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2 There's a programme next week that'll take some beating!

WHAT'S FOR NEXT WEEK, CHAPS ? See the

Bumper Programme below !

GRAND PHOTOS OF FAMOUS SPORTSIMEN!

The mwagnificent glossy photographs of famous sportsmen which
the Porviar is giving away cvery week arc ereating a sensation!
They are the best possible, and T advise all my friends to make su
of each fine portrait. Look out for the grand real photo give
next week!

“THE CHASE ACROSS THE SEA!”

Next week's thriling Greylfriars story is so much out of the
common that I should like to devote a good bit of space to
referring to the many tremendous situations it describes, and the
wonderful drama of tlhe whele business. Unluckily, there is no
room to enlarge on the plot of this—one of the grippiest yarns
to which Frank Richards has sep his name. It all pans out this
way: Vernon-Smith flies from justice! That is what it amounts
to! The Bounder thinks he has killed Gerald Leder, and he runs
for it} .

“STRANDED!”

Cedar Creek scores mext week! The spirited chums of ihe
Backwoods School will be found far up country, right away in the
mysterious wilds. Aud they are up against something they dig
not expect, too! lt's like this. Frank Riehards, the trusty Bob,
and the others are stranded. They ave fairly swallowed up in the
back of beyond.

“ BORROWED QLORY !

The Rookweod story for mext Tuesday is a certain winper.
Somehow, one sort of senses that Tubby Mufiin ie in this busine
He is, that, up to his neck. Tubby and brav ery are usually as
apart as the Poles, bub the fat fellow saw a ehanece of posing
as 2 giddy hero and ’mok,it. As the poct said, there is a tide
in the affairs of men wlieh, taken at the ﬂood, leads on to fortune.
If Buikeley had not mllen inte the river, Tubby would not have
had his opportunity. But Bulkeley did phm«'e into the watery
¢lement, and semebody fished him oub. Mr. Owen Conauest shows
in an amazing sequence of bl‘\&.)\ incidents that the glory of the
rescue falls to Mnifin. And Tubby makes the most of it, be sure! =

“THE SPORTING SEVEN Y

Baggy Trimble is throwing his weight aboub these days! 16
might have been thought that oue would have to wait till the
cows eome home to see Trimble as a patron of spert; but the
unexpected often happens! Baggy is in funde, and he organises
a teams of bright chaps from Wayland to meet Tom Merry &
Co. The results are quite szatisfactory.

THE FLOWERS THAT BLOOM IN THE SPRING!

All the cheery things in this departmernt will be found flourish-
ing like a green bay-tree in next week’s marvellons issue of
“Billy Bunter's Weekly.” 1t Is just the very article you wunt at
the season when the first primmrose peeps out amidst the g&r
leaves. The plain fact is you will have to go easy with Bunter
Special Spring Poets’ Number! If you are not careful, you wiil
be swept off your feet with the romance amd enthw and -

ot i The coming supplement is simply packed with poetic
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“STAND AND DELIVER!Y
i ‘one missed next week's

! instalment of

David Goodwin’s powe 1. Fhe explmts of the two comrades

of the highway, Diek Turpin and Young Neville, make magie reading.
OUR COMPETITION!

The above useful test of keenmess will be found as usnal, It
is a feature which makes more hieadway with each week that cowmes

' Dour Editor,

HISTORY BELOW. :
prize.

ANOTHER GHANGE FOR YOU—

JUST SOLVE THE SIMPLE PICTURE PUZZLE
You may win a {opping cash

What You Have To Bo.
Here is a splendid new compeiition
which I am sure will interest you. On
this page you will find a history of Fulham
Football Club in picture-puzzle form. What
invited to do is to solve this

FIRST pRlZE £5 0 0: SCCOi\d prize £2 lﬁ 0: :»:‘){m‘:’,kand when youn have done so, write

TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH.

your solution on a sheet of paper. Then
sign the coupon which appears below, pin
it to your solution, and post it flo
“Fultham 7 Cempetition, Poruran Office,
Gough House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, so as

to reach that address not laler than

THURSDAY, March 8th, 1923,
The: FIRRT PRIZE of 55 will be

awarded to the reader who submits a solu-
tion which is o\avﬂy the same as, or

P ey

[ Dur C/Jb
was
54

nearest to, the solution now in the posses-
sion of the Bditer. In the event of ties
the prize will be divided. The other prizes
will be awarded in order of merit. The

Editor veserves the right to add {ogether
and divide the value of all, or any, of the
prizes, but the full ameount will be
awarded, It is a distinet condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor must
be accepted as final. Employees of the

pI‘OJ)He‘(H~ of this journal are not c‘hmbw
to compete.

This cowpetilion is yun in conjunction
with Loys Friend,” “Magnet,” and
“(lem,” and readers of these ]omvah are
invited to comnpete.,

T enter “Fulbam » Competition,
and agree to accept the Editor’s

=
10000
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WHEN MONEY COUNTS! .

3

FOOTBALL EXTRAORDINARY!

With his newly-gained wealth Baggy Trimble ¢ gefs busy ' with his sporting camnpaign to moke

Hloee

THE TEAI

Tom Merry & Co. * sing small !
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Merry & Co,,
The Chums of
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Baggy Qets Busy.

13 ISTEN!" said Monty Lowther.

The Terrible Three of St. Jim's
who were strolling arm-in-arm
along the Fourth-Form passage,

on their way to visit Jack Blake & Co.,
stopped short, and pricked up their ears.

¥rom Study No. 2 came a musical chinking
sound, as of someone counting coin.

“Sound.s like a glddy miser reckoning up'

his hoard!” said Manners.

Chink, chink, chink!

Tom Merry threw cpen the door of Study
No. 2 without ceremony. He gazed into the
apartment, and Manuers and Lowther peered
over Lis shoulder.

A strange sight met the juniors' gaze.

Baggy Trimble was seated at the table,
his eyes gleaming, his hair dishevelled. Be-
fore him, on the table, was a bundle of
Treasury-notes, and several piles of half-

crowns, florins, shillings, and sixpences.
Bagay was now engaged in sorting out
coppers.

“What the thump—a->' began Tom Merry,
in amazement.

Baggy Trimble gave a violent start. He
leaned forward, and spread bhis hands out
over the mouey, as if he feared that the
Terrible Three might help themselves.

“PBuzz off, you fellows!” he exclaimed.
“Like vour cheek to come barging in here.
Pity T didn't lcek the door!™

The Terrible Three were staring at the
plump miser and his hoard.

“The King was in his counting-house,
counting out his money!” quoted Monty
Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Lowther——"

“So you are still in  funds, Trimble?”

gaid ®om DMerry.

“Looks like it, deesn’t i6?” growled Baggy.

“Where did this latest windfall corae
from?” )

“I don't see why I should enlighten your
curiosity,” said Baggy Trimble. “I suppese
you think I've been burgling a bank?”

“It wouldn't altogether surprise us if you
had,” said Manners.

Tom Merry advanced towards the tahle.
And Baggy Trimble grew wildly excited.

“8tand back, you rotter! I don't want
you fingering my money—""

“I'm not going fo fouch your money, you
fat idict! But I sha'n’t leave this study
until you've toid me where it came from.
You're such a dishouest toad that a fellow
can't help being a hit suspicicus.”

“Oh, really, Merry—— It's jolly mean
of you to imply that I came by this money
dishonestly. Matter of faet, my Uncle

Solomon sent it."”

“But he sent you a tenner oniy the other
day—"

“What's that got to do with it? He ecan
send me a Yenner every five mmutes, if he
likes. The more the merrier.”

Tom Merry looked thoughtful.

“This Uncle Sclomon of yours 15 a bit
of a puzzle,” he said. “You say he's a
gold-miner?”’ g

“Yes, out in Klondyke.”

“Then how is it he has only just started
to shower remittances on you?”

“He didn't have a chance before. He's
been prospeeting for years, and he's only
just struck oif ”

“Oil!” said Monty Lowther. TRaE"L
thought you said he was a gold-miner?”

‘So he is, you ass—"

“Then he ought to have struck gold, not
oil.”

“Ha, ha, hal™”

Baggy Trimble gave & snort.

“You know jolly well. what I mean,” he

said. “My uncle’s ship has only just come
home——-"
“Bu(; you smd he was out in Klondyke!"
“8o0 he is

“But if he’s out in Klondyke, how can
his ship have come home?" asked Lowther
innocently

“That was a figure of speech, you idiot!
What 1 mean ig, he's only just made good.”

“Oht

“My unecle’'s had a hard time of it out
there,” esplained Baggy Trimble. “He's
been prospecting for years and years, and
never struck a bif of gold——"

“Perhaps he was afraid the gold might
strike him back?” suggested Lowbher.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Dry up, you ass! As T was, saylng,
Unecle Solomon's had a vough time of it,
but the tide has furned at last. He's got a
gzold-mine of his ewn, and hec's a willionaire
several times over. Thatk why he can

afford to send me such fat remitbances.”
(Copyright in the United States oF Anmerica,

Tom Bierry & Co. were obliged to accept
this explanation of Baggy Trimble's sudden
accession to wealth. But they wers no
means convinced of its truth. 1t was curlous
that Uncle Solomon, the wealthy gold pros-
pector, had never been heard of until lately.

“I say, Merry,” said Baggy Trimble sud-
denly, “i asked you the other day if I could
buy a place in the junmior eleven—"

Tom Merry looked grim.

“And you had your answer,” he said.
“You went ouvt of our study on your neck.
And you'll go out of your own study in the
same way, if you're not jolly careful!”

“But—but I'm willing to give you dlive
pounds for a place in the team——"

Bagg{ Trimble broke off abruptly. He
didn't tike the expression on Tom Merry's
face.

“Enough of that!" sald the capfain of
the Shell sternly. “Places in the footer
eleven are obtained through merit, not
through money or unfair influence. The
sooner you digest that fact, Trimble, the
better

Baggy's eyes gleamed wrathfully.

“8So yowre nof going to give me a place
fn the team?” he said.

“Not at any price!”

“And yet I bought you a whole lot of

fnew geart for the club.”

“You cau have it back,” said Tom Merry.

“Thanks, I will. ¥ shall want it for my
own team. Since you won’t let me play
in your eleven, I propose to raise one ot
my own, a team that will lick yours into
a cocked hat!”

The Terrible Three chuckled.. They had
heard this threat bLefore, and it Ieft them
cold. #
“Let’s leave thc fat dummy to count up
his filthy luere,” said Manners.

And the juniors Atrolled out of the study.

When they had gone, Baggy Trimble sat
gloating over the piles of money in front
of him. =

“They swallowed
Solomon,” he murmured,
“But if they only knew!”

The gold-mining uncle did nof exist—save
in Baggy’'s fertile imagination. The fat
junior's wealth bhad come to him from
another source. It had been bestowed upon
him by Sic Jeffery Manning, a local baronet.

Sir Jeffrey had been attacked one evening,
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in a lonely meadow, by a tramp. He
had fallen to the ground unconscious, and
the tramp had been about to rob him when
Baggy Trimble came on the scene. Baggy
was fleeing from a number of village roughs
ab the time. He fjumped clean over a
hedge, and landed heavily upon the tramp
who was about to rifle Sir Jeffery's pockets.

It was very dark at the time, and the
scared out of his wits by the
fourteen-stone thunderbolt which had de-
scended upon him so suddenly, scrambled
to his feet and fled for dear life.

When Sir Jeffery Manning regained con-
sciousness, Baggy' Trimble posed as a
gallant hero. He allowed the baronet to
think that he—Baggy—had fought 2 fierce
hand-to-hand encounter with the footpad,
and. driven him away.

On  the strength of Baggy's alleged
bravery, Sir Jeflery had given the fat
junior fifty pounds, in various instalments.

Trimble was not entitled to this money.
He had no right to pose as a Hero, for he
had certainly dome nothing heroic. Had
the footpad shown fight, Baggy would have
scuttled away and left Sir Jeffery to the
scoundrel’s mercy.

In receiving money from the baronet,
Trimble was behaving downright  dis-
honestly. - But he was too obtuse to realise
the fact. He “kidded” himself into
believing that he had actually saved Sir
Jeffery's- life, and he had acceptéd the
money without any qualms. He would have
accepted more, too, if more could be had.
But Sir Jeffery did not seemr disposed to
g0 ‘beyond fifty pounds.

With his ill-gotten gains,
bought a gramophone, and
hesides several nicknacks
But there was still a
enough to finance
time, at any rate.

Having failed to purehase a place in the
86, Jim’s eleven, Baggy was determined to
raise a team of good players from outside
the school, with a view to challenging Tom
Merry to a mateh.

But how was he to get the players?

Baggy pondered over this problem as he
scooped up his money and restored it to his
pockets. Good footballers would want find-
ing. They didn’t grow on every bush.

Trimble seated himself in the armchair,
first of all picking up a paper which
Mellish, his study-mate, had left lying there.
e glanced casually at the paper. It was
the current issue of the “Wayland
Gazette,”

Baggy leaned back in the armechair, his
gaze travelling idly over the advertisement,
columns. Then, under the heading of
“FOOTBALL NOTICES,” he suddenly ob-
served a paragraph which fixed his interest.

“WAYLAND WARRIORS F.C.—This eclub
baving heen disbanded, ten of its playing
members (average age 17) find themselves
tisengaged. They will be pleased to accept
any engagements from now to the end of
the season. All splendid footballers.—Apply
to HARRY HUGGINS, Blacksmith, Brighton
Road, Wayland.”

_“What luck!” chortled Baggy Trimble,
rising to his feet. “Here are fen players
crying out for a job. I'll go along and see
this fellow Huggins, and fix up a team.
The eleventh man will be me, of course.
My hat! Tom Merry will shake in his shoes

Trimble had
a new suit,
for his study.
goedly sum Jeft—
a football team for a

when he sees what a fine, hefty team I've

got!”

Trimble hurried out of the study. He
made his exit at the same moment as
Mellish made his entry, and there was a
grinding collision in the doopway.

“Ow!?

“Wow!”

“Why don’t you look where you're going$”
growled Baggy Trimble,

. “Sorry, old man,” said Mellish, who had
been most polite to Trimble since the latter
had come into his small fortune.

“Bless your sorrow!” snapped Baggy.
“Look here, I want to borrow a bike?”

“You can borrow mine, with pleasure,”
said Mellish. “If T can ever be of any
service to you, dear man, you've only to let
me know.”

Without so much as a thank you, Bagey
Trimble rolled away to the bicycle-shed.
And a few moments later he was pedalling
and puffing laboriously along the road to
Wayland.
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“The Sporting Seven ! is the Title of Néxt Week’s R

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
The Rainbow Rovers !

AGGY TRIMBLE dismounted outside
the Wayland smithy. It did not
stand under a spreading chestnut
tree, like the traditional smithy. It

wa3 a ramshackle little place, standing well
back from the pavement.

A brawny youth, of Hereulean proportions,
was working at the forge. Baggy Trimble
hailed him.

“You Mr. Hugginsg?”

“That’s me!” was the
“Wot can I do for you?
want shoein’?*

“Not at present,” said Baggy. “But I
expeet I shall own quite a lot of horses
later om—racehorses, of course!”

Harry Huggins. stared at the fat junior.

“Be you a bloated millionaire, then?” he
inguired.

cheerful reply.
Got any ‘osses that

“(@etting on that way,” said Baggy,
jingling the silver in his pocket. “Look
here, Huggins—I'll drop the * mister,

because this is no time for formalities—1I've
called to see you about your advertise-
ment?”

“Oh, ah!” said Huggins.

“Is it correct that Wayland
have been dishbanded?”

The young blacksmith
hand across his brow.

“Dunno wot you mean by disbanded,” he
said.

“But you used the word in your adver-
tisement—-"

“0Oh, ah! But I never writ that myself.
Got our old sekkertery to put it in the
paper for me. If you mean, ’ave Wayland
Warriors_packed up, the answer's ‘Yes.””

Harry Huggins was careful not to explain
why. The truth of the matter was that
Wayland Warriors had been expelled from
the Wayland and District League for per-
sistent foul play.

“Well, look here, Huggins, I've got a job
for you,” he said eagerly.

“Oh; - ah

“Don’t keep saying that.
felloW's nerves,” said Baggy
“Would you mind dropping it?”

“Oh, ah!” said Huggins. “You’ll ’ave to
excuse me, sir, I ain’t 'ad the eddication
wot you ’ave. But wot's this ‘ere job you
was speakin’ of?”

Warriors

passed @ grimy

It gets on a
irritably.

“First of all,” said Baggy, “let me
introduce myself, My npame’s Trimble—

Bagley Trimble—and I belong to St. Jim’s.
Owing to personal jealousy, I've been re-
fused a place in our eleven, so I'm going
to raise a team of my own, and challenge
the beasts to a match, see!”

“0Oh, ah!”

“Will you join my team, Huggins?’

“All depends, Master Trimble.”

“On what?”

“On ‘ow much I'm going fo get out of
it. Me an’ my mates are good l‘ootbal‘lers,
an' we can't give our services for nothin’.”

“Qh, that’s all right,” said Trimble, with

b LOUs

The 1008t wonder-
ful and exoiting
. story of pirates,
the “ JollyRoger,"”
and hidden trea-
sure ever written,
You can start it
in this week’'s
“UNION JACK "
out on Thursday,
March 1st),

Order your copy
TO-DAY, and ask
A your newsagent
to keep you @
Wi} copy each week
Ask for

"The POPULARITY of the “Popular’’ grows every week!

an airy wave of his hand. “I'll provide
you with jerseys, and boots, and all the
rest of it, and pay you five bob a match.
How will that suit you?”?

“Tip-top!” said Harry Huggins,

“1 want to see you fellows play, before
we call it settled,” said Baggy. “You might
be a set of duds, for all I know.”

“Duds! Perish the thort, Master Trimble!
'l round up the other chaps, an’ we’ll
come oub on the recreation-ground an’
show you what we can do.”

“Go ahead, then.”

It was arranged that Bagecy Trimble
should proceed to the recreation-ground,
and wait there till the ten foothallers
arrived,

Baggy had to wait quite a long time,
for Harry Huggins had to go forth intae
the highways and the byways, so to speak,
to collect his men. But at last they puu
in an appearance, and Baggy’'s eyes glistened
when he saw them. They were big, brawny
fellows, mostly of the labouring type. Their
height and girth were tremendous. None
of them wore football attire, but one of
them carried a football,

“’Ere we are!” said Harry Huggins
affably. “If you’d care to stand in that
goal, Master Trimble, we'll be pleased to
show you wot we can do.”

Having carelessly thrown Mellish’s bicycle
on to the grass, Baggy took up his posi-
tion between the posts.

Harry Huggins & Co. divested themselves
of their coats, and rolled up their sleeves,
revealing powerful muscles.

“You take first kick, Charlie,” said
Huggins, addressing a shock-headed giant.

Charlie obliged. He drove the ball .in
with such force that it knocked Baggy
Trimble clean into the net.

“Goal!”

“Haw, haw, haw!®

Baggy sat up in the goalmouth, with a
dazed expression on his face.

“Qw! I—I wasn't ready for that. omel!’?
he gasped. >

Harry Huggins fished the ball out of the
net, and gribbled it to a distance of about
twenty yards.

“Be you ready now, Master Trimble?*? he
called out.

u‘YeS'U 5

‘“*Ere goes, then!”

Plonk!

The hobnailed boot of Harry Huggins mef
the leather, and it fairly flashed towards the
goal. Baggy Trimble tried to dodge it, but
he might as well have tried to dodge a
cannon-ball. For the second time, he was
knocked backwards into the net.

“Lumme!” said Charlie, the shock-headed
youth. “This is better’'n playin’ skittles!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”

Baggy staggered to his feet.

“Yow! ,T've had enough!” lhe panted.
“I’m quite satisfied that you fellows ecan
shoot. If you play like this against Tom
Merry’s team, yowll simply pulverise them!
Now, are you all willing to be sworn in as
members of my team?”

There was a general nodding of heads.

“@ive me your names, then,” said Baggy,
taking out his notebook, “and tell me
which positiors you play in. The centre-
forward berth is reserved for me, so none of
You-can collar that.”

“’ll give you the names,”
Huggins. “@oalkeeper—Georze Grubb,
Right back—Bill Brewer. Left back—
’Enry Brewer. Right ’alf—Ted Brewer 2

“How many more?” asked Baggy, busy
with his pencil. “There’s enough Brewers
here to form a brewery!”

“There’'s one more,” said Huggins,
that's Ben Brewer, at centre ‘alf.
left is Steve Jenkins. Got that?™

Trimble nodded.

“Now for the
“Me at outside-right,
inside-right, yerself at
Perey Parker at  inside-left,
Parker at outside-left,’”

“Good!” said Trimble, closing his mote-
book with a snap. “Now want you
fellows to come hefore me one at a time,
and sweap-—>’

“Which we ain't given to strong lang-
widge,” observed Harry Huggins.

“Ass! I don™t mean that. I want you
to swear allegiance to me, your skipper.”

“Oh, ahl»

“You first, Huggins,
these  words after

said Harry

“an’
The

forwards,” sald Huggins.
Charlie  Coggins
centre-forward,
an’  Jerry

You will
me 1

repeat
Harry

Hugging——" "’
ollicking St. Jim’s Tale.
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“, ’Arry 'Uggins—"

“Po hereby . promize fo be yal to
me—""

“Po hereby promise to he loyal to
me—I mean, you—-"

“In all my foothall undertakings, from
this day forthwith.”

“In all my foothall undertakings, ¢till

this day fortnight,” said Huggins, who” had
not quite caught the last sentence.

Baggy Trimble roundly rebuked Huggins,
and made him repeat the phrase until he
had got it right. Then the other foot-
ballers came forward in turn, until the
“swearing-in ¥ process was complete.

“Now,” said Baggy, “what are we going
to ecall ourgelves?”

Hugzins suggested the Merry Mudlarks,
but this was ruled out of court, Charlie
Coggins, who was by way of being a
humerist, proposed the Dainty Dancers.
Que ha;l only to note the size of the foot-
ballers” feet to see how ludicrous such
& ;Aéle was.

Affer a good deal of debate
Trimble himself hit upon the (itle
Rainbow Rovers, because, as he
he intended to rig
coun{tless hues.

“Come along with me to the sports out-
fivters,” said Baggy, “and I’ y
with footer togs.ﬁg)’ abireal o

‘Z Wot about our wages?’ asked Huggins.

“I'l pay you all on Saturday, before the
mateh starts.”

‘Good enough.” P

Bagay picked up Mellish’s bicyele, and led
the weird and wonderful precession from
the recreation-ground. Baggy was des-
perately in eardest, but most of the mem-
hers of his eleven looked upon the affair
a5 & huge joke, It was a barticularly good
bit of fun, they reflected, hecause they
wete making money out of it. :

H:wmg purchased the jerseys, the hoots,
and the rest of the paraphernalia, Baggy
instrocted his men to turn up at St Jim's
sou Saturday afternoon at two o'cloeck for
the purpose of putting Tom Merry’s team
through the hoop. The fat junior took it
for granted that Tom Merry would accept
his challenge.

Baggy fancied himself greatly in the role
of player-manager of the Rainbow Rovers.
He posed as a person of considerable wealth,
and Harry Huggins & Co. were greatly
impressed,
Baggy even conceived the notion of
billebing his teara in the village, but on due
reflectior he decided that this would make
too biz a hole in his exchequer. Besides,
the footballers were all local residents, and
Bagsy would have no difficulty in ecalling
upon them at any time.

Having completed his plans for the down-
fall of Tom Merry’s team, Baggy Trimble
eyeled back gaily to St. Jim's.

Bagey
of the
¢ explained
his men out in jerseys of

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Pigmies versus QGiants !

s 'VE raised it!” exclaimed Baggy
Trimble, bursting into Tom Merry's
study, in a state of great excitement.

“Raised what?” asked Monty

Lowthier, “A loan on the strength of Uncle

Selomon's next remlttance?”

‘Don’t be an ass!  I'm simply swimming
_shekels, and I don’t need to raise loans!”
“What have you raised, then?” asked

Manuers. “The roof of the Fourth Form

dermitory, with your snoring?”

We're

“Rats! I've raised my eleven.
calling ourselves the Rainbow Rovers.”
_“Because youw're always corhing out after
it's finished raining?” queried Lowther.

. “No; beeause of the colour-scheme of our
jerseys. I say, Merry, you're willing to play
us on Saturday, of course?”

“I'm not so sure about that,” said Tom.

“You haven't another fixture—"

“True. But I don't see why we should
turn out to play a set of duds and duffers,
whom we shall probably lick by about ten
to nil.” ]

Baggy Trimble glared.

“Do yon call me a dud and a duffer?” he
Gemanded. j

“Certainly! And if all the others are like
vou, we shall have a walk-over.”

“They're not like me. They're vastly
supérior—I--I mean, they’re not nearly up
to my weight, of course. But they’re hefty
fellows., and your team won't stand an
earthly!”

Tom Merry turned to his chums.

the net. “‘Goal!

THE RAINBOW ROVERS AT PRACTICE !
Charlie,’” said Huggins, addressing a shock-headed giant.
He drove the ball with such force that it knocked Baggy Trimble clean into
Haw, haw, haw ! """ (See Chapter 2.)

¥ou take the first shot,
Charlie obliged,

“To be, or net to be?” he said. “Shall
we play these Rainbow Rovers, and send
’lc»hem home with their tails between their
egs?”

“Might as well,” said Manners. “The;
cheeky enough to think they can lick us
we'll teach them a lesson.” 2

And_Monty Lowther nodded approvingly.

After furbher discussion, Tom Merry ac-
cepted Baggy Trimble's challenge.

There was great excitement at St. Jim's
during the days that followed. And it
reached its height on Saturday afternoon,
when all roads led to the foothall field.

The arrival of the Rainbow Rovers, punctu-
ally at two o'cloek, was the signal for a
storm of laughter io break loose.

Tom Merry & Co. were dismayed to see
how tall and hefty their opponents were,
But their amusement was greater than
their dismay.

The appearance of Harry Huggins & Co.
was extraordinary. Joseph's celebrated coat
of many colours would have had to play
second fiddle to their jerseys. Red, white,
and blue, yellow and green and carmine,
purple and' pink and cerise, were but a
selection of the colours that were blended
in those amazing garments.

“The Rainbow Rovers!” pasped Tom Merry.
“They couldn't have been christened more
fittingly!”

“Ha, ha, hal? §

“They are all stars and stripes and dots
and dashest!” said Monty Lowther. “Is that
to strike terror into us, i wonder?'

“They're big fellows,” said Talbot seriously.
“We shall bave all our work cut out to
liek them. They may or may not be good
players, but in height and weight they've
got a terrific advantage”

“But Trimble's in fheir team, so we're
bound to win,” said Dick Redfern. “Baggy
will score a couple of goals at least against
his own side!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

When Baggy Trimble waddled on to the
playing pitch the spectators were in. a state
bordering on hysterics.

Baggy in foothall garb was always a
comical sight, but he had mever looked so
comical a3 now. His multi-coloured jersey
was already beginning to burst in the region
of the sheulder-blades, ang two patches of
bulging flesh were visthle. *

Baggy carried a purse in his hand, and he
looked very pompous and important.
“Have my men arrived?” he asked.

“0h,
yes, thers they are!

Line up in a row, youn

fellows!"

The Rainbow Rovers obeyed with lamb-
like mieekness.

“ Ans your names!” thundered Baggy, in

tones that echoed far and wide.

“'Lre, Master Trimble!”

“Bill Brewer!”

“'Ere!”

“Henry Brewer!”

