome with him?” asked
Jimmy - Silver grufily.

“I've taken him to his study,” grinned
Towny. *“Bootles’ old study, you know. He
went like a lamb.”

“He won't stay there,” said Lovell.

“1 think he will. I put the key in the
outside of the door, and locked it.” c

“0Oh, my hat{*”?

“We've had enough of him here,” said

“Come with

Townsend. “The beast might start on us
next,”
“Hark

There was a sound of loud hammering from
the distance. >

. "'He’s found out he’s iocked in,” said Town-
send coolly. = “I shouldn’t woender if Le wrécks
Bootles’ study.” -

Crash! Bang! (Crash!

The juniors left their places, and eréwded
to the doorway.

From the direction of the Form-master's
study came incessant ecrashing.

Mr. Whibbs, locked in the study, was ham-
piering on the door, apparently with a chair.

Bulkeley »f the Sixth was on his way to
the Fourth Form-room, by order of the Head,
but he stopped as he beard the uproar, and
¢3§1a(leged his direction for the Form-master's
stndy.

. -Bang! Bang! Crash!
The prefeet tapped on the door.
“What’s the matter?” he called out.

“Let me out!” came the sulphurous voice
of Mr. Whibbs from within. “Il was brought
‘here, sir under the impression that this was
‘the Fourth Form-room. I find that it is
nothing of vhe sort. I find that it is a study
—my dwn stvdy, in fact!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bulkeley.

“Y refuse to remain here for one moment
Tonger, sir!” bawled Mr. Whibbs.

“Please be quiet, sir.”

“I refuse to be quiet, when T am locked
in a room, with an earthquake in progress.
I demand vo be released at once !

Crash! Bang!

“What is it, Buikeley??
Head, arriving on the scene.

“That—that man, sir. He’s locked in—-"

“Thanl: goodness! That was a very proper
step to take. Do not release him on any
aceount.”

Bang!

“I have telcphoned for a policeman,” said
the Head. “This is a most—mest unhappy
«oeeurrence, Bulkeley. I have been very un-
fortunate, owing to the pressing need for
engaging new masters without loss of time.”

“Some of the fedows, sir think that if an
aecommodation was made with the old
masters—-’ saij pulkeley resolutely.

- The Head’'s manner froze at once.

“I cannot listen to your opinion on that
subjecs, Bulkeley,” he said.

“Very well, sir,” said Bulkeley quietly.

“Pray go to the Fourth Form-room at once,
Bulkeley For the present I must ask you

- to take charge of that Form.”

“X am williag to do so, sir; but I felt it
my duty to tell you my opinion,” said the
waptain of Reokwood. And he walked away.

Bang!—Crash! .

exclaimed the

“Pray be quiet Mr. Whibbs!*” called out
the Heady in utter distrese. “I beg of you,
sir, to be quiet”

“Ha: You are there, are you?” re-
plied Mr. Whibbs, - “Wait till I get at
you, sir! I will alter the shape of your
features.”

“Bless my soul!”

Bang: Crash!

Dr. Chisholm hurried to the door in the
hope of seeing Police-constable Boggs, of
Coombe, approaching.

But there was no sign of Mr. Boggsso far.

Like Sister Anne, the Head waited and
watched, in a state of anxiety and distress
such as he had never expericuced before.

The crashing continued in the study.

At last, to the Head’s intense relief, a fat
figure in blue was seen approaching. #

Police-constable Boggs came up the steps,
and saluted the Head respectfully, but with
a very queer expression on his fat face.

The Head’s appeal for succour, on the
telephonme, had caused quite a flutter in the
viilage police-station.

Certainly Mr. Boggs, in his wildest dreams,
had never expected to be summoned to
Rookwood School to take charge of a master
in a state of intoxication.

“Thank goodmess you have come, Mr.
Boggs!” exclaimed the Head. “There is a

—a—a person here-—7"’

. “’Qrrid conduck, sir, for a schoolmaster!”

said Mr. Boggs sympathetically. I'm
s'prised, sir! But you never knows ‘em!
Is it Mr. Greely, sir??

“No, no, no!”

“Mr. Bootles, p'r’aps, sir?”?

“No, no!” exclaimed the Head. ‘A new

master—he arrived only to-day. I have been
deceived regarding him. Not really a Rook-
wood master at all, Mr Beggs. Simply a—
a-—a person who succeeded. in concealing his
antecedents—a most ruflianly person 2

Crash!

. “Is that 'im, sir?”?

““Yes, yes! Pray come with me!”

“Is he wiolent, sir?”

“J—I fear so, Mr. Boggs. This way

The Head led the way, Mr. Boggs follow-
ing rather slowly.

The fat officer was not, perhaps, anxious
t9 tackle a violent gentleman armed with
a chair.

They arrived at the door of the study.

Crash!

“1 will unlock the door,” said the Head,
“and you will secure him, Mr. Boggs.”

“*0ld on, sir!” said Mr Boggs cau@xously.
“P’r’aps it would be better to wait till he’s
5 bit calmer, sir. This ’ere state of mind
he’s in, sir, will pass off, as I dessay you
know from hexperience, sir.”

“What—what !>’ gasped the Head. *“Cer-
tainly I have had no experience of such
things, Mr. Boggs! What ever do you
mean?’?

Crash!

“Werry wiolent, sir!” said Mr. Boggs. “I
don't want to ‘ave to use my truncheon
if it ean be ’‘elped. Course, sir, if I ‘ave
to take ‘im in charge, it will be in the
papers arter, and that ain’t pleasant for
you, sir, if I may make so bold. When he’s
quiet he’ll go quietly, sir, you take my
word.” ¥

The Head started.

The thought of a “case’ in the papers,
and Rookwood School and its good name
dragged in the mire of police-court reports,
made him shudder?

He had not thought of that.

“Quite—quite so, Mr. Boggs!”’ he gasped.
“¥ certainly do not wish to give the man
into custody, if he will only depart quietly
from the school.. That is certainly all I
wish., Perhaps, as you suggest, it would be
better to—to wait until he is calmer.”

“You take my word for it, sir,” said Mr.
Boggs. . “I'll wait ’ere, sir, with pleasure,
till he cools down. The ot fit is always

199

follered by the cold fi, sir.
knows ‘em!”

“Thank you very much,” stammered the
Head. >

He pressed a pound-note into Mr. Boggs'
fat hand, and left the police-constable on
guard.

For some time the uproar continued in
the study, but it died away at last.

Then Mr. Whibbs voice was heard from
within, in plaintive tones, and finally he
was heard weeping patheticaliy.

Mr. Boggs listened with stolid composure,
As he had told the Head, he “knew them,”
his experience having been very different
from that of Dr. Chisholm, who certainly
did not know them at all.

Meanwhile, lessons finished in the Rook-
wood Form-rooms, and the Rookwooders
canie out from classes.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were going out into
the quad when Tubby Muffin came up, his
fat face ablaze with excitement.

*“He's going!” announced ‘L'ubby.

“Who’s going?”’

“Poor old Whibbs! Boggs is taking him!”

“Poor wretch!” said Jimmy.

“He’s not going to be locked up, I think,’”
grinned Tubby Mufiin. “I heard Boggs say
something to Bulkeley about seeing him off
the prem Somebody else has packed bis
things, and the box’s corded up in the hall.
Poor old Whibby's weeping!

“Here they come!" murmured Raby.

Mr. Boggs appeared in the doorway, with
a firm grip upon the arm of Mr. Whibbs,

The latter was evidently sobered now, znd
he looked pale and ill.

A hot flush suffused his face as he caught
the looks of the jumiors turmed upon him.

The sight of his shame touched Jimmy
Silver's heart, and he turned away at ouce.

Without a word, with bhowed nead, tne
unhappy man accompanied the police-con-
stable to the gates. : :

Probahly he was as glad to get out of the
sight of the Rookwooaers as the latter could
possibly be to see him go 2

Mr. Boggs and his charge disappeared
together, and old Mack closed the school
gates after them.

“Blessed if I ain’t sorry to see him go!”
remarked Tubby Muffin reflectively. “He
jawed me, but it was much better ithan
lessons this afternoon. 1 say, Froggy’s
cleared off! We haven’t a French master
now. Fancy that!”

Jimmy Silver & Cc. went up to the end
study to tea in a thoughtful mood.

“I faney,” remarked Jimmy Silver, “that
the Head won’t engage another master in a
hurry 1 fancy he’s had enough of that!”

“I should jolly well think so!” grinned
Lovell. “That means that we shall be left
to the tender mercies of the prefects.”

“We'll soon make them tired of us!”
grinned Raby. .

“What-ho!”

Jimmy Silver nodded. .

“There’s been enough of this game!” he
declared. “The Head’s in the wrong, and he
ought to make it up with the masters. They
ought to come back . Everybody’s fed up
with the new lot. They know they've bagged
other men’s jobs, and they ought not to
stay. I think we ought to set to work to
make them tired of Rookwood.”

“Schoel without masters again!” chuckled
Lovell.

“No. School with the old masters again!”
said Jimmy. “Bootles and the rest! We’ll
call a meeting of all the Lower School—and
the Fifth, too, if they’ll come—and make up
a plan of campaign I believe the Head
would be glad to get out of the scrape if
he could. Well, we’ll help him.” -

“Hear, hear!” said the Co. heartily.

And that evening there was muech discus-
sion among the juniors of Rookwood, and
many mysterious whisperings, of which the
result was shortly to be seen.

THE. END.

Bless yer, 1
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Your Editor’s Treat—a Superb Surprise coming ! , 4

70 SAVE THEIR CHUM! Braving many perils, Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclere set out together {o iraek

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Two on the Trail.

HE tull, round moon was high in -the
sky, and the light fell in a silvery
flood upon the Lawless Ranch and the
wide green grasslands.

. It wanted only a couple of hours to dawn.

But there was onme at least in the silent
ranch-house who was not sleeping.

Bob Lawless stood at his open window,
looking out upon the moonlit plain, and the
dim mountains in the distance, and the dark,
silent patches of timber.

Bob could not sleep.
re‘He - was thinking of his chum, Frank
“Richards, and his anxiety for his missing

chum was tco keen to allow him to close his
eyes.

Where was Frank? 3

He had ridden away from Cedar Creek
School the previous day, and ridden into the
unknown.

From that hour nothing had been seen or
heard of him. =
. The shadowy forest had swallowed him up,
and hid his fate from all human eyes.

“Bob!"

The rancher’s son turned from the window
as Vere Beauclerc's voice spoke in the dim
room behind him
g Beauclerc had thrown himself on Frank's

ed; he had come home with Bob that night.
But he, too, had not slept.

“Yes, Cherub?” said Bob, in a low voice.
“You're awake, then?’

“I haven't slept.,” answered Beauclerc
quietly. - “Can you hear anything, Bob?”

“Only the wind in the larches.”

“1 thought I heard a horse.”

“Only the horses in the corral, then, old
chap.”

“I don’t think so.”

Vere Beauclerc slipped from the bed and

joined his chum at the window.

His eyes swept the moonlit plain without.

“Listen!” he muttered.

He held up his hand.

Boh strained his ears to hear.

Faintly, from afar, came a low sound, and,
as it drew nearer, it could be recognised as
the tattoo of a horse’s hoofs. -

“By gum, you weren’t mistaken,.Cherub!”
muttered Bob, his eyes gleaming. “It—it
can't be Frank, suvely!” n

The two schoolboys watched eagerly from
the window.

Closer and closer came the tattoo on the
‘plain, and at last a dim form loomed up in
the moonlight.

- It was a riderless horse, heading for the
- ranch-house, as if well knowing its way.
Bob caught Vere Beauclerc by the arm.
“Frank’s pony!” he muttered.

“It's Brownie,” said Beauelere, with a nod,
“and without Frank!”

“1 guess I'm going down!”

“Quiet!”” said Beauclerc.

“No need to
wake the house, Bob.”

SN
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Here’s another great story

of Frank Richards & Co.,

he Chums of the Back-
woods School:

The chums of Cedar Creek quitted the
room silently, and erept down the stairs.

- Cauticusly Bob Lawless removed bolt and
chain on the massive door of the ranch-
house.

The fresh night wind blew is as he drew
back the door.

Outside, the pony was whinnying softly.

“Brownie!” called Beauclerc.

He ran out and eaught the horse.

Brownie rubbed his soft muzzle on the arm
of his master’s chum. ;

Beauclerc stroked the pony’'s glossy neck.

“It's Frank’s pony right enough,” muttered
Bob Lawless. “But where’s Frank? If the
brute could cnly speak!”

Beauclerc was examining the pony atten-
tively.

“If Franky's been thrown, and hurf, Beau,
it’s curious that the hoss didn’'t get home
before this,” said Bob.

“It’s not that, Bob,” said Beauclerc
quietly: “Frank’s being kept away.”

“How do you know that, Cherub?”

“Look at Brownie. His bridle’s been taken
off; he’s been roped up. There’s the trail-
rope loose roynd his neek,” said Beauclerc.
“He’s been tied up, and he’s gnawed through
the rope. Look at it!”

“By gum! You're right, Cherub.”

“Whoever roped in Brownie knows what’s"

become of Frank,” said Beauclerc. “Brownie

was captured, and Frank was with him then.

Brownie's got away, and Frank hasn’t.”
“But who? Why?”

“Goodness knows. But that man, Mr.
Smith, with whom Frank rode away from
Cedar Creek, must be at the bottom of it,”
said Beauclerc :

Bob knitted his brows.

“He looked a Farmless galoot enough,
Cherub. He came into the school to ask after
a chap who could speak French to interpret
for him, becanse he'd found a French-
Canadian burt on the trail.” Bob shook his
head. “It was sheer chance that Frank went
with him. Miss Meadows called him out from
the class. Smith couldn’t have known Frank
would eome with him, Cherub. 8o it couldn’t
have been a trick by somebody who had it
up against Frank.”

Beauclere nodded.

“No, it couldn’t,” he agreed.

“Well, then, if the man was a stranger to
Frank, why should he hurt him?”

“I don't know,” admitted Beauclerc. “But
I know that Frank rode away from school
with this man Smith, and that he's not been
seen since.
we should find Frank.”

“We're going to find Frank,” said Bob,
setting his teeth. “If Brownie was taken
along with him, and it looks like it, Brownie's
come from whgre Frank is now. And he’s
left a trail, Cherub.”

“I was thinking of that.”

“The dew's thick on the prairie,” said Bob,
his eyes glistening, “and this light is as good

!

I believe that if we found Smith

down and rescue Frank Richaerds from the hands of the Rustlers!

as daylight. If i caw't pick up the trail,

you can call me a Chinaman, We'll leave
Brownie with Billy Ceok, and take the trail,
Cherub. What do you say?”

“Good man,” said Bearclere.
idea, too.
Cook.” :

Bob Lawless led the pony away towards the
ranch foreman’s cabin, Beauclere following.

He knocked lightly at Billy Cook’s door.

'he chums did not want to awaken Mr.
Lawless, who might very possibly have de-
murred whea he learned of Bob’s scheme; in
fact, it was very probable that he would.

“Hallo!” came from within the cabin.

“Wake up, Billy!”

“You, Bob! Has Franky come home?”

“No; but his pony has.”

“ Gee-whiz!” ¥

The door opened, and Billy Cook looked
out, rubbing his eyes. -

“Here’s the pony, Billy,” said Bob Law-
less. “We’re going to try to pick up his
trail. Tell popper, will you, and you canm
come after us. I believe Frank’s in bad
hands.”

“You get back to bed,” advised Billy
Cook. “Leave this hyer business to your
elders, Bob Lawless.”

“Take the peony,” answered Bob. .

“I guess I'll wake your popper, and put
it to him,” said the ranch foreman, *And
I reckon he won't let you go bumping onr
any trail before morning, and on your own,
you young scallywag!”

Billy Cook led the pony away, and Bob
slipped into the cabin.

He knew where the ranchman kept his
rifle and cartridges, and in a few seconds he
emerged with the rifle under' hiz arm and
the cartridge-belt slung over his shoulder.

“Come on, Cherub!”

“I'm with you, Bob!”

The two schoolboys started at a run.

Where the pony’s hoofs had trampled the
dewy grass the trail was plain and glisten-
ing in the moonlight, and they were able to
proceed at a trot and keep it under
observation. S

For a mile or more the trail led them
without a pause, and they did not stop.

Then a patch of stony ground brought
them to a pause. - . >

Beauclere scanned the greund in vain.

Bob Lawless was deeply learned in the
lore of the woods and the prairie, and
was not long at fault.

In a few minutes the young Canadian was
following. the trail again, bubt it was at a
snail’s pace now.

For some distance they proceeded slowly
and cautiously, till the stony patch was
passed.

“Here we are again!” said Beauclerc.

Bob’s eyes gleamed. — .

“Lucky we started at once, Cherub! I
will be sun-up in an hour, and then the dew
will dry. I guess this trail won't be easy
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’to follow then. Put it on, kid! We can run
erel”

And they ran on, without a pause or a
fault, till the sombre shadows of the timber
received them,

Then Bob Lawless halted again.

“8ign” was difficult to find amid the
tangled undergrowths of the wood.

But here and there the snapped -twigs
and trampled herbage showed where the
pony had forced his way, and even so slight
a sign as the dew shaken from a bush was
enough for the keen-eyed Canadian.

Even when the moon had set Bob Lawless
still pushed on, though slowly now, and
with hesitation.

But as the early rays of the rising sun
penetrated the shadows of the wood his
task was easier.

Slowly but steadily the chums of Cedar
Creek School pushed on inte the sombre
depths of the almost untrodden forest.

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Last Hops.

RANK RICHARDS stirred and awoke.
Towards dawn the schoolboy
prisoner had fallen into an uneasy
slumber, rolled in the blanket on the

grass.

The sound of movements awakened him.

He sat up in the grass. °

For a moment or two Frank expected to
‘see about him the familiar walls of his
room at his uncle’s ranch.

But recoilection came quickly of the
strange adventure of the preceding day. -

Before his eyes was the log-cabin, in
which the French-Canadian miner, Jules
{lement, lay bound a prisoner.

“Mr, Smith” and bis companion, Bocus
Bill, were talking in low tones near him,
taking no heed of the schoolboy.

Frank glanced at them, and then looked
away towards the sombre woods that sur-
rounded the lonely cabin.

He thought of Brownie, and wondered
whether he had reached the ranch, and
whether the trail he had left would help
hig friends to find him.

Upon that faint hope everything depended,
even life itself.

Boeus Bill left his companion and went
round the cabin.

A minute later there was a loud exclama-
tion, and the ruffian came hurrying back.

“The pony’s gone, boss!”

“The pony?” repeated Smith.

“The kid’s pony.”

“You feol! Didn't
growted Smith. 5

you tether him?”’

“I guess I put the trail-rope on the
critter!” snarled Bocus Bill: “The brute’s
' bitten it through and vamoosed!”

Smith strode over to where Frank
Richards lay in the grass.

Quickly he examined the rope that

shackled the schoolboy to the trunk of the
big tree close at hand.

“The kid had no hand in it,” he said.
“He's safe enough. He hasn’t moved.”

“Don’t "I tell you the critter gnawed
through the rope?” answered Bocus Bill
“1 guess he’s fur enough off by this time.”

“Well, it matters little. We'’re after
bigger game than a horse,” said Smith.

_ As the sunlight strengthened Smith and
Tiocus Bill sat down to a hurried breakfast
cutside the cabin.

They -did not heed Frank Richards.

When the hasty meal was finished Bocus
Rill untied the rope that fastened Frank
Richards to the tree.

The door of the cabin was opened, and
Smith strode in.

The Irench-Canadian miner was lying on
the earthen floor, bound securely.

His pale face turned towards the adven-
turer when he entered. .

“RBring ‘the boy here, Bill.”

“Vep.» ;

Frank Richards was brought in.

“I guess I want you to talk to the galoot
again, sonny,” said Smith.  “Last night
the critter agreed to lead us to the place
where he hid the bag of dollars. We're
taking him along with us now. Tell him in
his lingo that if he tries any gum-game on
us it will be the last gum-game he will ever
play on this earth!” 2

“Qu’est que c’est?” asked the Frenchman.

Frank Richards translated the threat.

Clement shrugged his shoulders.

“QOn verra,” he said.

Tae Porurar.—No. 208.

“What does he say?” growled Smith.

“He says you will see.”

“1 guess we will, and I guess he will wish
he’d never been born if he tries to pull the
wool over our eyes!”

At a sign from the adventurer Bocus Bill
unbound the Canadian and led him from the
cabin, with his arms, however, still secured
behind his back,

Smith proceeded to bind Frank Richards
to the log-bench in the cabin.

Evidently the schoolboy was te bhe left
there while Clement was taken away by the
two rascals.

Bocus Bill looked in at the doorway, his
hand resting on the butt of the revolver in
his belt.

Frank shivered as he caught the expres-
sion on the face of the ruffian.

“What’s the good, boss?” muttered Bocus

Bill. “T reckon we're through with the
younker.” 2
“We may want him again,” answered

Smith.

“He’s done the talking for us, I guess.”

Smith shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

“The Fremchman may be fooling us,” he
answered. “Haven’t you any sense? If
we 'don’t find the dollars we shall want the
kid to talk again.”

“Correct!” assented Bocus Bill.

Smith followed him from the cabin, and
the door was closed, and wedged fast with
a chip of wood outside.

“coming upN)

THE TRAIL!

_ANOTHER GRIPPING
LONG ADVENTURE

OF THE
LUMBER

of THE CHUMS |

_ Prank Richards sat on the bench, shiver-

ing. 2

His ‘life hung on a thread in the hands
of the two desperadoes from the mines.

Only the fact that he might still be
wanted to translate between them and their
vietim had saved him so far.

