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2 Let your Editor kaow what you think of this Bumper Issue!

HERE’'S THE STORIES YOU'VE BEEN

* THE BOXER'S DOUBLE! ™
By Frank Bichards. :
Something which meeds explaining; at least, that i3 the

oplnion of Hmry Wharton & Co., i3 dealt with fn  the
bright and splendidly teld Greyfriars yamm which you will
find i3 neyds Tuesday's POPULAR. When you tumble into
the midit of- a mystery the first prompting 18, of eourse, to
discover what it is all abeut, where it leads to, the why and
wherefors, inasmuch and all the rest of it. And there is a
mystery of the prize sort snext Tuesday. A boxer cames to
the town, and Harry Wharton and his friends think they recog-
nise the cxponent of the Neble Art. Are they mistaken? Bes
next Kuesday’s iseue of the Poruvam.
A RANK INJUSTICEL"
~ By Martin Clifiord,
about the most bateful thing in the whole
dves you that tired, peevish fesling when you have
tater of enything so base. The next Cedar Creek
yayn deseribes 2 ferrible state of things ab  the Backwoods
Sehool. The Gitie speaks for itseli. Kern Gunten and Keller have
been vy to thelr old gambling tr . Miss Meadows puts her feot
down, Kern .is espelied—not for %he first time, but on this
peeasion it is for good. ‘Then Mi. Gunten, Kern’s father, who is
a tiovernor of the school, inzisis on his boy remaining. Miss
WMeadows says *No.” Gunten senlor will not talke ‘Ne,” and in
his position a8 Governor gets Miss Meadows dismissed, That's
how ihe maller stsnds,
TTHE NEW CAPTAINI®

By Qwen Conguest,

If anybodiy kmocked gt your door ore bright morning and told
yon g ¢old blood that Tubby Muffin was going to be capiain of
Bookwood, you would cgll him 3 farrsdiddier, or hint that be was
out $o rival Esop, the nolorions fable merchand., Yet, it i3 so.

Injustice iz
Program
o b a

You won't believe me, of course! Then geb a copy of this weekly
right eariy next week, and see what ceMes of cross voting at the
peliz. Yeu will have the surprise of yoor Ife!
" Hig8 WORD OF HONOURI®
By Martin Clifford.
rsonally, I aro always glad o see Redfern on the scene ab 86,
I know Dick Redfern Is welcome to all readers of the

The feliow has the right stuff in him—a thinker and
Thought, as we all know, is the mainspring of acticn, and
# is one of the chaps who think and aet, te has had his
enendies, and his rough and tumbles, and he isp’t out of the weod
in next week's aramatic story of the old school. 1t takes all sorts
to make up a world, and there are plenty of the jealous fry who
lgathe any quality which they de not possess, Such mean chaps
dow’t really want to have such traits in their com on as seifs
lessnese, a fine regard for duty and so on, but they simply bate ta
see these qualitics in athers; it makes them feel quaint and
queer, and itchy 'This is the double distiiled essence of little-
mindedness, The delinquents will learn better in the sweet by-and.
by, but they have a long way to go first.

Mr. Ratcliff is well to the fore in next week’s tale, He brings an
acensation against Redfern. Mr. Ratleliff actually believes thab
the lad ridienled bim in public, and demands a public apology.
Redfern declines to apologise. The Tat falls inte the fire with 2
sudden rush  Redfern sticks ltke glue te his firm refusal, and ®
locked up in the punishment reom. But in the morning when they
unlock the door—well, it's the “ Mother Hubbard ~ busines: over
agaln, but with far more serious import. You will sympathise
with Bodfern, and start wondering what on earth comies nexg.

A GREAY EASTER SUPPLEMENT.

Buns and Bunter! These are prominent in the bright and extra
lively number of *“Bunter's Weekly "—in point of fact slt the
delighits of the Easter Holidays are in the front line. The porpeise
has not spared himseli. The number bubbles over with Banks
Holiday spirit. * Bunter's Weekiy *’ for the hines!

STAND AND DELIVER! i

Ko need for me to urge the claims of this surprising serial!
1% is the Best the POPULAR ever printed. [

COMPETITIONS AMD PHOYGS!

These features will be found as nsual next week,
graphs are simply magnificent.

MY Bi€ SURPRISE!

Keep your ¢ye on my Chat. Very, very shortly vou will find
set down here particulars ef 3 stupendous surprise, surpassing
anything the old paper has given in all its trinmphant history,

Dour EDditor.

The photg-

STOP, YOU GHAPS—WHAT BOES IT MEAN?

Solve the Picture Puzzle below and Win a Topping

Prize.

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0: Second Prize £2 10 0:
TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH.

What You Have To Bo.

Here is & splendid Footer competition
which I am sure will interest you. On this
page you will find e history of Queen's Park!
flangers Football Club in picture-puzele form.
What you are invited to do is to solve this
picture, and when you have done so, write
your solutien on a sheet of paper. Then
cign the coupen which appears below, pin it
to your solution, and post it to “ Queen’s Park
Rangers ” Competition, Porviaz Offics,
Gough House, Gough Sguare, E.C. 4, ro ss
10 reach that address not later than THURS-

The ”‘rg’ -
eﬂég;’vwre 2
GORGEOUS
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DAY, APRIL 5th, 1923.

The FIRSBT PRIZE of £5 will he
awarded to the reader who submits o

solution which is exacily the tame as, or

nearest to, the solution now im  the
possession of the Editor In the event of
ties the prize will be divided. 'The othewr
prizes will be awarded in order of merit.
The Editor reserves the right to add

§ VARICUS |
| leamsare |

together and divide the vahie of all, o
any, of the prizes, but the full amount will
e awarded. It is a distinet condition of
entry that the deeision of the Bditer mmusi
be aeccepied as final. Employees of the pro-

prietors of this journal ave net eligible to
compete., S

mpefitien is rua in comjunclion
B ;

t “Gem,” *Magnet,” and “ Boys’
nd,” and readers of those journals are

ted to compete, :

I enter “Queoen’s Park Rangers”
Competition, and agree to accept the

L RE k"OPULAB.i\JOA 21y,

Editor’s deeision as final,
NABME oo v SR

AAAF S fvvicininiteinons muesisi oiniiiiis
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Youwll rave over next week’s batch of Wonderful Stories!

THE RACE TO DEATH!

(3
34

IN MERCILESS HANDS!?

Heotor Neville’s plot against his cousin Relph is frustraled by Dick Tuvpin and his dare-devil companion
hour?

wl fhe eleventh

By DAVID
-

Dick Neville, the young squire of
Faulkboumne, i turned out of his rightful
inheritance by the low-down treachery and
deceit of an adventurer who calls himself
Hector Neville, Dick’s cousin.  Heoctor is
belped 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,
a notorious footpad, Hector Neville is
determined to obtain possession of the
lordly mansion wherein Dick has taken up

abeds. The rogue has been foiled the
firdt time, but he returns o the charge
armed with legal warrants. Dick first of
I resists Flector, but when news comes

BRIEF SYNOPSIS OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

that the King's Riders are-after him, he
leaves Faulkbourne with Dick Turpin.
Turpin is calied away suddenly on a secret
mission, Whilst he is away Dick falls into
the hands of Captain #weeny, but He
escapes sericus injury.

Having waited several days for the
return of Turpin, Dick Neville decides to
set out in quest of his comrade, fearing
foul play. He meets Dick Turpin near his
old home, aud the two pay Hector Neville ju
@ syrprise visit at Faulkboturne,

The King’'s Riders are, however, in the
neighbourhood, 8o their stay is short and
sweet. The highwaymen leave at last,
making a wide detour round the country to
avoid their pursuers, and seb oft for the
open.

(Now wead on.)

OLTING MARES OF

I THE B
' ORANTLEY !

HEY gained the roadway, and,
i having pub a very wide stretch of

country  between them and the
Hiders, breathed their horses at a

se upon Humbercombe,” said
.1 wonder Hallo!
Not our enemies, surely?”
of hoofs and sheutings broke
the @. A little farther down the road,
in the direction they were going, and the
iwoe comrades halted and peered ahead.

“Nay; ‘'tis gome roadside fracas,” said
‘Turpin carelessly. The high roads of the
emrly cighteenth century were far from the
peaceabie ways they are now, agd there was
urprising in the sound of oaths
and blows, “No affair of ours, Dick. How-
ever, let's ride on and see.” =

They eamo clear of the hedgerows to the
open part of the road, where it crossed a
cominan, and there they saw a single horse-
ynan beset by three of four men on foot,
and laying about him lustily with a hunting-
crop.
‘et to the ne

3}
What’s yonder?

sound

s head, Mat!” cried a

hoarse voice. “Pull the whelp down!”
ithe vood, hére’s ugly odds!” cried
spurring forward. “Come, Turpin,

make the game fairer!
and he bubt a youngster!”

“Ay; perchance he has something worth
our taking, when we've cracked their pates,”
oined Turpin, dashing ahead, “since
they're ab so much trouble about”him.”

Dick was already in the midst of the fray,
and sent a couple of the rascals flying—one
knocked head over heels with a blow from a
piztel, and the other ridden down by Satan,
¥urious yells broke from the other two, bub

Four to one,

they turned to fly as Turpin rode info them;

and he, not caring to draw a pistol, pricked

one of them with his sword in such wise that

lb)‘t_led rufiian rushed off, screaming like a jay-
ird.

“1 am vastly beholden $6 you, genslemeni”
cried the horseman, in a clear, boyish voice.
“You came very—-"

“Qd'so!" cried Dick. “Ralphi” |

“Dick! Heaven and earth, is it you?”

The brothers gripped hands in delighted
amazement,

“Why, young cock o' thé woods,” ex-
claimed Turpin, “we meet again, ther! You
have the family knack of getting into

o

serapes, pink me!

“How did it happen, Ralph?” said Dick
wonderingiy. “Who were those knaves?”

“Faith, 1 don’t know, but I suspect they’ve
something to <o with Heector! This is the
second time I've been attacked, and, by
George, I thought they'd got me, when you
came up! I was riding home to Humter-
combe when they sprang up from the furze
and set upon me. One had a knife and the
others bludgeons, and but that my nag way
so scared, and reared-and Kkicked like a
young stallion, they'd havys made short work
of me. know one of ‘them belonged to
Hector’s household.” .

“Zounds,” said Dick, smiting his thigh, “1
was a fool not to think of thist I should
have taken better care of you, Ralph boy.
Hector cannot upset your right to Hunter-

combe, and I thought you would be safe
there. But I had forgot that if you died he

is next-of-kin, and would succeed to the pro-
perty now that I am outlawed. The vile
knave! ¥e seeks $o join Huntercombe to
Faulkbourne, and rule all the Neville estates,
and one stroke of his knife, which is easily
bought, will get them for him.”

“Y told you yef ought to have shot him,
Dick,” ssid Turpin, helping himself to snuff

with the air of one who proves himself in the
right. .

(Copyrizht in the Uni:;d States of America.}

1

: A Dashing, Thrilling, Full-of-action Yarn,
dealing with the amazing adventures of DICK TURPIN,
HIGHWAYMAN, and his merry young comrade RICHARD
NEVILLE, on the Broad Highway. Get to know Dick and

his chum—they will take you through many wonderful experiences !

GOODWIN.

“He has certainly given me endless trouble
of late,” said Ralph. “I thought it was
merely to revenge himself on you, but doubt-
less you are right. I sent him a challenge
gg é‘xght, but the dur has no stomach for

at.”

Dick sat with knitted brows.

“You cannot stay here, Ralph,” he said.
“He will gain his end sooner or later, while
you are here alone. You must leave Hunter-
combe, and get beyond his reach till 1 can
deal with him. The place will take no harm
—it is murder yon have to fear. What do
you say to geoing back to St. Austell’s
Scheol, where we had such sport in Vesey's
time?”

“Ay, I'd like nothing better!” said Ralph.
“'Tis mighty dull here without you, Dick!’

“8o be it, then. You have money, position,
everything to please yourself. You have rare
times at St. Austell’s, and staunch old Dr.
Trelawney will be a good friend to you. Term
begins in two days. You have a truztworthy
agent at Huntereombe?”

“Yes. Old John Blandford—true as steel.”

“Right. He is. There’s no need for you
to go baeck at all to-night. We'll push right
on for Yorkshire. You can rvide with us to
Bealsford, and stay there the night.”

“I've got a post-chaise there,” said Ralph
excitedly, “at the King's Head! 1 jeit it
there last week. But no horses.”

“Hxcellent! You'il be able to post all the
way, getting horses at each stage. But we
mustn’t ride with your chaise, Ralph; we're
too well known, and might bring danger on
you. Who's that among the whins?”

Dick suddenly galloped off to the left, and,
after searching among the gorsc-bushes for
some time, came back.

“I could have sworn I saw some man
watching us there,” he said—“a tall, lean
fellow. But he has disappeared.”

“T've seen Samuel Slink, Vesey's old
rascally servant, in the neighbourhood once
or twice,”” said Ralph coolly. “He's in
Hector's service mow, But he wasn’t with
the fellows who attacked me.” ¥

“No., He hasn’t heart enough for open
ruffianism ; but he’s all the more dangerous.
A treacherous rascal! If X catch him at any
tricks, I'tl have little hesitation in ridding
yeu of him!” muttered Dick. “Now, Ralph,
is your horse fresh? °Tis more than ours are,
but we shall make Bealsford without trouble,
and rest there till midday to-morrow.”

“The King's Head is no place for us, Dick,”
said Turpin, as they rode on. “If your young
brother stays there, we must quarter at
another hostelry, which I shall show you.”

Little more was said till they reached
Bealsfard,

On the cubskirts of the town they parted,
Ralph going to the inn where his chaise lay,
and the two comrades putting up elsewhere
for the night. They gave the horses a rest
till near noon mext day, and Ralph's chaise
was some miles in front when they started.

“I have a feeling, Turpin,” said Dick, “that
our going ig known to the enemy. By what

Tur Porviar~No. 219,




1+ Keep in touch with the Chat Page for your Editor's Stupendous Surprise !
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THE CHAISE!

‘2 8tand ! cried Dick, spurring out across the road, as the chaise came up.

‘* Pufl up, or you are a dead man ! ¥

and hauled the mares in with all his might.
snatched at their bits, lashing the air wildiy with their hoofs.

The post-boy gave a cry of dismay,"
The horses reared up and
(See page 5.)

signs there are, 1 guess somebody i3 either
close behind or has slipped ahead of us.”

“If you and : ure not a match for any
of Hector’s tricks I will eat my pistols, and
the powder-horn on top of them!” said
Turpin. “But I see no great reason for your
suspicions, Here we have heen four hours
on the road, and pink me, if I've seen any-
thing out of the common.”

“You did not see Bam S8link ride hy on a
sorrel nag when we were halted at the little
inn for our hasty meal?”

“There stands one now, with a black-coated
man. on his back, by the stables of yonder
farmhouse, or grange, or whatever it is,” said
Turpin.

“By the rood, yes!” exclaimed Dick. “Here,
pull aside, man—pull close under the hedge!
Don't let him see us! ’Tis Samoel Slink,
sure enough, as large as life!” -

“Od’so!” said Turpin. “Then the proper
course, in that case, is o shoot him through
the head, since he can be here for no good.”

“Nay, not so hssty!” said Dick. “See, he
is bargaining with the master of that house—
he is giving him money. Now, what should
that be for?” . -

“The fnan will be no acecomplice of Slink’s,”
sald Turpin. “*Tis some country horse-coper
or such-like—sharp encugh, doubtless, but not
a professional rufller. Slink is mot hiring him
10 bludgeon your young brother, Dick.”

“Nay, Slink will go to work in some subtler
way than that: he does not lightly lay him-
self open to the law. Now he rides out, and
goes ‘on. Let him out of sight, and then we
will proceed slowly. He is not personally
dangerous to Ralph, for he has rof the
courage, and I don’t want him to see us,
either.”

“Well,” said Turpin, when they had ridden
# mile farther, “there is Grantley ahead, and
the man Slink will have stopped there, doubt-
Jeas.

“Ay, ‘tis zafe to say already,
of Ralph’s movements. Who
By my hilt, there’s a fin
stnut mares—eh, Turpin?”

A groom was journeying rapidly along the
Tur Porvranr.-—-No. 218

219,

he hag news
omes behind
2 couple of

road, leading a pair of large, wild-eyed chest-
nuts, that gave him much ado to hold.

“That’s a pretty brace of yours, ostleri”
culled- Turpin, to the mam.

“Ay, plague take ‘em!” said the groom.
“Bteady, ye vixen, will ye!”

“I' wonder -you don't ride ene and lead
the other,” gaid Dick, who knew a groom
never walked, whatever his orders were

“Beeause I don’t want to break my neek,
master,” grinned the man,

“You're no rider—eh?”

“Rider!” said the groom. “I'd like
see the man in Norfolk couid beat me! Bat
there ain't no man alive can hold these
’oszex. . You can-sit ‘em, but you can’t hold
3 You ain’t from these parts, or you'd
know ‘em.  They're shay-'osses, but they're
deadly bolters, The first mile t go steady;
an’ then they’ll take the bits en’ go till they
smash the shay to atoms a something!”
d Dick, “indeed!”

