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HARRY WHARTUNS DESPERATE LEAP TO CATCH THE BOUNDER'

(A Dramutic Episode from the Long Complete Greyfriars Tale Inside.)



5 Next week’s Bumper Programme will be a REAL WINNER!

Say, you Fellows, isn’t this Programme a
Bumper

One?

“ LOOKING AFTER WINGATE.”

There’'s ne more popular fellow at Greyfriars {than George
Wingate, the captain of the school, and it stands to reason that
when the shadow of trouble hmgs over the senior, the juniors
rally round him. Harry Wharton & Ceo. generally contrive to
make the sparks fly. The cheery champions of the Remove \lexgh
in as allies of the skipper, and stand shoulder to shoulder in
defence of what they know to be the right cause. This cause and
Wingate's well-earned position are one and the same on this
occasion. It is a spirited yarn, and sheds fresh light on Harry
Wharton, Bob Cherry, and their comrades.. It is a tight corner,
not a doubt of it, and at ene time things look jolly black for
ngate Look out next Fuesday for the story which shows how
the juniors assist very materially to pull the captain out of a
mess,

IN THE BACKWOODS.

¥rank Richards, .Bob Lawless, and Vere Beauclere atve seen
following up their quest for gold in next week’s uncommonly
smart and live tale of the great North-West. Most people are
keen as mustard after what theV are pleased to call the auriferous
metal. Naturally the plucky travellers in the backwoods take an
iutelligent interest ip the matter, but they don’t make the huge
mistake of staking all cn gold. They know it is not worth it.
This series is improving every week. XNon po you will say as
vou reeall the bright happenings at Cedar Creek. Still, read next
week's splendid tale and judge for yoursehves.

 supply of the spondulicks,

‘ THE HERG OF THE HOUR.”

After a merry fling as a giddy here, what else eould Tubby:

Muffin look for but the reckoning. The latter is almost as certain
to follow on as the dust cart which is seen dragging its weary,
self in the wake of the Lord Mayor’s Show. Next Tuesday’s
Rookwook yarm calls for some painful reflections.
tions are entirely the property of Mr. Muffin.

“THE WAY OF THE TRANSGRESSOR.”
St. Jim's s in fine form next week,
There's the trouble.
im his recent inillionaire stunt,
consequence.
shows how Baggy comes into money—and goes out of it quickly,'
s0 to speak. There has been a mystery about Trimble's large!
and when the curtain rises on the
deplorable secret, Baggy realises—even his dull brain tells hm:
that mueh!—that the only thing f(u bim to do is to fly. 5o, as!
he would put it, he “does a bunL to escape retribution,

FREE SPLENDID PHOTOGRAPHS.
The Popular series of Famous Sportsmi€n goes on its triumiphant

and Nemesis is on his track as a

These refiec-!

¥

but Baggy Trimble is not. |
Baggy bit off a lot more than was necessary’

There is a good laugh in the coming narrative which

way. XNext Tuesday’s Free Real Glossy Photograph is extra fine.
“STAND AND DELIVER!" ;
Last, but net least! It is hardly needful for me to dilate

on the tremendous sensation David Goodwin's highwayman serial
has produced. It is the biggest thing out, and the interest and
éscitement are piled up in the coming imstalment. Turpin and
Dick Neville are in the very thick of it this time.

The " BOYS' FRIEND " and “ GEM."

All readers of the POPULAR ought to see the really mag-.
niticent Hand Coloured Photographs of Famous Footballers being
siven away each week with the “Boys’ Friend.” The old Green

‘Un has scored its biggest triumph with this magnificent coloured’

portrait gallery.
The “Gem” ha¢ a superh treat, toe. with its splendiq Glossy,!
¢al Actuo.x Autograplied Plotos of celebrated footballers. Dou't,

DWour EDditor.

BIG CASH PRIZES MUST BE WON AGAIN!

What You Have To Do.

What is the Solution of the Simple Picture-
in Yours To-Day!

Puzzle Below. Send

FIBST PRIZE £5 0 0: Second Prize £2100;
'E‘EN PRIZESOF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH.

Here is a splendid new competition
which T am sure will interest you. On this
page you will find a history of Wolver-,
hampton Wanderers Foothall Club in
picture-puzzle form. Wh‘_t you are.invited

t3 do is to solve this picty ure, and when
write your solution on
Then sign the coupor

which appears below.
110'

vou have done so,
a sheet of paper.

pin it 1o your solu-
and post it to
derexs,” Competition, Porurar Offic
House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, so
as to reach that address nol later than

THURSDAY, March 15th, 1923,

oy

Le FIRST PRIZE of £5  will be
\uxde d to the reader who submils a solu-

ay

tion which is E\aot]v the same as, or
nearest to, the solution now in the poss
. sion of the Fditor. In the event of ties
the prize wili be divided. The other prizes
will be awarded in order of merit.  The
Editor reserves the right to add Log_rzhe'

e

and divide the value of all, or any, of the
prizes, but the full antount \\111 be
avarded, It is a distinct condition of
entry that the decision nt the la(htor s
be au«mted as final. )
proprietors of this journal are not eligible
to competea, -
This
withy

competition is
“Boys’

Y Gem,”

ran in conjunction
Friend,” “Magnet,” and

and readers of these jo
to compe te.

urnals are
invite

“ Wolverhampton

I enter
Competition, and

Wanderers

agree to accept the Editor's
sion as final.
BOINC s on samndionan

Cecusecheereeseaneenns
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The Story that every boy is talking about is—** Stand and Deliver!’’

THE BOUNDER’S BIAD FLIGHT

8

I SENSATIONAL GREYFRIARS TALL!

Fernon-Smith mekes a wild bolt to escape from the consequences of a rash act, with the Chums of Greyfriars
hot on his heels!?! g

ELTHTEHH TR HRTTHI

a

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Baffled !

(13 OU siily asses! You'll get sacked!”

Buistrode, of the Remove Form

at (Greyfriars, made that remark

, with just as much emphasis as he
possibly could.

“Rats!” said Bob Cherry.

Four of the juniors +were dressing,
although the lights in their dormitory had
ouly been turned out a few minutes. Harry
Wharton, rank Nugent, Hurree Singh, and
Bob Cherry were very grim and silent.

“Let the Bounder stop away!” added
Bulstrode, with a sneer.

“Let him go and eat coke!” supplemented
Skinner, the sneak of the Remove.

@he chums did not answer.

The Bounder of Greyfriars, otherwise
Herbert Vernon-Smith, had for some time
shown distinct signs of giving up his
caddish ways, and in that Harry Wharton
& Co. were willing to back him up. There
were good points about the Bounder, as well
as bad, i

But now the had
disappeared!

Everybody kuew why. Vernon-Smith had
been punished severely by Loder of the
Sixth, and when that punishment showed
no signs of coming to an end, the Bounder
hit back.

Unfortunately, he chose a cricket-bat with
which o hit” back, and Loder had been
stunned—in fact, he had been left for dead
by the Beunder. The Bounder knew what
would  follow—a reformatory, perhaps
prison—and he had run away.

But Loder had only been stunned. It was
foo late to cateh the Bounder and tell him
that, He bad gone away, and now Harry
Wharton & Co. meant to go and find the
Bounder before he got too far away.

“We'll catch him, sooner or later!” said

Bounder gone—

Bob Cherry, as they wheeled out their
bicyeles.
“Hope so!” grunted Wharton. “The silly

What's he want to use a bat for?”
Fixpeet Loder & Co. did not like losing
their richest. pal!” said Nugent, with a
ennckle, “He was parting from the flock,
vou know, and I expect they meant to make
things hot for him!”

Nugent was far nearer the truth than he

thougit.

It was an hour later when the four juniors
rode into Courtfield, where they were to
make their first inquiries. It was just mid-
might then, and few people were about; but
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A stunning, long, complete tale

of the Chums of Greyfriars
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FRANK RICHARDS.

(Author of the tales of Greyfriars
appeering in the ** Magnet.”’)
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they learned that the Bounder had left for
Lantham by the might express.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another when this information was given
them.

“Come on!” said Wharton, at last. “We'll
get him at Lantham. There's no train from
there until after six.”

The others nodded, and the chums turned
their faces towards Lantham.

They did not enjoy their ride. It was
dark, and punctures were numerous
spills frequent. Dawn was lightening
east when they at last entéred the town

too
and
the
and

was the only one in the little town.

Harry Wharton entered the hotel, which
had just opened. The sleepy boots came to
see what he wanted. Wharton extracted
a half-crown from his waistcoat pocket.

“I think there’s a friend of mine staying
here,” he said. “Did a chap—a schoolboy—
put up here last night?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What was his name?”

“Master Jones, sir.”

Wharton smiled. He did not suppose that

name, if he gave a name at all.

“Very well; a chap abont my age and
size, with dark eyes, and a cap like mine?”

Boots looked at the Greyfriars cap and
nodded. g *

“Just the same, sir.”

That settled it. No schoolboy with a
Greyfriars cap could have come to Lantham
the night before excepting Herbert Vernon-
Smith.

Wharton slipped the half-crown Into the
greasy hand of the lad.

“Thank you! He's the chap T want. When
did he come—by the express froin Ceurtfield,
1 suppose?”

“He came in jest after the express,

“Good! He's here now?”

“I called him at ‘arf-past five, sir; them
was his orders.”

“When does the train leave for Dover?”

“'Arf-past six, sir.”

Wharton looked at hiz watch,
ten minutes past six.

“Did he intend to go by it, do you know?”

“I s'pose so, sir, as he was called so
early.”

“Is he down yet?” H

“Not yet, sir. His breakfast’s ready for
him in the coffee-room, but he ain't come
down yet.”

“Show me fto his room,” said Harry. He

sir.”

It was

7
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dismounted outside the Station Hotel, which .

Vernon-Smith would have given his right

reflected a moment. “By the way, Is therc
any other way out for him?”

The boots stared. -
_“Only the winder, sir, and that’s fifty feet
‘igh. But didn't you say as he was a friend
of yourn? What has the young gent been
doin'?”

“He’s run away from school, and we're
bis friends come to take him back, and to
prevent him getting into trouble,” Wharton
explained. “He'll be glad to see us when
he knows what we've got to tell him, so
that’s all right. Is your employer down?”

“He don't come down till eight, sir, he
don’t!”

“Well, show, me the room, and then show
me the window of the room outside,” said
Harry, “The young ass may try to bolt
again. It’s all right, kid. We're his friends,
and we're here to keep him out of trouble.”

Wharton's tone and look, and perhaps the
half-crown, inspired confidence, and the
boots, who had hesitated, nodded his shock
head.

“All right, sir.”

The juniors followed the boy upstairs. The
boots pointed out the door of Vernon-
Smith's reom.

“You fellows stay here,” said Harry.
“Nail him if he comes out. Tell him it’s all
right about Loder at the start, and then
he’ll see reason.”

“Right-ho!”

“I'll keep an eye on the window outside,
If he should dodge you he might try the
window. You never know what the Bounder
might do.”

“Good egg!”

Harry Wharton followed the boots out of
he building. The, window was pointed out
to him, and he noted the rainpipe, and was
glad that he had thought of watching the
window.

The boots went back into the hotel, and
Wharton waited.

Boots had stated that Vernon-Smith had
not come down, and Wharton did not doubt
for an instant that the Bounder was still in
his room. Not for a second did it oceur to
him that the Bounder had spotted the four
dusty cyelists riding into Lantham.

Wharton’s heart was lighter now. They
had found the Bounder. He could net get
away from the three juniors waiting for
him outside his room, and when he knew
the truth about Loder he would not want
to get away.

The chums of the Remove would take him
back to Greyfriars with them, and the fact

Tur Poruvrar.—No. 216.
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4 Our Free Real Glossy Photos are Voted SIMPLY IT'!

that they had succeeded in bringing him
back would make their peace with the Head.
All was plane-sailing now. A few minutes
more and all would be well, for it was evi-
dently the Bounder’s intention to catch
that early train, and he could not do so, of
course, without coming out of his room.

A ‘summons at his door would probably
only send him scurrying to the window, in a
frantic endeavour to escape, before any ex-
planatjon could be made that there was no
need for flight. He would be caught then,
certainly, but after wmisking his neck. it
was better to wait quietly tili he came out
of his room. That he was no lounger in his
room was the one unfortunate circumstance
that made Wharton’s arrangements useless.

The minutes crept by.

Bob Cherry and Nugent and Hurree Singh,
in the passage outside Vernon-Smith’s door,
waited with growing impatience,

¥or the door did not open.

It was close now upon the time for the
train, and the Bounder showed no sign. of
coming out. Bob crept to the door and
listened. There was no sound in the room.

He tiptoed back and rejoined Nugent and
Hurree Singh.

“He must have gone fo sleep again,” he
murmured. “There isn’t any sound of his
moving. Bet you he’s still in bed!”

“Then we won't wake him up till the ex-
press is gone,” said Nugent, suppressing a
chuckle. “It will be a good time before
the next train, and we shall have lots of
time to talk to him.*

“We'll talk to him like a whole family
of giddy Duteh uncles!”’ saig Bob Cherry,
with a grin. “I don’t suppose he’ll want to
skip when he hears that Loder’s all right;
but, in any case, we nail him.”

“The npailfulness will be
worthy chum, ”

The juniors waited.

Half-past six rang out from somewhere,
and still there was no sound from the room.
Pive more minutes! The juniors heard the
clattering of the express in the station, the
sereaim of the whistle, and the rush of the
train as it left.

The six-thirty was gone!

Harry Wharton came up
smile on his face.

“He’s missed the train,” he said.

“Looks like it!” said Bob, with a chuckle,

“It’'s gome, now,” said Wharton. "I sup-
pose he’s gone to sleep again, We may as
well wake him up.”

* Right you are!”

The juniors moved along to the door, and
Wharton tried it. It was locked on the in-
side, as he expected. He knocked.

There was no reply—no movement.

“Smithy!” called out Harry, through the
kevhole,

No reply.

“1'll ecut round to the window again in
case of accidents,” said ‘Harry. “You fellows
wake him opeif the door. Call the hotel-
keeper, if necessary.”

He hurried out of the building.

Boh Cherry pounded on the door with his
heavy fist. He made noise enough to wake
the Bounder, if his slumber rivalled that of
Rip Van Winkle, to say nothing of the other
guests in the hotel. But Bob did not think
of them just then.

“Hmithy!” he shouted.
duffer! The train’s gone, and we're here
to see you. It’s all right about Loder. He’s
eoniing up smiling!”

Silence!

“Smithy! Wake up, you ass!”

Bang, bang, bang!

But there was no reply from within, and
the juniors began to look and to feel un-
easy. The boots came hurrying along the
ge.

You mustn't make all that there row,
¥oung gents!” he . exclaimed. “You'll wake

)} “ae ‘ole blooming ‘ouse!”

n't make our friend hear,” said Bob.
“Did he answer you when you called him?”

“Yes, sir. He was awake then. He's
sed the train, and his blooming break-
s stone ecold now.”

Never mind his brekker,” said Bob. “ We
want to get at him. Can you get that
klessed door open?”

“The guv'nor can, sir,” said Boots doubt-
fally. “But—-" .

“F'll give him one more call,” said Bob.

He thumped on the door, and shouted
again through the keyhole.

“Smithy! Let us in, you ass!

Tre Porurar.—No. 216.

terrific, my

the stairs, a

“Wake up, you

1 tell you

it’'s all right about Loder, and you can come
back to Greyfriars!”

But the stillness in the room was un-
broken. There was no sound of seurrying
feet towdrds the windew—no sound at all.

“Blessed if T don’t think something must
have happened to him,” muttered Bob un-
eagily. *“The ass thinks he’s done for
Loder.. He can’'t have——" He did mnot
finish, but his ruddy face went very pale.
What was it possible that the Bounder, in
his fear of pursuit and arrest, might have
done?

“We've got to geb in!” ‘muttered Nugent.

Harry Wharton joined them again.

“Hasn’t he come out?”

“Can’t make him answer,” said Bob.
“Either he isp't there, or something’s hap-
pened to him.”

“My hat, if he’s dodged us!” Wharton
turned quickly to the bhoots. “Get me a
chisel, or something, and I'll get that giddy
door open, We'll pay for the damage.
Buek up!” \

Boots disappeared, and returned with a
chisel and also a fat and very surprised
hotel-keeper. To the latter Wharton
hastily explained, and then the lock was
forced. 'The jumiors ran into the room.

“Smithy!”

The room was empty!

Harry Wharton & Co. looked round the
deserted room in dismay. The bird was
flown—the quarry they had run down had
vanished.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Great pip!”

“Skipped!”

“The skipfulness is terrific!”

The hotel-proprietor rubbed his
eyes.

“He has gone,” he said.
come down. It is very odd.”

“He got out of the window, more likely,
and bunked before I was watching it,” said
Harry. “He must have spotted us some-
how. What rotten luck! And, my only
sainted aunt, he’s taken the train, after
alll”

The juniors gazed at one another in
dismay. Vernor-Smith had slipped through
their fingers, after all. The express had
been gone a quarter of an hour—had carried
away the elusive Bounder? It seemed only

sleepy

“He must have

too probable. 2
“Come on!” panted Wharton.
“What about this damage, young

gentleman?”

Wharton thrust one of Lord Mauleverer's
pound notes into the landlord’s fat hand,
and the juniors ran out of the hotel. They
rushed into the station. A sleepy-looking
booking-clerk came in a leisurely manner as
Wharton rapped sharply at the Ilittle
opening.

“The six-thirty express!” panted Wharton.

“ Gaene, sir.” ]

“Yes, yes; but did someone take a ticket
for Dover—a kid?” ¥

The booking-clerk  looked him  over
carelessly. Evidently he did not relish
being catechised in this way by a schoolboy.

“Really—" he began.

“It's a chap run away from school, and
we're looking for him,” Wharton explained
hastily. “Tell me whether he’s been here?”

“ A boy about your age took a ticket for
Dover!” drawled the man. “He came in
just before the express started. He seemed
in a hurry.” !

“Did he wear” 3 cap like this?”

“Yes.

“And he got the train?”

“1 suppose s0,”

“Thanks!” 3

The juniors hurried to the platform.
Wharton collared the first porter he saw.

“We're looking for a chap. Did you see a
kid get into thie Dover express abt the last
minute?” .

“Yes, sir; just when the train was on the
move.” 4

The porter trundled on a trolley. Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at one another with
blank faces. There was a long silence.

“Jle must have spotted us somehow,”
Nugent at last. :

“And bolted before we got to the hotel,”
said Bob, with a snort. “We watched a
giddy empty room, while Smithy——"

" “(aught the express!” groaned Wharton.
“Well, we couldn’t foresee all that. We've
done our best, only,—Smithy’s gone!”

“le's as slippery ‘as a blessed eel!”

“Well, we’'re going after him,” said Harry
Wharton resolutely.

Bob Cherry whistled.

said

“We ean't bike i in the time, Harry, an@
the jiggers are awfully groggy after that
spill. And that train catches the boat.”

“We'll leave the jiggers here, to be sent
back, and take the next train,”

“But the boat will be gone.”

“'There’s another boat!”

“My hat, but—but—-"

“We're after Smithy,” said Wharton
quietly. “We’ll have him, if we have to
cross the Channel for him. In for a penny,
in for a pound. We shall get into pretty
bad trouble at @Greyfriars, anyway, if we
don’t take Smithy back with us. We're
going to take him. I'll find out the time of
}-1‘115 next train, and then we’ll see about the
hikes.”

There were three hours to wait for the

nex$ train. The juniors booked the no-
longer needed bicycles for Friardale, and
then hreakfasted at. the hotel. And when

the second train started, Harry Wharton &
Co. were passengers in it—still on the track
of the Bounder!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Across the Channel!

HE Bounder of Greyfriars leaned
back in his comfortable corner seat;
and grinned. The express was tearing
along through the countryside in

the growing light of the sun,

His heart was throbbing in unison with
the leap and throb of the train, ;

He was free! b

His device had succeeded perfectly.

He had emerged from his hiding-place af
the last moment. He had scurried into the
station, taken his ticket, and boarded the
express, while the chums of Greyfriars were
vainly keeping watch and ward over his
deserted room.

Now he was speeding as fast as the exe
press could carry him towards Dover—toe
wards the sea, towards the sheltering coast
of France.

Black care hung over the Bounder. He
could not forget Loder; he could not forget
his ruined career, his dashed hopes, all he
had lost, all he was resigning by his flight;
but the love of excitement, of daredevij
venturing, was stronger within him than any
other feeling. He had haffled his pursuers;
he had escaped recapture by the skin of his
teeth. And he grinned with triumph and
satisfaction as the express tore swiftly on-
wards through fields and meadows and
quiet towns. ;

Would Harry Wharton & Co. follow him
further? He did not know, and he did not
care very much. At all events, they would
not catch him. The express was timed to .
catch the morning boat for Calais. If they
followed they would only be in time for the
afternoon boat, Before they could reach
Dover he would be safe on French soil
There he would disappear. 1In Calais he
would have time to look about him and obs
tain a change of clothes. He could speak
French like a mnative. Once on French soil,
he would baffle all atfempts to find him.
From some place of concealment there he
would communicate with his father when it
was safe to do so. )

Then a suddeun thought struck him with a
chill, and the smile of satisfaction died
away from his face. The telegraph!

That the Head of Greyfriars had used the
telegraph to cause the Courtfield express to
be watched when it arrived in London, he
was sure. The Head did hot suspect his
real line of flight.

But Harry Wharton knew.

A wire from Lantham, or from abpy
station along the line, .giving his descri
tion and the facts of the case to the
stationmaster at Dover, and he would step
from the train simply to fall.into the arms
of a policeman.

Had Wharton telegraphed?

Perhaps it would not occur to him to de
so at Lantham, but during the train journey
south the thought was certain to come into
his mind, as a sure means of stopping the
fugitive from taking the Channel boat.

The Bqunder gritted his teeth.

Just as liberty seemed opening before him,
he realised that he was not yet safe—that
he was rushing on at the full speed of the
express to arrest.

There was the TFolkestone boat te
Boulogne. He could get to Folkestone as
easily as to Dover. But he dismissed the
thought as it rose in his mind, If Wharton
telegraphed to one place, he would telds
graph to the other also, to make sure. Both
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No Need to look turther, boys.

the boats would be watched for a runaway
schoolhoy attempting to cross to France.

“The Bounder's brows contracted, and his
eyes grew almost haggard.

ilis old enemy had him upon the hip, after
all. The escape at Lantham was only a
postponement of the inevitable. "

For he still looked upon Wharton as an
‘enemy, He had no suspicion of the good
news the juniors were trying to bring to
him, They were after him to take him back
to arrest and punishment—that was his
belief. Ignorant of the fact that Loder was
not, after all, seriously hurt, the Bounder
could not possibly guess with what inten-
tions the juniors were following Him.

He glanced from the train window, and
Tooked at hiz watch. The last stop before
Dover had been passed. He had to go on to
the terminus now, unless he jumped from
thg rushing express.

nd the statlon—or, if not the sfation,
certainly the entrance to the Channel boat—
would be watched for him, He was certain
now that Wharton would have telegraphed.
Hie was waited for in Dover—he knew that!

He ground his teeth in helpless rage. His
scheme of crossing to France had to be
abandoned now. Ile would never reach the
channel boat.

But the Bounder was not at the end of his
resourcey yet, The traln would stop in the
town belore it went on to the boat station.
He could slip from it there, and escape into
the town. Somewhere on the shore he would

nd a boatman to take him across the
Chanuel—some fishing-craft would take him.
He had plenty of money to pay for that.
His heart lightened again at the thought.

The traln stopped af last in Dover Town.

Vernon-Smith looked out along the plat-
;'orm‘_ Perhaps both stations were watched
tor him, but it was not likely. No, there
Was no sign of a policeman in sight.

He stepped from the train, gave up his
ticket, and hurried away.

At every step he dreaded to hear a sharp
voice calling, to hear the heavy footfalls of
a constable, to feel a detaining hand upon
his .shoulder.

But it did not come,

He left the station and plunged into the
town, He mingled in the crowd in the
streets, and drew a deep breath with a sense
of renewed freedom. Let them watch for
him at the boat station and on the boat.
He would never come there, and they would
watch in vain,

He did not delay in the town. There was
no time to lose. With swift strides he
made his way out of the town and along
the clilts,

He was free once more.

And now to find a craft to take him across
the Channel. That was not difficult. There

. were plenty of craft to be had for a run
on the Channel that fine spring morning,
and tire boatman he accosted was not sur-
prised that the young gent, down there on
a holiday, as Vernon-Smith explained to
him, had a curiosity to run across and see
the coast of France before he returmed to
London. The boatman named a high price,
and Vernon-Smith djd not demur. He was
“only too anxious to get away.

His heart beat with exultation as he
stepped upon the little sailing-craft. Main-
sail and jib were shaken out, and the boat
danced on the blue waters of the Channel.
Vernon-Sinith, with a grim smile, watched
the great Channel steamer forging by in
the distance. There was the steamer he

~should have taken, but he was crossing the
narrow seas just as surely, .

He laughed aloud as he watched it dis-
appear in the distance, and the boatman
looked at him curiously. .

The wind was variable, and long after the
steamer had disappeared the little sailing-
eraft was tacking its way across the
Channel, covering many times the distance
in long loops to east and west.

The keen wind blew through the
Bounder’s thin clothing—he was by no
means elad for a sea voyage—but he did not
hiced it. The- fresh air invigorated him. He
ate with a keen appetite a bundle of stale
sandwiches he had purchased on the train.
freedom lay before him—on the cliffs that
rose to view in the southern distance, white
over the blue of the sea.