When he had served his turm, and was
wanted no longer, he knew what to expect.
The life of a schoolboy would not stand
between the thieves and safety.

Ten years in prison waited for them, if
Frank Richards could help in bringing them
to justice, and they did not mean to run
that risk.

How was this to end?

Frank listened to the sound of receding
footsteps and the rustling of the underwood
as the two rascals departed with their
prisoner. :

Then silence fell.

Dimly through the interstices in the rough
walls of the cahin the sunlight penetrated.

From without came the chirping of birds,
the sounds of the awakening of life of the
new day.

Frank Richards: thought of Cedar Creek

| School, of the boys and girls who would

soon be arriving therd for lessons, little
dreaming of the terrible peril in which their
schoolfellow lay.

He thought of his chums,.too—his chums
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who would not have shrunk from any
danger, however great, to save him.

What were they-deing? >
Had Brownie arrived at the raneh—ha.
the gnawed trail-rope told them the tale?
And were they even then seeking to pick up
the trail of the pony in the grassy plain and

the tangled woods?

The hope was slight, but it was all he
had, and it did not leave him.

Suddenly he started.

Outside the cabin there was a sound—a
low, faint sound—but he knew that it was
a cautious footfall.

His heart beat almost te suffocation.

Was it the footstep of friend or of foe?

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tracked Down.

4 ANG it
Bob Lawless muttered the
words savagely.
Beauclere did not speak; he

watched his chum in silence.

To him the woods told nothing. He was
not so skilled as the Canadian lad in wood-
craft. :

And even Bob seemed beaten atb last.

Twice he had lost the trail and found it
again, but now, for the third time, he was
at a loss.

Right and left he tried, but no “sign”
met his penetrating gaze.

“By thunder, we’re going to find it!” said
Bob, between bis teeth. “Hallo, what’s
that?” i

He started forward, as his eyes fell upon
a tiny object in the herbage. . . :

1t was a small green lizard, wriggling pain-
fully on the ground.

“Poor thing!” said Beauclerc
ately. *1It’s hurt.”

Bob Lawless nodded. - :

“I guess I'm sorry for Mr. Lizard,” he
said. “But here’s luck. Put him out of his
pain, Cherub.”

Bob’s face was brighter.

“That poor little beast was hurt,” he said.
“He'd been trodden on, Cherub. What was
it trod on him?” =

Beauclerc started. S

“1 guess,” said Bob, “that we’re on the
track again. 1 guess, old Cherub, that it
was a hoss put his hoof op that poor eold
lizard—Brownie, in fact. He's passed this
way, though the ground’s too hard just here
to keep a trace of him. Browmnie was head-
ing for the ranch—that’s west of here. So
1 reckon, Cherub, that if we look east of
here we shall pick up Brownie's trail again.”

“Let’s try,” said Beauclerc hopefully.

Bob Lawless glanced up at the sky and
started. One glance was enough to give him
his direction.

Slowly and carefully he searched through
the wood, eastward of the spot where the
unfortunate lizard had been found. =

A sudden exclamation of satisfaction
escaped him.

“Look here, Cherub!”

He had reached a spot where the under-
woods were thicker, and he triumphantly
pointed out a broken twig.

“Something’s passed,” he said.

He pushed on.

«Jerusalem crickets!” he exclaimed, a few
minutes later.

In a soft hollow of the ground a Hhoof-
mark showed up clearly.

“That's Brownie’s size, hay?” grinned
Boh. “Come on, Cherub, this i3 where we
rake in the stakes.”

Thicker and thicker the woed lay before
them, and they had to push their way
through, but that was all to the good, for
in the thick underwoods there were ample
traces where a horse had forced its way.

Bob Lawless halted suddenly.

“Quiet!” be whispered.

Beauclere lcoked at him.

The rancher’s son raised his hand and
pointed.

Through the openings of the trees they
made out part of the outline of a log-cabin
in a little glade ahead.

“A cabin!”’ muttered
lessly.

Bobh nodded, his eyes gleaming.

“I* guess that shebang belonged to some
trapper in the old days,’? he whispered.
“«But I reckon somebody else is using it
now—eh? This looks .like the eng of -the
trail, Cherub.. Quite—— If Frank’s there,

compassion-

o

Beauclerc breath-

Do You Like the Chums of the Lumber School ? See Them Next Week |

4



- The Paper that GOES every time—Popular with ALL ! 9

I reckon somebody else i3 there with him,
and it's the shooter we shall want now.”

Bob Lawless hurriedly examined .the rifle,
and held it ready, as he pushed on silently
and cautiously, Beauclerc at his heels.

They came to the clearing, their
looking keenly about them.

There was no sign of life, save a sound of
horses moving at the back of the cabin.

Bob scanned the locality carefully before
veaturing out into the open.

Two horses' were tethered behind the
Fabiu. but there was no sign of a human

being.

“Two of them, then!” muttered Beau-
clere, “They must be in the cabin, Bob.”

Bob shook his head.

“Look at it!” he whispered. “There's a
wedge jammed under the door outside,
Somebody's shut up there, but whoever it is,
is a prisoner.”

Beauclerc's eyes glistened.

“Frank ! he muttered breathlessly.

“We're going to see. There’s nobody
about excepting the hosses, that’s a cert.”

The two schoolboys ventured out inte the
glade at last, and approached the door of
the cabin. :

Bob's finger was on the trigger of the
rifle now; he was prepared for danger.

But it was pretty clear that the place
was deserted, save by the prisoner in the
log-cabin. 4

The wedged door showed plainly enough
that someone was confined within.

Bob Lawless drew away the wedge.

“Open the door while I keep the shooter
bandy, Cherub. We ain't taking chances,”
he whispered. .

Beauclerc threw open the door, and the
barrel of the rifle was levelled in at the
little doorway.

There was a shout within,
~.“Bob! Beau, old man!”

BPrAnk P!

The two schoolboys rushed in.

Frank Richards’ eyes danced.

“Bob!” he panted. “Oh, but I’'m glad to
see you! Get me loose—get me loose, guick.
They may come back!”

Beauclere’s knife was already at work on
his bonds.

The rope fell in fragments round him, and
Frauk Richards sprang to his feet, rubbing
-his npumbed limbs.

“Thank Heaven you've found me!” he
panted. “How—how did you—— Wag it
Brownie’s trail that led you here, Bob?”

“Correct!” grinned Bob Lawless.

“Bless- him!” said Frank. “I—I hoped—
but it seemed such a slim chance! Oh, you
chaps, it’s a treat to see you, and no mis-
take!”

“8ame here, Franky!" said Bob.

Frank Richards looked hastily out of the
cabin.

The forest lay silent and deserted round
the clearing.

“They're "not back
“When they come——*

“I don’t kmow who
Beauelerc. “But
before they come?”
> “No. There’s another chap in this fix,”
said Frank. “A French-Canadian named

« Clement. We ean't leave him to be mur-
dered!”

Bob Lawless whistled. i

“8o bad as that, Frank?".

Frank Richards shivered.

“You’ve saved my life,” he said. *We've
got to save his. ¥ou remember that villain
Smith, who came to the school to ask for
somebody who could speak French to inter-
pret for him. He told Miss Meadows it was
a French traveller injured on the road. That
was a liel”

“I guessed it " muttered Beauclere.

“There are two of the rotters,” said
Frank hurriedly.  “They bad a French-
Canadian miner here—a chap who couldn’s
speak. English. They made me translate
for them. They wanted to rob him. As
they didn't understand French, I asked him
other things besides what they told me to
ask him, and found out all” about him.”

“That was cute,” said Bob.

“He was at the Cascade mines, and had
2 claim there,” explained Frank. “He got
news that his father was ill. in the East,
and sold his claim and started home with
the money on him. Those two villains fol-
lowed him from the mines, and laid for him
in the forest. He got away wounded, and
hid the bag of doliars in the timber some-

eyes

yet”” he breathed.

' Shey ~—arey* said
hadn't we better clear

More Ahout Frank Richards & Co. Next Week !

where, and when they ran him down and
captured him, they did not know where to
look for the money. So they wanted an
interpreter to get the information out of
him.”

&l —sep.?

“They would have torfured him to make
him speak,” said ¥Frank, with a shudder.
“But we worked it between us—speaking in
French—that he should pretend to be willing
to guide them to where the money was
hidden, to gain time. It had to be left
till morning. Soon after dawn they started,
taking Clement with them. That was hours
ago. When—when 1 heard you, I thought
perhaps it was those villains coming back.
That would have been the finish.”

Bob knitted his brows.

“Then the Frenchy isn't going to let the
bag the dollars?” he asked. 3

*“No, he’s fooling them.”

“When they find that out—-"

“{ don’t think they will hurt him till
they’ve got their hands on the money,” said
Frank “Smith told Bocus Bill that [ might
be wanted again, so they kept me a prisoner
here. If they find the dollars, I believe
they will shoot him dead, to save their dirty
skins; but if they ‘don’t find them, they’ll

bring him back here to torture him.”
“My hat!” said Beauclerc, with a deep
breath.

“This is where we take a hand in the game,
then,” said Bob quietly. “It’s up to us, you

fellows. You're game?”

“Yes,” said Beauclerc.

“You bet!"” exclaimed Frank. “I'm glad
you've got a rifle, Bob. Mind, those rotters
will shoot.”

“So shall I,” answered Bob laconically.

“It will be a fight,” said Vere Beauclerc
coolly. “We’d better get hold of some-
thing, Frapk.”

I'rank Richards nodded.

In a few minutes the two had cut them-
selves cudgels from the wood.

It was the best they could do, and then,
with beating hearts. but cool heads, the
chums of Cedar Creck waited for the return
of the rustlers.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
For Life or Death !

OB LAWLESS closed the door of ths
log-cabin and jammed the wedge ints
place again,

“I guess we'd better let these
galoots think it’s all as they lefi it,” &e
said. “They won't know anybody's beea
here till they see ns—and my rifle is the
first thing they'll see of wus.”

“Good!” said Frank Richards.

The three chums, keeping their eyes ®ou
the woods about them, moved away from the
cabin to a clump of trees within a dozea
yards of the door.

Taking cover in the underwoods, they
waited, out of sight, and watching the cabia.
Bob Lawless held the ritie in readiness.

They hardly spoke as they waited.

An hour had passed, when a rustling
in the wood came faintly to their ears.

Bob gave his comrades a glance.

“1 guess they’re on hand,” he whispered.

He lifted the rifle, and the muzzis
looked out from the foliage, directed towards
the cabin, the butt resting firmly at his
shoulder.

Hig hand did not tremble.

Frank Richards drew a deep breath, and
his hand tightened in its grip upon his cudgel.

The moment was at bhand now.

From the wood, at a little distance, three
forms emerged into sight. ’

Bob Lawless-and Beauclerc recognised ome
of them, “Mr. Smith,” who had come to. the
lumber school the day before with his lying
tale in quest of an interpreter.

They coyld. guess who the other two wer=
-—Bocus Bill and the French-Canadian.

‘”{‘hat's the crowd?” whispered Bob.

“Yes.”

“] guess I've got a bead on them.”

The French-Canadian was walking betweea
the two rustlers.

He tottered a little as he walked, and
his face was deadly pale.

His pallor, and the blood-stained bandags
about his head, gave him a ghastly look.

Bob’s eyes glinted as he looked at him.

Bocus Bill was helping, or rather dragging,
the miner along by one arm.

The rufflan was evidently in a savage mood,
and Smith was scowling furiously.

DESPERATE MEASURES!

Frank Richards hurled his cudgesl.
heavy billet of wood crashed into Smith’s face, and he rolled over, his
revolver exploding harmiessly as he fell.

* yelled Beauclerc, springing forward. (See Chapter 4)

The

“Look out for the other!”

]
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The search for the hidden bag of doltars
- had@ been unsuccessful; probably the two
yuftians realised that Clement had been lead-
ing them only on a wild-goose chase.

“Come on, you critter, gold-darn you!”
growled Bocus Bill, as Clement tottered over
a trailing root and almost fell

He dragged savagely at the prisomer, and
Clement uttered a faint cry.

“} guess you'll have suthin’ to yaup about
soon!” muttered the ruffian, with another
savage drag at the helpless men. 5

The French-Canadian did not understand
the words, but their tone left no mistake
as to the rufiian’s meaning.

He tottered on fowards the cabin, and
Beeus Bill lung bim roughly into the grass
near the door.

Smith stood looking down upon him with
bitter rage and malice.

“Yow've had your chance, my buck!” he
said. “I guess you'll be sorry you've wasted
our time. You don’t get another chance.
'l make you write it down with the fire
burning your feet, and I guess youll tell
the frozen truth next time!”

“Stow the chinwag, boss!” grunted Bocus
Bill.  “The galoot don’t understand.”

“T'll make him understand soom!” said
Smith savagely. “Get the boy out to inter-
pret, while I build the fire.”

“Yep.”

The words left no doubt as to the savage
intentions of the rustlers. °

The threat was not an idle one.

The French-Canadiap miner was to be put
to the torture till he told the rustlers what
they wanted to know.

Smith began to gather a heap of
brushwood in a little pile close to
where the prisoner lay, while Bocus Bill
dragged at the wedge under the cabin door.

“You know what that’s for, whether you
speak’ English or not, you coyote!” hissed the
adventurer, as he threw down the brush-
wood beside the bound man.

“Vous me savez jamais,” said the French-
Canadian faintly. :
B‘l. Oh, stow your lingo!

i

Bocus Bill strode into the log-cabin, and
disappeared from view.
~ Next moment he came striding out of the
little doorway.

- A revolver glittered in his hand now, and
his savage eyes swept round the clearing.

“Boss, he’s vamoosed!” he exclaimed.

Smith turned back, his arms full of brush-

wood.

“What?” he shouted.

“The kid’s gone!”

“Impossible! The door was fastened!”
velled Smith.

“He’s lit out I tell you!
here!”

The ruffian was glaring round as he spoke,
his revolver raised, evidently ready to shoot
at sight.

Bob Lawless hesitated no longer.

Crack! - :

From the clump of trees came the sharp,
ringing report, and it was followed by a
fearful yell from Boeus Bill. ~ :

The sudden bullet tore through his brawny
shoulder, and the ruffian went reeling back
into the log-cabin, and crashed upon the
floor.

Had the rancher’'s son chosen to aim at
his heart it would have been a dead man
that rolled on the floor of the cabin.

But even at that terrible moment Bob
fiad spared him. :

From the cabin came wild, savage yelling,
as the ruffian lay on thé floor, drenched in
his own blood, and helpless from his wound.

“Thunder!”

Smith spun round, his eyes seeking the
smoke of the rifle, to find whence came that
sudden shot.

His revolver was raised, ready to shoot.

Over the glittering barrel his eyes were
glaring.

The white curl of smoke from the clump
of trees caught his eyes at once, and he
fired shot after shot without a pause.

Crack, crack, crack!

The bullets tore
branches.

Bring the boy out,

Somebheody’s been

through leaves aud

E
¥
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But the three schoolboys were In cover
behind the trunks, and Bob Lawless was
hurriedly but deftly jamming a fresh cart-
ridge in the rifle..

Crack, crack!

The rustler was still firing.

Bob peered cautiously round the trunk
through the foliage that screened the three
from sight.

His rifle was raised again. :

Five shots had cracked out almost in as
many seconds, and but for the cover of the
thick- treetrunks the schoolboys would have
peen riddled.

The .rustler- was reserving his last shot,
and springing for cover himself.

But he was too late.

Even as he sprang towards the mnearest
tree Bob’s rifle rang out sharply, and his
right leg curled under him, and he went
with a erash to the ground.

“] guess he’s got that in the Jeg,” said
Bob Lawless coolly, as he put in a fresh cart-
ridge.

“Come on!” muttered Frank.

The three schoolboys ran out of cover
swiftly towards the cabin.

“Amis—mes amis!” cried
Canadian joyfully.

Smith raised himself on his elbow.

His leg had been broken by Bob Lawless’
bullet, and he was unable to rise; but he
supported himself on one elbow,-and in the
other hand he gripped his six-shooter, his eyes
blazing over it.

“Drop that!” shouted Bob Lawless, thrust-
ing forward his rifle.

Whiz!

Frank Richards hurled his cudgel even as
Bob spoke. =

The heavy billet of wood crashed into
Smith’s face, and he rolled over, his revolver
exploding harmlessly as he fell.

“Look out for the other!”
Beauclere.

Bocus Bill was still groaning just inside
the log cabin.

Bob Lawless led the way, and his rifle
covered the wounded ruffian. Bocus Bill
half-raised his revolver, but lowered it again
as the rifle-barrel bore full upon him.

“Let up!” he panted. “I guess I pass!”

«You'd better!” said Bob Lawless grimly.
“Pake away his shooter, Frank! T'll give
him one to get on with if he tries to use
it!”

But Bocus Bill did not try to use the
revolver. :

He was almost fainting from loss of .blood,
and the rifie-muzzle within a yard of his face
was too much for him. g
- Frank Richards took away his revolver and
the knife from his belt.

Bocus Bill groaned deeply. p

“] guess I'm a gone coon!” he said hoarsely.
“ Winged—winged by a gol-darned schoolboy !
Oh, great gophers!” -

“Winged—and a good shot, too!” said Bob
Lawless. “But you're not done for yet, my
buck! You'll live to serve your sentence;
but you'll be lucky if you're ever able to use
your right arm again!”

The ruffian groaned. Y

“A moi!” the French-Canadian was calling.

The three schoolboys hurried out to him.

Smith, wounded as he was, was trying_ to
ereep away into the forest; but he was very
quickly stopped. "

Beauclerc opened his. knife and cut the
Frenchman loose. Smith’ hands were tied
with the same cord.

He lay in the grass, white with pain and
loss of blood, and his eyes glittering at Frank
Richards & Co. like a reptile’s.

“I guess this is our win!” grinned Bob
Lawless.

Frank Richards helped: the. TFrench-
Canadian to his feet as soon as he was freed
from the rope.

“ All serene!” he said, smiling. “Voci mes
amis, ‘Monsieur Clement. Maintenant vous
etes libre.”

“Je vous remergie, mon-enfant,” said the
French-Canadian. quietly, “Mon Dieu! DBons
enfants, tout trois!”

Bob Lawless grinned.

“T guess I savvy that much ¥rench,” he

the French-

exclaimed
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A Wonderful Story of ** The
School in the Backwoods!’’

sald. “Right-ho; old scout! We're three of
the most bon—is that right, Franky ?—I mean,
three of the bestl!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The chap don't seem fit to travel,”
remarked Bob. “I guess you'd better look
after him here while I fetch somebody from
the ranch. I reckon I shall find the popper
and Billy Cook hunting for the trail. See
that those two galoots don't get away,
Franky. I'll leave you the rifle, and if they
give ‘the least trouble, make ’em fit for the
coyotes’ supper.”

“You bet!” answered Frank.

And Bob Lawless started on the home trail.

Jules Clement sat in the grass, his back
resting against a tree, his white face very
bright in the sunlight.

He had passed through the valley of the
shadow of death, and in his relief and joy
he scarcely felt exhaustion and pain.

Frank Richards searched the log-cabin, and
found feod for the Canadian, which he ate
ravenously. 3

And then Frank gave his attention to the
two wounded rustlers.

“Y suppose we ought to do something for
them, Beau,” he said.

“1 think so,” Beaucler¢ answered.

And the schoolboys bound up the wounds
as well as they could of the two rascals,
receiving in return curses and savage scowl-
ing, which did not trouble them, however.

It was an hour later that Bob Lawless
returned.

He did not come alone. Mr. Lawless and
Billy Cook and a couple of the ranch cattle-
men were with himn.

“Safe, Frank?” exclaimed Mr. Lawless.

“Yes, uncle; thanks .to Bob!” answered
Frank Richards. “If he hadn't followed the
trail; though—"

“When I found he was gone I promised him
the biggest trail-roping of his life!” growled
the rancher. “But, as it's turned out, Im
glad he tried it.” : : L°

He turned te the French-Canadian, and
spoke to him in his own tongue. Then he
gave directions to his .men.

“Get those two rustlers down to Thompson,
_and hand them over to the sheriff. Better
stick them on their horses and lead them.
You boys can come with me. We're gaing
to help Mr. Clement get backihis dollars.”

“Good!" said Bob. . < o !

And white Smith and Bocus Bill were
away by the cattlemen, the rapcher and the
schoolboys started with the French-Canadian
through the forest. :

Clement was smiling and joyful now. In
company with the rustlers he had failed to
find the hiding-place of the bag of money;
but he did not fail now.

Within an hour they stopped at a hellow
tree in the heart of the timber, and Clement
turned to Frank. ;

“Ieci,” he said. “Veulez vous—"

“You bet!” answered Frank

He squeezed himself into the hollow trunk
and groped for the bag. ~ In a couple of
minutes it was banded out to the miner.

“Good!” said Mr. Lawless. ‘“Maintenant,
monsieur, vous allez chez moi.”

“Merci, monsieur!” an$wered Clement grate-
fully. =

And the miner from Cascade was taken
to the Lawless ranch for the attention he
so badly needed. .- &

Bob Lawless rubbed his
from the dinner-table.

“We didn't get much sleep last night,”
he remarked. “I fecl sleepy! Hallo, popper!
What is it?” .

The rancher pointed to the clock.

“School!” he answered. = :

“0Oh, Jerusalem!” saide Bob Law
“Blessed if I hadn’t forgotten schoel! ¥ say,
popper, we shall be a bit lite for afternoorn
lessons.”

“Better late thaw never!”
Lawess cheerfully.

And Frank Richards &. Co. rode away to
Cedar Creek School, and the rest of the after-
noon was spent in Miss Meadows’ class.

eyes when he rose

answered Mr.

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A',f’»‘{" ' The Fellow who Funked !