“They've broke five earriages to mateh-
wood, an’ killed a man every time. They're
dead certain for it every time they get into
‘sriess!  They're like clockwork, master, for
one mile they'll go like lambas, as I said, an’
then, off they go, am’ it's sudden death to
whoever’s behina ‘em! My governor’s had
‘emn back five times, en’ sold 'em to a fresh
fool every time! Now some fraveller's heen
an’ bought 'em, to go in a shay, I think,
what's at the Green Man, ot Grantley, 1'm
to leave them there. Whoever it is will need
‘is eoffin if he sits behind 'em. It ain't a
surgeon’s job, when they've wrecked n shay—
it's an undertaker’st” :

And, chuckling to the mares. in whieh he
seemed to take a gloomy pride, the man
hurried on towards Grantley.

Dick looked meaningly

“1 told you,” he said, “that Samuel &
would bring forward somefhing out of the
corunon. He knows this district like a book.”

“It. Jooks,” said 'Turpin -pensively, “as
though he proposes to deliver your brother
to the merey of the notbrious chestnut mares.
What do you intend doing?

*Ride into Grantley, and learn a

to

1is comrade.

tittie

more abount it. It will be better sport than
shooting Slink, as you suggested.” e
They put up their horses at a cottage in
the woods near the village, and in the even-
ing Dick went out to learn what he might.
He returned in two hours, smiling grimly.
“All is ready, comrade,” be said. “To- .
morrow, all things favouring, we will give
Samuel S8link a ride in his own chaise!”
TASTES HIS OWN i
MEDRICINE ! H

(T SLInNK

~ HOUGH Turpin, whose curiosity was
roused, plied him with questions,

Dick would do nothing but chuekle, |

and finally went to sleep, leaving his
comrade none the wiser. which exasperated
Turpin to such a pitch that he came near to
drawing his pistols. on his young companion

Dick was up betimes next morning, how:
ever, aud groomed Black Satan with unusunal
care. He kept a close eye on the time, and
alter they had broken their fast he ealled
Turpin to horse, and they started forth.

“We must not be late to-day of all days.”
said Pick. “The jest might take a very ugly
turn for Ralph.if we are not at the edge of
the heath by the time he gets there.”

“You are the most irritating young villain
[ ever knew, keeping all this to yourseif!”’
growled Turpin. “Pink me, if I ride another
step until you tell me what's in the wind!”

* Well,” said Dick laughing, “you are sucii
a slap-dash fellow with those pistols of- .
yours. The one remedy you keep for all ills
is to shoot your efiemy “through-the head,
and if you'd had your way yesterday, there
would now be no Samuel Slink to show us
sport.  And yet,” he added more gravely,
“now we are so close to the business, 1
begin to doubt now if you are mnot right.
Ralph will run some piece of risk as it is.”

“Ay, now things have gone so far, you.
begin to see which is the wiser head!”
grunted Turpin. “I tell you, a leaden pill is
the best cure for an enemy—it purges all the
ill out of him at one stroke. 1 have had
many enemies, Diek, and I speak as an
expert.” :

“I don’t see how one could fire a pistol af
Samuel Slink,” said Dick, “nor sully good
steel on him, murderer though lLe is! ‘Tis
such a erawling, wriggling knave, withou?
spirit enough %o draw a weapon, unless his
opponent were asleep.. Yet, look you, his
life is forfeit, for he has laid this plot 1o
kill Ralph, aud that in the most underhand
way. :

“When T reconnoitred in the village-last
night, 1 found the whole place in a turmoil
with the news of you and me, touching our
escapade at Faulkbourne. There are many
here who know me of old, and 1 was unable
to get word with Ralph, for I did not dare
bring danger on him. by seeking him ont, nor
was there anyone trustworthy whom I eould
send.”

“Nay, I would trust no one at Grantley,”
agreed Turpin. “A plaguey, low, treacherons
place!” :

“Yet one thing I found—it iz known that.
those bolting mares are to be harnessed to
Ralph's chaise, and the whole village is
relishing the joke. They think it a jest that
a man should go to his death in ignorance,
cooped up in a hox on wheels. I have a
strong. netion that Slink will have the door
fastened up—that there may be no getting
out!”

“Like enough,” said Turpin. -

“From what I learned, too, the post-boy i
in Blink’s pay, and as he knows the mares,
he will hold himself ready to‘jump oif and let
the chaise and its burden go to perdition .
when the time comes. 8link himself is bound
to make sure, and carry the news to hLia
precious master, so he is safe to follow on
with that sorrel nag of his, to =see that ail
goes well—from his point of view! Our busi-
5, Turpin, is to stop the chaise where the
road leaves the hedgerows and comes out
upon the open heath and quarry-pits, for
there the danger will begin.”

“ And stop your brother with a * Stand and
deliver!’ * chuckled ‘Turpin. “It's to be
hoped he recognises you at once, else hie may
bring ycu toppling off your horse with a anap-
shot through the chaise window, if 1 know
the boy!?

“Ralph h too sharp an eye for that,”
said Diek. “But vonder is the place where
we should await the chase, and that little

The Man Who Feared No Foe—Dick Turpin ! He’s Heve Every Week !
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This Issue's Great—next week's will be GREATER! 5

grove of pine-trees on either side of the road
will give us good shelter till it comes up.”

Thpy took cover, as they so well knew how,
ong on each side of the highway, and waited
for ths sound of wheels. They were less
than half 2 mile beyond the village itself,
and Diek knew that the mares could be
trusted not to bolt before they gained the
cpen, Tp to thaut point the road ran between
tall hedges.

But beyond the pine-wood it ran through
an opei, stony heath, dotted with old, un-
fenced. guarries, and was as ugly a piece of
highway as there was in the country in $hat

day. Dick, as he waited, pistol in hand, felt-

a sudden gualm of anxiety lest the hour

should have been altered.
Then came the sound of

Ralph's smarg,

wheels, and
lemon-coloured  chaise

appsared down the road from the village,

trotbipg atong sharply. A big, red-nosed
posbition rede the off-side mare, which he sat
tightly and uneasily, He was watching both
the mares’ heads as tliey bored and shook,
their wild eyes beginning to light at the
sight of the open. Inside the chaise Ralph's
figure could just be seen.
neared the pine-wood, the postilion puiled
them in slightly, and shook his feet out of
the stirrups. The time had come!

“8Standi” cried Dick, spurring out across
the road. “Pull up, or you are a dead mani”

The post-boy gave a ery of dismay, and
hauled the mares in with all fis might. He
made 23 i* to let them go again, but Dick’s
pistol convinced him. The mares reared up
and snatehed at their bits., but in a moment
Turpin threw himself off Black Bess and had
them by the bridles. Tihe red-nosed post-boy
fell off with sheer terror.

“86-yeu are in the game, are you, rascal?”
said Dick flercely. “8tand there, and move
not a hair, else there’tl be a bullet through
vour skall! Ralph. out with.you quickly!”

“Why, Dick? What's amiss?"” cried Ralph
through the chaise window.

“Come out quickly, I say!
learn.”

“Y1 san't. This plaguey door is fastened
somehow!” said Ralph, shaking it.

“Ay, I thought so!” said Dick grimly. “Get
back npon the seat, Ralph, cut of the way.
Turpin, hold the mares hard!”

He placed his pistol-inuzzle to the lock-
handle of the door, fired, and biew the lock
clean out. The mares plunged turiously, but
Turpin's weight on the bridles held them.

“A very neat way of getting a man out of
a chaise,” said Ralph, throwing open the
doer and stepping down.  “What's in the
wind, Dick, so early in the day?”

“You will very shortly see,” said Dick.
“There’s no time o explain now.”

He turped to the postilion: “What did
your master pay for this, you cur!”

“f knows nothing about it, sir!* cried the
fetlow, trembling. “I was to jump off if the
wares started to bolt!”

“Ift” retorted Dick

You will soon

“You knew right weli
they would bol$, scoundrel! Where s
samuel  Slink  faring  this  morning—eh?
eak ! ke said fiercely, clapping his double-
pistol $o the man's head.

“He—he was to ride along presently on his
nag!” stammered the prisoner.

“Pidn’t I tell you. Turpin?” said Dick, Ye
shut the chaise door. “Now, you red-nosed
rascal, go to the mares' heads, and hold
them steady where they are. When you see
Samue! Slink coming. beckon to him to ride
up, and do it earnestly, bhear you?”

“¥.yes, sird” stuttered the postilion, whose
knees were knocking together with fright.

“Leave your post, or make any move of
treachery, at your peril! Remember that
two pistols will be covering you from the
pine-woed, and any act of disobedience will
be wyour jast! Lef him take the bridles,
Turpin: do you draw back among the trees.
Ralph, come with me!”

In a few moments there was uothing to be
seen save a lemon-coloured chaise standing
in the middle of the highway, with a dis-
mounted post-boy in front of the mares, hold-
ing them by the bridles as though his life
depended on it.

in the pipe-grove, Dick, watching the road, 1

pistol i hand, told Ralph the scheme, and
that volatile young person sat down on the
moss and laughed till Dick threatened to
stufl some of it into his mouth.

“Eoep guiet, you young ass!” hissed Dick.
“By the rood, herse he comes !”

Down between the hedges appeared the

As the mares |

sorrel nag, with the lean, black-clad figure of
Samuel Slink, and he pulled up "abruptly
and craned his long neck forward in surprise,
as he saw the chaise standing still.

The postilion, desperately mindful of Dick’s
pistol, freed one arm and beckoned
franticaliy.  Samuel Slink rode forward a
dozen yards and stopped again. . The post-
boy beckored all the harder.

Siink came withip fifty yards of the chaise,
and then halted altogether, peering sus-
picicusly about him. He put his hands to his
mouth and called nervously:

“What's the matter?”

“Come here!” replied the post-boy in a
hoarse howl, meant to be a whisper.

But Samuel Slink did not like it.
not his habibt to take risks, and he began teo
edge away again nervously. Then, like a
thunderbolt, Dick and Black Satan shot out
from the wood and dashed at him.

“Halb there, Samuel Slink!” shouted Dick,
presenting his pistol.

But -Slink gave a shriek of terror, and elap-
ping the spurs to his nag, galioped away
frantically for the village.

Dick did not fire. He spoke to Satar, and
in a dozen bounds the magnpificent blask
horse overtook the sorrel Dick bent over
and caught the bridle, pulling the nag up
short, and Samuel Slink suot over its head
on to the road.

“Now, Master Slink,” said Dick, covering

1t was

- him with the pistol and lefting the nag go,

“get up and accompany me to the chaise,

where I shall require a little explanation of |

you.”

“Spare me! Spare me!”
clasping his hands. -

“If you do not obey,” said Dick, “I shall
follow my friend Turpin’s advice and shoot
you through the head. And that will be
annoying, because it will prove him in the
right and wmyself in the wrong. Choose
quickly—avhich is it to be?”

Whining and cringing, Slink picked himself
up and sneaked fowards the chaise, Dick
shepherding him along with the pistol. When
the man found Turpin aud Ralph waiting 1o
receive him, he burst into fresh lament ns

“Now, Master Slink,” said Dick grimly,
you are still in your old trade, despite Vesey
Neville's death, and are now in the service of
Hector of that ilk, you must take the conse-
quences. I am no admirer of hired assassing,
especially when directed against me and my
kin.” _

“1I am but an old and faithful servant?!”
wailed Slink., “I have never harmed a fly!”

“And yet, after hatching this cowardly
plot, you came here to assure yourself that
it had succeeded, and that my brother had
shared the fate of those who sit behind the
Grantley mares!”

“The fate?” wailed Slink, “What fate?”

“The fate of being belted within a locked

shrieked Slink,

chaise, and being dashed to death in the
quarries, you skulking knave,” said Dick,
“even as you arranged out of that scoundrelly
hiead of yours!”

“1 know not what you mean!” cricd Slink,
trembling.

“Ah!” sald Dick innocently. “Have I
made a mistake? It was not you, then, that
Turpin and I saw buying the mares at the
coper’s yesterday?”

“Ay, I bought them,” said S8link, seeing
there was no way out of that, “and leng
them to the landlerd of the inn. And beau-
tiful, harmless creatures they are, as you
may seg, sirl”

“Then there is nothing wrong with the
mares?”

“Nothing, sir; else I should not have
bought them.” :

“Master Slink,” said Dick ecarmestly, “I
have, then, done you great wrong. I must
apoleogise most humbly.”

“Indeed, sir, I was paired at your sus-
picions upem an honest old servitor like

myself,” cringed Samuel; “but let that
pass!”

“Not at all! Not at all!” said Dick.
“Every reparation shall be done you.
must make good the wrong. You shall
journey on your way in this ecmfortable

chaise, drawn by these harmless creatures,
and my brother Ralph must ride your nag
on for you to Ensleigh Town. You will
arrive the quicker.”

“Nay, sir; I—® prefer to ride!” stam-
mered Slink. “Post-chaises are not for the
iikes of me.”

“Not a bit of it. You must let me put the
matter right,” said Dick. “It shall never be
said I wronged an_ honmest man. - Ralph, open
the chaise door, and I will help him in.”

“1 will not go in! 1 do not like post-
chaises!” cried Slink, and, turning, he tried
to make a bolt of it, but Dick caught him by

the arm,
you rascal!” said Dick.

“In with you,
“Enough- of this. If you have spoken the
1f you have

truth. you will take no harm.
led, sou stand convicted of the attempted
murder of my brother, and you shall have the
same chance you condemned him to!”

He bundled the yelling Slink into the
chaise, and jammed the door hard to with
a kick, disregarding the man’s frantic pro-
tests.

“Up with you there, post-boy!
uniess you prefer a bullet!
Tarpin !”

Dick gave the near mare a smack with his
hand, there was a wild squeal, and off dashed
the pair of them like a shot from a gun.
Before they had gone fifty yards, the post-
boy threw himself off skilfully, rolled to his
feet, and scampered away among the trees.
The mares, fairly on their way, flew like
demens along the road.

The chaise tore and bumped after them

Quick,
Stand aside,

A STURNNMING INCIDENT FROM NEXT WEEK'S INSTALMENT !

napkin ! "
vigorously at f:he captain’s face.

Dick Neville made a quick dart forward, and throwing one arm round the
rascal’s neck, dragged him to the table.
He dipped the cloth in the hot coffee, and began to scrub

" Now, Smith,’’ he said, ‘¢ that
(See “ Stand and Deliver,q’ newt week.)
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und Samue! Slink's head, thrust through the
window and bobbing like a jack-in-the-box
i every bump the vehicle made, roared
bellowed lustily.

The three comrades watched the thing as
it soared off into a wmere speck in the dis-
tance, when there was a sudden puff of
fust, a far-off erash, and no more was to he
of the lemon-coloured chaize and the
Grantley mares,

T on To sT. ausTelLs: 1)
3 ¥

GRPIN shut the lid of

box with a snap.
“8o much for Samuel Slink,” he
said. “You are well rid . of  him,
Dick. Speaking for myself, I would have
ziven him a bullet by way of send off. to
inake sure; but there is no doubt he has
wet his end. Shall we ride om, and see how

- befell?”

“No,” said Dick; “Samuel Slink is nothing
to me. My only care is to hurry Ralph on
to 8t. ’s, out of the way of assassins
and Whatever has happened to
slink is no more than he condemned
Ralph to.” <

«1 {feel no great curiosity myself,” said Ralph.
“The man was too vile a coward, besides his
ruscality, to feel any pity for. There is his
sorrel nayg yonder, and as my chafse is gone,
I will horrow the late Samuel’s horse, and
ride on with you to Pakeley.”

“Nay; leave the beast alone, and jump up
behind me on Black Satan,” said Dick. “It
will do you no good to ride a dead man’s
horse. Did Heetor’s rascals hear of it, they
would get you arrested on some plea or
other, and brought into trouble.” 2 -

Ralph mounted up behind Dick, and the
three set out again.

“To be rid of Samue! 8link is cheap ab
the loss of a chaise,” said Dick, “and the
kuave is well served, since his own horses
have killed him instead of you. It is good
pews, too, that the Grantley mares are also
ot of the running, for they have certainly
hroken their necks in the fall in yonder
quarry, and they will kill no more unsus-
pecting purchasers Yet, pink me, if 1
wouldn’t like to have had the breaking-in of
them! I think I could have cured them.
They cannot be as bad as Satan was before

the sunuff-

1 broke him' in; he killed as many men as the |

two of them together.”

“No matter,” said Turpin; “the mares died
in a good cause. I only regret that your
worthy cousin Hector was pot in the chaise
as well.”

“Nay; I shall rid myself of Hector in a
hetter manner than that,” said Diek. “Turn
off aecross the open here, Turpin; I must
not ride along the highway with Ralph behind
me, lest I bring disaster on him. We will
cut across country to Pakeley, where you
ean get another chaise, and post onward
with all speed, Ralph. 8it tight!”

Away went the horses across the open

heath, threading in and out among the

quarry pits, and skirting the groves of pine-
trees. Both Satan and Bess were fresh, and
in four hours’ time Pakeley Town was neared,
and the travellers halted. : g

“We've left the enemy oui of it  this
time,” said Dick. “Jump down, Ralph, and
go into the town on foot. You must not be
seen with us. You've plenty of money. Go
to the chief hostelry in the place, which is
the Queen Anne, and order the best chaise
and liorses they have. Get your meal while
ihey aré put in, and then push on without
delay. We shall wait you on the other side
of the town, and though you will not see us
from the ehaise, we will be close at hand
should any danger thireaten.”

“I'll" be on the road again in forty
minutes,” returned Ralph; “but where will
you get your noontide meal?”