But the time was passing, and the passage
was slow. Again the light died out of the
Bounder’s face as he heard the throb of
the engines in the distance, and saw a great
steamer bearing down from the north. For
noon had long passed, while the sailing-
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LIQHT AT LAST FOR THE BOUNDER!
as he grasped the Bounder and struggied to keep him afioat.

you’re mistaken !
panted out the words.
(See

‘¢ 8mithy ! ' panted Wharton,
“ Smithy,

His mouth was close to Vernon-Smith’s ear as he
fLoder’s alive—he’s all right !

Don’t you hear 2
Chapter 3.)

craft was tacking for the wind, and the
afternoon Channel steamer was passing the
little speck that danced on the waters.

Vernon-Smith watched the steamer as it
passed. Were the Greyfriars juniors there?
he wondered.

The steamer passed close—so close that
the smaller craft danced and spun on the
heavy wash she made.

Vernon-Smith watched the faces over the
rail, and his brows came blackly together
as he saw a well-known face looking over
the sea.

It was the face of Harry Wharton!

The junior was gazing idly at the little

craft, and he gave a sudden ‘start. Vernon-
Smith crouched down—too late.

He had been seen!

He peered over the gunwale. “Harry

Wharton was staring hard at the boat. And
now the faces of Bob Cherry and Nugent
and Hurree Singh could he seen at the rail
beside him. He had been seem.

The wind was freshening. The little craft
was fairly flying over the waters now, in the
wake of the great steaier as it plunged on.

Vernon-Smith set his teeth, and called to
the boatman.

“Get back to Dover!
mind! I don’t want to go to Calais!
back to Dover!” :

But luck was agalnst him., The boatman
stared at him and shook his head, and the
two other seamen in the boat grinned at
the landsman’s ignorance.

“Can’t get back in this wind, sir! We
have got to run right on to Calais now!
Can't get back till the evening now!”

Vernon-Smith’s teeth came together again
with a savage click.

“You must! I tell you I don’t want to
go to Calais!”

“Can't be done, sir!” said the boatman
grufily.  “Ain't you got any eves, sir? Loock
at them seas—and look at the wind! If this
‘ere wasn’t the best-found craft on the
Channel, sir, we'd be lucky even to get into
Calais at all!” ’

Vernon-Smith realised thie truth, and he
flung himself down into a seat in silence.

I've changed my
Get

The game was up! The steamer would
reach Calais first, and the chums of Grey-

friars would be waiting for him there. The
game was up!
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Close Finish!
ARRY WHARTON & CO. stepped

from the steamer on the pier at
Calais.

Harry Whartorn had not tele-
graphed to Dover. His intentions were, of
course, (quite different {rom those the
Bounder supposed. It was as a friend, not
as an cunemy, that he was following the
fugitive. From Dover he had telegraphed
to the Head of Greyfriars, in explanation,
and then the four juniors had taken the
boat. They landed in Calais knowing, from
swhat they had seen in the passage of the
Channel, that the Bounder had not yet
arrived.

He would not be long after them, and they
would be ready for him.

“We've got him at last!” Bob Cherry re-
marked, as they sauntered on the quay in
the windy, sunshiny spring afternoon.- “The
duffer! It he knew what we've got to tell
him, he'd be as glad to see us as we shall
he to see him!” .

“The gladfulness would be terrific!” Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh remarked. “But I won-
derfully reflect what the esteemed Dr. Locke
is thinking of cour honourable gscapade at
this blessed minute.”

“Picking out his thickest came, very
likely !” said Frank Nugent, with a grimace.
“Qix each for us, and a dozen for the
Bounder! Groogh!”

“Well, he’s bound to be pleased it we
take Smithy baek,” said-Bob Cherry. “And
even if we get licked, it was a giddy adven-
ture! We don't get across the Channel every
day, do we?”

“Beats grinding Lattz in vhe Form-room
hollow!” said Harry Wharton. “And here
we are in France—quite a giddy adventure!”
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“Parley voo
*Wee, weel”

“Ha, ha; ha!”

The Co. were i

Frongsay?* grinned Bob.

high spirits. They had
yun down the fugitive, and they were certain
of success now. All they had fo do was
te watch for the incoming sailing-eraft, and

wail the Bounder when he came ashore.
"Ihat was not difficult.
“You look wiz glass, isn't it?” wheezed

a voice close bwde them
1t was one of the cheery merchants who
hire out binoculars for half a franc a time

to the visitors. Wharton nodded, and took
the glasses. He swept the harbour with
them, and spotted the fishing-craft as it

came dapcing in.

“There she is!”

He kept the glasses
¢losing up to the quay.

Then he handed them back to the binocular
merchant, with a few shillings, and. the
iuniors burried along the quay to the spot
where the boat was making fast.
Smithy !”

Vernon-Smith
boat.

The four juniors stood on the quayside,
looking down at him. standing between him
and the freedom he had hoped for.

The Bounder's face was black with rage
and hatred.

Caught at the finish-—after his long flight!
TFie thought of a’ struggle was in his mind;
his eyes wandered to a boat-stretcher close
at hand.

But there was a gendarme only
yards away. ‘That was hopeless.

A Dbitter, desperate look came over the
Bounder's face. In his present mood, he
was fit for anything

“You rotters!” he said,
“You couldu't let me alone!
eome after me!”

“You don’t understand,” =aid Harry
Wharton quietly. “We came after you as
friends. Smithy, to do you a good turn.”

llle Bounder sueecred.

“To take me back to Greyfriars?”

“Yes. But——"

“Well, you shall never take me bhack!”
Fhe Bmmder spoke slowly and deliberately.
“['l} never- go hack, least of all with you!”

“1 tell you—"

“Loder——" hagan Boh Cherry.

But the Bounder did not listen.
ruuning along the hoat.

1t flashed upon Wharton's mind what was
his purpose, and his face went white.

He made one desperate leap into the boat.
far down below the level of the guay, and
landed in it and rolled over.

He was up again in a second.

till the craft was

looked at them from the

a few

between his teeth.
You had to

He was

“Smithy !’

Vernon-Smith was at the stern of the boat
nOW, ]eapmg!

Splash !

There was a shout {rom the boatmen, a

ery of horror from the juniors on the guay.
They . understood now what the desperate
Bounder had meant when he said that he
would not be taken back.

Wharton ran furiously along the hoat. A
head dotted the water. He leaped in, and
grasped the Bounder as he was sinking.

“Smithy!” The water bubbled in his
mouth as the Bounder struggled, and choked
his utterance. But his grasp was like iron,
and he kept the infuriated boy afloat.

“Smithy, you're mistaken!” His mouth
was ¢lose to Vernon-Smith's ear as he panted

out the words. “Loders alive! He’s all
right! Don’t you hear?” .
fierce struggle suddenly

’Ihe Bounder's
sed.

hat?"

“Loder's alive! He wasn’t badly hurt,
after all! It’s all richt !
The Bounder was treading water now. He

understood. His white face looked wildly
into Wharton’s.
“Loder alive!”
“Then—then-——"
“And recovering!” said Harry.
“Oh! TI—I thought—— Then
came—"
“We came to tell you so!”
“0Oh! 1 thought—I believed—"
“Vou were mistaken ! cam Harry. “Thaunk
aomme~> I stopped you in time, youw awful
ass! Tt’s quite safe for you to come hack
to Gre)mars—and if you come at ouce you
mayn't even get sacked! Don’t you under-
stand?”
Trr Porvrar.—No. 216,

He stammered the words.

you—you

“I understand uow!” muttered the
Bounder.

“ Help, here!” called out Wharton.

They were dragged into the boat.

“it’s all right—only a little lark!” Vernon-
Smith explained airily to the astounded and
alarmed boatmen. “I was giving my friends
a little surprise, that was all'

“ Blessed if 1 didn’t think it was a bloomin’

sooicide !” gasped the boatman.
“Well, it wasn’t!” said Vernon-Smith
calmly. “Only a lark. It’s all right. We'd

better go ashore and get some dry clothes,
Wharton. I'm going back in the next
steamer, my man—but I'll settle with you
now.”

And Vernon-Smith paid the boatman, and
went ashore with Wharton. Bob Cherry
gave iim a thump on the back.

“You silly ass!” he said.

""J,‘he sillyassfulness is terrific!”

“If Wharton hadn’t been so guick——"
said Nugent, with a shiver.

The Bounder shivered, too, for a moment.

“1 suppose I was a bit off my rocker just
then,” he said apologetically. *But it’s all
rlxzht——Whartou was quick, you see. ~But—
it's all square about Loder?”

“Yes! You couldu’t crack his coconut so
easily as you thought!” said Bob Cherry.
“He’s safe and sound, and getting well.”

“Thank goodness for that!”

“And, after that experience, I fancy he’ll
lett you alone in the future!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

The Bounder laughed, too.
now heartily.

“But it means the sack—-"

“1 hope not. The Head knows that it was
Loder’s fault in the first place, and we shall
let him know how the brute was down on
you, too. We’'ll get some dry clothes, and
theu telegraph to the Head, and take the
next steamer home,” said Harry.

And they did.

He could laugh

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Home Again!

HERE had been great excitement at
Greyfriars that day, while the
Bounder was fleeing to a foreign
soil and the chums of the Remove

were hot on his track.

When the rising-bell clanged out in the
morning, Tfour bheds were empty
Remove dormitory, as well as that of the
Bounder.

Bulstrode had an unpleasant task before
him. He had to take Harry Wharton's mes-
sage to Mr. Quelch, explaining that the four
were absent. He could imagine what effect
that information would have upon the
Remove master.

It was with reluctant steps that Bulstrode
sought Mr. Quelch. The Form master’s keen
eyes looked over him, noting his hesitation.

“What is the matter, Bulstrode?” he
asked.

“[—-I’ve got a message for you, sir,” the
junior faltered.

“Well, what is it?”

S1t's from Wharton, sir!”

»““From Wharton!” Mr. Quelch raised his
eyebrows. “Indeed! Why cannot Wharton
come to me himself if he has anything to
say to me?”

“He—he isn't here, sir.”

“T fail to understand you, Bulstrode,” said
Mr. Quelch, with” asperity. “You do not
mean to state that Wharton has lelt the
school 7”

“Yes, sir; and Nugent and Cherry and
Inky—I mean, Hurree Singh.”

“They have left the school?” said Mr.
Quelch, his eyes opening very wide.

“They’ve gone to look for the Bounder
—for—for Smithy, sir.”

“What!” Mr. Queleh’s voice resembled the
rumble of distant thunder. “Do yeu mean
to tell me, Bulstrode, that four juniors have
left the school in the night, without permis-
sion, to look for Vernon-Smith?”

“Yes, sir. Wharton thinks he ean find him,
and he thought he ought to go.”

“Did he?” Mr. Quelch’s jaw set grimly.
“Wharton has very peculiar ideas of the
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duty of a junior in the Lower Fourth Form,

then! 1 shall see that his ideas on this
subjeet are corrected! You may go, Bul-
strode !”

Bulstrode went. Mr. Quelch repaired to
the Head to inform him of the absence
of the four enterprising members of the
Remove. Dr. Locke was both astonished and
angry.

“It is extraordinary!* he
ampled! They will, of course, be severely
punished when they return! I have no
doubt they will come in soon, Mr. Quelch.
Wh,en they come in, pray send them to
el

And the doctor’s eye wandered to his cane,

But the Head was mistaken in thmkmg
that the errant juniors would come in soom.
They did not come. And the telegraph in-
formed the Head that nothing had been seen
or heard of the missing Bounder at the
London terminus.

Five places were empty in the Remove
Form-rcom that morning, and the rest of
the eclass were in a state of suppressed ex-
citement, which rendered it difficult for them
to absorb the valuable instruction emanating
irom Mr. Quelch.

Meanwhile, Loder of the Sixth was proe
gressing well.

Dr. Pillbury, alter many solemn shakings
of the head at first, had announced finally
that Loder was not suﬂermg from anything
worse than shock, and a terrific bump on his
head, and it was only a question of days
hefore he mended entirely.

Dr. Locke was much exercised in his mind
on that subject.

For such an attack on a prefect there was
only one possible punishment, aeccording to
ordinary rules—flogging and expulsion from
the school.

But there were other circumstances in the
case. Dr. Locke went into the matter tho-
roughly. He questioned the Remove fellows,
and the juniors, anxious to meke things as
easy as possible for the Bounder, told him
all they knew about the matter. And what
he learned from them moditied the Head's
views considerably. As soon as it was pos-
sible to interview the injured Sixth-Former,
hie had a talk with Loder, too.

There was no doubt that the prefect had
been “down ” upon the unlucky junior. He
had heen about to thrash him for a frick
that had been played by Peter Todd, and

said,  “Unex-

which Vernon-Smith had known nothing
about. Peter’s confession made that quite
clear.

Nothing, of course, could justify the

Bounder’s action. The results might have
heen so terribly serious that it was impos-
sible to find excuse for him. But—there was
v “buf "—the junior had been stung to fury
by unjustified punishment. He had been
acting in self-defence, and certainly he had
not meant to hurt Loder so much.

Dr. Locke- discussed the matter earnestly
with Mr. Queleh, and he came to the con-
clusion that a flogging would meet the case,
but for the circumstance that the Bounder
had run away. If he came back at once
he might be given another chance; but if
he stayed - away, -if the aid of the police
had to be invoked to find him, if the matter
crept into the newspapers and a scandal
came of ‘it, then it would be impossible to
forgive him.

The Head, in his-mind’s eye, could see
the startling headlines. the racy paragraphs
—“Qutrage in a Public School!” “Bullied
Schoolboy Stuns the Bully!” and so forth
—and he shuddered at the thought. For
the boy who should bring such publicity
and disgrace upon the old school there
could be no pardon. *

If it came to that And the Head
realised that it must come to that unless
—he smiled at the thought—unless Harry
Wharton succeeded in finding the fugitive
and bringing him back. That was not likely
to happen: the juniors must bhe punished
themselves for their reckless escapade. And
the Head was thinking that when a tele-
gram was brought to him. It was dated
from Dover:

Hope to catch him
Pilease excuse us.—Wharton.”

“8een Vernon-Smith.
to-day.

The Head stared at the telegram.

Then they were really on the track of the
fugitive—in a direction he had never thoucht
of! The Head found himself feeling glad
that they had gone, after all. And if thev
succeeded in their quest, certainly he would
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not punish them. ¥e was more likely to
thank them instead.

He waited for more newg, and it came,
Iate in the afternoonm, in the form of a
telegram from Calais. The Head and Mr.
Quelch read the telegram together, and then
they looked at one another and smiled., For
the telegram ran:

“Vernon-Smith found.
ws,

! Coming back with
Arrive Greyfriars to-night,—~Wharton.”

That was the message.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head, after a

tong silence.
. “They have found him and they are hring-
ing him back!” said Mr, Quelch. “Really,
really, sir, this is—is really very good news!
There will be no occasion for the police to
interfere in the matter!”

“There will be no scandal—no publicity!”
8aid the Head, with a deep breath.

Mr. Quelch nodded,

“1 was very angry when their eseapade
was reported to me,” said the Remove
master. “But I must say, sir, that I am
glad now that they followed him. They
have performed a really important service.”

“ Undoubtedly!”

“Under the circumstances, sir, perhaps
they could be pardomed for their reckless
conduct.” P

The Head smiled. .

"1 was just thinking so, Mr. Queleh.”

“And Vernon-Smith—"

“I shall flog him and pass the matter
over,” said the Head.

“1 am glad to hear you say so, sir.”

All Greyfriars knew scon that the Co. had
succeeded, and that they were bringing the
Bounder back to the school. But it was late
at night, and all the feliows were in bed
when the party arrived. Harry Wharton &
(o, came in tired from a long journey, and
Mr. Quelch brought them at once to the
Head’s study.

The juniors entered that dreaded apart-
ment with very dubious looks. Mr. Queleh’s
expression had reassured them somewhat,
but they were very doubtful of their recep-
tion. The Head's severe eyes regarded them
as they came in.

“So you have returned,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” said Wharton; *“and we are
sorry—ahem—-"
“The sorrowlulness is terrific,
gir!”

“And—and if you're going to lick us, slr,
we don’t mind!” said Beb Cherry heroieally.

The Bounder stood silent.

“1 shall not punish you four juniors,” said
the Head quietly. “I thank you instead for
having done the school and myself a service.”

“0h, good!” murmured Nugent.

“As for you, Vernon-Smith,” gaid the
doctor, and his eyes fixed upon the Bounder,
“what have you to say?”

honoured

“Only—only that I'm seorry, sir)” faltered
the Bounder. = “I cleared off because 1—I1
thought that Loder was——"

“1 understand,” said the Head. “I can
excuse your running away, considering what

yog believed you had dome. But that
act—"
“I don't excuse if, slr,” said Vernen-

Smith, humbly enough. “Only Loder was
down on me for nothing, and I hadn't done
what he was going to lick me for, and I'd
just had an awful licking. I've got the
marks still, and—and—"

“Would you act in the same manner
again?” demanded the Head sternly.

“No, sir., I'd take the licking if it
happened again, of course. I shouldn’t be
likely to forget what I've been through in
the last twenty-four hours,” said the
Bounder, with a shudder, “If you knew
how it haunted me—-"

His voice trailed off.

The Head’s stern face softened a litile.

“1 think I understand, Vernon-Smith. 1
have inquired into the matter carefully, and
1 find that there are circumstances in your
favour. To-morrow morning I shall flog you
before all the school, and there the matter
will end. You may go!”

Tht Bounder drew a deep breath.

“] deserve that!” he said. “I snppose I
deserve more; but I'll try to prove that your
kindness isn’t wasted, sir. That’s all I can
say.”

“That is enough,” said the Head kindly.
“1 believe you. Good-night, my boys!”

“Good-night, sir!”

And the heroes of the Remove went to
the dormitory in a state of great satisfac-

tion. They did not det to sleep soon, how-
ever. They found all the Remove wide

awake, waiting to see them, and they had
to give a full account of their doings; and
it was at a very late hour that night that
slumber came to the Remove dormitory.

Vernon-Smith was flogged the next morn-
ing, and the flogging was a severc one. But
he bore it with his usual hardihood. He
knew that he had escaped cheaply.

And when Loder reappeared in the school
he was very careful to leave the Bounder
severely alone. He, as well as Vernon-Smith,
had had his lesson. And there was an un-
usual eordiality between Vernon-Smith and
the Famous Five in the days foliowing the
exciting episode of the flight of the Bounder.

THE END.
(Another splendid lorg complete tale of

the Chums of Greyfriars mext Tuesday, en-
titled, ** Looking After Wingate!" by Frank

Richards, Order early.)

Thiz great new work will tell you how
to make a thousand and one things
round and about the home, and how to
do all household repairs. It will also
help you with your hobbies in every
way. Parts 1 and 2 arc now on sale,
price 1/3 each, Buy them NOW,
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In this competition no competitor sent in

a correct solution of the pictures. The first
prize of £5 has therefore been divided be-
tween the two following competitors, whose
solutions contained one error each:

MISS M, O. AITKEN, 19, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan

E. WHITEHEAD, 68, Nugget Sireet,
Oldham. i
So many competitors qualified for the

third grade of prizes that division among
them of the prizes offered was imprac-
ticable. The second prize of £2 10s. and
the ten prizes of 5s. each have therefore
been added together and divided among the
following forty competitors, whose solutions
contained two errors each:

W. Boyd Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan; Charles H. Morton, 8, Brunton
Terrace, Howarth Street, Sunderland; Ida
Ogden, 41, Nugget Street, Oldham; Mrs. A.
E. Climie, 10, Barrie Terrace, Ardrogsan; N.
Whitehead, 68, Nugget™ Street, Oldham;
Stanley Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace, Ardrossan ;
Frances Morton, 8, Brunton Terrace, Sunder-
land; A. W. Carter, 208, Stow Hill, New-
port, Mon; . H. Savilie, 8, Smith Street,
Maunsfield, Notts; R. 8. Pitt-Kethley, Way-
side, Amersham, Bucks; Miss F, J. Philips,
28, Stapleton Hall Road, Stroud Green, N.;
C. E. Drew, 1, Park View, Albany Ioad,
Cheltenham ; Richard Wimberley, 15, Wheat-
field Street, Edinburgh; Harry Collett, 84,
Trafalgar Road, Gorleston-on-Sea, Great Yar-
mouth; C. Cook, 36, Seymour Place, S.W.10;
John Butcher, 69, High Road, Chadwell,
Essex; Huarold Jones, 8, Wansford Street,
Moss Side, Manchester; Tommy ZLoynd, 17,
Clementina Terrace, Carlisle; J. D. Marsden,
14, Belgrave Avenue, Victoria Park, Man-
chester; N. Nadin, Fernlea -House, he
Lawn, Dawlish, South Devon; Robert 8.
Wylie, 27, Spring Place, Horton, Bradford,
Yorks; Leonard Jupp, 46, Holly Park Road,
Friern Barpet, N.11; J. B. Inglis, North-
field, Weensland Road, Hawick; John Stod-
dart, T. Bast 9, Gretna, Scotland; Mary A.
Cutchinkus, 17, Low Albion Street, South
Bank, Yorks; W. de Gruchy, Woodstock,
Oxfordshire; Raymond W. Kernick, 62, Ivor
Road, Sparkhill, Birmingham ; George Cooper,
Ivy Cottage, Wordsiey Green, Wordsley,
near Stourbridge; E. Nelson, 29, Ley Street,
Iltqrd, Essex; Mlss D. Stephenson, 68, Keppel
Road, East Ham; N, Willis, Whelford, Leek-
hampton, Cheltenham Spa; J. M, Godirey,
2, Guy Street, Leamington Spa; J. A.
Harrlson, 29, Normanton Road, Derby; S.
Moorhouse, 41, Nugget Street, Oldham;
Alfred Carr, 70, Bargate, Boston, Lincs;
James Hodkin, 141, Moorkey Street, Oldham;
Thomas Cooper, Ivy Cottage, Wordsley
Green, Wordsley, Stourbridge; L. Bachelor,
19, Kettering Road, Levenshulme, Man-
chester: Mrs. A. Barrie, 19, Barrle Terrace,
Ardrossan: Arthur Butters, 245, Roberts
Street, Grimsby.

SOLUTION.

Woolwich Arsenal was the club that in-
troduced to the South the payment of
plavers, In this they were the pioneers of
what has proved to be one of the most
astonishingly successful mediums of public
unusement  ever known. Their ground is
splendidly situated in a densely-populated
district which ensures them huge gates.
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prize this week — you
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OLD} RIVALS MEET AGAIN!
Frank Richards & Co. save the lives of Kern Gunfen and Keller, Dul the two rascals’ gratiiude tales
unusual formne !

a very

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Roped In!

GUESS those galoots are looking

trouble!”

& I for
he spoke.

The chums of Cedar Creek School were
camped by the bank of a rushing stream
high* up in the rocky Cascade Mountains.

Yen Chin, the Chinee, was tending the
eamp-fire, and Chunky Todgers was busily
engaged in cooking antelope-steaks.

Frank Richards and Bob and Vere Beau-
vlere were standing by the bank, watching
the swift rush of the waters that rippled
and glistened in the sunshine.

tm their left, at a distance of two hun-
dred vards,- there was an abrupt fall in
the stream where the waters dashed over
rngged rocks to a lower level.

The roar of the falling
fncessant echioes in  the
elothed the hills,

On the right of the three chums the
stream ran hroad and smooth towards the
falls, but the current was swift and strong,
and driftwood whirled past them at a rapid
rate.

Bob Tawless, Tlooking up the stream,
fixed hiz eves wpon a hirch-hark canoe that
¢ come into sight. -
ere were two paddlers in the canoe,
and little could be scen of them so far
but their bhroad Stetson hats.

The chums of Cedar Creck were rather
surprised to see the camoe in that lonely
recess of the North-Western mountains.

The canoe came on, and apparently the

eecupants were unaware of the falls that
ay #0 near ahead.
‘he silly jays!” said Boh Lawless.
hey must be tenderfeet, and no mistake.
They'll be over the falls if they don’t look
Py 1 .

awoke
that

waters
pine-forests

Iy

“Better call ont to them,” said Vere

Beauclere.

“Ther won't hear at this distance.”
watched the canoe and

Frank Richards
Hs occupants as it came nearer and hecame
elearer to the view.

He expected to see men in it—trappers
er miners belonging to the locality; but he
«oon discerned that the pair were hoys.

“Fwe blessed kids!” =aid Bob. “What
rth are they doing in the
wountains 7
Frank smiled.
“Same as us,

up here

perhaps—-on holiday,” he

safe for kids to come to this
on holiday,” eaid Boh, “We can
after ourselves, hut those two jays
1ey’ll he over the falls, and that’s
th. Can’t they hear the water,

gection
fook

y61”

sb put his hands to hiz mouth, and
shonted with all the force of his lungs.
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Bob Lawless kuitted his hrows as §

“Hallo, there! Look ouf!”

Frank Richards and Beauclerc added their
voices.

For some moments
to he heard.

Then one of the canoers looked up and
stared towards them.

As he raised his head the three chums
caught sight of his faee under the broad
hat, and they recognised him.

“Gunten!” exclaimed Frank.

they did not seem

“By gum! And the other galoot's
Keller!” exclaimed Bob Lawless.
There was no mistake aboutf it. The

two canocers were Gunten and Keller, their
schoolfeilows at Cedar Creek.

Frank Richards & Co. were on the worst
of terms with the two Swiss at Cedar Creek
School; but they did not think of that
now.

They thought only of the danger of the
canoe.

“Gunten!” shouted Boh. in
tones. “You duffer! Took out!
you see you're heading for fhe falls?”

Boh’s powerful voice sounded through the
roar of the waterfall.

Kern Gunten started up.

A cigarette dropped frem his lips.

The cad of Cedar Creek had been smoking
and talking to his companien as he idly
paddled on the mountaln stream, oblivious
of the danger ahead.

Tt now hurst on him suddenly.

Standing in the canoe, he stared ahead
to where the line of dancing foam marked
the rocks over which the stream poured
and thundered.