¥ LEAR out!”
. Tom Merry's tone was im-
perative.

The captain of the Shell was
standing m the doorway of Racke’s
"staudy. Manners and Lowther were with
i,
~.«Beated at the study table were Aubrey
Racke, Crooke, and Mellish. They had
been playing a novel racehorse game—
a most amusing and harmless game if
properly played. Tom Merry & .Co.
often  played it themselves—with
buttons. One fellow acted as bookmaker,
and the others had to guess which horses
would win. If the guess proved correct,
the “backer ” would be duly paid—in
buttons !

Racke & Co., however, had found it
rather tame to play for buttons.

Crooke suggested that they should
play for halfpennies. And it was the
jingle of money -that had attracted the
attention of the Terrible Three, who had
been passing the open door.

Before the players could carry out
Crooke’s suggestion, Tom Merry & Co.
had chipped in.

The captain of the Shell saw at a
glance what was going on.

“Clear out!” he repeated. - “Can’t
have anything in the nature of gambling,
you know.”

“Confound
growled Racke.
i .

“No; but you were just going to.”

“Wait till we actually do, before you
start putting your oar in,” said Crooke.

Tom Merry frowned.

“J don't trust any of you,” he said.
“ Although you haven't been playing
for money, you'd start it directly our
backs were turned. And we won't leave
anything to chance. Clear out into the

your interference !”
“We weren't gamb-

fresh air.  That will suit you a lot
better.”
“Well, I like that!” .said Racke.

“Orderin’ a fellow out of his own study,
by gad!”

“Yes, and T'll jolly soon enforce the
order if you don’t obey me,” said Tom
Merry, his temper rising.

T T e e T EH TR THTH TR

“Bay but the word, Tommy,” mur-
mured Monty Lowther, “and we’ll pitch
these bounders out on their necks.”

““Yes, rather!” chimed in Manners.

Racke & Co. rose sullenly to their
feet. They were no match for the
Terrible Three, and they knew it. Tom
Merry & Co. could have pitched them
out neck and crop without any difficulty.

“Very well,” said Racke. ‘Rather
than have a scene we'll pack up!”

“And you'll put that game on the
fire,” said Tom Merry.

“W-w-what !"

“It’s quite a good game when: pro-
perly played, but you fellows only abuse
it. We’ve stamped out gambling in the
Lower School, and it's going to remain
stamped out.”

“We're not goin' to gamble ”

“Bo you say. But I can't take your
word. That game must be destroyed—
and at once!” :

“This is a bit too thick——" began
Crooke.

Tom Merry strode into the study,
picked up the board and the coloured
discs, and. rammed them into the fire-

grate. The flames licked them hungrily,’

and the game was soon destroyed.

Racke glared at Tom Merry. -

“You've no right to do that, and
you know it!"” he exclaimed. “I paid
one-an’-six for that game.”

“There's your one-and-six,” said Tom
Merry, tossing a shilling and a sixpence
on to the table.  *“Now clear out!”

Aubrey Racke and his companions
had no option but to obey. They passed
in single file out of the study, and the
Terrible Three saw them off the pre-
mises.

“This is a pretty go!” said Mellish,
as the rascally trio emerged into the
quadrangle. “Our half-holiday’s spoilt
now "

‘“Not at all!" said Racke. “ We can
jolly scon outwit our Puritan friends.”

“Howt!

“By goin' down to the village, buyin’
another game, an' playin’® in the old
barn in Ryléombe woods!”

“Ripping !” said Mellish.

But Crooke did not seem to warm to
the idea. .

Mellish was too much of a funk to dive
to rescue his friend—but he suffered

tortures afterwards. A D}rarpatic Com-
plete Tale of the St. Jim’s Chums,

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Author of the famous tales of St. Jim’sin the “ Gem.”)
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“You can count me out,” he said.
“I've not turned goody-goody, or any:
thing like that. But Tom Merry’s quite
right to suppress gambling. There’s nc
pleasure in it. It only leads to quarrels,
and sometimes debt.”

Racke and. Mellish
speaker in amazement. . -

“Why, it was you yourself wha
suggested we should play for half-
pennies ! shouted Racke. -

“I know. I spoke on the spur of the
moment. I'm glad now that Tom Merry
chipped in. He saved us from making
fools of ourselves!”

. “Then you're not comin' with us?"”
said Racke.

“Not if you’re going to play for
money.”

“Well, we're not goin’ to tramp all
the way to the village, an’ then to the
barn in the wood, to play for trouser-
buttons !” said Racke sarcastically.

“Be a sport, Crooke, and come
urged Mellish. :

But Crooke had made up his mind,
and no amount of persuasion could turn
him from his purpose. He nodded
shortly to Racke and Mellish, and walled

stared a& the

1

away. .

“The silly chump!” muttered Racke,
staring after Crooke’s retreating figure.
“ Never mind, Mellish. We'll get along
quite well without him. Come along!”

Racke and Mellish set off to the
village. They went by way of the tow-
path that ekirted the River Rhyl.

The river was swollen with recent
rains, and there was no sign of life.
The boating season had not yet started
at St. Jim’s. In- a month or two the
river would be swarming with skiffs and
punts and canoces. Now it had an air of
desolation.

It was necessary to cross the river,
and the St. Jim’s fellows usually crossed
it by the footbridge. But Racke was
impatient to get to the village.

A crude wooden plank lay athwart the
river at its widest part. Racke headed
towards it.

“Hold on!” said Mellish.
cross here.” ;

“Why can’t we?”

Tue Porurar —No. 208.

“We can’t
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“It’s not safe.”

S Rats 17 "

Mellish was frankly alarmed.

“Youw'll come to grief if you try to
walk that plank,” he said.

“Bah! You haven’t the courage of
a mouse !” was Racke’s retort. “Fall
in and follow me!”

Mellish lingered on the towpath.

“Yon can do the falling in part,” he
said; “and I'm dashed if I'm going to
follow you!”

Aubrey Racke had already started to
cross the wobbling plank. It was a
hazardous ‘and a foolhardy thing to do,
especially as Racke had little or mno
knowledge of swimming.

The plank rocked perilously beneath
the junior’s weight. Mellish looked on
in growing alarm. :

When half-way across, Racke suddenly
lost his nerve,

“J—1 can’t go on!” he muttered.
sha’n’t be able to keep my balance!”

“Come back, you fool I said Mellish,
turning pale.

“y

“All right,” said Racke. “I'm
comin’.” ; -

And he started to walk backwards, |
which was naturally a much more

difficult feat than going forward.

Gingerly Racke stepped back with his
left foot. But he failed to find a foot-
hold, and in turning his head to ascer-
tain his position, he completely lost his
balance.

There was a shout and a splash, and
the next instant Aubrey Racke was
struggling in the swirling waters of the
Rhyl.

“Help!” :

Mellish stood rooted to the towpath.

He saw the danger only too clearly. He

knew that Racke was a poor swimmer. |
He himself was not exactly a Captain
Webb or a Burgess; but he could swim
a little, and it was his duty to go in to
Racke’s rescue.

But there was a yellow streak in Mel-
lish’s composition. Easy enough, he re-
flected, for an armchair critic to say,
“Plunge in and save him !”’ but when it
came to the point——

‘“Help, help !”

Racke was struggling desperately in an
endeavour to reach the bank. But he
was caught in a current, and he was ex-
pending all hLis energy instead of econo-
mising 1t. 1f he had kept cool, and bided
his time, he could have gained the safety
of the bank, poor swimmer though he
was. But he lost his head completely,
and did nothing but shout and struggle.

Mellish watched him with startled eyes.
His thoughts were in a ferment.

“If I try to save him,” he reflected,
“he’ll probably get me by the throat, and
the pair of us will go under. I—I can do
nothing !”

He glanced wildly up and down the
towpath, but there was not a soul in
sight. And the boathouse, from which he
might have obtained a rope or a boat-
hook, was over-a mile away.

Racke had not gone under yet. It was
probable he would be able to hold out for
a few minutes longer. But he was doing
himself no good by struggling.

“ Help ! he screamed louder than be-
fore. “Come and get me out of this,
Mellish !

‘At last Mellish made a move. But not
in the diréction of the water. He had
weighed all the pros and cons in-his mind,
and he had come to the conclusion that if
he went to the rescue two lives would be

lost instead of one,

THE FUNK !
Moeilish stood roeoted to the towpath.

There was a shout and splash, the plank gave way, and
Aubrey Racke was struggling in the swirling waters of the Rhyl.

he couldn’t nerve himself to plunge to the rescue. ' (Sce Chapter 1.)

 Help § »
His friend was struggling for life, but
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Yet he could not stand there and see his
schoolfellow drown under his very eyes.

Mellish’s one desire was to get away
from the spot with all speed.

It was appalling cowardice, but Mellish
could see nothing else for it.

Leaving Aubrey Racke struggling in
the water, Mellish turned on his ge]
White-faced and panting, he sped away
in the direction of Rylcombe woods,
and every now and then he pressed his
hands to his ears, as if to shut out the
cries which followed him.

*“Come back! Help, help !

Gradually those cries grew fainter, until
at léngth they died away completely, and
all was silent.

& b
thoughts

This was the same barn in which he
and Racke had proposed te spend the
afternoon. But Racke was not here. He

had been abandoned to a terrible fate.
Mellish flung himself- down on the

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

A Vain Quest!
HIS is too awful for words
~ Mellish stepped into the old
barn in Rylcombe woeds.. He
was a prey fo tormenting

straw-covered flour of the barn. His
brain was in a turmoil.

“It was Racke's: own fault!” he
muttered. “I warned him not io try

to cross that plank., It was a mad thing
to do!”

But Racke’s recklessness was no excuse
for Mellish’s conduci. He had left his
schoolfellow to drown.© ~He¢ had eonie
away without making any effort to save
him. y -]

And what now ?

Mellish felt that he could not return to
St. Jim’s. - He could net face the fellows.

Everybody would  be ‘asking where
Rac?ke was. And what could Mellish
say ? ; : it

The wretched junior was haunted by
the vision of Racke’s white face above
the surface of the water. And Racke’s
despairing scream still rang in his ears.

““Come back! Help, help!”

The actual cries had, of course, died
away long since. But Mellish fancied he
still heard them.

The afternoon wore slowly on.

For hour after hour Mellish remained
in the barn, like a hunted fugitive. Ie
was trembling in every limb, and he
hadn’t the courage to go back to the
school. ]

Dusk fell over the silent woods. The
interior of the barn became dark, and it
was bitterly cold. But Mellish could not
bring himself to leave the place.

As he lay there, in a state of wretched-
ness which he had never experienced
before, the sound of voices came to his
ears.

Mellish raised himself on his elbow and
listened.

“Might as well look in the barn,” he
heard somebody say. It sounded like
Tom Merry’s voice. .

Footsteps  approached. Mellish’s
crl;)zven heart was thumping against his
ribs.

Then the door of the barn was jerked
open; and the powerful rays of an electric
torch lit up the place.

“Why, here’'s Mellish!”
Tom Merry.

The Terrible Three stood in the door-
way, and looked down at the cowering
figure of the cad of the Fourth,

“What are you doing here?” rapped
out Manners.

“ N-n-nothing,” faltered Mellish.

“Where's Racke?” demanded ‘Tom
Merry.

ejaculated

(Continued on page 17.)

Next Week !
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AN ESSAY ON
SHAKESPEARE !

By Dicky Nugent. z

SHETI S

“"William ' “Shakespeare was a poet and a
playwrite, who flurrished in the rain of Queen
Elizabeth.

Shakespcare first saw the light of day at
Stratford-on-Avon. I forget the year in
which he was born, but I think it was about
99,999 B.c. That’s near enuff, anyway.

We know very little about Shakespeare’s
life, When a youth he was said to have
‘been convicted of shooting deer in - private
park.

Shakespeare wrote quite a number of
plays. The best-known is probably “Julius
Hamlet Othello.,” Two other good plays are
“The Merry Wives of Athens” and “Timon
of Windsor.”

Shakespeare also wrote a good many
sonnets, ballads, edes, and other kinds of
litterature. He was an actor as well as a
playwrite, and he made most of his munney
on the stage.

When he was a hoy, Shakespeare saw a
fine, big house at Stratford-on-Avon, and he
said, “One of these days 1 shall buy that
house and live in it!” Everybody thought
he was potty to talk like that; but he kept
his rezzerlution. Later in life he returned
to Stratford. and occupied the house he had
set his hart on.

There is no doubt that Shakespeare was
a grate poet. But a clever crittick like me
can find a lot of faults in his work. In the
first plaice, a good deal of his poetry didn’t

rime. Take Mark Antony's speech, for
eygsample:
“Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your

ears!
I come to bury Ceesar, not fo praise him.”

This is not poetry at all It ought to have
been written after this stile:

“Romans, countrymen, and friends!
Julius Ceesar's life now ends.
Lend me your flappers—list to me!
I come to bury Cmsar—see?”

If only Shakespeare had written like that,
his plays would make a much wider appeal.

Shakespeare died and was berried at
Btratford-on-Avon, and thowsands of Amer-
ricans come over every year to see his toom.

Monnuments have been erected all over
the country to Shakespeare’s memmery;
and  he serbtainly desserves to rank with
Oliver Cromwell, Wellington, Joan of. the
Ark, and other sellybrated poets.

Three cheers for the Bard of Avon!

Supplement I,

By Billy Bunter.

My Dear Readers,—William Shake-
speare was one of the minor poets.  He
lived in those warlike times when people
used to shake spears at each other—hence
the name Shakespeare. 2

*“Old Bill,” as he is fammiliarly called,
was born at Stratford-on-Avon, Every-
body has heard of his famous walk to
London, at an early age, when the bells
rang out the messidge, “Turn again,
Shakespeare, thrice Lord Mayor of
London !” - Perraps I am confusing this
with the annickdote about Dick Whitting-
ton. If so, I crave your pardon.

Just as Chaucer is known as the Father
of English Poetry, so is Shakespeare
knowr as the Elder Brother of English
Poetry. He wrote quite a lot of good
stuff, which has’ been handed down
through the jennyrations. ¥

People quote Shakespeare every day.
Such familiar expressions as “Heat me
these doughnuts hot,” “Oh, my giddy
aunt !” and ‘“ Where "do flies go in the
winter-time 7”7 are all derived from the
works of Shakespeare,

I think it only right that we should
have a Special Shakespeare Number of
my weekly. With this "object in view,
my sub-editors and myself have consumed
large quantities of midnite oil, and this
is the rezzult. If this number isn’t the
best you’ve seen since last week’s, I shall
be a very disappointed youth.

Now that we have had a Special
Shakespeare Number, I eggspect some of
my readers will be clammering for a
Special Bunion Number. (John Bunion
was the man who wrote the “Pilgrim’s
Progress.”}) But I am afraid I cannot
publish a Bunion Number just yet. Let’s
wait till next harvest-time, .and have a
Special Corn Number ¥

- Yours joakingly,
YOUR EDITOR.
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= ON WILL
SHAKESPEARE !

By Dick Penfold. =
I

Will Shakespeare was a brainy man,
And a clev-r cove was he;

For all his days he scribbled plays
Of tragedy and glee.

The pen is mightier than the sword,
And Shakespeare proved it so; -
Search where you can, you’ll find no man

His equal here below. -
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John Milton wrote some ripping rhymes,
And so did Johnny Keats;

Of pretty flowers and shady bowers,
The gentle Wordsworth bleats.

And Byron wrote some stirring stuff
Of Ancient Rome and Greece;

But good old Will is champion still,
And may his fame increase !

We mean to give performances
Of “Hamlet ” and * King Lear ”;
And some will laugh, and some will chaf,
And grin from ear to ear. :
But many will be overjoyed,
And every Greyfriars fellow
Should see us act, in building packed,
That thrilling play, “Othello.”

Hats off to Shakespeare! Some may cay.
“ Dick Penfold, you're mistaken ;
These plays were penned, my foolish
friend, :
By good old Francis Bacon.”
Well, let them say just what they like,
I shall ignore each crank,’
And still insist it was the fist
Of Shakespeare we must thank !
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By Fulihy Muifin.

LHRHEHTTH

£

U TR R TG TR

If Shakespeare came to life again,
I'd compliment him on his brain.
(Though, really, T am sick to death
Of swotting Hamilet and Macbeth !}

1f Shakespeare came to Rookwood now,
I'd say, “ A mighty man art thou. ;
You also are a generous sort,

Lend me a ten-bob note, old sport !”?

If T should see him cross the quad

I’d think it very strange and odd.

I’d, yell to him in tones of glee,

“Come, Billy—come and feed with me!”

If he should come, I'd buy some cakes
(The sort that Sergeant Kettle makes),
And let old Shakespeare feed until
He'd satisfied his inner Will.

I'd watch him with admiring eyes

Consume a number of mince-pies.

T'd pour him out a cup of coffee,

And choke him with my home-made
toffee !

T'd volunteer to show him round

This school so charming and renowned.
T’d take him to the tuckshop first
{Unless he had already burst !)

I’d ask him for his autograph,

With merry jests I'd make him laugh.
T’d also take him to the gym,

And have a friendly spar with him.

If Shakespeare came upon the scene,

What a sensation it would mean !

The news would spread like fire through
gorse,

And all would gather round, of course!

It would be much too good to miss.

But what’s the use of wishing this?

In solitary state I sup,

For Willie Shakespeare won’t turn up!
g"!"""l”l”"Hlll"mIHHHl"|!lHISIHH!lllll!ll!ﬂliilll_ﬂ:-'
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o HY all this fuss about Shake-
speare?” is a question which many
people bhave been asking of

recent years Or, slightly to
misquote the Bard of Avow,

“Who is Shakespeare? What is he
That all- the folk commend him?”

Well, Shakespeare is the greatest poet and
playwright the world has ever seen. That is
why we make a fuss of him; and he deserves
all the praise we can give him, and more.

William Shakespeare was born at Stratford-
onu-Avon in 1564. He lived fifty-two years, he
wrote thirty-seven plays and some mis-
cellaneous poems, and he was an actor of
merit. Curiously enough, he made most of
his money by acting on the stage. In those
days, as now, it was very difficult to make a
living by writing poetry. When you come
to think that Milton received only ten pounds
for “Paradise Lost.,” you will realise that a
poet’s lot was not a happy one

There are cases on record.where poets bave
actually died from starvation. Chatterton,
the brilliant boy genius, perished miserably
in an attic, while Spenser, of “Faery Queen”
fame, died, as Ben Jonson bluntly tells us,
“for lacke of bread.” -

Seme of-you may feel inclined to say, “ Well,
if there was no money in it, why did these
men write poetry? Why didw’t they become
blacksmiths or pork butchers?”

The fact is, no true poet writes solely for
money.. He has a message to give to man-
kind, and he feels that he is bound to give
it, whether he reaps personal profit in the
process or otherwise. !

But to return to Shakespeare.
known of the iife of this amazing man.
Crowds of so-called " Lives” have been
written, but we are still as much in the dark
as ever. We know that Shakespeare was
educated at the grammar school in his native
town; we know that he went up to London
in his youth, fired with the desire to make a
fortune; we know that he prospered, and
that he eventually returned to Stratford-on-
Avon and spent his last years iu quiet
retirement.

Lots of unkind things have been said con-

cerning Shakespeare. We are told by some
people that he was just a fitth-rate ballad-
monger, and that the magnificent plays which
bear his name were really the work of Bacon.
But this has never been proved, and I venture
to say it never will be. ;
" Others say that Shakespeare was a “black
sheep,” and that he spent his life in reckless
dissipation. This is all wrong, because we
have proof that Shakespeare was a thrifty
man. If he had not been thrifty, how could
he have bought that fine house and estate at
Stratford? 3

Opinions differ as t¢ which was Shake-
speare’s greatest play. Personally, 1 think bis
best work is in his tragedies “ Hamlet,”
“Macbeth,” “Julius Cesar,” and *Othello”
belong  to this category And of these four
plays, my preference is for the first-named,
though it is terribly sad.

“Hamlet ” is chock-full of phrases which
are still in everyday use. And it contains
many wonderful speeches.

Which is the finest speech that occurs in
Shakespeare’s works? Here is indeed a poser!
Many people would vote for Mark Antouy’s
eloquent address to the Romans. This is
certainly very fine; but to an Englishman I
think Henry the Fifth's speech before Agin-
court makes an even, stromger appeal. 1
canuot quote it in full, or Bunter will say |

Little is

am stealing valuable space in his paper; but
here is an extract:

By Mr. H. H. QUELCH,

(Master of th2 Grayiriars Remove.)

“He who hath no stomach to this fight
Let him depart; his passport shall be made,
And crowns for convoy put into his purse.
We would not die in that man’s company!

Then shall our names,
Familiar in their mouths as household words—
Harry the King, Bedford, and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster,
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d.
We few, we happy few, we Band of Brothers:
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother
And gentlemen in England, now a-bed,
Shall. think themselves accursed they were
not here,
And hold their manhood cheap, while any
speaks
Th[z)xt fought with us upon Saint Crispian’s
ay.”

Needless to state, there were very few
men—if any—who turned a deaf ear to this
appeal. Agincourt was fought amd won,
although the English were heavily out-
numbered.

Historical scenes such as these were
Shakespeare’s speciality. But he was ales
a very fine humorous writer, his hest-known
comedies being “Midsummer Night’s Dream,”
“Merry Wives of Windsor, “Much Ado About
Nothing,” and “ All’'s Weli that Ends Well.”

Details of Shakespeare's death are as scanty
as those of his life. We znow that he died
in 1616, but the cause of his death remains a
mystery. Some writers assert that he died
of a fever; but this is one of the stories
rendered doubtful through lack of evidence.