“Never you mind us,” said Dick, with a arin
at Turpin: “we have our own ways of doing
ihings. Poor outlaws cannot expect to fare
like young Ianded gentlemen on their travels.”

In spite of which, Dick and his comrade,
putting up at a small inn on the ountskirts
known to the latter, fared much better than

Ralph, for wherever Turpin and Dick o’ the

Roads went they saw to it that no man
neglected their needs. .
The two highwaymen then skirted round
the town, waifed till Ralph’s chaise arrived,
Tap PorrLar.—No. 219. =~

and then, though never seen by either Ralph
or his postilion, guarded it the whole journey
through, = Dick rode a quarter of a2 mile
behind, and Turpin about the same distance
in front, and it would have been a daring
and a skilful enemy who eluded those two
watch-dogs.

They put up for the night at separate inns,
after a long jourpey, and nothing happened
next day worthy ol note. At last the old
landmarks appeared once more, and as they
drew near to S8t. Austell’s, the two highway-
men rode beside the chaise, for their pre-
sence there mattered the less.

“We had some rare sport hereabouts last
year, Dick,” chuckied Turpin.

“J think it will be quieter now,” =aid Dick.

“Quieter! With you and that young rip of
3 brother of yours stirring np everything and
everybody! I'l  warrant there's trouble
enough to scare the fiend hims within a
week!”

“Well," said Dick, laughing, “that’s as may
be. But what I mean is, 'tis thie safest place
from Hector’s plots. In Vesey’s time, when
Ralph was at the school here, it cost both
of us many a tussie to thwart the marr's
villainies, and besides, he tried to take Ralph
away, because I, the outlaw, had brought
him here. But you may remember, Ralph
found time, smong his many devilries at the
school, to win a scholarship, which placed him
under the care of the school guardians, and,
of course, he has it still. 8o, you see, there
is no way for Hector to trick him out by
process of law, and you may leave me and
Ralph to see he does not do it by force.”

“They all know here that Ralph is the
brother of Dick o’ the Roads—eh?” said
Turpin.

ORI
LOOK OUT
- FOR YOUR

EDITOR'S GRAND
©  SURPRISE!

% IT’S COMING SOON!

«Ay, but with the scholarship, that can do
him no .hurt. ' The boys all swear by him. It
isn't every Fifth Form youngster who has’a
real live highwuyman for a brother! As for
Dr. Trelawney, the Head, he is my sworn
friend, since, you know, I had the luck to
save his life. But see, here we are at the
school, and, by the rood! yonder comes Tre-
lawney himsell out of the gate!”

The chaise pulled up with a jerk, and Ralph
jumped out, just as the fine old headmaster
came up.

“Good-day to you doctor!” called Dick.
“Here's an old pupil come back to you!”

Dr. Trelawney halted in aipazement, then,
hurrying  forward, he shook hands heartily
with Dick and Ralph.

“I*'ve heard of your misforfune, Dick,” he
said, “and plaguey sorry I am for you! I
thought your troubles were over when Vesey
Neville died, but it seems this knave of a
son of his has ousted you. I fear you have
not managed things too well at' Faulkbourne.”

“And so say 1!” cried Turpin; “but the
young rascal would take no.advice, sir! If
he’d done as I told him, and sent a bullet—

“Gently—gently, comrade said Dick,
iaughing ; and Turpin stopped short as he saw
the doetor looking curiously at him. “I begin
to think you're right, Dr. Trelawney; but the
time is not far off when I shall  make my
mistakes good. In the meantime, I shall be
glad to see Ralph in sueh good hands as
yours, for he has been, and is still, in no
small danger.”

“How?” exclaimed the doector. “I thought
he, at least, was safe. Hiz title to Hunter-
combe is secure.

“ Ay, while be lives,” said Dick dryly; “but
you see, Hector Neville's next-of-kin, since I
ean inherit nothing asf an outlaw, and so he
is Ralph’s heir.”

FOH08

“Good heavens! Do you mean—-"

“1 mean that, but for good luck and some
small amount of energy on our part, Ralph
would not be here now,” said Dick quietly.
“ Huntercombe. is left in good hands, znd
there is no place in the kingdom where I can
s0 well see 1o my brother's safety as here.”

“True!” eried the doctor. “ And right glad
I am to have him back, though I won't deny
he was the most troublesume young rasesl
in the school, and the pluckiest at that!
There are some rare floggings in store for
you, Raipht”

“I know you’re strong in the arm, sir!” said
Ralph; laughing,

“The scholarship Ralph won put him under
your ¢are, aud Hector cannot take him from
yor by law.” said Dick.

“I'l see to that!” said the doctor grimiy.
“I trust you'il be rid of Hector as you were
of his father, Dick; but I fear you bave a stili
more dangerous rogue to deal with. Ralph
Neville, you know the way into the school.
Go and take up your quarters.”

“BMect me to-night at the old place in the
plantation,” said Dick, in a low voice, to his
brother as they parted, “and let me know
how things are in the school. There are one
or two matters to fear yet. I shall have some
news for you.”

Ralph nodded, and went through ints the
quadrangle.  Immediately his old comrades
recoguised him there was a rush, a cheer, and
the last the two highwaymen saw of Ralph
hie was being chaired round the quad hy a
cheering multitude.

“The young rascéal seeras mighty popular
there,” Tuorpin, after he and Dick had
taken leave of the. docter, and were riding

on. “Well Dick, we're in our own country
hiere. “Where shall we quarter ourselves to-
night ?”

“1 was thinking old 8ir Henry Stanhope, of
Basing Hall, who is one of the governors of
the school, might put us up,” said Diek. “Ie
was our best friend in the oid days, and was
my guest’ at Faulkbourne npot two months
baek.”

“Ay, I remember him,” said Turpin; “he
rode back with us to Faulkbourne after
Vesey's death. A jolly old dog, and keeps
a rare good table. He is a magistrate, too,
and can do as he likes. An excellent idea of
yours, Dick!”

“ Yonder’s the house, not half a mile away.”
reburned Dick. “Whether we'd better put
up for the night or not, I don't know—at all
events, we'll pay our respects, and dine with
the old boy. - But there's one thing—your
name, comrade, is rather apt to scare peopls,
and -besides, it might make things awkward,
Sir Henry being a governor of the school. He
may have guests. I think the words * Richard
Turpin ' might frighten them.”

“It may be so,” said Turpin. “I bhave
hardly been as eareful of my name on the
roads as you have, and there are some queer
tales told of me. 'Tis hard a man should
have his eharacter so taken away; but this
is a wicked world. Besides, I am not a friend
of the family, like yourself.” |

“For which reason,” said Dick, “I.shall
take the liberiy of introducing you as Mr.
Smith. Ouly, mark you, u_ will have to
behave, not bring d dit on me. I
shall be respongible for you, so none ‘of your
tricks, such whipping out pistols at the
dinncr-table and stripping the company of
their purscs. Sir Henry might not like it.”

“I shall comport mysell like a parson,” said
Turpin, grinning.  Butter shall not melt in
my mouth; Di © You shall observe how
prettity v, Swith will behave.”

“Minl you stick to that,” said Dick,

ubtfuliy. ¥ .

“And, look you, Dick, onme never knows
what one is going to happen upon, If we
find any hostility to wus, or if too much
notice seems to bhe taken _of Dick o’ the
Roads, we had beiter not seem on too
good terms together. ’Tis a wise preecau-
tion. 1t will be well fo appear somewhaf
quarrelsgme, and  ill-pleased with each
other.” ¢

“There is wisdom in looking well aliead,”
safd Diek:* “but if I know Sir Henry, we
have nothing to fear. Here we are at the
door. Od’s fish! How neglected the place
looks! 1t used not to be s0.”

rather

simply wmust not niss next week's
of our sensational Highwayman
It’s greater than ever.)
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WHAT DID SEIMMY SEE ?

Tom Merry & Co. are starlied and mystified by the strange sewnds emanating from Stwdy No. 9.
_does it tnean 2

A 7 Rolliing
By

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Very Mysterious !
8s INISHED {7
F Skimpole of the Shell uitered

the word, with a sigh of relief.
He blotted the last page of his

manuscript, and then leaned back in his

chair, looking quite exhausted.

Skimmy had just written a ghost story
for “Tom Merry's Weelkly.” Tom Merry
had told him not to exceed a thousand
words, owing to considerations of space.
But Skimmy had written four times that
amount. He had been scribbling all the
afternoon in Study No. 9, and he was
row suffering from headache, writer's
cramp, and exhaustion combined.

“Tom Merry ought to be very pleased
with my story,” murmured the genius
6f the Shell.  “I've put quite a lot of
thrills in it. That chapter where the
ghost glides inte the duke’s bed-room
and cries, ‘ Ha, ha! I am the ghost of
thine earliest ancestor !’ is simply grand.
1'he duke bolts from the haunted mansion
in his dressing-gown, followed by a crowd
of shrieking servants. And the ghost
pursues the whole lot of them. Tom
Merry will simply revel in that part!”

Skimpole smiled as he pictured to
himself the effect his ghost story would
produce.

Skimmy was not a brilliant author as
a rule. Ie wrote yards and yards of
weighty prose, and fxe used long words
which his scheolfellows had never heard
before.

On this occasion, however, Skimmy
had excelled himselt. He had dropped.
s usual “highbrow ” style in favour of
simple, forceful diction. And his story,
“fthe Spectre of Moat Grange,” was
bound to make a big sensation.

Skimpole sat alone in the twilight.

yore and Talbot, his two study-mates,
wwere still on the football-field. :
© Skimmy was still pondering over his
story, with his chin rodding on his chest,
and his eves half-closed, when a sudden
wailing sound elose at hand caused him
to sit bolt upright.

“What was that?” he mutlered, turn-
ing pals.

The wailing sound was repeated. It
was not loud, but faint and low. It
almost made Skinuny’s flesh creep.

There was something very uncanny
about that sound. It was not caused by
the wind; Skiminy felt certain of that.

Redfern is

A MYSTERY AND SCHOOI TALRE!
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tAuthor of the grand storvies of Tom Dlerry & Co., now appearing in the  Gem.”)

And it didn't seem to be caunsed by any
human being. :

Skimpole, sitting there in the twilight,
which was rapidly merging into dusk,
felt very frightened. - His teeth started
chattering. He felt bhalf inclined to
spring to his feet and rush cut of the
study.

“What ever can 1t be?” he muttered,
straining his ears to listen,

Then, for the third time, he heard thai
strange, uncanny sound. It seemed very
near, as if actually in the study.

Skimpole blinked around him in great
alarm. Then he saw a sight which sent
cold shivers down his spine.

On the wall of the study, farthest away
from him, appeared an apparition!

Skimpole did not stay to take stock of
the ghostly intrader. e gave one wild
glance at it, and then, with a yell which
echoed through the Schoo! House, he
rushed peli-mell from the study.

Skimmy fled shrieking dewn the pas-
sage, and he cannoned into the Terrible
Three of the Shell, who were coming
along arm-in-arm.

“ Hellup!” gasped Tom WMerty, stag-
woring from the impact. “Can't you
look where you're going, you duffer?”

¢ Let me pass—let me pass!”

Skimpole’s voice was trembling with
fear and excitement. Ilis eyes were wild
and staring. g

“VWhat the thump—="
ners, in amazement.

Skimpole struggled to force his way
past the Terrible” Three.

“Let me pass—quickly I be exclaimed.
“Y am being pursued!”

“By Knox of the Sixth?” asked Monty
Lowther.

“No; by a feacful apparitiont”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skimpole- gave a fearful, glance over
his shoulder,

“Ii is no laughing malter, my dear
fellows!” he gasped. “If you had seen
what I have just seen you would be
utterly prosteatped t"

Tom Merry seized the
shoulders and shook him.

“Pull yourself together, Skimmy!” he
said sharply. “You say you've just seen
a, ghos{?”

&.’&r

begah Man-

&

g i
“ But ghosts don’f exist
“I've seen one, 1 tell
study 1"
“Rot1” said the caplajn of the Shell.

sr

in my

you,

Jim’s School.

“Your imagination’s been playing you
tricks. IMave you finished that ghost
story for the ¢ Weekly '2”

Skimpole nodded.

“Then I can see what's happened,
Your mind was full of spooks and spectres
and grisly phantoms, and it was begin-
ning to get dark in the study, and you
saw a shadow of some sort, and took 1t
for a ghost.”

“That's about i, Tommy,” said Monty

Lowther. ““Was it you who gave that
fearful yell just now, Skimnmy?
“Yes. You fellows can laugh at my

fears, but Pm positive I saw a ghost 1"
“ What was it like?” asked Manners.
“Well, I—1 can hardly describe il
4.__"‘

* Because there was nothing there fto
describe !” id Tom Merry shortiy.
“Still, we'll come along to your study
and investigale, just to set your mind al
rest.”

Skimpole, however, declined to accom-
pany the Terrible Three to Study No. 8.
Wild horses would not have dragged him
there. He hurrled away to the brilliantly
lighted Common-room, where he felr
secure from ghosts.

Tom Merry & Co. stepped slong the
passage and visited Study No. 9.

Manners switched on the light, and
the juniors saw that everything was in
order. There was no sign of a ghostly
visitant,

Skimpele's story, "“The
Moat Grange,” lay on the
picked it up, with a smile.
© STt was writing this yarn that made
Skiramy see things,” ha said.  He's got
ghosts on the brain.”

“The silly chump nuist have mes-
merised himself into seding a epook:”
growled Manners.

At that moment Talbot and Gore canie
into the study. They had just had =«
bath after their exertions on the footbali-
field, and they looked very fresh and
ruddy.

“Halle! What are you fellows afier?”
said Talbot.

Tom Merry explained. ;

“Skimmy came dashing out of this
study just now in a state of terror,” he
said. “He was convinced he had seen
o ghoest. Of course, it was & delusion,
but we thought we'd better crnoe wlong
and investigate.”

Talbot smiled.

Tue Poruvraz.—No. 219,
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“We don’t go m for ghosis in this
study,” he said. Skimmy’s imagina-
rion ha~ been playing a jape on him,
W hem is ho'

“He won’t come back to the studv,
said Monty Lowther. “He's quite made
up, hu mind that xt s haunted |’

Tl illy ass!” growled Gore. SIf
hia doesn’™ choose to come in to tea, it’ 3
his own funeral! All the more for us!”
ible Three retired, Tom Merry
mkum mpole’s manuscript with him.
albot and Gore sat down to a late
tea. ‘The football had given a keen edge
to their appetites. There was a new
plumi-cake from the luckshop and a dish
of delicions doughnuts. 1f Sklmpole
chose to miss these good things, it was,
as Gom remarked, his ewn funeral.

“Skimmy’s been scen*g visions and
dreaming dreams,” said Talbot. “We
shall have to cure him of the habik
When people start secing ghosts, it
wenerally means that their nerves are in
a yun-down state.”

Gore nodded.

“Qf course, there are no such things
as ghosts,” he said. Bug there was a
strange lack of cenviction in his tone.

“Of course not I’ said Talbot. “ When
youw're in a state of nerves it’s easy to
mnagine anything. Any fellow could see
a ghost if he concentrated on seeing one.
But he wouldn't be seeing an actnal
ghost. It would be a p.umzehan im-
pme\mn»—(reatnd by his own mind.
See?”?

““Is that really so?” asked Gore.

“Yes. In my opinion, anyway. When
Macheth saw the dagger floating towards
hxa hand, it wasn't 4 real dagget It was

“a false creation, pmoeecung from the
heat-oppressed brain,” as Macbeth said
himiself. And when Skimmy saw this
ghost, it was a creation of hm own mind.
But let’s chapge the subject.”

Suddenly Gore dropped his knife with
a clatter. |

“Wbat was that?” he asked quickly.

G

“I tho’lghi T heard a sort of wailing
noise——"

Talbot grinned.

“Th:q 1s ‘what comes of talking ahont
ehosts,” he said. “Youll be seeing
things in a minute !’

Palbot went on with his tea, but Gore
sat stock-still. Flis lips were twitching
nervously. He was (eltam he had nob
been mistaken.

“There it goes again!’

"

he muttered.

Talbot had heard it this time. And
he looked quite startled.

“What the merry dickens——"" he
began, in amazement.

414 wasn’t the wind,” ~said ‘Gore.

it was a
39

‘And it didn’t sound human
queer, supernatural sort of sound.

'lhﬂ wailing was repeated, and the
{wo juniors could no longer doubt the
evidence of their ears. |

Giore was quite pale now.

Even thongh the light burned brighfly
in Btudy No. 9, and the five cracklod
merrily s well, there was something
uncanuny in the atmosphere.

The wailing continued at intervals.

Talbot’s nerves were steady, and he
had no thought of rushing out of the
study In a panic, as Skimpole had done.
But George Gore was already on his
feet.

“What on earth is 1677 he muttered.

“ Ask me another ! said Talbot.
Suddenly” Gore gave a violent slart
n‘d sprang back a pace, knocking 1115

chair over with a crash.

“Look!” he exclaimed, poiniing
dramatically towards “the wall opposite
him.

Talbot {urned his head,
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| ghosts now?

Gore’s gaze.
of alarm.

A strange, spectral figure was outlined
against the wall. It was in white, save
for a red blotch here and there. Tts
two arms were outspread, and one of the
lotig, bony hands clutched what appeasred
to be a dagger.