His sallow face hecame white -

Keller, ohserving the peril at the same
time, sat like one stunned, the paddle idle
in his hand.

stentorian
Can’t

A skilful canoer, with a nerve of iron,
might have shot the fall with suecess,
though the attempt would have been

{fraught with terrible peril. Rut mneither
Gunten nor Keller was of that sort.

Both of them were utterly unnerved by
the sudden and fearful danger that had
suddenly burst on them.

“Help!” 3

That was Gunten's reply to Bob Lawless
shout of warning.

The canoe was moving faster now,
coming on rapidly towards the spot where
the three chums stood; but it was foo far
out in the stream for them to think of
reaching it when it came abreast.

To venture into the water was madness,
for the current would have whirled away
the strongest swimmer In a second.

Frank Richards & Co. stood in dismay.

They could not help the unfortunate
canoers, and the latter evidently could not
help themselves.

The eanoe rushed on, 3

“The rope!” panted Bob gt last. “There’s
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a chance! Get my lasso, Franky:; and for
goodness' sake buck up!”

Without stopping to speak, Frank Richards
ran back to the camp, where Chunky
Todgers was still cooking in placid content-
ment. :

Bob Lawless shouted again fo the canoers,

“Gunten!”

“Help!” came the reply.

“Look out, Gunten! I'm going to heave
my lasso when you come abreast. Cateh
it, and make it fast, to the canoe, and we'll
try to pull you in! Savyy??

“Help!”

Gunten was so terrified by the danger
he had recklessly run into ‘that it was
doubtful if he understood.

But it was the only chance of saving the
€anoers,

The two Swiss began paddling again,
making a desperate attempt to reach the
bank where Bob and Beauclerc stocd.

. But they struggled with the rapid curreut
in_vaip.

The ¢anoe whirled on.

The paddle slipped from EKeller's
torn away by the fierce water
nerveless grasp. .

" “Oh.‘ the jay!” muttered Bob.

Wi

“Here you are, Bob!”

Frank Richards dashed up

hand,
ifrom his

“Franky,

breathlessly

- with the lasso.

The rancher’s son grasped it.

The canoe was almost abreast of the
schoolboys now, but a good twenty vards
out on the turbid stream.

“Watch out, Gunten!” shouted Bobh.

The Swiss made a sign that he under-
stood.

With a steady hand, though his face
pale, Bob Lawless made the cast, and
rope uncoiled through the air towards the
eanoe,

Bob was a master of the lasso, and
cast was unerring.

The looped rope dropped fairly into the
whirling canoe.

Gunten made a cluteh at it, and Eeller
at the same moment, and both of them
obtained a grasp on the rope.

If they had been quick and active, and
cool, they could have secured the rope to
the canee, and the fellows ashore ecould
have pulled them in.

But they were not cool.

They held frantically on to the rope, the
only link between them and safety, and ihe
canoe whirled on from under their feet.

Frank and Bob and Beauclerc were hold-
ing on to the lasso with both hands, and it
tautened.

As the canoe was swept onward Gunten
and Keller crashed into the water.

For a moment they disappeared
sight. y

But the pull on the rope told that they
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@ere still holding on; and in a moment
their heads appeared on the surface.

“Hold on!” muttered Bob.

The three chums held fast, and drew on
the rope.

The lives of the two Swiss depended now
on their keeping hold of the rope, and they
were clinging to it like cats. 3

The rushing current drove them on towards
the falls, but the rope held, with the result
that they swung in towards the bank lower
down the stream.

Frank Richards & Co., still pulling in the
rope, moved along the bank, and in a few
minufes more Guuten and Keller were
dragged out of the water, drenched, drip-
ping, and almost fainting.

As they rolled, exhausted, on the rocky
bank, the canoe disappeared over the falls
lower down, to be dashed into a hundred
pieces on the rocks far below.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Unpleasant Quests.
T

HAT was a close call, I guess!”
Frank

gasped Bob Lawless.
Kern Gunten sat up dazedly.
“Safe now, Gunten!” said
“Qh!” gasped the Swiss, shuddering. g
Keller groaned. He was dazed, and still
quivering with terror. .
“Ail Bob Lawless.
escape, I

said
RArrow

.. now!i”
“Youw've had a jolly
guess!”

“Where's the canoe?” panted Guaten, as
he staggered to his feet.

“QOver the falls!”

Gunten shivered.

But for Bob Lawless and his rope the two
Swiss would have bheen over the falls with
the canoe, and lying lifeless under the foam
on the cruel rocks.

“All’s ‘well that ends well!” said Frank
Richards comfortingly. “Youn chaps had
better peel. This sun will dry your clobber
pretty soon. We'll get you some blankets.”

“Thanks!” muttered Gunten.

“You've dropped in just
dinner!” grinned Bob.

Gunten and Keller accompanied the three
chums from the bank to the camp.

«“1—I say, I believe you fellows have saved
our lives!” muttered Keller.

Bob laughed.

“Not much doubt about thab, I guess!” he
said., “You're welcome! Get your duds off
and get into some blankets before you catch
cold.”

That advice was too good not to he taken.

Gunten and Keller stripped, and rubbed
themselves dry, and then sat down, wrapped
in blankets, while their clothes dried.
““Dinner’s ready!” aonounced Chunky
Todgers.

B“b you'll join us, of course, you two?” said
ob.

“You bet:!” answered Gunten. “We've lost
all our truck in the canoce. I guess there'll
be no getting any of it back.”

“] guess mnot, unless you divé under the
waterfall for it!”

“Then we're stranded!”

“Looks like it,” agreed Bob. “We can
stand you grub-stakes, though, till you get
fixed.”

Gunten looked at him very curiously.

Bob Lawless seemed to have forgotten
entirely that the Swiss was his enemy at
school, and to be thinking only of good-
natured hospitality.

That was not Gunten’s way at all, and he
could not understand it—if he had cared to
understand it. .

The schoolboy explorers sat down to an
ample dinner round the camp-fire, and the
two Swiss joined them.

Both of them looked glum.

All their “truck ” had gone over the falls,
and they were left in the mountains with
nothing but their clothes.

It was not a pleasant situation, and the
fact that they were dependent on the hos-
pitality of Frank Richards & Co. did not
make it any more pleasant,

“What are you fellows doing up here?”
asked Bob Lawless, while the meal was geing
on. “I never expected to see you in the
Cascade Mountains.”

“We came up North-West for our holiday,
same as you did,” answered Gunten. “We
weré doing it in a canoe, though.”

“(Good idea—if you knew how to-handle &
eanoe!” sald Bob, with a smile. “A bit
risky otherwise.”

in time for

“I've done a lot of canoeing,” growled
Gunten, “This country is new to ime, of
course. I suess we're stumped now. Grub
and clethes and tent and rifles—all gone
over the falls, It’s rotten luck!”

“I guess you were lucky not to go over
with them!”

“I know that; but that doesn’t make it
any better,” grunted the Swiss. *“I won-
dered whether we should fall in with your
crowd up here. I never reckoned it would
be like this, hang it!”

“Well, you can get to Last Chance Camp,
and home from there,” said Bob. “Or, if
you've got the dust, you can get a new
canoe there and buy fresh truck.”

“I'm not short of money,” said Guanten

arrogantly.
“Then you're fixed all right. It only
means & tramp to Last Chance. You can

buy anything you want there if you've got
the dust.”

“How far is it?”

“ About twenty miles, foliowing this valley
and the lower trail.”

“Twenty miles on foot

in this kind of

country! Oh, gum!”
“J wish we had hosses to lend you,” said
Bob. “But we've cnly got our own gees

and the pack-mule. But we'll fix you up
with grub, anyhow, and give you your bear-
ings. Stay here till to-morrow, and start
at dawn, and you'll land in Last Chance by
dark.”

“Twenty miles in a day in this country!”
said Gunten. “That’s rather too bhiz an
order for me!”

“Blest if I see what you'll do, then, unless
you roll down the mountain!”

Gunten grunted, and was silent,

Dinner finished, Chunky Todgers roiled
himself under a tree to take a map, as was
his custom.

Gunten and Keller changed from the
hlankets into their clothes, which had dried
now between the sun and the fire.

Gunten turped a cigarette-case out of his
pocket, and muttered a curse as he found
the contents soaked with water.

“You galoots got anything to smoke?” he
asked.

“No!” answerad Frank Richards curtly. -

CGunten sneered.

“§till keeping up the high-faluting game
in the mountains?” he asked. “What for?
Miss Meadows can't spot you here, I guess!”

“Oh, rats!”

“If you'd been looking after your canoe
instead of smoking, your truck mightn’t have
gone over the fall!” said Bob Lawless.

“Thanks! When I want a sermon I'll ask
for one, Lawlesa!”

Bob's eyes gleamed, but he made
rejoinder.

The Swiss was a guest in the camp, and
Bob resolved to bear with him as patiently
as he could till he took his departure.

“You fellows staying in this spot long?”
Gunten asked, after a long pause.

“We were going on to-day,” answered
Boh; “but if you're staying over the night,
we'll stay.”

“Look here,” said Gunten, “we’ll join you
in your trip if you like.”

“Oh!” said Bob.

“We can get horses from somewhere,” said
Gunten. “In fact, you could lend me a
mount to ride down to Last Chance and buy
a couple of gees. 1've got the money. 1
could se!l them again in the Thompson Valley
when I get home. I guess I've had enough
of canoeing. What do you say?”

Frank Richards & Co, looked rather un-
comfortable.

They did not want the company of Gunten
and Keller, whom they did not like, and
who, they knew, disliked them intensely.

They were sorry for Gunten’s disaster, but
that was really no reason why the two Swiss
should plant themselves on the party in this

no

way.

“Well?" said Gunten.

“J guess we'll ask you to excuse us, CGun-
ten,” said Bob candidly. “We don’t pull
together, you know, and it would only end
in a row sooner or later. We'll help you
all we can, hut we can't travel together.”

“Pash it all, Gunten, we're always rowing
at =school!” said Frank Richards. “You
don't want our company!” J

“Any port in a storm,” said Gunten, with
a sneer.

“«Well, if you put it on that footing, you
can hardly expect us to agree!” said Bob
Lawless tartly. v

“No wantee Guntee!” murmured Yen Chin.
“Guntee -baddee fellee! We good fellee!
Oh, ¥e

“You've got a dashed heathen with you.,"
said Gunten, “and that fat pig Todgers—-"

“Hallo!” exclaimed Chunky Todgers, who
was apparently sleeping with one ear open.
“What's that, Gunten?”

*Oh, you're awake, are you?
a fat pig!” :

“Well, 1'd rather be a fat pig than foreign
teash!” sald Chunky. “And if you don’t-
mend your manners, Gunten, U'll give you
a black eye to carry away with you!”

“Get a move on, then!” said Gunten con-
temptuously.

Chunky sat up.

“1 guess I will
exeluimed,

“ Well, why doa't you?” sneered the Swiss.

Chunky Todgers jumped up in great wrath.

“Chuack it, Chunky!” said Bob. “You're
not going to fight Gunten! There’s not going
to he any fighting here!”

“Look here, Bob s

“(io to sleep, old chap! I{ Gunten fights
anybody, it's going to be me!” said Bob.

“Oh, ali right!” yawned Chunky Todgers.
“Give him one in the eye for me, Bob! I
don't mind!”

Aund Chunky curled up on & hearskin again.

Bob Lawless turned to the Swiss.

“Now, you'd better draw in your horns,
Gunten,” said Bob very quietly. “I don't
want to row with you, as you're a gaest
here, in a way; but if you're spoiling for
a ficht, I'm ready to oblige you.”

Gunten shrugged his shoulders.

Lyidently he was not spoiling for a fight
with Bob Lawless.

Gunten and Keller moved away agaln,
scowling together, 3

I calied you

if you want it!” he

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Stranded !

HE holiday-party from Cedar Creek
remained camped in the upland
valley that afternoon, on account

of the two unexpected guests.

It had been Frank Richards & Co.’s inten-
tion to move on westward, but it was left
now till the morning to “pull up stakes.”

When the night fell on the wvalley the
party gathered round the camp-fire, fed with
branches and pine-logs, and glowing merrily.

At supper Gunien and Keller seemed to,
throw off their resentful mood, and they
hecame a good deal more agreeable. A

Kern Gunten chatted away quite plea-:
santly, and gave the schoolboy explorers,
the impression that he was mnot so ill-:
tempered and thankless a fellow as he had
appeared. 3

Night lay dark on the mountains, .%nd
through the gloom came the sound .of the
falling , waters from the cascade ‘near a%
hand.

Close hy the camp the hovrses an-1 the pack-
mule were tethered on the trai'-ropes, and
lylng at rest.

Bob Lawless rose from his .zeat on a log
at last.

“Time to turn in,” he remarked.

“My watch first,” said Frank Richards.

Kern Gunten gave them a sharp look.

“You keep watch at night?” e asked.

“You bet!” answered Bob.

“ But surely there's no danger heve?”

“Can't be too careful in the hills, There
are a good many horse-thieves in this section.
This {sn't the Thompson Valley, you know.
We're in the North-West now.”

Gunten’s brows clouded for a moment.

“Well, I guess it's just as well to be care-
ful,” he agreed. “You take it in turns, X
suppose?”

“Correct,
We’ll take our turns, then, while we’re

with youw.” .
“0Oh, that's all right!” said Bob good-
naturedly. “You fellows get a good sleep.

You've a long walk before you to-morrow.
We can keep watch.”

“But we'd rather stand our share,” said
Keller anxiousiy. “We don't want to sleep
while you fellows are staying awake. It's
not fair.”

BoheLawless hesitated.

«] suppose you can trust us to keep
awake?” .said Gunten rather disagreeably.
“Look here, Keller and I will keep ons
wateh together if you like. Dash it all,
we're simply not going to snooze all the
time while you chaps do sentry-gzo!”

Tue PoruLir.—No. 216.
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“Well, if you like, of course,” said Bob.

~Jt's enly fair,” said Gunten.

“ Right you are, then!”

“ Which wateh will you take, then?” asked
Franic Riehards.

“Well, suppose you call us at midnight,”
eaid Gunten. “Then we'll take a couple of

Feev

“You'd really do better to get a good
wyest before your tramp to-morrow,” sald
Yere Beauclere,

“What rot! You're going on the trail
#o-morrow, 1 suppose we don’t need any
more rest than you do.”

Beanclere smiled without replyi

I point of fact, the two Bwiss

By 2uy meaus so fit as the Canadian school-
Boyvs, and were not equal to roughing it as
they did.

Eut Gunten was allowed to have Lis way.

Yen Chin eved him rather curiously while
Be was speaking, with a peculiar gleam in his
afmond eyes. .

Neither Yen -Chin nor Chunky
shaved in keeping watch, as a rule.

The three chums preferred to rely upon
hemselves: and Chunky, at least, could
mever be depended on to keep awake.

Frank Richards took first watch, and the
rest of the party rolled themselves in their
Elankets - and stretched themselves on the
ground, with their feet to the fire.

They were asleep in a very few minutes.

Franlk, sitting on a boulder close by the
ezwmp, with his rifle on his knees, remained
en the watcl. At the approach of midnight,
Bowever, he rose, and shook Gunten by the
sheuider

The Swiss started up.

“Your turn,” said Frank. “But if you'd
rather stick to your blankets, Gunten, I'll
exll Baob.

“F guess mot!” said Gunten, rising and
strefching himself, with a yawn. “Fair's
fair, vou know!. Come on, Keller!”

He shook his companion, and Keller rose.

Frank Richards was glad enough to roll
Bimeelf in his blanket and sleep, and in a
few ntinutes his eyes were soundly sealed.

Gunten and Keller sat on a log near at
hand., wide awake.: and certainly watchful;
But their watehfulness, curiously enough,
was direeted towards the sleepiug schcolboys.

They spoke oceasionsally in low whispers.

Kern Gunten rose to his feet at last.

“AN 0.K.. Keller!” he whispered almost
jnandibly. “We want to get a good start
hefare they wake! Come on!”

Keller and Gunten rose from the log.

With neiseless footsteps the two Swiss
havked away from the fire in the direction
«f the staked-out horses.

The fire died down and all was gloom.

Then Yen Chin, the Chinee, moved, and his
simond eyes opened very wide indeed. His
head was slightly raised, and he peered
fhrough the darkness.

Dark @23 it was now round the camp, he
#ould see that Gunten and Keller were no
Ionger seated on the log.

Hiz eyes glittered, and he sat np quietly.

Frem the direction of the horses there
eame a sound of movement and the snort
af a horse.

Ven Chin placed a finger on hiz mouth
guietly towards Frank Richards, and shook
Wim gently by the shoulder.

“Flanky !” he whispered.

Frank Richard’s cyes opened.

Yen Chin placed a finger on his mouth
hefore he could speak, and Frank gazed up
at him in the gloom, amazed.

“No talkee!” murmured Yen Chin.
“Baddee foleign tlash steal hossee! Me
ne tlustee foleign tlash! XKeepee watchee!
Guutee and Kellee go takee way hossee!
0h, yes!”

Frank Richards started violently.

He threw off the Celestial’s hand and sat |,

np, throwing aside his blanket.

Such treachery seemed incredible, even on
tlie part of Gunten and Keller, rogues as
he knew them to be.

“Flanky, listen!” muttered the Chinee.

Frank listened.

The fire had died down more darkly, and
he could see little but the vague shapes of
the pine-trees and the great rocks.

But from the direction of the tethered
horses sounds came faintly.

The horses were being loosened .from the
tether.

Frank Richards sprang to his feet, his eyes
gleaming with anger amd indignation.
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" Hallo, hallo, hallo !V’

Todgers |

As he did so, Keller came back towards
Lhe camp.

He was heading for the gaddles and
bridles, which were heaped npear the fire.

His intention was plain enough.

The trail-ropes had been unfastened, and
Gunten had the horses in hand; bhut bridles
and a couple of saddles were wanted by the
young rascals,

Frank Richards kicked the fire, and a gust
of flame shot up fromn the embers, lighting
up the camp.

Kelier started back with a ery.
- “You rascal!” shouted Frank.
you doing?”

He ran angrily towards the Swiss.

Keller, with a gasping cry, ran back into
the darkness, calling:

“Look out, Gunten!”

In the blaze of the revived fire Gunten
was visible for a moment, holding the trail-
ropes in a bunch, with the five horses
attached.

But the flame died down, and the dark-
ness swallowed him again.

Frank ran on in the gloom, close behind
Keller.

He overtook the gasping Swise, and seized
him by the shoulder.

“You rotten cad!®” he panted.

Keller turned on him desperately,
hand clutching up a looge rock.

Crash!

Frank Richards gave a ecry as the rock
crashed on his chest, sending him spinning
bhackwards.

He fell heavily to the earth.

Bob and Beauclerc, and even Chunky
Todgers, were wide awake now, and on their
feet, calling out to know what was the
matter.

As Frank Richards fell Keller ran on and
joined his comrade.

“Vamoose!” he panted.

Gunten was already rumming, leading the
five horses after him; and Keller ran with
him.

There was no time then to think of
saddles or bridles.

Bob Lawless uttered a shout as he heard
the trampling of hoofs from the darkness.

“The hosses! They're loose!”

“Where's Frank?”

“Flanky hele!” called out Yen Chin. The
little Chinee was on his kmnees by Frank
Richards' side. “Flanky hurt!”

“What?”

Bob and Beauclere rushed to the spot,
almost stumbling over them in the gloom.

Frank staggered to his feet, panting.

“They’ve taken the horses!” be gasped.
“Gunten and Keller! Keller knocked me
over with a rock!”

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Down the valley, hidden from sight, the
ringing hoofs could he heard, Treceding
farther every moment.

Bob Lawless gave a yell of wrath.

“Halt, you coyotes!” he roared. “Gunten,
bring those hosses back, or I'll fire after
you!”

He had his rifle in his hand, and he threw
it to his shoulder as he called.

There was no reply save the jingling of
hoofs on the rocks.

Crack!

Boh Lawless was as good as his word.

He fired high, however, though it was
the thought of the horses, rather than the
two rascally Swiss, that made him do so.

The report of the rifle rang among the
rocks with a thousand echoes,

“Come on!” muttered Bob.

He tushed in pursuit, guided by the sound
of the hoofs, with Beauclerc and Chunky
Todgers at his heels, breathing wrath and
vengeance.

Frank Richards followed more slowly.

He was aching and breathless from the
heavy blow he had received.

Bub the tramping hoofs receded farther
and farther.

The chums could guess that Keller and
Gunten were mounted now, and on foot
they had no chance against the horses.

1t was risky enough to ride unbridled
horses in the darkness, but the way down
the valley lay clear for some miles, as
Gunten had observed during the day.

Farther on there was a rocky descent,
where it would be necessary to dismount.
But there the Swigs would be far out of
reach.

Bob Lawless halted at last.

“What are

his

Have you seen the latest—

5
overtake them on foot.
to camp!”

And the chums of Cedar Creek, in a
furious mood, returned to the camp-fire.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !
HERE was no more sleep for Fraok
Richards & Co. that night. -
They replenished the flre, and sab
down by it to discuss the situation.

Gunten and Keller had tsken away the
horses of the whole party, leaving only the
pack-mule, a useful animal epough, bub
useless for pursuing the amateur horses
thieves.

“The sneaking coyotes!” said Bob Law-
less betwcen his teeth. “1 guess Gunten
had this in his mind all the time when he
was proposing to take his turn at keeping
watch.”

“We oughtn't to have trusted him,” said
Beauelerc.

“Well, who'd have thought of - a
treacherous trick like this?”

Jen Chin grinned.

“Me tinkee,” he said. “No tlustee Guntee.
Me watchee, wakee Flanky, Oh, yes, Chinee
velle clevee ole lascall”

Bob grinned.

“We're stranded,” he went on. “Of
course, those galoots don't mean to steal
the hosses. Even Gunten would draw a
line at that, I reckon. They've borrowed
them, and left us stranded. They didn’t
want to walk to Last Chance bto-morrow;
and they did want to play us a rotten
trick. I guess.they'll leave the ecritters
at Last Chance for us—if they get there!
Like a silly jay, I told Gunten all about
the trails, and how to get there, hother
him!” DBob gritted his teeth. “Fancy
playing a trick like this on us, after we
vanked them out of the river, and saved
their worthless skins!*”

“(yuntee velly bad fellee!”
Chin. “And me no tinkee gettee
hossee.” LY

“You young ass, Gunten wouldn’t dare to
steal them!” said Beauclerc.

“No gettee back, allee samee. When
Guntee dome with hossee, turmee loose, me
tinkee. Oh, yes!”

“My hat!” murmured Frauk Richards.

Bob Lawless nodded. :

That Gunten would attempt to sell the
horses, like a  professional horse-thief, was
not probable, He was none too honest,
but he had the consequences to fear.

But it was only too probable that he
would turn the animals loose to wander,
perhaps intending to explain later that
they, had got loose by accident.

In that case, he would only have fto
answer for a practical joke: but the effect
would be the same for the chums, who
would he stranded in the mountains with-
out their horses—to say nothing of their
value.

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” said Beauclerc at
last. “Gunten’s rotten enough for anything.
I'm afraid he don’t mean us to see the
horses again.”

Bob Lawless was thinking hard.

He did not speak for some time, and his
chums were silent.

“1 guess it’s so,” said Bob, at length.
“We've got to get the hosses back, or make
up our minds to it. We can’t run them
down, and there’s no trail on the rocks.
We've got to head them off.”

“Head them off I” repeated Frank.

“Sure! They're bound to make for Last
Chance. It’s the only settlement in thi
part of the mountains, .and they’re lost
otherwise. They've got no grub, and only
the clothes they stand up in. When they
get to the end of this valley they'll have to
go slow in the dark. It’s a dangerous trall.
T.ast Chance Camp is five hundred feet lower
down than this valley. I guess we can
head them off, but we shall have to wait
for morning.”

Wl

“The camp’s twenty miles,” said Bob.
“That's by the trails. But in a stralght
line three miles would take us into the trail
a bit out of the camp. Only it means
climbing down through rough mountain,
through the pine forest, with your neck to
pay for it if you make a slip. You fellows
game?”?

“Phew!” gaid Frank.

“Tt’s that or lose the hosses,” said Boh.

go!” he said abruptly. “We can’t
Let’s get back

said Yen
back
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“We're game,” said Beauclerc
and Frank Richards nodded.
The three chums were grave enough as

quietly,

:';;ey made their preparations for the adven-
ure.

But they did not hesitate. ’

As soon as the first rays of dawn
gleamed down on ths mountaing they
started. )

Bob Lawless was the guide. His unerring
instinct in woodcraft was the only guide
ey had.

Gunten and Keller, with the horses, were
certain to follow the path Bob had ex-
piained to them, to get to the camp.

Horses could not have gone down the

steep hillside directly. It was dangerous
enough on foot. But it was possible.
From the high uplands where the school-
bovs had camped, the descent, in a direct
ine, was rough and precipitous, by sloping
crevices,

s and yawning
scrubbly pine.

The three chums plunged into the pine-
wood, and the descent commenced, Bob
Lawless leading the way.

In places the descent was so steep that
they had to cling to rocks and to thickets,
$0 avoid rolling down; and in other
places they forced their way through
tangled thickets, with scratched hands and
torn clothes.

But they kept on steadily ‘as the sun rose
higher in the sky.

They were able to look down into the
jower valley at last, where the trail lay to
the camp, worn by eountless hoofs.

By that trail Gunten was bound fo pass
if he was heading for Last Chuance.

“I guess we're well ahead of the thieves,”
said Bob breathlessly. “With the hosses
they had fifteen miles to cover, to get as
far as the trail yonder. And 1 calculate
they wouldn't ride fast in the dark and
not knowing the country. DBbore likely they
waited for daylight once they were safe
out of our reach.”

“More likely,” agreed Frank.

The three chums clambered on, and forced
their way through the last thicket of spruce,
and reached the open trail through the
valley.

There they sat down to rest.