“'Ere, matey ! =

And =0 it went on uutil the roH-call was
completed., *

“I'li pay you your wages now,” said Baggy
Trimble. And her passed along the line,
handing out five shillings to each member
of the team.

Baggy made these payments in public in
order to create a sensation, and to impress
his schoolfellows with his wealgh.

The footballers, looking extremely grati-
fied, slipped their money into the pockets
of their shorts.

Darrei of the Sixth came striding on to

the playing pitch. He had agrced to aet as
referee,
‘om Merry and Baggy Trimble tossed for
choice of ends. Baggy won, but, in his
sublime ignorance, he set his men to face a
stiff breeze.

Darrel blew his whistle, and there was &
chorus of ircnical shouts from the crowd.

“Play up, Trimble!”

“Throw your fat about!"

“(Go if, the giants!”

The giants certainly “went it.” TFrom
the kick-off, Harry Hugging and Charlie
¢ 5 took the ball down the field be-
tween them. Dick Redfern raced up to
tackle Huoggins, and fthe burly blacksmith
senf him spinning with a poweérful shoulder
charge. Reddy turned a complete somer-
sault as he fell.

"Then Figging tried to capture the ball.
Charlie Coggins, cannoned into him, and
Figgy recoiled from the impact, and fairly
shot along the ground.

Having shaken off their opponents as a
horse might flick away fiies with its tall,

(Continued on page 10.)

“Hugginst"”
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IN CAPTAIN SWEENY’S HANDS!

THE PLOT!

Dicle Neville, outlawed and pursued, falls into the hands of his deadly enemy, the notorvious footpad captain!

P R

e
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A Wonderful Story, dealing with the daring exploits and adventures of Dick
Turpin and Richard Neville—two knights of the broad highway.

. By

DAVID GOODWIN.

Dick Neville, the young sguire of
Faulkbourne, is tyrned out of his rightiul
inheritance by the low-down treachery and
deceit of an adventurer who calls himself
Heetor Neville; Dick’s. cousin. Heetor is
t helped in his vile plotting by reason of the
fact that Dick has fallen into disgrace with
the Government, owing to the assistance
he has reundered the famous highwayman,
Dick Turpin, The young squire has also

BRIEF SYNOQOPSIS OF THE FIRST CHAPTER.

another deadly enemy in Captain Sweeny,
a notorious footpad. Hector Neville is
determined to obtain possession of the
lordly mansion wherein Diek has taken up
his abode. 'The rogue has been foiled the
first time, but he returns to the charge
armed with legal warrants. Dick first of
all resists Hector, but when news comes
through that he has been outlawed, and
that the King's Riders are after him, he

{Now Read On.)

leaves Faulkbourne with his brother Ralph,
and Dick Turpin. The three are chased
across the moors, but they escape from the
clutches of the troopers,

When they are safe, Dick turns to his
brother.

“You must leave me here. I am going
to settle the question of Fauikbourne with
Heetor, Either he or I must die before it
is settled.”

{3 CALLED AWAY_THE
:

SECRET MISSION!
“E{ E

Dick.”

said  Ralph.
I rode out to you, 1
Leard that he has sworn never
to rest till he sees you swing-
jng i chains.” 2 2

knows
“ Before

it,

J¥ick jaughed grimly.

. There has been many a gibbet prepared
for me,”” he said, *and many an enemy has
sought my: death. Those enemies have come
to little good, and I still ride the roads.
If ever dangers threatens you, Ralph, re-
member I am your brother!”

And, after a heartfelt handgrip from the
two highwaymen, Ralph turned his horse’s
head and rode back to Huntercombe. ™’

“’Tis sorrow to part with him, doubtless,”
said Turpin, drawing one of his pistols, and
carefully cleaning it, “but the lad is better
out of it ail.”

“I am with ycu there,” said Dick. -“My
only fear iz that he inay have been recognised
by some of the Riders in that little brush
upon the moor. But I think not. Besides,
Lie' is foo young to be lield for such an afiair.”

“He is old enough to hang,’” said Turpin,
“though I think with you that he will come
to no harm this time. Soc now the pan is
clean. Always. see well to your pistol’s
priming, Dick. Your life may rest on It.
'Tis a proverb on the toad that Turpin's
pistols never miss-fire.”

“A pleasing reputation to have,” laughed
Dick. “Add to it that the builet always
Teaches its mark, and 'tis no. wonder they
seek you so eagerly for the gibbef, comrade,
though by this time 1 think there’s little
te choose between us.”

Tre Poruran.~—No 215.

*“Nay, I think 1 am still the most sought
after,” replied Turpin, rdther jealously.
“You are young, and have scarce so pretty
a record as I. Yet I will not deny that you
come second--a very good second.”

“We won't guarrel about that,” said Diek,
laughinz heartily. “If you prefer it, let it
be that you are a still greater blackguard
than I. Ycu know what the pot said to
the kettle, eh, Turpin? But who is this
running out of the wood?”

A brown-faced, bare-legged boy approacthied,
and saluted Turpin.

“ Tis Master Richard Tarpin, sir, 1 doubt

other,” said the highwayman.
“What’s ycur pleasure, my young Romany?*

“I have been following you this hour, sir,
with this message from my father, Jasper
Griengre.”

Turpin tore this missive open, and uttered
an exclamation. ;
. “0d’s wounds!
needs my help sorely, Dick.
swiftly to his aid.”

“So! I'lf come and lend a hand!”
Dick .eagerly.

“Nay, lad! I would like nothing hetter
than to have you, but this is a matter in
which I must move alone. We shall meet
again soon, and I shall have news for you.
Wait for me at the Wensley- cross-roads by
midnight in three days’-time. Farewell now,
for [ spur and spare not!” - . =)

“Good luck go with you! I will be theret”
called Dick; ‘and, with-a  wave of his hand,
Turpin galloped away down the road, cleared
a five-barred gate, and was off across country
as straight as-the erow flies: T b

. <

An old comrade of mine
1 must ride

said

“Now, what under “the stafd ‘wisy Turpin
be riding at such speed for?” said Dieck-to

himself, as he rode along’the North Road at |

an easy tret. “Who s it that needs his aid,
and why should he not let- me come?”

Black Satan shook his ears as if Turpin’s
departure puzzled him. -

“Tither, way, 1 shall be blithe when t{he
hour comes for us to meet at the cross-roads.
What a stauneh, merry rascal it is, and how
good a friend in npeed! Od'so! It takes
the sting even from the loss of Faulkhourne
and my outlawry to ride knee to knee with
him across England. And to think we were
near guarrelling with each other not much
more than half an hour back!”

Dick laughed, and urged Satan to a canter,
as they came upon a breezy down, beyond
which lay the dark woods of Danesford.

o

-suspicion who I was.

LONELY HUT ON THE i
VIOCR ! 5

{THE 5

(£

UT twelve guineas left! Satan, boy,
this will not do. We must fill
our coffers with a_ barker in each
hand, and I will be,blithe to see

some gold-bearing magnate riding this way,

his mind bent on the shillings he could screw

Now, a good stout brewer

from the poor.
Who glips back among the

Hallo!
gorse-bushes?”

Dick was riding on his way to the north,
after staying for. the night at a .small
hostelry near Danesford. Passing. over the
common, he' thought he caught sight of a
shabby-looking fellow watching him among
the whims, 3

“Pink me, if I like those byway inns! I
thought this morning the landlord had some
In truth, Black Satam
and I are becoming too well-known gbout the
country. If mine host. has set any man to
spy upon me, ‘twill be ill for him!”

Dick’s lips set grimly, and he watched

The Grim Shadow of the Gallows Gets Mearer. and Nearer !
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carefully as he rode to see if his movements
were followed. Tor the danger he cared
nothing, but treachery was a thing he always
punished sorely; and, indeed, there were
few by this time who cared to play such
tricks upon Dick o' the Roads, Convirced
after a time that his suspicions were
groundless, he rode on his way to the north,
halting for an hour at mid-day for food, and
pushing -on in the afternoon.

He drew his riding-cloak about him, for
night was beginning to fall, tlie wind was
rising, and the most threatening sky Dick
had ever seen soon shrouded the setting sun.

“0ds! It looks as though a tempest were
brewing., I trust not. A thunderstorm in
Marech is not common, but all the worse when
it happens. On, Satan! Let us find shelter
before the storm -breaks. Yonder is one
who will suffer by it. ’'Tis an odd time to
sit by the roadside.”

A solitary figure, despite the gatheting
storm, sat on the roadside some way ahead.
As Dick approached he saw it was an old
man, poorly clad, who sat with his head
bowed in his hands, oblivious of the threat-
ening sky. So sad and wretched was his
attitude that the. young highwayman was
touched with pity

*What ails you,
drawing rein.
lciter!”

The old man raised his head.

“The tempest can do me no worse hurt,
sir,” he said. “Let it burst. My sorrow is
so deep it ean be no worse.” v

“I grieve to hear it,” said Dick.
matter that I can mend? Any help [ can
give is yours. Perhaps you are in want?”

“'Tis not only money that 1 lack,” said the
old man, “but [ am homeless. This very
day I was cast out from the place I have
lived in all my life, my livelihood taken
from me, and there is nothing left me but
to die!”

“Turned from your home!"” exelaimed Dick.
“Who did such a thing?”

“"I'was Farmer Bence, of Stamford, who
*has bought the land round where my old hut
stood. He would have my little plot as well,
which was mine in freehold, and he schemed
long to get it. IHe has accused me now of
stealing two of his lambs, and go cast me
out!”

“Butbt you did not steal them!” cried Dick.
‘Or, even so, how could he clauim your

good father?” he said,
“By the sky, 'tis no time to

“Is it a

evidence o

but he arranged the
i great wit—

ennningly—for he is a man of
that I dare not answer it in a court of
law. ’'Tis a hanging, and, though I am
innocent, T should die upon the gallows. Sc¢
he forced me to make over to him my little
plot in order that he would not charge me
with the theft. I had no choice but to
obey, and this morning they seized my
poor belongings at the hut, and turned me
oub to starve”

“0d’s blood!” exclaimed Dick. “This is
just such a matter as plcases me to set
right! I will present myself to this Farmer
Bence in such manner that he will think
'tis the fiend himeself has come to claim his
own! Come, . good father, walk at my
stirrap-iron. 1 will see you righted, and
you shall see me teach this man Bence such
a lesson as will shake him to the marrow!”

“My thanks to you, sir!" said the old
man, rising and looking keenly at Dick. “I
gce you are a youth of no ordinary parts
and courage. How you can benefit me 1 do
not know, but I believe you will do it!”

“You shall see,” said Dick. “Now, take me
to the house of this man, and I will lay
a rare jest before you. T have a plan in
my head which promises good, gport, so let
us not delay.” !

“Will you not come first to my hat, sir,”
said the old man, “that you may know I
speak the trnth?”

“Ay,” sald Dick, after a moment's
thought: “perhaps that will be the better
way of it. We will bring the worthy Bence
thither, and show him the error of his ways.
'0Od’s bodikins, but I promise myseif some
sport to-morrow night! Lead on!”

They made their way over the moor till
they reached .the slope of a valley, down
witieh they went. g

“A plaguey - lonely
yours!” gaid Dick.

“I was born in it, and love the lonell-
ness,” :said the old man. “Yonder iz my
poor abode—mine no  longer, since that
cormorant has cheated me of it!” 5

He pointed out a large thatched building
like a barn, standing in a stony ravine.

*¥gad!” murmured Dick, as they reached

spot, this place of

it, “Doubtless you have a love for it,
father; but to a stranger it seems no great
foss, I have seen many a cowshed that was
a palace to it. I wonder, too, 'tis not swept
away by floods, for it looks like the bed of
a4 Tivery” -

“Centuries ago it may hLave been,” said
the old man; “but no water has flowed here
in living memory, and the position is
sheltered from the winds that sweep the
moor.”

“Yet it shows signs of flood-water round
the walls,” said Dick. “But, Od’s fish, good
father, can you have lived in here?” he
added, as they entered. *“Why, half the roof
i3 gomel”

“You must understand that Farmer Bence
wishes the hut removed,” said Dick’s guide,
“and his men have even now begun to pull
it down. The roof was sound yesterday.”

“Now, do you listen well to what I say,
and act upon it,” said Dick.

“I am all attention,” sald the old man.

“To begin with—— Nay, stand where I
can gee your face. What are you passing
behind me for?”

“This!” said the old man.

Dick suddenly felt a pair of powerful arms
thrown round him, like a vice, from behind,
Then in a moment the whole room was filled
with men. They leaped up from behind the
straw-sheaves, rushed in by the door, and
scrambled through the crazy window. They
flung themselves on Dick like one man, and
overpowered him.

“Bind him fast!” said the old man.

And Dick was bound hand and foot,
securely as ropes could make him. They
propped him on his feet against the wall.

The old man advanced slowly, his glittering
eves fixed on the young highwayman.

“Well met, Dick o’ the Road he cried.

It was Captain Sweeny.

“This,” said the footpad captain, waving
his fist round the hut, “is by way of a little
sson to teach you that I always keep my
word. 1 fear, however, you will not live
long enough to profit by it!”

Dick, as well as he could for his bonds,

glanced round the hubt. The most of
Sweeny’s followers were there—a very dirty,
evil-looking, villainous crew. Many of them
Dick recognised as those who had been
beaten off in the attack on Faulkbourne,
when they were after Turpin, and they
laughed in coarse mockery at their captain’s
plight.

“So I have fallen into the hands of the
poultry thieves,” said Dick calmly. “You
are fiying at high game, Captain Sweeny.
Take care you do not capture more than
you can hold. It had been safer for you to
keep to Snatching shillings from little girls
sent. o the village grocer’s upon errands,
which is a trade that better suits you and
your rufflers than this!”

Captain Sweeny gloated upon him with
cruel eyes that gleamed and glittered, deep
sunk in his head. Trinumph and the lust for
revenge were written on every line of his
swarthy face, and, in spite of Dick’s cool
contempt for him, he looked what he was—
the cunningest and most dangerous knave
in England.

“Ten days ago,” he said, devouring Dick
with his eyes, “I nailed on your door a
death-warrant, warning you that your end
was near.”

“You did,” said Dick, “and the kitchen-
maids of Faulkbourne used it to light the
fires. I have to thank you for it.”

“You will sing a softer note ere long,” said
the footpad, licking his lips. “I have now
fulfilled the first part of my promise, and
the second part will shortly begin. You
esteem yourself a youth of quick wits, 1 be-
lieve, but you are neatly tricked this time.”

“You have a certaln low cunning which
serves you well,” said Dick, “and T was off
my guard.” P

“You dog!"” broke out the footpad captain,

starting forward his eyes burning im his
head. “Enough of your tongue! Do you see
that you are in my power at last?

Cringe, grovel, you dog! Beg for merey. as
befits one who has fallen into my hands!
Cower, and pray for your life!”

CAPTAIN SWEENY MAKES A CAPTURE!
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I The lisutenant of the ‘gang fixed a biack mask roughly over Dick’s face. Captain

Sweesny bent down and thrust the torch to the bales of straw and furze.
flame caught and blazed up with a crackie.
the Roads shall elng you to sleep !” cried Sweeny.

The]
¢ Qather round, lads! Dick o'

{See page 8)
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Dick laughed in his face.

“Did you think 2 XNeville would g0 much
as blink an eyelid before such low dogs as
vou?” he said, with rasping contempt.

“You shail pay for that!” said Sweeny,
ticking his lips again. *“You shall seream
for mercy! 'No man has ever crossed my
path and lived, nor bearded me and lasted
st of it! I am Sweeny, you whelp—
Sweeny—Swecny ! There is no hamlet in
Cngland but trembles at the name of me!”

“Enough of bragging,’l said Dick. “Do
vour worst !’

“You whelp!”

Sweeny smote Dick across the face with
«it his force, leaving a livid mark upon the
voung highwayman's cheek and lips.

Dick said nothing, but his eyes glared
defiantly, and Sweeny turned to his men,
Now to your sport, lads! What shalt it

he—the fire, or the little knife?”’

“The fire, ecaptain!” said half a dozen
voices, with a hoarse guffaw. *°Tis a cold
vight, and we shall warm ourselves round 1t
while he grills!®

“Here iz a post that will serve for
a roasting-jack,” said a long, lean rascal, who
was plainly Sweeny’s lieutenant, “ready
driven inte the ground.”

“Well said, Jack?!’ cried Sweeny. “Take
the whelp and bind him fast against it.
Lash him like a hop-pole, and we will wring
different music from that tengue of his.”

They dragged Dick to the cattle-post ir
the centre of the barmn, and bound him to
it so tightly that the cords cut into his
wrists and ankles, laughing brutally the
while. He gave no sign of pain or fear.

“Bring up those bales of straw and gorse,”
said Sweeny. “Pile them about him—not too
thickly, for we do not want too fierce s heat
at first. The night is long, and the sport
would last us an hour or two.”

They made a cross-pile of sheaves round
Dick, who looked straight before him, and
whose face was motionless as if it had been
earved in wood.

Under it his. wits were working swiftly.
falf a seore of plans oceurred to him, bhut
he caw ne way-out. The foetpad eaptain
was not fool enough to let himself be tricked
af his prey, now he had him-tight. -

“They mean: to ‘burs- me,”* thought Dick,
“and I see no help but to suffer it with what

© fertitudé T mray. °Tis an ‘end ‘oi me at last.

Heaven' give me strength to bear it like a

man, for to sliow fear hefore sueh rifi-raff

a5 these would be shame too bitter!”

He groaned inwardly at his folly for letting
himsell be tricked. Yet the trap was a clever
ene, and well set. 1t showed a deep know-
fedge of Dick's ways, for the wrongs of the
)] man by the roadside was a certain bait
to draw the young highwayman into a trap.
Bick had not dreamed that Sweeny was in
the neighbourhood, nor that he was clever
enough a knave to lay sueh a trap and work
it o well.

And now the arrangements were complete,
mud Sweeny, lighting a torech from a barn
lantern that one of the rapscallions carried,
zdvanced to the pile of sheaves.

_ “Prepare to die!” he said, *“You have a
© mimble tongue, but it will grow far nimbler

when the flames take hold! Each word you

Bave.uttered shall be a tongue of fire to gnaw

the life from your body!”

i HOW SWEENY’'S MEN
WARMED THEMSELVES!

WEENY stooped to apply the toreh, but
raised himself again and looked into
Dick’s face.

“Wait,”” he said.
ene chance.
kut [ am always willing to ¢xchange a ruby

S

“I will give you
*Twill deprive us of gfome sport,

fer 2 diamond. Since you took to the roads
zain you have heen riding with Turpin.”

Dick made no reply.

“I have a longer score against him than
auy man in Britain, and, I confess it, he has
ke strangest luck. So far, he has slipped
igh my fingers.”

Taughed savagely.

“Ay. and always will, until one day
will fail to slip through his.”

“Bah!” said the footpad. “Not he, nor
Efty like him, will turn me from my path.
But I own I have found him troublesome.
Bt hias come to my knowledge that you, are
ﬂ-uf‘qn}y living being he trusts. Now, you
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you

The hut melted away as the swirl-
ing waters of the flood swept down
on it. Bound to the stake, Dick
was helpless, and the water rose
higher and higher. (Sce this page.)

may buy your release from the flames if you
will tell me where he is and help to bring

| him_into my hands.”2

“You may set your torch to the pile,”
returned Dick grimly, “and let the fames
mount. It is not our custom ou the road
to sell each other. As for Turpin, he is out
of your reach, and lucky is it fer you. Were
he to appear in- that doorway, with his double
pistols cocked, there would be a rare rush
of footpads for the window!”

Captain Sweeny swore softly to himself.

“He has chosen the roasting; so much the
better sport for us. There is one more thing.
Jack, do you search him for the black velvet
mask and clap it upon his face, He boasted

that, though I might beat Neville of Faulk-

bourne, Dick o’ the Roads was too much
for me, so it is as Dick o’ the Roads 1 will
burn him. Search, man! It should be iu
the foh of his jacket.”

The lieutenant of the gang put his hand

inside Dick’s laced coat, and drew out the:
~younyg

hichwayman’s mask. He fixed it
roughly on Dick’s face, slipping the band be-
hind his head, and the footpads langhed
loudly. . 2

Sweeny hent the knee, and thrust the torch
to the bales of straw and furze. The flame
caught, and blazed up with a crackle and a
fiare. %

“Gather round, lads! Warm yourselves at
the blaze, an’ Diek o' the Roads shall sing
you to sleep!” said Sweeny.

The men gathered round, flinging taunts

at the priconer, and, with coarse jests and

laughter, stretched themseives round the fire.
The flames took fierce hold of the bales, and
volumes of sparks and smoke arose, but as
yet the fire did not reach Dick.

A high wind was roaring overhead, and the
long-gathering storm had burst at last. The
thunder crashed and rolled, and torrents of
rain swept in through the open roof; but
no rain could put out the fire of straw and
furze.

The storm howled and the thunder-claps
echoed like great guns down the narrow
valley. The fury of the elements seemed a
fitting accompaniment to the tragic end of
the young highwayman’s fife.

There’'s a rush Yor the newsagents’ every TUESDAY!

Such a pall of greasy, curling smoke rese
from the first of the fire that Dick gasped
and fought for breath. Sweeny’s voice rang
out above the roar of the wind that raged
round the hut.

“Pull the damp bales away; they will not
serve. We do not want the whelp choked
with smoke before the fire reaches him!
Cast on drier sheaves from the far end of
t!;)e 'barn, and let us see the flames lick his
ribs {”

The smoking bales were pulled away aud,
drier ones cast on. These took flame at
once, and Dick felt the full heat of the fire
mount up to him and grip his body.

In a few moments the flames would have
him for their own. Dick set his teeth aud
dug his nails into his palms, and prayed
sitently. Through the glow of the fire he saw
Sweeny's evil face, gloating upon him with
greedy eves, and the hulking forms of the
ruffians lying round the blaze, watching him
cynically. He wondered if, when the agony
gripped him, he could still keep his tongue
between his teeth, and die silently, like a
Neville.

He felt the skirts of his riding-coat catch
the flames, and the bite of the fire reached
him. Dazed and bewildered, fighting for
breath, he was still conscious of the storm
that raged overhead with redoubled fury.
Such a crash of thunder, and sueh a hurst
of rain fell, as only it can fall on the wild
Yorkshire wolds.

A dull roaring was heard in the distance,
growing nearer, fast as a galloping horse.
The men round the fire suddenly rose up.
The ffoor was a foot deep in water, which
seemed to rise frem nowhere, running swiftly
from end to end of the hut.

Still the fire blazed, but the distant roar
became louder. It séemed to burst upon
the hut like the waves of the sea. Oaths and
shouts arose among the footpads.

“A cloud-burst up the hills!”
-Sweeny. - “The valley’s flooded!
high ground!”

Before the man could reach the door, the
walls of the hut shook, collapsed, and were
borne down before a great torrent of water,
It swept out the fire with a hiss and a rush,
and Dick gave a wild, heartfelt cry of relief
‘as the cold flood enveloped him and saved
him from the fire. :

But his joy was short-lived. The hnt
melted away in sections; the foctpads were
swept off their feet and swirled along on the
roaring waters, erying and screaming as
they were borne away. Sweeny's voice called
hoarsely on his men to save him, but none
answered—each was fighting for his life,
ed from the fire, Dick found himself
sacrificed to a quicker death. Bound to the
stake, helpless and immovable, the flood
claimmed him for its victim. Down it came,
higher and higher yet, tiil it soared deep
over his head, and blotted him out from the
land of tle living.

When the dark water swept over his head,
Dick gave up all hope, for the span of his
life was to be counted by seconds.

The black flood roared in his ears, and
inky darkness surrounded him. He might
perchance have blessed the kindly water
that, even while it killed him, saved him
from a fate ten times more horrible, hut
the spirit is ever unwilling to leave the
body, and Dick had no such thoughts.” A
bundred thoughts seemed to flash throuch
his 1 in those brief seconds, hui he
could only struggle like a tethered colt.

He had taken a deep breath as the flood
enveloped him, that would give him life for
a few seconds longer, but now the water
was over him he helieved his end had come
at last.

Suddenly he felt himself sway forward.

A ray of hope shot through him. The past
was moving! Already loosened in its founda-
tions by the water, the tremendous pressure
of ‘the racing torrent was tearing it from its
hold. Dick felt as if his lungs must burst
for want of breath, but he made a mighty
effort, and flung all his weight forward. The
force of the torrent added itself, and, to his
unspeakable joy, Dick felt the post he was
bound to, leave its foundations and free
itself. @

Post and prisoner hoth shot to the surface,
and Dick drew breath with a great gasp. He
caught a glimpse of the dark sky and the
flicker of the lightning. Tt scemed as if he
were suddenly cast np from the dead workld
into the land of the living again.

Over and over he rolled, whirled along on
the hreast of the torrent, now drawing deep
breaths, now spluttering in the water. The
valley widened, and the flood hecame calmer
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and less foaming, but still Dick was swept
along at a giddy speed.

He blessed the post to which he was bound,
for in his exhausted state he would never
Liave kept up in that raging flood without it.
‘A-little while before it had held him to meet
hLis death, but now it acted as a lifebuoy,
and kept him ahove water. He floated along
on his side, the woeden baulk bound to his
back, and for the moment, at least, his life
was saved. ‘.

“Am I going to.get out of this alive?” he
thought. “Has Sweeny lost his prey for
onc¢ez”

The cold was gripping him to the martow,
and he felt numb. and helpless. The black
velvet mask was gone; it had been washed
from his face by the water, When he first
came to the surface he heard faint cries and
shouts echoing through the darkness, doubt-
!es;] from Sweeny’s men, but now all was
still,

“FEven if I die,” thought Dick grimly, “I
am glad to yield up my life under the flood
and the storm rather than at the hands of
that vile footpad and his knavish crew!”

Gradually he felt his senses leave him, A
numb, sleepy feeling grew upon his brain;
it seemed as if an icy hand were laid upon
his heart. The on-sweeping torrent, strength-
ening, rolled him over and over; hi: head
struck against a spur of rock, and he knew
1o more.

The first thirig Dick was conscious of was a
strong burning in his thiroat, and he coughed
violently, and opened his eyes, - £

“Are ye better?” said a gruff voice.
another nip.” E

A second dose of raw, rasping lcuid was
poured down Dick’s throat. It scorched him
dike fire, but it made the blood pulsate
quicker in his veins, and he looked feebly
round.” He was in a rocky cave, dimly lit,
yet strangely warm and close.

He looked up suddenly into a face that was
bending over him—a swarthy, ill-shaven face.
1t belonged to a man who was holding a tin
pannikin, which he put to Dick's lips again.
In 2 flash Dick found his wits.

‘“Hold, enough, friend!” gasped Dick. “I
thank you from my heart, but that liquor of
yours has done its work. - Another dose
would burn my inside out!”

“Ay, thou'll do now,” said the man, put-
ting away the pannikin. He squatted down
in front of Dick, and fixing a pair of surly,
penetrating eyes upon the young highway-
man, stared at him for some time without
saying a word.

Dick, feeling revived, sat up and made a
rapid survey of his surroundings.’ He was in
a large, low cavern, with rocky walls and
roof, and a floor which sloped down towards
a mnarrower tunnel which locked like the
entrance.

A charcoal fire,

*Take

giving no smoke, was

burning on a large open hearih, and over
In one part of

it was a great iron tripod.

the cave were three large iron vessels, several
tubs, and & number of wide metal pipes,
mixed with other gear. At the upper end
stood a vessel like an enormous flat butter-
tub with a lid, big encugh to hold a couple

of men. A strong, drowsy smell filled the
place.
All this Dick took in -in the glance of

an eye, and it puzzled him, The man was
watching him carefully "as he glanced round.
Dick did not know what to make of it, and,
finding his voice, he turned fo the man,

“How did I come here?” he said.