The figure did not move. Talbot and
Gore gazed at it as if petrified. Gore
wanted to dash out of the study, but his
timbs seemed to be paralysed. He had
temporarily lost the power of movement.

Even Talbot, cool-headed and practical
though he was, felt himself trembling a
little. He could in no way account for
the presence of this mysterious phantom.
It was vague and unreal.

The apparition was all the
strange, secing that it did not se
depend upon the darkucss for its mani-
festations. It appeared in the full glare
of the electric light.

There was anocther wail, which might
or might not have proceeded from the
motionless figure on the wall.

For some moments the two juniors
were tongue-tied, unable to move or
speak.

At last the figure vanished.

¢ drew a deep breath of relief,
t's gone 1” he nmttuod

Talbot nodded.

“The thing made me feel quile guesr !
he murmured.

“What have you got te say dbout
2 asked Qore grimly. *Arc
you going to suggest that we both
imnagined this?”

«“No. It was there, right enough.
And did you see what it held in its hand
—-a sort of daggex v

Gore shuddered.

““Let’s get out of this!” he mmultered.
“T'm certain this study’s haunted.’

He hurried out of the study. Talbot
remained for a few minutes, then he

Then he uitered a low cry

more

“followed his study-mate, switching off the

In a very thoughtful
ray to the junior

light as he went.
mood he made his
Common-room.

- —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Night of Terror!
¢ F MPOSSIBLE ! said Tom Merry.
I “Bat we saw it, I tell you!”
shouted Gore.
“Your imagination, dear man,”
drawled Cardew.
There was a buzz of volees in
Common-room. Talbot and Gore
related their uncanny experience,

the
had
but

nohody—except \Iumpo'(,—-\\ a3 impressed

by the story

“You seriously mean to say thai Study
No. 9 is haunted?” asked Jack Blake.

“Yes,” gaid Tatbot.

“What uttah wob!” said  Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy. “ Somebody’s been
playin’ a jape on you, deah boys!”

“We distinetly saw an apparition,” said
Talbot. It appeared on thn wall, and
stayed there for a goo “five mmu’u\
without moving. And thenit vanished.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A peal of langhter greeted Talbot’s
statement.

“You can cackle !’ zaid Talbot, begiu-
ning to get angry. “But I defy any one
of you to spend the night in Study

35

| No."gy
This was a direct challenge. And it
wias taken up at once.
“Tm game!” said George Alfred
Grundy.

“Same here ! echged a dozen voices.

“ Grundy spoke first,” said Tom Merry.
“J.et him go and sample the horrovs of
the haunted study.”

]

 time In reading.

- you,’

Hbln Ha-ha ™

“Will you agree to
Grundy I asked Gore.

““Yes, rather!”

“Come along, then!”

Quite a procession of juniors went
along to Study No. 8. George A]fod
Grundy stepped jauntily into the a[} rt
ment, singing to himself, Where'sy 1
go I fear no foe!” ;

“Yon can have
like,” said Talbot.

“Thanks, T will,” was the reply.
you want me to stay here 33‘ niﬂ'hf'

““That’s what you’ve agreed to d

“All serene. Who's. the pre
duty 10-115;;111?”

* Rushden.” . 5

“Will you be able {o account f&r my
tbieme from the dorm?”

“We'll rig up a dummv figure, and put
i in your -“d *» said Gore

Grundy s dtched on the Light,
glanced round the study.

“No sign of the merry ghost,” he said,
with a chuckle. Then his glance w
dered to Talbot’s bookshelf. ¥
you've got some ripping books b
he added. “1I shall be able {o pas
Tl stoke the fire uy
and make myself comfy on the 5

Talbot closed the study doc
key grated in the lock. Ges
Grundy was lefg alone in the haunt
study.

The juntors then retreated. They had
not gone a dozen yards when a fea
scream rang out, causing them to stop
short in wonder.

Talbot and Gore smiled grimly.

“Grundy’s scaved stif alveady.”
the latter. “He's scen the ghost!

Another scream rang out, and Gruw
battered his elenched fists on the loc
door of the study.

“Lct. me out! Quicklyt” he yelled.

Talbot sprinted along the passage, ang
unlocked the door of Study No. 8, and
threaw it open.
rundy came forth as if he had b
discharged from a cannon. His he
was on ¢nd, and there was a {ownrifind
cx ion on his face.

“T've seen 16! he muttered. *Falbot
sud Gore were quite right, and so was
Skimmy. That study is haumnted {

Even now Tom Merry & Co. were nsi
convinced. They lnughed ineredulously.

The captain of the Shell ateppmi miﬂ
the doorway of Study No. 8, and glanced
round the apartment.

“Dashed 1f T can see any thmg,

“ Well, ji must _have . gone,

tundy, “I not only saw 1t, but heard
t4s

be Tocked im,

the light on, i you

and

he
.

“Clammon !

\ “ou let your nerves vet the better of
> said Jack Blake, :md you starbed

seaing things that weren’t there!”’

“¥ wouldn't go back mio that sindy
for a pm<mu anv“ay'” said Gluj}t},
mop the perapiration -frm.l his brow,
“If any other fellow caves to take it on
he’s welcome.” : :

‘Then up spake
D’Arey.

“T am verfec
night in Talbot’s
not afwaid of ghosts;
there are no ghosts there
Of 3

“Well, go ahead, Gussy,” said Tal bot.
“But you'll soon be snouhmg fm* ue ie
let you out, same as Grundy did.”

Arthur Augustus smiled scornfully.
Tike the natives of Wiltshire, he was 3ot
afraid of “hog, dog, m—wgcntlcnmn in
black.” He would show tiiese fellows
that he had nerves of stesl.

Arthur  Augustas

Iy willin’® {o spend the
aday!” he said. Ty
in fact, I'm sush
to be u,L\ fidd

¥__Next Wesk’s St. Jim’s Tale }
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Gussy stepped into the study cheerfully
nough, and Taibot locked the door.

The crowd of juniors waited in the
passage, wondering if Gusay would yell
to be let out. But the minutes passed,
and Arthur Augustus gave no sign that
anything was armiss.

“Gussy's all right,” said Jack Blake.
# Let’s go back to the Common-room,”

T'he juniors followed this advice. They
trooped along to the Common-room,
iiscussing the haunted study.

Though Tom Merry & Co. refused to
Lelieve in the ghost, at the same time,
they were frankly puzzled.

1t was not surprising that Skimpole had
shown fright. Skimmy was not of the
stuff of which heroes are made. But
Talbot and Gore had plenty of pluck, and
&0 had Grundy. It was strange that these
three fellows should have been scared.

The juniors settled down to their books

e
/ N

,

7

and their games of chess. Most of thom
Tad forgotten Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
and his lonely vigil. Bot when bed-time
drew near they were suddenly reminded
of Gussy:

“Leot’s go and ask him through the
keyiiole if he’s seen anything yet,” said
Monty Lowther.

“Good whepzet”

T'he juniors were about to go along to
Study No. 9, when suddenly the deor of
the Common-room was thrown open, and
Axrthur Augustus rushed in.

Gussy's clothes were rumpled, and his
hair dishevelled. His complexion was
the colour of chalk. :

There was a shout of bewilderment
from the juniors: :

¢ Grussy 17

“What's happened?”

“How did you get out?”

Arthor Augustus threw himsell inlo a
chair He was panting {or breath.

The juniers waited amid tense excite-

ment for the swell of St. Jim's to)

explain,

“T've seen 1,
Clussy at length.

“You—you've seen the ghost
exclaimed Jack Blake.

“Yaas. Yt was awful, [ gave me the
eops! I was lyln’ on the couch,
vdin' a book, when a epectwal figgah
suddenly appeared on the wall. -1 spoke
to 1t, but it wouldn’t ansah. I could only
heah a dweadful wailin’ sound, which
sent cold shivahs down my spine. I

dealt bovs!" gasped

oy

oV

asked the—~the thing te go away, but
it wouldn't. It stayed there on the
wall, an’ it got on my nerves so much,
deah boys, that I hopped out of the
windah. I wouldn’t have stayed in that
studay for a term’s pocket-money "

A buzz of amszement greeted Gussy's
narration.

“Look here,” said Tom Merry. “1t's
high time this mystery was cleared up.
Gussy’s the fifth fellow to be scared this
evening. Skimmy set the ball rolling;
then Talbot and (ore saw this spook;
then Grundy was scared out of his
wits

“Grundy hasn’t any wits to be scared
out of !’ said Lowther.

* Hi, b3, hai”

* Anyway, be was jolly scaved,” said
Tom Merry. “And now Gussy comes
rushing in, looking like a ghost himself,
to tell us that Study No. 9 is haunted.
There's a mystory somewhere. And it's
up to us to unravel it.”’

“Hear, hear!” said Manners.

After a good deal of discussion, it was
decided that the Terrible Three should
visit Talbot’s study after lighis-out, and
pass the night there.

In spite of ail they had heard about

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The End of the Mystery .

uS TOKE up the merry fire!”

said
Monty Lowther cheerfully

“We've got to stay here all
night, so we might as well make
the best of it.”

The Terrible Three were in Talbot's
study. The light had been switched on,
and the blind drawn, so that the rays
would not penetrato mmto the darkness
of the quad.

Tom Merry & Co. werc not a bit per-
turbed. They made themselves qguite
coemfortable in the haunted study. Man-
ners amused himself by pasting snap-
shots in an album, fonty Losther
started to write a humorous article for
“Tom Merry’s - Weekly.” And Tom
Limself lay on the couch and read
Stevenson's “* Treasure Island.” Hc had
alveady read it half a dozen times, but
it was a story of which he never tired.

An  hour passed without incident.
Midnight boomed forth from the old
clock-tower.

“ I almost wish we'd stayed in bed,”
said Mariners, with a yawn.  “There
geems to be nothing deing.”

0 better stay here

Vo'd all “night

THE QHOST OF STUDY 9!
away on tha night air, a hazy
Manners, who saw it first, uttere

Just as the fast stroke of midnight disd
ure appeared on the wall of the study:
a startied cry.
The ghost had at last made its appearance.

“ Look ! he muttered.
(Ses Chapter 3).

the ghost, Tom  Merry & Co. were
neither convinced nor alarmed. They
were, in fact, looking forward to their
vigil in tho baunted study. -

Ruashden of the Sixth shepherded the
junioss to bed, and eventually saw lights
cut. -

The Terrible Three had planned to
wait till eleven o'clock before going
down to the haunted study.

Most of the other fellows went to
sleep.  But three of them were wide-
awake when the Terrible Three left the
dormitory at eleven. And these three
—Bernard Glyn, Clifton Dane, and
Harry Noble—~rose from their beds and
stole quietly downstairs in thoe wake of
Tom Merry & Co. And they chuckled
softly as they deséended the wide stair-
case.

though,” said Tom Merry, “or ths
fellows will say we funked it.”

“That's so,” agreed Lowther. * We'll
stay here all night, whatever bappens,
Even if the merry ghost appears—-"

“Hist!” said Manners  suddenly.
“ What was that?”

“The wind,” said Tom Merry.

“No, it wasn't.  There it
again!”’ .

All three heard the scund ihis time,
It was a ghostly, long-drawn-sut wail.

A rather startied expression came over
tho faces of the jumiors. They were
seized with a nameless dread.

Just as the last stroke of midnight
died away on the night air, a hazy figure
appeared on the wall of the study. :

(Contjnued on page 27.)
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THE JAPE OF THE TERM!

WIBLEY AGAIN!

The Removites find themse lves thoroughly outwitted and ** dished * > by their rivals, the Fourth Form—then
Wibley sleps on the scenel
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mum’s the Word !

E,XCITEM INT reigned in the Remove

Form at Greyiriars, :
Certainly there was good reason for
exeitement. Things were going very
well for Harry Wharton & Co., the Famous
Five at Greyfriars,

They were rehearsing a play to be per-
jormed by the Remove Dramatic Somgty
—and so were Temple, Dabney & Co.,
of the Fourth. But the Remove’s play was
something above Temple's play, for Temple
was keen on Shakespeare, and the Remove
thought that they couid do something better
hy producing the thrilling drama, ™ The Red

Rover!”

Then again, Temple, Dabney & Co. had
raided the Remove in their dormitory the
pight hefore, and they had come off second
hest, At least, that was what Wharton &
Co. thought.

As a matter of fact, Temple had evolved a
seheme whereby he eould get hold of Harry
Wharton's copy of the book of words for
“"Phe Red Rover!” He had succeeded, and, in
trying to replace the manuseript during the
pight he had been seen. %

So the raid was hardly a raid at all, fhough
it developed into-a rare tussle hetween the
51d rivals.  But Temple had. succeeded in his
plans—plans which would makc the hair of
the juniors in the Remove stand up on end if
they did but know about them.

Thus, the Removites rebearsed their ccle-
hrated play in excitement and eheerfuiness,

But they would probably not have rehearsed
so cheerfully if they had known exacily what
was going on in the Fourth-Form room.

Temple, Dabuey & Co. liad goue there for
& preiiminary rehearsal, as they ealled it;
but it was not “ King John,” or “ Hamlet,” or
“Othello,” or *“Macbeth 7 thai océnpied the
attention of the heroes of the Fourth., They
had given Shakespeare the go-by, Temple
had allotted the parts of “The Bed Rover”
to his friends, and it was “The Red Rover”
that the Fourth-Formers were now rehearsing.

Temple was the pirate chief, Dabney was
the first mate, and Fry the second mate of
“Fhe Red Rover.” Scott was the merchant
captain. The other parts were distributed
among the Fourth, more than half the Form
being in the numerous cast. The parts had
been written out from the copy possessed by
Ceeil - Temple, and every fellow hdad been
hard at work in every spare moment of the
day “mugging ” up his lines by heart.

Temple had asked M. Capper, his Form
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master, to-get him permission to use the
lecture-room as a theatre for the play oo
Tuesday evening--the evening preceding the
Remove performance.

Mr. Capper fully approved of the Shakes-
pearcan efforis of the juniors, though he was
disinclined to attend the performances. I
eould not earry his kindness quite so far
as that, He willingly obtained the required
permission for Temple; indeed, he was o
kind that Temple ventured to request him
to attend the performanece. Mr., Capper
replied to that request thbal he was sorry,
but he had an eungagement to play chess on
Puesday evening with the Vicar of Friardale.
8o Temple had to be satisfled, and to cast
about in his mind for some other autherita-
tive personage to be presemt at the play, to
kecp the audience in otder,

That the audience would need keeping in
order was undoubted.

As soon as the Remove learned that the
Fourth -had “pinched ” their play, there was
no doubt that they would turn up at the
performance in strong foree to muck it up,
as the juniors elegantly expressed it.

Temple did not mean to have the pluy
“mucked up” =

But he was in luck there, too.

He he-

thought himself of the fact thai Loder, vhe

prefect, was very much down on Harry Whar-
ton & Co. It required only a word to Loder,
Temple called on the prefect explained that
he was giving a play on Tuesday evening,
and that he feared a disturbance by the
Famous Five and their pals. That was enough
for Gerald Loder. He cordially promised to
be present, and to bring another preiect
with him. Loder, of course, did not antici-
pate much pleasure from the performance,
but he expected a good deal of satisfaction
from baulking the desire of the Famous Five
to muck up the performance. -In the presence
of prefects, of course, a row would he im-
possible. Striet order would have to be kept.
And Loder grinned as he thought of the feel-
ings of his old €éncmies in the Remove, when
they eame on the scene, and, after paying
for admission, found that they would have to
koep as orderly as if in chapel

Temple, Dabney & Co, were in high feather
Nnow,

They hdd “boned ” the play, they had
booked the lecture-room, they had secured the
presence of two prefects to keep order. 'There
was nothing for them to do now but to go
ahead and triumph over their old rivals.

They plunged inte the first rehearsal of
“The Red Rover” with great zest.

% Pet 5
6 William Wibley, the new boy of the Remove, &
has already proved himself to be & most re- &t
#% markable actor and impersonator, 4
1;;5 week’s story of the Chums of Greylviars we 7%
E@have further proof of his wonderful powers. it
2
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They stuck at it for a couple
t with mmflagging energy.® W
Temple professed himself satisfied.
“You fellows will have to mug the thing
up; and get leticr-perfect,” he said.  “You
have time to do it before Tuesday, H you
slog at it.” :

“Qh, rather!”
remark.

“Besides, we can gag, if we forget the
lines,” obscrved Fry. “It's such blessed piff
that gagging will be as ‘good as the
lines. It doesn't matter if a pirate s
* Blow my topsails!’ instead of * Shiver mgy
timbers!” ”

“ And mind
on Temple,
Fourth get a squint at them, or the
will be given right away.”

“What-ho!” .

“Pub in every spare minule learning up
the lines. I'm seeing about the costumes
now,” said Temple. “We shall have to hire

gaid Dabpey; his nsval:

vou keep the parts dark,” went
“Don’t let anybody outside the
1e

them from the costumier at Courtfield e've
never done a pirate play before, and we

haven't the stuff among our props. Bub wé
ean gebt the things at a reasonshic rate on
hire—no need to buy them. We sha'n’t ever
be giving * The Red Rover ’ again.”

“Ha, ha! No!” 2

“And some of the things we used in the
* Tempest ° will 'do for the ship scene i ° T
Red Rover,”” said Templ
manage the s and we need only hi
the rig-out. I've Leen down to Courtfield
lock over the things and. we ' ¢3
seleet them to-mor oon  and -
them into the school—secretly, of eourse,”’

“Mumi’s the word!” chuekle

And the Fourth-Form streamed ant of

the Form-roomi, quite tisfied with thes-
selves and their prospects, and chueking
gleefully.