They were very nearly exhausted by the
rough clamber down the mountain-side, and
glad of a chance of getting their breath.

The sun rose higher on the hills as they
sat and watched the trail.

It was two hours before thuey
jingling of horses’ hoofs.

As Bob had surmised, the amateur horse-
thieves had deferred their ride till daylight,
after once putting a good distance between
themselves and Frank Richards & Co.

Boh Lawless rose and drew his comrades
into the cover of a clump ot pines.

“I guess it's our galoots!” he said.

The chums of Cedar Creek watched the
trail between the trees. The jingling hoofs
came nearer, and they recognised Gunten
and Keller.

As the two riders came ahreast of the
trees Frank Richards & Co. rushed out into
the trail.

Before Gunten and Keller even knew what
was happening they were seized and dragged
from the ponies’ backs.

Bump, bump!

With loud yells the two Swiss landed on
ghe ground.

They sat up dazedly, hardly believing
gheir eyes as they saw ‘the three chums
standing over them.

“You!” stuttered Keller,

“You!” gasped Gunten.
get here?”

“1 guess we got ahead of you, you pesky
coyote!” roared Bob Lawless. “Take the
ponias, Cherub. Where are the other hosses,
Gunten?”

“They—they got loose R

“You turned them loose, you mean,” said
Bob. “I guess we shall have a hunt for
them. But you're going through it first.”

He took one of the trail-ropes, and coiled
it grimly.

Gunten and Keller watched him appre-

shadowed by

&

heard a

“How did you

ON THE EDQE OF THE FALLS!
rope as it dropped into the canoe and held it.
the bank, were holding on to the lasso with both hands.
as the canoe was swept onward, and Gunten and Keller crashed into the

water.

(See Chapter 1.)

Qunten and Kellar clutched at the
Frank Richards & Co., on
The rope tautened,

hensively, and as Bob stepped towards them
they made a sudden rush to eseape. Frank
and Beauclerc collared them promptly.

“Stick 'em on the trail!” said Bob.

The two Swiss, quivering with apprehen-
sion, were flung face down on the trail, and
held there. Then Bob Lawless got to work
with the trail-rope.

Gunten and Keller yelled wildly as the
colled rope descended upon them in turns.

Bob Lawless was impartial. He gave them
equal punishment, and he laid it on till
his stout arm was aching.

By that time, however, Gunten and
Keller were aching a good deal more than
Bob's arm, and their wild yells had died
away into gasping and groaning.

“I guess that will do!” panted Bob at
last. “You'd better think twice helore
vou start hoss-stealing again, you pesky
coyotes! Now light out, before I give you
some more!”

Gunten and Keller staggered to their feet.

As Bob made a threatening gesture with
the trail-rope they started, and went limping
away down the trail, still groaning.

With all their cunning the two young
rascals had not escaped the walk to the
camp, after all. ;

“Now [ guess we've got to round up the
other hosses!” said Bob Lawless. “I reckon
we shall find them on the trail somewhere.
Yowll have to ride double with the Cherab,
Franky. I'm the heaviest.”*®

The ‘three schoolbeys mounted the two
ponies, and started in the direction whence
Gunten and Keller had come.

Yen Chin's pony and Chunky’s little fat
steed were sighted a short distance up the
trail, and soon rounded in.

Gunten had brought them a good distance
from the camp in the hills before letting

them loose. Bubt in that he had uncon
sciously played into the hands of the Cedar
Creek fellows.

But Beauclere's black horse, Demon, was
not to be seen.

Till noon the three chums hunted for him,
but without success, and at last they took
their way up the mountain paths to the
camp.

“1 guess we'll find the critter Ilater,
Cherub!” said Bob comfortingly.

Chunky Todgers came to meet them as
they drew near the camp at last.

“Got the other critters?” asked Chunky.
“0Oh, good! Demon's come back!”

“Come back!” exclaimed Beauclerc.
“Yes; he trotted in on his own,” grinned
Chunky. “CGot a lot of sense, that hoss.
There he is, Cherub.”

There was a whinny, and the black horse
came trotting up to greet his master.

Beauclerc's face was very bright as he
fondled his horse.

“Good old gee!” said Bob Lawless. “No
wonder we couldn’t find him on the trails
when he’d come home on his own accord.
You ought to have thought of that, Cherub.”

“] ought!” agreed Beauclere, with a
langh.

“Dinner's ready,” said Chunky. “I thought
I'd get it ready. I've had mine, but I'l
have another with you chaps, just to keep
you company, you know.”

“Ha,. ha, hat”

Trank Richards & Co. enjoyed that dinner.

They felt that they had earned it. And
two young rascals, limping wearily on the
trail to Last Chance, still smarting {from
Bob's trail-rope, were very far from enjoying
themselves.

THE END.
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SURPRISING ST. JIM'S §

A amazing and sensationcl series of sporting confesis

fams

The

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Challenge to the School !
ﬂis JEFFERY MANNING'S a brick!”

Baggy Trimble made that pro-
nouncement. Anybody who stood
the fat junior a frce feed was a

Jeffery Manning’s mansion.

Baggy was on his way back to St. Jim’s,
after having been royally entertained at Sir
Jefirey Manning's mansion.

Why should the wealthy baronet go out
of his way to entertain a worthless fellow
like Trimble? Thereby hung a tale.

Sir Jefiery was under the impression that
Baggy Trimble had saved his life, and he,
therefore, felt a deep sense of gratitnde
towards the fat junior. Not content with
handing over a cash reward of fifty pounds
to Baggy, the baronet had invited him to
dinner, And it was from this function that
Trimble was now returning.

Dusk was beginning to fall, and Baggy
quickened his pace. He had a long way to
go, and he wanted to get back to the school
before it was really dark. For Baggy, though
he had posed as a gallant hero, and had
been regarded as such by Sir Jeffery Man-
ning, was, in reality, the biggest coward,
both morally and physically, at St. Jim’'s.
Even Mellish of the Fourth, who on one
memorable oceasion had run away and left
a_schoolfellow to drown, had more pluck in
his composition than Trimble.

Footsteps sounded along the
road.

Bagey Trimble stopped short, his heart
beating fast.

A group of shadowy figures was approaech-
ing. Possibly they were labourers return-
ing from work—ploughmen homeward—plod-
ding their weary way. Ip which case, there
was no call for alarm. Yet Baggy Trimble
was in a state of blue funk.

The figures drew nearer. A sound of hob-
nailed hoots rang on the frosty road. Sud-
denly there was a shout.

“’Ere’s that fat guy Trimble! ~Collar ‘im
mates!”

Baggy gave a gasp of alarm. He recog-
nised the voice as that of Harry Huggins, a
sturdy young blacksmith of Wayland.

There were four other louts with Huggins,
and Trimble, peering mervously through the
gloom, identified them as the brothers
Srewer—Bill Brewer, Henry Brewer, Ted
Brewer, and Ben Brewer,

Quite recently, Baggy Trimble had engaged
these roughs to play football against Tom
Merry’s eleven. The match had been
abandoned owing to foul play, and-'Baggy
had promptly sacked the hired footballers.
In so doing he had incurred their enmity,
and they had been looking for a ehance of
getting even with Baggy. They had their
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darkening

s

chance now, and they meant to make the
most of it. :

“Collar ’im!” repeated Harry Hugains.

“Shall we roll ‘im in the diteh, "Arry?”
asked big Bill Brewer.

“Oh_ ah!”

Baggy Trimble backed away in alarm.

“Hands off, you rotters!” he exclaimed.
“If you lay so much as a finger on me,
[’ll lick the lot of you!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”’

“’Ark at 'im, mates!” said Harry Huggins,
“He talks warlike, but he couldn't lick a
lame grasshopper! Into the diteh with ‘im!”

Baggy gave a wild yell as the five roughs
closed in wupon him.

“Help! Rescue, St. Jim's!”

It was a forlorn cry, and Baggy scarcely
dared to hope that it might be heard. But
it was,

There was a swift patter of feet, and a
party of seven fellows, clad in running garb
and wearing rubber-soled shoes, came up at
a canter.

The newcomers did not stand on ceremony.
They rushed at Baggy Trimble's assailants,
hitting out right and left.

“Wot the thump—-" bhegan Harry Hug-
gins, in astonishment,

Then he gave a bull-like roar as a eclenched
fist took him on the point of the chin,
knocking him backwards.

Baggy Trimble slunk to the side of the
road and watched the proceedings.

The fight was fast and furious, bhut.of
brief duration. The seven young athletes
who had come on the scene were fine fighting-
nen; and the five hooligans, hefty though
they were, had to bite the dust. Huggins
had been floored by that blow to the chin,
and the next moment he was joined in the
roadway by Biill Brewer, who crashed across
him like an uprooted oak-tree.

A short, sharp scuffie, and then Ben Brewer
was down. Another brief skirmish, and then
Ted and Henry Brewer were down also.

“Bravo, you fellows!” exclaimed Baggy
Trimble. “I knew you'd be abie to knock ‘em
out all right! ¢That's why I didn't trouble
to give you a hand. Who are you? Dashed
if T can recognise you in this light. Is Toin
Merry here?”

“No,” replied a sturdy youth.

“But you're St. Jim's feilows, surely?”

“No, we're not!”

“Then who—what——"

“My name’s Jack Raymond,” said the
sturdy youth. “We're from the school of
physical training, just outside Wayland.”

“My hat!”

“What were these louts going to do to

o

you?” - -
*“Duck me in the Qli{»ch,” said Trimble.
“The rotters! Let ‘em get up, and I'll

fight the lot of them!”
It was easy for Trimble to talk like that,

Seven!

Baggy, with his newly-gained wealth,

makes another move in his campaign

against Tom Merry & Co., the Chums
of St. Jim’s, with surprising results,

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Author of the famous Storigs of Tom Merry & Co, now
appearing in the ' Gem ” Library.) =
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when Harry Huggins & Co. hadn't an ounce
of fight left in them.

Jack Raymond laughed breathlessly,

“I think they've had enough” le =zaid.
“Is that so?” he added, addressing Harry
Huggins, as that young geutleman lurched
to his feet.

“Oh, ah!” muttered Huggins., “We didn't
bargain for you kids chippin’ in. Lumme,
but you ecan’t ‘alf ’it!”

“You’'d hetter clear off hefore we feel like
giving you another dose!” said one of Jack
Raymond's chums,

Harry Huggins & Co. went on their way
willingly enough. Hefty giants though they
were, they were no match for the tough
young athletes from the school of physical
training.

Baggy Trimble turned to Jack Raymond.

“I'm awfully obliged to you, Raymond——"*
he began.

“Don’t mention it.”

“Are you fellows out for a cross-countiry
run?” ,

“Yes. We go for a run every e
It’s part of our training programme

“Well, I wish you'd walk with me as fa
as St. Jim’s,” said Baggy. “Not that 1
frightened of the dark, or anything like
that; but 1 want to talk to you.”

“Go ahead!” said Jack Raymond cheer-
fully. *Matter of fact, we don't feel much
like running after that scrap. We'll walk
and talk with you, with pleasure.”

The seven athletes proceeded with Bagey
Trimble in the direction of St. Jim's.

A brilliant brain-wave had just oceurred to
Baggy. It only he could enlist the services
of these seven fellows, who appeared to he
highly-trained sportsmen, he would be able
to chaltenge St. Jim’s to a series of sporting
contests. IHis eflorts to raise a foothall team
to defeat Tom Merry & Co. had failed
lamentably; but there was no reason why
this new scheme should fail. Baggy thanked
his lucky stars that he had had the good
fortune to meet Jack Raymond and the other
six fellows from the school of physical train-
ing. With their aid, he would be able to
work wonders.

Baggy outlined his scheme as the party
tramped along the frosty road.

“The fellows at St. Jim’s have served e
shabbily,” he said. “They won't give me a
place in ‘the footer team, and they won't
admit that I'm a nailing good sportsman.
So I want to take them down several pegs.
I mean to challenge Tom Merry & Co. to a
sports meeting. We'll have running races,
and a boxing contest, and all the rest of
it. You seven fellows and myself will be
pitted against eight of the best junior sports-
men &t St. Jim’s. And the side that scores
the biggest number of wins will walk off with
the honours. Do you follow?”

Jack Raymond nodded.

“0Of course, I don't expect you fellows te

Will the Honours go to 8. Jim’s or to Baggy Trimble’s Team of Champions 7
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give your services for nothing,” Trimble went
on. “The labourer is worthy of his hire,
you know.”

“We're not labourers,” grunted Jack Ray-
mond.

“No; but you know what I mean.
fellow of substance *

“Youn look it!” said Raymond, gazing at
Bagegy’'s ample form.

“0h, really, Raymond, this isn't a joking
matter. I'm in deadly earnest. As I was
saying, I'm a fellow of substance, and I
shall’ be pleased to pay you fellows hkand-
somely for your services.”

Jack Raymond frowned.

“You can cub that out,” he said.
willing to give our services free. Sport for
sport’s sake—that's our motto. When you
start to commercialise sport, it's ne longer
sport in the true sense of the term.”

“Then youll come as amateurs—not as
pros?” szaid Baggy

“Most decidedly.”

Baggy's face fairly beamed. This was
almost too good to be true. He was get-
ting the services of seven trained athletes
for nothing!

“That's simply ripping of you!” he said.
“1'll challenge the school when I get back,
and try to arrange the sports meeting for
Saturday. How will that suit you?”

“First-rate,” said Jack Raymond. “We
shall be awfully keen on competing against
8t. Jim’s, By the way, we've been jawing
all this time, but you haven't told us your
name.”

“I'm Trimble—Bagley Trimble—only son
of Sir Timothy <Trimble, baronet. BSimply
rolling in money, you know!” added Baggy,
jingling the contents of his trouser-pockets.

Jack Raymond smiled and introduced the

six fellows who were with him. Conway and
Carr were his two bosom pals, and these were
introduced first. Then came a red-headed
+boy named Riley; then a couple of twins,
Jimmy and Johnny Brown, who were as
atike as two peas, and, lastly, Teddy Clifton,
who was described by Raymond as being the
finest fighting-man of the seven.
Bagay Trimble was more and more struck
with the athletic appearance of the feliows
he bhad so luckily fallen in with. He felt
confident that they would be able to beat the
cream of St. Jim’s sportsmen.

“Are you on the telephone at your place,
I:a,v‘z_nond?“ inquired Baggy.

“Then T'll issue my challenge to the
school, and ring up and let you know when
to come over. [ expect it will be Saturday
morning.”

“All serene!” said Jack Raymond. “But
vou must clearly understand that we don't
want any payment for our services.”

The party had reached the gates of 8t.
Jim's by this time, and Baggy Trimble bade
good-night to the seven, whe sprinted off in
the direction of Wayland,

In a state of great excitement Trimble
turried across the quad. A moment later he
fairly bounded into the junior Common-
room, where the majority of the St. Jim's
juniors were assembled.

sreathless, and flushed of {ace,
Trimble gazed upon the throng.

“1 challenge the lot of you!" he panted
dramatically.

The juniors looked up from their books
and chessboards.

“Hallo!  Another merry
Trimble!” said Monty Lowther. “What do
vou challenge us to this time, porpoise—
an eating contest, or a game of snakes and
ladders?”
“Sport!” said Baggy. “Sport of every
kind! Is Tom Merry here?”

The captain of the Shell rose to his feet
and made a mocking bow.

*“Choose your eight best sportsmen,” said
3 y Trimble. “I've got a special team
xlgh't to tackle yours, and beat you to a
ol

“T'm a

“We're

Baggy

challenge from

got together a fine, fit lot of
llows,” Trimble went on. “Under my
eadership they'll simply wipe up the ground
with you!”

Tom Merry looked grim.

“if you're bringing Harry Hugging & Co.
to the school again——" he began.

“I'm not. I've gob an entirely fresh set of
ellows.”

“Hefty giants of eighteen?” asked Manners.

“Not at all. Fellows of your own size and
weight. They’ll come over on Saturday and
palverise you—if you'll accept my challenge,

that is.”
Next Week Will Soe the

“How did vou get hold of these wonderful
athletes, Baggy?” asked Jack Blake.

“That’s no concern of yours. Of course,
they're professionals, and I'm paying ’em two
guineas apiece.”

“What!”

“That's the best of being wealthy,” said
Baggy Trimble. Wealth commands every-
thing, you know. Two guineas per head—
that's what these fellows will ge¢ for their
services.”

“You—you're paying fourteen guineas to
get todether a team of sportsmen?” gasped
Tom Merry.

“Yes. Money’s no object with me, you
know. I've got tons of it to chuck about.
Are you accepting this challenge, Merry, or
turning it down?”

“I'll put it to the fellows,” said Tom.

And he did, with the result that it was
decided to accept Baggy Trimble’s amazing
challenge, and to oppose Jack Raymond &
Co. on the following Saturday.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Surprising 8t. Jim’s!

O Tom Merry fell the task of selecting
the eight best sportsmen in the
junior section of St. Jim’s. Tom was
to skipper them, of course,

It was a delicate task, but Tom Merry
made his selection without fear or favour.
And when he had done so, he posted the
following announcement on the notice-
board :

“GREAT SPORTS MEETING!
TRIMBLE'S TEAM versus ST. JIM'S!

Baggy Trimble bhaving had the awful
nerve to challenge the school to a series of
sporting contests, the following have been
chosen to represent St. Jim's:

Tom Merry (capt.), R. Taibot, G. Tiggins,
R. H. Redfern, Jack Blake, R. R. Cardew,
H. Noble, and A. A. D’Arcy.

A list of events has bheen drawn up, and
the sports will commence at 9 a.m. on

13

Saturday. XKildare of the Sixth has kindly
consented to officiate.
(Signed) ToM MERRY.”

The St. Jim's sportsmen did not go into
serious training for the forthcoming tourna-
ment. They imagined that Baggy Trimble
fad got hold of a number of country yokels,
who would be absolute duffers at sport. -

But when Saturday came, bringing with it
Jack Raymond and his comrades from the
sehool of physical training, Tom Merry & Co.
had a big surprise.

Instead of a gang of rusties, as they had
expected, their visitors were splendid young
athletes.

Tom Merry shook hands with Jack Ray-
mond in the quad.

“Pleased to meet you!” he said. “Where
have you fellows sprung from, if it's not
rude to ask? You see, Baggy Trimble has
told us very little about you.”

“We're from the school of physical train-
ing, over at Wayland,” said Jack Raymond.

“And how did Baggy get hold of you?”
asked Jack Blake,

“We happened to rescue him the other
evening, from the hands of a gang of
roughs,” explained Raymond. “He got into
conversation with us, and told us he intended
to challenge the school. We're awfully keen
gp sport, so we agreed to come in with

im."”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy screwed his
monocle into his eye, and regarded Jack
Raymond with a very stern glance.

“I considah it 1s vewy w'ong of you
felhzhs to play games for money,” he sald.

“Ehe”

“You are aceeptin’ two guineas aplece
fwom Twimble—"

“What!” shouted Raymond.

“An’ 1 don't think it's at all sportin' of

you!” concluded the swell of St. Jim's
severely.

“Great Scott!™ gasped Conway. “Did
.

le tell you he was paying us for our

ces!
D'Arey nodded.
(Continued on page 17.)
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at last.

Qo it, Flggy ! ¥

FIGQINS’ GREAT EFFORT FOR ST. JIM’S ! The school came in sight
Figgins was by no means out of the running,

energy in reserve, and he put in a tremendous spurt as he
¢ 8t. Jim's wins !

He had plenty of
neared the gates.

(See Chapter 2.)

Finish of an Amazing Sporting Tussle !
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My Dear Readers,—A man who writes
plays is called a playwright. A man who
makes and mends wheels is called a
wheelwright. Then why isn’t a man who
writes verse called a versewright?

Ours is a funny langwidge, and no mis-
lake! One of these days I shall revise
the dickshunavy, and bring it bang up
to date. I have already started on a
list of words and their meanings. Note
the following :

 Hunter.—A man who hunts

Grunter.—-A man who grunts.
Shunter.—A man who shunts.
Bunter.—A man who bunts.”

But there is no such thing as “bunt-
ing,” you will say. What about the stuff
they decorate the streets with, on a
grate occasion? That's bunting.

But I am wandering from the point,
as the duellist said when he dodged
away from his adversary’s sword. This
is our Spring Poets’ Number, and it is
like a tuck hamper—packed with good
things!

I have no breef for spring poets. They
are a thumping nuisance. They bring
a poor editor's gray hare in sorrow to
the grave. But I think it only right
ihat I should give the spring poet a
chance to shew what he can do. And
he has got this number pracktically to
himself. }

Everybody seems to be bursting into
poetry ‘at this time of the year. It's as
infectious as the flue. Even My, Quelch
started talking in rime the other day.
He said to me, when I was about to take
forty winke, “Bunter, you are asleep, or
pearly! D'l have to punish you
severely! Bey, you will take an imposi-
tion; and let there be no repetition !”

There is quite a lot of verse in this
jesew. Some of it is a pleazzure to read.
Some of it is sheer torcher. But 1
know that this number will get-a grate
reseplion, for is it’not eddited by

Your plump pal,
BILLY BUNTER.
Tur Porurar.—No. 216.

Spring poets are not so plentiful as many
people seem to think.

Shakespeare wrote one or
poems qhout spring; but the other seasons
had their admirers, too.

One of the finest poems ever written is the

two pleasing

“Ode to
commences,

Autumn,” by John Keats. It

“Season of mists and mellow fruitinlness,”

and its last verse expresses something like
contempt for the scason of spring:

“Where are thessongs of Spring?
are they?

Thir;:k not of them, thou hast thy music,
00.”

Ay, where

Then there is the famous “Ode to the West
Wind,” which also treats of autumn:

“Q Wild West Wind,
autumn’s being,
Thou, from whose unseen

leaves, dead,
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter
fleeing !”

thou Dbreath of

presence the

Autumn, in fact, seems to he the favourite

season of the great poets. Except for
Wordsworth, who wrote constantly of
daffodils and primroses, very few poets

seemed to trouble much about the spring-
time.

Shakespeare, in “Love’s Labour Lost,”
wrote an amusing poem about winter. It
is not only amusing, but it presents a very
vivid picture of an English winter in
Shakespeare’s time:

“When all around the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson’s gaw,

And birds sit brooding in the snow,
And Marian’s nose looks red and raw;

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,

Then nightly sings the staring owl,

Tu-who!
Tu-whit, to-who!—a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.”

1 expect Wynn and Trimble, the champion
trenchermen of St. Jim’s hitterly bemoan
the fact that roasted crabs are mo longer in
the fashion! 5

1f Shakespeare were alive at the present
time, he would probably rewrite that verse
as follows:

Mr. Victor Railten, M.A.

“When whistling Winter winds doth blow.

And schoolboys snuffle, sneeze, and snort;

When youngsters secramble in the snow,
Bombarding every rival fort; ¢

When frozen Taggles grunts and growls,

Then nightly sing the staring owis,

Tu-who!
Tu-whit, tu-who!—a merry sound,
While boys are grovelling on the ground!”

. Spring is a very fine season. We welcome
it after the dark, dreary days of winter.
But I question whether spring is a more
enjoyable season than summer, from a school-
boy’'s point of view. It is too cold to bathe
in spring. Football is on its last legs, yet it
is too early to play ecricket. Moreover,
summer brings the long vacation, whereas
spring only gives us a brief Easter holiday.

As for the spring poet, he has a very sorry
time of it nowadays. The majority of editers
have no use for odes to daffodils or sonnets
to spring-onions. They want something more

lively and rousing, and we cannot bhlame
them.
Which reminds me of a little anecdote

concerning a spring poet. He had submitted
some of his verses to a well-known editor,
and weeks passed by without any sign of
the pcem being published. At last the poet
called on the editor to find out what
was wrong.

“Do you think my verses would he hetter
for a little more fire?” he asked.

“Yes, I do.” replied the editor bla
“That's why I burnt them!”

It is the Christmas-cracker poet who makes
most money nowadays. There are men whe
are constantly employed in writing verses for
the big Christmas-cracker manufacturers.
They turn them out by the hundred, and
are well paid for their labours. But if these
poets were to devote their energies to writing
poems on spring, they would soon he in the
workhouse.

Bunter, the plump editor of this “ Weekly,”
is giving the spring poet a chance to shine
in this  issue. But I am afraid I canmot
guarantee that he will pay all his con-
tributors. Some of them will have to be
satisfied with seeing their names in print!

(Oh, really, Mr.- Railton, you've no right
to say that! I pay all my kontributors a
jolly sight better than Wharton does! Why,
1 am paying you a bob for this artikle—
and if that isn’t jennerosity, I should like to
know what is!—Ed.)

[Supplement £,

Another Batch of Contributions from the Four Famous Schools Next Week !
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of the year, the other five being
summer, ortum, winter, Christmas,
_and Micklemass.
Spring is suppozed to arrive on
Febinary 21st, but it jererally postpones
its arrival for two or three munths.

Spring follows on the heals of winter,
and it is the 4-runer of summer.

Spring is noted for its spring onions
and spring mattresses—also for its spring
poets.

Spring, of corse, is the most dangerus
seezon of the year, bekawse at this time
the trees are shooting, and the plants are
“springing up.” 5

In the spring a young fag’s fanecy
lightly turns to thoughts of grubb.
~ The flowers that bloom in the spring
(tra la la!) are dafferdils, croakuses,
primroses, wood anenemies, colliflowers,
and cabbages.

The cry of the “cookoo ™ is heard in
spring. Also the lilt of the lark, the
squeek of the spairo, and the chirp of
the chaffinch.

Spring is a terribul time for a fag at
Greyfriars, bekawse  spring-cleaning
starts, and he has to beat his master’s
carpets, scrubb the studdy floor, turn
everything inside-out and upside-down
and make himself jenerally useful.

have got to spring-clean for Loder of
the Sixth this year. When I see him
coming, I eggspect I shall “spring clean »
out of his way. (Joak!)