“I found tha' floatin’ down on t' flood-
watter, tied to a baulk, an’ I puiled thee out
an’ browt thee in here,” said the man,
scanning Dick from top to foe.

All the events of the night came back to
Dick with a rush.

*Then I owe you my life,” he said. “Yon
will find me grateful, and I will find means
to do you as good a turn as you have done
me. I never forget a service.”

Hes took another glance round, .for the
puzzle of his surroundings was still upper-
mozt in his mind, and Dick, as the dangers
of his calling made needful, always liked to
know_ what: was afoot.

“Where am [?” he sald.
this?” :

The man's eyes grew eunning,

“It tha® doesn’t know, tha'll do well enow
wi'oub tellin’,” he said grimly, “Don’t seek
to learn too much, an’ ‘tha’ll find it
healthier!"

Dick’s suspicions were aroused at this, and
one more look round confirmed them. He
had the key to the mystery now.

He was in an iilicit “still "—a hiding-place
in the wolds where ““potheen” and raw
whisky were made to supply the low inns
orr the moorland roads, and cheat the King's
Customs. ‘ : i

Dick thought it no very savoury trade, and
he knew what a low reputation the mer who
worked it bore.

Plainly, the fire was used for brewing, the
tubes and barrels were part of the appa-
ratus, and the huge butter-tub was a vat,
full of the raw spirit.

“A mighty dark spot Pve fallen into,”
thought Dick: “however, ’tis no affair of
mire, and the man saved my life.”

He wanted to thank his preserver more
heartily, but, somehow, the words stuck In
his throat. He did not like the look of the
man at all.

“How shall I repay you
have done, friend?” said Dick.
aught I can do for you?”

“P'l take whatever price tha' sets on
tha'self,” saild the man; -shrugging his
shoulders, looking as though. he did not
believe Dick had anything.

Rather relieved ¢that it was only a
question of money by whick he would be rid
of the man, Dick felt in his pockets.

THE STREAM OF FIRE!

“What place 1s

for what you
“Is there

But his purse was in the left holster of
his saddle, as was Dieck’s custom to carry it
on a long ride, and Black Satan was—
Heaven knows where.

“I fear for the moment I have no money,”
he said; "but you shall not lose by that.”

“Ay; by the way I found thee, tied to a
horse-post, I reckoned tha’d have little!”
sneered the man. “An’ if it’s a fair question,
who put thee there?” -

“A very dirty knave, who has a grudge
against me, bound me to it by way of
revenge,” said Dick.

Knowing nothing of his man, he thought _
it safer to leave out Captain Sweeny’s name.

The man made no answer.

“These are wild parts,” said Dick, “and
as I have already suffered to-night through
being unready with weapon, by your leave
1 will see that it doesn’t happen twicel”

He reached into the flap of his riding-
coat, and tock out a small single-barrelled
pistol which, taught by experience, Dick had
taken to carrying, beside the one in his
irolsters.,

i NEW FOES!

ot

WEENY had been so full of his triumph
and his lust for revenge that he had
not troubled to search Dick after he
was tied up, and the little pistol re

mained to him. - =

It wag, of course, soaked through by the
water. Dick sat up coolly enough, drew the
wet charge, cleaned and dried the little
weapon carefully, and reloaded it from &
small watertight powder-horn he always
carried. -

The distiller watched hlm closely as he
rammed the bullet home and primed the pan.

“A very proper precaution,” said the man,
rising. “No lad i' these parts knows when
he may need it. An’ now thou had best wait
an’ s0op a bit afore thou goes on. There’s a
stew simmerin’ on t’ fire, and ’twill soon be
agate to eat of.”

Dlck thanked his host, and, feeling a deep
drowsiness creeping over him, lay back upon
the floor again,

The sleep - of exhaustion overcame him
alinost- at once, and he dropped off, the pistol-
butt still in his hand, and began to snore
softly.

Hardly had he closed his eyes, when a form
stole quletly into the cave from the tunnel
below. It was a roughly-clad man in a
fur cap, and he halted on seeing Dick.

The still-keeper laid his finger on his iips,
and signalled to the stranger to come for-
ward noiselessly.

“What ha' thou gotten here, Steve?”
whispered the newcomer as he joined Dick’s
host.

HTRRRH LA

With three crashing blows of
forth.

Then he dashed the large lamp into
swapt down upon Bweeny and his men.

the axe Dick broke in the sids of the great spirit vat, and an avalanche of liquid burst
the flowing spirit, and instantly it caught alight. The torrent of fire
A STARTLINQ INCIDENT FROM NEXT WEEK’S INSTALMENT.
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“A prize, I'm thinkin’,” said the other,
wnder his breath. “He came down on t
deod-water, tied hand an’ foot to a cattle-
pest, an’ nigher his death than he'’s ever
Been, | reckon!”

“Sitha!” exclaimed the other.
iha’ pull him out for?”

~“He ha’ got good clothes to his back,”
szid the still-keeper. “There should be
sametnin’® to be wade by him.”

“Ay, na deoot,” said the other contempin-
eusly, “else he might ha’ stayed i' t° watter
for me!”

The stranger, wheo was the swarthy man's
partner in the still, bent over the sleeping
fermi of the young highwayman.

“He's been awake, then?” he said, pointing
fo the pistol

* He drew ' thing oot an’ reloaded it; an'
ky t° way he handled it 'twas plain to m
ke knows how to use a barker.” :

~AD!” said Jack., “Well, man, tha's done
2z good evenin's work, I can guess well who

* eub is. 'Tis one that Sweeny's after.”

“Doed tha’ say!” exclaimed the still-
Eeeper,

| ha’ scen two o Sweeny’s men to-night—
Batf-drooned by t' flood, they were—an’ they
feld me a gay bit o mews. Sweeny had a
young highwayman by the ears that he’s
gwoTn Vvengeance on, an’ was goin’ to burn
Bim up at t' old hut.
elsud up in t' hills, an ¢’ flood came down
asd washed ‘em all oot. 1° whelp was
drooned, they said, bein’ tied pop to t’ post.
But. by what thou ha’ told me, this should
ke him.”

<Ay, thou ha’ nicked it!” muttered the
ather. “That’s who he is. An’ yon's good
rews, too. What will Sweeny pay for him¢”

“A good price. Leave that to me!”

“Happer we might get more from t’ young
wn to get him eclear; or we might make
semethin’ by him, an’ then turn him oyer to
Sweeny after it,” said the still-keeper.

“Nay! Does tbou want to fall foul o’

Sweeny, thon fule?” returned -the other
sharply. “He’s no man to play trieks on.
He's a good friend to the likes o' us, too,
aw” we'il sell this young caliant to him.
“Fis but fair they should pay a price, after
@wr trouble, an’ we’ll bargain’ té see the
sport, too, when Sweeny settles wi’ him.
Man, 't' captain’s’ just an artist at that sort
@ rk. We'll enjoy ourselves!” "
Tis a-bit dull here in t7 cave,” said the
ather, rubbing his hands, “an’:lang since 1
. had @ bit o' funm. Shall we tak’ him to
Sweeny, or let Sweeny fetch him?” -

“There's no hetter place ‘than this,” said
Jack. “We'll be able to sell a  wheen
refreshments while t' play-actin® goes for-
ward, too. Business combined wi' pleasure,
w0 to say. I'll go to Sweeny aw’ get his
price before I let him know where 4 whelp

“What did

is. He sleeps sound, I see.”
“He’ll be mno treuble,” said the stili-
keeper. *“Shall we put a rope rvound him?”

“FLeave that to Sweeny.”
“Or take yon pistol from under his paw
iile he sleeps?”

“Nay; it would miak’ him suspicious.
Better let him lie till Sweeny's here to take
him; ‘twill he less trouble.- As to yon
pisto!, 1'll show tha' how to settle that.”

He stepped to a water-butt in the corner
of the cave, took up a little water in a
tin cup, and, stealing gently to Dick’'s side,
poured it over the pan of the pistol.

“But suppose he wakkens, an’ wants to he
goin’ afore Sweeny comes?”

“Then tha've got to keep him here. Do
it by persnasion if tha' ean; an’ if not, tha’
ean easy settle him.” °

“Ay. or a dozen like him!” said the big
man scornfully.

“I'll just be goin’ now. See, I'll show
Sweeny an’ his lads the way in below there,
an’ I'll enter mysel’ by the upper passage,
through the day-'ole.”

“Go on, then; t' quicker t' hetter.”

“Half an hour will do it—maybe Jess. 1
know where to find Sweeny, but he'll ha’ to
colleet his men.”

“What, to mak’ a joh o’ one young puppy
that’s a’ready too stiff to stir or hite? 'Fut,
man ¥

“Tha’ knows what Sweeny is,” said Jack.
And he left the cave.

(Dick has Jallen into the merciless hands
of new enemies., Will they carry out their
plans of handing the young highwayman
over to Captain Sweeny? ' Will Dick escape?
Next week's instalment of our powerful
serial will thrill youl)
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HE TEAM THA
BAGGY BUILT!

—ANANAN

‘(Conlimwtl from page 5.)

Huggins and Coggins went merrily on their
, till they came within sheeting dis-
tance. Then Huggins, kicking with full
force, sent the ball crashing past Fatty
-Wynn into the net.

“Goal!”

“Well played, Huggins!” said Baggy
Trimble, going up to the successful marks-
man. “But please don’t he so selfish in
future. Didn't you see me wditing for a
pass?”?

“Oh, ah!”

“Then why didn't you centre the hall?”

“Axin’ your pardon, Master Trimble, but
w you'd bungle it if 1 did!”

'I‘]None of your cheek!” said Baggy wrath-
fully. - ;

Tom Merry & Co. looked rather glum as
the ball was kicked off again from the
centre of the field. They were as dwarls
opposed to giants, and they could make very
little headway against their hefty opponents.

The Rainbow Rovers did not scruple to
use their weight. They bhowled their slim
opponents over like skittles, mostly by
means of vigorous but fair shoulder charg-
ing, but somctimes by sheer brutality.

Darrel was keeping his eyes open for a
glaring case of fouling, and presently he
saw one. "

Levison managed to dash away om the
wing, and he dodged a number of opponents
by means of tricky footwork. Suddenly be
cut in towards goal, and found himself in
the penalty area, with omly the goalie to
beat.

Just as Levison was about to shoot, Bill
Brewer came charging up, making as much
noise as a squad of cavalry, anfi he de-
liherately hurled himself upon Levison from
hehind.

I
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The junior went crashing to earth with
2 yell of indignation, 2

“You ead! That was a rotten foul!

Instantly Darrel blew bis whistle, ard
awarded St. Jim’'s a penalty-kick,

Talbot, a sure shot, was entrusted with
the kick, and he drove the ball iuto the
net, making the- scores level.

After this, there was a suceession of fouls.
Harry Huggins & Co., who had been cjected
from the Waylaud League, for persistent
foul play, were ineapable of playing clean
foothall. They employed the most shady
tactics, and Darrel grew' very angry. He
awarded four more penalties to St. Jim's,

at different times, Three were converted
by Talbot, and the other was saved by

George Grubb, the burly lout who kept
goal for the Rainbow Rovers.

Tom Merry's team now led by four goals
to one.

The 8t. Jim’s players. were in sorry plight
hy this time. Most of them were hruised
from head to foot. Two of them, Figgins
and Harry Noble, had to leave the fieid
owing to injuries. !

Darrel beckoned to Baggy Trimbie. s

“I don’t know where you managed te dig
up this team from,” he said. “I am sick
and tired of eautioning these bullying louts.
If there is one more case of fonling, I shail
order the mateh to be abandoned.”

Baggy told his men what Darrel had sald,
and urged them to “go steady.” But bis
words were wasted on Harry Huggins and
the others. :

The climax carie when Tom Merry was
badly brought down when in the act of
shooting. It was a {)articularly bad foul, for
which the burly Bill Brewer was responsible.

Darre! blew a shrill blast on his whistle,
and ordered hostilities to cease.

“The match is abandoned!” he declared.
“It 1 allowed it to proceed, 1've no doubt
there would be some broken limbs.”

Baggy Trimble was- simply furious with
his men. He had paid them five shillings
apiece, and purchased their equipmeunt, and
they had let him down like this! By their
brutal tactics they had given away iour
goals, and eaused the match to come to an
untimely end.

Baggy flourished his fisg in the faces of
his fellow-players. 1
“You beastly
exclaimed wrathfully.

low-down lhooligans!” e
“I'll sack the whole

jolly lot of you! You're not feotballers st
all.” You're a set of hobbledehoys! I den'd

want anything more to do with you. You
ecan quit!”

These remarks roused the hooligans to
anger. They had lcoked upom their engage-
ment with Trimble as a good thing. Five
shillings a match was a sum worth having.
And now they were sacked, and their player-
manager had washed his hands of them.

Harry Huggins turned to his followers.

“(Collar ’im, mates!” he shouted hoarsely.

Baggy Trimble was obliged to fiee for d
life. He dashed away in the direction &f
the School House, his fat little legs going
like clockwork, and the footballers im fufl
cry after him.

“ Arter 'im!’

“Clump ‘im!”

“Thump ’im!**

“Bump 'im!”

Bagay Trimble, not wishing to be clumped
and thumped and bumped, ran as he 1
never run in his life before. Fortunately.
he was well acquainted with the geography
of St. Jim's, and his pursuers were not.
Baggy rushed breathlessly into a comvenient
hiding-place, and there he remained until
the hue-and-cry was oOver.

When Baggy crawled out of his reireat,
he found that Harry. Huggins & Co. had
taken their departure. And he fervently
hoped that he had seen the last of them.

The fat junior’s first attempt to bring
about the discomfiture of Tom Merry &
had ended disastrously.

But Baggy was not finished yet. Not by
any means. He still had money, and he
stilt believed ‘that money could aeccomplish
everything There were more ways thau
one of making Tom Merry & Co. sing small;
and Baggy Trimble retired thoughtfully to
his study, in order to map out a fresh plan
of campaign.

THE END.
(There will be another magnificent new
long tale of the famous chums of St. Jim's
in next week's issued)
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4 SHOCK FOR ROOKWOOD! Dealing with the sensational arvival af Rookiwood of Avthur Lovell's Greaf-Aunt
Georgina !
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THE FIRST CHAPT
Rough on Lovel!!
H crumbs!”

Lovell of the Fourth Form at
Rookwood uttered that exclama-

“O
tion in a dismal tone. He was

sitting In the end study, the famous apart-
ment which he shared with Jimmy Silver,
Newcome, and Raby, the leaders of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood.

Lovell had an open lstter in his hand, which
?e was perusing with a decidedly doleful
s face.

“My only hat! She's coming!”

- Jimmy Silver looked up from the Latin
grammar which he was conning over hastily
before going over to morning classes.

“What's up, Lovell?”

“Phew! My only aunt!”

Lovell’s face was long as he gave a
lugubrious whistle, and his chums looked at
him with eome concern.

- Arthur Edward Lovell was a sunny-natured
fellow, and it was not like him to be down
in the dumps.

“What's up, fathead?” repeated Jimmy
Silver. “Nothing wrong, I hope?”

“My only Great-aunt Georgina!”

“No bhad news from home?” inquired
Newcome.

“0Oh crumbs! She's coming!”

Jimmy Silver exchanged exasperated

glances with Newcome and Raby.

“What on earth are you talking about,
idiot!” he exclaimed warmly.

“My—my only aunt-——"

“What do you mean, asg?”

“My only Great-aunt Georginal”

The chums of the Fourth laid down their
grammars wrathfully, and gathered threat-
eningly round the muttering Lovell.

“You—you dummy! Will you tell wus
what’s the matter?” roared Jimmy Si!v_er.
shaking his chum by the arm. “Out with
it 17

“Go ahead, old sont”

“On the ball!”

Lovell looked round somewhat absentiy
at the expectant faces of his three chums,
almost as if he had only just noticed them.

“I1— Bhe's coming!”. ~

“Who’s coming?” roared Jimmy Silver,
shaking his chum’'s arm more violently.
“Tell us who's coming, and what's the
matter, anyway, you frabious cuckoo, or—
or we'll jolly well bump you!”

“Hear, hear!” chorused -Newcome
Raby, in a breath.

“Mum-m-my only Great-aunt Georgina!”

“You silly chump!” shrieked Jimmy Sitver.
“If you can't talk sense, we'll jolly well
teach you! Gather round, chaps!”

“What-ho!”

Newcome and Raby gathered round, and
laid violent hands on Arthur Edward Lovell,
and there was a heavy bump on the floor
of the end study.

Bump! :

“QOooooh! Ow! Wharrer you up to?”
velled Lovell. “What's the matter with you,
you silly duffers?” \ :

“Why dom't you talk some sense, then,

and
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dummy?" demanded Jimmy Silver heatedly.
“What are you grousing at—tell wus, can't
you?”

“T keep telling you, you frabjous
chumps!” ‘he gasped “She's coming—"
“Who's coming?” roared Jimmy Silver

& Co., with one voice.
“My great-aunt isi” howled Lovell.
“Wha-at {"”

Jimmy Bilver & Co. fell back and gazed
at their chum blankly. Lovell sat up on
the floor, dusty and rumpied, his face
crimson with indignation and exertion.

‘My (Great-aunt Georgina's coming!”
he hocoted. “She’s coming here to-day!
Haven't I been teiling you chumps so all
aleng?”

“M-my hat!”

“You—you
you—"

‘Well, I'm blessed!”

“You—you utter dummies

“Jumping Jupiter!”

Jimmy Silver & Co gazed at their in-
dignant chum with a blank stare that was
almost idiotic in its dismay.

Lovell rose to his feet slowly,

imbeciles! I kept telling

dusting

his nether garments, and aftempting io
readjust his collar and tie

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The study literally rang with mirth in
which Lovell could not heip joining.
“You—you villains!” gasped Lovell, at

last. “I'm sore and I'm fearfully dusty,
and it is only five minutes to classes!
Come along and help me to e¢clean mysell
up in the babth-room!”

Jimmy Silver, wiping
him on the shoulder.

“Right-ho, old scout! And you can tell
us all about your UGreat-auni Georgina in
the Form-room.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

And the- Fistical Four, still chuckling,
scudded down the passage to the bath-
room for a quick clean-up.

his eyes, clapped

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Caught Out!
8 it happened, Mr. Bootles was a little

late in getting into the Fourth
Form-room that morning, aud

Lovell had time to explain mafters
to his cliums. :

The letter which kad so perturbed him
had conveyed the information that - his
great-aunt was arriving that very merning
on a visit to her “dearest Arty.”

“Miss Mufflebury—that's my great-aunt,
you know—is an old dear, really, but she
doesn't quite understand boys,” exclaimed
Lovell, with a' rather rueful smile. “She
thinks we ough$ to be treated like infants
‘in  arms, and expects all schoolboys to
behave like the giddy hero in ’Eric; or,
Little by Little '”

“Fa, ha, hal”

“She’ll probably bring &

Iot. of little

pamphlets with her, telling us how to be good
boys, you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“She’s rather a funny-looking old lady,
too, with sidecurls and—and things,”
pursued Lovell, colouring somewhat. “Of
course, I ~have to play up to her; I'm
awfully fond of her, really, you know.”

“Quite so! But you are afraid she may
create a bit of a sensation at Rookwood,”
grinned Jimmy Silver,

*Ha, ha, ha"”

“Rely on us, old man!” sald Jimmy
heartily. “Wa'll back you up, and help
you entertain the old lady—won't we,
chaps?”

“Rather!” vame from Raby and New-
come heartily.

“And i1 any duffer has the awful cheek
to try to rag Lovell's aunt—great-aunt, {
mean—we'll snatch him baldheaded!” went
on Jimmy Silver, looking round warningly
at the Fourth-Formers, some of whom had
gathered round curiously to hear about
Lovell’s great-aunt.

“Hear, hear!” said Newcome solemuly.
“We don't allow jokers to take any

wherties with our great-aunt!’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We shall have to run down to tie
station directly after morning lessons to
meet her train,” sald Lovell to his chums.

“We'll all come down and escert her up,
old man,” said Jimmy Silver heartily.

“Yes; better all come down to help shove
the bathchalr,” said Lovell.

“Wha-wha-a-a-at!”

“The—the bathchair!”

“The—the which?”

Lovell turned red under
accusing eyes.

_“Ye-e-e-s; you—you see—-"

“Is your aunt—sorry, great-aunt—
ming in a bathchair? ” demanded Jimmy

his chums’

FOT.

Lovell nodded apologetically.

“Yes, old man. You see—""

“All the way from ZXLomdon in a bhath.
chair!” said Raby. “My hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal™

“No, ass!” said Lovell warmly. “She's
bringing it with her on the train to this
station. She's a bit lame, you see, chaps.”

“Qn!”

“Then it's up to us to pull her up to
Rookwood,” said Jimmy Silver cheerfuliy.
“We'll do it in style, too!” :

“What-ho!” -

“He, he, he!”

It was a snigger from behind Jimmy
Sitver, and Jimmy swung round sharply,
to find Peele, Laftrey, and Gower—the
three black shegp of the Fourth Form-—
with ill-natured grins on their faces.

They had evidently becn listening to the
tale of Lovell’s great-aunt with all their
ears, and it seemed to amuse them.

Jimmy Silver frowned. :

Trg PoruLaR.—No. 215.
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“What are you sniggering at?’ be ex-
claimed sharply.

Peele sniggered again

“He, he! It's fupny!” he grinned. “If
you three little Erics are going-{o bring
in an old geyser—and in a bathchair, too
-~—Yaroo!”

Peelo broke off with a howl, as Jimmy
Silver's grasp fell on -his shoulder and
yanked him away from his two friends.

Jimmy Silver was frowning, and Raby
and Newcome gathered round the wriggling
Peele with dark faces.

“Here— Ow! Leggo, you
sheuted Peele *“What the—"

“You can't help being a cad, Pecle!”
said Jimmy Silver. “But we can teach
you to speak respectfully of Lovell's
aunt—-"

“Great-aunt !” breathed Lovell.

rotter!”

“Leggo!” Thowled Peele, struggling in
Jimmy  Silver’s  grasp. i | didn’'t—1
wasn't—"

“Bump him!” said Raby.

Bump!

Violent hands were laid on Peele by the
angry chums, and he went to tie ficor with
a bump.

“Qw! Oh!

“Cavel”

It was a sudden warning call from Putty
Srace, and there was a general scramble of
she Fourth-Formers to their seats.

Jimmy Silver & Co. released Peele as if
he had suddenly become red-hot.

But it was too late.

“Boys!” .

As the stern voice fell upon their ears,
Jimmy Silver & Co. bethought them, some-
what belatedly, of the fact that they were
in_ their class-room, and they almost
shivered.

For the voice was that of Dr. Chisholm
himself—the headmaster of Rookwood, who
stood at the door with Mr. Bootles, the
master of the Fourth Form.

“Boys " LS

The Head's tone was almost awful as
his stern gaze took in the disorderly scene.
Mr. Bootles blinked at his Ferm through
1is spectacles, in horrified amazement.

“Silver! Lovell ! Raby ! Newcome!
What does this mean?”

“Ahem!” :

“You—you see, Sir—"

“It—it’s like this, sir——"

Jimmy Silver & Co. tailed off
under the Head’s terrific gaze.

“I'm surprised — surprised and dis-
nleased, Sitver,” said Dr Chisholm
reverely. “You four boys will each write
eut” the following sentence onme hundred
times: '1 must be more circumspect in
regard to my conduct in the Form-room.’
You will stay in after morning lessons
antil you have completed the task.”

“Oh, sirl?

“You may go fo your seats.”

“But—but if you please, sir—" stam-
mered Jimmy Silver and Lovell together,
looking at one another in dismay.

“Go to your seats at once!’’ smapped Dr.
Chisholm. *“Mr, Bootles!”

The sharpness of the Head's tone made
the flustered Form master jump.

“Sir—h'm!—yes, Dr. Chisholm{”

_ “Will yon be kind enough to see that the
imposition I have giver these boys is
properly written out?”

Mr. Bootles bowed nervously.

“Certainly, sir! By all
Chisholm !”

“Thank you!”

And with a stern glance at the Fourth-
Pormers, who were now sitting very quiet
indeed, Dr. Chisholm rustled out.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at each other
Hlankly, .
_Their feelings were foo deep for words.
their luek was out, with a vengeance! Dr.
Chisholm had spoken, and it was only too
evident that he was not to be argued with.
The imposition he had so generoucly handed
out to them would have to be done, and
Jimmy Silver & Co.’s kindly plan of meeting
Lovell’s Great-aunt Georgina at the station
and conveying that lady up to the school
in her bathchair was evidently “off "—very
much so,

Lovell
ylance

Jimmy leaned towards him.

“You'll have to get somecone else to go,
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Yeu rotters—" ‘

lamely

means, Dr.

gave Jimmy Silver an appealing

old man,” he said, in a cautious whisper.
“Perhaps Putty—— Abhem!” i

He broke oft short as Mr. Bootles fixed his
eye upon him.

“Silver!” =

The little Form master was somewhat on
edge that morning,” not unnaturally, and he
was evidently keeping a sharper eye than
usual upon his Form. He rapped out Jimmy
Silvgr’sl, name with quite unwonted sharpness.

Wit

Jimmy Silver’s expression was quite lamb-
like in its innocence.

“You are talking to Lovell, Silver!”

“Qh, sir?” murmured Jimmy.

Mr. Bootles eyed the innocent-looking junior
severly.

“If~ I have to speak to you again this
morning, Silver, I shall have recourse to the
cane! You have already caused trouble
enough—and more than enough!”

And Jimmy Silver subsided—yherein he was
undoubtedly wise.

But Lovell had taken his hint.

Under cover of his exereise-book, and
keeping a wary eye on Mr. Bootles the while,
he hastily seribbled a note and managed to
toss it, unobserved, into the hands of Putty—
otherwise Teddy Grace. Grace was a com-
paratively new junior in tife Fourth Form at
Rookwood, but he had already made his
mark, as it were—principally in the direction
of practical jokes, at which he was an adept.
But he was always cheery, and good-natured,
too, and Lovell felt little doubt that Putby
would do his best to help him, in view of
the unfortunate circumstances of the im-
position by going to meet Great-aunt
Georgina at the station.

Putty read the note earefully, and then
gave Lovell a grin and a cheery nod. He
evidently accepted the commission, and
Arthur Edward Lovell felt a little comforted.
If he and his chums worked hard at their im-
position, they would get it dome by dinner-
time, he reflected: and Putty, with Great-
aunt Georgina’s bathchair to propel would
not be likely to arrive at Rookwood much
before then. So all might yet be well.

If Lovell had not been quite so oceupied
with his own worries_and with avoiding the
eye of Mr. Bootles, he might have noticed
that Peele, too, was busy writing a pote,
which he passed over first to Lattrey and
then to Gower, his two cronies in Study
No. 1. And by the way the precious trio
nodded and grinned over that note, it was
pretty safe to assume that there was some
ill-natured mischief afoot between them.

But Lovell did not observe these signs.
Had he done so he would probably not have
felt quite so easy in his mind as to the
reception of his Great-aunt Georgina when

she arrived on her visit to Rookwood!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Putty Grace Qets the Sack!

143 OT the sack, Lattrey?”
ey 22
“Got the string, Gower?”

“What-ho!” :

“Good!” grinned Peele. “I've got the key
of the wood-shed, s0 now we sha’'n’t be long!”