They met the Removites coniing away fros

4
0

the Rag. ‘The Remove reh al was alwo
over. Temple nodded pleasantly to Whartan
& Co. : g

“Been reliearsing?” he asked.
“Yes,” said Harry; “another whack at *
Rod Rover.! It’s ¢oming off next Wednes

you know.  What have you fcllows heen
doing?”
“0h, wa've been rehearsing. tool” .
“Some more Shakespearc¢?” asked Bob
I g

Cherry, with a grin. =
“Well, no; we're giving Shakespeare a rest
this time,” said Temple airily. “Can have too
much of a geod thing, you know. Lemme see
—if you chaps have booked the lecture-hall
for Wednesday, we can’'t have it that night.”

Next Week’s Greyfriars Story is Frank Richards’ BEST |
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*That you jolly well ean’t!” said Johnny
Bull :
“Weil, I suppose Tuesday will do us, I

suppose you fellows will o

“I'don’t know,” sald Wharton. © 1011 see,
we're jolly busy with ouwr rehear and
we're having a final dress-rehearsal on "Tues-
day e-wulmg I don't quite see hicw we can
fx it

“Sorry.” said Temple; “we shall miss you—
we really want you to come. But of course,
if you can't fix it up, that settle Perhaps

von will change veur minds r, though.”
Aud Temple, Dabney & Co. chuckled as
1 walked away., Harry Wharton looked
a little puzzied,
“Seems to be a sort

*he

arked. “Y don’t

Silly asses!” sa ‘re golng to

> some heavy el a, and they think
it will put "Lhﬂ Red * in the shade,
that's all! Bet vou they won't get half an

audience.”

“They won't get us,
= rehearcal on.’
“Yes, rather!

And the Famous Five dismissed Temple &
Co from their minds.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Sudden Surprise !

T EVER bad there beeh such peace and
quietness between the Fourth Form
and the Remove, as might have be
observed during the next few days.

Y6 ‘was & case of the lion and fhe lamb
reposing in amiby together—only-the Fourth-
Formers and the Removites were very little
together.

They seemed mutually anxicus to keep away
from one another.

Every sparc moment, on both sides, was
devoted to rehearsing; and the Removites
were kéeping their rehearsals dark from the
Fourth—and the Fourth were still more
keenly anxious te keep thnxr rehearsals dark
trom the Remove.

If Harry Wharton & (‘o had not been
guite so pusy, they might have tumbled to
the fact that Temple, Dabney & Co. were
acheming a great scheme for thelr especial
benefit,

Bat “The Red Rover” claimed all their
Mtenhon

‘They were oniy too glad to leave the
Fourth severely alone, and to be alone by
the Fourth. Consequently, Temple, Dabney
& 'Co. pursued théir plan without interrup-
tion and without suspicion.

On Saturday afternoon the costumes were
selected and hired in Courtileld, and were
conveyed in big bundles to the school. But
the Removites did not suspect anything.
“The Red Rover" cast were in the rag at
the time, busy with a dress-rehearsal.

Temple's consignment of costumes was
econveyed to the Fourth Form dormitory
without the Remove fellows even knowing
that it existed.

It was in the Fourth Foria dorm, with the
door locked, that Templo & Co. had their
first dress-rehearsal.

It was a great succcas.

The Fourth Form. players had slogged at
fheir lines with & vengeance, and they were
getting on famously with their paris.

After the dress-rehearsal in the dormitory
the gear was safely locked away from
possible prying eyes.

By Tuesday, Temple felt that his company
were quite ready te face the performance of
“The Red Rover” in the evening. As Fry
had suggested "gagging ” would fill up the
blanks if the fellows forgot their lines. 1t
wasn't as if they were performing Shakes-
poare,

After morning lessens Temple speat some
time in his study preparing the notice to put

on ‘the board, which was to astonish Grey-

friars and enrage the Remove.

There was much chueckling in Temple's
sbtudy over the preparation of that famous
notice. The Fourth-Formera anticipated the
fooks of the Remove when they should read
it on the notice-board, and they roared with
iaughter at the thought:

Even now, at the eleventh hour, there was
no suspicion on the part of Harry Wharton

. & CGo. The sudden discovery would burst
upon them with the shock of a thunderbols.

Temple & Co. went in %o aftcrnoon lessons
with cheerful faces.

Just before lessons were over for the day
Rzmple obtained nermission to go out of

anyway; we've got

Harry Wharton & Co. are Fine Pals 1

the Form-room, end he left ten minutes
before the others.

He wanted to have the poliee
board in time to greel the eyes
Removites as they came out after lessons.

Harry Wharton & Co. little dreamed of
the surprise that was awaiting them as they
finished lessons that day in the Remove-
room, ‘As a rule, lamb-like innccence was
not a distinguishing trait of the famous Co.
They had quite as much of the wisdom of
the serpent as of the innocence of the dove.

But they were fairly canght napping this
time. They came ouf of the Remove-room
without a suspicion in their minds.

“Hallo, bhallo, halle! There's a new notice
up,”
Coker & Co. of the Fifth staring at the
board and Chuckling. The Fifth Form wer

dy out, and some of them seemed 6o
be highly amused by the paper that was
pmned on the hm.(,.

A little curious, t still unsuspiclous, the
Removites bore duv.'n on the neotice-board te
see what it was that interested Coker and
Potter and Green so much. Coketr turned to
them with a grin.

“ Ain't you Hemove. kids doing a play called
¢ The Red Rover ' tomorrew?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Harry.

“My hat! It will come a bih stale after
thic other performance, won't 12"

“What other performnance?”

“()’1' Don’t you know?”

“Know what, you ass?” asked Ilarry.
“8hift y(n]r-‘sh. and let me see the board!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

Coker moved aside, and the” Removites
looked at the paper pinned .on the board.

Then they gasped.

Yor the moment they couid scarcely believe
their eyes. Thez ecrowded round the beard,
eraning over one another’s shoulders to see
the notice and read it. Yor the moment
thelr breath was quite taken away, for this
is what they read: :

on the

%=

“NOTICE!
“THE RED ROVER.”

The great melodrama, “The Red Rover,”
will be performed by ¢the Fourth Form
Dramatic Sceciety this evening, commeneing
at six o'clock precisely.

The performnance will take place in the
fecture-room. Yoder and Waiker, of . the
Sixth have kindly promised tc be present.

Admission frea to all Greyfrinrs feilows
excepbing the Lower Fourth. Tiie Lower
Fourthr will be charged threepence each for
admission, They will be expected to wear
ciean collars, and t¢ wash their hands for
the cceasion.

Tho cast will be as follows:
Black Jack, the Red Rover (Cecii Teinple.
Gomez, the Pirate Mate E. Dabney.
Snorter, the Second Mate E. ¥ry.
Skipper Jolly, the Merchanf Captam,
D. Hcott.
Bill Bunting, the Joily Jack Tar M. Turner.
Donna Doleries, the Spanish Lady
Smith maiox.
Captain Benbow, of the {rigate
Aspasia
Sailors,

. Jones.
Pirates, Neagroes, Officers,
Sp‘miwds ete.—
Members of the Fourth Forin.
Six o'clock precisely. {Signed)
¢ Cect. TRMPLE.”

There it was, in black-and-white, staring
at them in the face—and the thunderbolt of
the Fourth Form had been launched at last.
Harry Wharton & Co., and the rest of the
Remove, stared blankly at‘the notice. 1t
sesmed like n bad dream.

“¢‘The Red Rover!” stuttend
at last.

“Our play!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Wharton

“To-night—at six!” gasped Nugent. “And
—and the Fourth Form!”
“Black Jack—Cecil Temple!” ejaculated

Johnny Bull.  “It must be a giddy dream—
a blessed nightmare! How do they know
anything about it?”

“They joily well know about it—all about
it1” said Wibley, the new boy. EWhy
they’ve got all the names, every one of them!”

“TThe rotte:s"'

“The spoofers!” ¢

“Thev sha'n’t do it”’

we'll stop them'”
= Wc‘ll slaughter them i,

"Meet Them

I

of the |

said Biob Cherry, as he caught sight of -

“they're going to give it.”

11

“We'll muck up the show!”

“Why, it’s rank burglary!” gasped Whar
ton.  “It's our play—didn’t we write it our-
selves, every blessed line of it? ,
© “It's thaving mtolrely! howled MICI\Y'
Desmond.

“I'm Bill Buntrng, the Jolly Jack Tar!”
roared Morgan. “That ass Turner isn't going
to take my part and sing my seng, look
you ! :

“And I'm Black Jack!”

“And I'm Gomegz!”

“And ~—"

“0Oh, the rotters!”
qu ass, Wharten, to let them see the

“Dat T didn't ! shouted Wharton, whe was
crimson with mve “I've had the copy
y own pocket - all the time. | nvever left i-
anywhere for a minute. I had a sort of feel-.
ing they might play some trick. I've had ik
in my pockeL all the time. Some of you
fellows must have left your parts about.”

“1 dida't? i growled Johnny Ball,

“And I didn't!”

“Nor 11"

“ Well, they've got on to it somehow,” said
Wibley, beginning to grin. “What's written
there shows that they've gobt the whole
bizney from start to finish. They ve managed
to get a copy of fthe play somehow, and

“Give our play! They sha'a't!"

“We'll advance the date by a day, and
give it to-night ourselves!” exclaimed Tom
Brown,

“They've booked the lecture-room!” sald
Nugent.

“0Oh, my hat!”

4 We it go in a crowd and smash up- i{:
show, then!” roared Bolsever major. © -~

“The) ve got a couple of prefects
come!” groaned Wharton. *We can
that. Leder and Walker would onlg turn
out, and be glad ot thc_ chance.”

“()h the beasts?!’

“The swindlers I

“The burglars!”

“The rotters!”

“We've got to nip i in the bud sORIE-
how,” sald Wharton, between his teeth,
i Whv, the blessed thing begins in an hour.
We've got no time to get our play going,
even if we could find a place to play it
to-night instead of to-morrow. But we've
got to stop it somehow.” Let’s go and sen

o

Temple!” =
“Yes, rather; He sha'n't be fit to play
to-night, anyway,” zud Bolsover major,

cienching his big fists, “unless he plays with
two black eyes and a pair of thick earst”

“Yeg, rather!”

“Come on!” -
. And the Removites, in an exclted and
whooping erowd, rushed away to Tewmple's
sbudy, to see Temple of the Fourth, 1t was
not hkel; te be a peaceful visit.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
What's to be Done!

143 OLD on! Where are you going?i?
- It was the voice of Loder, the ~
prefect.

The juniors stopped their wild
rush towards the Fourth-Form passage, as
the burly form of the big Sixth-Former
stepped into their path.

“It's all right, Loder?!” gasped Bob Cherrv.
£ Let. us pass!”

Stop I tell you!”
“Look here, Loder—="

“Where are you going?"”

“We're going to see Temple in his study,”
sald Harry Wharton angrily. “You've no
right to stop us, Loder. I* sl'npose we can
go and ses Temple lf we like.” ¢

“That depends said Loder grimly.
“You're not going to kick up a row, you
unruly young blackguardst What are you
rvc,uw to ses Temple for?”

“We—we want to gspeak to him.”

“ Wo—er—“ant to - explain some thlnﬂ to
him."”
“Quite—quite peaceable, you know,” mur-

mured Jolmny Bulil, c!enchmg his fists with
almost frantic energy. *Quite—quite peace-
ful and—and quiet.”

“There’s a little mistake about a play,
and we're golng to explain it to Temple,
that’s all,” said Wharton. .

“you'll stay where you are,” said Loder
coolly.  “Mind, I'in going to keep an eye
on you. I'm nob going to have this endless
ragging ameng you fags.”
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“Look here—"

“We're jolly well = : .

“Rush  him!” roared Bolsover
helligerently. “Rush the cad!”

Mr. Queleh, the Remove master, was look-
ing out of lis study. Loder raised his voice,
snd called to him.

“Mr. Queleh, would youn kindly step here?”

“What is the matter asked th
er, coming along the 388
s were quiet at once. might cheeck
ter, thaough he was a preic Lt but not the
most reckless among them thou"h* of check-
uw Mr. Quelch.

“These kids are going te
me le't!t }:e[m u

major

ick up a row
said. Loder.

Form passag b( c‘ ld“’ he s

\
-quictly, do }uu

‘Go away quictly at onee—
hear?”?
There s nothing for it bLt to. obey. The

Removit
ine laoks
i

s moved off quietly, with gl-}v.u
at Loder. 'They repaired te the
there. to held a sort of indigna
ing. They were debarred from Ll]d‘l.
the Fourth, and hringing Temple o reason
Ly the simple but drastic process of bumping
Wim on floor of his study. - But ]mham

it was an relief to “blow off steam ” in the
Rag. There they could talk to their heavts’

content, if they cou!d do nothing more.
Well, this is a go!” sard Bob Cherry rue-

nily. “I believe ]Pmple gave TLoder the
'Tr to keep an eye on us. Loder was glad of

ance of dropping on ns, I know that.”

bt like the beast!”

Jut what’s going to he done?” exclaimed
Bn]s‘m)du heatedly.
are!” said Jolmny Bull  erimiy.

¢ going to be done—done hrown; hope-
. diddied, dished, and done!”

dc[ inlne vull be terrific!” said

e mt to b‘ thought ot,” said

g “They’re get-
siow, T suppose.
It start: Temple’s fixed i early on
purpose, so t we sha’n't have time to
think of a dodge.”

“He's got to be sfopped. There won't he
any Form master present. Capper's gone out,
and he ean't stand their aeting, anyway,”
:aid Bolsover major. “We ecan risk the pre-
fects, and make a reguiar huliabaloo!”

“Loder would call Quelchy in at once,”
mi‘d Nugent, with a shake of the head.
That won't do.”

“But we can’t let them give our play.
flow can we give it to-morrow night if they
vive it to-night? It would fall flat.”

“The flatfulness would be—"

“Perrifie!” groaned Bob Cherry.

“We shall Pu ~the giddy langling-stecls
of the school,” said Wharton. “We can't
give it t,omorrow if they give it to-day.

ting the

There wouldn’t he auy novelty in it. My
hat?!  They'd even make out that we'd
horrowed  their  play—copied - them, you
know

‘They wounid, the rotters!”

2 H they perform it to-day our giddy per-

ofi—right off!  No two ways
ahs )ut that,” Mark Linley observed.

“They sha'n’t pel'form it1”

“We'll bottle ‘em up somechow.”

“What's to be done?”

“Théy begin in about hali an hour now.”

“J know!” exclaimed Skinner. *“Why not
appeal 1o old Capper, their Form master?
Tell him they've borrowed our play, and ask

him to stop ‘em.”
Fhere was a generad shaking of heada.

The idea of dragging a master into the affair
did pot commend itself to the Removites,
chraged as they were.

“No fear!” said Boh Cherry prompily.
calling in the masters.”

"It( would be muech the same thing as

speaking,” said Vernon-Smith.
“They’d liave the lsugh of us all the same,
if we could omly stop them doing us by
appealing to-a master,” said Harry Wharton.
*That's no good!”

“ Besides, Capper’s gone out!” said Nugent.
“Ie goes down to the vicarage at half-past
five cvery Tuesday to play chess.”

“That scttles it, anyway.”

“Then what's going to he done?” said
Skinner sulkily. “I suppese we're mot going
to let the Fourth gloat over us like this?”

“Not if we can help it,” said Wharton.
“But what the deuce we're to do I don’t
know. We must think of something. Hasn't
anybody got an idea in )ns head?”
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“1 have!” said Wibley.

“0Oh, you!” growled Bolsover major,
shut up, you new kid! Don’t jaw!”

“Let him jaw, if he’ 8 got auy idea what
to do,” said -Harry. “Anything is better
than myuhms, though I don’t suppose Wibiey
can think of nmihnr thab we car_z Any-
way, pile ip, kid! What's your idea?

«1 think ] know Liow to \101- them,” saijd
\\xbley coolly.

Well, get on!”

8 hurr\ I think I can stog You
fellows can’t, but [ can!” =aid Wibley, with
i eoolness that made some of the juniors
want to bump him.  “But, look here; unless

< stnpped. our play's mucked vp and

et g

“You

o

thead!”
thm, if I find a way of nr)pmnfv

here ought to bhe a qmd pro que

ibley. o1 don't want to he E
hvn 1 can play the head off

iy

, and if T couldn’ aet
2 part,” said Wibley.
act.  Wharton’s

1 wouldi't  ask

“You fellows know 1 ean
um:m George——" 5

“Oh, ring off !" said Wharton crossly.

"We]!, you know 1 can act. Look here,
muke it & gao! Tf I stop them from playing
“The Red Rover’ this evening, will you
give me a good part?”

“You can't do it.”

“1 think I can. If T can’t, then it’s off,”
said Wibley, “But, if I sweceed in doing it
will you give me a good part in the play?”

The Co. looked at one another. There was
something impre e in Wibley's manner,
and, in spite of emsclves, they bhegan to
think that he might have seme scheme by
which the cunni enemy might be oub-
witted, In their desperate extremity the
Ahuy of the Remove were ready to cateh
ai straw.