Spring is also a terribul time for an
editor, bekawse the spring poets invade
his sanktum, and give him no piece from
the rising up of the sun unto the going
down thereof.

Spring is the time when footbawl is
on its last legs, and kricketers are be-
ginning {o find their feet. Indoor games
are given up in favour of outdoor pur-
soots, such as hocky, croaky, boles, fives,
sixes, and sevens.

Easter comes in spring and we have
a breef hollerday. I am hoping one of
my kind uncles wiil send me an Easter
egg the size of a Rugby foothawl!

All Fools’ Day also comes in spring,
and many Greyfriars fellows will be the
victims of a hokes: I shall shout to
young Nugent, “I say, Dicky, your boot-
Jace is undone!” And when he stoops
to do it up, only to find it tightly tied
up, I shall yell, “Yah! April Fool!” 1
shall also pull the leg of my brother
Billy. I simply love pulling Billy’s lez.
(Don’t you dare, you young raskal —Ed.)

On the whole, I like summer better
than spring. You see, spring is neither
one thing por the other. One day it's
as cold as the Equater, and the next day
it’s as hot as the Artick regions. The
climate is very tretcherus, and you never
know whether to wear a grate-coat or a
soot of flannels!

But I must buck up and bring this
essay to its determination. I've got to
go and start spring-cleaning Loder’s
studdy. I think T'll start by sweeping
the chimbly. Will sumboddy lend me a
long-hared broom?

SPRING is the first of the six seezons

Supplement 11.]

By FATTY WYNN

(New House, St. Jim's.)

1f you're waking, call me early, call me early, Figgs dear,

For to-morrow will he the gladdest day of all the glad New Year.
St. Jim's are playing Greyfriars, it will be ripping sport,

For 1 am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am to hold the fori!

With Merry at centre-forward, and Talbot inside-right,
And Blake and Gussy on the wing, we'll make a gallant fight.

But some will scoff and sueer, Figgy, and some will sniff aud
For I am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am to hold the fort!

snort,

Some say that Harry Hammond is a better man than ne,
But he hasn’t been selected, so they are wild, you see.

Yet the skipper knows his business, he's quite a decent sort,
And I am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am to hold the fort!

The 'Friars will take some whacking, their backs are strong and grim,
They've a lively line of forwards who shoot with dash and vim.
But they will find a stumbling-block; it's little me, in short—

For 1 am to hold the fort, Figgy,

I am to hold the fort!

Of twisting shots and twirling shots I'm sure to zet my <hare,
The clever shots, the curling shots, will always find me there!

With topping shots and dropping shots our for

ards will retort,

And I am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am to hold the fort!

Oh, sweet and strange it seems to me that in a little while

T'll dance and prance between the posts, and smile ray sweetest smile,
I mean to do my best to win an excellent report.

And I am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am to hold the fort?

‘With you and Kerr in front of me, to keep our foes
I may not have a strenuous time, but quite a hol

nay,

But I swear by all the Bunters that dwell at Bunter Court
That Greyfriars will not score, Figgy, for I am to hold the fort!

The crowd around the touchline will cheer with might and main.
1 have no doubt they'll yell and shout till the welkin rings again!
You'll hear a roar of “Saved, sir!” and “Jolly zood, old sport!s
For I am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am to hold the fort!

The grass will gleam and glisten beneath the shining

w

un,

For winter now is over, and springtir_ne has begun.
And there will be sensations, and thrills of every sort,

For I am to hold the fort, Figgy,

I am to hold the fort?

No muddy pools of water upon the: ground to-morrow,

Nor shall we rush through mud and slush, to our opponents’ sorrow.
The ground’s in good condition, the grass is clean aud short,

And I am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am. to hold the fort!

I'd like to have a little snack before the match be
For after eating twenty tarts 1'm steadier on my g

I hope this bright suggestion receives your strong suppém,v
For I am to hold the fort, Figey, I am to hold the fort!

If you're waking, call me early, call me early, Figgy dear,
For to-morrow will be the gladdest day of all the glad New Year,
St. Jim’s will prove victorious by several goals to ncught,
For I am to hold the fort, Figgy, I am to hold the fort!
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The Springfulness is here again,
A time of blissful joyfulness;

The greenful trees, the freshening hreeze,

Delight each British boyfulness.
The winter days, so dark and drear,
We recollect remindfully;
No matter, chums! If winter comes
Can spring be far behindfully?

The cuckoo comes from overseas
To raid the rival nestfulness;
The skylark springs on nimble wings
And seems to know no restfulness,
The sparrows see us in the Close,
And nod their little craniums;
And, come ang look/ the reckless rook
Swoops on the Head's geranfums}

b4 0006000000 0600006060004
0900::::::::0@90000000'0060009000000

+e&
*¢

000000000090003000086008009600080999209090000606046¢644
$ ::::::z::’:::z:gzonuw0090000000onQeue”oo0909909000000000000000«5&2
¢

A SONG OF SPRING!

By Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
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The buttercups are coming out.
Spring onions start the sproutfulncss;
The violets blue are coming, too,
Of that there's not a doubtfulness.
On the Sark’s bank the -daisies grow.
And near the Thames at Twickent
While girls and hoys with merry noise,
Are now engaged in pickin’ em!

ALPLLBEHHOHL D
Se0PORELDLER &

2&

Then let us sing, Long live the Spring!
Best season of the yearfulness;
No need ‘to ery, no need to sigh,
Or shed the briny tearfulness,
The sun is shining warm and bright,
The bird is on the wingfulne
So join with me, and sing wit
A merry song of Springfumess!
Tre PopurLar,—No, 214,
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Don’t Be Downhearted—Read the Mirth-Making ¢ Weekiy ” }
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Carthew was a prefect;
e fixed me with a frown;

Mark

“Just clean my study out.” said he,
“T'll give you half-a-crown.

#1 want the carpets beaten,
I want the chimney swept:

The ceilings must be whitewashed,
% gods! I could have wept!

I said to LO\ ell minor,
*This job's too much for one
Give me a helping hand, old spo
And thep we'll have somo fun!
We fetched the mervy carpeis,
And hung them on a line;
Ve thumped and clumped with
might—
The exercise was fine!
We used a pair of broomsiicks
With vigour and with vim;
Like hammering at the punching-ball
Suspended in the gym!

Okl Mack, the porter, passed us
And viewed us with disgust;
He spluttered, gasped, and

choked,
Caught in a cloud of dust!
We banged and biffed those carpets
Tl there was not a trace
Of dust or dirt; swe then returned
Tach carpet to its place.

of v

all our

nearly

We fetched a pail vhitewash ;

1 stood on Carthew's table,
And slap-dashed at the (‘lem'"
As well as T was able.

Young Lovell gave a sudden howl,
He cried, “Hold on, old sport !
That whitewash, on my noble nuf,
You're spilling by the quart!’

The furniture was smothered,
The chairs and tables, too:
The whitewash, on the ¢ lenh lay

Like early morning dew.

s It (arthew comes,” said Lm ell,
“He'll bave a purple fit !

But still T slapdashed mr-i"‘m'
And didn’t care a bit

My

clothes wers sxs'arx}ped vith white-
wash, ;
And Lovell's were the same:
We looked like umpires m their coats,
About to start a game!
$900605090000000000026000800068
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ANSWERS TO
KORRESPONDENTS!

By Billy Bunter.
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“8lim Jim »? (Salisbury).—“ Why ¢ you
ys down on thin people?” 1’ m not. Iil

was, they’d all be sufferkated!
“\{erry and Bright” (Bayswater)..—"Your

Special Pessimists l\umner quwe chee
up.” 1t was infended to do
epposite !
2. A. H. (Nottingham)—"I+have been a
staunch reader of your ¢ Weekly ' for fifteen
Tae PorurLar.—No. 216.

me
just the
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BY

ALGY SILVER.

“And now we'll do the chimney,”
I murmured, in my glee;

Young Lovell fetched a lengthy broom,
And a merry laugh lauvhed he.

The soot came down in showers
Upon the study floor;
The more we prodded,

pushed,

The faster did it pour!
The soot and whitewash mingled
In one great ghastly mess;
“QOh, Algy! What will Carthew

Gasped Lovell in distress.
And then the door burst open,
The prefect staggmed in;
I blinked at him with sooty
And grinned a sickly grin,
“You careless brats!” roared
“Just look at what vou've done!
“Oh. be not angry.,” I implored,
“It's just a bit of funt™

poked, and

zavi”

Carthew,

Then Carvthew grabbed an ashplant,

And pinned us to the table;

He lammed us, and the row we made

Was ten times worse than Babel! |
A dozen strokes descended

Upon our tough young hides;
The ashplant fell upon our bac

Our shoulders.and our sides!
Aund when I asked for pi

For cleaning Carth
He. gave a roar, and kic

With hefty boots and mudtu
0eCO30200000080009C0022000000 60

3. Draw it mild! We've only been in
zsistence a cupple of years!

“Scarecrow ” (Statfs)—“How can I gef
stout?” By going round to the Bottle and
Jug Department. But I trussed you will do
nr)thinv of the sort!

Rlsie » (Homerton) —" How
that the “Popular” has a
servants?  Why, because Billy
four ‘pages' in it!” Tut, tut!
me larf =o hartily that I shall
“buttons !

“Indignant " (Barnsley).—* Why do you say
that Wharton is always cribbing your ideas?”

forth

do we know
big statf of
Buater has
You make
burst my

Bekawse it's the plane, unvarnished trooth!
B. M K. (Brightofi)—“Does your pater

have to pay extra term-fees for you, hecause
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The winds of March came sweeping
down
Upon the Rookwood quad;
Sitver and Erroll were both in peril,

And so was Tommy Dodd.

1t seemed that all the winds of heaven
Were buffeting and blustering ;

That every gale, with roar and wail,
Tu Rooknood’s guad was mustering!

The chimney-pots came crashing down,
And so did tiles and slates;

By great good luck, they never struck
Our unprotected plates.

The window-panes were torn elean out,
The glass camé down in showers;
“Well, T should smoile,” said Tomuy
Doyle,

“This storm will last for hours!”

The great trees groaned; their brancles
cracked
And crashed upon the ground;
Dodd tried to speak: Peele gave a
shriek:
The gale their

voices drowned.

The Head came hrough the
storm,
Umbrella raised on high;
Then from his grip it seemed to slip,

And soared into the sky!

panting t

The window of the porter’s
Was just a yawning hole;
The Head espied the scene, and eri

“(iood gracions! DBless my

soul !

And still the (hinmev pots crashed down,
The glass, the slates, and tiles;

And everyone enjoyed the fun
And smiled their sweetest smiles

We staggered here, w vered theve,

gge
With comrades ] AJL‘Q

We didn't beat a gay retreat
Until the storm subsided.

When stormy winds sweep down again
In wild and wanton glee,

And slates and tiles are blown for miles,
May I be there to see!

$00250002252050900038009850288

¢ Weekly came out e\,’er.v day, with a special

evening edition as well. Could this be
arranged, Billy?”’ Yes; if I we excused

lessens, and had & huadred subb-editors!

“Sarcastic ' {Manchester).—" When Shakes-
peare said, ¢ Let me have mea about me that
are fat,” he wasn't thinking of you.” But
when he said, “A fool there was,” he was
thinking of you!

Madge H. (Northampton).—“I rather like
you, Billy, in spite of your piggishness.”
w mf you might eall a mixed

Ry

d kompliment !
Jack B. (Windsor).—"Is your circumference
greater than the circumference of the eart!
Not yet!
(A large number of replies have shared the
fate of the p!mchm-nuaﬁ in Studdy No. 7.
In other words, thiey have been suspended !)

of your enormous appetite?”’ I refuse to
auswer your rood query. 2
“ Admirer (Swanage). 2“1 wish  the

“You'll

]
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THE SPORTING SEVEN!

(Continued from page 13.)

“The fat cad!” exclaimed Carr. “We
distinctly told him that we’d give ourf
services free, gratis, ¢nd for nothing.”

“Bai Jove!” :

“Trimble’s a toad, to tell whoppers like
that!” said Jack Raymond indignantly.
“He's branding us as part professionals, and
we're. nothing of the sort.”

“Here’s Trimble himself,” said Jack Blake,
ss Baggy rolled into view.

The seven sportsmen from the school of
physical training confronted Baggy with
very grim expressions on their faces.

“Did you tell these fellows you were paying
us two guineas apiece for our services?’
demanded Raymond.

“Ahem!”

“Did you, or did you not? Out with it!”

Baggy Trimble was fairly cornered.

“1—Y1 was merely pulling their legs, Ray-
mond, old fellow,” he said feebly.

“Well, we object to that sor
And, with your schoolfellows
we're going to bump you!”

“Qur permission is readily granted!" said
Tom Merry, with a grin.

The members of Baggy Trimble's team
then fell upon their plump leader, and
bumped him with great vigour and hearti-
ness.

Three times in succession Baggy Trimble
was dumped down violently on the flag-

leg-pulling.
permission,

stones; and his yells of anguish fairly
awakened the echoes.
“Yaroooooh! Hold on—I mean, leggo!”

yelled Baggy. “This is mutiny!”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“1 distinetly told you our motto was sport
for sport’s sake,” said Jack Raymond. “And
vou go and tell these fellows that we're paid
pros. If you tell any more fibs of that sort
we’ll bump you again—and we'll put more
ginger into it next time!”

“Wow!”

Baggy Trimble serambled to his feet. His
shorts and vest, which had been spotlessly
white a few minutes before, were now stained
with mud.

At this juncture Kildare of the Sixth made
his appearance.

“You kids ready?” he asked.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus
D Arcy. “What's the first event, deah boy?”

“A long-distance run over a course of five
miles,” said Kildare. “I'll describe the route
to you in detail before you start.”

The captain of St. Jim’s furnished the
necessary details, and the runmers. lined up
in the school gateway.

“Baggy Trimble, who lined up with his men,
started giving them instructions in the art
of long-distance running.

“There's no need to start that,” said Jack
Raymond curtly. “We don't want you to
tutor us!”

“Qh, really, Raymond——"

“Just listen to me a moment!” said Kil-
dare.  “First man home will be awarded
sixteen points. Second home will get fifteen,
and o on. The team that has the highest
aggregate at tie finish will be adiudged the
winners. Is that clear?”

“Quite!” said Cardew.
pistol !”

Kildare did so, and the runners were off
in a flash,” with one exception.

The exception was Baggy Trimble. Bagey
was no runner, long-distance or short. He
carried too much overweight, so to speak.
Jt was safe to surmise that Baggy would
come in sixteenth, if he came in at all.

The rest of the runners left Baggy panting
and puffing in the rear. They were like
modern express trains compared with the
first, steam locomotive ever invented. And
the distance between them and Baggy
Trimble widened rapidly.

St. Jim's had some splendid runners, but
they were sorely tested by their opponents.

Jack Raymond & Co. were in fine trim.
They had the advantage of being in traiming,
and they sped along in an apparently effort-
less manner. Yect they were travelling so
swiftly that the St. Jim’s runners found it
difficult to keep pace wifh them.

At the end of the first mile, Figgins, of the

“ Fire the merry

New House, enjoyed a narrow’ lead. Jimmy
and Johnny Brown were hard on his heels.

This order was maintained for two more
miles, and then~Figgy was robbed of his
lead, the twins forging ahead of him.

But Figgy was by no means out of the
running. He had plenty of energy in
reserve, and he put om a tremendous spurt
when he came to the last lap, winning
a glorious race by a matter of incihes from
Jimmy Brown.

An enthusiastic crowd of St. Jim's fellows,
perched on the school wall to see the finish,
cheered Figgy to the echo.

“Bravo, St. Jim’s!”

“The first man home is ours, anyway,” said
Manners.

“But the second and third aren’t,” caid
Monty Lowther. “Our fellows will have to
put a jerk in it, if they want to bag the
honours.”

The final placings were as follows:

1st, G. Figgins; 2nd, Jimmy Brown; 3rd,
Johnny Brown; 4th, Tom Merry; 5th, Jack
Raymond; 6th, Carr:; 7th, Dick Redfern:
8th, Conway; 9th, Talbot: 10th, Jack Blake:
11th, D’Arcy; 12th, Noble; 13th, Cardew;
14th, Clifton; 15th, Riley; 16th, Trimble.

Baggy Trimble actually managed to com-
plete the course, though he came in a good
half-hour after the fellow who #mished
fifteenth.

Kildare reckoned up the
breathless silence.

“8t. Jim’s take the honours”
length. “They’ve scored sid
against sixty-seven.”

“Hurrah!"”

“We've just scraped home by two points!™
said Tom Merry. “A jolly close thing!”

Baggy Trimble had not yet arrived home
when the result was announced. When he
did arrive, dusty, and panting, and per-
spiring, and dragging one leg wearily after
the other, Jack Raymond informed him that
St. Jim's had won.

“What!”’ shouted Baggy. “Tom
{eam have beaten us? Oh, my hat!
a sorry start!
toffee!”

“Well, T like that!” said Jack Raymond,
bursting out laughing. “Coming from a
fellow who finishes last, half an hour belind
all the rest, it's what you might call sublime
impudence !

“Ha, ha, hal”

Baggy Trimble blinked wrathfully at Ray-
mond.

“You know jolly well T should have finishied
first,”” he said, “if it wasn't for the fact
that I—"

“Can’t run!” said Monty Lowther, finishing
Baggy’s sentence for him.

“Ha, ha, ha!” g

“Dry up, Lowther, you bheast! 1f 1
hadn't ricked my ankle coming down Barton
Hill, T should have romped away with the
race!”

“Perhaps,” said Teddy Clifton, “and per-
haps not. Anyway, we've lost the first
event. And St. Jim's won on their merits;
no question about that. But we’ll see if
we can turn the tables in the second event.”

“Yes, rather!” said Jack Raymond
heartily.

After the runmers had rested, they ad-
journed to the playing-fields.

Taggles, the porter, appeared on the scene
with a long rope and a pail of whitewash.

“Tug-of-war !’ said Tom Merry. “Line up,
you fellows.”

Taggles did some slap-dashing with the
brush, and made a whitewashed line cn the
gra Then the two teams took up their
positions on the rope.

“There will be three separate pulls,” said
Kildare. “Are you ready?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Then—heave!”

points amid a

he said at
y-nine points

Merry's
What
You fellows can’t run for

The St. Jim's fellows threw their
united weight into thef tussle. They dug
their heels into the turf, and lay back,

heaving with might and main.
“Go it!” cried Monty Lowther excitedly.

“& long pull, a strong pull, and pull all
together!”

Tom Merrys team won the first puil—
rather easily, too. But Baggy Trimble's men
hung on stubbornly thie second time. Baggy
himself was at the extreme eund of the rope
—a solid mountain of flesh that took a deal
of shifting.

With a strong, concerted effort, Trimtle’§
team hauled their oppotents oyer the white-
washed line And now came the third aud
deciding pull.

“Come along, St. Jim's!’ shouted
spectators, dashing to and fro and wavins
their arms about like windmills,

That third pull lasted nearly five minutes.
First one team, and then the other, elaimed
a slight advantage, only to lose it again.
. Baggy Trimble played a really great part
in -the grim tussle. He made the utmost
use of his fourteen stone, and his powers
of endurance surprised St. Jim's, who ex-
pected to see him *cave in” long since.

Jack  Raymond aud the others weve
beginning to waver. But Baggy rallied them
with a rousing ery.

“Stick it out, you fellows! We're winning!
Hang on just a minute longer !’ .

Baggy’s men responded gallantly to
appeal, and inch by inch Tom Merry &
gave ground, until at last they eame
sprawling over the line—baffled, exhaust
and beaten!

There were loud cheers for Baggy Trimble.
Poor sportsman tho lie had proved him:
self, up to this stage, he had certainiy
carried his team to ~victory now. Baggy'
face was flushed and radiant.

“That’s one win to us!” he
“We're level now.
Kildare?”

“Lunch!” said the

he running rs
afternoon.”

“Good !™

Pufiing out his chest with
Trituble led his men aa
of the dining hall.

chort!
What's the next event
captain of St
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Thrills—and Spills !
ACK RAYMOXD & Co. leapt into popu-
larity at a bound. The St.
fellows were not slow to apprec
their sportsmanlike qualities.

The seven fellows who had enlisted under
Baggy Trimble's banner were proving them-
selves foemen worthy of their steel. Monty
Lowther christened them the Sporting Seven,
and the name stuck.

Lunch was a merry meal, but the only
fellow who did full justice to it was Baggy
Trimble. ;

“T shall never win thie mile unless I train
on apple dumplings,”” explained Baggy.

“Ha, ha, ha!'”

“It you finish anywhere bhut last in the
mile, the age of acles will have come
back,” said Jack Blake.

“Oh, really, Bl You're only aunoyest
to think you're going to be bheaten!™

After lunch, the rival teams returned to
the playing-fields.

The first event was the
Conway, the champion
Sporting Seven, ought to
event. But he didn’t.

When the pistol was fired, Baggy Trimble
bounded forward, and, instead of keeping
a straight course, he lurched from side to
side, like a round tub in a rough sea. Jauk
Raymond crashed into him, and went sprawi-
ing; and Conway found his path blocked by
a solid wall of desii. He had to dedge
round Baggy Trimble, and thus lost valuabie
time. In the meantime, the 8% i
runners were well away, and Aril
Augustus D’Arcy won a capital race by
yard. :

The Sporting Seven fold Baggy Trimlile
what they thought of him. And they did pat
mince their words.

“Conway would have won that event hands
down, if you hadn't obstructed the ¢ou >
said Jack Raymonid.

“Why not see thie stewards ahout it. and
lodge an objection against Baggy lor
bumping and boring??’ suggested Meunty
Lowtlher.

hundred yarde,
sprinter of the
have won this
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(Coutinued oa page 22.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Putty is Wanted !

86 ILVER!”
Bulkeley of the Sixth rapped out
Jimmy Silver’s name sharply.

Jimmy was going out with his bat
ander his arm, but he stopped at once and
turned back.. Rookwood juniors were always
ready to oblige old Bulkeley; and, moreover,
Bulkeley's tone indicated that delay might
be dangerous. St Jimmy Silver came along
promptly.

*Yes, Bulkeley?”

Bulkeley was frowning.

“Has Grace, of your i'orm, gone out, do
¥ou know, Silver?”

“The pnew kid? I don't know.”

“Well, I want him.”

The voice of Arthur Idward Lovell came
through the open doorway in loud and
impatient tones:

“Are you coming, Jimmy? We're
waiting.”

“Wait a bit, then, old scout!” calied back
Jimmy.

Lovell’s impatient face looked in at the
doorway. “You must stop to talk to some

silly ass when a chap’s waiting for you!” he
said, “You—- Oh, Bulkeley! I-I—
ahem!”

Lovell promptly disappeared again.

“Do you want me to find Grace,
Butkeley?”’ asked Jimmy Silver hastily.

“Yes., Not if you're playing cricket,
though,” said Bulkeley, who was always
considerate, even to fags. “Somebody else
will do.” =k

“Oh, that's all right—only
answered Jimmy Silver cheerily,
for him at once!”

“Send him to my study,” said Bulkeley.

“Right-ho!”

Bulkeley went back to his study, still
frowning, It was easy to guess that the
vialz of wrath were ready to be poured out
on the devoted head of Teddy (race, the
new junior in the Fourth Form.

Jimmy Silver looked out on the steps,
where Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
waiting for him.

“Seen Putty?” he asked.

“In his study, I think,” said Raby.

“Right! You fellows run along; I'll come
after you. Putty is in a row again.”

“Bless him!” grunted Lovell.

The three juniors started for Little Side,
while Jimmy Silver went up to the Fourth
¥orm passage in searci of Teddy Grace.
it was a sunny spring afternoon and a half-
holiday, and most of the fellows were
naturally out of doors; but Putty of the
Fourth was discovered in Study No. 2.

The new junior seemed busy.

Teddy Grace dabbled in water-colours, and
he was now occupied in giving some touches
to a sketch.

“You're wanted, Pulty!” grunted Jimmy
Rilyer at the door,

“Can’t come!”

“ Bulkeley wants you!”

Tur Porvrar.-—No. 216.
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“Bother Bulkeley!” answered Teddy
Grace, without locking up.
“Fathead! You're to go at-once. Is that

Putty's sketch.

“It’ss going to be,” said Putty cheerfully.
“Don’t you recognise the scene?”

Jimmy Silver gazed at it attentively.
Putty's art was rather of the impressionist
order, and so it was not really easy to guess
what the picture was intended to represent.

“Battle scene?” asked Jimmy,

“Ass!” answered Putty impolitely.

“Well, I suppose that's cannon
isn't it?”

“Don’t
them?”

“H'm! Not when I see them looking like

smoke,

you know clouds when you see

that!” said Jimmy, with a grio. “Tsn't
that a big gun in the middle of the
picture?”

“Don’t you know a bridge when you see
it?” snorted Putty.
“0Oh, my hat!”

“It’s the little bridge over the Croft
Brook,” explained Putty. “Of ceurse, it's
not finished yet. I'm going there again this
afternoon.”

“Better go and see Bulkeley first.”

“Bother Bulkeley! What does he want?”
asked Teddy Grace crossly.

“He wants you, and I faney it's a case
for the ashplant!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.

“Some more of your monkey-tricks, I
suppose.” E .
“Well, he'll have to wait a bit.,”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“You're a new kid here, Putty,” he
remarked; “but you must have learned by
this time that the captain of the school

can't be kept waiting, You're going at
once.”
“Rats!”

“Otherwise I shall help you along. I've
got a bat here, and I'll help you—"

“Look here—"

“Like that!” continued Jimmy,
the bat into play.

“Ow!” roared Putty. “You silly a3s——"

“And like that—and that—"

Putty of the Fourth dodged frantically as
Jimmy Silver lunged with the bat, He had
to dodge out of the study, and Jimmy
cheerily drove him along to the stairs, still
lunging.