Morning lessons had been over five
minutes, and Peele, Lattrey, and Gower,
having bolted at once from the Fourth Form
class-room, were mnow gathered together
hehind the wood-shed, evidently waiting for
someone.

A footpath led along the hack of the school
buildings at Rookwood, and ran past the
wood-shed, and on across the fields in the
direction of Coombe Station. In dry weather
it was coften used as 4 short cut to the
station by the Rookwood boys.

Peele & Co. were evidemtly expecting it
to be so used on this occasion,

They had not long to wait.

A cheery whistle sounded along the path
from the direction of the school, and the
iouézd of footsteps approaching at a steady
rot.

“Look out—here he comes!” breathed Pecle.
“Have that szack ready, Lattrey!”

“What-ho!”

Nearer and nearer came the whistle, and
the footsteps to the place where the precious
tlrio were lying in wait behind the wood-
shed.

spring; and Lattrey stood by with a large
I:’md dirty sack. Lattrey had a grin on his
ace.

There was another moment of tense wait-
ing, and then the owner of the cheery whistle

Peele and Gower stood crouched, ready to

Schosl and Adventure tales crammed full of thrill and action!

and of the foolsteps suddenly appeared
round the eorner of the wood-shed.

It was Teddy Grace, his hands in his
pockets, and proceeding at a steady trot
down the path. -

“Now!” hissed Peele.

“On to him!”

Peele and Gower sprang on. to the un-
suspecting Grace like a whirlwind, and that
junior, sturdy as he was, went down like 2
ninepin, the whistle frozen on his lips.

Struggling violently, he rolled on the
ground, his two assailants on top of him.

“Sit on him!” panted Peele. “Hurry up
with that sack, Lattreyi”

“Here it is!”

“Jam it over his head!”

There was a muffled how! from Ted:dy
Grace as the dirty sack was dragged over
his head, while his arms were pinned closely
to his sides.

“Ow! Yaroo!
at?”

“Pull it over him!” =

“Yowp! Takeitolf! QGoooch!”

“Now the string!” panted Peele

“Here you arel”

“Grooh!” :

“Tie the beggar npi”

Peele & Co. had jammed the sack well
over the unfortunate Teddy Grace's head,
and pulled it right down to his fect. And
they now proceeded to wind the whole—
junior, sack, and all—round and round with
stout twine until they had produced a pass-
able imitation of an Egyptian mummy.

“Into the wood-shied with him—quick!”
panted Peele.

The three raseals lifted the mummy—
which was kicking and wriggling and
gurgling in a very un-mummylike fashion-—
and rushed it into the wood-shed, where
they deposited it, with a bump, on a pile of
faggots.

“You stay there a bit, young feller-me-
lad!” grinned Lattrey.

“Qoooch! Lemme gerrout!”

“Some other time, old son!

“Gug-gug-gug!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Peele & Co. ran out of the wood-shed and
slammed the door, and took the path te-
wards Coombe Station.

“All serene, so far, 1 think!"
Lattrey, glancing hurriedly round.
one about to notice anything.”

“All very well for you to grin!* grumbled
Peele. “The young rotter caught me a

Gerooooh! = Wharrer you

Ta-tal”

grinned
“No

L fearful whack in the eye!”

(’)‘A‘n,d me on the noze!” mumbled Gower.
aQw”

“Never mind, we’ve dishied him and those
asges, Silver & Co., too, 1 think,” said
Lattrey, suppressing his grins, “We must
buck up, thongh, and get down to the
station. We don’t want to be late meeting
our dear Great-aunt Georginal”

“He, he, hel”

And the three young reprobates broke into
a trot.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Miss Gaorgina Mufflebury Arrives:

s ORTER!”
“Yes, ma'am?”
“Ts this Coombe

- Station,
<

. "Yes, ma’am!” 3

“Then I will alight! Pray assist me,
porter!”

“Yes, ma’am; certainly ma’am!”

“And, oh, porter!” .

“Yes, ma’am?” S

“There is my bathehair in the gnard's
van; please get it out at once!”

“Certainly, ma’am!”

“Please make haste, porfer!”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“And be very careful of my " bathechair,
porter!”

“QOh, yes, ma'am!”

And the obliging porter of Coombe Station
—the only one the little station possessed-—
hurried off to obey as many as possible of
these instructions, with his head in a whirk

The twelve-twenty train from London had
arrived at Coombe Station, and almost the
only passenger to alight was an old lady—
a little old lady, with a pleasant face sur-
rounded by the old-fashioned side-curls, whe
walked with the aid of a stick.

Peele & Co., who walked on to the piat-
form just as the train came in, spotted her
at once.

(Continued on page 16.%
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My dear Readers,—One of the first
men to set the fashion in keeping diaries
was Samuel Pepys (pronounced Peeps).

From the time of Sammy Pepys to the
time of Sammy Bunter, lots of people
have kept diaries. 1 keep one myself.
My diary is a komplete record of all the
ups and downs, the joys and sorrows, and
the thrills and spills of school life. Later
on, when I become famus, my diary will
be sold for a substantial figger. I can
imagine it being **knocked down * at a
public auction; though I can’t help
thinking that a fellow who knocks a
harmless diary down is a beastly bully.

This Special Diary Number is my own
bright brain-wave. asked young
Sammy what he thought of it, and he
said it was too tame. So I was natcher-
ally wild!

No issew of my ‘“Weekly ” can pos-
sibly be tame, bekawse I infuse so much
life and larfter into week by week.
Now, if Harry Wharton were to publish
a Special Diary Number of the “Grey-
friars Herald,” it would be as dry as
dust, whereas my own productions are
always full of vim and vigger.

At Greyfriars, Rookwood, and St
Jim’s, there are lots of fellows who keep
diaries, .and I have persuaded several of
them to publish eggstracts in this issew.
There are comic eggstracts and serious
eggstracts, and you will ‘agree that I
have made a jolly interesting collection

I will now quote you a little Limmerick
I have made up off my own bat. In
reading it, you must not forget that
“Pepys ”’ is pronounced ‘‘Peeps.”

“ There’s many a modern young Pepys,

Who a neat little diary kepys.

Each feud and each fight,
He records every night.

In his little brown book. ere he sleeps!”

After this brilliant spasm on my part,
Dick Penfold will have to look to his

lorrels! Your poetic pal,

YOUR EDITOR.

Supplement 1.]
Merry

gzsww -
KEEPING A |
DIARY!

: By DICK PENFOLD. §

Said I, “On January the First,
T'll keep a diary, if I burst!”

But when it got to Jan. the Second,

It was a fearful fag, T reckoned.

My page was blank on Jan. the Third.
Nothing of any note occurred.

The Fourth, the Fifth, the Sixth, the
Seventh.
Were blank—so on, till the Eleventh!

And after that, I jotted down
Entries that fairly made me frown.

with the lark,”
after dark.”

“Got up this morning
“TRetired this evening

“ Afe eggs-and-bacon for my brekker,
Then pulverised a study-wrecker.”

“Played footer in a shower of sleet,
And now I'm suffering from ¢cold
feet.,” "’ g

“Received a hundred lines from Hacker
For telling him a fearful ‘ cracker.’”

“Pattled with Bunter in the gym,
And very nearly finished him "

“Wrote yards of verse for our: plump
Editor !
(Tor fifty shillings I'm his creditor !)”

“1 dotted Skinner on the nose
For cheating me at dominoes.”

Fniries like these, so tame and sordid,
Tor quite a fortnight T recorded.

To “carry on” I've no desire:
I've put my diary on the fire.

My wrath I vainly strove to smother,
And vowed I'd never keep another !
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MONDAY.—I awoke in a fever of eggsite-
ment. I was eggspecting a postle-order froin
my Aunt Prue. Would it arrive? Could it
arrive? Should it arrive? I ducked my head
in a pair of trowsers, and pulled on a basin
of water; then, drying my hoots with a
towel and putting on my face, I hurried

down into the Close.. The postman came
staggering along with a sack of .letters, |

dashed up to him, and threw my chubby
arms around his neck. “Anything for me?”
[ cried eagerly. “Not this morning, Master
Bunter!” was the reply. And I sank dowu
on to the flagstones with a grone of despare!

TEWSDAY.—Aunt Prue having failed me
vesterday, I felt sure she would turn up
trumps to-day. I washed and dressed in
fiftecen seconds—half a second for washing,
and fourteen and a half for dressing—and
again hurried down into the Close. The
postman shook his head sorrowfully as 1
approached. “Nothin’ doin’, Master Bunter,”
he said. “Better luck necks time!” So once
again I was kompelled to chew the cud ol
bitter disappoyntment.

WENSDAY.—“Ah, this is the morning!” 1
said to myself, as I sprang out of bed. “1
sha'n't be - disappoynted three times
running.” 1 raced down the stares
twenty at a time (there are only twenty

.steps), and dashed out into the Close. But the

postman’s brow was sad, and a tear stood
in his eye. “There’s nothin’ for you, lad;
but there might be by-and-by!” (This is
poertory.) I retired in deep distress. . Aunt
Prue’s postle-order must have gone astray.
1 will write at once to the Dead Letter Offis.

THURSDAY.—Still nothing doing! I am
the most mizzerable fellow at Greyfriars!
This morning Mister Twigg eggscused me from
lessens, bekawse I kept bursting' into tears.
When—oh, when shall I get my postle-order?

FRIDAY.—Had a printed postecard from
the offishuls at the Dead Letter-Offis:

“Dear Sir.—Your complaint has heen re-
ceived, and will be investizated in strict
rotation, so you may confidently expect to
hear from us some time in 1925

SATTERDAY.—The last stror! My Aunt
Prue. writes to ‘'say that she can’t send me
any more munney this term, bekawse |1
squander it at the tuckshopp. Of corse !
do! What's a tuckshopp for, if not io
squander munney at?
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MONDAY.—Got up an hour before rising-

hell and went fishing in the River RhylL
Caught two small minnows and a baby tad-
pole. Better luck next time! Had a friendly
gpar in the gym with Figging after brekker.
Figzy complained that there was too much
of me to hit; and 1 complained that there
was too little of him! He was always able
to dodge my blows, but I'm too fat to be
able to skip out of the way of a straight
feft.  Too wet for footer this afternoon,
:0 stayed -indoors and played ping-pong, at
which game I am becoming an expert.

. TUESDAY.—Went fishing again, and in my
eagerness to land a plump trout I slipped
off my perch and tumbled into the river.
I'm very fond of swimming, but not in
February! Sorted myself out somehow, and
had to sprint like fury to St. Jim’s to avoid
catching a chill. 'Fhe fellows simply roared
when they saw me come in looking like a
drenched porpoise. Figgy says that next
time I go fishing I ought to wear a bathing-
costume, and have a lifebelt handy. Sarecastic
heast !

By FATTY WYNN
(New House, St. Jim's.)

No more sport to-day. i didn't feel up
to it.

WEDNESDAY.—The day of the great inter-
House foothall match. I kept goal for the
New House, of course. Ye gods, 'twas a
thrilling game! Tom Merry scored for the
School House in the first minute. He sent
in a fast high shot that I couldn’t quite
get to. Five minutes later Dick Redfern
equalised for the New House with a long
shot. After this it was a ding-dong tussle.
Nothing else was scored up to the interval.
On the resumption, Talbot, put the ball past
me at lightning speed, giving the School
House the lead. This they kept till the very
last minute of the game, when Lawrence
raced away on our left wing, and scored with
a mighty drive from twenty yards out.
Result: School House, 2; New House, 2. A
draw was a fitting result, on the run of the
play. Harry Hammond kept goal finely for
the School House. OQur “star” performer
was Dick Redfern.

THURSDAY.—Played a round of golf with

Figgins and Kerr in the Head's garden, much
to the detriment of a bed of spring-onions and
a plot of daffodils. 01d Taggles came on the
scene, and saw what we were up to, and the
crusty old buffer reported us to the Head.
Result—a licking for three! Never
shall we use the Head's garden as a
links. T suggested to ¥Figgy and Kerr tha
collected a number of cheap German ¢
clocks, and biffed them round the quad
our golf-clubs. This is known as “clock”
golf!

FRIDAY.—A great day in the world of
sport. The Marbles Championship of the
Third and the Hopscotch Tournament of the
Second came off to-day. The fags also
held a Regatta in the school fountain. They
painted walnut-shells and used them as hoats.
Wally D’Arcy’s good ship Neverfloat gob
home first.

The Dominoes Championship of the New
House was won by Koumi Rao, and Pratt
proved himself to be the battledore and
shuttlecock champicn. No victory fell to my
lot, I'm sorry to say—though I came within
an ace of winning the Noughts and Crosses
Championship of $t. Jim's!

SATURDAY.—Another thrilling day in the
world of sport. The inter-House cross-country
race was won in gallant style by Figgins.
Trust the New House to provide the merry
winner!  There was also a five-mile cyeling
race; hut in this event the honours went to
a School House fellow—Jack Blake.

This afternoon we plaved Rookwoad
footer, and defeated Jimmy Silver & Co
four goals to two.

On the whole, a great week’™s sport—hut
I'm not going fishing or gelfing any more!

at
by
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MONDAY.

I have made a. rezzerlution to save at
leest one person’s . life each day. It's
rather a tall order, but.I mean to carry it
through. :

This afternoon, I saved the life of

Skimpole of the Shell. He was ahout to
drink a bottle of turpentine, under the im-
pression  that it was soothing sirrup.
Skimmy had got the two bottles mixed up
on his studdy mantlepeace. I pointed out
the error in the nick of time. And what
do you think Skimmy gave me for saving
his life? Not a bean! Of all the mean
beests, Skimmy’s about the meanest ['ve
ever struck! (For I did strike bim. I
gave him a punch on the nose for his in-
grattytude!)

TUESDAY.

Te-day's >-saving stunt was a really
wunderful peace of heroism on my part.
Knox of the Sixth, who was punting on the
river, happened to capsize. He would have
sunk to the bottom like a stoan, if I
hadn't plunged in after him. Wipping off
iy iacket -and boots, I dived in on the
instant.  Knox fought and struggled, and
iried te drag me under, he was in sugh a
pannick. But at last I teoed him safely to
he bank. Did he go down on his bended
nceze apd thank me? Not he! All he said
was: “You clumsy idiot! I should haye
swara to the shore im a cupple of seconds,
hut for your interfereace. Take a hundred
iines P
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By BAGGY TRIMBLE
: (Of St. Jim’s.)

Alass! A, life saver’s eggsistence is not
a bed of roses!

WEDNESDAY.

A fire broke out in a small hut at the
back of the woodshed. Bernard Glyn was in
the hut at the time, working onm an inven-
tion. Before he could realise that the
plaice was on fire, he was overcome by the
fumes. He had locked the door on the
mside; - but I battered it down and rushed
in to the reskew. There was a mity cheer
when-I came staggering out of the blazing
hut, with the unconshus form of Bernard
Glyn in my arms. Evérybody realised what
a gallent. hero- I was—eggsept Glyn. When
1 asked him for five bob, in konsideration
of having saved his life, he biffed me on
the boko! Perhaps it was rather.tackless
of me to value Glyn’s life at five bob. I
ought to- have .asked for fifby quid!

THURSDAY. =

I distingwished myself to-day by stop-
ping a runaway hoarse in Waylapd. Hun-
dreds of people would have been killed, and
the pavement would have been " stroon
with vietims, but for my timely action.
1 took a flying leap, flung my arms round
the neck of the terrified animal, and
brought him to a standstill. I eggspected
the Mare of Wayland to make me a presen-
tation in publick, but up to the time ‘of
writing there is nothing doing. I am really
beginning to wonder weather. it is worth
wile to go round saving speople’s lives!

FRIDAY.
There was a big escape of gas at St.
Jim’s. (By. this I ~don’t mean that there

was a meeting of the Debating Sossiety!)
Everybody was afraid te go down to the
sellers and investigate. *I1f anyone strikes
a mateh,” said Tom Merry, “we shall ail be
blown into eternaltyi” “My dear feilow,”
I said cuttingly, “you are not of the stuff

of which heroes are mude. There is a
yellow streek in your dictation—I mean
composition. I will go down into the

sellers, and ascertsin where this escape of
gas is.”

“It is madness?’ cried Merry. " Comte
back, Baggy, you idiot! You'll be biown
to smithereens!” But I went boldy down
to the basément of the bilding—a Trimble
knows no fear—and having found wheére the
escape was, I mended the leekage in the
pipe, thereby saving the lives of my three
hundred schoolfellows. Did the Head come
to me with outstretched eyes, and tears of
grattytude in hiz hands? Not a bit of it!
My plucky action Las, I regret to say, gone
unrekkernised.

SATURDAY.
Saved quite a nmld}_bez' of lives to-day. A

tiny fag in the irst would have bheen
drowned in his bath this morning, if I
hadn’t fished him out. The suction was
taking him through the plug-hole. I

heeved him out, and resorted to artificial
perspiration, and he was as right as rain.
As I was proseeding downstares, I saw
Monty Lowther d&oing jimnasticks on the
bannisters.  He toppled clean over them,
and fell ag clean as a wissle into the hall
below. All his bones were brokenm, but I
re-set the whole lot inside five minnits, and
he was able to walk about without any dis-
comfort. I then heard that the Head was
being attacked in the quad by a gang of
rough "uns, so I .eclenched my fists and
hurried to the spot, just in time to save
the Head’s life. 1 struck the skoundrels
senseless, and tellyfoned for the poleece.
I then heard that Kildare of the Sixth was
in deadly peril—

(That’s enuff,. Baggy! If you think the
readers of my “Weekly” are going to
swallow all this, you're jolly well mistaken!
The whole article is a pack of fibs, and you
know it jolly well.—Ed.)

{Supplement H;
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ILLY BUNTER tapped on the door
of Mr. Quelch's study, and entered.
The fat junior had an impot in his

hand. He had had to write out a
hundred times
“Please, sir, - I've brought—" bhegan

Bunter. Then he stopped short on finding
that he was addressing the study furniture.
Mr. Quelch was not there.

The fat junior blinked around the empty
apartment in annoyance.

“Gone out golfing, I suppose!” he growled.
hundred lines.

Bunter’s inquisitive little eyes continued
to rove round the study. Presently they

alighted on a diary, which lay om Mr.
Queleh’s tahle, beside his typewriter.
A powerful sense of -curiosity impelied

Billy Bunter to take a peep at the diary.

«Silly of Quelchy to leave his diary lying
about like this,” he muttered. *Somebody
might nose into his private affairs.”

Which was precisely what Bunter himself
proceeded to do. He opened the diary at
the latest entry, glanced at the written
words, and then gave quite a jump.

. "My only aunt!” ejaculated the
Janlor.

There was good reason for his astonish-
ment. For the latest entry in the diary
was as follows:

-“Hid old Prout’s
to-day, for a lark.”

Billy Bunter could
eyes. He had.never
and austere master of
a practical joker. He
no love lost between

fat

Winchester repeater
scarcely believe his
suspected the stern
the Remove of being
knew that there was
Mr. Quelch and Mr.

Prout, the master of the Fifth. But to
think that Mr. Queleh should conceal his
colieague’s rifle—‘for a lark!” It was

amazing—it was well-nigh incredible!

But there was the entry, in black -and
white. There was no getting away from it.

Billy Bunter was about to continue his
investigations, when the sound of foot-
steps in the corridor caused him to bheat a
hasty retreat.

It was Mr. Prout who happened to be
coming along. The master of the Fifth
was in a state of great agitation and ex-
eitement. His eyes gleamed; his hair—what
little he possessed—was rufficd.

The master of the Fifth stopped short sud-
denly, and glared at Billy Bunter.

“I am looking for my gun! It has been
abstracted from the wall of my study!”

Mr. Prout’s voice fairly boomed along
the passage. He glared accusingly at Bun-
ter, as if he expected the fat jumior to
produce the Winchester repeater from bhis
pocket, )

“It has been taken—stolen—puricined-—
appropriated |” Mr. Prout hurled the words
at Bunter’s head as if they were missiles.

“0h, really, sir—" gasped Bunter.

“Do you know anything abeut this, hoy?
[ have no doubt that one of the young
rascals in the Remove Form is responsibl
for this outrage! My gun—my Winchester
repeater—is missing from its accustomed
place. If you are ‘able to throw any ligh
on this matter, Bunter, speak at once!”

“I can tell you all about it, sir,” mur-
mured Bunter.

“What! Can you give me the name of {he
boy who has removed my gun?”

“It wasn’t a boy, sir.”

“Not a boy!” gasped Mr.
astonishment.  “Then who——"

“It was a master, sir.”

“Good gracicus!”

Mr. Prout regarded Billy Bunter in blank
amazement. 5

Prout, in
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“Do you realise what you are saying,
Bunter?” °

“Perfectly, sir. Mr. Quelch has hidden
your gun—I ecan’t say where, but I know
for a fact that he’s takem it.”

Billy Bunter spoke so convinecingly that
Mr. Prout could not doubt his sincerity.
Bunter would nct have dared to bring an
accusation of this sort against a master
unless he had good grounds for it.

Mr. Prout started to prance to and {ro
like a cat on hot bricks. He was as flus-
tered and excited as ever. Now that he
came- to think of it, Mr. Quelch had never
approved of the Winchester repeater. He
had referred to it as a dangerous firearm;
he had urged Mr. Prout to get rid of it.

The two masters had had many vehemeut
arguments on the subject of the Winchester
repeater, and Mr. Prout had generally ended
up by declaring that no one should ever
deprive him of his treasured gun,'which had
sent so many lions, tigers, and crocodiles—to
say nothing of rabbits—to their doom.

It now seemed only too probable that Mr.
Quelch had taken the law into his own
hands—and the gun into his own hands at
the same time—and hidden it somewhere.
For the master of the Remove was genuinely
afraid of that gun.

Mr. Prout suddenly stopped his pranc-
ing, and spun round uwpon Billy Bunter.

“How do you know that Mr. Quelch has

appropriated my gun, Bunter?” he de-
manded.

“There's an entry in his diary, sir, to
that effect. Of course, I didn’t pry into

Mr. Quelch’s diary, or anything like that,
sir. I'm above that sort of thing. But I
found the diary lying on the floor in Mr.
Quelch's study, and when I stooped and
picked it up I couldn’t help noticing—-"

“Quite so—quite s0,” said Mr. Prout. ~“I

will take this matter up without delay. To
think that Mr. Quelch should have the
andacity to tamper with my property! I—
Lo i

Mr, Prout was stumped for words.

At that moment a gentleman in “plus
fours ’ appeared on the scene. It was Mr,
Quelch, fresh from his exertions on the

golf-links.
Mr. Prout rushed to the attack at once—
metaphorically, of course.

“My gun!” he roared. “AMy valuable
Winchester repeater! Where have you
hidden it? Why havs: you hidden it?

Answer me—1 insist—"

Mr. Prout rushed at the Remove master.

“ Where is my gun? ” he cried. ' Where

have you higden i7"

BY

 GEORGE BULSTRODE.

Mr. Quelch staggered bhack before that
torrent of words.
“8ir!  Mr. Prout!” he gasped. “Have

you taken leave of your senses, sir?”

“My gun!” thundered Mr. Prout.

“My—my dear sir—"’

“My gun!” hooted the incensed master ¢f
the Fifth. “Lead me to it at once!”

“It is in your study, is it not?”

“No, sir, indeed it is not, as you know fuli
well! It was you, sir, who purleined it, and
made off with it—"

“How dare you, Mr. Prout!”

The master of the Remove was as an
as his colleague. The two glared at e
other like- tigers, and Billy Bunter stood
the offing, enjoying the fun.

“It is idle for you to deny that you have
removed my gunm, Quelch!” said Mr. Prout.
“According to this boy Bunter there is an
eatry in your diary.to the effect that you
have hidden it.”

“But I do not keep a diary!” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. “If you will endeavour to
control yourself, sir, and accompany me tg
my study, we will get to the bottom of thiz
business. I fear that Bunter has misled you,
He is a notorious teller of falsehoods.™

The two masters stepped inteo Mr
Queleh’s study. Billy Bunter was ordered to
follow.

“Now, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch grimly,
“where is the diary to which you refer?”

“There, sir,” said. -Bunter. pointing te the
book which lay en the desk.

Mr.. Quelch - picked * up- - the - - hook, - und
glanced at the entries. Presently he gave
a violent start.

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated. “The
matter is already cleared up, Mr, Prous
It was Skinner who removed your gun!”

“Skinner!”

“Yes. This is his diary. 1 had occasion
to confiscate it this morning, during lessons.
Skinner has apparently bhidden your gun
for a *lark,’ as he calls it. Bunter, you
will 'ﬁnd Skinner, and bring him here at
once.”

Billy Bunter departed on his errsnd.. He
was back inside five minutes with Skinaner,
who was pale and quaking.

“Boy,” thundered Mr, Prout, “where is
my gun?’ R

“Ahem! In—in the coal-cellar, sir,” stam-
mered Skinner. “I hepe you won't take
offence, sir. ‘1t was only a lark™

Unfortunately, Mr. Prout’s sense of

humour was not so keen as Skinnper's,

“I will ask your Form master to chastize
you severely!” he exclaimed. “Your con-
duct has given rise to a good deal of mis-
understanding and unpleasantness. By the
way, Mr. Quelch, the handwriting in this
wretched boy's diary is very similar to your
own.”

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“Skinner is a very skilful penman,” he
said, “and he has so often tried to imitate
my writing that he has quite got into my
style. You will fetch Mr. Prout’s gun at
once, Skinner, and I will then administ
thrashing which will deter you from playin
such pranks in future.”

Mr. Quelch kept his word. inner re-
ceived four stinging cuts on each hand, and
Billy Bunter stood by aud gloated. But he
didn’t gloat a little iater on, when he was
caned in.turn, for meddling with things
which did not concern him.

The two young raseals staggered out of
Mr. Quelch’s study together, moaning and
groaning in a dismal chorus.

And the burden of their plaint was:

“Qw-cw-ow-ow-ow!”

, THE EKD.
TrE Porurar.—No.

ki

215.

al Spring Poets’ Number 17



" 16 The Old ““Popular's’ up to new Stunts next week—watch cut!

3

“LOVELL'S VISITOR!”

(Continued from page 12.)

» Aunt Georgina Mufllebury, for a quid!”
muttered TLattrey.

Tue little old lady's beady eyes rested
upon Peele & Co., and the three juniors
came forward, lifting their caps.

“Are you Great-aunt—1 mean, are you
Biss Muffiebury?” inquired Peele. politely.

The little old lady blinked_ at him.

“T am Miss Mufflebury. - But where is little
Arty?” she said snxiously. “You are from
Leokwood School?”

“Yes, ma'zm, but—"

“Then where is little  Arty? He has not
been Tun over? Or fallen into the river?
Or succumbed to this dreadful influenza?”
cried the little old lady, in a futter.
“Something dreadful has happened to little
Arty, I am sure of it!”

“Not at all, ma'am!” said
solemnly.  “Little—ahem!-little
quite well, but——"

“Yes, vesp!"

“put he hias been a naughty little boy,
1 am sorry to say!" said Lattrey gravely,
shaking his head.

“Very naughty indced!” said Gower.
“Pear, dear mel” said the littie old lady,
in distress. “That is terrible!”

“He has been kept in by his kind teacher,
so he had to ask his friends to come and

Tattrey
Arty is

meet you instead, and—and explain
matters,” said Peele, with the utmost
gravity. “He—he hopes you won't be

angry with him, Miss Muffebury.”

“The poor little boy!” said Miss Mutlle-
bury, shaking her curls. “I am so sorry he
has been kept in! I remember he was once

;}m"ju‘ghty before, when he was a tiny little
ad!”

“¢Go hon!” murmured Lattrey.