\\cll that’s only fair,” said Wharton.

bud, and make
after
in the

“If you could nip it in the
it posqb‘e for us to hring our may off,
all, you'd be entitled to a good ¥
. certainly. If you conl 1d do it—"
“fs it a asked Wibley.
“Well,

* asked Wibley, in a business-

e

“Weli, :II the partt are allotbed, you zee.
Perbaps Bolsover——" X

“He's not going to have my part!”
Bolsover major, with gres D!'l)n]pt'm“‘

“Perhaps Bob Cherry——"

“ Ahem !” said Boh.

“Perhaps Bull—-"

“Oh, don’t be funny!”

It's up to Wharton,”

“What!”

“You're the mddy cay 1
amt you?” said Skinner, with 2 sniff. It's
up to you to find a way out of a fix like
this; and if Wibley finds it for you, give
him your part, that's all.”

“Jlear, hear!” said the jupiors.

Skinmer's suggestion seemed to them fair
encugh. 1t certainly was “up” to Wharton,
a3 leader, to find a way oub; and, equally
certain, Wharton conldn’t find a way.

“Oh, the af's all rot! bd}d Wharton uneasily.

“J don't think it’s rot,” ssid Wibley—~*in
fact, the Red Rover’s parL is the part I
want., The fact is, I've been mugging up your
part, Wharton, in case you fellows should
ccme 1o understaud that you want a really

good actor for the title- role.”

“The dickens you havei?” exclaimed Harry
indignantly.

Wibley nodded coolly.

“I've got your part quite pat,” he said,
“and 1 1eahy think I should make a |)(‘tt“l
Black Jack than you would.”

“You cheeky ass

“You needn’t be afraid ‘w kt nie have the

said

said Jobnny Bull
said SKinncr.

ain of the Remove,

part.. I should do it justice.”
«Hear, hear!” said Bolsover major. “We
all know that Wibley ean act. 1If he finds

a way to dish the Fourth, he ought to have
the part. It's only cricket.”

Wharton hesitated. But the general feeling
of the Removites was eudzntlv in favour of
Wibley’s elaim. Their point of view was
that Wharton couldn’t expect Wibley to lead
for him' in one way and not .in another. ¢
Wibley sueceeded in dishing the Fourth he
was u)txtled to play the title-role in “The
Red Rover ” as a reward. The juniors did not
doubt that he would play it quite as well
as Wharton.

“Is it a go"’ Wibley repeated.

12 Another chance for Readers next week fo win a handsome cash prize!

“Yes,” said Wharton at tast. “If yeu dish
the ‘Fourth, and we bring vti our- play, you
shall piay the Red Rover.”

“Done!”

“And now, what’s the wheeze?”

And the junior gdtnﬂuu roupd eagirly ta
hear the '"wheeze.”

PSS

et

and
* Suppose he shonid gct

it
af

Bute—r?
g of the sort,
wiajor.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wibley’s Great Wheeze !
{3 UT with it!”
“Buck up!”
Wibley grinped screnc
“1 think it's a d
—“anyway, we can try it.
pose, when the Fourth Form p 3
s,m'ung their giddy play, Canpex should conte
aek——

“He won't!”

“And it- wouldn't make any differcuce if:
l.c did!” growled Johnny Bull

*And suppose,” pursued Wibley eals

“guppose be. should look into the le -
room and find them playing « psmm play,
and drop on them for pla}mg suell rot——"

“It isn't rot, you assi”

“It’s a topping play, you fathead!”

“Yes, yes; I know! - But Cappes
think it rot, as he's dead nuty om Bin
peare  and the heavy eclassic drama
things,” said Wibley.
his rag oul, and order them to stop
once—make them chuck;it up right th
the spot, and order them to their stud
the rest of the evening—what “ouh‘ happen

“They'd have to go, I suppose.)

“ Wouldn’t that- pip it right_in the \Judk
aml dish them?” 2
f course it would..
pper won't do apyth
chomp!” roared Bolsover
o will,” said Wibley.
iy will “he, ass?” 3

“Bocause I shall fix it.”

“ Wha-a-at!” -

“Do you mean to say that you can make
Capper do that?” exclatmed Jarry Wharlon,
160king at the mew boy as though doubting
whether he had taken leave of lis genses.”

Wibley nodded.

“Then yow're dotty!”

“ Barmy—quite barmy!” said Bob Chey

“Pon’t waste time listening to the
ass!” said Tom Brown impatiently. “It
be six soou. Let's think what's to be done,

“We know what's to be dome, and I'm
going to do it,” said Wibley. “You remember
cousin (xeorge—a—— 2

“Hang cousin Georgel!”™ - .

“You remember that I teok vou 2l in?
‘Hy cuuldnb I take the Tourth in just as

‘Blow the Fourth!”
“In aznother character, T mean,”
Wihley.
“What on earth do you mean?” said Whar-
t'm testily.
“Have vou ever looked at Capper?”

explained

said

Wihley, with a grin. “He seems [D‘he
sprmunv designed by Nature to Be im-

personated.”

2 Impe!‘:onat&d'” gasped Bob Cherry.

“0h, my hat!” :

“Yes, He's short--not much taller than I
am—and 1 eould make that up with high-
heeled shoes. He's fat; I can make that vp
with padding. T can get clothes just like his
in Courtfield; it won’t take long to bwzz down
there on a bike. T know where he keeps
his gown; I can bone it quite easily. His
whiskers--they're the very thing ihat’s
imitated most easily. His gold-rimmed glasses
—easiest thing in the world! Don't you see.
Capper's safe out of the way, playing ehess
at the viearage. I'm going to walk info the
lecture-room as Capper——"

"()h great Scott!”

“And stop the performanece,” said an}tv
“Great pipl” =
“But—but his volee?” g

“They'd know your voice!”

“Did you know my voice when I was pm\»
ing cousin George?”

g Well, no,” Wharton admitted.

T ean do old Capper’s squm
Listen.” .

“Pile n!”

“Hh—h'm! What is this T see
Wibley, with an exact imila 5
Capper’s somewhat squeaky, high-pitche
voice that made the juniors gasp. u What is
this—this absurd play you are ;crfnrmn‘;:‘
1 cannot approve of anything 61 the kind!”
(Continued on page 16.)

Spread the News !

asped Whar L::‘i*:.

a treat.
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OUR‘ SPECIAL FEASTING NUMBER!
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Edlted By WG Bunter

Assisted by Sammy Bunter of Greyfriars, Baggy
Trimble and Fatty Wyan of St, Jim's, and Tubby

MG

Huffin of Rookwood:

Week Ending March 31st, 1923.
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D AME MIMBLE has been doing a

voaring trade this week. Her
little shop must be a possilive
gold mine. Why duzzent she
gurn it into s limmited company, and
make me the managing divecktor? I
¢ould manage the shop all right—and the
kontents, tco ¢
Let us eggsamine a few staliistix for
the currant week. The number of
custorners Mrs. Mimble served was six
hundred. That's -an average of one
lundred per day, the tuckshop being
closed on Sundays.
for the week amounted to £30, so each
fellow must have spent a bob. Thirty
guids—just think of it ! Of corse, it isn't
clear prophet, but I eggspect about ten
pounds of it is. The sooner Dame
Mimbie takes me into partnership, the
better !
Now let us look at the list of things
¢ It will farely miake your mouths

Jam = tatig s = har, mhes 770
Doe-nutis o e s e 00
Creoem Bung ... . oo 540
'-dee& of OUNEr © Gis o taie D00
< e
o o e300

This list does not inklood sweets and
other items of konfectionery. Damo
Mimble tells me that in one year she
sold a billion bags of bools-eyes! ¥ Bless
wy sole ! as the Head would say.

I have thought for a long time that
the tuckshop dame needs a hclpmg hand
behind the counter. A tuckshop assistant
should be appovmed at a sallery of ten
bob a week and everything found.
would have all bis meals in the tuckshop,
of corse. I hope the Head will kon-
sidder this bhappy suggestion, and give
me the job!

By the way, whal does Dame Mimble
do with all her stale cakes and buns? If
she would care to send them along to
me: every evening I shall be pleased to
dispose of them,

Supplement 1.]

The gross takings

He

i e e s R
A F
|[ZIN YOUR EDITOR’S ;
S DEN !
# By Billy Bunter.
&
E e
Y dear readers,—A number
M daalii’xg with fea.st.iug is
my m.t) or my “meet-

yer,” as they say in France.

That is to say, it is a job I am quile
quallified to tackle.

Where i3 the fellow who knows more

about feasting than I do? Produce him !

Where is the fellow who dares pitt
himself against me in an eating contest ?
Produce him also !

What do you say—you can't? Very
well, then, T must be looked upon as ihe
gteute&t living orthority on grubb.

Way back in the dim past. we had a
(;oolnng Number, and also, if I re-

member rightly, a T'uck Number, But
this is %umthmg quite different, and it
is handled in a different way. I never

go over the same ground twic n, as the
farm-laberer said when he was ploughing
a field.

When I teld my four fat subbs that we
were to have a Special Feasting Number
they farely jumped for joy. So grate
was their delight th'lt ihey could not
confain themselves. “That’s a cappital
wheeze, Billy !” saJd my miner. “It's a
stunning stunt!” declarod Tatty Wynn.
“Tt will put all previous numbers in the
shade !” said Baggy Trimble. “It will
be a feast in itself!” whscrved Tubby
Muflin.

So here we are, dear readers, with our
Special Feasting Number, all kompact
and komplete. I do not want to blow iy
own trumpilt—matier of fact, I haven’t
got on e to blow I—buf T will say this
much: I desserve # shake of the*back
and a pat of the hand for the wunderful
jernalistick feet which 1 now plaice in
your hands.

Could Wharton
Could anyhody do better?
Could you wish for a finer feast of
fickshun than this? Neigh! So I will
now leave you to shout yourselves horse
with applaws.

do better? Neigh!

Neigh !

Your ;‘}':lump pal,
YOUR EDITOR.

S R OB
SOME FAMOUS &
: FEASTS!

By George Bulkeley.
(Captain of Rookwood.)

T has long been the custom at Rook-
wood to celebrate ev ery great event
with a feast.

Although I am not much of a
trencherinan rmsdf I think this is a
very happy way of celebratmg a triumph
on the football field or a vietory on the
river.

One of the most famous school feasts
on record took place at Kton. Having
received the sum of forty pounds for his
first novel, Shelley stood a handsome feed
to eight QLhoolbox friends. " It was also
a farewell celebration, for Shelley was
about to leave Kfon and proceed Lo
Oxford University.

The first big feed that CTOps up in
Rookwood lmimy took place in 1815,
It was doubtless inspired by Wellington's
success at the Battle of Waterloo.

This was not a private feed, confined to
a fow fellows, as in Shelley's case. It was
& general affair, and ail’ Rookwood sab
dewn to ib.  History does not tell us who
footed the bill. But what a bill it must
have heen! For the fellows did not stiut
themselves in those days. They ploughed
their way solidly through the cold chicken
and the ham and beef sandwiches, and
were still going strong when the straw-
berries and cream were served. © Muffin
of the Fourth must often regret that he
was unborn when this bumpu feast took
place!

Coming to more recent years, ﬂmrc
was a wonderful spread in 1905, when
Rockwood wen the Public Schools’ Foot-
ball Champioaship. This was.also a
public affair, and the Head and the
masiers were present at the feed, the
Head presiding. Happiness and high
good-humour prevailed on every side,
and many speeches were made. The
school magazine of that period gives a
very interesting account of the function.

A miore modern spread still was the one
which took place on Armistice Night.
Ii started at eight'o’clock in the evening,
and the revelry was kept up until long
past midnight,

Let us hope that the fine old tradition
of having grand banquets to celebrate
great events will continue to Hourish !
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MY FAVOURITE
DISH!
By Dieck Penfold.

PSR AT AT AT A
Giua R :
SOME sing the praise of treacle tart,

%

o
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S

&

b
7

And some of tapicea;
While currant duif delights the heart
Of good old Horace Coker,
Well, every tellow to his taste,
But I am keen as mustard
Upon a dish I never waste—
It's apple tart and custard!
Bob Cherry dotes on saveloys,
He bolts them in_a burry;

Vhile Hurree Singh declaims the joys
Of steaming rice and curry.
Bui when I see such things appear

I'm mever moved nor flustered;
The aish that makes me rise and cheer

Is apple tart and custard!

Alonzo Todd is satisfied

With one large oval biscuit;
Althongh I've tous of room inside

I dow't think I should risk it!
Dick Russell likes a dish of fruit,

Where grapes are thickly clustered;
But I am going in pursuit

Of apple tart and ecustard! -
Here's to the dish that I adore!

I wish they served it daily;
I'd always pass my plate for
And laugh and chuoekle gaily.
When in the spacious dining hall
The Greyfriars boys are mustered,
You'd always hedr my elarion calli—

“It’s apple tart and custard!”

more,

OGSO
SOME ROOKWOOD .
RIDDLES. &

.. By Jimmy Silver. e
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Why is Tubby Muffin like 3 London bus?
Because he invariably hLas “me  room
inside "1 '

Why I8 a gullable person like 'Fubby's
mouth?
Because he * Ex.kes e_vcrything 21

Why is an apologetic person a dreadful
glution?

Because he cpends all his time “eating his
words.” ¢

#* &

What is the difference between the Modern
Side and a dustbin?

None, There are “seraps ” in both!

* .

Why de the Moderrns never ¢o hungry?
Because they boast an excsllcnb “Cook?!”
" =

Why are the Classicals badly off for fruit?
Beeause they've only got Eeele!
* *

Iow do we know Tubby Muffin is an excel-
lent hoxer? 4
Beeause, when eating toast the other morn-
ing, he kept going till t‘ihe tenth round!

# = :

Why are the Fifth-Formers always happy?

Because they are never without their
B
* #* F
What will 'fubby Muffin become when he
leaves *Rookwood?

A “stowaway ” of course!
#* n &

Wkhat does Tubby do when he is broke?
Ile goes to the kitehen for Eome “dough.”
* *

Why is it tantalisizg to attend a wedding?
Beeruse there are “maids of honour ” that
you ean’'t eab!
Tur Porursr.—No. 219.

% DINING-HALL DITTIES.
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3 CHAP in the Fifth, Herbert Prye,

WA

Went stesling downstairs on the

sly.
He'd had & good dinner,
But felt somewhat thinner,
So he bagged the remains of the piel

When a fag in the Second, John Nerth
Had a habit of lisping—of courth!
“Tveé eaten for tea
Twenty doughnuths,” said he, -
“And now I am filled with remorth!”
There’s a lanky Fifth-Former ecalled
Cutts, :
Who into the dining-hall struts.
When once he starts eating
e takes lots of beating—
That rattrap of his never shuts!

1Pl tell you a stéry of Gunn.

He ate twenty apples for fun.

The pile was diminished,

They said, “Have you finished 7~
He answered, “I've hardly begun !’

Oh, the comical capers of Crooke!
His dinner and tea he forsook.
Did he starve? Not at all!
When he entered the hall
We found him “ devouring ™ a book !

A greedy Fifth-Formier named Gilmore
Said, “1 wish that my plate would fill

more.
Although infra dig.
Lo be seen eating pig,
1 love it, so why don’t they kill more?”

I know a young fellow named Dane,
The sicht of a chop gives him pain.

He made quite a stir

When he said, “I'd prefer
To have a nice ‘cut ~~with the cane !”

A ravenous fellow named Blake
Once fancied a nice juicy steak.
He rushed into hall
And he sampled them' all.
Now, how many steaks did Blake take?

D N

{0 Show this Special Supple-
% ment to your Pals--they
¢ will enjoy, reading it!
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. MY FINEST FEAST. |

Some Happy Réco,{lections
of St. Jim's Characters!
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TOM MERRY:

The finest feed I ever sat down to was
the one which followed our winming of
the Public Schools’ Football Cup. Never
have I seen such an array of good things.
Never have I heard so many happy
speeches. Never have I felt so proud
of the members of my eleven, who won
their way to the Cup Final after so many
stirring fights. I didn’t eat a great deal
myself—I was. too excited—~but that feed
will always live in my memory as the
merriest function I have ever atfendeds

b2y

REGINALD TALBOT:

My finest feed consisted of a couple of
stale bums. This will seem strange, L
know, but when I tell you the civcums
stances, you will understand. In the
days when I wgs under a cloud, and had
been expelled from 8t. Jim’s, T was
wandering in London, and ‘I had not
touched food for two solid days. Some-
body happened to leave a couple of buns;,
in & paper bag, on a seat on the Embank-
ment. Those buns, stale though they
were, seemed like manna from the skies,
I shall never forget the relish with which
I consumed them. They seemed to mels
in my mouth, and although I can afford
to laugh at the experience now, ¥ always
declare that those two stale buns formed
wy finest feed,

BAGGY TRIMBLE:

Not being a very harly eater, and
being also a marter to dispepsia; I con’t
say that I have ever really enjoyed =
feed. I'm not a glutton for “fOG(jz like
other fellows. I sumply eat for the sake
of keeping myself alive. Meals are a
jolly nuisance, and I wish it was possibul
to eggsist without them,  {(Have you
ever heard of a woman called “Anna
Nyas, Baggy? You're shel-—Ed).

FATTY WYNN¢

I have had so many fine-feeds in my
time that I honestly can’t say which [
enjoyed the most. The little “ bust-up ™
we had after winning the Foothall Cup
was one of the best; but I went to slecp
over my fifth helping of apple-pie, and
that rather took the gilt off the gmger-
bread, so to speak. But it was a raithing
good spread all the same.