BYou silly chump!” roared Putty, turning
on the staircase ianding. “You howling
idiot, I tell you—— Yarooh!”

. “Have some more?”

ST —"

“You'll trot along,” agreed Silver. “I'm
wasting too much time on you now. There's
another!”

“Yooop!”

Putty of the Fourth fled down the stairs.
Jimmy Silver followed him, with his bat
ready for action. The capbain of the school
was not to be kept waiting, even by the
cheekiest jumior at Rookwood.

Teddy Grace turned on the next landing,
with a red and wrathful:face.

bringing

i

“Look here, Jimmy Silver,  you silly
chump——1" . |

“I'll keep it up asy long a3 you do,”
answered Jimmy, lunging with the bat.
“There's one-—-and there’s another—and
there——"

But. the new junior had had enough; ths
bat was not to be argued with, He jumped
back and fled down the lower staircase.

It was unfortunate for Tubby Muffin, the
fattest junior on the Classical side of Rook-
wood, that he happened to be coming
upstairs just then.

Putty came round the curve of the stair-
case at full speed, and met Tubby in fult
career. The collision was terrific.

Tubby Muffin sat down, clutching at the
banisters and roaring, Putty reeled back
from the shock and sprawled.

“Yarooh!" roared Tubby.
the thump—— Oh! Ow!”

“Oh!” gasped Putiy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you—you thumping ass!’ splutfered
Tubby Muffin, scrambling up in grea$ wrath.
“You dangerous lunatic! You're always
playing tricks. I'll jolly well teach you to
biff mne over on the stairs!”

Tubby Muffin was not{ usually a fighting-
man, but he was roused to great wrath by
the shock he had received, He fairly huried
himself upon the sprawling Putty, punching
right and left.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Jimmy Silver, “Co
it, Tubby!”

“Ow-ow-ow! Gerroft!”

Thump, thamp, thump!

“There, you silly ass—there, you chump—
biffing a fellow over on the staircase! Take
that—and that!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Putty of the Fourth struggled wildly under
the weight of the fat Classical. He was at
a disadvantage, sprawling on his back on
the stairs, with the fat Tubby scrambling
over him, The yells of the unfortunate
Putty woke the echoes of Rookwood.

Townsend of the Fourth looked up from
below.

“You'd better chuck that!” he called out.
“Bulkeley’s coming!”

Thump, thump!

“Yoop! Help! Dragimoff!”

Jimmy Silver ran down and collared Tubby
Muffin, jerking him away from his victim,
as Bulkeley appeared on the scene,

“What'’s the thundering row about?” ex-
claimed the captain of Rookwood angrily.

“Yow-ow-ow!" gasped Putty, sitting up
dazedly. “Oh dear—oh!”

“Biffed me over!” roared Tubby Muffin
indignantly. “He’s always playing tricks.
Just like a monkey! Biffed me over! I'l
biff him!”

“More of

“ What—what

your pranks, I suppose, you

young rascal!” growled Bulkeley, helping
Putty his feet by the collar.

“Ow! It was an accident o

‘v

s: I know your accidents, you young
sweep! Come along!” <
And the hapless Pufty was marched off ¢
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Bulkeley's study, with the Rookwood cap-
tain’s grasp upon his collar.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Straight Tip!

EDDY GRACE gasped for breath as
he put his collar straight in George
Bulkeley’s study.
Rookwood
frowning brow,
. Since he had been at Rookwood the new
junior' had heen in bot water more times
thas he could count. His predilection for
Practical jokes of all sorts and sizes had
become too well known for his comfort.

It was quite useless for him to plead not
gml_ty. Any other fellow could have an
accident, and it was an accident; but an
accident in Putty's case was put down at
once to his “monkey-tricks.”

S0 he did not even attempt to explain
the disaster on the staircase. He waited
meekly for Bulkeley to begin.

“Well, you young rascal?” said the prefect
at last.

“Oh, Bulkeley!” murmured Putty.

“You've been trespassing!”

“Eh?”

“As you're a mew kid you mayn't know
that Sir Leicester Stuckey objects to feliows
going over his ground,” said Bulkeley. “You
ought to know, however, that Stuckey Croft
is out of bounds.” i

“Stuckey Croft!” repeated Putty. <1
baven't been there—really, Bulkeley! L
heard that some fellows went there the
other day, and there was some trouble; but
I wasn't one of them, really.”

Bulkeley gave him a sharp look.

“Some fellows were asked there to tea,
over the phone,” he said. "It came out

The captain of

regarded him with a

that Sir Leicester hadn't asked them, as
they thought. It was somebody playing a
trick.”

“Was it, really??

“It hasn’t come out who did it. I've
got my suspicions. Things like that didn’t
happen before you came to Rookwood.”

“QOh, Bulkeley!”

“Sir Leicester Stuckey was very angry, and
he’s made no end of complaints,” continued
the captain of Rookwood. *“Now he's com-
plaining again about Rookwood fellows going
about his grounds without permission. You've
been seen there—along the Croft Brook.”

“Qh!” said Putty. ‘“That’s all right,
Bulkeley. There’s a footpath across, you
know. Anybody can use the plank bridge.”

“So long as they don't leave the foot-
path,” said Bulkeley. “But you do—or you
did. And Sir Leicester has complained.”

“Well, I may have gone along the stream
to sketch——"

“You had better go along some other
“gtream to sketch, then!” answered Bulkeley.

“Byut I've got to finish my picture!” urged
Putty. “I'm painting a really good water-
c¢olour of the brook and the plank bridge,
and—"

Bulkeley picked up his cane.

“T helieve you knew the place was out
of bounds,” he said. “Anyway, you know
it now. You're not to use that footpath
again, and you're not to go anywhere near
the Croft Brook. The Head’s waxy with old
Stuckey ringing him up to complain.”

“But my picture—"

“What?? ’

“My plcture isn't finished—"

“Hold out your hand!” thundered Bulkeley.

Swish!

“Qw!i” .

“That’s a tip!” said Bulkeley grimly.
“¥ow, whether you go to Croft Brook to
sketehh or to play monkey-tricks I don't
know. But I know that if you go there
again, under any circumstances whatever,
I shall take you-to the Head for a flogging!”

“Oh dear!”

“Keep that in mind!” said Bulkeley
sternly. “If you're ever found near the place
again you'll be flogged! That footpath is
out of hounds for Rookwood fellows, owing
to the trouble it’s caused. Do you think
you can remember that, or shall 1 give you
another lck to impress it on your mind?”

“Y_J think I can remember Bulkeley!”
gasped Putty.

“Mind you do! You're giving altogether
too much trouble for a mew kid!” growled
Bulkeley. “I think you'll have sense e€nough
to keep clear of the place now, though. I
hope so, for your own sake. You can cut!”

Putty of the Fourth was glad enough to
hcut'”

He left Bulkeley’s study, rubbing his palm
dolorously. As it happened, his intentions
in visiting Sir Leicester Stuckey’s property
were quite harmless; but he was becoming
a dog with a bad name, so to speak.

He returned to his stady in a thoughtful
mood.

Putty was a determined youth, not to
say an optimistic one, and he was very keen
on finishing his impressionist picture of the
Croft Brook. He was conscious of good in-
tentions, though he was not given the credit
for.them. And it really was gelfish and in-
considerate of Sir Lelcester Stuckey to wish
to bar off a promising young artist from the
scene of liig artistic labours.

“I'm jolly well going, all the same!” mur-
mured Putty, as he packed up his sketching

materials. “Bulkeley's an and old
. Stuckey is a beast! I'm going, all the
same—-"

“% say, Putty—"

The {fat face of his study-mate, Tubby
Muflin, looked in at the door. His eyes
lingered on Putty’s satchel.

“Cut!” snapped Putty.

“Where are you going, all the same?”

grinned the fat Classical.

“ Br-r-r-rer !”

“Bulkeley’s just gone ont,” said Tubby
Muffin. “He's gone over to Abbeywood. I
think. He's got a relation in hospital there.
I—1 say, wharrer you going to do with that
stump, Putty?”

“I'm going to give a fat bounder a thump-
ing good licking!”

Tubby backed into the passage.

“1 say, Putty, old chap, don't bear malice.
you know!” he urged, from outside the door-
way. “You biffed me over, and I thumped
you, so it's fair and square. You shouldn’t
play tricks, you know!”

“Tt was an accident, you fat duffer!”

“Oh, yes, I know! You're always having
accidents!” grinned Tubby. “But, I say.
don't be waxy, you know! I-—I was jolly
glad when you bheecame wmy study-mate,
Putty, old chap! I never went for you as
Higgs did. did 1?7

“You couldn’t!”

“Well, I wouldn’t, anyway. The fact.is,
I never liked a chap so much as I did you,
Putty !”

“Bosh !”

“And I'll tell you what,” contirued Tubby
confidentially, but keeping a wary eye upon
his study-mate. “Now you've had a remit-
tance, Putty—"

“How do you
tance?”

“1 happened to see you open the letier.
What do you say to a real good spread in
the study?”’ asked Tubby eagerly. “I'll do
the shopping for you. I'll do the cooking.
In fact, I'll do everything. All you've got
to do is to stand the tin,” said the fat

know I've had a remit-

Classical generously, “What do you say,
Putty?”

“Rats!”

“What have you got in that satchel,
Putty?”

“B8ketching things, fathead!”

“1 tlink it’s jolly selfish of a fellow to
take his tuck away and feed by himself!”
said Tubby Muffin loftily. “There isn’t any
fun in a picnic all by yourself, Putty!”

“I'm not going on a pienic, you fat cor-
morant !” growled Putty.

Tubby Muffin winked.

“I'll come with you, old chap!” hie said.

“Do—and I'll roll you in the brook!”
answered Putty.

“If you don’t want my company, Teddy
Grace——" said Tubby in a very lofty tone.

“Well, T don’t!”

“Ahem! He, he, he! I can take a j
with anyhody,” said Tubby Muffin. *
he, he! Shall we start now, Putty?”

“I'm going to start,” answered Putty,
“and if I see you around I’ll scalp you! It's
not a picnie, and you can go and eat ccke!”

Putty came out of the study, and Tubby
Muffin dodged away. The new junior went
downstairs, and Tubby followed him—at a
cautious distance—into the quad. As Teddy
Grace neared the gates he looked back, and
found the fat Classical on his track.

As Putty of the Fourth was going cut of
bounds, with a flogging hanging over bhis
head in case of discovery, he naturaliy had
a strong objection to Tubby’s company. Any-
thing that happened within the knowledge
of Tubby was pretty! certain to hecome
known far and wide.

Putty turned back, and charged towards

oke
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the fat Classical with his satchel swinging
in the alr.

Tubby Muffin gave him one alarmed blink
and fled.

“Stop!” roared Putty. “T'ra geoing to
sealp you! Come back, Muffin!”

Instead of coming back Tubby Mufin pui
on speed, his fat little legs going like elook-
work, in the direction of the cricket-field,

Putty of the Fourth chuckled, and wenk
cheerily out of gates, satisfied that he was
rid of the inguisitive Tubby for the after<
noo?. But that was a little mistake cr his
part. i

Tubby gave him five minutes’
then rolled after him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
in Deadly Peril!
PUTTY of the Fourth was at work, °

start, awpd

For once. he was busy withond
being engaged upon practical johes
or “monkey-tricks ” of any Lkind.

About a hundred yards fréom the plapk
bridge he was ensconced under the trees,
husily daubing.

The greatest of impressionist pictures ever
exhibited was not guite so thoroughiy im.
pressionist as Putty's work. Even the artist
himself was a Uttle puzzled at times to dis-
tinguish between his trees, his bridges, and
bis clouds. But he was enjoying the pursuit
of his art, and, after all, that was the chief
coucern,

Putty had forgotten all about Sir
Leicester Stuckey and Bulkeley and every-
hody else, like a true artist, in the midst
of creative effort, He did not see or hear
Tubby Muffin approaching.

He gave -a jump, and dabbed a daub
that was more impressionist than ever as
the fat Classical suddenly tapped him em
the shoulder.

“0Oh! You ass!” gasped Putty.

“He, he, hel”

“You—you fat chump!
doing here?”

Tubby Muffin grinned.

“You're out of bounds, Putty!" lic said,
wagging an admonitory fat forefinger ag
Teddy Grace.

“8o are you!” growled Puily,

“That doesn’t matter so much—I'm &«
a tricky monkey, always getting inte Lo
water!” grinned Tubby. “You're geing io
have a flogging if you're caught here. I
heard Bulkeley gay so0.”

“Oh, buzz off!”

“Where’s the grub?”

“Eh? What grub?”

“The picnic?2”

“There isn't any picuie, you fat duffer:™
shouted*Putty, in great exasperation. “Fve
come here to paint.”

Tubby Muffin knitted his hrows sternly.
“Now, look here, Putty,” he sald. “I'm
willing to be friendly. I'm willing to join
you in the picnie. I'm willing to go halves
with you. I can't say fairer than that,
can I¢”

‘“Fathead!”

“It's no good trying to pull my leg,”
continued Tubby. “I'm pretty sharp. Yeu
have to get up very early in the morning
to pull the wool over my eyes, I can tell
you! It’s no good telling me that you've
come here to daub that silly rot—"

“That what?”

“Silly rot!” sald the cheerful Tubby.
“You've come here to have the feed all
to yourself, and I think it's greedy—-selfish,
in fact. I hate selfishness. You wouldn’t
go out of bounds simply to play the goat
with that silly daubing—— Yaroooh!”?

The exa?emted artist lost patience. Tubhy
Muffin suddeunly found himself sitting on
the grass, without any clear idea as to how
he had got there.

“Wow, wow, wow!"” gasped Tubby. “Why,
you rotter, I've a jolly good mind to tell
Bulkeley. believe he’s coming home this
way, and I'll go and meet him, and—"

“Shut up!”

Tubby sat In the grass and blinked at
Teddy Grace in great wrath. He had come
there for a feed, not a bumping.

“Yow-ow! You rotter! If you haven't
got a feed here, you're playing some trick
on old Stuckey, and bring him howling along
to Roockwood again. I'm not going te iet
you! "I’ll jolly well go and meet Bulke-

What are you
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grinned Putty, “It’s not safe. I've looked
at it.”

“I'm going—-

“If you do we shall lose the fattest idiot
at Rookwood, and some home for idiots will
be deprived of a future inmafe!”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Tubby.

He scrambled to his fect and started
aiong the brook. There was evidently no
prospect of joining in the feed—if feed there
were. ;

Putty called after him, really anxious:

“Don't go on the plank, Tubby! 1L tell
. you it's not safe!”

“You can’t spoof me!”
“I've looked at it, you fat idioct!” howled

Putty. *“I was going to the other side my-
self, only it wouldn't do. The wcod's
rotted,”

“Rats!”

Tubby Muffin kept on without looking back.
But he stopped all of a sudden. On the
other slde of the brook, coming through the
trees, a stalwart figure appeared in sight.
It was Bulkeley of the Sixth.

Teddy Grace, farther along the stream,
was not in view, but Tubby Mnuffin’s fat
figure was fairly under Bulkeley’'s eyes as
the captain of Rookwood came towards the
brook,

Bulkeley knitted his brows as he saw him,
and hurried his steps towards the plank
bridge. "

“Muffin!” he exclaimed.

“0h crumbs!” gasped Tubby. &I-I—
I'm not here, Bulkeley—— I—1 mean, I've
only just come—I mean, I was just going.
1 say, that bridge isn't safe!”

Bulkeley came striding across the plank.

The plank bridge, which was seldom used,
had long been out of repair, but it might
have been crossed successfully with caution.
But the rapid and heavy strides of the big
Sixth-Former were too much for the rotted
plank. There wag a loud crack as Bulkeley
reached the middle.

Tubby Mufiin stared at him blankly, in
horror,

As the plank gave way Bulkeley staggered
back, the water swishing over. his boots.
Then he fell headlong.

The brook was not deep; but as Bulkeley
crashed backwards his head struck the broken
plank, and he rolled helplessly into the
water and plunged under.

Tubby Muffin stood rooted in the grass of
the bank, frozen with horror.

Bulkeley’s head came up.

His face was white and his
closed. He was unconsclous,

“Graece!” shrieked Tubby. ©“Teddy Grace!
Putty!” g

“Oh, shut up!’ ¥

Putty of the Fourth was at some distance,
and he was busy. He had seen and heard
nothing of Bulkeley so far.

Tubby Muffin ran frantically back along
the bank.

“Putty—Bulkeley—in the
ing!” he gasped.

“What?"”

“He'll be drowned!” shrioked Tubby.

Putty jumped up, forgetful even of his
picture. He ran out from under the trees
to the water’s edge. A white face glim-
mered on the water as the unconscious
captain of Rookwood was swept by into the
deeper water below the bridge.

“Good heavens!” paunted Teddy.

He pitched off his cap and jacket and
plunge¢ in, without stopping a second to
think.

It was fortunate that Putiy of the Fourth
was a good swimmer. With powerful strokes
he reached the unconscious Sixth-Former
and grasped him, bringing Bulkeley's head
well above the water.

. Tubby Muffin watched him from the bank
in gasping terror. %

Dulkeley was quite unconscious. But for
Putty’s prompt aid he would have drifted
into the deep water and dicappeared. But
a strong grasp was on him now, and Putty,
swimming stoutly, made for the bank, keep-
ing the uncorscions prefect's head well up.

It was a hard struggle for the junior,
good swimmer as he was, for he was in
deep water vow, and the current was strong
He was white from his excrtions as he
struggled to the rushes.

*“Help me, Muflin, you fool!” Le panted.

Tubby Mufiin woke from a trance, as it
were, and plunged into the shallow by the
bank up to his knees and lent hig aid.
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eyes were

water—drown-

Bulkeley was dragged ashore into the grass.
Tubby Muffin was splashed from head to
foot with water and mud, and he sank down
gasping in the grass beside Bulkeley.

“Ow, ow, ow!” he spluttered.
wet! Wow! I'm muddy! Ow!”

Putty dragged himself from the stream.
e was gasping for breath, and almost at
the end of his tether. And for some moments
he remained in the grass, breathing spas-
modically, while his strength returned.

“I—T'm

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Keeping It Dark!

73 H dear!” gasped Tubby Mufiin. “I
—I'm wet!™
Putty rose with an effort. He

was streaming with water, and
was a good deal wetter than Tubby Muffin.
Bulkeley lay in the grass, his face white
and seb: but there was a trace of colour
creeping into his cheeks, and he was stirring
slightly. E .

The Rookwood captain was coming to him-
self.

“0h, my hat!
Grace.

“I'm wet, Putty—wet all over—-"

“ Bother you!”

“Why, you unfeeling rotter!” howled
Tubby indignantly. *“Suppose I catch cold—
and influenza—and pneumonia—-"

“Bulkeley seems all right,” remarked Putty,
utterly regardless of those terrible risks
that fat Classical was running. “He's coming
to. He'll be all right in a minute. Oh
crumbs—and that means a flogging for me!”
sjaculated Putty, as the precise situation
dawned upon him. .

“Serve you right!” retorted Tubby Muffin.
“T'm as wet as anything, and you don't care
if I catch—"

“Oh, dry up a minute! What the dickens
am I going to do? I'm jolly well not going
to be flogged, and Bulkeley's bound to report
me—he always keeps his word—-"

“Ow, ow! I'm soaked—"

Putty made up his mind swiftly.

Bulkeley was fast coming to himself, and
as soon as his eyes opened they would
rest on Putty—with direful results to that
disobedient youth, Bulkeley, in regard to
Putty, had been acting under the Head’s
instructions—and even the fact that Putty
had dragged him out of the water would
not excuse him for leaving his duty undone.
It was possible that the prefect's gratitude
might save Putty from the promised flog-
ging—but it was not by any means certain—
and the junior was naturally not disposed
to take the risk.

Bulkeley did not need his care, and thongh
Putty would not have left him alone, Tubby
Muffin was there, and he could remain.

Putty decided at once. He clapped the
grumbling Tubby on the shoulder.

“I'm going to cut off,” he said hurriedly.
“You stay with Bulkeley, Muffin—you're not
hooked for a flogging—"

“I'm wet!”

“Don’t mention my name,” went on Putty.
“Bulkeley saw you, didn't he?”

“Yes—— I say, I'm awfully wet——"

“Well, then, you can stay; and if you
don't mention that I've been here, Tubby,
I'tl stand you a feed in the study this
evening.”

Tubby Muffin looked more attentive. He
even forgot for a moment that he was wet,

“What sort of a feed?” he asked
cautiously.

“ Anything you like!” said Putty desper-
ately, as the prefect stirred again. “If
Bulkeley knows I've been here, I'm done
for. It's a flogging from the Head.”

“1 know that, Will there be a cake?”

“Yes, yes!”

Putty grabbed up his sketching things in
hot haste.

“And tarts?” called out Tubby.

“Yes, yes, yesi”

“All right, then! I say, what about
one of the sergeant’s pies—"

But Putty of the Fourth was gone. He
disappeared through the trees,  with his
belongings under his arms and in his bands;
and did not stop to pack them till he had
sprinted across a field, and escaped into a
lane. After that, Le took the road to Rook-
wood.

He was not feeling very cheerful now. He
was soaked to the skin, and hig impressionist
picture was indefjnitely postponed. He left
a track of water’behind him in the dusk as
he trotted along for some distance.

What a go!” gasped Teddy

Grand Spring Programme ol Stories coming Shortly!

Near Rookwood he stopped to make himself
as presentable as he could before entering
the school; he did not want his state to
attract attention.

Fortunately, most of the fellows were still
on the cricket-ground, and - Putty was able
to dodge into the House unnoticed.

He pitched his satechel into his study,
and hurried up to the Fourth Form dormi-
tory to change his clothes and dry himself.

His damp clothes were tucked away safely
out of sight; and in a very short time Putty
of the Fourth descended from the dormitory
looking as bright and clean as a new pin.

He sauntered cheerfully out of the School
House, feeling none the worse for his adven-
ture, but conscious that it behoved him to
keep that adventure very carefully secret.

“Hallo! Where have you been this after-
noon?” asked Higgs, meeting him in the
guadrangle.

% Sketching, dear boy!”

“ What rot!” said Higgs.

Putty smiled and walked on to the cricket-

ground. Jimmy Silver greeted him with a
frown.

“Hallo, slacker! Xot much more light for
practice!”

“ Better late than never!” answered Putly
cheerfully,

“Well, get your bat, and let us see what
you can do,” said the captain of the Fourth.

Teddy Grace complied. He was very willing
to be occupied at cricket when Bulkeley
arrived, in case there should be any linger-
ing suspicion in the prefect’s mind that he
had been on Sir Leicester Stuckey's land that
afternoon.

Jimmy Silver took the ball, and Putty
stood up cheerfully to the bowling of the
Fourth Form's champion bowler, and it was
some time before his sticks went down.
Jimmy Silver condescended to give the new
juniof an approving look.

“Not bad!” he said.

“Not at all,” agreed Putty. “Will you be
wanting me for the junior eleven?”

Jimmy sniffed.

“I'm at your service if you do, you know,”
said Putty.

“The eleven isn’t at your service, though,”
answered Jimmy. “You've got too much
nerve for a new kid, Putty. I suppose you've
been up to some of your tricks this after-
noon.”

“Tricks!” repeated Putty.

“If I find pepper in my teapof, or mustard
in my cake, I shall come along to your study
and bring a stump!” growled Jimmy Silver.
“Hallo, Algy! What's the row?”

Jimmy's cousin, Algy of the Third, had
just arrived, at full speed, breathless with
excitement.

“Guess!” he gasped.

“No time—get it off your chest!”

“What about him?” asked Teddy Grace
quickly. “Has the silly ass been chattering—
1 mean—"

“Oh, it's true!” said Algy. “I wouldn't
have believed it, but Bulkeley sald so him-
self. Come on—they’'re just going in! [
came to tell you, Jimmy! Fancy—Tubby
Muffin—that fat chump! Come on!”

And Algy cut off again.

“But what’s bappened?” roared Jimmy
Silver, in surprise.

But the fag was gone—evidently bursting
with the surprising news, whatever it was.
And Jimmy Silver, in great wonder, followed
him—and so did Teddy Grace.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Borrowed QGlory !
EORGE BULKELEY opened his eyes,
with a gasping breath.
He gazed round him dazedly, and
started as he* saw Tubby Muflin
squeezing the water out of his clothes.

“ What—what's happened?” muttered
Bulkeley faintly.

“I'm wet!”

“«What?”

“Wet all over!” growled Tubby.

Bulkeley sat up in the grass, still dazed,
and .put his hand to his head. There was
a bump, where he had struck the plank,
and he was feeling sick and dizzy.

“I—1 remember now!” he muttered. “I[—I
must have been stunned, T think. Oh, my
head! But—but I fell in the water, My
hat! Did you pull me out, Mufin?”

Bulkeley was looking round him; there was
no one in sight but the fat Classical, Tubhy,
who was squeézing the water out of his
jacket, blinked at him,

O’y One Fellow at Rookwood Disbelieves Tubby’s Deed ! That is Putty ! Does He Teli ?
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.“Y yanked you out by the collar,” he
. &nswered.

“Weli, my hat!”

Tubby Muffin’s statement was quite
correct ; he had dragged Bulkeley out by the
collar after Teddy Grace had brought him
into the rushes.

But as there was no one else on the spot,
George Bulkeley naturally supposed that
Tubby had done more than that. He knew
he must have floated downstream after fall-
ing into the water. :

“Where did you get me out, Tubby?” he
asked.

“Just here.”

“The water’s deep bhere,” sald Bulkeley,
with a look of blank wonder at the fat
Clagsical.

“And jolly wet, too!” grunted Tubby.

“I never knew you were such a swimmer,
Muffin.”

“guch a—a—a what?” exclaimed Tubby,
staring at the captain of Rookwood inm his
turn. “Oh, I—I see! Just so—quite so!
Oh, I'm simply a splendid swimmer, Bulke-
ley—first-rate, in fact!”