“Yes, indeed! He refused to take his cod-
liver-oil after he had had the measles!”
rattled on the old lady. “Iancy that now!”

gracious!”

“Ah, ah! = Ahem—gug-good
gaspﬁ(l Peele. :
“Yes; no wonder you are surprised, my

dear littic {ellow!”

Peele turned crimson, while Lattrey and
Gower tried to hide their grins. But Miss
Georgina Mufflebury did mnot appear to
notice anything.

“On that ocecasion, you kaow, 1 actually
had to punish the dear little mannie,” she
continued confidentially; “1 had to stand
him in the corner!”

“Dud-dud-did you,
Peele.

“Oh, help!” murmured Lattrey faintly.

“Yes. I hope your teacher mever has to
stand you in the corner, my little man!”

“Nunno!” gasped Peele.

“I am glad to hear it!” said the little old
lady, smiling. “Now, here is the porter with
ay hathchair. Are you kind little boys going
to take me up to the school in it?”

Peele & Co. exchanged glances and covert
grins,

“Yes, ma'am; that's what we came down
for,” said Lattrey, with great politeness.

“That is very sweet of you, dears!” said
Lovell's great-aunt, hobbling into her bath-
chair. “What are your names? You seem
10 be such kind-hearted little boys!”

Peele & Co. almost choked, but 'Lattrey
recovered himself with a great effort.

“] am Snooks,” he said gravely. “This is
Hookey, and this is Walker.” indicating the
almost paralysed Peele and Gower with a
wave of his hand. “We are pleased to meet
you, Great-aunt—I-—I mean, Miss Muffle-
bury!”

Miss Muffebury beamed.

“That is kind of you! And you are great
friends of little Arty's, Snooks?”

“ Ahsolute bosom friends!” said Tattrey
solemnly. “I am sure he would like us to
be near him now!”

. Lattrey felt pretty sure that he was speak-
lmg t’he strict truth in the last sentence, any-
10w !

“That is nice! And are you quite sure the
bhathehair will not be too much for your
strength, my little men?”

“Kit-quite sure, ma'am, thaok
gasped the “little men,” in chorus.
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ma'am?” stuitered

you!t”

“Then shall we get on? 1 am anxious to
see my dear little Arty again.”

“Right-ho, ma'am?!”

“And with Gower pulling in front and
Lattrey and Peele pushing bebind, the bath-
chair proceeded out of the station yard and
along the road towards Rookwood ab a pace
that was exceedingly sedate—as yet!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Rookwood!

IMMY SILVER: & CO. sat in the Fourth
Form class-toom at Rookwood and
wrote away for dear life. There was
silence except for the ticking of the

elock and the scratehing of four pens as they
traced out - again and again the odious
centence: “I must be more circumspect in
regard to my conduct in the Form-room.”
Jimmy Silver & Co. were alone in the class-
room. They had given ‘their promise to Mr.
Bootles to . remain there until they had
finished their task; and the Form master had
readily accepted their words. He had
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In this competition one competitor sent in
a correct solution of the pictures. The f
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irst
prize of £5 has therefore been awarded to:

W, BLACKHALL,
76, Pleasant Street,
West Bromwich.

The seeond prize of £2 10s. has been
divided among the following five competitors,
whose solutions contained one error each:

Albert - Woodcock, 9, Warton Terrace,
Bootle, Liverpool; A. R. Barnard, The Bun-
alow, Chapel Farm, Braintrece, Lssex; Jack
Bird, Bonds, Chulmleigh, Devon; Douglas
Whiteman, 4, West Street, Sutton, Surrey;
Maud Brooks, 16, Nichols Square, Hackney
Road, E. 2,

The ten prizes of 5s. each have been
divided among the following twenty-one com-
pet{ltors, whose solutions contained two errors
each:

Wm. Brooks, 16, Nichols Square, Hackney
Road, E. 2; Percy Brooks, 16, Nichols Square,
Hackney Road, E. 2; Blanche Brooks, 16,

Nichols Square, Hackney Road, E. 2; 8.
Daft, 25, Fairmile Avenue, Streatham,

S.W. 16; Ben McMahon, 50, Clyde Street,
Belfast; Charles H. Morton, B8, Brunton
Terrace, Howarth Street, Sunderland; H.
Judge, 141, Brettenham Road, Edmonton,
N. 18; F. Apps, 67, Craigerne Road, Black-
heath, S.E. 3; E. Rushton, 19, Clarence
Street, Fenton, Stoke-on-Trent; W. Cousens,
5, Topsfleld Par., Crouch End, N. 8; Fred
Cave, 59, Edward Street, Grimsby, Lines;
T. Topping, 62, Ivor Road, Sparkhill, Bir-
mingham; Eric Nunn, 19, New Road, Saw-
ston, Cambs; W. M. Hole, 60, St. Edmonds
Road, Plainmoor, Torquay; James Brook,
17a, Corporation Street, Halifax; Mrs. Lucy
Roshier, 146, Thornley Street, Burton-on-
Trent, Stafts; James A. Parker, 34, Corpora-
tion Street,” Walsall, Staffs; Arthur Butters,
245, Roberts Street, Grimsby; Albert Brue-
ton, 78, Staniforth Street, Birmingham; Olive
Knowles, 9, Burton Streef, Brixham, Devon;
T. Ashworth, 756, Oldham Road, Failsworth,

Manchester.
SOLUTION.

Middlesbrough is regarded by large num-
bers of football supporters as a fairly medern
club, but its record goes back a long distance.
Middlesbrough has had some hard times, and
when it was compelled . to find a fresh

ground, the bill ran into thousands of peaunds.
But it has a splendid fightifg record.

Introduc; Jimmy Silver & Co. to All

another

promised to return just before dinner to ses
if they had completed-their imposition, and
e was just about due whep Jimmy Silver
broke the silence at last.

“Finished, thank goodness!” he exclaimed,
throwing down his pen.” “Time Bootles came
back, too. Hope he'll take my writing.”

“Shurrup, Jimmy!” growled Yovell, serib-
bling away as if for a wager. “I1've gou two
more to do yet—: circumspect in regard to
my conduct——" What rot this is!”

“Awful!” agreed Jimmy. “The Head was
a bit rough on us, I must say. Hallo!
What’s up, I wonder?” -

Jimmy Sitver broke off as a sudden chorus
of vells and shouts of laughter floated up
from the quad through the open windows
of the Fourth Form class-room.

The chums of the Fourth looked af one
inquiringly.  There was another
louder yell from below.

Lovell shrugged his shoulders, causing the
last line of his imposition to be decorated
with a large blot.

“Some of our fellows chivvying the Modern
eads, I expect,” he said carelessly. “I've
finished, anyway! Wonder if Grace has £0%
my great-aunt up here yet?”

‘A terrific roar rose up from the quadrangis
outside, and Jimmy Silver sprang up on to
the desks—for the windows of the class-
room were bigh up in the wall—in order to
get a view of the quad.

An awful thought had struck all four ol
them simultaneously.

“My hat!" yelled Lovell. “If that's

“Your Great-aunt Georgina!”

“@Great Scott!”

“Tt ist” yelled Raby. “It’s your great-
aunt! Look! The—the rotters!”

«peele - & Co.! The—the cads! The
rotten cads!” shouted Lovell passionately.

The four juniors were almost petrified by
the sight that met their gaze as they looked
down into the old quad at Rookwood.

Across the quad, from the direction of
the strangest

the gates, was speeding 3
equipage. It was an ancient bathehair
occupied by an ancient lady with old-
fashioned side-curls, who could bhe mnone

other than Lovell’s Great-aunt Georgina'

But it was the pace at which the ancient
vehicle was proceeding that was attracting
so. much attention—it could only be
described as terrific! 2

The motive-power was being supplied by
three grinning juniors—none other than our
friends Peele, Lattrey, and Gower, of course.

Gower was pulling the chair by its steer-
ing-lever, like a runaway horse: while
Peele and Lattrey were shoving behind for
all they were worth! :

All three juniors were tearing along as if
on the cinder-path, and the ancient vehicle
rocked and bounded as it flew over the
ground, leaving a cloud of dust in its wake.

There was, a roar from all sides of the
crowded quad as the bathchair tore omn,
followed by a racing crowd of excited and
amazed juniors.

“What is it2”

“It’s a bathchair Marathon!”

“The finish of a chariot race!”

“Hurrah!”

The swaying, bumping bathehair swept
on past the window of the Tourth Torm
class-room. The little old lady sat quite
quiet in the rocking vehicle, her face pale
and her hands clutching the arms of the
chair.

Jimmy Silver & Co. at the window caught
a glimpse of her pale face amid the shriek-
ing crowd of thoughtless juniors, and they
raved in impotent fury.

«mhe—the cowards! The cads!” choked
Lovell. “Oh, wait till I get at them!”

«Come on—this way!” breathed Jimmy
Silver sulphurously. “We'll teach ‘em!"”

“What-ho!”

The four juniors jumped downt from the
window and made a rush for the door.

“Bless my soul! What'’s the meaning of
this?”

Mr. Bootles was coming in at the door,
and the rush of the four furious juniors
almost carried the little gentleman off his
feet. He blinked dazedly at the chums
through his spectacles.

“Sorry, sir!” gasped Lovell. —“My--my
aunt, sir! My Great-aunt Georgina!”

“B-bless my soul!”

“Those cads are ragging her!
to smash them!” panted Lovell,

“But your impositions !

“We've finished them, sir!” explained
Jimmy Silver hurriedly. “We're just going
to rescue—-" :

Your Pals!

I'm going
I [
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“What—what! Doys!”
“Sorry, sir 12
And, almost pushing the little Form

master aside, the four juniors rushed on.

Mr, Bootles gasped in fluttered amazement.

“Bless my soul! Bays, come back at
once!”

‘But the little Form master’s command tell
for once upon deaf cars.

Jimmy Silver & Co. rushed on, breathing
vengeance, and Mr, Bootles was left alone.
to waste his sweetness on. the desert air,
o to speak,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
: Reparation—and Retribution.
F[ HIE gying bathchair slowed down at
ast.

After cirecumnavigating the quad
at such terrific speed, Peele & Co.
began to get blown. The pace had been too
et to last, and the bathebhair finally drew
up in front of the gym, and was immediately
satrounded by a crowd of laughing, cheering
juniors. .
‘,‘\ dozen voices halled the grinning Peele
& Co,

“What's the game, Pecley?”

“Is it a bet, or what?”

*“ Are you the winners?”

“Who's your lady friend?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Peele & Co. mopped their streaming brows,
while the fittle old lady gazed faintly round
in great bewilderment. -

“Where am I?” she exclaimed faintly,
scanning the innumerable strange faces.
l‘"!)eq?r’ me! Am I dreaming? Is little Arty
rere?”

There was a hush s some of the crowd-
ing juniors caught the old lady’s words, and
stopped laughing. It began to dawn on
some of them that the little old lady had
been made the vietim of a rag by Peele &
Co., and that thought made them feel not a
little: uncomfortable.

For the idea of making deliberate sport
of an old lady did not appeal to Rookwood
boys, with the exception of a few black
sheep of the kidney of Peele, Lattrey, and
Gower.

But Pecle & Co. did ‘not seem to notice
the changing semtiment of the erowd.

Peele grinned round triumphantly. He
felt distinctly elated at the success of what
he regarded as a distinet hit at Jimmy
Silver & Co.

“We went to meet the old lady at the
station,” he grinned. *She said she was
in a hurry—"

“He, he, he!” giggled Gower.

“80 we did our best for her!” finished
Lattrey. “Allow me to introduce you,
gentlemen, to Lovell's Great-aunt Georgina!”

And Lattrey stepped back, with a mock
bow to the bewildered old lady.

There was an angry murmur from the
crowd, and a burly Fourth-Former pushed
bhis way forward. It was Conroy, the
usually good-natured Colonial junior, and
there was a stern look on'his handsome face,
His chums, Van Ryn and Pons, were close
behind him.

“I guess I don’t quite understand you,
Lattrey!” he said, in a hard voice. “Do you
mean to say—"
< “Here they are, the cads!”

There was a violent eddy in the crowd,
and Lovell burst furiously into the ecircle
round the bathchair, followed by Jimmy
Silver, Raby, and Newcome. The burning
indignation on the faces of the famous
Fistical Four of Rookwood caused some of
near-by juniors to realise suddenly just
how matters stood. Antd a good many of
them began to edge furtively away.

'I;hey saw ructions ahead—and they were
right,

“You cads!” shouted Lovell, in a voice
trembling with passion, as he laid his hand
on the arm of the little old lady in the bath-
chair,” “Cads and cowards! You have been
rageing an old lady—Miss Mufflebury—my
great-aunt—->"

“Steady, I .say, old man!”

It was Conroy who spoke, amid the dead
silence of the crowd of juniors.

“You cowards! 2

Conroy put his hand quictly on Lovell’s
shoulder.

“Steady, I say, old man!”

Lovell made an impatient gesture, almost
choking.

But Conroy did not move. Jimmy Silver,
seeing how matters were going, exchanged
glances with Raby and Newcome. The three

T—

Next Week’s Rookwood Story is Full of Thrills |

THE KIDNAPPING OF PUTTY!

close to his side. ‘ Into the

There was i
Qrace as the dirty sack was dragged over his head, while his arms were pinned
wood-shed with = him I'**
(See Chapter 3.)

¥
a muffied howl from Teddy

cried Peele.

chums stepped quietly over to where Peele &
Co. were standing, and closed round them
unostentatiously.

Peele & Co. had stopped grinning by now.
Indeed, they locked quite uneasy.

“I guess we did net understand rightly
what was happening, Lovell,” Conroy said,
in a level voice. “We saw these galoots
toting the bathchair round at a great pace,
and I guess we thought it was some sort of
a jokel”

“Yes, yes!” came in an eager chorus from
the now thoroughly repentant crowd.

“So we just naturally gave ’em a cheer,
and gathered round to imvestigate.”

“Hear, hear!”

Conroy glanced round,

¢I, for one, heg te offer Miss Muffle-
bury my very humble apologies,” be con-
tinued, raising his cap to the little old
fady. *“I feel real mean about it, and I
hope you will forgive me, ma’am!”

“And we say the same!’ said Van Ryn
and Pons together. “Please forgive us,
ma’'am!”

“And IP%

*and 117

“We all apologise!”

“Heary hear!”

There was a perfect chorus of apologies.
The thoughtless juniors were quick to
recognise the discourtesy they had been
cuilty of, as soon as they understood how
the matter stood. They were in as great
a hurry to apologise as they had heen to
cheer the racing hathehair.

Lovell’s face cleared somewhat as he
turned to his great-aunt and kissed her
affectionately—a thing he would have
shrunk from doing in -public at ordinary
times.

“Are you hurt, aunty dear?”

Miss Mufflebury- gazed at him fondly,
and some of the colour came back into

ther old cheeks.

Shes smiled and shook her head.
“I. am so glad tp see you, my dear
little Arty! No, I7am not hurt in any

way. Those little hoys were. a little rough,
perhaps—"’

“Yes—the cadsP” said Lovell
“I'll make them pay for that!”

“My dear little Arty. how can you cay
such a thing ¢’

“Eh?”

“You would not hurt your little schoole
fellows,' surely?”’

“But—but they—>"

“I am surprised at
eaid Miss Mufflebury, shaking her ¢ is
reprovingly at the dumbfounded Loveil.
“1 shall not allow such a thing for a
moment !” f

nl_I__S’

“You will promise me you will not isuch
those thoughtless little boys?”’

“Th-thoughtless!”’ grasped Lovell.

“You must promise me, Arty dear!”
Lovell looked across at Jimmy Silver,

That youth did not return his glanece.
Hs looked straight in front of him, and
winked solemnly.

Lovell turned back to his great-aunt.

fiercely,

stammered Lovell
you, Arty dear,”

“1 promise I won’t touch them, thesn,
aunty!”
“That's my good. little Arty! And sl

these other little boys—"’ !
“You will accept our apologies, ma’:
said Conroy anxiously.

“Why, Lless me, of course, my litfte
man! There is nothing to forgive! And t

should like to give each of you dear littie
boys a little present!®’ -

And the little old lady beamed round on
the crowd of astonished -juniors.
“A—a present, ma’am?”

Conroy. .

“Yes: a little present each!” beamed Mics
Mufflebury, diving her hand into the foct
of the bathchair and producing a fat hang-
bag. “I have here, fortunately, a good
supply of splendid little pamphlets or
tracts—-""

“Tut-tracts, ma’am!™

“Certainly! Here you ' are! ‘How a
TrE PopuLir.—No. 215,

stammered
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Well-Brought-Up Little Boy Should Be-

have'! By Dr. Cuthbert Coddle, You
may take oue each.”
“ Oh, my hat—I mean, th-thank you,

ma’am!”

And the sturdy Colonial junior gingerly
picked up omne of Dr. Coddle’s valuable
pamphlets, and, politely lifting his cap
again, walked away as if in a dream.”

The crowd of juniors, looking thoroughly
sheepish now, fermed up in a regular queue
and shutiled past the bathchair, each tak-
pamphlets

ing one of the precious and

politely lifting his cap to the beaming old

lady. -
One or two showed a disposition to melf

away unostentatiously, without joining the
queue, but finding the grim éye of Jimmy
Silver upon them, gave up the attempt,
and took their pamphiets like lambs.

As Jimmy Silver remarked to his chums
afterwards, it was a sort of penance, and
they had to go through with it.

Lattrey, Peele, and Gower, with Jimmy
Silver, Raby, and Newcome marching very
close behind them, were the last to receive
their pamphlets,

“I'Il take: my_ great-aunt along to the
Head’s house for lunch aow,’” said Lovell,
now - quite cheery again. “See you in the
study after, Jimmmy!"”
 “Right-ho, old man! We have a little
business to do first!” said Jimmy Silver
significantly, with a glance at the shrink-
ing Peele & Co.

“Ahem! Come along,
Lovell hastily.

And he wheeled the little old lady off
across the quad, at a very sedate pace this
time.

Jimmy 8ilver's grasp closed like a vice
upon Lattrey’s arm, while. Raby and New-
come were equally -affecticnate with Peele
and Gower respectively.

“ Now, Lattrey,” sald Jimwmy Silver
grimly, “the game's up, isn't it? You've

; had your ‘fun,” as you probably thought
i, and now you must pay for it.”

Lattrey was a sturdy fellow, and the best
man with his fists of the black sheep of
Study No. 1. But he knew Jimmy Silver,
and be quailed at the grimness in his voice.

Nevertheless, he made an attempt at
bluster.

“Lemme go, Silver! ['m not going to be
bullied by you! If vou touch me I'll com-
plain to a prefect!”

Jimmy Eilver sighed,
patience.

.“You don’t quite understand your posi-
tion, I'm afraid, Lattrey,’ he said. “I’ll
try to explain it to you. But first, where's
Teddy Grace?”

“Lemme go! I'm going in to dinner!”

“Where's Grace?” roared Jimmy.

Lattrey gave up his attempt at biuff.

“In the wood-shed,” he said sullenly.

auaty dear!” said

with an air of

“Have‘ you got the key?”

“Yes!”
“Good! Then come along.”
The three chums of the end study

marched the three black sheep of the Fourth
Form to the wood-shed. Peecle & Co. went
like lambs.

They found Grace there, where Peele &
Co. had left him. Putty had wriggled and
wriggled, end had almost managed to work
the sack off him, but not quite.

Jimmy Silver whipped it off in an instant,
and Putty's crimson face, coated with dust
and grime, glared at him sulphurously.

“Gooch?! You—you ass, Silver!
didn't you come before?”

" “My dear kid—"

“@Geroovol! - I'm suffocated! My hat!”

Putty broke oft with a yell of fury.

“There's that cad Lattrey—and Peele—and
Gower——"

“Hold on, Putty!”

“Lemme  gerrat them!® howled Putty.
“The beasts! They tied me up RiRE

“Wait half a mo—"

“They laid for me
the—the beasts!”

Putty made a furious rush at his foes, but
Jimmy Silver caught him by the arm.

“Hold on, I tell you, Putty!”

“Lemme go, Silver!”

“Chuck it, old son, and listen to your
uncle! Peele & Co. are going through it!”

Putty growled wrathfully, but he ceased to
struggle. He only glared at Peele & Co.

“Honest Injun?” he growled.

“Honest Injun!” said Jimmy Silver quietly.
“You see, Putty, they've played a caddish
trick on Miss Mufflebury—Lovell's great-aunt,
you know. They ragged the poor old lady,
and Rookwooders don’t rag ladies—especially
if they happen to be relations of the old
firm.”

“Hear, hear!” said Raby and Newcome.

“QOh, rot!” muttered Lattrey uneasily.

Jimmy Silver stepped to the door of the
wood-shed, and placed the key in the inside
of the lock and turned it. His manner was
deadly cool. .

“You'll find it isn’t rot, Lattrey! There
are four of us here, including Grace; and
there are three of you. As a matter of fact,
any three of us could lick you three, and
you know it. You are going to take a
licking—all three of you!”

“No fear!” said Lattrey, as boldly as he
could. Inwardly, he was feeling decidedly
qualmish. "

“You don’t understand—this is a serlous
matter. Lattrey,” said Jimmy Silver
patiently. “You have behaved like‘out‘-ngd-
out cads, and you have got to be punished!

“If you do—you wouldn’t dare! T'll jolly

Why

and balf-choked me,

well complain!” blustered Lattrey, in a
panic. Jimmy Silver’s unnatural calm, apd
his manner of deadly earnestness, quite

unnerved Lattrey.
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“Hold on a minute!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Conroy dropped a word to me in the crowd
just now. He proposes a Form licking for
you three cads if we don’t give you one.”

Lattrey & Co. shivered. A Form licking
was something to be dreaded.

“If you complain to a prefect,” went on
Jimmy Silver relentlessly, “I ghall go to
Bulkeley and . tell him the whole story, and
iv(mtwlll get & flogzing from the Head, at
east.”

The three black sheep shivered again. The
prospect of a flogging from the Head was
as little pleasing to them as that of a Form
licking. And they kpew that a flogging, or
‘worse, would await them if the Head were
once in possession of the whole story.

“So don’'t you think, on ‘the whole, you
would do better to take a licking from us?”
went on Jimmy Silver, in honeyed accents.
“Unless, of course, you would like to fight
the lot of us?” he added generously.

Peele and Gower whimpered openly.

“It—it's not fair play, Silver—you know
it's not!” stuttered Lattrey, with dry lips.

“It is not a matter of fair play; it's a
matter of punishment--just punishment for a
caddish trick, Lattrey,” explained Jimmy
Silver gently.

Lattrey lost his nerve entirely, He could
not stand against Jimmy Silver in this grim,
relentless mood.

He shrugged his shoulders hopelessly.

Lattrey gave it up.

“Then you will take a licking, Lattrey?”
almost cocoed Jimmy Silver.

“Yes—hang you!” muttered Lattrey.

“And you other two beauties?”.

“Ye-e-es!”

“Good!”

There was a large pile ‘of sticks of all sorts
in the corner of the wood-shed. Jimmy
Silver stepped over to the corner and care-
fully selected ome of them—a stout oue,
but limber. He swished it through the rir, in
the manner of a professional executioner.

The unhappy trio watched him with a
fearful fascination.

“Ready, Lattrey?” he inquired cheerfully.
“Welll each give you three—that's just a
dm‘r,%n;la gfmd round number.”

“Are you ready?” snapped Jimmy.

Latirey gave a wild glance round. The
door of the wood-shed was iocked, and the
key was in Jimmy Silver's pocket. The
window was shut, and he noticed that Raby
and Newcome and Teddyv Grace were slowly
approaching him. One glance at the faces
of Peele and Gower showed him that he
could expect no help from them.

Lattrey surrendered ignobly.

“Ye-es, I—I'm ready!”

“Then bend over!"”

And the avenging juniors proceeded to
deal faithfully with the three black sheep.

Jimmy Silver & Co. spent quite a pie
afternoon, on the whole, in showing Lo
Great-aunt Georgina round Rookwood. They
squirmed somewhat, it is true, when Miss
Muffiebury persisted in referring to them
as “dear little boys"” in front of a crowd
of solemn Rookwooders. And they had to
accept a good many pamphlets, mostly
written by the worthy Dr. Cuthbert Coddle,
for whose works Miss Mufllebury apparently
had the greatest admiration.

The Rookwooders turned out to give Miss
Mufflebury a hearty cheer when the chums
wheeled her bathchair down to the station
after tea in the study, thereby somewhat
making up by their Learty farewell for the
unintentional inhospitality of their welcome.

The Fistical Four were in quite a con-
tented mood as they walked back across the
fields from the station, after seeing the
little old lady off. ¥

“Al’s well that ends well?” remarked
Artbur Edward Lovell, as they came in
sight of Rookwood again. “I think T shall
remember to-day for the rest of my natural
life, thought*

“So will Messrs. Lattrey. Peele, and Gower,
[ think!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

Indeed, all Rookwood would be likely to
remember for some time to come the visit
of T.ovell's great-aunt!

THE EXD

(There will be another grand long com-
plete story of Jimmy Silver & Co. in next
Tuesday’s™ POPULAR, entitled: © Borrowed
Glory 1” by Owen Conquest. Do not miss this
story on any account.) 3
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BEARDING THE LION!

In which Frank Richards & Co. track their enemy down to his lair, and Hand:

against the chums!

AT LAST CHANCE!

Al k his {ast s and

* FRANK RICHARDS & Co., the Cedar
Creek Chums, on their journey into

the North-West.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Last Chance Camp !
OSY PETE, proprietor of the Pine Log
Hotel, of Last Chance, was standing
in his doorway in his
when ¥rank Richards &
into eamp.

Posy Pete wore a cheerful smile upon his
fat, rubicund face.

The sun was setting on the Cascade
Afountains, and the “boys” were coming in
irom the gulches after a day’s work on
the placers. 5

There was a tramp of feet in the rugged,
unpaved street as brawny miners passed,
pick on shoulder.

Posy Pete nedded genially to the “boys ™
as they rode by.

He was in -a cheery mood.

After the day's quiet the Pine Log was
shout to wake up to its usual evening
liveliness, when the miners ecame in f{rom
the claims with “dust” in their pockets.

Behind the fat landlord, as he stood smil-
ing into the street sounded the musical
elink, clink, as the Chinese har-tender washed
the glasses in the bar.

Down the niiddle of the street came Frank
Richards & Co., ridine, {ollowed by their
pack-mule, and Posy Pete glanced at them
euriousty. #

“Halt!” sang out Bob Lawless as they
reaehed the hotel

“Hotel” the Pine Log was, and the only
ane in camp; but it was only a rough
stryeture of log and lumber of the most
primitive kind.

Guests at the Pine Log had to do their
own washing and sweeping, and to provide
their own bedeclothes if they wanted any.

Frank Richards & Co. dismounted, eyed
iy the fat landlord.

A schoolboy party was unusual enough at
the mining-camp in the mountain wilds of
North-Western Canada.

There were five in the party—Frank, Bob,
and Vere Beauclere, Chunky Todgers, and
Ven Chin, the Chinee, all on holiday from
tedar Creek Schoel, in the far-off Thompson
Yalley.

“1 guess this is the hotel,” remarked Bob
Lawles

“1 guess. you've hit it,” said Posy Pete.
‘You're a new outfit in these parts. What
#re you children doin’ hyer?”

Heb Lawless grinned.

“f guess we're on holiday, and doing the
North-West,” lie answered. “Business, tco.
We want to know where to find the sheritl.
i reckon there's a sherifl in this camp?”

“ Cortech!”

“Where does he hang out?”

“Hyer.”