William Shakespeare was buried in his
native town, and his memory is honoured by
all true Englishmen. Like Julius Cesar, he
“bestroae the rarrow world like a Colossus,”
and he must ever be reckoned as one of the
giants of the world's literature.

Famous Sayings from
Shakesgpeare,

“There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which, taken at the flood, leads en to

fortune.”
Julius Ceaesar.
“Cowards die many tim=s before their
deaths;

The valiant never taste of death but cnce.”
Jalius Ceesar.

“Life every man holds dear;
man

Holds honour far more precious dear than
ife."

but the brave

Troilus and Cressida.

“QOur

doubts are traitors,
And make us fose the

good we oft might

win,
By fearing tc attempt.” 2
Measure for Measure.

“Conscience doth make cowards of us all.”
Hamlet,

“Who steals my purse steals trash:
But he that filches from me my good name,
Robs me bf that which not enriches him,
And makes me poor indeed.”
Othello,

“This England never did, nor never shall

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror,”
: : King John.

[Supplement i,
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(SCENE.—The School Tuck-shop. Bacey TRIMBLE 48 seated

on a stool at the counter, ealing jam-tarts. Dame TAGGLES
is looking on.) 3

Bagey : I want another dish of tarts, fair dame !

Dame TaceLEs : Then show me first the colour of your money.

Bagay : " I haven’t got a penny—it’s a shame !

Dame Tacerrs: I don’t supply jam-tarts on credit, sonny !
(Enter WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.)

Bagay s Great Scott ! Who are you ?
SHAKESPEARE: 'Tis I—the Bard of Avon.

Bagegy : You—you are William Shakespeare ?
SHAKESPEARE:-  Yea, my podgy friend.

Bagey :

What brings you here ?

I come to visit this historic school.

Fain would I feast mine eyes upon its sights.
The porter’s lodge, the tuckshop, and the

SHARKESPEARE :

ym, :

The g;i»ormibories, where schoolboys sleep at
nights,

And the Head’s study, where his fearsome cane

Dothswishingly descend.

Bacey : My only aunt t

—

By MONTY LOWTHER.
(Of St. Jim’s.)

Bagay: I'say, Shakespeare, where are you going when
you've finished stuffing ?
SmagespEare: I will betake me to the football field,
To see the match that shortly will be played
Betwixt 8t. Jim’s and Greyfriars.
Bicay: Oh, good! Are you ready? If so, T

escort you to the ground.
Shakespeare !
tuckshop together, and proceed io Iittle Side.)
Tom Merry is about to take the field
With ten good men and true ; I fain would give

A message of encouragement to him.
Bagay: Go ahead, then !

SHAKESPEARE (approaching the St. Jim’s Eleven) ¢

Once more unto the breach, dear friends,
once more, .

And strew the merry field with Greyfriars
scalps !

In normal times, nothing becomes a chap

Like modest stillness and humility,

But when a football match

This way,

(They leave the
SHAKESPEARE :

is under

Damr Tacerrs: Areyou indeed William
Shakespeare ?
Ay, good, my dame, I
swear it by my beari!
I am the writer of those
goodly plays
+ Which make my nanie
revered throughout the
world
Bring mws a dish of thy
jam-tarts, I prithee !
Three hundred years
have passed smnce last
I supped.
Mercy me! Then j3ou
must be dreadfully
hungry Mr. Shake-
speare |
Yea ma'am, I'm raven-
ous, you may depend
on’t.
My appetite would make this Falstaff here
- Turn green with envy.
Bacay g Oh, really, Shakespeare, I'm not a Falstaff——
SHAKESPEARE:  Thou art & plump and greedy wight, forsooth !
Plumper than Falstaff ; groedier, too, withal,
Than any glutton figuring in my plays.
1 say, Shakespeare, old chap, 'm stony
Thou must remain in that most wretched
state,
For I have not the wherewithal to heip thee,
Good dame, I trust thou wilt supply my tarts
Updn a credit basis,
Dame Taceres: In your case, yes; in Master Trimble’s, no !
(SEAKESPEARE seats himself on a stool at the counter, and eats
his jam-tarts, Bacey TRIMBLE watching him with envious
eyes.} :
SHAEESPEARE:

SHAKESPEARE :

Dayme TAGGLES :

SHAKESPEARE -

Baggy:
SHARESPEARE

These are most sweet and succulent jam-tarts,
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops
‘That visit my sad heart.

I’'m glad you like them, sir.

Yea, verily, and in good sooth, I do! -

I shall not look upon their like again.

{(Smacks his lips.)

When I return to those vast airy realms
From whence I came, I will tell other sprites
That Mrs. Taggles’ tarts are simply ** iT.”

I will tell Milton, yea, and Johnny Keats,

. will tell Byron, and the rest of them ;

Such tarts as these delight a poet’s soul. :

H

Dave Taseres:
SHAKESPEARE !
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way,

Stiffen the sinews, make grimaces fierce,

And strive to put the breeze up thine

opponents !

The sunshine of success shall shortiy

greet

We few, we happy few,

brothers,

(The match commences. Tou MEeRRY dashes
right through on his own, and scores 2
grand goal.)

SHAKESPEARE :

we band of

Now is the winter of
our discontent
Made glorious summer
by this gosl of Merry’s.
See how the caps go
hurtling in the air ¢
And hearken to
deafening
cheers
That greets the grand
achievement.
Mark how the fortunes of this thrilling game
Do fluctuate. D’Arcy, the speedy winger of
St. Jim’s,
Taketh the bouncing leather in his stride,
. And raineth shots upon the Greyfriars goal.
(Play continues to be fast and exciting, and eventually St. Jim’s
run out winners by three goals to one.)
SHARESPEARE: Merry ! Thou art, indeed, a bonnie lad,
Thy shots at goal were truly marvellous.
Now that the battle hath been fought and
won,
Take me, I prithee, to thy sumptuous den,
That I may toast thy health in lukewarm tea.
Good old Shakespeare! We shall be jolly
proud to have you for a guest.
(SHAKESPEARE accompanies Tom Merry & Co. to their study,
and, after a royal repast, the great playwright is shown round
the school building. After his tour of inspection, he makes
the following speech.)
I am well satisfied with all the sights
That thou hast shown to me this gladsome
day.
Ere I depart, I wish thee great good luck
In all thy enterprises. May prosperity
Attend on thee throughout thy school
careers ; . :
And may good health and happiness combine
To brighten thy existence. Fare thee well !
(Fades away.)

the
crash of

Tom MEeRry:

THE END,

Tae Porvrar.—No. 208
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SHAKESPEARE :

and

FOOTBALL'!
8y H. Vernon-Smith.

SRR =

I

Was football played in Shakespeare’s
time? Most certainly; but the game
differed from the present-day style as
much as chalk differs from cheese. in
the olden days a huge ball was pushed,
rolled, kicked, and shoved from one
village to another; and the whole vilage
turned out to take part in the match.
Casualties were frequent, and the Boy
Scouts and the ambulance people were
kept busy rendering first aid.

[ * *

I have heard a rumour. that Shake-
speare played at inside-right for Strat{ord-
on-Avon,; and that in ‘the year 1600 he
topped the list of goal-scorers. But there
is nothing in this.

* L3 *

Would Shakespeare have made a good
footballer? It is more than probable.
As a young man, he seems to have been
strong and sturdy. There is a picture of
him in one of our art galleries, and it
shows him being arrested for deer-

stalking. The picture shows him to be.

quite an athletic sort of fellow. If he
were alive to-day it is quite possible he
would be playing for Aston Villa or West
Bromwich Al*bion. -

Quite a useful football eleven could be
composed from British poets. Let us run
through the list, and form an imaginary
team. It will.be good sport.

Lord Tennyson did not care for
athletics, and neither did Shelley. John
Keats was a dashing young man, an
very useful with his fists. . So I think we
will select him to keep goal for our team
of poets. And what about burly Ben
Jonson at right-back? He would fill the
bill, I guess. To partner him we could
have Milton, who would be as sound as
a rock.

* * *

Y¥or our half-back line I suggest the
three B’s—Burns, Byron, and Browning.
Burns was a sturdy son of the soil—a
ploughman in his earlier days. Byron
was. a trifle fame, but he was very
athletic, and would be certain to put up
a good game. I am a little upeasy in
including Browning, because I don't
know anything about him, except that
he wrote “The Pied Piper of Hamelin.”
But we will give him a place in our team,
and chance it. v

* 3 *

Now for the forwards! The gentle
Wordsworth would be no use. = And
neither Cowper nor Pope was fitted to be
a footballer. We shall have to fall back
upon some of those grand soldier-poets,
whose songs ring through the genera-
tions. Sir Philip Sidney as centre-
forward is a top-hole selection. Then we
could have Colonel Lovelace, who wrote
‘“Stone walls do not a prison make,” at
inside-right, Sir Walter Raleigh, who
wrote verse, must have a place in our
team. And if we allot the two remaining
positions to Tom Hood and young
Chatterton, w2 have an eleven which 1s
not to be sneezed at! A flight of fancy,
you-say? Yes, but it is a happy fancy,
50 what matters?

TaE PorurLAr.—No. 208.
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The concert-hall at Rookwoed was packed

to overflowing on Saturday evening, when
the Rookwood Amateur Dramatic Society
rendered-—or tried to render—* Hamlet."”

No girls took part in the play, so the
parts of the Queen of Denmark aund Ophelia
had to be taken by fellows. - Kit Erroll
made a very fine Queen, -but Tommy Dodd
as Ophelia was inclined to be too heavy on
his feet. When Ophelia was supposed to
trip lightly on to. the stage, he was like
some lumbering navvy in hobnailed boats.
However, Tommy Dodd recited bis lines in
a shrill, girlish treble, and he piayed a
difficult part to the best of his ability.

Jimmy Silver was *“‘Hamlet,” but he was
not tragic enough for the part. He giggled
several times during the performance, and
thus spoiled the etfect. It was impossible
for the audience to take the play seriously
Kl}en Jimmy Silver declaimed his lines like

Mis

“To be or not to be, that is the question.

(Ha, ha!)

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows (giggle!) of out-
rageous fortune, (Ha, ha, ha!)

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles
(He, he, he!)

Arlld,')by opposing, end them? (Ho, ho,
ho 1)

Mornington made an excelient Ghost, and
he was the best actor in the caste. His
sudden and uncanny appearances caused
cold shivers to run down our backs. . And
the ghostly wails he uttered were .truly
terrifying. =

Arthur FEdward Lovell, as Horatio, played
the part of Hamlet’s loyal friend to perfec-
tion, And Newcome, as Laertes, was Tnot
far behind him in point of theatrical ability.
The part of Polonius was played by George

Raby. And when he hobbled on to the
stage, with a long white beard that
descended to his knees, everybody yeiled
“Beaver!”

Tommy Cook was the King of Denmark,
but he gabbled his lines so badly that
nobody knew what he was talking about.

The two grave-diggers were Peele and
Lattrey, and, to do them justice, they played
their parts well.

Tommy Doyle was a Danish soldier; but
he spoke in a strong Irish brogue, and this
sent the spectators into hysterics.

The most thrilling episode in the play was
the duel between Hamlet and Laertes.
Jimmy Silver -and Newcome attacked each
other right lustily with cricket-stumps, and
they had the satisfaction.of killing each
other—in pretence, of course.

On the whole, the performance was well
received. And we are now looking forward
to the “Merry Wives of Windsor,” which will
be performed by the Rookwood Amateur
Dramatic Society on Saturdav next.

3

SIDELIGHTS ON
SHAKESPEARE !

By the Headmaster of
Rookwood.

e ERTTHT R

At Stratford Grammar School, where

_ Shakespeare was educated, lessons com-

menced at six o’clock in the morning.
) * * *

Shakespeare’s teacher at the Grammar
School received a salary of twenty pounds
a year. :

* 03 *
-Shakespeare’s father was unable to
write his own name.

* * *

Anne Hathaway, whom Shakespeare
married, was eight years older than the
poet. The latter was only nineteen ab
the time of the ceremony.

* * *

The house which Shakespeare bought
in later life was the largest in Stratford-
on-Avon. It stood close to the Grammar
School at which he was educated

#* * *

The theatres in Shakespeare’s time
were so badly conducted that members o
the audience sometimes had to sit on the
stage itself !

* * *

“Tove's Labour Lost” is believed to

be the first play Shakespeare wrote.
% * *

Shakespeare wrote, on an average, one
play every six months.

* * *

The poet’s name has been spelt in
numerous ways, and the correct way has
never been established. Here are a few
of the variations: Shaxpere, Shakspere,
Shakespere, Shakespeyre, and Shack-
speare.

* * *®

There were many fine poets who lived
in Shakespeare’s time, but he over-
shadowed them so completely that their
names are half forgotten. The most im-
portant were Ben Jonson, Beaumont,
Fletcher, and Chapman.

* * *

Shakespeare moved in high society,
being a personal friend of the Earls of
Southampton, Pembroke, 'and Mont-
gomery.

* %t *

Shakespeare is said to have been 2
very charming man, and he was noted
for his upright dealing and his generosity
of mind. Tt is evident from his writings
that he had many friends and was well-
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At that point-blank question Mellish
started as if he had been shot. :

“J—I don’t know,” he managed to
stutter at length.

“ Has he been here with you?”

N 2

“Well, we’'ve been sent out to search
for the pair of you,” said Monty Lowther.
“We've found one bright beauty, but
not the other.”

Tom Merry looked frankly puzzied.

‘“Tell the truth, Mellish,” he said.
“Porn’t you honestly know where Racke
is?” :
. “No.” said Mellish., Then he gave an
involuntary shudder :
- “You seem scared stiff about some-
thing,” said the captain of the Shell.

“1—T'm fearfully cold !”

“Well, that's your funeral,” said
Manners. * What are you doing in this
rn 7’

“Just—just passing away the time,”
was the feeble reply.

“You'd pass the time much more hap-
pily in a warm study,” said Tom Merry.
‘T can’t help thinking that you’re up to
some shady trick or other. You see, we
know you of old, Mellish.”

‘““The question is, where is his brother.
conspirator 7”7 said Lowther.

“¥Yes, where's Racke?” persisted Tom
Merry. “You must know, Mellish.
Taggles says you went out of gates
together.”

“But we parted i Rylcombe Lane,”
said Mellish  “I’ve no idea where Racke
went after that.”

It was a desperate lie.
its purpose.

“Well, you'd better come back to the
school with us,” said Tom Merry.
“We'll keep a sharp look-out for Racke
as we go.”’

“We may find him at St. Jim’s when
we get back,” suggested Manners.

“ Quite likely.”

' The Terrible Three took the quaking
Mellish in tow, and the quartette pro-
ceeded to St. Jim’s.

‘Every now and then, as they passed
through the dark woods, Tom Merry &
Co. shouted Racke’s name.

Mellish might have told them that they
were wasting their breath. But he re-
mained miserably silent

That journey to the school was like a
ghastly nightmare to the ead of the
Fourth.

_ At last the famihar gates came in sight.
'Taggles, the porter, stood in the gateway
swinging a lantern

““Racke come in yet?”
Merry.

Taggles shook his head.

“Wot I says is this ’ere. Master
Racke will get ’is ’ide tanned for stayin’
out so late!” he growled. “Mr, Railton
gays I'm to send Master Racke to 'is study
the minnit ‘e arrives.”

Tom Merry stroked his chin in per-
plexity.

“Where can the silly chump have got
to?’” he exclaimed.
© “@ive it up,” said Monty Lowther.
“We've searched the highways and the
byways, and we've left no stone unturned
to find the giddy truant.”

“ 8till, we’ve found Mellish, and that's
better than coming back empty-handed,”

But it served

asked Tem

said Manners. “You'd beiter go and
report to Railton, Mellish. He'll want an
explanation.”

*Oh crumbs !” gasped Mellish.

At that moment a tall form loomed up
in the dusk. It was Mr. Railton.

‘*Are Racke and Mellish here?’ in-
quired the Housemaster, peering at the
group of juniors.

“Only Mellish, sir,” said Tom Merry.
“We've hunted high and low for Racke,
but we can't find him.”

“Good gracious! Do you know any-
thing of Racke’s whereabouts, Mellish?”’

“No, sir.”

“ Where have you been yourself?”’

“I went for a stroll, sir, as far as
Rylcombe woods. These fellows found
me resting in the old barn.”

“You have no idea where Racke is?
Answer me truthfully, Mellish 1"

Mellish thanked his stars that it was
dark, for he could not have met the
Housemaster’s searching gaze. :

“I—1 haven’t the foggiest notion
where Racke is, sir,”” he said. 3

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton. “1

‘will repor{ the matter to Dr. Holmes,

and he will doubtless arrange for fresh
search-parties to be sent out.  There will
be serious troubie for Racke when he is
found—unless he has a satisfactory ex-
planation to offer.” )

The Housemaster walked away towards
the building.  And the juniors followed
him in. :

_There was great excitement at St.
Jim’s when it became known that
Aubrey Racke was absent.

A search-party of seniors was sent out
to scour the countryside. Mellish saw
them go, and he knew that their errand
would prove futile.

Racke’s whereabouts would remain a
complete mystery until the river was
dragged !

Mellish shuddered at the prospect. He
was slmost out of his wits with fear and

read.

He shut himself up in his study for the
remainder - of the evening, and sat
huddled in the armchair, alone with his
thoughts.

Agam and again the scene of the
catasirophe flashed before his mind. He
saw Racke struggling in the water, and
heard his panic-stricken cries for help.

Bed-time came at last, and Mellish
found the Fourth Form dormitory in a
ferment of excitement, and speculation.
For Racke had not yet returned.

Jack Blake & Co. plied Mellish with
questions. But he stubbornly denied all
knowledge of what had happened to
Racke. He stuck to his story that they
had parted in Rylecombe Lane. Some
believed him; others showed quite
plainly that they didn’t. But although
Mellish was pumped for information, he
either could not or would not throw any
light upon Racke’s present whereabouts.

There was no sleep for Percy Mellish
that night. Through the long hours he
lay tossing restlessly on his bed. He had
never imagined that a night could be so
long. Tt was like an eternity.

Strange, ghostly shadows seemed to
lurk in the dormitory. There were times
when the unhappy junior could have
screamed aloud. But the fear of rousing
his schoolfellows tied his tongue.

At last the grey dawn came stealing in
at the high windows. And shorily after-
wards the rising-bell rang out on the
frosty air.

Haggard and heavy-eyed, Mellish
turned out to face the new day. He
seemed to have aged during the night.
Even Jack  Blake,; who scorned and
despised  Mellish, = was moved to

eompassion when he caught sight of the‘ *Yes, sir.

junior’s face.

“You’re ill, man!” he said. *“I
should go round to the sanny, if I were
you.” .

Mellish was certainly a wrock. But

his sufferings were mental rather than
physical. His mind was in a torment,
and he felt that he could not hold cut
much longer.

He went mechanically through his
toilet.  Mechanically he took his place
at the breakfast-table. But he ate
nothing, though he might have known
that his strange conduct would arouse
suspicion.

After breakfast, Mellish was in a state
bordering -n collapse. He alone knew
what had happened to Racke, and he felt
that if he ~ontinued to nurse his guilty
secret he would go mad.

He must confide in somebody. But
in whom? :
Mellish had very few friends. Sneaks

are nearly always friendless. :

Crooke of the Shell had more in
common with Mellish than anybody.
Yet how could he tell Crooke ~ What
would Crooke say if he knew that Racke
had been left to drown in the Rhyl? He
would turn on Mellish, and bitterly
denounce him as a coward and a hopeless
outsider. 5 :

No; he could not tell Crooke.

Who else was there?

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy always lent a
sympathetic ear to those in trouble. But
D’Arcy would hardly be likely to help
Mellish now. The swell of St. Jim’s,
brave as a lion himself, would not be
likely to forgive cowardice.

Mellish paced to and fro in the quad-
rangle, wondering to whom he could
confide his story. And presently a
thought struck him.

“I'll go to the Head, and make a clean
breast of it!” he muttered.

This needed courage. And Mellish's
store of courage was almost negligible.
But he summoned what little he had, and
with a firm step made his way to the
Head’s study.

The bell was ringing for morning
lessons. But Mellish paid no heed to it,

Several fellows called to him that he
would be late for lessons; but Mellish
ignored their shouts. And presently he
stood tapping on the door of the Head’s
study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.:
A Dramatic Ending!

«© OME in!”
The Head’s voice sounded
agitated. = And the Head

looked agitated, too, when
Mellish stepped into his study.

Dr. Holmes was greatly worried by
Racke’s absence. And he was just
debating whether to send a telegram to
Racke’s father. He could only conclude
that Aubrey had run away from school.

“You wish to speak to me, Mellish?”
said the Head. 5

he junior nodded dumbly. His face
was deathly pale as he confronted the
Head. - For an instant he reeled, and
was obliged to clutch at. the back of a
chair for squort.

* Why, bless my soul!” ejaculated the
{)Ioeag’, in astonishment. *“You are ill,

With a great effort, Mellish pulled
himself together.

1 want to tell you something, sir,” he
said, in low but clear tomes.  *Ti—ii’s
about Racke.”

.The Head gave a start.

“Racke !” he echoed. “Do you know

anything of"his whereabouts, Mellish?”
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fiaving taken the plunge, Mellish
gathered courage as he went on.- It was
no use making half a confession, he
reflected. The whole story must be told.

“I'll tell you what happened yesterday
afternoon, sir,” said Mellish. ‘I started
cut for the village with Racke, and we
went -by way of the towpath. Racke
was too impatient to cross by the foot-
bridge. He tried to cross a loose wooden
plank that had been thrown across the
viver. I urged him not to; I told him it
was unsafe.  But he took no notice of
me. He got half-way across the plank,
and then he suddenly became panicky.
He tried to work his way backwards
along the plank, and he—he—"

Mellish paused.