EPHRAIM TAGGLES:

Which I don’t hold with all this cating
and drinking and making merry. 'There
seems to be a sort of eat-wave ai the
school, and eat-waves are out of place in
spring ! I like a little snack pow and
again, but I prefer to take my mecals in
liquid form. Who said ginger-heer ?

THE HEAD: :

I decline to reply to this frivoleus
question. I am concerned with graver
matters than eating and drinking. I am
at present engaged on investigating the
case of the raided larder, (TLremble,
Trimble I—Ed.).

[Supplement iés

Billy Bunter’s Got Another Screamer For You Next Week }
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SOLLUM stillness, as of some
brooding Fate, hung over St

A

Fred’s. 1
- In the silent clocks of the
night, Tom Tuckaway awoke. Tom was

the kaptin of the Third, and a jolly good
fellow—though he had one grate week-
ness. He was often the worst for food.

What had awakened our hero? Was
it & bergler in hobnailed boots? Was it
@ rat in the wanescoting? Was it the
boeming of the school-clock, as it tinkled
the hour of midnight?

No, dear readers, it was none of these
things. Tt wes the pangs of hunger
which had aroused Tom Tuckaway.

“T'm simply -fammished!” muttered
Tom, sttéing up in bed. -“And T've got
nothing at all, eggsept food for thought.
I'm eating my hart out for grubb, but
it duzzent seem very satiisfying.
think I'll wake the other fellows, and
suggest a midnight feast.”

Tom Tuckaway jumped out of bed,
swooning with hunger. He fell to the
floor in a dead faint, but he was on his
feet again in a twinkling.

Tom then went round the dormitery
with a pillow, bashing the slumbering
forms of his schoolfellows. S

“Turn out, you chaps! There's going
to be grate doings to-might! We're
~ going to caf, drink, and be merry.”

“What are we going to eat?” asked
Sidney Stodge, with a yorn.

“ Grubb, of corse.”

“And what ave we going to drink?”
asked Sammy Swigge. :

“Why, lots of things,” said Tom
Tuckaway. ‘Lemonade,  jinjer-pop,
cherry sider, lime-jooce and soder——""

“But where’s all this stuff coming
from?’ demanded Stodge.

“Ahl Now you've touched the vifal
question,”’ said Tom Tuckaway. “‘Sum-
boddy will "have to go down to the
village, and knock up the old dame at
the bunshopp. Who will volunteer?”

Charlie Curridge held up his hand.

“T'll go,” he said. *But what about
the munney ¥’

“Ahem! I happen to be broke, at
the moment,” said Tom Tuckaway.
“But we’ll have a whip-round.”

Sidney Stodge set the ball rolling with
fourpense. Sammy Swigge tost a bad
sixpence into the cap which Tom Tuck-
away carvied round the dormitery. The
other fellows gave aecording to their
means—or, rather, their meanness—and
at lasi the hansom sum of five pounds-
two-and-sixpence was collected. Five
nounds had been skweezed out of Frank
Flush, who had reseeved a hansom
remittanse from his maiden aunt, Miss
Milly O’Nair. The other members of
the Form had mads up the odd half-
crown.

Tom Tuckaway ecounted oub the
munney. Then he handed it-to Charlie
Curridge. :

Sapplement [il.]

 stripps and notted together.
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“How do you propose to leave the
school presinks, Charlie?’ he asked.

“You'd better make a zrope of
sheets,” was the reply, “and lower it
from the window.”

A number of sheets into
One end
of this impervised rope was tied securely
to a bedwail. The other end was made
fast round Charlie Cuarridge’s waste.

Curridge lingered a moment on the
window-stil.

“Aw revore, you fellows,” he said.
“If you here a dull thud, you'll know
I've broke my neck.”

The daring yungster then started to
lower himself. He was rather plump,
and he was pufting a grate strane on
the rope of sheets.

were cut
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%3 A Stery that will Hotd You, and Grip You, and Move You,

By DICKY NUGENT.

The sheet-rope broke and down, down,
down, went Charlie Curridge.

Dangling between earth and sky,
Charlie Curridge hoped and preyed that
the rope wouldn't bust.

But it did!

Down he weni—down, down, down,
with a roaring in his eyes and a mist
swimming before his ears. Down, down,
down, until his body alighted on the
flagstones of the quad with a sickening
thud.

Tom Tuckaway peered out of the
dormitery window.

“ What's happened, Curridge?”’ he
called.

“Ow! I've broke my neck!”

“Never mind yout ‘neck. Is the

munney safe?”’
»

'Y

“()h,.good! That's all that matters.”

Tom Tuckaway turned back into the
dormitery.

“The rope busted, and Curridge got
it in the neck,” he eggsplained. *Sum-
boddy else will have to volunteer to go
down to the village.”

“T’]] go!” said Sidney Stodge. ‘‘But
I’'m not going to rely on a rope of
sheets. I'll go downstares, and clamber
through the box-room window.”

“My blessing with you!” said Tom

without Hurting Ydu.

Tuckaway, clapping his chum on the
back. “Mind you don’t fall fowl of a
master.” ;

But this was eggsactly what Sidney
Stodge did. He was dessending the
stares six at a #ime, when he cannoned
into Mr. Bendover, the master of the
Third.

Crash! :

“ Yarooocoop ! :

Mr. Bendover picked himself up, and

wipped out his electric forch,
“So it is you, 8todge?’ he said
sternly. “What are you doing out of

your dormitery at this hour?”

*Ahem! I--1 was just going down fo
put my white mice {o bed, sir,” stam-
mered Stodge.

Mr. Bendover frowned.

“What a wopper!” he said. “As if
I should beleeve a yarn like thai! Buzz
off to the punmishment-voomn, and stay
there till the morning!”

*“Oh, really, sir—-""

“Go and fry your face!’ said Mr.
Bendover angrily.

So Stodge went—mnot to fry his face,
but to spend the remainder of the night
in the punnishment-room. -

The Third-Formers waited patiently
for Sidney te retwrn. Bui al last they
gave him up, and Samumy Swigge was
despatched for the tuck.

Sammy came a cropper almost at cnce.
He fell into the hands of Prowler of the
Sixth, who took him into custardy.

It was new one o'clock, and Tom
Tuckaway was so ravvenus that he could
hardly stand.

“Stodge and Swigge seem to have
made a Imess of things,” he said. “So
1 shall have to go myself.”

Even as Tom spoke, the door of the
dormitery opened, and Charlie Curridge
came in, carrying a large hamper.

There was a woop of delight from the
Third-Formers. %

“Good old Charlie{”

“How did you mannidge it?”

Charlis Curridge dumped the hamper
on to the foor, and eggsplained.

It was like this,” he said. “ Althongh
my neck was broken, and my ancles
twisted, and my spine fractured, T made
up my mind to get to the village some-
how.”

“ And how did you do it 77 asked Tom,

“1 crawled there on all fores.”

“My hat!” :

“1 nocked up the old dame at the
bunshop, and hought the bamper, and
crawled all the way back to St. Fred's,
and—well, hear we are!” said Chalie
Curridge. And he kollapsed in a dead
faint.

“Noble fellow !’ mermered Tom Tuck-
away, dashing a tear from his eye. “ We
will reserve him the jamuniest doe-nutt
of all, for his gallentryt”

The midnight feast—it wasn’t really a
midnight feast, bekawse 1t took plaice
at two a.m.—was a grate sucksess,

THE END.
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Wibley's Wonderful Wheeze !

(Cqminued from page 12.)

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Ripping!”

“Hurrah!”

The Removites were growing enbhusiastic.
They could hardly believe that it was not
Mr., Capper who was speaking, so well did
Wibley render his voice. Harry Wharton's
face lighted up.” He began to believe in
Wibley's powers now. He was not keen to
give up his part as the Red Rover, of course.
But the first and most important thing was
to dish the Fourth; and he believed now that
Wibley could dish the Fourth. And that con-
sideration came before everything else.

“My hat!" said Bob Cherry.. “I believe
he can do it. You remember he took in old
Capper himseif as cousin Gecrge?”

“And Capper’s simply built for imitation,”
grinned Wibley. “I tell you 1've done lots
of this kind of thing.” I'm an old hand. I've
played more difficult parts than a fat Form

master.”

Wharton drew a deep ‘breath.

T’ a go!” he said. “Let's try it!"

“Hear, hedr!"

i § we buck- up, we cau chip in before
they're ﬂu‘ough the first act,” said Harry.
“Come on; we'll bike down to Courtfleld for
the things. Hurey up! It's the last chance,
anyway, and we'll try it.”

“Good egg !’ said Bob Cherry . “1f it fails,
we're no worse off. And it witl be a )OU}’
good jape, anyway. ~And if it succeeds, we'll
let. the Fourth know about it to-morrow, and
laugh them to death.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Comie_on'’ said Harry. - And he fairly
deagged Wibley out of the Rag.

Three minutes later they were speeding
down to¢ Courtfield on their bicyeles. No
time was to be wasted, and no money was to
be spared.

When they came back half an hour lager
they were shut up in Wharton's study with
the rest of the Co. for some time; and the
suppressed laughter that proceeded from
Study No. 1 teld that the process of dis-
guising Wibley was proceeding satisfactorily.

Meanwhile, the audience was pouring into
the lecture-room for the play. .

The announcement of “The Red Rover,” to
be played by the Fourth Form Dramatic
Seciety, had caused loud laughter among all
the Greyfriars fellows, with the exception of
the Remove.

Admission being free, there was no reason
why all the feliows shouldn't go—and they
went.

Coker & bo came along with a large party
of the Fifth. hr-v knew that Temple and
his friends had “boned ” the Remove play,
and they were glad to see the famous Co
done in so complete a manner, and they were
prepatred to enjoy themselves.

The Fourth-¥ormers, all who were not in
the cast, swelled the audience, and the
Taird and Second came almost to a man, or
rather, to a fag. The lecture-room wr:
crowded. Loder and Walker, the ¢
prefects, came in to keep order, and soveral
more of the Sixth came with them. There
was, in fact, no lack of audlence. Temple,
Dabney & Co. watched the incoming stream
of spectators with great satisfaction.

There was an endless ripple of laughter in
the crowded room. It seemed a first-clasg
joke to the Greyfriars fellows to come thero
to see the Remove play played by the
Remove's bitter rivals.

Removites began to stream in lafer, close
upen six o'clock. They had to pay for
admission, but they parted with their three-
pences cheerfully erouﬂh Charging the
Remove for admission to see tlieir own play
was really insult added to injury. It was
the ul’llsl"lﬂ“ stroke, and the Fourth expected
to see their rivals simply writhing with rage.
But they weren't. The Remove fellows were
taking it quite calrgly. Temple was a little
puzzi"d he did not know the great wheeze
})ha{, Lsd keen planned at the meetmﬂ in the
2al

But Temple & Co. had littie time now to

. think of the Remcve fellows or how they

took i6. They were busy with their play.
‘Tue Porvras.—No.-219.

The room was crowded when the curtain rose
on the first act of *““The Red Rover.” A
buzz of applause grested Temple when he
strode on the scene in the impressive garb
of Black Jack, the pirate chief. In Study
l‘;‘o 1 the chums of the Remove were E';ual.\
usy.

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
Thoroughiy Dons!

LAR! Clap! Clap! ;
“Bravo!”
The audience were cheering. The

scene on the stago represented the
deck of the pirate ship. The joily Jack Tar
had made a telling speech about British
pluck, and walked the plank with great
fortitude. And the audience cheered. There
was no doubt that it was most thrilling.

The Red- Rover paused for the clapping
and buzzing to die away, and then restarted:

“Bring forth the next prisoner!”

Skipper Jolly, otherwise Scott of the
Fourth, was dragged forward by two heavily
bearded and mest villainous-looking Fourth
Formers, .

At that moment the door of the lecture-
room-opened. Harry Wharton & Co. entered,
and went quietly to places at the back of
the room. The performance went on. Skipper
Jolly defled the Red Rover in thrilling terms,
and walked the plank amid applause.

Just as he disappeared from the deck of
the pirate ship, the door opened once more,
and an imposing figure came in.

The Red Rover glanced round from the
stage.

“My hat! Capper's come to the show after
all!” he murmured to the chief mate.

“@ood old” Capper!” murmured Dabney.

Two or three fellows in the front seats
jumped up to make rocom for the master of
the Fourth.

“Will you take my seat, sir?” said Loder.

The Form master blinked at him through
his gold-rimmed glasses.

“No, Loder; 1 will not take your seat!” he
sald snappishly; “and I may say-—h'm!—that
I am surprised, Loder, to see you giving
countenance to this—this nonsense!”

The prefect locked a little taken aback.

“I--I cume here to keep order; sir!” he
stammered. “Some of the juniors were going

he
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1 fairly starbed, sir!

Hallo, hallo,- hallo—The * Popular’’ cajling—

to make a row, I undehtan(‘, and intercupd
the pcxrormnncp 4

“The sconer such a perform uec was inter
ruptcd the better, I should :

“Mr. Capper—""

“That will do, Loder! T repeat that I an
slll‘priﬁcd to see you giving support
to the juniors in representing such an absurd
and bloedthirsty piay I think that you
should leave immediately.”

Loder coloured with vexation.

“if :1011 think that, sir, I will go at onie
i
ou had better.” 5
Loder strode angrily towards the door,
foilowed by Walker. The othier - Sixth-
Formers promptly followed suit. They were
all looking vexed; it was not pleasanb to be
called over the coals in this manner in pul;lw

The K‘?ab of the audience exchanged unea
glances: “Old Capper,” as they dhrv:.pect
fully terined him, was evidently in a “w

Mr. Capper—if it was Mr. Capper—ecas a
stern glance over the erowd of boys, befove
which their eyes fell.

Then he rustled on towards the stage.

The play had stopped. P

Mr. Capper’s strident tones had reached
tha actors, and they had come to a dead
pause, in great” dismay. The first sight of
their Form master had p‘ea:.ed them, they
had supposed that he was coming as a spec-
tator. They began to understand now whak
he had comse for, and they were stricken witi
dismay and apprehension.

The Form master reached the stage. Thers
was a dead silence in the lecture-rcom now.
Seme of the Removites were grinning, but ali
the rest of the audience looked serious and
uaneasy.

“ Temple"‘ i

Temple started. Hh
like a pistol-shot.

“Ye-es, sir!” he faltered.

“What is this you are domrr“"‘

“It—it—it s a lay, sir,’

ame was rapped on

stammered

Temple He did not look much like 3 botd
pirate chief now.
“You are. 1 suppese, Temple?” said ths

Form ma»fex. blinking at him througls his
glasses. “I h,xrdl,) know you in that absuvd
attire, Temple.” :

“1 m Temple, sir!”

“And this—this play, as
XQ ltfin

“It's—it's—it's a play, s

“What i3 it called?”

“* The—The Red Rover,’ siv!”

The Form masber snorted.

“Ridiculous!” he exclaimed.

“ We—we—I--that is

Temple was at a loss for words.

“And who is the author of this blood-
curdling nonsense?” ssked the master sternly.
“You do not pretond that it is a. real drams,
‘Temple?”

“Nunno, sir.”

“1 have never objected to representations

vou call it—what

s

of the cla drama, Tewple. T have had
great pleasure in knowing that my boys

liked to represent Shalkespearcan plays. But

this kind of thing! Temple, I am shocked!”
“0Oh, siri® =
“I am disgusted!”

“Mr. Capper!”

“I repeat I am shocked and disgusted. 1
supposed that you had better taqte, Temple.
It appears that I was mistaken.”

“The—the felio like a meledrama, sir,
said Dabney feebly.

Another suort. ;

“I hope there is no one here who likes

»

such mnonsense,” said Mr. Capper, glancing
round at the audience. “Cherry, you are
laughing! Take a hundred lines!”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“W lnrtcm, you are laughing, toe! I shall
report you to your Form master for dis-
respect. ar?”

“Yes, murmured Wharfon, almost

. overcome.

“Now, Termple, ol cotrse, you undorstand
that now this matter has come to my
knowledge I cannot possibly allow this

ridiculous nonsense to proceed?”

“QOh, siri” gasped Temple. “We-—we're
Seme—some of the fellows
have paid for admission, sir.”

“Indeed! All the money paid for admis-.
sion will be put into the school poor- -box,
'lemph—twer, penny! De you understand?”

“Ye-es, sir.”

“You will strip off that ridiculous garb -
at once—now, under my eyes!” rapped oub
the Form master.

“Yes, sir. - But—but—?

Who is the Mysterious Boxer ? See Next Week’s Story of Greyfriars !
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“Don’'t argue with me,
cane you. Strip off that foolish garb!
Yyou, and at oncel”

“Very well, sir!” groaned Temple.

There was no help for it. Pirates and
jolly Jack Tars and merchant eaptains and
Spapiards and pegroes all piled in, taking off
their costumes—or, at least, part of them.
In public it was not possible toc obey Bir.
Capper thoroughly, of course.

Plumed hats, laced jackets, swords and
daggers and pistols were piled on the stage
by the dismayed and unhappy Fourth-
Formers.

Temple’s face was a study.

He had dished the Remove in the com-
pletest manner; but he was dished now more
theoroughly than he had dished his old rivals,
and by his own Form master! It was a
bitter pili to swallow. Bub there was no
help for it.