Tubby was under striet injuctions not to
mention that Teddy Grace had been there,
and the feed in the study depended onm it, s0
Tubby had to be very careful to keep his
compact. But it dawned uwpon Lim that
Bulkeley must be aware that someone had

gone into the stream for- him, at a very
great risk. A glimmer came into Tubby’s
round eyes. For the first time it came into

his mind that here was glory to be reaped—

cheap.

Glory did not often come Tubby's way.
He was distinguished for his gargantuan
appetite, for hig marvellous scent for a. feed,
and for his uncommon powers as a borrower
of cash, But thesq distinctions could not
exactly be called glorious. And here was
glory—going cheap, as it were—to be had
for the asking.

Almost unconsciously Tubby began to swell.

His fat conscience was satisfied with the
plea that he was bound to keep Putty's
secret, after promising to do so. His
promige suddenly assumed an unaccustomed
sacredness in Tubby’s eyes.

He simply couldn’t go back on Putty, who
trusted him! And if the alternative was to
et Bulkeley believe that he—Reginald Muffin
—had performed an action of great valour,
what was Tubby to do?

After all, he would have done it if Putty
hadn’t—or, at least, he would have if he
could have—so it came to the same thing,
really—or. at least, Tubby tiried to believe
that it did.

George Bulkeley was silent for some
minutes, getting his breath and rubbing his
head. He was not muech hurt, and he was
recovering fast. More than anything else,
he felt utter amazement that it was Tubby
Muffin who was his rescuer.

For he knew that only a hefty swimmer,
and a plucky one to boot, could have got
him out of the water; and Tubby certainly
was not famous for either quality.

Tubby, growing more important in his
Jooks every moment, finished squeezing his
jacket, and put it on. He was already reflect-
ng how much Bulkeley’s gratitude would be
worth to him.

_When this got out it would make some
fellows feel small, Tubby reflected—fellows
who called him a fat grampus, and a fat
frog, and things like that, and never believed
he could do anything but demolish great
quantities of tuck. g

Bulkeley’s voice interrupted these pleasant
reflections. The prefect had risen to his feet,
and was regarding the fat junior thought-
fully.

“I'm very much obliged to you, Muffin!”

“Not at all, Bulkeley! Don’t mench!” said
the fat Classical, in quite an =airy way.
“Jolly glad I happened to be on the spot,
that's all, Right chap in the right place—
what?”

“You must have had some trouble with me
in the water,” said Bulkeley. “I was quite
unconscious, till I came to just now.”

“Well, it was a bit of trouble,” confessed

- Tubby Muffin, “You're rather heavy, you
know.”

“It beats me!” caid the captain of Rook-
wood., “I—I mean, I'm deeply obliged to you.
1 should never have thought—ahem! You
ran a great deal of risk coming into deep
water for me.”

“Never stopped to think of it!” said the
cheerful Tubby. “Just tackled the job, you
know, and put it through. Efficiency, you
know. That’s me all over.”

Bulkeley smiled.
“1t was plucky!” he said.
“Well, as you make a point of it, Bulke-

ley, I admit It was plucky,” said Tubby
Muffin modestly. “FPm not the chap to brag,
I hope. Still, it was plucky. The Muffins

are a plucky familgw As for me, personally,
1 don't mind mentioning to you, Bulkeley,
that I'm as brave as a lion.”

And Jubby Muffin swelled, till he really
seemed 1n danger of sharing the fate of the
frog in the fable.

_“Better get in and get these
off,” said Bulkeley. “We may
Better run.”

“Right you are, Bulkeley! I say, you're
not going to report me for heing out of
bounds, are vou?” asked the fat Classical
anxiously.

“Under the circumstances, I think I can
undertake to let you off for that,” said

wet things
catch cold.
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“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles. “But
Muffin 8 =

“I'm awfully wet, sir!” put is Tubby im:
portantly. “Soaked to the skin, sir! But I
don’t mind. I've saved Bulkeley's life—

haven’t I, Bulkeley?”

“Tt's true, sir,”’ said the Rookwsood eaptain,
as Mr. Bootles blinked at the fat Classical
over his glasses in great astonisbment, and
several fellows gathered round curiousiy.. “I
knocked my head on the plank, I think, and
lost my senses. Muffin must have gone into
deep water for me, and how he got me ount
goodness only knows. He's much heftier than
anybody ever thought!”

“Bless my soul!” said the amazed Mr.
Bootles. “Muffin, I am very pleased with
you! I should never have dreamed-—
ahem!—"

“It was my pluck, sir,” aid Tubby cheer-
fully.

- o

A LEAP TO SAVE HIS
“ Bulkeley—he’s in the water!
jumped up.
wood was swept by.

to think,

CAPTAIN !
He'll
A white face glimmerad on the water as the captain of Rook-~
““ Good heavens !’ panted Qrace.
his jacket and plunged into the whirling torrent without stopping a second
(See Chapter 4.)

Tubby Muffin ran up, panting.
be drowned !’ he crisd. Putty

He pitched off

Bulkeley, with a smile. “But you mustn't
do it again.”

«'Pisn’'t as if I%was a bounder always play-
ing tricks, like Putty, for instance, is it?”
said Tubby, with a grin.

“No,” said Bulkeley, with a nod. “Quite
different. But what did you come here for,
Muffin 7~

“J—I thought there was a pienic,
there wasn’t,” said Tubby.

Builkeley laughed. Tubby's presence by the
Croft Brook was fully explained. The cap-
tain of Rookwood was crossing the field with
long, rabid strides, and Tubby Muffin kept
at a trot to keep pace with him. He was
soon gasping for breath, but Bulkeley would
not let him slacken down. It was necessary
to keep warm till the web clothes could be
changed. “

They arrived at Rookwood in quite a warm
glow.

Mr. Bootles met them as they came in at
the gates, and he stopped and looked at
Bulkeley quickly.

“What has happened?”’ he
“You look—" ¢

“An accident, sir,” said Bulkeley.
plank on the Croft Breok went,
trumbled in.” .

and

exclaimed.

T he
and I

“ What?2"

“Pluck, sir! I've got no end of pluck. #sk
Bulkeley. He knows.”

Bulkeley strode on. and Tubby Muflin

trotted after him, leaving the Fourth Form
master blinking. 1f it had been Jimmy
Silver, or Lovell, or Tommy Dodd, Mr. Bootles
would not have been surprised; but the idea
of Tubby Muffin as a hero needed geiting
used to.

There was a buzz of surprise among ihe
Rookwood fellows who had heard whaf was
said. The news spread on all sides. Bulkeley
and Tubby Muffin had disappeared into the
House when Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived from
the cricket-field.

But they soon learned the news,

And the
f and emphatic coimment of Jimmy Siive

©r

atst”

THE SIXTH GHAPTER.
Official !

£ UBBY MUFFIN!"
“He's saved Bulkeley's lifel”
“Ratsl:

“Bulkeley says so!”
“Then he's dreaming!”
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Tubby Muffin Enjoys Himself—But How Long Does His Borrowed Glory Last ?
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“If Bulkeley thinks so, it’s time he woke
up!” said Arthur Edward Lovell emphati-
cally. “What do_you thirk, Putty?”.

Putty of the Tourth had quite a dazed
look. The news that there had been an
heroic rescue, end that Tubby Muflin, of the
Ulassical Fourth, was the herole rescuer,
simply flabbergasted Teddy Grace. Ag for
the credit that might have been reaped from
hiz exploit, the scamp of Rookwood had not
given that a thought; but still less had he
surmised that Tubby Muffin would lay claim
to that same credit.

“1 think it’s rot!"” gasped Putty. “I'm
jolly sure Tubby never went into the water
for Bulkeley ”

“I'll believe it if T hear Bulkeley say so,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“He's in the dorm,. changing.
right enough,” sald Mornington. “Wet and
muddy. So was Bulkeley. The fat bounder
says he rescued Bulkeley at the risk of his
life—owing to his tremendous pluck——""

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He's modest about it!” grinned Lovell.

“Well, that's what he says,” said® Morn-
ington, laughing. “Gammon, of course.”

“Spoof!” agreed Jimmy Silver, “Let’s ask
Bulkeley.”

“Yes, rather!”

Quite a crowd of fellows went along to
Bulkeley's room. Jimmy Silver knocked.

“You at home, Bulkeley?”

*Ves. What do you want?”

‘:%Vou've been in the water?”

iRt

“There’s a yarn that Tubby Mufin fetched
yvou out,” said Jimmy, through the door.
Nothing in it, of course?”
“It's true, Silver.”

“Fh?”

“Quite true.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“Muffin fetched me out
risking his life to do i%,”
from within, “Never mind his swank—he
did it! Now cut oftf!”

Jimmy Silver almost tottered away from
Bulkeley's door. The news was nearly too
much for him.

It — it —it’s  true!” babbled Jimmy.
“Tubby—Tubby Muffin did it! My only hat!”

“Qreat Scott!"

“The fat bounder—he didn't!”
Putty indignantly.

“Bosht! If Bulkeley says so, it i3 g0,” said
Jimmy Silver; “and that cettles it. You
fellows, we haven't done Tubby justice.
There’s more in Tubby than meets the eye.”

“And there's plenty of him that meets the
eve, too!” remarked Mornington.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tubby Muffin!” said Jimmy. “Tubby—a
giddy herof Who'd have thought it? Let's
¢o and see him, and hear all about fit.
Tubby Muffin—my hat!”

And nearly all the Fourth Torm marched
up to the dormitory to Interview Tubby
Muffin—Rookwood's Hero!

THE END.

He's wet,

of deep water,
said DBulkeley,

exclaimed

-

(Vou will enjoy next week's tale of Rook-
wood.

It's grand!)
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(Continued from page 17.)

5 «THE SPORTING SEVEN!”
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“Ha, ha, hal”

The next event was the guarter-mtle, and
Jack Raymond & Co. were very careful to
kte'ep out of Baggy Trimble’'s way at the
start.

This was a glorious race. Talbot of St.
Jim’s took the lead, only to have it wrested
from him by Carr. Then Carr, in turn, was
overhauled by Tom Merry, who travelled
at top speed. In the last lap, Jack Raymond
seemed to spring up suddenly from nowhere.
He caught Tom Merry when Tom was half a
dozen yards from the tape, and there was a
sensational finish, Raymond winning by what
Monty Lowther described as the width of
an eyelash,

Each team had now won a couple of
events.

The mile proved a great attraction. Bagoy
Trimble, having laid a solld foundation by
eating four apple dumplings, felt confident
of winning. But Baggy was left at the post.

A thrilling neck-and-neck rtace between
Talbot and Jimmy Brown ended in a vietory
for the St. Jim's fellow.

Talbot collapsed at the finish, for he had
made a desperate fight for victory, sparing
neither speed nor stamina.

“We're losing ground,” said Bagey Trimble,
wagging an admonishing forefinger at his
men.

“Then, why don’t you
said Teddy Clitton.

“I'm just going to,” said Baggy. “Tt’s
the ohstacle race next.”
“And what are you—the obstacie?” asked

Johnny Brown.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It took a long time to arrange the course
for the obstacle race. There were ladders
which had to be crawled through, hurdles
which had to be cleared, and large tubs of
water to be jumped over, or the competitors
would come to grief. Tinally, there was a
level stretch of fifty yards to be run.

There were yells of mirth when the race
began, and Baggy Trimble got jammed
hetween two of the rungs of the ladder.
Kildare, his lips twitching with merciment,
oxtricated the fat junior, and Baggy
promptly crawled under the ladder instead
of golng through it.

“Hold on!” said Kildare.
qualify you for that!”

But Baggy went on, blind and deaf to all
other considerations save that of winning
the race. He knocked down a couple of
hurdles—this being simpier than jumplng
over them—then he ran on, until he came
to one of the large, round tubs, brimming
over with cold water.

Baggy hesitated for a brief space; then

“1 must dis-
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win something?”

A Remarkable Story of Modern

he made up his mind to jump. He did—no¥
over the tub, but into it!

Splash !

“Yarocoo ! Gug-gug-gug!” spluttered
Baggy, floundering like a porpoise in the
iey water. :

“Baggy seems to think 1t's a swimming fon-
test!” chuckled Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“First bath he's had this ferm!” said
Manners. “I say, we're going to lose this
event. Look at that fellow Raymond!”

Jack Raymond had successfully cleared
all the obstacles, and he was now in the
straight for home. George Figgins was hot
on his track, but Raymond warded off his
attentions, and won ¢leverly by a ¢ouple of
yards,

Jack Raymond & Co. were now on terms
again, having won three events to their
opponents three.

Baggy Trimble crawled out of the tub.
He evidently found it less comfortable than
the tub in which Diogenes of old had his
habitation, Baggy was soaked to the skin,
and  his appearance seny the fellows into
shrieks of laughter.

Baggy squelched his way into the school
building to get a”change of attire. The
high jump and the long jump were started
without him. Figging won the former for
St. Jim’s; and Riley won the latter for the
Sporting Seven.

Kildare then ealled the athletés togdether,
and addressed them.

“The two teams are level on polnts, a®
the moment,” he said. *The boxing contests
will decide the issue. In view of the fach
that most of you are fagged out, I think
we will postpone the boxing till Wednesday
afternoon.”

This ¢ourse having been agreed fo, Tom
Merry invited the Sporting Seven to a feed
in his study. That celebrated aparfment was
crowded out shorfly afterwards, the St. Jim's
fellows sitting on the window-sill, and
giving up the chairs to their guests. But
it was a very jolly spread. And the boxing
tournament was the main topic of conver-
sation.

What was %o happen on  Wednesday?
Would otte of Baggy Trimble’s men triumph
or would the honours go to St. Jim's?

Whatever happened at the finish, there
were -bound to be some thrilling tussles
hetween the S8t. Jim's boxers and their
friendly rivals, the Sporting Seven.

THE END,

(There will be another gripping tale of
Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim's, entitled:
** Rivals of the Ring!™ by Martin Clifford,
in next week's bumper ssue.)

Adventure.
By LESTER BIDSTON.

B e

‘of Rookwood, in the ¢ Boys’ Friend”’ 1
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DICK NEVILLE'S FATE!

Dick Turpin and his young comrade encounter many breathless adventures on the Road, and make both friends

and enemies !
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ry, dealing with the daring ‘exploits and adventufes of Dick

Turpin and Richard Neville—two knights of the broad highway.

DAVID GOODWIN.

By

Dick Neville, the young squire of
Faulkbourne, is turned out of his rightful
inheritance by the low-down treachery and
deceit of an adventurer who calls himself
Hector Neville, Dick’s cousin. Hector is
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 rendered the famous highwayman,
Dick Turpin. The young squire has also
another deadly enemy in Captain Sweeny,

SYNOPSIS OF THE FIRST CHAPTER.
mission, and whilst he is gone Dick Neville
falls into the hands of Sweeny & Co.

a notorious footpad. Hector Neville is
determined to obtain possession of the
Jordly mansion wherein Dick has taken up
his abode. The Togue 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
throngh that he has been outlawed, and
that the King's Riders are after him, he
leaves Faulkbourne with Dick Turpin.
Turpin is called away suddenly on a secret
{Now Read On.)

But
a sudden flood saves him from them, and
later he is rescued from the water by two
rascally keepers of a secret spirit distillery
and taken to a large cave. When Dick is
asleep, the two plot to sell the young high-
way man to Captain Sweeny for a large
sum, and one of the keepers leaves the
cave to fetch the footpad.

THE STREAM OF FIRE! ;

HE man did not go by the path he
had entered, but up the sloping
floor of the cavern and through a
dark passage at its upper end.

His back being turned, he did not see a
bright, wakeful eye that watched him from
under a half-closed lid as Dick lay snoring
on the floor. The young highwayman looked
as ‘soundly asleep as any man might who
had been swept a mile on the breast of a
moorland torrent.

Nor did the still-keeper, who was busying
himself about the cave,, observe the same
eye fixed on him apd following his every
movement.

Dick’s fingers that grasped the butt of
his pistol in a sleepy clutch moved gently
along to the water-soaked pan of the weapon.

Very gently those fingers raised  the
hammer to full cock, saving the elick by
keeping the trigger pressed till the hammer
was well back.

The still-keeper, who was piling the loose
tubs and gear against the walls, out of the
way, noticed mothing.

The nimble fingers gently cleared away the
wetted, useless powder from the striking-
pan, where Jack had poured the water over it.

An end of Dick’s lace neckeloth, undone,
was hanging down over his wrist, and with
this his fingers quietly and thoroughly wiped
the pan. The lace bhad dried in the heat
of the cave, and served well,

The operation took some little time, and
while it lasted Dick lay still as death, still
snoring busily, not a muscle of him moving,

save his agile fingers.

Once or twice the still-keeper glanced at
him, and they became motionless till he
went on with his work once more.

At last the pan was dry, and Dick’s hand
stole very quickly to his side pocket, where
the little powder-horn lay, and, pressing the
spring that closed it, brought out a pinch
of powder, which was cautionsly placed on
the pan where the flint strikes. The pistol
was pow primed and cocked.

To make sure, the fingers stole to the
powder-horn again for another pinch. The
spring creaked slightly, and the still-keeper
jumped round as if he had been stung.

In a4 moment he saw what was happening,
and, with a savage oath, he whipped a long
knife from his boot and sprang at Dick.

Bang! d

The still-keeper plunged forward on to his
face with a cry, and Dick leaped to his
feet, the little pistol smoking in his hand.

In a moment he had the fallen still-keeper
by the neckeloth, aund pulled him to the
upper part of the ecave.

The man was unconscious. The ball had
passed through his shoulder, and the shock
had knocked the senses out of him.

Dick kicked the knife across the floor, and
began to reload his pistol with lightning
speed.

“Y am still too weak for a rough-and
tumble,” he said, with a grim laugh, “and
the little barker has served me well. I think
I am better here than on the moor for the
present, till I have checked yonder rufiians.
Ah, here they come! I hope they didn't
hear the shot!”

Hardly was the pistol loaded before Dick
heard the man Jack’8 voice, in low tones,

at the lower entrance. The bare walls
carried the sound well.
“Tha’ll find him on the floor, captain. Tak’

Mext Week’s Instalment of Our Powerful Serial

!

thy men in wi’ thee, an’ I'll go in by the
other way. Steve's there wi’ him.”

“Not so much noise, you fool!” came
Sweeny’s voice, in a whisper. “The cub’y
best aslecp, for he has always a sting in
his tail. Now, lads, forward!”

“Ay, forward!” shouted Dick.
bold chicken-thieves—on !

“He's awake!” cried Sweeny, with a curse.

“On, my

“What’s that fool Steve about? Al
toggpher, lads, and rush him!”
With a spiing, Dick snatched a Tong-

hnndlgd axe that was hanging on the watl.
The time had come to act, and his iife hung

on  the swiftly planned  scheme he had
‘tqhought; out wholly whilst lying on the
00r.

With three crushing blows of the axe he
broke in the side of the great whisky-vat,
and an avalanche of raw spirit burst forth
and rushed knee-deep down the sloping floor
to the narrow tunnel of the entrance.

3 Dick.spmng to the coal-oil lamp that stood
in a niche of the wall, and, standing above
the vat, dashed it into the flowing spirit.

In an instant there was a hiss, a roar, &
sheet of flame, and a wild yell of terror.

The torrent of liquid fire, sweeping all
before it, rushed full upon Sweeny and his
men.

Such a Dbellowing and roaring echoed
through the cave that the pistol-shot which
Sweeny discharged at Dick when the fiery
%ood first came down was hardly heard above -
¥

“Here’s the lguor broached for yeu, you
ifilla:ves!" cried Dick. “Come and take your
111

The pistol-ball grazed Dick’s cheek, and
Sweeny had no time for another shot. He
was driven bhack pell-mell by the great rush
of flaming spirit, and he and his men, the
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bureing liquor washing about their knees,
fled back through the tunuel, bellowing and
shoubing, jamming each other against the
wall in their hurry to escape.

“Make way for me! Let me out!” shrieked
Sweeny, 7

“We're boiled! We're roasted!" roared
one of the footpads, who wuas more frightened
than hort,

“No worse thun you served me, you thieves
of the night!" cried Dick.

And, with a fierce laugh, he wiclded his
axp again and crashed it through two of the
upright hogshends, sending their contents
rushing down with the rest.

By that time most of the footpads bad
reached the cuter mouth of the tunmnel again,
and the heat of the cave was unbearable.

The flaming spirits licked and devoured
eyerybhing, catching the woodwork, burning
the distilling apparatus, and turning the
whole place iuto a furnace.

“80 much for that trade of the wolds!”
eried Dick. “And may every still in York-
shirg go the same way!”

OLD FRIENDS MEET!

ICK dragged the unconscious form

of the -still-keeper above the reach

of the flames, which was what few

in his case would have troubled to
do, and, gripping his little pistol, sprang
€or the upper exit.

Hs fiad wo doubt of finding it, for while
he had lain on the cave floor his watchful
eye thad noted that the man Jack went ouf
that way.

Nor did ke forget that the same man,
by the plan he had overheard was to enter
that way, while the iootpads came in by
the lower tunnel. His finger on the pistol's
trigger, Dick ran swiftly up the - narrow
passage, and there, sure enough, he met the
exeellent Jack coming down, a pistol in his
hand likowise.

“You whelp, this is your work!” he cried,
with a curse.

And his weapon was raised in the wink
of an eye; but Dick fired first, and the man

toppled forward  Theavily, bloeking the
passage. Dick pulled him out of the way
hastily, and scrambled up through the
pasgage,

it was like the holt-hole of a rabbit-

burrow, little wider than a man's body, and
Dick, pulling himself through, felt the fresh
air on his face, and found himself among the
heabher.

Fitty yards below, down the slope, the
blue-green flare of the spirits which had
Tun out through the lower entrance lit up
the scene, and the feootpads, too busy
with their own troubles to give a
thought to any other matter, were rolling
themselves in the wet heather to put out
the burning spirits that scorched their legs,
and were roaring lustily.

Dick did not stay to admire his handiwork,
but doubled himself up and ran for it
across the open.

“Where he was he had no notion, but the
boulder-strewn moor lay hefore him, and he
van straight ahead, making for a rise of
ground that would bide him from the enemy.

Az he ran he saw a man scrambling down
into the hole he had just left, and a moment
fater he heard Sweeny's voice screaming
furiously : .

“Up with you, runagates, and don’t lie
squalling there all night! The hanged whelp
isn’t here. He's shot Jack and Steve, and
he's out somewliere upon the meor. Seatter
and find him!” -

The moment lie heard Sweeny’s first words
Dick threw himself down flat among the
heather, lest the glare from the fire should
discover him. Once seen, his life would not
be worth a groat’s purchase, for he was
poorly armed, and too exhausted and worn
out to escape by running.

Tho footpads had extinguished the flames
about their legs, and, though greedy for ven-
geance, they went very gingerly.

Runping here and there, jumping on to
boulders to get a view of the moor, each
one hoping to give the view-halloa that would
mean the death of their quarry, they searched
the whole neighbourhocod.

Dick crawled along like a snake, the deep
heather covering him. and made as fast as he
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could towards the crest of the valley, which
he could see before him,

Once he could dip below the slope of it |

he would be out of the glare of the fire,
which, good friend as it had been, now bade
fair to be his ruin. i

Twice Dick stopped and crouched flat, as
a man ran past within a few feet of him.

Presently, when he was almost within
reach of the valley, one of the footpads
nearly trod on Dick, running past, and,
catchiing a glimpse of him, turned sharply
round.

- Before the shiout could leave the knave’s
lips, Dick had him by the ankle and brought
him dowa.

The fellow's head struck so violently upon
a flat stone in falling that the senses were
knocked right out of him, and Dick gained
the friendly shelter of the valley, and after
one quick glance behind, ran swiftly down
the slope. Dedging and turning among the
boulders, using every device to put himself
out of sight of his searchers, Dick pushed
onwards,

It was only by a great effort of will that
he e¢ould keep on his legs at all, so sick
and weary was he; but the returning hope of
saving himself after all he had been through
buoyed him up, and he went forward
mechanicalty, haiting now and then behiad
a rock to glance back and make sure the
enemy were not upon his trail.

“I've shaken them off at last,” he mut-
tered. ‘‘ Now it remains only to go straight
ahead, for this moor zeems to me a fine
place to be leaving.”

He followed the course .of the valley, and,
striking out across the lower moor, pushed
on wearily, HEw S

“1 have met a misfortune or two upon
the road, hut never the like of this! - What's
to do? I am but weapounless. Bubt a plague
o' that; I have my wits still! 'Tis the loss
of Black Satan that troubles me. Where can
he have gone when the flood came down the
valley? By my faith, if Satan's lost to
me I think I shall have little heart to ride
the roads again!”

He stumbled along, sick at heart at the
thought that he might well have seen the
last of Satan, %

How he journeyed that night Dick never
knew, but the exhaustion, cold, and want of
food took all the strength from his body.
The chill of the mountain torrent in which
e had been so nearly drowned seemed to
have bitten intp his very bomes. The fever
burned in his Llood, and he became light-
headed.

His legs still carried him forward, and he
blundered on through the night, talking and
singing deliriously.

He no longer feared to draw Sweeny's men
upon him by the noise, for he did not know
what he was about. At times he thought he
was back in the hut, tied to the stake, the
fire mounting round him; at others he was
riding the highways by Turpin’s side. Again,
he was back at Faulkbourne, lord of ten
thousand acres, and finding life too slow.

It was fast enough now. Whether friend
or foe followed him on the moor he neither
knew nor cared.

At last, as the dawn broke, he sank down
in the heather, worn out, and his senses left
him, DBlotionless he lay, his face to the. sky,
his eyelids closed, oblivious to everything.

A dark, sinister form came creeping over
the crest of the hill, showing black against
the setting sun. It saw Dick, helpless and
inert, and the” man's face lit up with
triumph. He drew a long knife from his
belt, and crept quietly towards the prostrate
young highwayman.