“Go on, Mellish,” said the Head, a
startled expression coming over his face.

“Racke lost his footing, and fell into
the river, sir.”

““Bless my soul I””

“I know I ought to have fished him

out, sir. I ought to have had a shot at
it, at any rate. But I was scared stiff.
And Racke was struggling and shouting,
and I knew that if I went in after him
he’d grab me- and pull me under with
bhim..  And so—it's a horrible thing to
say, sir, but I must say it—I cleared off,
and made no éffort to save him.”

There was a long silence in the Head’s
. study. !

Dr. Holmes looked as pale as Mellish
now. { E

Only too clearly the kindly old gentle-
man realised what had happened.

Mellish stood with downcast eyes. He
could not dare to meet the Head’s glance.
His hand still clutched the back of the
chair—clutched it so tightly that the
knuckles stood out sharp and white.

It was the Head who broke the long
and painful silence.

“Then we must conclude, Mellish,
that the worst has happened—that the
unfortunate lad has been drowned?”

“I—1 suppose so, sir.”

“Was there no means of saving him,
apart from plunging into the water?”

“No, sir. The boathouse was a mile
away, and there wouldn’t have been
time to fetch a rope or a boathook.
And there wasn't a soul in sight.”

“What of the plank? Could not
Racke have reached it, and drawn him-
self up by it?” -~ -

“No, =sir. He tried several times to
do it, but it was beyond his reach,”

“But if you had crawled along the
plank, you +would doubtless have been
able to pull Racke up to safety.”

Mellish shook his head. 2

“You've no idea what the plank was
like, sir. It was ever so narrow and
unsafe. It wouldn’t have bhorne the
weight of two fellows.”

“Would it have been possible to
manceuvre the plank:in such a way that
Racke could have grasped it?”

“I don't think so, sir—at least, I'm
sure I couldn’t have done it. The only
way I could have saved him was by
going in after him. And I—I hadn’t
the pluck!” .

If Mellish expected the Head to turn
fiercely upon him, and lash him with
his tongue, he was mistaken. When
Dr. Holmes addressed him, his voice
was anything but harsh. x

“You acted like a coward, Mellish,”
he said quietly. “And cowardice is
inexcusable. At the same time, it is
understandable. It would have re-
quired great courage to plunge in to
Racke's rescue, especially as he appeared
to have lost his head. There was no
other way of saving him, or 1 am sure
you would have taken it. This is a very
grave and terrible business, but T can-
not punish you for the part you have
played. Your conscience has already

punished you far more effectively than-

I could do. I can see you have not
slept, and that you are a prey to bitter
remorse.. You did well to come to me
with this confession. Had you chosen
to remain silent, it is probable the truth
would never have come to light. Tt is
not for me to sit in judgment upon you.
As I say, you have already bheen pun-
ished. I must at once communicate
with Mr. Racke 2

There was a tap on the door.

Before the Head could say ‘Come
in!” a dishevelled junior staggered into
the study.

The Head started back with a gasp
of amazement. As for Mellish, he
stared at the wvisitor with eyes which
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SOLUTION.

Notts Forest is one of the oldest clubs in
this country, and made a brave effort to re-
main true to its amateur ideas. It was formed
in the sixties by a happy band of young
fellows, and in the course of a varied career
has won high honours, including the Cup.

seemed £0 be starting from their sockets.
And his lips framed the one word:
“Racke !” ¢
It was, indeed, Aubrey Racke.
Miraculous© though ~ it . appeared,
Aubrey was_still in the land of the
living. The Head's expression of deep

anxiety changed to one of joy and
relief, S
“My—my dear boy!” he panted.

“Your dramatic appearance calls for an
explanation. Thank Heaven ‘you are
safe!”

Racke smiled slightly.

“What I have to tell you, sir, will
sound like a fairy-tale,” he said. ** But
it's perfectly true.  After Mellish had
left me to drown yesterday "—Mellish
winced at these words— a man came
along, and jumped in to my rescue.
He was a strong swimmer, and he got
me out without much difficulty. I felt
jolly grateful to him, as you may guess,
and I insisted on giving him a reward.
I made sure he was a decent fellow,
after the way he had saved my life, but
I soon found that I was up against an
ugly customer. I took a pound-note
out of my wallet, and he tumbled to the
fact that I was well off. ¥ was fool
enough to tell him that my pater was
% xgillionaire. So he promptly collared
me.” i ;

“What!” gasped the astonished Head.
“Do you mean to tell me, Racke, that
you were kidnapped?”

Racke nodded.

“I was taken to a lonely house on
Wayland Moor, sir,” he went on. “The
man shut me in a top attic, and said he
was going to write to my pater, with
the idea of getting a ransom. He was
going to remove me from Wayland in
a day or two, and take me to a more
secure hiding-place. I made up my
mind to escape, and this morning, just
before daybreak, I managed it. 1 was
lecked in the attic, and my only exit
was the window, I tore sheets into
strips and knotted them together, and
I managed to descend to within a dozen
feet of the ground. T dropped the rest.”

“Bless my soul! This scoundrel must
be placed under arrest without delay!”

Racke laughed.

“He will have taken to his- heels by
now, sir,” he said.

“Yes, I am afraid that is only too
probable.  Now, with regard to Mel-
lish’s conduct of yesterday, Racke—"

“Yes, sir?”

“1 have decided not to give publicity
to the matter. Mellish’s sufferings have
already brought him to breaking-point.
You understand me, Racke?”

¢ Perfectly, sir.”

“I must ask you to keep your own
counsel concerning the regrettable
events of yesterday, Racke. Will you
promise me that you will do so?”

“] promise, sir.” said Racke. * But
all the fellows will wonder where I've
been 4

“T will make a public explanation of
the matter, in such a way that it will
not incriminate Mellish,” said the Head.

Needless to state, Percy Mellish was,
for once in his life. truly grateful. And
his act of cowardice. for which he had
been amply punished, never became
common knowledge.

THE END.
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A MOTOR-BUS JOY RIDE! In which Lord Mauleverer hires a motor-bus and takes ihe Remove Form o
see the great League football match between the Spurs and Crawley !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
f.ord Mauleverer's Qreat Idea !

' E'RE quite old pals,” said Billy
Bunter.
: A dozen voices replied to Billy
- Bunter all at once, and they all
made the same reply.
“Rats!”

"Bnt 1 tell you——*

“1 know him as well as anything. He—"
. “Bosh?

“But, I say, you fellows—-"

45 Shut upi?

“Cheese it!”

“Ring off I”

And Billy Bunter “rung off,” not because
he wanted to, but because he simply couldn’t
make his voice heard. He blinked indignantly
at the Remove fellows through his big
spectaclen. He had intended to make an im-
pression—a great impression—by his state-
ment that he knew Diniwayo, but the rude
remarks hurled at him showed that he had
not made any impression at all. He had
only confirmed the impression the Removites
had always had—that he could easily beat
Anapias-in his own line.

It was a matterof great interest that the
Remove fellows were discussing, in the junmior
Common-room at Greyfriars.

Tottenham Hotspur were coming down to
King’s Crawley to play Crawley United, and
as King’s Crawley was within reaehable dis-
‘tance of @reyfriars, a crowd of the fellows
had made up their minds to get over to
Crawley by hook or bv crook, and see the
match. -

The Greyfriars fellows did pot often have
an opportunity of seeing a club like the
Spurs, and Harry Wharton & Co. of the
Remove had especially -made up their minds
that they wouldn’t let that opportunity slip.
© But it was not only in the famous Spurs
that they were interested.

Crawley United were a good team, and they
had one special player who was very re-
markable, being a South African of native
race, and almost as black as the ace of
spades.

Diniwayo had come over from South Africa
with a South African team, and, like a good
many touring footballers from oversea, had
ioined an English club, and remained in
Eng]and

He was the best forward in the Crawley
etub, and some of the Greyfriars fellows who
had seen him play were loud in his praises.
To see him playing against such a team as

‘¢ The Black Foothaller ! ”°

‘pretty heavy;

the Spurs would be, as Bob Cherry remarked,
an uncommon treat.
“I've seen him once,” Frank Nugent re-

marked. “He's a little chap, but as strong
a8 a horse, and quick as lightning. It will
be ripping to see him, and the Spurs, too!
We've got to get over to Criwley somehow
to-morrow.”

“It’s a question of ways and means,” said
Harry Wharton. *“The railway fares are
it’s a good distance. We
might manage it on the bikes.”

“I'm coming with you,”
remarked.

“Oh, rats!” said Bob Cherry, not at all
politely.

“1 sha'n’'t ask you to pay my fare!” gsaid
Bunter, glaring at him. “I'm expecting a
postal-order this evening, so that it will be
all right. I really want to see Diniwayo
again. I know him well. Quite an old pall!”

“Br-r-rr-r!”

“In fact, 1've thought of asking him over
here to see the school,” said Billy Bunter
obstinately. “1 think— Yow! Ow!
Leggo my ear, Bob Cherry, you beast!”

Bob Cherry compressed Bunter’s fat ear
between his finger and thumb with energy.

“Shut up!”' he said.

“Ow, ow!

“You don't know Diniwayo, and you're only
gassing! Dry up!”

“Groo-ooh! Lefmo"’

“1 don’t believe you've even seen him, you
fat duffer!”

Billy Bunter tore himself away, and rubbed
his ear furiously.

“You—you heast! I tell you I know the
chap! We’re quite old pals——"

Bob Cherry made a spring towards him,
and -Bunter bolted from the Common-room.
Bob pursued him as far as the door, and
Bunter went down the passage at a speed that
would have done him credit on the cinder-
path. Bob returded to his friends, breathing

Billy Bunter

hard.
“The silly fat quffer!” he growled. *“Talk
about Apanias and Munchansen! Bunter

could give them points, and heat them easily
every time. Blessed if I ever knew such a
gashag! Now, about the Crawley match
to-morrow:

“What price a hrake fto Crawley?” said
Johnny Bull.

“Rather too expensive, I should say. My
contribution would he ninepence, exactly,”
said Boh rnefully

“And mine
laughing.

“I ‘could contribute half crownfully,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

a tanner” said Nugent,

A Stxrrmg, Long,
Complete. Tale of
Harry Wharton &
Co., of Greyfriars.

BY

FRANK
RICHARDS.
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“Beastly to be short of tin at a time like
this!” said Harry Wharton. “I suppose 1t
will have to be the bikes. But it's a jolly
long ride, and we mayn't get there in time
for the kick-off.. And we don’t want to miss
any of the match.,”

“No fear!”

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove,
came into the Common‘room, glancing about
him. He caught sight of the chums of the
Remove, and came over to them.

“Lookin’ for you, fellows,” he remar‘r:ed,

“Well, now you've found us,” said Hany
Wharton, “are you coming over to Crawley
to-morrow to see the Spurs?”

“Yaas. That's what 1 was going to speak
to you about.”

“1 can s¢e that blessed sXacker hiking it—
I don’t think!” growled Johnny Bull.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Couldn't do it, dear boy.”

“How are you thinking of going, then—
tram‘v‘"

“No.

:‘\h}lalkmv"" asked Nugent sarcastically.

“How, then, fathead?”

“Motor-bus,” explained his lordship.

“Motor-bus!” howled Bob Cherry. *“They
don’t run motor-buses from here to Crawley,
you frabjous duffer!” -

“Yaas: I know they dont”
Mauleverer, with a nod. | <

“Well, if they don’t run motor-buses, how
can you go by motor-bus?” demanded Harry
Wharton.

“They don’t run motor-buses, hut they'll
run a motor-bus,” his lordship e\plamcd with
a chuckle. “We shall go in that.”

“Oh!”

“I want all you fellows to be my guests for
the day,” Lord Mauleverer explained. * ¥ou
can make up the party, Wharton—if youn
don’t mind. Too much fag for me. If I stand
the bus, you can do the rest. What?2”

Harry Wharton laughed. 2

“Willingly. But a motor-bus for the afters
noon will cost @ heap of money.”
© “That’s all right; I've got plenb%v of tint”
said the schoolboy mllhonalre thought
it would be a good idea to take over a party,
you know, to see the match. Don’t see the
Spurs every day, you khnow. I've telephoned
to Courtfield, and they can send a motor-bus
over to-morrow in time to make the run to
Crawley. Takes sixty chaps. Rather a good
idea—what ?”

The Removites fell upon Lord Mauleverer
and hugged him,
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“Llome to -my arms!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry.  “Let me fold you to my watch-
ckain and weep!”

“@h, begad——"

“Corn in Egypt!” said Nugent. “The right
dafler in the right place! What a ripping
thing it i3 0 have a millionaire lying about
lonse ! - : :

*Fhe rippingfulness is terrific!”

“Ow! Leggo!” gasped his lordship. “Don’t
fhemp me on the back, you ass! Clear off!
15 it a go?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Hurrah!” .

*“We'll take a feed in the bus, too,” said
Yord Mauleverer. “'Nuff for sixty—what?
Make a day of it, begad! Ask anybody you
lise—up to sixty chaps. Don't let 'em come
and bother me, will you? If you thump
me on the back again, Bob Cherry, I'll hit
you in the eye! Ow! ‘Chuck it!”

And Lord Mauleverer made his escape,
considerably rumpled by the enthusiasm of
the chums of the Remove. He left great joy
bekind him in the Common-room. Lord Maul-
eyerer had unlimited cash, and it was no
more to him to hire a motor-bus for an after-
noon's excursion than it would have been to
aay other Remove fellow to hire a bike. And
never had Lord Mauleverer’s “filthy lucre ”
proved more useful, 3

His guests on that auspicious occasion were
to mumber sixty, but the probability was that
at least twice that number would want to
hoard the motor-bus when it came round to
iz gates of Greyfriars on the morrow.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Full Speed Ahead !

N the following morning it might have
becn observed—and, as a matter of
fact, was observed--that most of
the Greyfriars juniors

estremely good behaviour.

Kever had classes been so punctual, so
attentive, or so well-behaved.

The Remove was not generally a model
Form, but it might have been taken for a
model Form that Wednesday morning.

Every fellow who was booked for King's
Crawley was prepared to go to. any length
in zood behaviour rather than risk detention
that afternoon.

Even Billy Bunter exerted himself in.the
Form-room, and surprised Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, by being considerably
fess obtuse than usual.

Yirtue is its own reward, and there is some-
times no other. But on this occasion the
virtue of the Greyfriars juniors was . well
rewarded. There were no detentions for the
afternoon, and when morning classes .were
dismissed every fellow drew a breath. of
relief on finding himself safe outside his
¥orm-room. -

#Good luck!” said Bob Cherry, when the
Remove came out. “All safe, sound, and
sober! I thought Quelchy was going to drop
on-Bunter when he construed ‘ Hac oratione
adducti © ‘He led these speeches.’” Smithy
whispered to him -just in time.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter grunted.

“DBlessed if I see the sense in all that rot!”
he remarked. “I think Julius Ceesar might
have -found something better to do than
piling up blessed commentaries to worry
schoolboys two thousand years after he'd
kicked the bucket? Blow Ca;sar! Blow
Orgetorix! And blow the Helvetians and
the rest of the silly duffers!” .

“Ilear, hear!” said ‘Bob Cherry, with feel-
ingz. He rather agreed with Bunter on that
sabject. “Never mind. We're done with the
. Helvetians for. to-day, and -we ecan think
about the Crawley United.”

“When is the giddy motor-bus coming?”
asked Bolsover major. 7

“Half-past one!” said Lord Mauleverer,
*Time for dinner, and then we buzz off. It
will' take a good bit over an hour to get
io Crawley.”

“Good !”

The Removites looked
dinper.

After that meal was
their coats and crowded down to the gates
to wait for the imposing vehicle that was to
take them to King's Crawley.

A crowd of fellows of other Forms joined
them there, to the number of cbnsiderably
mwre than the sixty that the motor-bus
gould accommodate.

There was @ cheer as the big vehicle was
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were upon

very cheerful over

over they put on

seen snorting and grunting along from the
direction of Courtfield.

The chauffeur brought it to a halt outside
the gates of Greyfriars.

Loder of the Sixth came out with Walker
and Carne, as the motor-bus stopped. The
three seniors were far from being on good
terms with the Removites, and they had not
been offered seats in the bus Harry Whar-
ton had specially invited Wingate -and
Gwynne of the Sixth, but they had decided
to go over by train. Loder and his friends,
however, had economically determined to save

| the fares by taking a free passage.

“ We're coming with you kids,” said Loder,
with unusual affability. “I'm afraid a lot
of juniors couldn’t be trusted in a motor-bus
by themselves.”

“We've got the chauffeur,” said Wharton.

Loder shook his head.

“That's not enough.”

“And we've got the Head's permission,”
said Wharton bluntly. “And all the seats in
the bus are taken. You'll excuse us, Loder!”

Loder scowled.

“We'll go on top, you chaps!” he said to
his companions.

“Look here——" began Bob Cherry hotly.

The seats on top, of course, were preferred
to the others inside; and Harry Wharton had
reserved them for the Remove. Loder & Co.,
however, mounted the steps behind, and the
juniors exchanged enraged glances.

As Loder and Walker were prefects, the
juniors could not very well pitch them out,
but they looked upon this invasion of their
rights with exasperated eyes.

“The rotters!” said Bob Cherry. “There
will be a crowd on top now. We're nof
going to leave anybody behind for them.”

“No fear!™

“The no fearfulness is terrific!”

“ All aboard!” sang out Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five stationed themselves on
the steps, and ailowed only Removites to
20 on top—with the exception of the three
seniors who had taken the law into their own
hands.

Fifth and Shell and Fourth crowded into
the spacious interior of the bus.

Coker demanded a seat on top, and was
politely but firmly refused, and he growled a
little as he went inside. But the Fifth were
not sacred persons like the Sixth, and they
would have been pitched off the bus at short
notice if they had given trouble.

’{he motor-bus was soon crowded inside and
out.

Some of the fellows for whom there was

‘no room jumped on the step, and clung there

in defiance of the orders of the Famous Five.

“We're all right here,” said Wylie of the
Shell, “we’ll hold on. The blessed engines
won't break down, I suppose?”

“Tell the chauffeur to start, Mauly,” said
Harry Wharton. “We shall have the whole
giddy -school hanging on behind soon.”

And the motor-bus started.

The fellows left behind waved their caps
and cheered as' the huge vehicle, swarming
inside-and out, rolled away down the road.

To accommodate sixty the seats had to be
more crowded than was intended by the
builders, and the addition of the three Sixth-
Formers, therefore, made a considerable
difterence to the comfort of the Removites.

Loder and Carne and Walker insisted upon
having plenty of room, and they occupied the
space. that was intended for four, and which
Harry Wharton had intended for five or six.
And they had taken the front seats.

The Famous Five were immediately behind
them.

Lord Mauleverer had mounted beside the
chauffeur. Mauleverer was an old hand at
motor-driving, and as soon as the bus was
out of sight of Greyfriars he intended to
relieve the chauffeur ab the steering-wheel.

Lord Mauleverer forgot his slacking habits
when -he was on board a motor-car, and
on such occasions he had a taste for breath-
less speed, and he intended to let that
motor-bus “rip” on its journey to King’s
Crawley.

The bus roiled and snorted away through
Friardale amid shouts from the village
urchins, who had seldom seen such a vehicle
hefore, and tock the road towards Redclyffe.
Then Lord Mauleverer changed places with
the chauffeur.

Loder of the Sixth
above, and called pout to him:

“What are you’ doing with that wheel,
Mauleverer ?”’

“Holdin' it, my dear fellow!”

looked down from:

“You're not going to drive?”

“Yaas!”

“It’s not safe!”? shouted Loder.
the wheel to the chaufieur at once!”

“Qive

“Begad !

“Do you hear me?”

“Yaas!”

“Then do as I tell you!’

" “Rats!” :

“Stick to it, Mauly!” shouted the Re-
movites.

“Yaas, I mean to!” said his lordship
“We're going to make a record on this
journey. All funks are recommended to

jump off before I put the speed on.” -
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“We’re going quite fast enough!“ said
Loder angrily. .
“Not at all, dear boy!"
“We shall get to Crawley in time——"'
“Yaas; but we're going to make a
record.” :
Loder leaned over the front of the bus and
shook his fist at his imperturbable lordship
below.

“You're not to drive! Do you hear?' he

shouted.

“Yaas!”

“Chauffeur, you're to drive!” shouted
Loder.

“Sorry, sir! This young gentleman’s my
employer, sir,”. said the driver calmly. “I'm
under his orders, sir.”

“Mauleverer, I'm a prefect! How dare

you disobey me?’’ yelled Loder.

“This is my bus, Loder, my dear fellow
If you don't like it, you can get out and
walk, begad!” B

“Ha, ha,-ha®

Lord Mauleverer was putting onm speed
now. The motor-bus sailed along at a
breathless rate. It swayed ecousiderably,
especially when it bumped over ruts in the
road, and at every jolt the juniors roared
with delight. It was exciting to them, and
as for danger, they did not think or care _
about it.

But with Loder & Co. it was different.
They were not reckless juniors, and they sef
a high value upon their necks—too high a
value, the Removites considered. - Loder
shouted and raved to Lord Mauleverer, bubt
the schoolboy earl did not heed. Indeed, he
did not take the trouble to reply again.
He required all his attention for the road
Loder rose to his feet, with the idea of
descending into the bus and coming to close
quarters with his lordship from inside. Buf
he hesitated. The fellows crammed inside
the bus were enjoying themselves, and thejy
were not likely to let Loder go through in
in peace. Indeed, the obnoxious prefect was
very likely to be roughly handled if ‘he
ventured into the crowded interior of the

us.

“Tell that reckless young fool to slack
down, Wharton!” said Loder furiously.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“This suits us,” he replied.