“In thie hotel?” asked Frank Richards.

“YC‘D."

shirt-sleeves

Co. rode

Anather Ripping Roaring Wild West Y

g’osy Pete chuckled.
‘You see, I'm the sheriff,” lie explained.

“Likewise, landlord of the Pine Log. Do
you want the landlord or the sheriff?”?
“Both,” said Bob, smiling. “We want

the landlord to give us a couple of rooms,
and fodder for our horses; and we want
the sheriff to take down a charge against
a rustler namer Carson, otherwise Handsome
Alf, who belongs to this eamp. I guess.”

“Right!” answered Posy Pete. “This is
Handsome Alf’s home, if anybody wants him.
But I guess I'd advise you youngsters nof
to quarrel with him. He's a bad man to
quarrel with.”

“We’ve done {hat already,” answered Bob.
“We charge him with trying to steal cur
horses, and some other things.”

Posy Pete whistled.

“That’s your business, as
camp,” said ‘Vere Beauclere.

“Correct ! But——" The sheriff paused.
“Take your hosses round, my sons,” he
went on. “You'll find fodder for them. 1
guess [ ecan give you two rooms, and 1
reckon there's grub for you insgide. About
Handsome Alf. You'd betfer think it over
again, and call another time.”

“But—-" began Frank Richards.

“Coming!”’ ecalled out Posy Pete, in answer
to an imaginary call from within; and bLe
disappeared into the hotel

“On, my hat!” said Frank.

“That galoot don't want treuble with
Handsome Alf,” remarked Chunky Todgers
sagely.

“Look likes it,” agreed Bob. “But we've
come here for trouble with the rascal, and
we're gcoing to have it. Bring along the
gees.”

The party led their horses round to the
corral at the back of the lumber hotel,
the corral answering the purpose of a stable.

The schoolboy adventurers had not ex-
pected “Eastern” refinements in  the
mountain mining-camp, and they were pre-
pared to look after their mounts themselves.

The horses and the mule having - heen
rubbed down and fed, and” looked after
generally, the chums washed off the dust
of the trail at the pump in the yard—that

sheriff of the

 being the place where residents in the hotel

performed their ablutions in public.

Then they entered the Pine Log.

A Chinese servant showed them to their
room, a large apartment on the ground floor
at the back of the house.

There was no choice about heing ou, the
ground floor, as the Pine Log had only one
storey.

The “beds” consisted of planks, and any
covering had to be provided by the guests
themselves; but they were prepared for

that.
“Well,
said ' Bob Lawless;

5

there’s room for the lot of us/’
“gand it’s just as well to

i

keep togethier. If Chunky snores we'll get
up and brain bim!”

“Look here—"
warmly.

“Me hungly!” murmured Yen Chin.

“I'm jolly hungry!” remarked Chunky
hope they’ve got something decent to
I don't mind roughinz it so far as accom-
modation goes, but I do want a square
meal.”

“This way,” said Boh.

The five ‘schoolboys -procecdéd to’ thic
dining-room. 5 S 2

There were a4~ good many guésts there, s
a meal was going on.” - ; g

Frank Richards & Co. seeiiréed places at
the long board table, and fonnd thaf the:
meal, though roughly served, was deeidedly
“square.” : A 2

There was ‘cnough and to -spdre,” and even
Chunky Todgers was fully satisfied.

A good many glances were cast at the
schoolboys " by the other diners, most ¢l
whom wore red shirts and big, muddy hoote,
and had their hats on the bhack of their
heads.

They did . not
Chance Camp.

A good many
to them, all of
fully, and they
iriendly enough. .

After the meal, Frank Richards & Co.
looked for the sheriff.

But the sheriff had vanished, and the land
lord had taken his place, $0 to speak.

Posy Pete was only playing oue haif ol
his double-turn at present., _

He was in the bar-rcom, husy helping hic
Chinese bar-keeper to serve his manm
customers, the *boys” apparently haviug
come in from the gulches with a very power
ful thirst on them.

But the chums of Cedar Creek were de
termined to interview Mr. Posy Pete in hic
capacity of sheriff, and they waited . for
an opportunity.

When, in a lull of husiness, the land
went into his own room. and they sdw b
through the half-open door, eating his supper,
they followed him in. i

«(Can we epeak to yeu now?”
Lawless. 3 ;

“1 guess you can, if you Jike."” nnsv{ored the
landlord. “Ain’t you satisfidd with your
room?” |

“0h, ves!” TR

« Ain’t you satisfied with the price?

“Certainly.” T

«Then 1 guess there’s nothing te be said.

«It's about Handsome Ajf—r" :

«Think again!” urged the sheriff. “Carson’s
a4 bad man to run against. T'm wariiny
ou.”

“Took liere.” said Bob Lawless warmiy. 1
suppose there's some law in this town, isu'3
there?”

Trr Poruran.—No. 215

began Chunky Todgers

stand on ceremony in Last

inquiries, too, were directed
which they answered cliecr-
found. the mountain miners

inquired Bob
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*Then you're bound to take our charge
agaiast that rascal.”

i guess you ean run onm. if youn won't
lenrn sense,” answered Posy Pete. Go

ahend, my son!”

*Well, then—2"

< And cut it short——--

“1'1 eat it as short as vou iike,” said Bob.
“ Wy ran e Carson in the foothills, 8nd saved
him {rom being chawed up by a grizzly bear.
He owed us an old grudge, because we pre-
vented him from robbing a miner named
Bill Lomax, who belonged to this camp, a
while back. He abttacked us., tried to kill
two of us here present, and steal our horses.
We're prepared to swear it in court. We
want the villain arrested and tried.”

Posy Pete wrinkled his bro

“¥ou nin't dreamed all that?”

“No."

“You're all witnesses?”
“Yes

fie asked.

1 guess Handsome Alf will deny .it.”

= ad likely  he will,”  agreed
“But something’s got to be done.”

“41 guess you can leave it in my hands,”
#aig the sheriff, after a long pause. “I'll
ser what Handsome Alf has to say iu the
moraing. [ reckon you never expected to
find law courts, lawyers, an' judges, all
epmplete, in this camp, sonny! Galoots
generally settle their little differences be

Biob.

tween themselves:- exeepting horse-thieves
and claim-jumpers, who ginerally get
stretched on the branch of a tree. 1

guess U'm the only law-officer in this hyer
towan, and I pgues was set up by the
boys, 1 ain't appoiuted from New West-
minster ! Posy Pete grinned. “But I'm
taking notice of what yon say, and 1
rechon 11t what can be done. That’s
your way out.”

And, leaving .the worthy
to Baish his supper, Frank Rich
1eft him,

it Bob turned in the doorway.

Taudlord-sheriff
ards & Co.

“§ think you said Carson i3 in camp
now

“Yep.' ;

“Where's he to he fo ?

“He runs the favo-bank at the Tlare-

7 _answered Posy Pete.

“Where's the Flare-Up?»
“Across cthe “way: 1 egs the naphtha-

lamps are alight sow,
easy.”

“Right-ho!” :

“But it won't be heaithy for you
vounkers t@ call on that galoot.,” added
Posy Pete warningly,

“We shall see.”

Ang the chums of Cedar Creek left.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Handsome Alf at Homea!

FR:\NK RICHARDS & CO. emerged from

and you'll- find it

the Pine Log Hotel into. the street.
Darkness had now fallen.

. Across the street a flare of naphtha-
Iamps lichted up the dusk, and they ity
picked out the saloon which bore the ex-
pressive -‘name of the “Flare-Up.”

That evideatly was the headqnarters of
Haundsome. Alf, the “sport ” of Last Chanee.

Feank Richards &.Co. were a little puzzled
how to proceed.

“Wel, I guess this lets out!” remarked
Bob' Lawless.  “I reckon that fab galoot
is more landiord thae sheriff, and he don't
waut trouble with a rustler of Carson's
kidney.” g x

“That’s plain enough,” azreed Vere Beau-
clere.

“You sece, there isn't any court in camp,

o

except when - the - sheriff ~2alls the boys
together to deal with a case,” said Bob
thoughtfully. - “He don’t fecl inclined to do

that on the strength of our yarn of what
happened in thie foothills. If ke did, I guess
Handsome Alf's gob friends of his own sort,
who'll swear that he was in camp at:the
time he was tackliug us in the hills.: But’
—Bob’s brow grew grim—“we're not letting
up on Carson.” .

“Certainly not " exclaimed Frank Richards
warmly. “He's got to be prevented from
doing any further harm, anyhow!"

“We go killee!” sugzested Yen Chin,
whose ideas were extremely Oriental. in spite
nt his having lived most of his days in
Canada.

Tur PoruLar.—No. 215.

Frank Richards & Co.

“Fathead!” answered Frank.

“Me tinkes Kkilles!” persisted Yen Chin.
¥ Shoottee—oh, yes!”

“Do you want to be strung up, you young
ass?” growled Bob Lawle

“I say——" began Chunky Todgers.

“Well, what do vou think, Chunky?”

“Why not go to bed?” asked Chunky, with
the air of a fellow propounding a really
brilliant suggestion.

“What?”

“We're tired, you know—at least, I am.
Let’s go to bed.”

“You silly jay!” howled Bob.
about Handseme Alf?”

“Oh, pever mind him! Um sleepy.”

“Chunky had better o to bed,” said Beau-
clere, laughing. “And Yen Chin had hetter
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go with him.” :

“Me sleepee allee light,” assented the
Chinee.

“Vamoose, then!" grunted Bob.

ChunKy . Todgers very  willingly made
for - the bed-room, where his resonaut

snore was soon added to the other noises
of the Pine Log Hotel.

Yen Chin went with him.

But Frank Richards, Bob, and Beauelerc
remained in the strect, debating what was
to be done in the afiair of Handsome Alf.

“T guess we're going to call on the galcot!”
said Bob Lawless at last. “Come on!”

And the three chums crossed the street to
the Flare-Up Saloon.

They had their rifles on their backs and
their hunting-knives in their belts; but that
equipment was not at all unusual or re-
markable in the street of Last Chance.

Passing through the flare of the naphtha-
lamps, they entered the saloon.

Frank Richards looked round him with a
great deal of interest. It was the 8rst
time he had set foot in a place of the kind.

In the unsettled mountains of the North-
West matters were on a very different foot-
ing from 'that he bad been accustomed to.

The camp of Last Chance had grown up
like a mushroom round the eclaims when 2
“gold-strike ” had heen made in the valley.

Cabins stocd here and there with hardly
any attempt at order,

The main street itself was simply the old
trail that had rua through the valley, marked
only by trampling hoofs and heavy  boots.

After the pold-seekers had come those
who lived by ministering to their wants—
the hotel-keeper, the Chinese  laundryman,
and the “sport,” or professional gambler.

The Flare-Up Salcon w built of lumber
from the nearest timber, thrown together,
as it were, to last but a little while.

There was a goodly crowd in the Flare-Up
when Frank Richards and his chums entered.

At the end of tue long recm was a bar,

where two Chinese werg kept: very busy
serving out the potent fire-water.
A good half of the patrons of = the

establishment were collected there.

But there was a good erowd, too, round
a table in the middle of the room, where
Handsome Alf kept the faro-bank.

The Californian was seated at the table.

The schoolboys recognised at ounce the
dark, rather handsome’ fice and the gold
carrings. of thelr old enemy. 2

Carson did not observe them as they
mingled with the crowd round the tfable.

He held a silver box in his hands, con-
taining the cards, and was pronouncing the
familiar formula of the faro-banker:

“Make your game, gents!”

Coins, notes, and little haps of wold-dust
dropped on the table as the “gents " made
theiz game.

The Californian proceeded to deal the
cards. 5 —

Frank Richards &
curiously enough, -

It was the first time they had scen.a faro-
bank in operation, .

The Califernian was dealing the cards.

The result of the deal was profitable to
the sport, who raked in a good many of
the coins and notes on the table.

As he was doing so he glanced over tiie
crowd, and started as his ‘eyes fell upon
Frank Richards & Co.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Face to Face!
E'VE run - you down, Alf Carson:”
said- Bob Lawless -quietly.
The gambler stared at him, ‘Lis
black eyes gleaming
Then he shrugged his shoulders,
“What do you mean? I dor’t-know you,

Co. watched the scenc
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I guess!” he answered. “If you're here to
play, put your money on the table, and
don’t chew the rag!”

“I guess we're not
Bob Lawless.

“Then vamoose the ranch!”

“Not just yet. We're here to settie with
you, you scoundrel!”
The. Californian’s

almost livid.

His hand for the moment strayed {o the
six-shooter that was strapped to his side.

TFrank Richards shoved his rifle forward
at once.

Across the corner of the faro-table
barrel was directed straight at Alf,
Frank's finger on the trigger.

“Don’t  toueh that pistol, Carson!” said
Frank very quietly.

There was a buzz in the crowd round the
table.

The startling interruption of the faro
game caused a sensation in the Flare-Up
Saloon, where startling interruptions, how-
ever, were not infrequent.

Handsome Alf sat with a face like a
demon, but he did not venture to dreop bis
hand upon the revelver.

A bullet . wonld have been through his arm
before e could have drawn the weapon, and
he knew it.

His black eyes were scintillating at the
chums of Cedar Creek.

“Look hyer, what's the
ctaimed a big-bearded miner.
ping the game with this hyer.”

“Let up!” sald several voices.

There was a movement forward of several
fellows, whom it was easy to see were
friends, and probably confederates, of Hand-
some Alf.

Bob Lawless faced them coolly, while
Frank’s rifle never faltered for a moment as
he watelied the Califernian.

“Gents and citizens,” said the rancher’s
son..in & clear, cool voice, “we've come hera
to look for Handsome Alf Carson, and we've
found him at home. We acecuse him cf
attempted murder and horse-stealing! ”

“It's a lie!” said Carson between his
“I've never seen you before!”

“You rascal!" exclaimed Frank Richards
indignantly. “It’'s only three days since
you tried to kill me by rolling down a rock
on the mountain traif!”

“I've never seen you before!" said the
Californian doggedly, “You've mistaken me
for some other man, 1 guess.”

“Let that be tried before a camp jury!”
sald Bob Lawless, “QGentlemen, that man
is a horse-thief and a rustler!”

There was a buzz of voices.

The word horse-thief was quite enough fo
cause excitcment.
~ Handsome Alf was a little pale now uander
his dusky skin.

His glance wandered cver the crowd, and
he was making almost imperceptible signs
to severals mien of his own stamp, who
gathered ‘about him at the head of the
faro-tabler

There. was every prospect
“shooting-mateh,” and the three chums
on the alert. Gt e

They had taken a hold step in dencuncing
Handsome Alf in public before a crowd of
the citizens of Last Chance, but they had
only the choice between that and letting
the matter drop. 6

“We're ready to swear to the truth of
what we say, and there are other wibnesses,”
continued Bob Lawless. “This man has got
to answer to the charge. Isn't that fair
play?”

“You bhet!”

“I guess that's so!”

“It's the sheriff's business to call a jury
and try the case,” went on Bob Lawless.

here- to play,” said

swarthy foce became

the”
with -

rumpus?”. ex-
“You're stop-

ol a lively
were

“That's what we want. You don't want
horse-thieves walking round frge in Last

Charnce.”

The Californian rose to his feet.

His teeth were hard-set.

“l guess I'm ready to face the sheriff,
and any man in Last Chance,” he said. “i
say that these boys are lying, or else they're
making a mistake. I'll ask Posy Pete myself
to eall a jury in the morning, and have i
out before all the.camp. I can't say more
than that.” " :

“That’s all we want,” said Bob Lawless.

“1 guess you'll have what you want, and
afterwards I'll' call you to account!” said
Handsome Alf between his teeth. - “Now let
up, and let the game go on.”
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Bob Lawless exchanged glances with his
chums.

The crowd of miners round the table
evidently agreed with the Californian, and
they were anxious for the faro to be re-
suned.

Bob nodded.

“That's good enough,” he said. “I've
sad my say, and all the camp knows
what you're accused of, Carson. If you

don't stand your trial they’il know what
to think of you, anyhow,”

He stepped back.

The three chums moved off from the table,
keeping a wary cye open, however.

Handsome Al dropped into his seat again,
and took up the silver box containing the
cards,

“Make your game, gents!” he said.

Some of the onlookers laughed, and the
game of faro continued.

But Handsome Alf’s eyes,
looked, were burning.

His glance rested once or twice on the
chums of Cedar Creek, and the gleam of
them told of the rage within.

Frank Richards & Co. quitted the saloon.

There was a grim sinile on Bob Lawless’
sunburnt face as they came out into the
waphtha glare in the street.

“1 guess that does it!” le remarked.
“It'll be the talk of the camp, and MT.
Posy Pete will be bound to take the case
in hand, whether he wants to or not. I
half expected that gang to begin a row.
But I guess they saw we counld give as good
48 they could send.” .

“The rotter will have to stand up to his
trial now, or else eclear out of the place
overnight,” said Frank.

“Yes; or else ¥

“He can’t do anything else,” said Beau-

calm as_he

clere.

“He might,” answered Bobh quietly. “He
don't want to leave Last Chance. He
seems to be doing good business here. And

1 guess he don't want to stand up before
# jury who'll hear our evidence. We're not
going to sleep to-night, my pippine!”

“Oh!” exclaimed Frank.

“Unless I'm jolly well mistaken, Hand-
some Alf’s thinking of a third way out of
tiie trouble,” said Bob. “We shall see.”

The three chums returned to the Pine Log
Hotel in a thoughtinl mood.

Taey were satisfied, so far; but the matter
had not ended yet, by any means.

Last Chance was a lawless place, but not |

lawless enough for Handsome Alf to use his
revolver recklessly, as he would have liked
to do.

But in the dark hours of the night, when
the comp was sleeping. it was only too
probable that he would take measures to
cilenee the awkward witnesses who had
turned up against him.

Pasy Pete met the three schoolboys as they
came in, and gave them a fat grin.

They could see that he had already heard
of the scene in the Flare-Up.

4] guess you young antelopes hase been
looking for trouble,” he remarked.

“ And we've found it!” smiled Bob.

“Want your hosses?”

“Bh? Nol

“You ain’t leaving camp?”

“1 guess not!”

“You'd better,”
“You take my
tell you Handsome Al
trouble with.”

“‘Fhanks!” said Bobh.
Good-night!

And the chums of Cedar Creek went to
their room. .

came in.

Yen Chin was fast asleep, too.

A single candle was guttering in the
room, shedding a dim light.

Bob Lawless closed the door and shot the
Lolt.

Then he crossed teo the
examined it.

A wooden shutter closed the window, which
was guite innocent of glass.

The window was secured by a single
weoden bar, which kept the shutter fastened.

“] guess that’s easy enough to open from
the outside,” Temarked Bob, in a low voice;
“and I guess we'll make it easier.” .

He removed the bar.

said the landlord-sheviil.
. and light out. I
a had mean to have

“We're going to hed.

THE FCURTH CHAPTER,
Caught in the Act!
HUXNKY TODGERS ' was ° suorjng
serenely when Frank Richards & Co.

window

and |

“What's that for?” asked Frank, in sur-
prise.

“In case of visitors,” said Bob coolly.

“You want them to come in?”

“1 reckon so.”

“Phew!”

Bob Lawless tapped the coiled trail-rope,
which he had taken into the bed-room.

“1 shall be awake,” he whispered; “and
a galoot who gets in at that window won't
get out so easy.”

“QOh!” said Frank.

“It’s a bit close in here,” went on Bob,
in a louder voice. “I guess we'll have the
window open.”

He hlew out the candle, and threw the
wooden shutter wide open.
The window was only a couple of feet

from the ground outside, and Bob stood in
the darkness, looking out.

Behind the hotel stretehed the waste
cround as far as the claims on the creek, two
or three hundred yards distant.

Beyond lay the dark mountain, clothed
in pine, with a glimmer of starlicht here
and there breaking the gloom.

The night was warm, high up in the

- mountains as they were, and a soft hrecze

brought the scent of the pines in at the
open window.

Bob Lawless turned from the window, and
irr the darkness of the room examined the
rifles and placed his rope handy.

“I guess you galeots can snooze,” le re-
marked. “I'll wake you up if I want you.”

“J guess not!” answered Frank.

“No fear!” said Beauclerc quietly.

And the three schoolboys stretched them-
selves on “their beds to rest, but not to
sleep. .

The open window and the patch of zlim-
mering starlight without were guite suflicient
to banish all desire of slumber.

Anyone who chose could reach the room
casily enough, and to enter it from withont
was equally easy; and if Handsome Alf chose
te pay them =2 vigit, he would have ro
difficnlty in learning which room had been
assigned to them.

A tew words with the Chinese servant, and

a tip, would get him all the information he
wanted about the Cedar Creek party.

The night grew older, and the many noises
of the Pine Log Hotel died away.

In the street ‘of Last Chance the_ lights
of the Flare-Up Saloon were extinguished at
length, and darkness reigned.

Lo a still later hour footsteps ecould
still be heard, as some belated pilgrim
wandered home to his cabin,

But the lateést footsteps died away, and
Last Chance Camp lay in silence and siumbet
under the stars.

But there were three at least who did not
sleep.

It was two hours past midnight, but Fraok
lichards & Co. had not clesed their eyes.

They had remoyed their boots in order to
be able to move without sound, and that
was all.

Frank Richards felt a soft touch on his
arm in the darkness, and started.

“Oniee lilI' Chinee,” murmured Yen Chin.
“Me thinkee' heal someting. You wakee.
Bad manee comee!”

“Quiet!” whispered Bob Lawless.

Chunky Todgers was still deep in slumber,
and his deep snore was audible in the silence
of the might.

Frapk Richards & Co. made no sound.

Invisible themselves in the darkuess of the
room, they watched the faintly climmering

‘square of the open window teunsely.

A dark shadow bletted the starlight.

Frank felt his heart throb.

Qutside the window a man was standing
his head and shoulders silhouetted clear!)
against the glimmer of starlight.

He was peering into the room.

But within there was complete darkmess,
and he could see nothing.

Several minutes passed without a move-
ment: 3

Then a faint whisper was heard without:
but, faint as it was, the listenihg chums
recognised the tones of Handsome Alf

It was the Californian.

»It's a cinch, 1 reckon. Sleeping sound!’

“I gpess so,” came anotber whisper.

The sport was not alone: 5

Still the chums of Cedar CUreek made no

rail_was borne along.

THE LAST CF CARSON! Threedor four brawny ~mon grasped the rail, and
forced to sit astride it. h
il Suma s wio "':'guess we’ve seen the last of that galoot !'" said

Shoulder high above the ground the

down the street.

Bobk Lawless, as the chums

tched the

pr

(See Chapter 5.)
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movement, no sound. They waited grimly
for the Californian to proceed.

The two figures receded cautiously, and
the silhouette disappeared from the window.

Boh Lawless, rope in naud, stepped a
littte nearer to the window, and bent his
ear to listen.

There was a faint whispering without.

He counted five dim forms in the star-

light, close by the Jjumber wall near the
window.
“No noise!” It was the Californian’s

sibilant whisper. “We don't want the whole
camp buzzing round us. There's five in the
crowd. I guess the Chinee don't amount to
much, but he's got to go with the rest.
Follow me in without a sound, and
when I turn on the lantern each of you collar
vour man. Knock them on the head il they
try to yell!”

“You bett*

“Rope them up and gag them,” went on
the soft whisper. “We can carry them as
far as the creek, and get the horses there.
Last Chance will find.them goune in the
morning, The boysll reckon they lit out
hecause they were skeered. Nobody will
iook for their bones at the bottom of the
ranyon a mile away, I reckon.”

There was a whisper in return which Bob
did not catch.

He smiled grimly in the darkuness.

The Californian’s rascally scheme was not
likely to work out according to. programme,
cunning as it was. - B

The minutes passed, and there was a faint
sound without, and several dark heads were
visible outside the window.

The chums were still as mice.

A swarthy hand weas laid on the
dow-frame, and with the stealthy softnAess
ol a panther the lithe Califorulan drew him-
self in to the room, his companions waiting

till he was inside before they attempted
to follow.

Handsome Al? stepped down inside the
window.

All was dark and still.

The Californian, cautious as a cat, stpod
inside the rcom, listening iuteut!y.. hefore
ke made his comrades a sizgual to follow.

In the darkness, only a few feet from him,
Bob Lawless’ hand was already raised, with
the noosed rope in it.

Whiz!

The sudden sound in the gloom made the
Californiarr start and quiver; but belorve he
kmew what was happening the noose was
over his head, and Bob Lawless was dragging
fiercely on the rope.

Handsome Alf went o the floor with a
crash, the noose tight round him, and Bob
Lawless dragging it tighter.

A gasping ery left his lips as he fell.

There was a sudden buzz without, and a
dim figure clambered in at the window, to
receive a fierce thrust from Frank Richards'
eifle-barrel, and fall with a crash outside,
and a loud yell

The next instant Vere Beauclere slammed
the wooden shutter, and jammed the bar
into its place.

There was loud exclamations of surprise
and rage outside, and a leavy hlow was
strack on the shutter.

The chums did not heed it.

Handsome Alf was rolling on the floor,
struggling furiously to escape from the grip
aj the rope, but struggling 4n vain.

His arms were pinped by %the tightened

nogse, and Bob Lawless was on lhim,
kuotting the rope.
Frank Richards struck a mateh and

zhted a candle.

Ficrcely as he struggled. Handspme Alf
was a priconer, and he had no chance of
eseape.

His black eyes blazed as he rolled and
wriggled.

Crash! ;

Ortside, heavy blows fell on the shutter.

“@ive them a shot, Frauky!’ called out
Bob Lawless, without even tooking up from
ki prisoner, whom he was securing.

Frank Richards put his rifle muzzle to
a erack in the shutter, and pulled the
grizger.

ack!
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There was a wild howl outside, and a
sound of hurrying footsteps.

The crashing blows and the shot had
awakened the whole building, and voices
could be heard on all sides.

Handsome Alf’'s gang evidently did not
consider it prudent to remain longer, and
one of them carried away Frank's bullet
in his arm as he ran.

“They're going!” panted Frank.

“Gone!” smiled Beauclerc. “All execept
this beauty i”
The Californian was still struggling

breathlessly, and uttering savage curses.
Unheeding his wild words, Bob Lawless
knotted the rope about his legs as well
as  his arms, and then. his struggles
ceased.
There was
door.
“What's this hyer rampus?’ demanded
the voice of Posy Pete. “Open this hyer
door, you galoots!”

Frank Richards threw open the door.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
i The Last of Handsome Alf!
BOB LAWLESS rose breathlessly from

a loud kneck on the room

the Californian, who lay on the flcor
a helpless priscner, bound hand and
foot.

Pos: Pete, who held a candle in the neck
of a bottle in his hand stared blankly into
the rocm

Behind him appeared several guests  of
Pine Log Hotel, in shirt and trousers, and
with weapons in their hands.

All eves were turned upon the Californian.

“Waal, 1 swow!” ejaculated Posy Pete.
“l reckon this hyer beats the hull dec
What sort c¢f a circus do you ecall th
hyer?”

“Can’t you see for yourself?” asked Bob
Lawless. “What do you think Handsome
Alf is deing Lere at this time of night?”

“Oh, Jerusalem!” was the sheriff's reply.

“The rest of the gang have got off,”
said Bob. “We don't want them. But
this galoot walked into the trap as pleasant
as you please. He didn't calculate that we
were sleeping with one eye open.”

The Californian did not speak.

There was despair now in his haggard
face.
Hle had been outwitted by the chums

of Cedar Creek, and it was of little use tor
him to speak.