. . . . . -

When Dick opened his eyes his head was
singing like a kettle, and he felt pain in
every inch of hiz body, but his wits were
clear again. He blinked upwards for a
moment, and then gave a cry of joy.

“Satan !’ he exclaimed. “Oh, Satan, boy,
this is too good to be truel Is it truly
you?"” i

A delightful whipny answered him, and a
cold, velvety nose was thrust into Dick’s
hand. The splendid black horse, mud-
spattered and covered with sweat, but sound
as a bell, and with saddle and irons intact,
was standing over him,

Dick felt as if the heart was back in his
body once more. Hardly able to believe his
eyes, he raised himsélf, and a groan escaped
him. The bhardships he had been through,
which would have killed a weaker man, had

Another Big Money Prize Offer next week, you Chaps? :

left their mark on him; the fover was In
hig brain, and he ached violently all over,

Satan muzzled him anxiously, and whinnied
sympathetically. He understood that all was
not well with hiz young master,

Suddenly Dick’s eyes lit on something thaf
made him stare and rub his eyes. A few fee$
away lay a prostrate figure—the lifeless
body of u man. Dick recognised it as one of
Sweeny’s men, =

“Od’s merey!” exclaimed Dick. “Whab'g

locked towards the ine

this ?

Black Satan
thing. His eye gleamed wickedly; he tosse
his mane, and snorted. Then he furned to
caress his master again. A naked knlfe lay
beside the body. Dick understood,

“You killed him, Satan! 0Od's blood, you
found him about to murder me, and your
hoofs and teeth made an end of him! 'Tis
one of Sweeny's footpads, and once again
you've saved my life!”

He staggered up, and threw an arm over
Satan's glossy neck, his heart too full fol
words. Never did horse and man understan
each other like Dick and his steed-—not even
Turpin and Black Bess,

How the splendid beast had found him upon
the moors Dick did not know, but one thing
he understood—Satan had saved him once
again.

“Ay, Heaven help any man who dares face
your hoofs! Come, old boy, this moor is a
weary place, and we shall both be the better
for food and rest, if we ecan find it.
feel as though I were sick of an ague.”

Painfully he mounted into the saddle, and
rode away. The mosses and heather made
soft riding, and, feeling he could stand 1f,
Dick put Satan to a canter, and did not
check him till they had placed seven or
eight miles between them and the place of
meeting, and had reached the borders of the
moor,

“I can tide no longer,” muttered Dick,
swaying like a drunken man in the saddle.
“I shall be on the ground again ere long.
We must have shelter, at any cost. Is not
that a house among the trees?”

A rambling, prosperous-looking old farm-
house lay before him, nestling in a pleasant
grove., Whether the people were friendly or
hostile, Dick did not know. At least, they
would probably not know him, and he still
had some gold in his saddle-pouch. He drew
the silver-mounted pistols from the holsters
and put them in his pockets, and rode up to
the farmhouse. A good-looking, grey-haired
old farmer answered his knock.

“Can you shelter me for a night, good
man?” said Dick. “I and my beast are
worn out, and have lost our way. You shall
not lose by it.”

“Come in, sir,” said the farmer, staring
rather hard at Black Satan. “You look
travel-worn. * Say nothing of loss or profit.
My house has always a meal or hed for a
traveller, and I take no man's silver”

Dick replied gratefully, and, sick as he was,
he looked to Satan’s wants and groomed him
down before he did anything else. Then he
entered the house.

The farmer’s wife, a cleanly, comfortable
old dame, rose and curtseyed; and then a
cry escaped her,

“@Grammercy! The young highwayman—
the companion of Turpin!” she exclaimed.

“Highwayman!” cried the farmer, staring,

Dick flushed, and looked downcast.

“I am known, it seems,” he said., “No
matter, good people, I will go elsewhere. Let
me depart!”

“Depart!” cried the dame. “Nay, not while
we have a roof over us! 8ir, do you nob
recognise me?”

Dick looked at her unsteadily, but was none
the wiser. .

“Your pardon,” he said,
upon me, and do not sce very well,
eyes swim somewhat,”

“Ay, so I see,” said the dame pityingly.
“Will, do you have the best bed set in
order without delay. I am thankful for this,
Why, sir, do you not remember Janet Bull-
ford, in the old marKet-cart, whom you saved
last year from the ruffling robber who would
have shot my old horse in sport? Gram-
merey, you and kindly Master Turpin took
his pistols and bound him under the girths
of his own horse for a lesson, and I prayed
you always to count on my gratitude!”

“Faith, is it he?” exclaimed the farmer.
“You are a hundred times welcome, sir!”

In a morment the memory came back ta
Dick—it was the dame he had saved from the
ruffianly highwayman, soon after Vesey

“I have fever
My

What Will Be the Outcome of Dick’s Strange Friendship with the Jacobite ?
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ville first outlawed him. Even now he had
man's pistols in his pocket. The old
ie covered him with gratitude.

am blithe to have fallen into such kindly
hLands,” said Dick. *“The service I did was
nothing. But I had not thought L was so
near the scene of that affair—'twere better
I should journey to some inn, lest I bring
troubie on you.”

“Nay, you shall not stir an inch till you
ound and strong again,” said the farmer
cartily. “And be sure, sir, no treachery
¢au reach you under our rooi. They should
burn the house over us before we would give
you up, though it were the lord-lieutenant
himself who came to seek you!”

Dick gave in at this—indeed, he was so
weak he could not do otherwise. The farmer
and his wife let him lack for nothing; they
tended him as their own son. He soon found
himeelf between lavender-scented sheets in
% large bed-room, with a blazing fire of beech-
logs. He was in sorry condition, but broths
and soups were served him, and the good
dame, who was famed for her skill in herbs
and doctoring, tended him with some wonder-
ful eures for the fever.

! THE SHERIFF'S visIT.

ICK slept well, and the next day was
much hetter. Every kindness wsas
showered on him. By the morning
after he felt himself near as sound

as ever, and he rose and dressed himself,
thanking his stars for having guided him
into such good hands.

" A service done for Kkindliness is never
lost,” he said to himself, buckling on his
sword, which had been cleansed of its rust
and wet. “'Twas a good day’s work when 1
tackled yonder bullying robber and saved the
good dame from him. But what is this fracas
below?”

Loud voices reached him
living-room downstairs.

“1 tell you once more, sir, I have no news
to give you!” said the farmer’s voice stoutly.

“0d’s blood, man!” said a fierce, command-
ing reply. “If you de mot tell me all you
know, and instantly, you will find yoursell
in sorry case! I have certain news that this
rogue stopped at your house a night, and
passed on. You must know where he went,
and 1 command you, in the King’s name, to
inform me! Refuse at your peril!”

“Qd’s-hodikins!” muttered Dick. “Here's a
pretty to-do!*

He strode to the window. On the drive
were three horsemen, one of them a young
officer of the Courts, The other two were
sherifi's men, and one held the bridle of a
handsome thoroughbred bay.

“1 do mnot know where the rogue, as you
ealled him, journeyed to, your honour,” cried
the farmer’s voice again. “Nor would 1
tell you if I knew!”

“Plague take it!” said Dick to himself.
“'Tis the sheriff of the district, and he has
tracked me here with his men!”

A bright-looking lad of {en, the farmer's
son. came hurrying into the room.

“The gheriff is here to take you, sir! My
father hegs you to ride for your life, and he
will hold the men in talk till you are well
away. You have only to slip out by the
back window here, which is not guarded, take
your horse from the stable, and gallop
through the wood, where they will not see

from the big

you.”

“ Ay, that's true,” muttered Dick. “I have
but to throw my leg over Satan, which is
easily done, and kiss my knuckle-bones to
all the sherifis in Yorkshire. But this will
mean ruin to these good folk who
sheltered me. What's to bhe done?”

He turned to the boy. Down the stairs
he went to the room where the angry voices
were mingling, and strode in.

“Good-morrow, Master Sheriff!* he eried.
“Are you seeking Dick Neville, the highway-
man? I know where he is, and you have
but to ride with me and I will show you!”

Farmer Bullford turned white, and the
gheriff, a tall, handsome man of about thirty,
with a flerce expression, stared at Dick.

“AL'” he said. “Is this hearsay, or do you
truly know where the knave is?* Mark you,
lead me on no wild-goose ¢hase!”

“on my honour,” said Dick, bringing his
fist down on the table, “I will show him to
you! ¥ gunarantee it in the sum of a hundred
guineas, so that you may know I speak the

have

truth. But whether yoy can take him when
I show him you, is your own affair.”

“I go bhail for that!” said the sherif]
fiercely. “Now, sir, what news?”

“Mount and ride with all speed!” eried
Dick. “We must not delay, for he is a
slippery rogue, 1 promise you. Come, and
I will bring you to krow him!”

Together they made for the door. Dick,
throwing a glance of warning and farewell
back at the amazed Farmer Bullford, laid
hig fingérs on his lips, and followed the sherifl
out. A few moments later he was on the
hack of Black Satan, galloping away with the
sheriffi and his men.

“That is a fine beast of yours!” said the
sheriff, as they rode, staring at Black Satan.

“Ay!” laughed Dick. “Dick Neville himself
has not a better. And they say he rides a
pretty piece of horseflest, too.”

“How long shall we ride to find him? Is
he far off?”

“Faith, no great distance,” refurned Dick.
“Yet we must ride half a dozen miles or so
before you ean deal with him.”

“You are no friend of his, it seems,” said
the sheriff, looking askance at the young
highwayman,

“You have hit it—I am his worst enemy!”
said Dieck.

“Let us press on,” returned the sheriff.

And they let their horses out, and laid
the miles behind them. Dick led them forth
across the moor.

“0d’s-pitikins !” he thought. “This sheriff
is the father of all fools! ’'Tis well he did
not recognise me by the posted description.”

He took a shorter hold of Black Satan.

“Turn to the right here, Master Sheriff.”

“0d’'s!” said his worship. “'Tis a lonely
piece of country you are leading us over!”

“A highwayman loves loneliness,” said Dick,
;‘especially when the sheriff’s posse is after
1im!”

“Now, how fo make sure that Farmer Bull-
ford does not suffer by what he has done,”
thought Dick. “To escape myself is easy,
but that is not all. I must do my utmost.

DICK NEVILLE'S

week—watch out! 2

b
It’s something of 2 forlorn hope, yet I cay
but try it.”

He kept a watchful eye on the young
lieutenant, who rode on the néar side of
him. The young man had somewhat of a
loose seat, and was not on too good termsg
with the big, bony sorrel that he bestrode,

They were cantering over some THOSSY,
ground by the side of a river, when Dicky
as if by accident, cannoned Black Satan
into the sorrel’s quarters in the midst of
its stride, and over rolled the big, gawky
brute like a shot rabbit, sending thé
lieutenant several yards away, to land on
his hands and knees. Everybody looked
towards the fallem man, and Dick, as the
sorrel scrambled up, gave it a sly cut with
his whip that sent it careering away over
the wolds,

“] beg you ten thousand pardons, my
dear sir!” cried Dick. *We were riding a
trifle over-close, I fear. You are not hurt,
I trust?”

“Hurt? No, sir; no thanks to you!” eried
the lieutenant, with a muttered curse at
Dick’s clumsiness, as he picked himself up,
“Plague on it, there goes my horse ovef
hill and dale! After him, you two rogues
there!”

Away galloped the two troopers after the
runaway, and it was plain it would need both
of them to catch him, for the sorrel, with
no rider on his back, was kicking up his
cow-hocks and bounding gaily over the lande
scape, while the lieutenant, as though he
eould help, was running after the troopers.

“This delay bodes ill for our entérprise,
sir!” ecried Diek to the sheriff, who wag
chafing with imipatience. “We may lose our
man if we are not quick. I had hoped to
be there by now. 1t will be best for the
two of us to push on, and let the others
follow, lest the knave be off from the place
T shali take you to.” =

cried the

“Ay, spur on!” sheriff im-
patiently. “Let them bring up the rear.”
“Oh!” shouted Dick to the lieutenant.

“When you get your horse, bring the men
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« Good-morrow, Master Sheriff !
“ Are you seeking Dick Nevilis, the highwayman ?
and you have but to ride with me and I will show you !’
turned white, and the sheriff, with a fierce expression, stared at

cried Dick, strolling into the room,

¢ Show me where he is!¥ he sald.

I know whers he is,
Farmer Bullfoerd
Dick.
(See this page.) -
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Dick Has Found a New Hiding-Place, But How Long Will It Remain a Secret ?
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forms sprang out upon Dick.

There was a shot from the woeds, a bullet snicked his ear, and six or seven

“* Hough the horse!

cried a voice the young highwayman recognised instantly.

Dick’s hands flew to his pistol-butts, and he wheeled his horse.
page 27.)

Cut him down !?
in a flash
(See

o1 to Neatsfold Hamlet, straight over Black
Bown, with all speed!”

‘The lieutenant shouted back, and Dick
sheeled Satan and galloped away with the
skeriff across the rolling moor, soon losing
wizw of the others, and unmercifully did the
ypung highwayman make the sheriff galiop.
gk shook with mirth.

“What the pest makes you laugh so?”
said the sheriff testily.

“Ho, ho! I beg your worship’s pardon!”
gaitawed Dick, his sides shaking and the
fewrs ronning down his cheeks. “A jest
which was told me yesterday has just come

“Bsgre to me, and 1 now see the point. Ha,
83! Ho, ho, bo!”
#iz worship looked at him sourly. They

wiPe now a couple of miles or more from
ity scene of the lieutemaut’s fall, and the
sheeiff was alone with Dick.

There was a pistol at his worship’s belt

axd another in his saddle-holster. Still
fsmghing, Dick bent suddenly forward,

wsimeked the pistol from the sheriff’s belt with
» guick movement, fired it in the air, and,
flinging it away, cried:

“Halt!” .

“@d's death!” roaved the sheriff furiously,
reigaing his horse back on its launches and
ssadching at the pistol in bhis holster,

Bat before he conld pull it out Dick
dexit him a bulfet that knocked him out of
ihe saddle,

“The sheriff landed on his back in a moss-
nz, and Dick, springing down from Satan’s
baek, gave his worship’s horse a smack that
st i fiying at a hand-gallop over the moor
jmss as the sorrel had dope, with the pistol
»14f in the holster.

Fhen Dick turned and faced the sheriff,
wie, black in the face with rage, scrambled
udb out of the moss-hag.

“¥ou villain!” rpoared the sheriff. *You
Ymsve and traitor, you have played me
falsel” .

*3% beg yvour pardon!” said Dick, stand-
drx coolly by Satan’s side. “I have fulfitied
sy engagement to the letter, I promised to
Brng you to deal with Dick Neville, and
beve he is.”

Huy PorurLar.—No. 216.

“What do you mean, rascal?” cried the
sheriff. “Where is he? Who are you?”

“Richard Neville, at your service!™ said
Dick, bowing.

His worship gasped in amazement.

“Otherwise called Dick o' the Roads,”
added the young highwayman blandly,

: “t.?h, you scoundred! Then I have you at
ast!”

“Is it s0?” said Dick innocently, “Taith,
perhaps you are right. I had thought it was
the other way about.”

The sherif looked up, and the sheriff
looked down, and his gaze fell on his horzs,
cantering over the moor, a mere speck in
the distance. The pistol from his belt was
gone, and the other wag being carried away
by the vanishing horse. And the lieutenant
and lusty troopers, where were they? His
worship began to think Dick was right, but
it did not improve his temper.

“80 you have played me this trick—shaken
off my men, and brought me here alone,
thinking to go free!” eried the sheriff
furiously, advancing upon Dick,

“Not altogether,” repiied the highwayman.
“I have dealt with sherifis and their men
before, and I do not think my neck bas been
in danger this day, save only when I first
entered the room at the farm, You might
have had me then. But the reason I brought
this about was that I feared for the safety
of some friends of mine.”

“¥riends of yours!” bawled the sheriff.
“Who are they?”

“Even a highwayman may have friends,”
said Dick coolly. “Possibly, if you were
suddenly stripped of your riches and posi-
tion, you wouid find you had less than I.
But I refer now to the worthy Bulifords, who
I feared might suffer from their kindness to
me:”

“Ay, T'll see to thatl” cried the sherif,
stamping his foot. *“They sheitered an out-
jaw from the King’s justice, and dear shail
they pay for it!”

“] am waiting for you there,” said Dick,
“There i3 a matier to spttle between Two
minutes ago it was my painful necessity to
knock you off your horse. It wasz more to
my taste than shooting you, which was the
only other way, But I am Here to give you

The BEST FRIEND for All Times is The **Popular’' !

full satisfaction for the blow. Draw, Master
Sheriff, and on guard!”

Their blades crossed.

“Blood and hounds!” raved hly worship,
foaming at the mouth. “You scum of the
roads! Be you gentleman or ¢inker, I'll lay
you on the heather and cheat the gallows of
their due!”

“If ‘your sword is as doughty as your
tongue, I have made a bad bargain,” replied
‘Dick coolly, parrying with the slightest turn
of his wrist a ferocious thrust the sheriff
made at. him. “It would be poor fun had I
brought you here with so much trouble, to
be pinked through the ribs by you at the
énd of it.” .

“'"Twill be your fate, whether or not” erled
the sheriff. “My only grief is that, having
killed you swith a clean sword, I cannot, for

} my own honour, hang your body in a gibbet

afterwards!”
“I will endeavour to keep your sword clean,
‘since you so admire {t!” murmured Dick,

SWEENY AGAIN!

T was not courage that the sheriff

lacked, and he had some good measure

of skill with his weapon. If his temper

drove him to rough words, it must be
owned he had been sorely set back by the
cool wit and resource of the young high-
wayman, and his pride was galled to tha
quick.

He made a furious onzlaught on Dick, and
was surprised to find how near he came
to killing his man, yet failing somehow to
do it. Diek made an attack in return, and
again took the defensive, and then it was
that the sherift perceived that his cool young
adversary was playing with him.

Gtood swordsman as he wag, his worship
found himself no more than a mouse in the
hands of a cat before Dick’s lightning rapier.
The sheriff showed no fear, but his set face
told that he saw his fate before him. He
expected to hear sneers and taunts from the
young highwayman, but Dick said no word.

One last desperate attack the sheriff made.
There was a twist, a flash, and his worship’s
sword flew into the air and fell tinkling upon
the stones a dozen yards away.

The two men stood stock-still, looking into
each other's eyes, Neither made a sound.
The sheriff’'s face was pale, but he did not
speak, and Dick's point was at his breast.
His worship's lips moved silently, as if in

prayer. Dick spoke first. : 3
“You are a gentleman,” he said, “after
all.” i3
“Do mnot mock me!” sald his worship
hoarsely. *“Hake an end quickly!”

“I was-about to remark,” said Dick, still
keeping his point at the sheriff’s breast,
“that I kpew it upon our first meeting.
Had 1 not, T should not have arranged this
affair. Your life i¢ mine. I give it you on
one condition.”

“What do
sheriff.

“If jou agree,” continued Dick, “you are
at liberty to hang me whenever you may
take me. It is your duly. But I require a
safeguard for my good f{riends, the Bullfords,
of Ryestack. Give me your word of honour
that you will bring no harm upon them
for the part they have taken in this matter,
and I put up my sword.”

The sheriff stared at him in amazement.

“No harm shall come to the Bullfords,”
he said at last, his voice low and hoarse.
“I give my word.” e

“And touching your men—the lieutenant
and the two troopers?”

“I answer for them to0.”

Dick lowered his point, bowed, and stood
back. then held out his hand, which the
sheriff grasped. :

“1 will now take my leave of you,” said
Dick, “for yonder come the lieutenant and
his two troopers over the hill, and they have
met and caught your runaway horse.”

“I1f T catch you I must hang you yet,” said
his worship.

“It is your plain duby,” replied Dick, smil-
ing wickedly. “Put, so far, you have but
ridden alongside Black Satan. You have yet
to see him in front of you, I beg of you,
observe.” .

And as the troopers and the lieutenany
came up, Dick swung himself on to Black
Satan’s back, and, with a wave of his hat,
shot away like an arrow across the moor.

you mean?” mubtered the

The Sherifi’s Posse Rides Close on Dick’s Heels ! Can He Escape ?

! %
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Dick pulled up at a hostelry in the woods,
wid made good eheer for himself and Satan,
incidentally buying a strong carthorse from
the landlord, and presenting it to an old
cottager who was grieving for the loss of his
own, whigh had been his sole livelihood, Pick
rode on, leaving blessings and wonderments
behing him. j

“With all the guineas of the highways
dropping from the muzzle of my pistol,” said
Dick to himself, “it were strange if 1 could
not spare half of them to those in need.
And now for a search through the forest for
Turpin!”

Bong and wide did Dick ride, but it ‘was
a fruitless search indeed, for lLie could get
no news of his comrade, nor did he fipd
any of the Romany folk the whole of the

day. When dusk began to fall he was
six miles beyond TUlchester, and. feeling

disheartened, he came out from the broad
high road that leads through the woods to
Hensleydale,

“If I do not get news of him soon I shall
ride south again aud take a purse from
Hector Neville at VPaulkbourme itself,” said
Dieck, “and—— But what is that behind the

is hand flew to his pistolbutt in a
moment, for Dick was no longer to be caught
napping, and what he saw arcused hLis sus-
picions. An instant later thers was a shot
from the wood, a bullet spicked bis ear,
and six or seven dark forms rushed out upon
him,

“ Hough the hoese! ('uf Lim down!” cried
a volee that Dick knew too well

Sweeny's men had laid an ambush for him,
and the arch-scoundrel himself
order. Dick fired in the
voice, and a yell of rage answered him.
Swiftly he emptied the
one of the others, and wheeled smart round.

*“Ay hough him, any who dare come near
out at ‘em;
n runazates!”

his heels!” cried Diek., *“Let
Satan! 'Take that, yon unc

His second pistol flashed &
rushed at him, aesd two of
dust, to rise no maore,

e as the mea
them

gawe the
dirsetion of the

second barrel into

Lit the

Whipping ount his sword, Diek plied it like
a madman, keeping the rascals at bay for
some seeonds, One big, fat rascal made a
determined rash, but the young highwayman
pinked him in such a manner that he ran
away down the road, howling like a gored
bull-pup.

“The bridie! Get hold of the bridle!”
shiouted Sweeny’s voice from the background.
“Rouse yourselves, ye sluggards! Hang it,
if I were not crippled, I would have had
the whelp down before this!”

The cheek was only. momentary, The
_assailants were so many that Dick had all
hie could do to keep them off, hetween Satan’s
Lioofs and teeth, and Lis own good sword, To
c¢harge through them was impossible ab such
close guarters—one or other would have got
fold of the bridie, which Dick could barely
defend as it was, The fight was terribly
hot, and the man who had the pistol was
reloading it with all the speed he might.

“Here come the others!” cried Sweeny.
“Now, lads, are you going {o let oue cub
defy a dozen of you? At him, and take him!”

A shrill whigtle sounded through the wood,
and up ecame five or six more of Sweeny’s
men, and joined in the fray. So eompletely
was Dick cornered that he could not hold out
against so many, and, despite his swift rapier
and Satan’s hoofs and teeth, he saw he had
little chance,

“On, on, you knaves!
before yoeu kill me!”

At that moment a cry of warning ar
and the sound of many hoofs rang down {
road. Round the corner eame a tall man
on herseback, with a dezen mounted serving-
men behind bim, and no seener had he set
eyes on the affray than he set spurs to his
horse and dashed forward.

“What—one against a mob!” he eried, in
ringing tones. “Forward, boys and scatter
the villains! Forward—a Durisdeer!”

A medley of yells arose as the stalwart
horsemen charged into Sweeny’s nien, laying
about them lustily with swords, whip ve
and anything they had to hand. Dick, freed

ost  you dear

“They sha'n't take me alive!” he muttered.”
i

from his assailants, joined them with a
cheer, and s00n the footpad gang was scat-
Itered in all directions, and flying for their
ives.

The tall man rallied his servitors behind
him again, and turned to Dick.

knaves were pressing me mighty close. when'
you came to the reseue. I am eternally your
debtor, sir!” i

“Good!” sald the tall man, who waz of
some fifty years of age, richly dressed, sud!
of handsome features and bearing. “Couldi
we-do otherwise, seeing a single youth malke
s0 gallant a stand against so many? Bubi
who may the knaves be?” he added, looking:
down at one of Sweeny’'s men who lay lifeless
on the road. *1I tock them for a sheriff
posse, but they seem strangely ill-clad for
that.” i

Dick began to wonder who this
looking stranger was who had no
about eharging through what he supposed
to be a sherift’s posse. So, for the moment,

he said nothing concerning Sweeny, bub
waited,
“1 see you have shot tliree of them,” said

the stranger, with a keen glance at Dic
after he had logked at the men carefally {
“my felicitations to you, sir—a good:
riddance. You, I perceive, have been daring!
enough for the good cause to he marked out,
as dangerous. I will say no more—'twere
indiscreet to wag the tongue too freely,
hiere on the high road—but you may counk
on these men as on myself, I am honoured
to meet you -

“Od’s piti thought Die “Whom
have 1 fallen in 2 & same man
of fashion who T and has a
taste for highwayw 1If nof,

what does he mean?
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covery with automatie air cushions that
draws the broken parts together and binds
them as you would a broken limb. It abso-
lutely holds firmly
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forms to every movement of the hody withe
out chaling or hurting. We maks it to yonr
measure, and gend it to you on a striet
guarantee of satisfaction or money refunded,
and we have put our price so low that any-
body, rich or peor, can buy it. Remember,
wemake it to your order—send it to you—yon

wear it—aud if it doesn’t satisfy you, you
we will refund your

send it back to us, and

“1 trust you are unhurt, sir,” he said
pleasantly,
“Thanks to You,” said Dick, “for the!

and ecomfortably and
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