“It doesn't suit me!” roared Loder.

“Can't be helped. You shouldn't have
come.”

“You weren't asked,” growled Johnny Bull.

Loder gritted his teeth.

“You'll slow down, or I’ll give you a jolly
good hiding !’ he said, grasping his walking-
cane. “I can't get at Mauleverer, but I can
get at you.” *

“And we can get at you!” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully. “If you handle that
cane, Loder, we'll wallop you and drop you
over the side.”

“Drop him over anyway!” said Bulstrode.

“Good egg!”

“Collar the cad!” roared Bolsover major.

Half the Removites jumped up excitedly.
The pace at which the bus was racing along
was exciting in itself, and the juniors were
in a reckless mood. Gerald Loder realised
that it behoved him to be careful. He
lowered his cane. a

“8it down, Loder,” said Harry Wharton,
“and shut up! Hands off, you fellows;
mustn't handle @ prefect—unless he gives
trouble.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If be gives us any trouble, we'll jolly well
chuck him out!” said Tom Brown.

Loder sat down helplessly As if to exas-
perate the prefect further, Lord Mauleverer
was sbill putting on speed. The road was
wide and lonely, and there was little danger
with a good driver. Lord Mauleverer was a
first-class” driver; but the B8ixth Formers,
naturally enough, had little confidence in the
ability of a junior to handle the enormous
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wehicle. And the motor-bus was swaying
and jolting in a most alarming manner.

“There’s Redeclvfie!” said Bob Cherry, as
Redeclyffe Schoo. came in sight.

“They’ve got a brake!” exclaimed Peter
Todd, standing up and staring towards the
school, “I shouldn’t wonder if they’re going
to Crawley, t00.”

“There’'s Campbell in the brake!”

claimed Harry Wharton, “Give 'em a
as we go by!”
- Redelyffe School were old rivals of Grey-
friars, in- football and cricket and other
things. Redelyfie were evidently going to
see the match at Crawley, and Campbell, the
skipper of the football team, could be recog-
nised in the brake, with several more of the
eleven Greyfriars Remove had often played.
The Redclyflians sighted the bus just as the
hig brake was starting from the gates at
Redelyfie,

" Campbell shouted to the driver, and the
brake went down the road at a gallop. The
Redelyfie fellows sent a yell back at the
Greyiriars bus.
. “Racing us, by Jove!” exclaimed Harry
‘Wharton. *Put it on, Mauly!”
_“Buck up, Mauly!”
“@Go it
“VYaas, begad!” chuckled Lord Mauleverer.
. And the motor-bus fairly flew.

ex-
yell

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Loder is Left!

£ URRAH{” i
H The crowd on the motor-bus

roared with delight as the race

began. Only Loder and Carne and
‘Walker did not seem pleased. The pace was
now simply terrific, and the three semiors
¢xpected ‘the huge vehicle to lurch over at
every turn. )
_ The Redclyffians were going down the road
in great style. They had a large brake, with
six horses, deing the thing in style, as Bob
Cherry remarked. But the Removites glee-
fully observed that they were doing the thing
in better style than Redelyffe. Redclyfie
had a big brake, but a motor-bus capable of
accommodating sixty fellows was a bigger
order than a brake.

And, fast as the team of horses were, they
really had no chance against the bus. Lord
-Mauleverer was covering the ground in great
style, and the lumbering bus came rapidly
-nearer to the brake. ~They swept past the
gates of Redclyfle, and gained fast upon the
brake.

“Put the brake.om, you silly ass!” roared
Loder. “There isn’t room to pass!”

“We shall put the brake out, not on!”
chuckled Bob Cherry, alluding to the Red-
elyffe brake, which was not the brake Loder
was referring to.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remove. “Go it,
Mauly!” :

The bus was sweeping right down on the
brake. The latter was keeping the middle of

he road, and there certainly wasn’t room
for the Greyfriars fellows to pass. It looked
as if Lord Mauleverer had made up his mind
to run the brake down from behind.

That idea was evidently in the minds of the
Redclyffians, for they shouted to the school-
boy chauffeur to slacken down. Campbell,
a burly Sixth-Former, of Redclyfle, sheok his
fist at Lord Mauleverer, »ss the space hetween
ihe two vehicles deereased. i

“Stop, you silly ass!™ he roared. “Do you
want to run us down?”

*Yaas.” .

“Ha, ha, hal*

“What!” yelled Campbell.

“But I'm not goin’ to!” added his lordship.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A bigscuit might have been tossed from the
brake to the bus when Lord Mauleverer
sluckened down at last. The bus came on
to within three feet of the rear of the brake,
and then kept pace with it.

The Removites were all on their- feet on
top of the bus now, erowding forward to yell
at the Redelyffians and chip them. The Red-
clyfiians yelled back. But the motor-bus was
higher in the world, as Bob Cherry put it,
than the brake, and from their coign of van-
tage the Greyfriars juniors were able to hurl
things more solid than mere epithets.

Several of them had pea-shooters with them.
with which they had intended to exasperate
innocent passers-by during their ride to Craw-
ley, and the pea-shooters were now brought
into play for the benefit of Campbell & Co.
Scme of the: Removites, too, had oranges
and apples and nuts that they had intended
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dropped behind. (See¢ Chapter 4.)

Lord Mauleverer put on speed, and the great
motor-bus swept by the brake, the Removites giving the Redclyffians a
parting volley of peas and apples and yells as they passed. The brake

to consume on the journey; but they were
all devoted now to a better cause.

Campbell gave a yell of wrath as an apple
caught him on the ear, and an orange burst
under his chin. He shook both fists frantically
at the motor-hus.

“(ive 'em beans!" roared Bob Cherry.

“We haven't any beans, but here's an
orange!” grinned Tom Brown. “Campbell, old
man, will you have this in the other ear?”

“Ha, ha, halt”

Squash!

There was another yell of laughter as the
orange smashed on Campbell’s chin. Peas
were rattling fast into the brake, and the
Redclyflians were wild with wrath.

“Get aside and let us pass!” shouted

Wharton. “We’re bound to be first at

Crawley, you know! Greyfriars always beats

Redelytle !” "
*“Hurray!”

Campbell wiped the corange from his chin,
and brandished his fists again. A shower of
peas peppered him, and he roared with wrath.

There was no help for it—the brake had to
give ground. Campbell & Co. had intended to
keep the bus back, and arrive before them
at Crawley—assured, of course, that Lord
Mauleverer would not take the extreme step
of running into them. But the Removites’
method of clearing the road was eftective

Campbell called to the driver to get aside,
and the brake swerved to the side of the
road, leaving room for the motor-bus to
pass. .

Lord Mauleverer put on speed, and the
great vehicle swept by, the Removites giving
the Redclyfians a parting volley of peas and
nuts and apples and yells as they swept past.
The brake dropped behind.

“We are the giddy victors!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “This is where we touch the giddy
stars with our sublime heads, as Julius Ceesar
says!”

“Ha, ha! It was Horace!”

“Never mind who it was—I don’t care a
button! We've heaten Redelyfie. They will
be ratty when they ggt to Crawley and find
us in the hest seats!” chuckled Bob.

“Hurray for Greyfriars!”

“Hip-pip!”

The bus tore on, and the brake disappeared
from view behind.

“I—I'm not‘ going to stand this!” gasped
Loder, as the bus rocked over a hump in the
ground, Lord Mauleverer having taken a
short cut through a decidedly rough lane.
“We’'re hardly half-way to Crawley yet, and
we shall be killed before we get there a%
this rate!”

“I’m expecting a
minute!” snarled Carne.

“Come down apnd make him stop!” said
Walker desperately. “We'll pitech young
Mauleverer off, and leave him bhehind!” -

The three seniors rose together; but the
Removites rose too. :

“Mind what you’re up to, Loder, my son,’2
said Bob Cherry. “We’re not in school,
now, you. know. If you ‘start looking for
trouble, you’ll find more than you want!”

“The morefulness will be terrifie, my
worthy and esteemed Loder!” :

Loder made no reply, but began to shove
his way along the aisle between the seats
on top of the bus. Walker and Carne pressed
behind him. The juniors barred the way,
and Loder began to lash out viciously with
his canme. It was a heavy cane, and the
juniors who felt its weight roarcd with pain
and indignation.

“Collar the cad!”
springing at Loder.

The prefect hit out savagely, and Johnny
Bull was knocked <down among the seats.
But that was the finishing touch. Johunny
Bull’s chums piled on Loder & Ce. at once,
and the rest of the Remove hacked them
up with excited yells. The three Sixti
Formers disappeared under a struggling mass
of juniors.

“Got ‘*em!” panted Bob Cherry.
slacken down a bit,
this rubbish off 1’2

“Yaas!”

There was a grinding -of brakes, and the
motor-bus slowed down. Loder and Carne
and Walker were dragged along the fop of
the bus and bundled down the steps. They
resisted furiously, but they were helpless in

broken npeck every

yelled  Johnny Bull,

-

“Mauly,
will you, while we ehuck

{ the hands of so many.
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Ali three of &he seniors went bundling
down, in the midst of a etruggling swarm of
juniors, and they were tossed off the bus
one after amother. And as they rolled in
the dusty road, gasping and saying things
that we could not possibly reproduce in
print, the bus put -on speed again, and they
were left behind. . :

“Good-bye, Bluebell!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Go home!” s

“You can walk the rest!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The three seniors jumped up. They were-

dusty and dishevelled, and their hats were
gone. They rushed down the road in pursuit
of the motor-bus, yelling to the jumiors to
stop. But the juniors had no intention of
stopping for them. They had got rid of
their unwelcome passengers, and they did not
mean to take them on board again.

Loder & Co. dashed after the bus frantic-
ally. They were landed in a lonely lane,
half-way between Greyfriars and Crawley,
and they had no chance whatever of finding
a vehicle of any sort to take them on to
Crawley, .or to take them back to Grey-
friars. And they did not relish the prospect
of walking about fifteen miles.

But the bus simply raced away from them.

The jumiorg sent back derisive yells, till
the three running figures disappeared in the
distanece behind, and were seen no more.

“Oh, my hat!’ gasped Bob, wiping away
his tears. “Poor old Loder! Always looking
for trouble—and finding it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I thought this ride was going to be a

4reat, but I didn't expect quite such a
great!” gasped Wharton. “Ha, ha, ha!’’

“Go it, Mauly!”

“Keep it up!”

“Pile it on!"

“Yaas, begad:*. chortled Lord Mauleverer.

And the bus raced and thundered on. And
wot till they were approaching the confines
of the town of King's Crawley did Lord
‘Mauleverer relinquish the guidance to the
driver. And it was at a somewhat more
moderate speed that they thundered up to
the gates of the Crawley United Football
ground.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Black Footballer!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were in
good time for the match, thanks
to the exertions of Lord Maule-
verer en route.”

The motor-bus was left in charge of the
ehauffeur outside the ground, and the Grey-
friats army marched up to the turnstile,
Lord Mauleverer at their head, with a bank-
note in his hand.

“Qixty, please!” he said.

“Sixty-five,” grinned Bob Cherry. “There
are some extras.”

“Begad, yaas! Sixty-five, please!” ]

And the army marched in; and, thanks to
their early arrival, they filled up the best
seats in the grand-stand. .

Ring's Crawley Football Ground was a large
ene, and the enclosure was capable of
accommodating a good many thousands of
spectators, and by the crowd that was pour-
ing in at the turnstiles it seemed that its
accommodation wou.% be fully taxed. Foot-
ball enthusiasts were coming from near and
far to see the match with the great team
from London.

Billy Buater was in a front seat, and
he blinked round him with great interest. He
could not see very far, and he growled at
Lord Mauleverer for forgetting to bring his
field-glasses.

“Looking for your friecnd Diniwayo?”
chuckled Bob Cherry, giving the fat junior a
dig in the ribs.

Bunted gasped.

“Ow! Yes; I'm looking for Diniwayo. Of
ecourse, I shall pod to him!” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha! You may nod to him, but
he jolly well won't nod to you!” chuckled Bob
Cierry. “Tell us another, and a smaller one!”

“Onh, really, Cherry! Of course, I know
the chap well—"

“ Ananias!™ =

“I'm going round to see him after the
match!” said Bunter loftily, “I'd take you
fellows round and introduce you, only, as
you doubt my word, I shall refuse to do any-
thing of the sort!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, when you see me chumming with

" him, after the match, perhaps vou'll believe
me!’ snapped Bunter.
Tae Porurar.—No. 208.
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“Yes; I'll believe you then!” grinned Bob.
“Seeing is believing, you know. I suppose
you know all the Spurs, too, don't you—
every man-jack of them?”

Bunter grunted and did not reply. :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here come the giddy
Redelyffians!” . said Bob Cherry,

And he stood up and waved his cap to
Campbell & Co., of Redelyffe.

Campbell waved in return, but he waved
a fist instead of a cap. The enclosure had
been filling, and the crowd from Redclyffe
had to be content with very back seats.

Bob Cherry chuckled. :

“I shouldn’'t wonder if we have a rag with
the Redeclyffians before we get home,” he
remarked. “ Well, it's all in the day’s work.
Campbell looks quite wild. These Sixth Form
chaps don't like being chipped, somehow!”

“Hallo, there’s the darkey!” exclaimed
Bolsover major.

A short, thick-set, very active-looking man,
as black as the ace of spades, or very nearly
so, had appeared from the entrance to the
dressing-rooms. There was a loud cheer from
the crowded enclosure.

It was Diniwayo.

The black foothaller grinned, showing a
beautiful set of gleaming white teeth, and
raised his cap, revealing a thickly-growing
mass of woolly hair.

He was a good-looking fellow, in his own
way, and looked remarkably fit, active, and

alert.
“That’s the darkey!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “There's your old pal, Bunter!”

“Ha.-ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Call out to him, Bunty!” grinned Nugent.
“You can't pass an old friend over without
speaking to him, you know.”

“I'm going to speak to him after the
mateh,” said Buater.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Diniwayo went into the dressing-room, and
disappeared, and the crowd settled down to
wait for the match.

Meanwhile, the enclosure was quite filled.

Six or seven thousand people were waiting
to see the match, with eager impatience.

There was a cheer when the teams appeared
on the field at last.

Among the local spectators Diniwayo, the
black footballer, was evidently very popular.
The black centre-forward was the finest
player in the Crawley club, and he had been
the means of placing Crawley in a very
good position, so far, in the Cup competition.
Not that Crawley United had much chance
of getting into the final; but it was some-
thing for the club to be still in the running.
The Crawley directors had done a good stroke
of business in securing the footballer from
South Africa.

Tottenham Hotspur won the toss, and
chose a goal, and the blue-and-white of the
Spurs lined up opposing the red shirts of
the Crawleys.

Crawley kicked off, and the match began.

The Greyfriars juniors were all eyes now.
Harry Wharton & Co. were keen footballers,
and they kmew that there was much to be
learnt by watching first-class players. And
the game was exciting from the shart.

The Spurs were soon attacking hotly, and
the game was all in the home half at first,
and there were loud cheers as the ball went
in_from the foot of Cantrell.

But from the restart the luck changed,
and the Spurs goal was besieged, and then
the black footballer showed all his quality.

His pace was wonderful, and his passing
a marvel; and, in spite of a dogged defence,
the Crawleys brought the leather through,
and Diniwayo sent it in.

“By Jove, that darkey’s jolly good!”
Harry Wharton exclaimed. “It’s ripping!”’

“1 guess he goes like greased lightning,”
remarked Fisher T. Fish. “But I guess they
wouldn’t have a nigger in a football team
in the States. No, sir; we bar niggers!”

“Rats!” - said Wharton. “What’s the
matter with him?”

“Colour, I guess!”

“Bosh!”

Fisher T. Fish sniffed. He had all the
prejudice of the average American upon
that subject—a feeling that was incompre-
hensible to his English companions.

“I guess I don't half like sitbing here and
watching a nigger!” he growled. .
“Clear oft, then!” grunted Johnny Bull.

But Fisher T. Fish did not clear off. He
sat frowning. He did not join in the cheer-
ing that greeted Diniwayo's splendid goal,
but shrugged his narrow shoulders and
grunted. Evidently he.did not see anything

i
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to admire in whatsoever had been done'by a
coloured gentleman:

“I jolly well wish Crawley United would
come over and play our first some day!”
Bob Cherry remarked. “We wouldn’'t mind
a darkey—what?"”

“No fear!” said Wharton, langhing. “But
there couldn’t be a match—Crawley is a pro-
fessional side.”

“The darkey isn’t a pro, though,” Bul-
strode remarked. “He's playing for the
United as an amateur. He lives in Crawley—
he’s studying with an engineering firm there.
That’s why he's playing for the local team.
The directors got him for nothing. He'd be
worth his four quid a week as a pro, though,
I should say.”

*Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific!” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, who was watching the
performances of the black foothaller with
the keenest interest.

Fisher T. Fish snorted.

“Sort, of fellow-feeling for him, Inky, !
suppose?” he asked.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh jooked round at
the American junior.

“If the esteemed Fish knew anything about
the honourable matter; he would knowfully
be aware that a Hindu is not a nigger,” he
remarked mildly. “The esteemed Fish 1s an
esteemed ass!”

“Not much difference in colour, I guess!”
snapped Fish. The American schoolboy was
irritated by the admiration the juniors
showed for the megro, and he seemed deter-
mined to make himself disagreeable.

“The_difference is terrific, my esteemed,
idiotic Fish. My complexion is brownful, and
the complexion of the esteemed Diniwayo is
blackfully darker,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, still quite good-temperedly.

“Waal, I guess I don't helieve in makiog
a fuss about a nigger.”

“Shut up!” said Bob Cherry.

“I guess—"

“Shut up!” repeated Bob.

“Look kere, I reckon——"

“If you don't shut up,” said Bob,
dot you on the nose! Fed-up!
understand ?”

Fisher T. Fish apparently did understand,
for he smorted and shut up.

“PH
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Qoal !
OAL to goal was the score in the first
half of the match.
The players trooped off for the
interval.

The game had been hard and fast,
very exciting. Joyce, in the Spurs goal, ha
been kept very busy, and several times he
had barely saved shots from the black
centre-forward. ;

The Crawley crowd were in high spirits,
evidently anticipating a victory over the
famous London team.

During the interval Bob Cherry found a
little harmless and necessary recreation witl:
his pea-shooter.  His target was Campbell
of the Sixth Form at Redclyfie, and his aim
was good. Campbell, who was chatting with
another Redelyffe senior, gave a sudden jump
as a pellet stung him on the ear. He clapped
his hand to his ear, and looked round iu
surprise.

“What on earth was that?” the Greyfriars
juniors heard him exclaim.

“What’s the matter?”
panion.

“I=I think it was a wasp—no, it couldn't

asked his ecom-

have ~been a wasp,” sard Campbell, -in
astonishment. “Something stung me ou the
ear, Lucas!”

Lucas chuckled. $

“There’s a young imp down there with a
pea-shoober,” he said. 3

Campbell turned red with wrath.

“Stop that, you young ass!” he shouted,
shaking his fist over the heads of the crowd
at Bob Cherry. -

Bob grinned, and took aim again. -

But Harry Wharton dragged him back into
his seat. B

“Cheese it, you ass!”’ he said, laughing.
“You'l be chucked out if you play tricks
here.. You can pea-shoot Campbell after the
matech.”

“I'll see you kids when you get oufside!”
yelled Campbell. ;

“We'll wait for you!” yelled back Bob
Cherry.

“Shut up! Here comes the Spurs!” >

The players streamed on te the field again
and lined up for the second half. Imme-
diately all attention was given to the game,-
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and Greyfriars fellows and Redelyffians for-
got each other’s existence.

The second half began with a brilliant

. @ttack by the Spurs, and for twenty
minutes or more the Crawleys had nothing
to do but defend.

The attack ended with a goal
Middlemiss.

“Two for the Spurs!” said Frank Nugent.
“Looks like a win for Hotspur.”

“Wait till the darkey gefs a chance,” said
Wharton. -

There was a snort from Fisher T. Fish.

“Bet you that darkey’s done!” he said.
“He’s no good! 1 guess I'd lay a dollar
against a red cent.”

“You'd lose!” grinned Bob Cherry. “Loak
there!”

The Crawley forwards were going again in
splendid style.

Diniwayo was the life of the front line.
Never had he appeared in better form.
The attack was hot and irresistible. The
defenee seemed nowhere against it, and the
black centre-forward sent the leather in
within three minutes of the kick-off.

There was a roar of cheering as the pill
Tound the net.

from

“Goal! Goal!”

“Bravo, darkey{”"

“Hurrah!”

Bob Cherry clapped his hands with
like pistol-shots, and yelled gleefally,

“Two all!” said Johuny Bull. “It will be
a close finish!”

The game went on as keenly as ever, but
without a score, the defence being equally
sound on hoth sides.

The minutes ticked away, and the spec-
tators began to look at their watches.

“Five minutes to time!” Harry Wharton
announced at last. =

“Looks like a draw.”

“Buck up, Crawley!”

_ “Go it, Spurs!”

“On the ball!* :

The leather was in midfield. It weant into
touch, and was thrown in. The minutes were
ticking off, and still the struggle was douht-
ful.  Close on time now. The excitement in

reporis

the crowd was almost breathless.

There was a sudden shout as the Crawley
forwards broke away, Diniwayo going down
the fleld like lightning with the bhall at his
feet.

Lightfoot and Weir closed on him, bub he

LHHH A=

Magnificent
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cluded them as if by a miracle, and, leaving
his own line too far behind to take a pass,
he dashed on. Brittan eharged, but the
black footballer eluded him by another
miracle, rushed on, and shot for goal. The
referee was raising his whistle.