“There was a gang of them.,” said Bob.
“They've got the horses by the creek all
ready to run us out of camp—if we’d been
asleep, as they reckoned. And Mister
Carson thought nobody would look for our
bones at the bottom of the ecanyon. 1
guess our bones won't ornament the canyon
bottom just yet.”

“Oh, Jerusalem!" repeated Posy Pete.
“Sport, 1 reckon the game is up for you.
L allow you can't play these hyer games in
Last Chance, nohow! Boys, you keep that
galoot tied up till morning!”

“We're going to,” said Bob.

Posy Pete, with a last look at the hound
mau, turned away, and tramped back to his
room.

Frank Richards closed the door.

The Pine Log Hotel was soon quiet agaiu,
but the chums of Cedar.Creek did not think
of slumber.

Lven Chunky Todgers, who had been
awakened by the uproar, did not close nis
fat eyelids again.

Needless to say, there was no sleep for
Handsome Alf.

He lay on the floor, hound hand and foot.
able to use only his tongue, and he used
that until a cut from the trail-rope put an
end to his oaths.

After that be lay in sullen silence.

Frank Richards & Co. were watchful for

the ‘remainder of the mnight, lest the
Californian’s  “pards” should attempt a
rescue.

But those worthies did not return.

An opean abtack was a little tco desperate
A venture for them, and they were content
to leave their leader to his fate.

The schoolboy chums were glad enough
when morning dawned on the valley and the
sunrays stole inte their roomg. :

Bob Lawless threw open the sghutter as the
daylight strengthened..

In the early sunshine miners were already
turning out to tramp down to their claims.

A goodly crowd, however, turned in at the
Pine Log for breakfast.

Breakfast was later than usual that mora-
ing at the Pine Log; there was another
matter to be attended to first.

Posy Pete and a couple of bearded miners
came to the room, and the Californian’s legs
were released, and he was marched out into
the street before the hotel.

With his arms still bound the wretched
gambler stood in the midst of a buzzing
crowd.

The proceedings were short and simple.

Legal proceedings in Last Chance were
quite innocent of formality or red tape.

A dozen men were called up by Posy Pete
—who was all sheriff for the nonce, and had
dropped the landlord half of his character—
to aet as jury.

Round them a thick crowd gathered to
look on, and to take a hand in the pro-
ceedings also, if the spirit moved them to
do so.

Posy Pete, seated on a cask in his shirt-
sleeves, called upon Frank Richards & Co. to
make their charge.

There was a deep murmur from the crowd
of miners as the accusation was made.
Handsome Alf stood in sullen silence.

He had no defence to make, having
caught red-handed.

He could only thank his good-fortunme that
he was in Canada, where lynch law was not
in favour.

“I guess tlie case is clear,” was Posy Pete's
comment, when the accusation had been
made. “This hyer galoot is charged with
hoss-stealing, attempted, and murder, also
attempted; and he’s eaught .moseying into
the boys’ room in the middle of the night.
There ain't no doubt what he meant to do.
Gentlemen of the jury, guilty or not guilty?"”

“Guilty !

“Lynch him!" shouted a voice.

“I guess there won't be any lynching
hyer,” said Posy Pete. “Handsome Alf i3
sentenced to be rid on a rail out of town,
with the warning that he'll be strung up on
the nearest tree if he show nose within
ten miles of Last Chance in. You hear
me yaup, Mister Carson?”

The sport did not apswer.

He had no defence to make, and he
fortunate to escape so cheaply. Only
black eyes glittered at Frank Richards
& Co.

Sentence having been pronounced, -it was
carried out without delay.

A rail was brought from the nearest fance,
and the Californian was freed from the rope,
and ordered to take a seat upon it

Frank Richards & Co. looked on quietly.
It was the first time they had seen that
peculiar Western punishment, of riding on
a rail, carried out.

Three or four brawny men grasped the
rail, and the sport was forced to sit astrida
of it, grasping it with both hands to keep
his position. 5

Shoulder-high ahbove the ground the rail
was borne along in the midst of a shouting,
booing crowd
.To keep a seat on the rocking rail was im-
possible, and Handsome Alf was soon cling-
ing to it like a cat, with arms and legs, to
save himself from a fall.

From the Pine Log, Frank Richards & Uo.
watched his progress down the street, and
he disappeared from their sight at last.

.The crowd returned at last, without
Handsome Alf.

He had been set, down hall a mile outside
the limits of Last Chance, with, the stern
warning to “hoof it ” for new quarters, on
pain of being “strung up’ if Le was seen
again. .

“I guess we've seen the last of that
galoot !” remarked Bob Lawless, as the chums
went in to hreakfast.

And the chums of Cedar Creek were zlad
enough to know that they had seen the last
of their bitter énemy.

Far away in the foot-hills, Handsome Aif
was tramping away, his face set southward,
not again to trouble Frank Richards & Co.
duaring their holiday in the North-West.

THE END.
(You simply must not miss next weel’s
stunning story of Frank Richards & Co.’s
holiday adwentures in the Great Noyth-West)

Oh, Chaps, Yow'll Rave Over Mext Week’s Thriliing Story. of ,Greyfriaré L



If your Chum’s a Non~reader, lend him this copy !

“ SMITHY HAS KILLED LODER!”

Mad with rage and partly in self-defence, the Boundeyr fells Gerald Loder,
terrible consequences, he flies in horror from Greyfriars!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble Ahead!

66" ALLO, hallo, hallo! What's
matter with Smithy?”
“What's wrong?”

Harry Wharton & Co.
spoke at once.

They were coming along the Remove
passage at Greyfriars, when they met
Vernon-Smith of the Remove—the junior who
was known at Greyfriars as the “Bounder.”

There certainly was something amiss with
Smithy.

the

all

He ~was striding along the passage at a
great rate, his hands clesched hard, his

eyes glinting, and his brows contracted.

The Bounder was not good-tempered, and
sometimes his ssionate nature had eaused
trouble to himself and to others}; but the
chums of the Remove had seldom seen him
in so savage a temper as he evidently was
now.

The Bounder did not reply to their ques-
tionz; he did not seem even to hear them.
He strode right on, scowling blackly; and
would have passed the juniors had not Bob
Cherry caught him by the arm and foreibly
brougint him to a halt. »

¢ Smithy—-"

The Bounder gritted his teeth,

“Let me:go!”

=

“But what's the matter?”
“Who's been disturbing  your nohle
serenity, old chap?” asked Frank XNugent.

* Blessed if ysu don’t look like the heavy
villain in a giddy melodrama!”
“Let me go!”
. “No ‘hurryi”
keeping a tight grip on the Bounder’s
“Tell your uncle all about it!”
"

said Bob Cherry calmly,
arm.

“You silly ass——ro
“That's what [ call gratitude!” said Bob
indignantly, “Here we are, all ready to

sympathise and to give you good advice—"

“I don’t want your advice!” growled the
Bounder, shaking his arm to free it—mot ar
easy matter, for Bob Cherry had a grip
that was like a vice:

“Never mind, you shall have it
same,” said Bob cheerfully.  “It
blessed to give than to receive--
advice,” What’s happened?”

“@Get it off your chest,
Harry - Wharton kindly.
pals now, you know.”

Vernon-Smith paused. =

From. the end of the passage at’ the stairs
came a piping voice—the voice of Tubh -of
the Third, Loder’s fag.

all. the
more
ecially

Smithy !? . said
“We're all your

Has Vernon-Smith Kilicd the Bullying Loder ?

little parties.

“Very warm sometimes.
‘him as well, once or twice!”
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THE BLOW AND THE BOLT!

Then, to aveid the

“Loder’s waiting for you, Smithy. Don't
say I didn’t tell you!”

And Tubb scudded downstairs.

“8o0 it's Loder?” asked Harry Wharton.

“Yes,” muttered the Bounder. “It's
Loder—and I'm fed up! There’s going to be
trouble—and you fellows had better keep
out of it!”

“My dear chap, we're always looking for
trouble,” said Bob Cherry. “If it’s Loder.
we'll hack you up. But what's the matter?
You used to be on very chummy terms with
Loder of the Sixth; is there a rift in the
lute?”

The Bounder hesitated, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. regarded him curiously. Time
had been when they were on the worst pos-
sible terms with the Bounder, but that was
no longer so. Vernon-Smith had earned that
name by his reckless ways—when he had
first come to Greyfriars he had been a
“hounder ” with a vengeance. He had been
very thick with Loder, the black sheep of
the Sixth, and with other fellows of the
same kidney. But of late there had been a
change in the Bounder—he was on more
friendly terms with his old foes—and
apparently on more hostile terms with his
old friends. That, perhiaps, followed as a
matter of course.

“Chuck it out, Smithy!"” said Bob Cherry
encouragingly. “Is Loder down on you?
If you're up against Loder, you can rely
on us to back you up!”

“Yes, rather!” said Harry Wharton.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh chimed in
with the remark that the ratherfulness was
terrifie.

The Rounder set his teeth savagely.

“You can't do anything.” he said.
“Loder's been down on me for a long time
now—ever since I chucked going to his
Not that he made a lot out of
me. I play nap better than he does, and
I've got more capital. Bub he didn't like
my giving him the go-by, you see.”

“1 suppose he wouldn’t,” said Wharton
reflectively.

«And, as he’s a prefect, he can make
things pretty warm for any chap be dis-
iikes,” said the Bounder. “You know that.
He's made things pretty warm for you!”

“He kas—he has!” sighed Bob Cherry.
But we've warmed

“He reported me to-day to Quelchy .for
bullying, as he called it,” said Vernon-Smith.
“1 only cufted young Tubb for being cheeky.”
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hard,
him blub-

“Ahem! You cuffed him rather
didu’t you?” said Bob. “I saw
bing in the Close afterwards.”

“Well, he cheeked mec!”

“Ahem!” -

“You are: a: bit- of a -bully, Smithy,” re-
marked Nugent. “You see, you give Loder
a chance at you when you do these things.”

“You were ‘a bit rough on Tubb,” said
Harry Wharton. “As 2 -matter of fact, I
was going to speak to ycu about it myself.”

The Bounder -sneered.

“Well, speak away!” he said. “l'in ready
to answer. for anything I've done—with or
without gloves, just as you like.”

Wharton frowned a little. He had been
on much better terms lately with the
Bounder, and the Bounder had certainly
showp himself to be a decent fellow in many
respects. But there ‘was no doubt whatever
that he was -an exceedingly  difficult fellow
to get on with.

“1 won't quarrel with you now, Smithy,
as youwre in hot water with Loder,” said
Harry quietly. “Never mind that
Ounly bullying fags is a rotten thin
that Loder cares about it—he's t worsh
bully in the schoo!l himself. But that’s what
gave him a chance at you, you ses.”

“And he took it!” said Vernon-Smith.
“Quelchy licked me hard!”

The €o. were silent. They could not help
thinking that the Bounder had deserved
that licking; but they did not want to say
so at the present moment.

“1 saw Loder afterwards, and told him
what I thought’ of him,” said Vernon-Smith.
“He never found fault with me for bullying
when I used to play-cards with him.”

“You bet he didn't!” said Bob. Cherry.
“But if you always play the game now,
Smithy, Loder can’t touch you. -Don’t bully
the fags—don’t break bounds—don't play the
giddy ox at all, in fact—and:it will be like
drawing Loder’s teeth. e won't be able
to get at you at alll”

Vernon-Smith laughed sneeringly.

“T shall do just as I choose, and hang
Loder—and hang you, too, Bob Cheriy, for
the matter of that!” >

“Ahem !” coughed Bob. He felt a-strong
impulse to knock Smithy’s head against the
wall, but he nobly refrained. After all,

 the Bounder was in trouble because he was

trying, upon the whole, to do the decent
thing, and so it was up to the Famous Five
to back him up as well as they could, and
avoid taking offence. e
Tar PoruLar.—No. 215
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“iWhat did Loder do whea you told him
what you thought of him?” asked Harry.

“ie gave me two hiundred lines, to take to
hiwe at tea-time.”

“And you're taking them?”

‘:Nn fear! I told him to go and eaf
cokel”

Wharton whistled softly.

“You told a prefeet to go and eat-coke?
Alem!”

“He's nob going to come the prefect with
me, considering what I know about him!”
growled the Bounder. “T conld tell the
Head a good many things if I chose!”

“That would be sneaking.

“And Yoder would deny it all,

so it

wouldn't be much good,” Bob Cherry re-
midrked.

»1 know that. Anyway, I havem’t done
the lines. He's just sent Tubbh to tell me

he's waiting for the lines. If they're not
done, he's going to lick me!”

, prefects always do, if you don't
do the impots.”

“He's not going to lick me!" said Vernon-
Swmith, between his teeth., “If it were any
other prefect—Wingate, for instance—it
would be different. But Loder is only going
for me because I've chucked him! I'll go
and see the cad!” g

The Bounder stamped away down the lower
staies, and made his way to Loder’s study.

Harry Wharton & Co, exchanged dubious
«lances.
fooks like ftrouble!” imurmured DBob
Cherry. .

* Al the same——" -

“Yes, all the same, it's rotten of Loder.
And if Smlthy will only be decent, we'll
hack him up, and I think we should be a
maich for Leder,” said Harry. “We've
wned him before, and we can down him
agam.”

And the Co. agreed heartiiy.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Loder Comes Down Heavy!

ODER of the Sixth was not alone in
his study when Vernon-Smith arrived
there. Hig pal Carne was with him.
Both the Sixth-Formers were evi-

dently waiting for Vernon-Smith. They ex-
changed a quick glance and a grin as the
Bounder entered.

The Bounder did net come in with the
respech due froin @& junior to members of
the high and wmighty Sixth. He threw the
door roughly open, and staiked in, with his
brow clouded and defiant. He did not close
he door,

Loder fixed his eyes upon him.

“Shut the door!™ hLe rapped out.

“Rats!?

“What 1

“Shut it yoursell!” said the Bouuder,

Loder set his teeth. He erossed to the
}loakr, closed it, and turned the key in the
ock.

Vernon-Smith watched him sullenly.

“Have you done your lines, Smithy* asked
Loder, with ominous quietuess,

“Ng.”

“Then you know what to expect.”

“And I am not going to do them, either,”
said the Bounder.

YLoder took up a cane.

Vernon-Smith elenched his
and backed away a litile.

“We'll bave this out!” he said, in a low
and concentrated voice. “First of all, Loder,
vou're not going to come the prefect over
we.”

“Indeed!" said Loder 2

“Yes, indeed! Do you think I don’t
kunow the whole game?”« the Bounder ex-
claimed passionately. “You're down on
me because I've chucked you and your set,
You're going to make things hot for me
unless I come rteund. Well, I'm not
coming round. ['ll never play nap in this
study again. I'm going to keep clear of
that betting gang in Friardale. I've done
with the whole bizney.”

“I don’t know what you are talking
about,” sald Loder ealmly, “If you hint
that cards are ever played in my study 1
shall punish yon for insolence!”

The Bounder stared at him.

“Oh, I'm not going to tell the Head, if
that’s what you're airaid of i he exelaimed
hitterly. %

“You can tell the Head what you choose,

TaE Porvrar.—No. 215.

hands harder,

Smith. If you made any accusation of that
kind against a prefect, you'd have to prove
it, that’s all, or else be expelied from the
school. I think you would find it a liftle
difficult to prove.”

“Just a little!” grinned Carne.

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“Oh, I know you cover up your tracks
pretty carefully,” be said. “But whether
I could prove it or mot, I'm not going to
sneak. But considering how much I know
ahout you, I'm mot going to let you come
the prefect over me. Let me alone, and
I'il let you alome. That's all I want.”

“It is neceszary for a prefect to put down
hullying among the fags, and to punish
a junior for insolence,” said Loder, swishing
the cane in the air.

“Qh, chuek that! I'm patting it te yon
plainly,” said Vernon-Smith. “I'm not
going to do any lines you give me, and I'm
not going to be caned. That’s flat!”

“We shall see!” remarked Loder. 2

“That's what I've come here to tell you,”
said the Bounder. “Now I've told you, I'll
go. I'm finished here.”

He made a movegment towards the door.
Carne, at a sign from "Loder, stepped
between the junior and the door of the
study.

- “No, you don't!” he remarked.

Loder swished the cane again.

“Hold out your hand, Vernon-Smith!” he
said.

“Rats!”

“Do vou refuse to obey me—a prefect?”

“Yes.”

“Very well,” said Loder, his eyes
glittering. “Then I shall wuse force.
Collar him, Carpe, and lay him on the

table, and he shall have the licking of his
life !
“What-ho!” said Carne

Vernon-Smith backed away again as the
two seniors closed in upon him. He cast a
quick glance round, and caught up a chair
by the back, and swung it into the air. His
white,- desperate face startled the bullies
of the Sixth, and they paused involuntarily.

“Hands off!” said the Bounder thickly.
“If you lay a finger on me, I'll brain you!
I mean business” it

“Put down that
furiously.

“I won't!"

Loder sprang forward, his temper was up
now. ‘Tc be openly defied in his own study
by a junior of the Lower Fourth was a
little too much for Loder,

Vernon-Smith kept his word. Ife did mean
business. Ie brought the chair down with
a sweep, right at the prefect as he sprang
upon him, The Bouuder, when his blood was
up, was utterly reckless, and his blood was
up now.

Loder threw up his hands, and caught the
downward sweep of the chair upon them, and
gave a yell of pain, :

The next moment he had wrenched the
chair away, and hurled it aside, and his
grasp closed with the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith struggled desperately.

Junior as he was, he was muscular and
wiry, aud able to put up a good fight, even
against a big Bixth-Former, But Carne was
rushing to Loder’s aid, and he seized the
Bounder from behind and held on to him.
Between the two of them Vernon-Smith was
quickly reduced to helplessness.

“Now,” panted Loder, “chuck him across
the table!” &

The Bounder, kicking and struggling fran-
tically, was dragged to the table, and thrown
across ib, face downwards, 2

Carne held his legs, and Leder gripped his
collar and held him there, and, with his free
hand, Loder raised the cane.

Swish, swish, s«wish, swish!

Loder had been considerably hurt by the
chair, and he was furious, He had said that
he would give the Bounder the licking of his
life, and he kept his word, It had been
Smithy’s fate to be flogged more than once,
but his floggings had been nothing to this.

The cane rose and fell like lightning, with
all the force of Loder's powerful arm.

Vernon-Smith writhed and struggled and
panted under the rain of blows,

Swish, swish. swish!

“My hat!" gasped Carne, as he grappled
with the junior’s writhing legs, “Blessed if
I can hold himm much longer! Lay it on!”

Swish, swish, swish, swish

The Bounder, choking wi

chair!” shouted Loder

pain and rage,

made a desperate effort and freed one leg
from Carne's grasp. He kicked out furiously
and caught the semior under the chin with
his boot, and Carne staggered away with a
howl of agony.

Vernon-Smith curled round on the tabhle

like a cat, and kicked at Loder, and the

prefect caught his boot full on the chest, and
reeled away.

The Bounder was off the tahle in a twink-
ling then, and making for the door. But he
had to pause to unlock it, and in that second
Loder was upon him again.

Yernon-Smith dragged the door open and
bounded eut, and the eane came lashing
upon his shoulders as he went., He stag-
gered acress the passage, and the cane
lashed again and again, till he fled.

Loder did mnot pursue him. He did not
want the rest of the Sixth to see him
chasing a breathless junior down the passage,
He turned back, panting, inte his study.
Carne was helding his jaw and groaning.

“Has he hurt -you?” asked Loder.

“Ow—ow! Yes! Groogh! The infernal
little beast!” groaned Carne. “Ow—ow!”

“Well, he's had it prefty thick!” panted
Loder, throwing down the came. “I fancy
he'll think twice before he cheeks me again!
And this isn't the end. I'lf make the young
cad feel that life isn't worth living at Grey-
friars before I've done with him!”

“He's had it a bit too ¢hick, I fancy,”
said Carpe, after a pause. “Suppose he
goes to his Form master and complains?
Old Quelch wouldn’t allow that kind of a
licking, you know.”

Loder shrugged his shoulders.

“That's all right. Bullying the fags, and
refusing to obey a prefect. Pretty serious
things, you know. That will make it all
right for me. Must keep cheeky juniors in
order, somehow. He won't go to Quelchy.
He'll try to think out some dodge for
getting even with me. And he's just the
fellow to do something desperate, and then
I'll get him sacked from the school and
finish with him!”

Carne rubbed his chin ruefully. He had a
big bruise there, and it felt far from
comfortable.

“The sooner the better,” he agreed. “He
knows too much about us, and I should be
jolly glad to see the last of him.”

The two black sheep of the Sixth did not
know what was to happen before they saw
the last of Vernon-Smith.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Planning a Surprise.

ARRY WHARTON knocked at the
door of Vernmon-Smith's study in
the Remove passage.

“HMe had heard the Bounder
return there. and he was anxious to see
him. Several fellows had seen the Bounder
bolting from the Sixth Form passage, ard
here was a great deal of discussion in the
Remove ahout it.

“Who's there?” came a muffled voice {rom
the study.

“1 am,” said Harry, turning the handle of
the door. “Can I come in, Smithy?”

The door was lockd on the inside.

. “What do you want?”

“Only to know how
Loder.”

The key turned, and
Wharton stepped in.

The Bounder was alone there. His face
wag whibe, - and his eves were gleaming.
Whenever he movsd his face showed a
twinge of pain.

He fixed his eyes upon Wharton.

“Well ?” he snapped.

“Did you have it bad?”

“I've been licked—thrashed like a dog!”
said the Bounder, in a suffocated voice.
“But I'm going to make Loder pay for it{"”

Wharton looked uneasy.

“That's really what I was thinking about,
Smithy,” he said abruptly. “Look here,
what is it you've got in your mind?”

“That’s my husiness!”

The Bounder’s manner was infensely dis-
agreeable, but Wharton was determined not
to take offence.

“You remember the time you rowed with
Skinner, Smithy,” he said. “You remember
how you went too far that time, and got
yourself into trouble. If you want to make
Loder sit up, we're all willing to help you.”

“1 don't want your helpt!”

you got on with

the door opened.

““ The Chase Across the Sea ! Next Week’s Amazing Greyfriars Story !
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“But don't think of doing
rotten,” went on Wharton quietly. “You
can get your own back without that. You
don’t want to do anything that would get
{'?\u the sack. That’s just what Loder would
ike.”

Vernon-Smith ground his teeth.

“I'm going to give him worse than he's
given me—I know that,” he said. =

“You can't lick a prefect, you know.”

“Can’t 1?? The Bounder sneered. “I'll
do worse than lick him. You’ll see.”

“But the consequences——"

“Hang the consequences.”

“The Head——"

“Y don’t care a rap for the Head!”

Wharton made an impatient gesture.

“Look here, Smithy, you don’t want to be
sacked from Greyfriars, do you?”’

“T'll risk that.” 7 S

“Tell me what you're thinking ef doing)’
said Harry uneasily.

“That's my business.”

“ But——"

“Look here,

anything

let me alone,” said the
Bounder gruffly. “I don’t want your help,
and I don’t want your sympathy. I can look
after myself. I don’t want any fellow
meddling in my affairs. That’s plain Eng-
lish, isn't it??

Wharton coloured. . :

“Quite plain enough,” he said quietly. *I
was only speaking to you as z friend. I

shouldn’t like to see you 1ruin yourself,
that's all. I'll get out, if you want me
to BB

The Bounder made mno reply, but he
watched Harry Wharton with lowering
hrows as the captain of the Remove left the
study. The key clicked in the door again
as Wharton took his departure. .

Harry returned to Study No. 1 with 2
troubled brow. He was really concerned
about the Bounder. Hard and reckless and
cynical as he was, with too wmany dis-
agreeable traits in his character, it scemed
decidedly  “rotten’” that  Vernon-Smith
should be victimised in this way just when
he was beginning a new and better way
of lite. It would be still more “rotten”
if he should do some reckless thing that
would cause him to be expelled from the
school, at the time when a new and hetter
prospect was opening before him. But that
was what Wharton could not help think-
ing was very likely to happen. But it was
impossible to act as a friend to a fellow
who refused all offers of friendship.

The Co. were in Study No. 1 having tea
when Wharton came back. They looked
inquiringly at the captain of the Remove
as e came in,

“Seen Smithy?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes. He seems to have heen through it
pretty badly,”’ said Harry, with a clouded
brow. “Lcder has been pretty rough on
him.”

Bob Cherry nodded.

“Temple of the Fourth saw him bholting
out of Leder's study, and Loder whacking

him as he went,” he remarked. “All the
fellows are talking about it. If T were

Smithy, I think I’d go to Quelehy about it.
Loder has no right to treat him like that.”

«] saw Carne a little while ago,” said
Nugent. “He's ‘got a big bruise on his
chin. Smithy must have given them a
tussle.”

“He can't complain to Quelchy,”’ said
Harry. “It all came about through his
bullying young Tubb, and he was in the
wrong there. The duffer has put himself
in the wrong, and Leder has the pull over
him. What I'm afraid of is that he’s going
to do something stupid, that will have
serious consequences for him.” i

“What can he do?”

“1 don’t know. But he has got some
scheme or other in his mind, and he might
do Loder some real injury,” said Harry
uneasily. “He looks capable of it.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“That would mean the sack!” he said.

“Yes; and we don’t want Smithy to be
sacked. He’s been turning but quite a decent
chap lately, and that’s really why Leder
fs down on him. I think we ought to look
after Smithy a bit, and sce that he doesn’t
make a fool of himself.”

“Good. He’ll cool down when he’s got
over the lieking, and then it will he all
right,”” agreed Johnny Bull. “We'll keep an
eye on him.”

The study door opened, and Peter Todd
of the Remove looked in.  There was a
broad grin on Todd's face.

A Sensational Chase Fellows the Sudd

CORNERED—AND DESPERATE !
eyes gleamed and glinted over it with

—he ran straight at Vernon-8mith.

The Bounder swung back the bat.

““ If you come nearer, Loder, I’ll lay you on your back !’ Loder did

His
a deadly light. ** Stand back ! ** he said:

4 not reply
(See Chapter 4.) »

“I suppose you fellows have hcard ahout
Smithy ?*? he remarked.

“Yes. Nothing to grin about in that
that I can see,” said Wharton,™ a little
gruffly.

“Not at all; but I'm taking the matter
up,” explained Peter. “Loder is goiug too
strong, and as my study is top study in the
Remove—-"

“Qh, chuck it!”

“As my study’ it top study in the
Remove,” said Todd calmly, “I regard it
as being up to me to give Loder a little
reminder that he can’t handle Removites in
this way. Smithy is simply wrigeling now.
I heard him gasping when I passed his
study. He's too blessed proud to blub.
P'm going to take the mafter up, and I've
lacked in to borrew your cake-tin—that hig
tin you make ecakes in, you knmow. The
cakes are rotten, hut the tim is just what
I want.”

“What on ecarth do you want it for?”
demanded Wharton

“To fill it up with liguid glue and ink,”
said Peter calinly. “Then I'm going to
lodge it on top of Loder’s door—ajar. When
Loder goes into his study, he will meet
with a sudden surprise. He’s in the pre-
fects’ rcom now, but he will be going
back to his study presently. Mum’s the
word, you know.”

“Ha, ha,; hal?

“Can I have the tin?"' asked Peter Todd.

Harry Wharton handed over the tin.

“And if you’ve got any ink to spare, you
can shove it in,” said Peter.

Nugent cheerfully emptied a bottle of
ink into the tin. Wh with  equal
cheerfulness and generosity, added the con-
tents of a jar of treacle.

“Tt’s beginning to look mice alrcady,”
said Peter, surveying the horrible mixture
with satisfaction. “It will be quite a sur-
prise for Loder, won't it?”