Harry Wharton & Co. were on their feet
now, their faces ablaze with cxeitement.

It was a gallant attempt to save the maten
on the very stroke of time, and all depended
upon that lightning shot. Would it
materialise?

Joyee was Iooking out, bnt the jeather
passed him—his finger-tips barely touched it
—and it found a resting-place in the net. %
was a shot that no goalie could have saved,

’_['gerel was a thunderous roar:

.. i

“Goal!”

“Hurrah{?

Pheep! went the whistle.

The match was ended.

Crawley United had won by three goals to

"two, and all three goals had been kicked

by the black eentre-forward. -
No wonder the Crawley crowd cheered him
almost deliriously! .
(Continued on pege 27)
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A WORD WITH
YOUR EDITOR!

Your Editor i3 always pleased to
hear from his readers. Address: The
Editor, The “ Popular,” The Fleetway
Houss, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4.

AR IR RN

BUNTER AND THE BLACK.

Took out next Tuesday for “The Black
¥ootballer,” a ripping yarn of Grey-
friars. It heads the Poruuar  bill
for next week. Wingate asks the por-
poise to bring Diniwayo, the famous
coloured player, to the school. Bunter has
boasted that he knows the dusky champion,
and, wonder of wonders, the captain of
Greyfriars believes him. Of course, Bunter
was swanking, as usual, so, to save his"face,
the Owl produces a sham Diniwayo. And
then the real champion comes along., much to
the joy of Greyfriars, ditte to the discom-
fiture of Bunter and his bogus variety. This
is & really jolly yarn, full of high spirits,
and you can't blame ¥rank Richards for
showing up Bunter once more as an egregious
{famp of wvanity.

SCHOOL AND FOOTER.

Bt. Jim's has the “’fiu” in next week’s
tale. The felj- complaint will queer any-
thing from a pitch to a footer match. As
the Public Schools’ Challenge Cup is being
fought for at St. Jim's, things look awkward,
since places-are vacant.. Matters would have
Heen very bad indeed, only Cardew steps
forward and says he will see the thing
through. You will be interested in what
Cardew does in this topping yarn. He figures
uncommoniy well. Don’t miss a capital story,
full of vim. “The Fellow Who Dared!” (Car-
dew, to wit) will be remembered.

ROOKWOOD.

“The Mystery Master!” is the title of the
unext story of Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rook-
wood. The school is in a ferment. It has
caught the same complaint as Denmark of
old—something rotten in it. ‘The masters
are on strike—small blame to them, for the
provocation was extreme.® See next Tuesday
the eifect on the crisis of the »Mystery
Master.” Nobody quite understands him; but
it was just as well, all things considered,
that' he blew in. But, though, for the
moment, the world of Rookwood is out of
Jemt there will be better fimes yet.

THE BACKWOODS.

Strange things happen in the backwoods,
but few stranger than the episode related
in “ A Strange Accusation!” the coming story
of Cedar Creek. 1In this tale the author
shows us further astounding adventures of
the chums of the school in that fascinating
region at the back of beyond, where “Injuns,”
honest and otherwise, roam at will.

BUNTER’S WEAKLY.

Once again the printer has erred and put
in an “a” instead of a second “e.” We
can jet it go, as business is extra heavy just
before holiday time. But please do not let
it be understood that there is anything defec
tive, either structurally or temporarily, with
the massive frame of the Lditor of the Sup-
plement. Bunter is all right. He set his
heart this time on having a Special Fags’
Number, and, as usval, he has had his way
it is but natural. An editor's word is law.
When an editor is ruffied, all the world feels
sad and sorry for itself. It has reason. When
the editor smiles all is sunshine. It just is
so. There is ~o explaining these mysteries,
which touch the deeper side of things. Any-
how, you will like the cheery de
ber of *Bunter’s Weekly.”
Bunter may say thinge in the Greyfriars Par-
liament, and out, which might suggest to

Num- |
Occasionaily |

those who do not know the width of his
sympathies that his mind was small. Perish
the ignoble thought! Even yet the worid
does not understand Bunter as the mnoble
fellow deserves to be understood. 1 can
Tecommend the Fags’ Number. iz a
notable issue, and gives Samuel B. a
chance. After all, the best thing you can
give to anyboedy i a chance. Sammel Bunter
fas too long been eclipsed by the mighty
character of his senior.

It

OUR SERI!AL.

There was an extra speciz] word I much

wanted to say concerning the serial, but the
mischief is there i; very little elbow Toom.
Victor Nelson's stirring tale, “The Rivai
Sportsmen,” will be coming to a close in a
few weekd’ time. Look out for a new and
amazing serial which will follow.

MORE QRAND PHOTOS.

well
por-

As yon will see, the Porurar is still
away with the finest series of sporting
traits-anyboedy could possibly wish for. You
will say this week’s free glossy phcto is a
more than usually good additicn to the mag-
nificent collection you are making. Readers
of the PopULArR will possess just the kind of
portrait gallery which any sportsmen sets
his heart on. There are better things still
to come, and my advice to you all is, don't
miss one of these splendidiy- ‘pT&LLCQd pir-
tures. There is something mote to say
about this topping feature. “Our Companion
Papers, the “Boys’ Friend,” “Magnet,” and
“(tem,” will be starting a record seriesg in
the very near future—so mear that ypu may
as well get your aloums all ready for the
coming treat.

Dour Edtor.

HERE—YOU CHAPS—HAVE A SHOT AT THIS!

Fine Money Prizes for the Correct
Solution—Its simple

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0:

DY kk/}{L b

TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH

Second Prize £2 10 0:

,H— s T Inecewe
He .@_ E’/ waass

on Fmdag

What You Have To To.

Here is a splendid Tooter competition
whith I am sure will interest you. On
this page you will find a history- cf
Arsenal Foetball Club in picture-puzzle
form., What you are invited to do is to
solve this picture, and when you have
doné so, write your sclution on a sheet of

paper. Thei sign the coupon which
appears underneath, pm it to yout
solution, and post it to “ ARSENAL "

Competition, Popuvrar Office, GTough

House, Gough Square, E.C.4, so as io

reach that address mnot later than
THURSDAY, January 18th, 1923.
The TIRST PRIZE of £5 will be

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 Editer. In the events of ties
the prize will be divided. The other prizez
will be awarded in order of merit. The
Editor reserves the right to add together
and divide all, or any of the prizes, but
the full amount will be awarded. It is a
distinet condition of entry that the decision
of the Editor must be accepted as final.
Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are not eligible 8 compete.

This competition is run in conjunchion
with “ Gem,” ““Magnet,” and * Boys'
Friend,” and readers of those journals are
invited to compete. : s

I cnter “ARSENAL” Competition,
and agree to aceept the Editor's
decision as final amnd “binding.
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ihe RMest Successful end Popular Stery ewn the Marlef!

“The
ép ORTSMEN !

RIVAL

A Gripping New
Sporting Serial,
dealing with an

- amazing struggle
for a great fortune.

ANNAANAN

By VICTOR NELSON.

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.,

By the terms of the late Sir Charles
Lestrade’s will, Harry Lestrade and his
eousin, 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 & vast amount of wealth. Harry
Lestrade receives the first opportunity
to distinguish himself in a local football
match, and he is “signed on” to play
for the Wessex Wanderers permanently.

Several other sporting events, in which
both the cousins compete, are won by
young Harry Lestrade. Furious at his non-
success, Courtney tries underhand methods
of getting Harry out of the struggle.

In the fourth round of the English
Cup, Courtney’s team, Romford Rovers,
A is drawn to meet the Wanderers. Court-
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ney arranges with a reserve, Jem New-
bold, who iz  up against Harry, to ad-
minister ‘drugs to his team at half-time.

The dastardly scheme is ecarried out,
and when the two teams commence the
play again, three of the Wanderers fall
down unconscious. But in spite of this
catastrophe, Codling, the captain of
the Wanderers, decides to continue the
mateh, playing shert.

After a stern struggle the Wanderers
defeat their oppenents. Later Tony Wagg
discovers that Newbold is responsible for
the drugging, and Newbold is turned out
of the cluh.

Courtney makes several attempts to
kidnap Harry and also  Marjorie
Randall, but he is unsuccessful. At last
the day of the Grand National arrives.

(Now read on.)
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Crand Nationai Daé zla.s,Aintreeh" They’re
off !
N the afternoon of the following
Friday, the racecourse at Aintree,
Liverpool, presented the usual scene
of congestion always to be witnessed

on Grand National day.

Though the weather was bitterly cold, and
there had been more than a hint of rain
throughout the morning, the fact had in no
way interfered with the attendance.

The Grand National is at once one of the
most dangerous races of the season and the
most thrilling spectacle of sport of which
this old world of ours can boast, and to-day,
as in previous years, from an early hour
crowds had wended: their way to the course.

People from Liverpool and its suburbs,
who never went to any other race meeting
throughout the year, were there in their
thousands, simply because it was Grand
National day, and they swelled the huge
army of “regulars,” whilst another veritable
pilgrimage had crossed from Ireland to
follow the fortunes of a well-backed ecandi-
date from the Green 1lsle called Rory
O’Keefe. g

The hum of excitement that had begun
upon the course with the conclusion of the
lesser races that had opened the programime
developed into a positive roar.

The twenty-three borses running in the

National, the great race of the day, were

streaming on to the course in the parade.

First came the favourite, a horse mamed
Black Diamond, who had been soundly sup-
ported by his stable, and who stood at the
cramped odds of 7 to 2, in spite of the
generous field. He was followed by the
Irishman, Rory O’Keefe, who had good form
to his credit in his native land, and who was
expected to make a bold bid for the spoils.
The cheers for him vied in enthusiasm with
the mighty yell of applause that had gone
up for the favourite, who belonged to a well-
known sporting baronet. -

With a rattle of hoofs, Fast and Free
followed this pair past the stands, Austin
Courtney in the saddle.

The rogue had been bitterly disappoiuted
at the failure of his plan to put Tearing
Haste II. out of the running, disappointed
and not a little frightened, when he had
heard of the turn events had taken. He had
half-expected either his cousin, Harry, or
the father of Marjorie Randall, to take
drastic action to try to bring his guilt home
to him, but the days had slipped by and
nothing had happened, and he was safe here
with his mount at Aintree.

Having suffered no harm from her thrilling
adventures, Marjorie was in the grandstand
with her father, and her girlish face flushed
with excitement as, a little behind the rest,
Harry Lestrade made his appearance on
Tearing Haste, and galloped after the
others, who were now bound for the start-
ing-post. Her heart beat hard. If only her
boy friend could win! What an achievement
it would be! It would mean that he had
as good as won his father’s fortune, for, try
as he might, Austin Courtney would surely
never be able to equal it.

“Seven to two Black Diamond! Five to
one bar cne! Sixes Rory O’Keefe and Fast
and Free! Tens Tearing Haste!”

Whilst the horses were being got in line
at the post, the voices of the hookmakers
rose in a veritable babel. Then there came
a roar that eclipsed even this medley of
sound. It was—— d

“They're off I

It came from thousands of thrcats like a
concerted effort, and was followed by a
tense silence, relieved only by the ‘clanging
of a bell.

The greatest jumping race in the world
had started. How would its end atfect
Harry Lestrade and Austin Courtney?

Would they be amengst the many whose
mounts would fall, as horses did every year,
at the terrible, almost ecruel,  jumps? Or
would one of them beat the rest of the field
and thunder first past the winning post,
bringing the winning of the late Sir Charles
Lestrade’s fortune  within  measurable

distance?

How the Race .ended !
¥ it were humanly possible, he was going
to win!

! That was the determination in the °

mind of Harry Lestrade, as, with the
twenty-two other riders, he leapt away with
kis mount from the starting-post.

Every muscle, every nerve in his body,
every musecle and nerve in the splendid
throughbred beneath him had got to be
strained, if necessary, to that end, if only
to punish Austin Courtney for his despicable
treatment of Marjorie Randall and his vil-
lainy since the start of the great contest
between them. -

Up to the present; the horses were sweep-
ing along in an almost straight line.

It was not really a case of -racing ag
yet. Practically every rider was nursing his
mount.

The first cbstacle hove in. sight.

For a moment Harry Lestrade knew mis
givings, remembering the injury Tearing
Haste had received some months before a$
the hands of his cousin’s hireling, . Jerry
Murker. He wondered if, before the race
was over, any weakness that might have
been left would be brought out.

Then, as he put Tearing Haste at the
black, gorsed fence, and felt him soaring
over it like a bird, his fears left him, and
were replaced by a thrill of exhilaration.

The herse was fit enough, and was going
to troublc the best of them.

The horse racing next to Harry—its name
was The Friar—pecked badly and came a
cropper at the next ,jump. His jockey was
too badly haken to catch him and remount,
so that he -was early out of the running.

An outsider samed Almanac commenced
to forge ahead, but there was nothing in
it yet, and the remainder, with the execep-
tion, of course, of The Friar, continued for
awhile almost level.

Harry Lestrade shot a sidelong glance a$
the other racers, trying to catch a glimpse
of his cousin.

But in this he did not suceceed. .

He had been drawn almost at the end of
the line, near the rails, and there were too
many other horses between him and Austin
Courtney for him to be able to see the
rogue.

The next gorsed fence was cleared by Tear-
ing Haste just as superbly as he had taken
the others.

A touch of the band from Harry was ail
he needed. He and his rider understood
each other perfectly, and Tearing Hasle
would have attempted to jump a six-foot
stone wall, had Harry put him at it.

On, on, thundered the field, and over the
next obstacle, with Tearing Haste pever
making the least mistake.

But, althouga four more horses had now
fallen, Fast and Free, like Harry's mount,
was jumping like a cat and holding his posi-
tion, with Courtney sitting rather forward
in the saddle, his pale face grim and deter-
mined.

One more fence, four feet nipe inches in
height; then the horses and their riders
neared Becher’s Brook, with its treachereus
diteh on the far side. g

This was a critical test, and Harry Les-
trade knew it.

Almanae, still leading, gobt over safely. fol-
lowed magnificently by the favourite, Black
Diamond.

His jockey had pressed him ahead, afier
the outsider, whilst Rory O'Keefe was, in
his turn, in close attendance at Black Dia-
mond’s flanks.
= The Irish animal also negotiated the jump
in fine style. Then Harry, on Tearing Haste,
and Courtney, on Fast and Free, reached it.

Harry gathered Tearing Haste together for
the leap, his lips setting in a thip, straight
line. >

The great fence, towering above the water,
looked gigantie, insurmountable, and
appeared to rush at him It is a sight that
is bound to. give the rider who has unet
attempted it before a thrill of awe, and for
just a bredthing space Harry wondered if
Tearing Haster was ecapzble of clearing it
successfully.

Tearing Haste was one of the gamest herses
in training, however. He rose at the
obstacle like a swallow and flew over it
neatly, gracefully, his long, lissom body cut-
stretched to its fnllest extent.

The leap he made wag s revelation to
Harry, who had caught in his breath, fer
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it had seemed teo him that they were never
coming down.

The horse landed a full three feet beyond
the ditch, and kept in his stride at that,
thundering on after Almanac, Black Diamond,
and the Irishman, And after that, the boy
no longer had the least doubt about his
mount being a suitable horse for the course.

A conviction came to him that he was go-
ing to sweep Tearing Haste first past the
post, as he had so dearly hoped.

Austin® Courtney got Fast and Free over
without a blunder. The horse landed just
behind Harry, and Courtney speedily brought
Fast and Free level with Tearing Haste, so
that Harry, momentarily turning his head,
had his first sight of his cousin.

There was a positive bevy of tumbles
amongst that portion of the field that
followed the cousins over the “Brook.” Four
pecked badly and came down. Three others
slipped up, and actually plunged into the
water, saturating their riders. From that
moment the field began noticeably fo thin
and tail off.

Yalentine’s Brook brought disaster to
three more candidates, including the out-
sider, Almanac, who had looked as though
he might create a surprise. His rider was
badly injured, and had to be carried from
the course on an ambulance.

At the next fence the well-backed Irish
candidate, Rory O’Keefe, fell and broke a
leg, and eventually he had to be destroyed.

Truly the Grand National is a cruel race!

Fence after fence was negotiated, and a
roar of excitement went up as the horses
and their riders came in full view of the
stands.

The glasses of Marjorie Randall and her
father were first focussed upon Harry, then
on Courtney, and they saw that, with his
rider sitting him well, Fast and Free was
moving like a  well-balanced piece of
machinery, and .that he was apparently as
fresh as when the race had started.

Like the Randalls, Specs, who was also in
the grand stand, had his field-glasses raised.
He was content to wateh his chum. His
vision was somewhat blurred, and he found
that enough to cope with, without paying
any attention to other riders in the event.

Specs’ father had chanced to have busi-
ness in Liverpool, and that morning had
looked up his son and Harry at the hotel,
where they were staying with the Randalls,
and Specs had prevailed upon Mr. Ranger to
come out to Aintree and see the great race.

The pace grew suddenly hotter. Racing in
real earnest was beginning now. .

To reassure him, Harry pressed his knees

into Tearing Haste’s side as they neared
the water-jump, thinking the sight of it
might startle him.
_ Tearing Haste took it as gamely and neatly |
as he had the more formidable of the other
obstacles, and once again a wave of par-
donable confidence swept over the boy.

The terrible course had been safely
travelled once, and he and Tearing Haste
could do it again—and win!

The horses -thundered on, on their way
on their second time round.

With a rush, horses called Eagle’s Wing

and Roman drew level with the flanks of
Tearing Haste and Fast and Free, who were
both racing after Black Diamond, whilst
others, beginning to put on speed, were only
Iengths away.
_ But staying powers told now. Provided
they “stood up” the race seemed left to
the favourite, Tearing Haste, Fast and Free,
Eagle's Wing, and Romtan; for these five
begzan to draw away from the other candi-
dates, most of whom had been remounted
after coming croppers.

The five in the van cleared “ Becher's”

for the second time, all landing safely beyond
the ditch. At “Valentine’s ” Eagle's Wing,
who was an 8 to 1 chance, and carrying a
good deal of public. money as well as that-
of his stable, made a bad mistake, falling
and rolling wupon his rider. The latter,
though not so badly hurt as might have
been supposed, was too “winded” to pick
himself up in time to catch him, so that
Eagle’s Wing was booked for a place
amongst the “also rans.”
_.Over the next fence went Black Diamond,
the crack cross-country jockey upon him,
sitting down and riding with a fixed deter-
mination to win. But Fast and Free, Tear-
ing Haste, and Roman had taken the leap
almost beside him, and for a few seconds the
quartette raced almost neck and neck.
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It was not for long, hiowever. Slowly but
surely Black Diamond began to creep ahead
again, increasing the distance betweem him-
self and his thres opponents.

He was leading by a full three lengths, as
the four horses tore round the bend te the
last two jumps, though good judges who
watched declared that Tearing Haste still
had enough in hand to make him a dangerous
factor at the finish.

At the final fence, for the first time during
the race, Tearing Haste leapt awkwardly,
and so surprised was Harry at his mistake
that he almost pitched from the saddle.

Black Diamond, the Roman, and Fast and
Free had landed cleanly, and were racing
for home. The clumsy jump of his mount
had cost Harry almost two lengths. He
clenched his teeth and rode with hands and
knees, though for a moment the position
seemed hopeless.

Austin  Courtney had his whip out, and
was fairly thrashing Fast and Free into a
last spurt of speed. Roman was passed,
looking to be standing still, and nearer and
nearer Austin Courtney forced his mount to
Black Diamond.

The young man’s face was livid and set
in harsh lines. He had missed his cousin
from beside him, realised that some mishap
must have befallen him, and hoped that it
was serious.

If only he could beat the favourité and
win the race, his uncle’s fortune might yet
be his.

“Twenty to ome on the favourite!”

The shout rose from hundreds of those
who watched the two horses that were fight-
ing out the desperate finish. Two? No. it
was three! For Harry Lestrade was bring-
ing Tearing Haste along again in a tre-
mendous burst, riding as never before in
his life.

He thundered by Roman and crept nearer
and nearer the flanks of Fast and Free.
And then there happened that which brought
gasps of mingled excitement and dismay
from the spectators.

Fast and Free was threatening to draw
level with Black Diamond, in spite of the
confidence shown by those who had begun
to shout the favourite home. But somehow
Austin Courtney's mount missed his stride,
crossed his legs, and stumbled. He went
down on his knees, shooting Courtney head
over heels out of the saddle, and lay on
the wet and muddy grass, kicking and
plunging.

It was only by something very like a
miracle that Harry Lestrade avoided collid-
ing with the fallen horse and pitching over it
with his mount. He swerved in the nick of
time, steadied Tearing Haste, and raced
him on, on after the favourite.

Three lengths between the pair!  The
jockey on Black Diamond belaboured him
with the” whip as he heard the thud of
hoofs close behind him, but stayer and
speedy horse though he was, Black Diamond
could do no more than he was doing, and
up to his flying heels cerept Harry; then.
Fvithl a last rush, he had Tearing Haste
evel.

“Black Diamond! Black Diamond wins!”
velled one section of the crowd.

“Tearing Haste!” roared another, until
the din was ear-splitting.
“Now, old chap—now!” Harry Lestrade

cried to his mount, as le leant low over
his neck, seeming fairly to lift him over
the ground. “Now?!”

The winning-post had flashed into view. It
was as if Tearing Haste not only heard, but
understood. He thundered over the grass as
he had never raced before in his career. He
drew ahead—a neck, a length! A sharp cut
with the whip brought Black Diamond neck
and neck with him again for just a moment—
but only for a moment.

Stamina told. The favourite fell back.
beaten, within a few yards of the post, and
Tearing Haste flashed by it, a winner by -
length and a half!

Harry Lestrade had won the Grand
National, with Black Diamond second, Roman
third, and Fast and Free, whom Austin
g.!ourtiiney had remounted, an indifferent
ourth.

The Watcher!
T seemed that all Harry Lestrade’s
friends had sjreamed on to the
course, as the delighted Williams led
the winner in. The trainer was
positively beaming. Not only had he at

FREE REAL PHOTOS again next week—don't miss ’em!

last gained the honour of training a Grand
National winner, but the feat that his
beloved *Master Harry ” had achieved had
brought him within measurable distance of
inheriting Lestrade Castle and his father’s
colossal fortune.

Marjorie Randall, her  father, Sir
Travers, Specs and his sire, not to mention
Tony Wagg and practically every player
of the Wessex Wanderers, whose fares
Harry had insisted upon paying that they
might witness the raee, erowded about the
horse.

Marjorie waved her handkerchief, the
players their caps whilst Spees yelied him-
self lhoarse, notwithstanding the fact that
his short-sightedness was causing him to be
in frequent collision with everyone else.

Cheer after cheer was given for Harry,
cheer after cheer for the gallaut horse that
had successfully braved the terrible four
miles of eocuntry, with its formidable
obstacles.

Austin Courtney sat upon Fast and Fres
near by and seowled and chewed savagely
at his moustache-as he waited to follow the
three horses that had been placed into the
weighing-in enclosure.

He had thought that for just a moment,
as Tearing Haste and the favourite haa
thudded along, locked together, there had
been a little bumping on one side or the
other, and he prayed that, even now, the
owner or the jockey on Black Diamond
might register an objection.

That was his ope last, slender hope. (£
the objection was made and sustained, it
would mean Harry being disqualified, in
which case he—Courtney—would be placed
third.

But no such quibble arose. Botih the
“crack ” who had been om the favourite
and the owner of the animal knew that tliey
had been fairly beaten by a better horse,
and- Harry Lestrade, having tipped the
scales satisfactorily, was officially awarded
the race.

Courtney’s face was working with passicn
and hatred, and his eyes were morose with
the bitterness of his disappointment, as he
left the weighing-room.

He could never hope to bring his sporting
record up to that of his cousin now. Al
chance of his winning his uncle’s money

and Lestrade Castle was gome, and, for
him, there remained only one thing -
revenge!

More congratulations were poured npou
Harry Lestrade, as, later, having changed
his -silk for ordinary attire, he quitted the
jockeys’-room and rejoined his frieads.

In the event of his winning, as ke had
done, he had arranged for a dinner of cele-
bration to take place at his hotel in Liver-

, the Majestic. ~ Marjorie, her father,
Specs, Mr. Ranger and the football players
and Tony Wagg, were awaiting to aecom-
pany him there now.

“Awfully sorry, father, that I will bave
to leave you after we have taken your grub,
old chap,” Specs said; and Austin Courtney,
who had followed his cousin from the
jockeys’-room, started as he overheard.

He paused to listen, making a pretence of
selecting a cigarette from his case. He was
conscious that Sir Travers Randall was
glaring at him, and, for a moment, his nerve
almost deserted him. Then, he stood his
ground, deciding that as Marjorie’s father
had not taken immediate action against
him for. the imprisoning of the girl he was
unlikely to do so now.

“Dad will have to catch the nine-thirty
train to-might, for be must be back in Lon-
don for business reasons early to-meorrew
morning,” Courtney heard’ Specs continue,
“You'll stay until to-morrow, I suppose?”

“Yes, Specs,” Harry agreed “TFor one
thing, T want a good rest after riding that
race,” he added, with a laugh. “Then Sir
Travers is stopping overnight, for Marjorie
wants to see Liverpool and its sights. We
shall leave by the midday express to-morrow.
I shall find you at the castle, [ suppose?”

“Sure, old bean! I'll go there, after I
leave father in London and wait fer you,”
Spees retuined.

Austin Courtney bhad heard enough and
moved away, a very sinister expression in
his eyes Tony Wagg, who had noticed his
presence, glanced after him. Then the
football frainer drew a quick breath.

He had seen a youngish man approach
Courtney and begin to converse with him

(Continued on page 28.)
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They cheered and roared and yelled, and
tattles and tin trunipets jeined in to swell
the din. Hats and caps were waved
frantically.

The Greyfriars juniors were eclapping and
cheering as loudly as anybody, with the single
exception of Fisher T. Fish. That free
American citizen wasn't going to cheer
pigger. But nobody noticed or cared for
Fisher T. Pish just then.

“Well, that was ripping!” said Harry
Wharton, with & deep breath, when the
players had gone off the field and the spec-
tators were beginning to disperse. “Simply
vipping! Jolly glad we came!”

“ What-hot”

“Time for you to go and see your pal, if
you're going to see him, Bunty!” grinned
Bob Cherry, giving Billy Bunter a playful
dig in the ribs.

Bunter blinked at him. He had been
thinking deeply. He was determined that
the Greyfriars juniors should believe his
statement, and he had been forming a scheme
for that purpose. He nodded.

“Yes, T'd better go and have a word with
him,” he remarked.

“ Ananias!”

“What's the good of keeping that up, you
awful fibber?” said Johnuy Bull impatiently.
“You know we don’t believe a word of it.”

“You'll see. 1 suppose the hus will wait
a bit while T go and see my old pal?”

“Oh, we'll wait!” grinned Bob. “But—"

“Then I'H go.”

The jumiors looked at him in surprise. Billy
Bunter had a way of keeping up a “ whopper ”
till the very last moment, but it really began

—to look as if he had been telling the truth
this time. Of course, it would not have been
a specially remarkable thing if be had had
a personal acquaintance with the black foot-
haller. The juniors had disbelieved him
simply because he was Bunter.

“You don’t really mean to say that you
know the chap?” said Wharton.

“Just wait and see,” said Bunter loftily.

“Of course, it isn’t impossible,” caid Beb
Cherry. “Anybody might know him, I sup-
pose, Only Bunter pretends to know every-
body that’s talked ahout.”
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“THE BLACK FOOTBALLER!”

the Famous Footballer,
there is fun and excitement in plenty.
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“He's guite an old pal,” said Bunter. “I
suppose I'd better go round to the players’
entrancey”

“You can get to the dressing-rooms this
way,” sald Johnuy Bull; “and we'll wateh
you go in.' :

Bunter hesitated a moment.

“ All right,” he said.

And he made his way towards the exit by
which the players had gone.

Wharton & Co. watched him. They were
very interested. If would be a great occasion,
as Bob Cherry remarked, upon which Bunter
was discovered to have Deen telling the truth.
An attendant stopped Bunter at the exit,
and the juniors watchied him: exchange a few
words with the man, who then allowed him
to pass

“By jove,” said Wharton, “he’s

Bob Cherry rubbed his eyes.

gene in!”

“Y suppose I'm not dreaming?” he
remarked. “He must have been telling the
truth for omee. Well, wonders will never
cease!”

Johhny Bull grunted wep'lcallv

“He could make some excuse for going in.”
he said, *“He might pretend that he had a
message for somebody.”

“Why, so he could!” said Bob.
thought of that.”

“Let’s get back to the bus!’ said Wharton.

And the Greyfriars party trooped out, and
returned to the waiting motor-bus. where
Billy Bunter joined them just in time to
avoid being left behind.

Lord Mauleverer took the driver’s seat; and
the motor-bus swooped along the road at a
spapking rate. The Greyfriars crowd burst
into song, and their voices rang far on either
side of the road as the motor-bus rushed on,
with gleaming lights, through the "athermg
dusk.

Greyfriars was reached all too scon. And
the junibrs, as they swarmed in, agreed
unanimously that the afterncom’s excursion
had been a tremendous success, and the best
thing of the term, and there were cheers in
the dusky Close, for Lord Mauleverer,

THE END.

“1 never

RICHARDS.

comes {o Greyfriars—and

1%-"..::%-%-“‘“&

-‘!Hiii!IHII!I!EHIH!IEIIHHliillm;miHIIIIHIHIIIHIMIIH

QUR CORRESPONDENCE =
EXCHANGE!

Open to All Readers of the
= “ Companion Papers.”
R T T H e

H. G. Clarke, 400, Selwyn treet Christ-
church, New Zealand, wishies to corre:,pond
with readers interested in boxing, tennis,
amateur journalism, pigeons, and the ex-
change of back numbers. He would aiso like
a reader in England to supply him with 2
copy of an amateur magazine.

J. Francis Teo, 24, Macao Street, Singapore,
Straits Settlements, wishes to correspond
with readers, ages 18-22, anywhere; exchange
of stamps. All letters answered.

I. Negus, 27, Tooke Street, Unck’s Hill,
Newcastle, N.S.W., Australia, wishes to cor-
respond with readers interested in stamps
and foothall, ages 11-13.

Miss May R. Hartnell, Yeovil, Port Albert,
Kaipara, Auckland, New Aealand wishes to
hear news of Paym)nd Meredith.

Miss Ivy Bailey, 1, Northgate Avenue, Cop-
nor, Portsmouth, wishes to correnpond with
readers overseas, ages 14 upwards. All letters
answered.

Dudley M: Pilcher, 34, Dnndas Streef;
Seatoun, Wellington, New Zealand. wishes o
Cor reﬁpond wutly:eaders anywhere; interested
in stamp collecting; be wishes to exchange.
All letters anw“eled

F. Bottomley, 48, Downhills Park Road,
Tottenham, N. 15, wants readers and con-
tributors 10:' his t'ypewutten and illustrated
magazine, “The Pathfinder "; pass reund
system. Readers wishing to eschange hooks
should join this eorrespondent’s back-number
ageney. .

Philip Muzlin, 10, Belgrave Read, St. Jolin's
Wood, N.W. 8, wishes to hear from readers
who are interested in the “ Holiday Annual.”

Gert P Coetzee, 462, Proes Street, Pre-
toria, Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to
correspond with readers in South Africa,
especially stamp collectors.

Mahomed Hahih, Jassawala Hall, Warden
Road, Bembay, India, wishes to correspond
with readers who are interested in stamps,
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pictures, pamtm,, photograpby, sports, and
old stories in the “ Magnet.”
Harry Kihn, 18, Gordon Street, Garden,

Cape Town, South Africa, wishes to carre-
spond with readers, ages 16-18, in the British
Isles, France, and Canada: All letters
answered. :

Miss Ilossie Larson, 49, Pirie Street, Routh

Boulder, Western Australix; wishes to
correspond with readers, ages. 15-18, any-
where.

Percy Edward Matthews, Solomentown, Pf,
Pirie, South Awnstralia, wishes to corre s')ond,
with readers (-ny‘\here for the cYCllJX]*"‘e of
stamps. All letters answered.

Godfrey Tilbrook, Clare, South Australia,
wishes to correupond with readera in England
and- Ireland, ages 19-20-

N. Loafer, 12, St. Paul's Place, Canonbury,
N.1, wishes to correspond with readers in
the United States.

Ernest Hobson, 38, Farnham Street,
Leicester, wishes to hear from readers who
are running amateur magazines,

T

A 184-Page Catalogue—

Branthigs and Agents in gil Towns,

 COMPLETE OUTFITS irom 4/-

. Just out. Ouver b0O designs end 15 delightful
pastimes. A free Coal Cubinet design with
each copy. -Get yours now—9d. or 1/- post free.

HOBBIES, H3'5%), DEREHAM

FRETWORK

FOR BOYS

You will be delighted with the -things you can turn out in Flefwork Real

useful things of which you may
buy the tools and start right away.
Hobbies to secure the best. /\ free
weekly with the little journal,

to 60/-

e proud.
Be sure and get

*“ Hobbies,”

newsagent can supply.

You can

dCS]gn is given
which your
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“THE
RIVAL SPORTSMEN!”

_ (Continued from page 26.)
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almost fiercely, and Tony Wagg had recog-
nised the newcomer upon the scene as the
suspended football-player, Jem Newbold.

“8o thab treacherous tyke Is stiil hob-
nobbing with Courtney—eh?” Tony thought.
#1 wonder what they are chinwagging aboul
sn_deedily?”

Prompted by =& sudden impulse, Tony
Wagg slipped quietly away from his party
and moved through the crowd towards
Hlarry Lestrade’s cousin and his companion.

They had chanced to halt near whers a
crowd was gathering about a sportively-
attired tipster, who vowed that for the
modest sum of half-a-crown e could give

ittt

anyone and everyone a  “stone-dead
certainty ¥ for the next race.
Tony mixed with this throng, so that

neither Courtney nor Newbold noticed him,

as he worked his way near them and ne
caught SCraps of what they were saying.
“How the thunder could I help it?”
Courtney was snarling savagely. “Didn't
come that cropper for pleasure, you fooll”
Then came Newbold’s tomes, and he said

sometiuu" about ‘“the young cub” -and
“reveng

“1'll see I'll have that!” Courtney
assured him; and, glancing at his face,
Tony 5aw that it was murderous, - “I'll get
him before he’s many hours omer = B
already got a plan. . .. revenge. befo;e
1 clear out of the country.”

Tony Wagg's face was grave as he

turned and left the spot. - That the two
scoundrels  were bent upon striking a last
blow at Harry Lestrade the football-trainer
felt .certain, and his first impulse was to
warn his young friend to be upon his guard.

The trainer “said nothing to Harry when
he rejoined him and the others, however.
On second thoughts, he decided that he
would keep his own counsel, but place
Uourtney and Newbold under & strict sur-
veillance.

Knowing Harry TLestrade as. he did, Toony
Wagg was fairly sure that to coution the
boy would be aboub as eflective as pouring

7
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water upon & duck’s back, He was ion
courageous to bother about the possibility
of an enemy harming him.

Tony happened to know that Austin
Courtney was staying at a smaller hotel
almbst opposite to the Majestic dn the
London Road, for he had chanced to see him
leaving it that morning.

Knowing he could pick up his trail there,
provided he remained in Liverpool for any
length of time, the football-trainer pur-
posely allowed himself to get separated
from Marry and his other friends, when a
move was made from the course and he
hired a taxi and drove into Liverpool.

Here Tony went infto a post-office and
asked to see a local directory. He dis-
covered the name and address of a well-
known firm of theatrical costusmiers and wig-
makers and journeyed to its establishmeent

in Prescott Street
me so that mv gn
she were still akZe,

“Can you  disguise
mother, supposing
would not recognise me?” Tony asked of the
agsistant who stepped forward to attend to
him. . “I want to play & Joke on some
friehds and give them o surprise.,”

{(To be eontinued.)

DON'T WEAR A TRUSS‘ ..

Brooks’ Appliance is a new scientific dis-
covery with automatic air cushions that
dravs the broken parts together and binds
them as you would a broken limb. It abso-
lutely holds firmly and comfortably and
never slips. Always light and cool,’and con-
forms to every movement of the body with-
out chafing or hurting. We make it to your
measure, and send it to you on a strict
guarantee of satisfaction or money refunded,
and we have put our price so low that any-
body, rich or poor, can buy it. Remember,
we make- it to your order—send it to you—you
wear it—and if it doesn't satisfy vou, vou

M= sond it back to ts, and we will refiud your
That is the way we do busmes&——always ‘absolutely on the

money,
‘square—and we have sold to thousands of people this way for the

past ten years.. Remember we use no salves, no harness, no lies, no
fokes. We just give you a straight business deal at a reasonable
price. Write at once for cur Hlustrated Bocklet.

BROOKS APPLIANCE C0., LTD. (1876A), 80, Chancery Lase, London, W.C.2

ARE YOU HAPPY

Bright and Cheerful? 1t is impossibls to be so if you suffer from
Nervous I'ears, Awkwardmess in Compauy, Nervous Depression,
Hlushing, Timidity, Sleeplessness, Lack of Will-Power, or Mind
Conesntration. You ean abﬂolutelv overcome all mervous troubles
if you use thes Mento-Nerve Stréengthening Treatment. GUARAN-

TEED CURE OR .MONEY REFUNDED. Send 3 penny stamps |

immediately for particulars.. - GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD,,
543, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

F!Ts reliable home-made remedy. Avoid expensive

patent medicines,  Full particulars free from

XVHITBY & CO., Desk U.J.,, Winsford, Cheshire.

FREE FUN Our Funny Novelty, causing roars of laughter,

FREE to all gending 1/- for 70 Oute Conjuring

Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Catchy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,

5 My stn’ving Magio Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funn ny Readings,

5 Funny Recitations, 21 Monolosuas 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secrets, Easy

Ventmlcquism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thousands de-

lizhted! Greab Fun | =C. I{UGHES 15, Wood 8t., Edgbaston, Birmingham.
forBlueLabel Appro.

50 WAR & ARMISTIGERYSB.‘:%%GPC: rest; Whitstable, Kent. U

{-vals. Mention Gift 501. *B.L. C
: MAGIG TRIGKS ete—Parcels, 2/8, 5/6. Ventriloquist’s
L s TIastrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds,
Price 6d.each,4forl/--~T.W.Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

DQN'T \BE BULi-'ED ¢ Art of Self-Defence -without

Weapons. For small boys and men (also women). Send NOW Four
Penrw Stamps for Splendid {LLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or
3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—Dept, P.R., SCHOOL OF JUJITSU,
31, Golden Sq., Regent 8t., London, W.1. Personal Tuition wiso given.

STGP STAMMER'NG' ticulars Free.— FRA

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, WGNL

can ba cured, quickly and permanently, by ‘a

Fres to applicants

§—Leara the Wonderful Japanese

_B.

Cure yourself as I did. Par- -

Fins New Model Accordeon, 10 X 10% X S& ins.,
Piano- Finished. Aetal-Bound 9-Fold Strong
Bellows, 10 Keys, Eto. Grand OQrgan Tone.
Sent by Return Post tu approved orgers, for 1/-
Deposit and 1{3 Postags, and promlﬂe to send 2/-
fortnightly till 1 m a1l is paid. 2/- TOTO
FREE. Oash Prxce 12/8, Post Free (Elsewhers
Double). Delight or Morey Back. FREE—
Grand leuscrnted (‘ataloguo Post - Fres. Big
Bargains, 7d. to 77/6, Cash or 1/- Week.
Accordeons, 12/6 to 42/-. Gramophones, 39/6
to 77/6 Clocks, 4/8 to 55/-. W&tches B/«
to T0O/-. Jawellery, Novemes Toys.

t g'a,

PAIN’S PRESENTS (x
HASTINGS. Eszubli:hed Schars

,112-Pmcr-: e

a4 2
16-page Hllusirated
< RADIO Supplies
Catalogue.

Permansnt Crystal Detector, as illustrated, 7/6 §
post pald. Always ready; no fiddiing about to find an
azctive point, - Wireless sets from £3 103, complefe.
Write to-day.—British Radio Sales Co., Ltd.
stephen’s Buildings, Gresse Streets London.

STAMPS FREE ! "1’,000 SETS ONLY.

Whilst the stock lasts I will give a Complete Set of 14 Pictorial
Ukraine (including high values), and also a Set of 5 Bolshevist
‘- Ukraine, to every appliant who sends 14d. for postage and asks to

see my Special Approvals rite at once.
= ot VIGTOE AN ROFT, MATLOCEK.

This handsome full-sized Gent's Lever
"R Watch sent upon receipt of 1/-. Afier
approval send 1 /- more, the balance may
w5\) thenbe ﬁald by 6 monthly instalments of
21- each. Cusranteed 5 years. Chain

offered Free with every watch. Cash
returned in full i dnsau-ﬁed Send 11
cow to Simpson's Ltd. (Dept 80)
94, Queen Rd., Br!ghtm‘l. Sussex

BE BIG —During the past ten years we have supplied our Qievan
®  foientific Treatment for increasing the height to over
20,000 students.. Less than 200 have written to say they have not meoursd
all the increase they desired. 99 per cent. of succsssful regults i3 a wonder-

iul achievement. Health and stamina greatly improved: ' If under 40, sand
P.C. for particulars and our £100 guarantes to ENQUIRY DEPT A MP.,
1‘7 STRCUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

100- t‘t %mple, 1/6. Post Free. Stamp
FILMS, CHEAP i ittt istesy
L] GHURGH STREET, WEST HAM, 2-15.
SETS.— legt,
w ' R E L Es Parts forﬂt!gu ﬂllimvi:;er. Beflfust&r‘;gedmﬁ?laugc?m:“ﬂ
Desk B, DEAN TRADING CO., 94, Drayton Avenue, West _Ealing, W.13.

FREE §—Set of 25 Poland and Dithumﬂa Stamps, FREE to thosa
seudm postage and asking to see Approval Sheets of Stamps.
—M. FLORICK, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, 8.E.15.

NEBVOUS’ SHY Do YOU lack ﬂeﬂ-conﬁdenee!’ Do YOU

Blush, Starf, Tremble, Grow ConfusSed
BLUSHING

when spoken to 7 E’ael Nervous, Timid, Shv

v Write at‘once for frse .
HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS.—Machines from 7/6; with Take- in Company ? Write af f’" :
€3, Large Stoek ot Films, Sample Film, 1/, ot b L?siup}ééof ticalars of simple permanent homs cure fm 7 days, - U.J.D

Desk E. DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenus, West Enling, W.13. 12, All 8aints Road, St. Anno's-on-—taa. -

85 FORBIGN STAMPS—Montserrat, Ouracao, Mauritius, French Soudan, - —Ventruoquisk’u Yoiea Imtrument Inviaible
Newfoundland, Tasmania, etc. Price 4 B0 German 9d., 50 Hun 4 FUN FOR ALL- {s 3
50 Austria 8d.,25 Fnch. Colonials 9d. »T\ﬁ! nemzé Villa St. Walwo;ltll\g”y~81d S Rt 1P e nas, Bt

€to. 64 each; 4 for 1/- (Vent. Treatise In {ll ). —Ide&l Co., Clivedon, Som. -
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