“Y should jolly well say so! There will be
trouble if Loder gets that on his napper!”
roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

=

“Well, there’s a risk in everything,” said

Peter Todd cheerily. “We're bound to re-
mind Loder that the Remove stand together.
This will remind him.”

And Peter Todd walked off with the tin.
He returncd to his own study, No. 7, with
his prize. _ His study-mates, Billy Bunter
and Tom Dutton and Alonzo Todd, were
there, and they all stared at the tin in
surprise.

What
Bunter.

“Loder?”

“My dear Peter,” hegan Alcnzo Todd. in
great surprise, “what can Loder possibly
want with what appears to me to be a mix-
ture of ink and treacle?”

“He doesn’t want it,” said Peter. ‘But
he's going to get it, all the same—and some
more nice things with it. Study No. 7 is
going. to give Loder a lesson.”

“Look here,” began Billy Bunter, blinking
at Peter in alarm through his big spectacles,
“I'm not going to have a hand in this,
Todd. It’s oo jolly dangerous laying booby-
traps for a prefect—especially a prefect like
Loder. You know what lie's done to
Smithy.”

“That’s why!” said Peter.

“Bub suppose he licks us the same way?”

earth’s that for?” asked

on

}'o_ared Bunter indignantly. “I tell you,
it's not jolly good enmough. I'm off!”
And Bunter made for the door. Peter

Todd inserted his fingers in the fat junior’s
collar, and jerked him back again.

“Study No. 7 always stands together,” he
said severely. “You are going to have a
hand in it, Bunter, if onlg to keep Yyou
from chattering about it afterwards. = Gebt
the bottle of red ink from the cupboard, and
pour it in.”

“Look here-—-"

“Get that ink!” roared Peter.

Bunter jumped, and brought the hottle of
ink. Peter Todd ruled in Study No. 7 with
a rod of iron. He always kept a cricket-
stump handy, for the purpose of impressing
npon Bunter, when oceasion required, thab
he, Peter, was head of the study. _Billy
Bunter groaned dismally as he poured in the
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ved ink; bub he realised that it was better
to chance a licking from Loder in the future
than to get one on the spot from Peter.

“Now sbir it up with the poker,” said
Peter.

“But, I say, you know——>"

“Stir it up!” thundered Peter.

Bunter snorted, and stirred it up.

Dutton was sent for some liguid glue, and
it wag added to the mixture. Billy Bunter
stirred away industriously.

“There, I think that will do! said Peter.

“I'll take it to Loder’s study. Can't trust
any of you fellows to do that; you'd make a
muck of it!”
. And Peter Todd hore the tin away with
its fearsome contents. It was getting dusk
new, but the lights were not yet on, and it
was a favourable moment for Peter’s little
plan, He reached the Sixth Form passage,
and as there was no light under Loder's
door, he knew that the prefect was still
mbsent from his quarters, He opened the
door quietly. g

“Good ezg!” murmured Peter. “Loder
will be surprised! Uncle Benjamin would
approve of planning pleasant surprises for
ene's dear schoolfellows—— Ahem!”

He fetched a chair aloug the passage,
mounted upon it, and carefully arranged
the tin. One edge of it rested on top of
ihe door, the other edge on the ledge ahove
the doorway imside the etudy.. It was quite
sulely perelicd there—until  the door was
opened.  As soon as the door was pushed
open there would be a eatastrophe. Peter
Todd chuckled as he earried the chair away,
and he lost no time in returning to his own
quarters. He would have liked very much
%o be on the seene, to see Loder’s face
when he received that pleasant surprise—
he felt that it would be worth seeing. But
copsiderations of prudence prevented that:
it was much safer to be off the scene. Peter
Todd sat down to tea in Study No. 7, feel-
iug that he had deserved weli of Lis country.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Blow !

the prefects’ room, and walked

along the Sixth Form passage with

Walker. He was going back to his
stady, little dreaming of what was awaiting
Lim there. He left Walker at his door, and
went on to his study. The door was six
izehiés open, and Loder pushed it with his
right hand, feeling in his pocket at the same
iime with his left fer a matchhox.

Then——

Swish! Splash!

Loder staggered.

Something—he did not know what it was—
cume swooping down from above as he
stepped into the study, and settled over his
fead like a honnet.

%t was a large tin!

And from the interior of the tin came a
swamping of sticky mixture, swamping Dhis
%=ir, his ears, his face, his neck, his chest.

e was blinded, choked, almost suffocated.

He let out s gasping yelf, which was
throttled by the sticky ¥ over his face
awd Lis mouth, and * gered out into the
passage.

“&rooh! Groo-hoogh! Hooli!”

Walker came out of his study again hur-
riedly, startled by those wild, mufied ejacu-
1ations in the passage.

“What the dickens——" bhezan Walker.
Then he jumped. We did not recognise the
awful-looking figure before hLis eyes. Ink
and treacle, ashes and glue, completely con-
eexled the features of Gerald Loder.
1y hat!” howled Waiker. “What's that?

Squeleh !

Wio iy it

irooh! Ow! OL!"

“doder!” gasped Walker. “What the
dopce—-"

“gerrroogh !”

“#Ha, ha, ha!” roared Walker, ag hie eaught
sigst of the nearly-cmapty tin lving in the
dmeway.  “It’s a booby-trap, is it? My
hst! You do look sticky! Ha, ha, ha! ”

“{gh! Groogh!”

*What on eartl’s the matfer?” exclaimed
Wiszate, the captain of Greyfriars, coming
o#3 of his study. “What—why, what—
0% erumbs! Ha, ha, ha!

dader pgouged the sticky
away from his mouth &

“Fhere's nothing to la
ow!” he spluttered.

‘Tur Porvrar.—~No. 215,
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you silly

Fearing imprisonment, the Bounder Flies From the Country !

ODER of the Sixth lounged out of.

“Ha, ~ha, hal”

“Look at me—— I—I—" Loder choked.

“I'm looking!” roared Walker. “I think
you look funny! Ha, ha, ha!”

Wingate wiped his eyes.

“It was a booby-trap, 1 suppose,” he said.
“Rather a rough joke, too. You seem in a
bad way, Loder.”

“I'1l slaughter the youug villain who did
thist” shrieked Loder.

“Who did it?” -

“Vernon-Smith, of course—because I licked
him this afternoon,” sputtered Loder. #“I'll
skin him—I'll smash him—1'il—"

“You’d better go and get a wash,” grinned
Wingate; “and you'd better make sure it
tx;:vas. Vernon-Smith before you 'go for him,
00."

But Loder did not stay to listen.

He dashed away to & bath-room, fol-
lowed by a howl of laughter from all the
fellows who caught sight of him.

Under a steaming tap, Loder rubbed and
serubbed frantically at the sticky mixture
clinging to his face and to his hair.

It was half an bour before he was any-
thing like respectable.

Walker, still grinning, brought him a
clean shirt and collar, and another jacket
and waistcoat, and Loder towelled himself
down and donned them, breathing fury.

His flight to the bath-room ‘had been
watched by fifty pairs eof eyes, and
a crowd of juniors were mow in the passage
outside, howling with laughter

Buot when Loder’s furious face appeared
at the door, they scattered. Loder looked
as if he would bhe dangerous at eclose
quarters.

The prefect strode away through the
crowd, and the jumiors, keeping at a safe
distance, rcared with merriment.

The prefect made his
Vernon-Smith's study.

There was not the slightest doubt in his
mind as to who had laid the boohy-trap for
him. He had thought of Vernon-Smith at
once—and he would have been disappointed
if the culprit had turned out to be some-
one else, But he was sure of ib; and he
did not waste time in inquiries.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's coming here!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the enraged pre-
fect was seem stamping wup the stairs.

“Better give him a clear berth, Toddy!”
whispered Wharton.

And Peter Todd grinned and vanished.

way directly to

-Loder certainly didn't know that he was the

guilty party; but the lively Peter felt that
it was wiser not to catch the prefect’s eye
just then.

Loder came stamping furiously along®tle
passage, and the Removites bolted for
their studies. There was a sound of lock-
ing doors all along the passage. There was
uol telling upon whom Leder's wrath might
fall

The prefect stopped ab Vernon-Smith’s
door, and turned the handie. That door
was not locked. Skinner, who shared the
study with the Bounder, had gone in a
few minutes before, and he was there with
Vernon-Smith. The Bounder had not left
his study, and he did not even know yet
what had happened to Loder. Skinner was
beginning to tell him, with breathless

chuckles, when Loder’s hand was heard on

the door.

The door was flung open, and the prefect’s
furious face appeared. >

Skinner dodged round the table.

“Here, you keep off I’ he yelled, in alarm.
“*Twasn’t me, Loder!”

Loder strode into the study, and pointed

to the door with a shaking finger.

“I know who it was,” he said thickly.
“@et, out, Skinner!”

Skinner was only too glad fo get out. He
fairly jumped into the passage. Then Loder
turned upon Vernon-Smith. The Bounder
faced him, his eyes glinting.

“Well, what do you want?” he asked,
with grim cooluess, The Bounder was in
a dangerous temper himself, and he was not
afraid of Loder.

Loder's fingers worked couvulsively. He
was in so deadly a rage that ke could
scarcely control himself.

“You kunow what you've done,” he said,
in a choking veice. “I’ve come here to thrash
you for it!”* His eyes wandered round the
study—he had not thoucht of a cane, and
he wanted an instrument for punishment. His
eye fell upon a cricket-sbump in a corner,
and he make a stride tofvards it.

A Friend that will always cheer you—The * Popular’’ !

Tlllngouuder's tecth came together with
a click.

His cricket bat lay on the table—he had
been oiling it earlier in the afternoon, before
his visit to Loder. He caught it up, his
long fingers closing hard and fast on the caune
handle.

Loder swung round, with the cricket stump
in his hand.

The Bounder swung back the hat. His eyes
f:.lelatmed and glinted over it with a deadly
ight.

“Stand back!”. he said; and the words
came in a low, concentrated tone through
his hard-gripped teeth. “If you come near
me, er, I'll lay you on your hack.”

Loder did not even reply.

He ran straight at the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith’s eyes seemed to hurn, He
struck—with savage force and with deadly
aim. Leder instinctively threw up his arm,
and the blow fell upon it, but with such
force that his arm fell away, and the bat
crashed upon his head.

Crash! ,

A low, heavy groan-—and Loder dropped
on the study floor.

The Bounder panted, and gripped the cans
bandle of the bat for another blow, if it
was needed.

But it was not needed.

Loder of the Sixth lay stretched upon the
carpet metionless.

The Bounder, breathing hard, looked at
him. Skinner, whose eye was glued to the
keyhole, felt his very heart turn sick within
him. He had seen the blow—he had seen
the fall; he saw now the still form of the
prefect stretehed at the Bounder’s feet—
still—terribly still.

The Bounder leaned one hand on the table,
feeling strangely giddy. Why didn’t Loder
move? He lay crumpled, as it were, and
without motion. Why didn't he move? The
bat dropped heavily from the junior’s haud,
and clumped dully on the floor.

“Loder!”  Vernon-Smith's voice was low
and husky. His anger and hatred was gone
now; a strange and terrible feeling of
fright was: coming over him. “Loder! I—
I know you're only pretending! Get up, you
rotter! Do—do you thirk you cam frighten
me? Get up!”

There was no sound.

Vernon-Smith bent down over the motion-
less form; he raised Loder's head in his
hand. A thin stream of red trickled down
under the dark hair., The eyes were closed ;
the face was waxy white. Vernon-Smith
shuddered, and allowed the heavy head to
fall. It dropped with a soft, dull thud upon
the carpet. And Loder did not move.

The Bounder, his eyes fixed upon the
senseless form with a strange terror, rose
to his feet and backed away, his eyes still
fixed upon Loder. He scarcely breathed.

“Loder!” His voice was broken and husky,
almost inarticulate. “Loder! Why don't
you speak? I'm sorry I hit you so hard!
Why don't you speak?”

But Loder did not speak; and upon the
Bounder's dazed mind was forced the fearful
conviction that Toder of the Sixth would
never speak again!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“The Flight of the Bounder !

66 HARTON! Nugent! ¥or mercy's
sake, come!”

Skinner panted out the words

as he staggered into Study No. 1.

Wharton and Nugent were at work at
their preparation. They jumped up from
the table at the sight of Skinmer's territied,
bioadless face.

“What's the matter?” >

“What's happened?”

“It's Loder—Smithy—he's
panted Skinner incoherently.

“What!”

“He's killed him!”

Wharton and his chum stared blankly at
Skinner. The latter held on to the door
to support himself; he was almost fainting,

“Killed  him?”  stammered Wharton.
“Whom?” .

“Come and see—they're in his study—he’s
dead!”

Harry Wharton shoved him roughly aside,
and ran out of the study, with Frank Nugent
at his heels.

The Bounder's door was closed.

kiltled him!”
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Wharton fiung it hastily open and ran i
He stopped with a ery at the sight of th
still form on the floor, with the black bruise
on the forehead, the trickle c¢f blcod under
the hair. Vernon-Smith w azing down on
his victim with wide, ferrified eyes, as if
DP‘;‘efD of {lte power of movement or speech.
“Good hedvens! What l;n\'g you don
panted Harry.

He grasped the Bounder b}g Lhe arm and
shook him, to rouse him irom his lethargy
Vernon-Smith turned dull, unseeing eyes
wpon him,

“Smithy {?

“le—he came
Bounder thickly.
with that stump. 1 warned him!”

“Good heavens!” muttered Nugent.

“1 warned him—then 1 hit him.
his own faunlt.”

Wharten's face was white with horror.

He threw himself upon his knees beside
the motionless form of the prefect, and
throst his bhand under Loder's jucket to feel
the beating of bis heart.

Then he locked up with seared eves.

“He's dead!” groaned the Bounder. “1
know that!”

for me!” muttered
“He was going to lick me

1t was

“He—he can't bhe!” exclaimed Nngent,
horror-stricken. “Oh, yon ass, Smithy! But
~but it can't be,. 1I-I'11  get Mr.
Queleh-—-"

“Ask bhim to telephone for the docter,”
said Wharton,

“Right 1

'The Bounder gave a sudden start, and

pulled himself together with an effort.

‘A doctor!” he said, or rather whispered.
“A doetor can’t do him amy good mow. He
hrought it on himself. I warned him!”

Wharton feltt almost sick.

A crowd of fellows were round the open
deorway by this time. They stared into the
study with white, scared faces. All the
Remove knew now that something terrible
had happened in Vernon-Smith’'s room.

“The doctor—and the police!” the Bounder
wenk on, his very lips white as ehalk now.
“Good heavens! What does that mean for
me——""

Wharton did not reply. 1t was only teo
clear what it meant for Vernon-Smith.

“Prison—a reformatory, at least!”
Bounder muttered. “But—but it
fanlt! He—he came for mie, you kno

Wharton could not speak.

“I—I didn't mean to hit him so hard!”
The Bounder madc another effort: some of
hiz old cooipess scemed to return. “But |

I'm not going to stay here till the police
come. Y'm not going to be arrested.”
He made a movement towards the door
“Youwd better sbtay, Smithy!” mutte
Wharton. “Better stay and face it oub.’
“I'm not sueh a fool that! Reforma-
tories are not in my lin d the Bounder,

in quite his old manner. “I'd rather get
clear titl I kmow low it's going to turn
out.’”

“Bub I tell you——

Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Re-
move, looked quickly in at the doorway.

Mauleverer's nsually calm and serene face
ras white now and full of torror.

“Quelchy’s coming!” he muttered.
The Bounder nttered an exelamation, and
sprang into the passage. Mr. Queleh, the
master of the Remove, was hurrying along
the passage, followed by Nugent.
His stern eye fell upon the Bounder.
“ Vernon-Smith, go to my study, and re-

i thet\, till I come!” lie rapped out.
sir” sald the Bounder quictly.
He went dowastairs.

But he did not go to the Ferm master’s
study. He walked quickly to the door, and
went into the quad. There he put on his
cap, and he crossed the Cloze with hurried
steps, almost running.

The gates were locked.
had elosed them at d
did not make for the gates. He hurried to
the sehoot wall, and clambered over it
hwiriedly, and dropped into the road out-
side,

Then he ran.

Sundden and terrible as {he bappening had
heen, the Beunder of Greyiriars had re-
covered his coolness after the first few fearful
minutes.

It Loder was dead—and he believed that
the blow had killed the bully of the Sixth—
them Greyfriars was no place for him. A
charge of manzlanghter, at leash; long 1e.m;
in & juvenila prison, if no worse—that wa
what the Bounder had to expect now. He
had come a “mucker” in his school career—
and he had come a mucker with a

Vernon-Smith

the .

Gosling, the porter, 1
ark

venge Fitere W nothing for it now
but flight.

At all events, ruined as he undoubbedly
was, he could yet escape the pena of his

rash and terrible aet, if he kept his wits

ahout him and wasted no time.

He ran along the 1 in the du heading
for Friardale, t d y-station destina-
tion. The millional son had plenty of
money about him—ample to pay s way

until he could communicate with his father.
That his father would d by bim, he
knew.  Samuel  Vernon - Smith, financier,
moneyiender, millionaire, hard and unfeeling
io all mhu.ﬂ, was devoted to his eonly son.
To get to a place of safety, beyond the
reach of the police—that was \*crm;u Smith's
only thonght now.

He ran on swiftly in the darkness, fowards
he distant lights of the village. There was
terror and something like despair in his
breast; but kis brain was coel and clear.

He knew that the loeal train for Court-
field was almost due to leave at that hour,
and if he eould eateh it hie would bhave the
start of his p\n\\mrb—]m‘ that he would be
pursned there was not the slightest doubt.

The lights of the village came into mg,nt
Lie ram on through the old High Street.
Strange enongh, it zeemed to him, to think,
as he did at that moment, that this was
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the last time he would Jook upen that guaint

old stréet. 'There was the Uross Keys, the

disreputable haunt he had once fru}nemcd m_

his wild days: re was Mr. Snook’s
there was old Mr. Penfoldy

the door of bis little shop and.
with a mneighbour. And hefe was
and he eould hear the pufing of|
the train about to start. :
He did not wait to tﬂm a ticket.
burst past a rtled porter, and v
the platiorm. The train was on the n
“Stand back, there!” roared the
as ‘the }oumiu dashed acrozs the platform.
The Rounder did not heed. :

He

He caught the handle of a carringe door,
ang sw it open aud leaped into the
moving train.

Slam!

The door closed behind him: he lay on the
seat, pan The train whitled on through
the darkne bearing the Bounder swiftly

away frem the sehool where his chequered.
carecr Liad so suddenly come to an end.

THE LND.

(Will the Bounder De carnght and brought
back 1o Creyfriars to face the consequences
of his rash and terrible acts? See next
weel’s dramatic and sensutional tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.)

SOMETHING QUITE EXCEPTIONAL!

This Week's lssue of eur Great Companion Paper
“iPhhe BOYS FRIEWID”
contains

Crrihe Phhamton: FEiratel™

A Thrilling Story of Modern Buccaneers on the Spanish NMain,

By MAURICE EVERARD:

Qther Star Features Include:—

‘““SCUND THE ETERNMNAL:"
Times.

“THE VOODOO MYSTERY !" An Exciting Adventure of =

the Amateur Sleuth.

The Most Amazing Adventure Yarn of Madern

Bulidog '’ Holdfast'

“ THE FISTICAL FUNK !" A Grand Stery of dimmy Siiver & Co., of Rooltwaod

; chool.
‘THE KAFFIR CHAMPION !

A Splendid Yarn of the Boxing Ring.

_AND
A Superb Hand.Coloured Real Glossy Photo of TG LUCAS, the International
Full.Back of Liverpoo! F.C., is given FREE with Every Copr.

Ask Yeur Newsagent for
Sixteen ,Ee‘g Pages !
!

‘ THE BOYS' FRIEND" To.day!

Price 2¢

Tse POPL LA



28

isali wu pay fa;‘ cur Mo, 4004 lady's
§ or gentleman’s Mead ™ Marvel V'
§ the finest cyoles ever offered onl
| suchexceptionallyeasy terms. Built
to stand :
plated ;
snely lme.gi in two colours,
packed free, cavriuge paid on ik
i5 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.[
rranted. Prompidelivery
< refunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in slightly factory f
soiled mounts, Tyres and
ries 33%% below shop
Buy divect from the
md save pounds

free cop; '—bu
ormation abou
containg

mun GVI:LE £0. (ing.)
(Dept. BT97)
Birmingham

RHEUMATISH GURED

After Life of Pain and Sleepless Nights,

49, Eldon Street, 8i Aea“ﬂel‘&,
Dear 8ir,--T had no sleep for months, aod doctors told
me there was uo cure. Before I had taken Urace &
? tm:ht I had stesp aud-rest, and was free {rom pain. -
Bincs La%ing Urace I have not tost one day’s work
through sheumatiam

Yours sincerely, Mm, WILION.
URACE, and URACE alone, can oure Rheumatism. Tt

dirvectiy attacks the e¢susze-—uric acig—dissolves aad
éxpals it f;am the systeni, and prevents its reappear-
ance. Thay is why i

CURES and CURES QUICKLY. =
From Bool cms B Whios b On Taytoc's, and aff G

rom Bools, Thmothy Co., Taylor's, and a em ?
direct from’ the UiAﬁ“ Tahoratories, B89, Woburn ‘!Ioi:g asngniméges(é

dondon, W.C. 1

13, 3/~ & B/

From Boots and
all Chemists.

e HHIUHIIHIH'H’HIIH‘H!

LU T

This pandsoms full- ﬂmd Gant's LovorWatch

sent upodn receipt of L+ Afier approval
geud 1/@meors, thﬂ balance may thse be
by 8 monthly instalments of 2-cach
srantesd § years. Chain given Iree
with every wateh. Wrist Watches, otc,
in stock on sams teras, Cash returned
ilif dissatisfied. Bend - now 01—
# Simpsons Ltd,, (Dept. 90 ) 94,
" Queen's Road, Brighton, Sussex.

EHAIN

¢REE

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /e Complete
IN 30 DAYS. / Course.

Nu Appliances. NoDrugs. NoDiating. The'\{elﬂ‘\S!rongSyutem
EVER FAILS. Full par tioulmu and Testimonials, stam:
Inltm Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.}, 10, Ludgate Hill, Loudon,

l"l

A FPILMS, MACHINES, SPOOLS, SLIDES, etc,, CHEAP!
?gxnnmﬂﬁlnd Cowboy "Films. $50-foot Sampls Fllm 1138 Sra"\ for Ilius-
trated Lists. —TYSON & \IARbEAT,L, 88, Castle Boulevard, Nottingham.

Cure yoursell as Y did. Par-

STOP STAMMER!HG! tioulars Free.— FRANK XK.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPITON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.
o app\lczmM for Bilue

||| 80 HUNGARIAN STAMPS FREE tonei"spprccs, onc. post:

Bfention Gitt 506 L. COBYN, 15, Waye Orest, Wmtstable. Kent.

 Tha Popular.’” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Bend 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the ¥Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4. You will rocelve by return a Splendid
British Made 14-0t. Gold Nibbed Floet Fountain Pen, valug 10/6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib) If enly 1 coupop is sent, the price is 3/93, 2d. being
allowed for each extra coupon up to 6.. (Pockol Clip, 4d.) Satistaction
guaranteed or cash returned. Specigl New Offer—¥our owa name in gilt
Ietters on either pem for 1/- extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- exira.

0.0.0.0!0!0.0.0.0.

THE POPULAR-—Every Tuesday.

IGIOIOIOEOIQIOHOIOEOHGHOIO

YOU RS for 1 /
AN EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY, Deposit;

Special Offer of—
High~grade Registered Professional ltahan Model

MELODEONS

Superfine Solo Melodeon; handsoms
Pollshod Cabinet, with  13-fold
Metal-bound Bellows; 10 Keys and
4 Bass Chords. This ingtrument is
tha acme of perfection in construo- §

a2 magrificent example
ot ca.refully studied musical deall,
unequalied for excellence of tons
and power. 1/- Deposit only is
required, and we will dispatch thls
Buperb Telodeon to rour address.
tI’flaent!rel;r to yoursllatll(‘alcluoﬁ
alance i3 payable 3/ wit 2
days, and 4/- monthly until 36/« is pmd-or complete balance within

*7 days 30/-, making Cazh Price 31/- ouly.
JF. A, DAVIES & OO, (Dept. 88),
26, Denmark Hill, Camberwell, London. S.E. §.

0.0.0.0.0.0.03030‘0

¢EHOHOHOTOROEIHOMOEOR

HORE CINEMATOGRAPHS
STOCKTAKING SALE.

SPECIAL CHEAP OFFER of Homs Cine-

matographs at 9/8 and 11/6 carriage paid.

Write for free lists of '\iacinnes and Films.
FORD’S, Dept. A.P. 3,

13, Red Licn Square, London, W.C. 1

y —Iil you sts under on osa easily
DON'T BE SHORT. fnotenss your helght the Girvan
Sclantifie Treatment. © Studente report from 3 to 5 inehoss inorease. Resuits
quits perraanent. Your health aad stamluu will he greatiy Improved. !
will succeed in business. Over ter ye.-ms urblemighed Teputation. San
P C. to-day for particulars and o £100 guarantes to BNQUIRY DXPT,

AM P., 17, 8TROUD CREEN ROAD .LONDOX, K.4.

FREE, The “A.B.C.” Packet of Siamps containing:—

Angola, Bulgavia, Caps, Dahomesy, Herpt, Finland, Gold Const,

Hyderabad, Inhambans, J'ammca,, Kenya, Lournn(o M.nrques, Mauritive,

igeria, ogeanm Peoru, Quehmane, Busaie, ’h z, ‘Travancore,

Ukraine, Xpress Austria, Yol China, Zanzibuyr.

Send 1id. p g“ “sngd ash f:i ‘Approvals.—Yictor Bsmovoﬂs Matlock.
WIRELESS Rt

= il o OWN SET

ihe mysteries of Wireless made clear,

WIRELESS FOR ALL .~ - ~ &4,
and itesequel

SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS -~ - /=

At all booksellevs or 1/9 post iree fmm

nee fo
HACKETT& WORKS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL,

RADIO } 3, Devereux Buildings,

PRESS G 20

£2 00 Wox*! of Cheap Job Photographic Material, Camoeras, &r
Send at On for CATALOGUE FREE, -

AND SAMPLES,
.

deons, Watches, Ring

All you require—Boots, Suits, Costumes, Ralucoats; Overcoats, Accer-
Clocks, cte., from\ 4/« monthly.  Write for

free catalogue to Masters, Ltd, 6, Hope Stores, Rys, Sussex.

IN “THE BOYS FRIEND?”

Now on Sale

Grand FREE Real
‘Hand-Coloured PHOTO
OF A FAMOUS FOOTBALLER!

FREE in the “GEM?” Library

On Wednesday!
Real AUTOGRAPHED PHOTO
of a Popular Footballer!

See You Have Them!

e

R

Printed and published cvery Troasday by the Proprwtms The Amalg mmaéed Press
C.4. Re

Abxoad ils. per annum;
News Agency, Ltd, Sols wcms for Australia and New Zealand Messrs. Gordon &
aturday, March 3rd, 1923,

Advertisemoent offices: The Fleetway House, ¥Farringdon Street, London,

rates: Inland, 133. per snnum; 6s. 8d. for six montas,

1

Ltd., The Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet, London, E C. 4
stered for transmission by OCanadian Magazine Post. Subscrintmn
5. 6d. for six reonths. Sole mgents for South Africas The Ceniral
oteh, Lid, and for Qanadas The Impertal News Co., ‘l;.g {0anada). —