Mr. Capper’s word was law to the boys in
his Form; there could be no tliought of dis-
odelemP Under the stern eyes of the
¥orm master, blinking through the gold-
rimmed glasses, the unhappy amateur actors
oheyed bis orders, and they were scon looking
dadly moulted
Seme of the sudience were filing out now.
Others remained fo see the finish of the
peculiar scene. Never had amy enterprise
come down with such a heavy bump. There
were almost tears in Temple's eyes as he
stood with nothing left of his dashing
piratical costume but his velvet trousers and
ma»boots.

Temple, or T shall
All of

“Take that rubbish awayﬁ’“ safid Mr,
,apnerq double sternly. “And then go to
your studies. You will remain in your

studies for two hours, as a punishment for
1‘% icualous freak, and eaeh of you wiil

ite oub two hundred lines of Vi irgil!”
es, sir,” said Temple, fervently wishing
st that moment $hat he were a real pirate
captain and eould order Mr. Capper o v
the plank,

“Ahem! On second fthoughts you need not
do the lines,” said the Form master rather
“But you will remain in your
£ : for two hems”

“wry well, sir.’

And the forlorn actore departed.

Mr. Capper watched them out, frowning.
The last of the Jourth disappeared from the
lecture-room. The audience were going fast
now, whispering to one amother. Only the
Kemovites remained. They had a reason for
remaining.

And when only the Remove were left,
Bob Cherry closed the deor of the lecture-
rooin, and the Removites broke into . a long-
suppressed yell of merriment and triumph.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rany Wharton rushed at Wibley and
fdirly hugged him.

“Oh, ripping!” he gasped. “Splendid!
‘Eoppmg.’ You can play the title-role, or
any other role—any old thing you like!
Hurrah!”

“Hurrah!”

“Ha, Ha, hap”®

nd Whartou and the pseudo Mr Capper—
atter holding his whiskers in his hand—
anced a wild'tango round the lecture-room,
in the exhilaration of their trinmph, while
the Remove Iaughed and cheered, and
cheered and laughed, till they were hoarse.

0 B s s . °

Temple, Dabney & Co. remained confined
to their studies for two hours thaf evening.
”Those two hours were not pleasant ones to

em.

The Fourth-Formers' were furious. After
their splendid sucecess, up to a certain point,
it was exasperating in the extreme to eome
down with a bump.

Their representation of “The Red Rover”
had been nipped in the bud with a ven-
geance. And on the following evening the
Removites were to give it—without any inter-
ference from their Form master—indeed,
sanctioned by their Form master’s presence.
The feelings of Temple, Dabney & Co. to-
wards Mr. Capper were almost homieidal.
Wild schemes of vengeance were hatched and
di cu'«ed in the Fourth Form ctudies ﬂ‘l‘lt

S DONE I ¥
whiskers.

said Wibley. ‘It was 11}!7

Wibley held up a pair of gold-rimmed glasses and a set of
‘ Know these ? *’ he asked. Temple stared at them biankly.
“ Why—what—what——" he stammered.
(See Chapter 5.)

¢ 1t wasn’t Cappser, you ass } *?

evening during the two Jeng hours of deten-
Tion.

It was not till that detention was over,
and the Fourth-Formers came. down to the
Common-room, that they discovered amy-
thing.

Then they made a discovery.

‘When they came inte the Common-room,
looking glum and black and downcast, a yell
of laughter greeted them from the fellows
there.

The Remove were there in force, waiting
for them—and they had by that time im-
parted the story to the other fellows—and
al the juniors enicyed it thoroughly.

Temple frowned at the laughing crowd.

“There’s nothing to cackle at!” he said
savagely. “We couldn’t help old Capper
coming down on us like that, ceuld \H}, you
smv duffers?” S

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“(‘apper’s at the vicarage!”
Cherry.

“It wasn't Capper, you ass!”

“Wasn't Capper!” said Temple, with a
jump. *“What are you talking about? Do
vou think I don’t know my own Form
master, you chumps?”

Wibley held up a pair of gold-rimmed
glasses and a set of whiskers,

“Enow these?” he asked.

Temple stared at them blankly.

“Why—what—what——" he stammered.

“I am_ shocked at you, Temple!” said
Wibley, in the high-pitched voice of Mr.
Capper. “I am disgusted—shocked and dis-
gusted, and also disgusted and shocked!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You will be detained in your studies for two
hours,” resumed Wibley in the same tones.

roarcd Bob

There wnll be anothcr amazmg long, co'mpieé,e tale of Haﬂ'y Wharton & Co., of Greyfrxars, entitled :

THE BOXER’S DOUBLE!

: in next week's px*ra-bumper issue.
WMW%&WWWL%ﬁw F0%

By FRANK RICHARDS,

“On second thoughts, you ucedn’t de any
lines, as they'd be rather a surprise to the
real Capler when he comes home,”

Ha, ha, hat”

Temple staggered. B

“You!” he gasped.

“Wibley!” yelled Bob Cherry. “Oh, you
asces, it was \Lmn ali the time! And you
think you can keep your cnd up against the
Remove! Ha, ha, hal”

Temple, Dabney & Co.
another with sickly exp jons. They
understood now how completely, hopelessly,
amnd egregiously they had been done.

“Oh!”  murmured Temple, “If
known!”

And the Removites
Wibley dangled the g mxd whiskers be-
fore Temple's enraged : It was too
much! Temple & Co. made.a wild rush, and
in a moment a free fight was raging in the
Common-room, which was  enly enr}ed by
three or four prefects rushing in with canes,
and laying about them heartily till all the

looked at —eone

we'd

roared . agaln, and

@

juniors, Remove and Tourih alike, fled
yelling,
. - » = - L]

And the next evening the Remove Dramatie
Society gave Hmu areat representation of
“The Red Rover” with btremendous snecess,
Wibley acting the part of the Red Tover
himself to great appilause.

As for the Fourth, there was nothing for
them to do but to hide their diminished

heads. They bhad been compictely out-
witted and done by Wibley's Wonderful
Wheeze! ; Z T 2 s
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AMAZING SCENES AT ROOEWOOD?
The prefects of Roskicood stand by their late caplain, who has fallen from his high estote!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
TFubby Wants ¢o Know.

85 EVILLE! Y
- Jimmy Silver of the Fourth
tapped at Neville’s door in the

Sixth Form passage at Rook-

wood and looked in,
Jimmy's usually surny face was clouded.
Yrom his expression it might have been
supposed that &he jumior had come to
Weville's study for a licking; but Jimmy
was not, as it happened, worried about
himself, He was thinking, like many of
the Rookwood jJuniors, of the trouble
that Liad fallen upon “Old Bulkeley,” the

popular captain’  of the school—captain
no lpngers -
© “All. Rookwood School was in a buzz

Olf excited discussion upon that tepic just
then. s

“Well, what de you want?”

“It's a message from the Head.”

“QOht . Get it out, then!”

“The Head wants you in his study at
onee, Neville.”

“All right- - You can clear off.”

Jimmy Silver cleared off.

He went quickly down the passage, and
found a group of juniors waiting for him
at the end.

“You've told Keville? ” asked Lovell,

“Yos.”

“i say, did you eee Bulkeley? " asked
Tubby Mufiin eagerly, “It's an awful come-
down for Bu!ke}ey, you know, to bs sacked
from the eaptaincy. I saw Carthew of the
Bixth grinning over the Head's notice on
the board; he was jolly pleased.”

“The rotter!” growled Lovell.

“There'll be a new captain,” pursued
Tubby Muffin. “I expect it will be
Neville, az he's going to be made head

prefect in Bulkeley's place.
all right for us.”

“All wrong, you mcan, you fat dufler!”
said Raby 2

“Well, Neville's jolly easy-goinz—in
fact, soft,” said Tubby sagely. *“He
won't jaw us like old BRulkeley. Bulkeley's
a good sorf, in his. way; but he did
jaw a chap E'rinstance, if a chap was
too tired to turn up ab cricket practice,
Bulkeley never would ftake any notice.
He took me down to Little Side by the
ear the other day. Fancy that!"

“Serve you right, you fat slacker!”
grunted Newcome. “Dry Up! You make
me tired!”

And the Fistical Four moved away, not
in their usunal sunny spirits, for once.

That will be

Dr. Chisholm’s face was very grave as
Neviile of the Sixth entered his study.

“Pray come in, Neville,” he said. “Doubt-
less you are aware why I have seut for you.
You have seen my notice on the board?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Neville quietly.

“Ag you know, Neville, I have decided to
remove Bulkeley from the position- of head
vrefect and captain of the school. I have
reflected upon the matter, and decided that
there is_no other course open to me.

Tne Popurar.—No. 219.

have no longer the necessary coafidence in
him.”

“But, sir—"

Dr. Chisholm held up his hand to stop the
interruption.

“As 1 have decided to appeint you in
Bulkeley's place, Neville—-"

“ But—-""

“Pray allow me to conclude,” said the
Head sharply. “I have decided to appoint
vou head prefect in Bulkeley's place, as you
are next in rank. - You will also act as
captain of the school pro tem—that is, untit
a new election takes place.”

“Bat, sir—"

“Really, Neville, you should be aware that
you ought not to interrupt your headmaster
in this manner. Bulkeley has, perhaps,
acquainted you with the affair——"

“Yes, sir, and—-"

“Allow me, please. I fornd Bulkeley
inflicting a very severe punishment upon
Raby of the Fourth Form—a punishment far
in excess of what he had, as a prefect, any
right to inflict. It transpired that the fauit
for which he was punishing Raby so exces-
sively was shared by another boy, Grace of
the Fourth. An unusually severe punishment,
administered “without adeguate inquiry into
the facts- —"

“But—-"

‘This is the first time that such dereliction
of duty. on Bulkeley's part, has come to my
knowledge Y fear, however, that there may
be other instances in which it has not come
to my knowledge.”

“Oh, no, sir! I can assure you-——*

“I have therefore removed Bulkeley from
the high position he held in the school,”
said Dr. Chisholm. “As mnext in rank of pre-
fects, Neville, I am appointing you in his
ptace. You will take up the duties of head
prefect at once.” =

“But, sir—"

“The date of a new election of captain
school will be fixed very soon. Until
aily is knowp you will ack as captain
of Rookwood.”

“But, sir—-" stammered Neville.

“Tbat is my decision, Neville. I trust.,”
satd the Head, in quite a crim manper—“{
trust. Neville, that you have no objection
to offer?”

Neville drew a deep breath. It required
a good deal of nerve to oppose the Head,
who was always a very awe-inspiring person-
age. Opposition, too. was not likely to be
of much use; Dr. Chisholin was a man of
very finm character—perhaps a little too firm.
There had been whispers at Rookwood that
the Head's firmness partook the nature of
obstinaey. Bub the prefect nerved himself
for the ordeal.

‘Yes, sir, I'have,” said Neville, with some
spirit. “ Bulkeley was at fault, but it wasn't
S0 very serious—"

“I consider it serious, Neville.”

“Ye-es. s but—bub, for instance, the
iunior in question, Raby of the Fourth, makes
ne complaint. Rabys I am certain, will be
as sorry as anybody to think’ that Bulkeley

[

de qegraded on his account. I have seen him.

Read Owen Gonquest’s Latest Tale of Rookwood in This

longer a prefect.

and te is looking quite miserable about it.

. He would rather have had twice the licking

than have caused Bulkeloy trouble like this.”

“That is simply another condemnation of
Bulkeley,” said the Head coldly. “It ap-
pears that he puniished with undue severity
& junior who is his loyald admirer.”

“Well, ye-es; but-——*

“I have said, Neville, that I no longer hava
confidence in him. That is the end of the
matter. You may leave my study, Neville”

“Then, sir, I'm bound $o say that { can't
take—-" :

“ What 1"

That sudden ejaculation from the Head
was almost terrifying. So might Jove, on
cloudy Olympus, have ejaculated, abt the
first breath of opposition to his lofty witl
and pleasure.

Neville faltered, but he went on:

“I can’t, sir—v"

“You cannot—what 2"

“I can't consent to
place—-2*

“Neville !” :

The Head, more Olympian than ever, roze
to his feet. His glance was simply scathing.

“Is it possible, Neville, that you are think-
ing of declining the position I have decided
to place you in?”

“Yes, sir,” said Neville desperately. “I'm
not going to supplant Bulkeley—I can't take
his place!” :

There was a moment of silence—awful
silence. Then the Head spoke, quietly—but
with a rumble of distant thunder, as it
were, behind his quiet tone.

“Very well -I did not expect this, Neville,
I f‘earll ha,\:e been mistaken in you.”

taking Bulkeley'a

“You mneed say no more, Neville.
understand, of course, that you are
Leave my study!”
“I—I hope, sir——" faltered Neviile.
“You may go!”

And Neville went.

THE SECOND CIlIAPTER.
Something Up!
ROOKWGOD SCHOOL was in somcthing

You
03

like a flutter on the following day.
The school was, .a{ present, without
& captain; and the august body of
prefects was withont a head. - - 2

It was known far and wide that Lawrence
Neville had refused to take Bulkeley’s place ;
and fellows discussed his refusal with bated
breath. =

How he had feund the nerve to do it
was a mystery. Dut he had done it; there
was no-doubt about that.

So far no fresh appointment was made.
Jimmy Silver remarked that it was a “facer
for the Head. Smythe of the Shell, in his
slangy way, declared that the downy old
bird was no end bottled. Whether the Head
was “bottled ” or not, he had made po move
so far

There was quite an unusual atmosphere in
the Form-rooms that day. A sort of unrest
wag perceptible all over Rookwood.

Evervbody felt a sense of trouble to coma,

‘Weel’s “ Boys’ Friend ™ i
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That Bulkeley had heen in fsult in the
aftair with Raby eof the Fourth was net te
be denied. Bub Bulkeley was too good a
fellow for his popalarity to be shaken by one
fault. Raby, who had been severely licked,
was as leyal a supporter as ever of the old
captain of Rookwood. Jimmy Silver & Co.,
in fact, were his most enthusiastic backers.

The Head, whoss only intention

1 was erring a litile on the s
If all Rookwood eould
forgive B\lxelq, tliere was no reason. why
the Head should nob—no reason, exeepting
that when he had onee deecided, his decrees
were 23 immutable as the faws of the Medes
and Persians.

Phat was all very welL in -its way; but
Smythe of the Shell remarked that if wasn't
a headmaster’s bizney to up as a giddy
Tsar or Kaiser, and Jimmy Silver & Co., for
agreed with Adolphus Smythe.

After morning } which were a little
'Lhumiei‘y in the Six arm room, there was

a meeting of some of the Classical Bixth in

Neville's =tudy The juniors noted. it with
kéen interest, and wondered what would
some of it Fox there was po donbt that the
Nixth were supporting Buikeley, though the
fallen eaptain of Rookwood was not asking
for snpport,

Bulkeley did not attend the weeting.
oame out into the quadrangle, and many cyes
were fixed upor him there. His face was a
little clouded, but.he did not appear con-
seious of the general atiention. :

Jimmy Silver & Co. 'were: chatting mear
the deoorway, and Raby coloured a little as
Rulkeley ecame up to the guartette. Poor
Kaby was feeling very downbearted. It was
through him 4 this disaster had fallen on
George Bulkeley, thongh he really -was not
to blame. He wondered for a moment, a8
Bulkeley came up, whet Ler it meant more
mnbl«, :

“I've wamed to speak to you. Raby,” said
Bulkeley quietly, without any sign ofanger.
“Yes, Buikeley,” murmured the junior.

e

“1'm afraid 1 lost my temper with yon
b rday, kid. ‘I gave you rather more of
a lirking than you deserved.”

“Oht”

“I'm sorry!” said Bulkeley.

ped
t man of the Sixth was &
spologising to him, a fagz of the Fourth!

if Bulkelev's popularity had waned in the |

Tower Sehool, nothing more than that would
have been required to restore it o its zenith.

“Oh,  Bulkeley,” ‘stuttered Raby, “I—I
don’t mind; it doesn’'t matter a bit! Besides,
it was my fault——"

“ 4ll serene, kid!” said Bulkeley:

And with a kind nod the captain of Rook-
wood walked on towards the ericket ground.

The kistical Four looked at one another.

“Ysu't he 2 briek?* said Jimmy Silver, with
a Jdeep breath. ’ ]
plendid old chap!” =aid Arthur Edward
. “Faney the Head sacking a chap
that! The Bead's a donkey!”
s a shame!” said Rahy. “It's a roften
1'd have heen flogged a dozen times

chame!
sefore I'd have had this happen to Bulkeley!

ha did lose his temper!? Well, he
booby-trap that I'd fixed up for

Supposs

got the

Carthew.

waxy."”
“Of eourse it was!” said Newcome.
Jimmy Silver nodded.

“It’s potten!” he said. “The Head means

weil; he thinks he'’s sseing stern justice
done.  As a matter ot‘ fart, he's going loo
far. But he's jolly o betinate.”

s

“Obstinate as a mule!” said Lovell. "It
was his dashed obstinacy caused the frouble
with the masters a few weeks ago. Now
there’s going to be trouble with the prefects
for the.same reason. Nearly all the Sixth
acking up Bulkeley--all the Classieal
excepting Carthew, perhaps.”
ey won't get a man to take Bulkeley's
e in a hurry, usless they go to the
Mndcr‘} side for him,” said Newcome sagely.

“ Silver!” s

Neville of the Sixth Ioolwd out from the

deorway. Jimmy Silver hurried to him at
once.

“Yes, Neville?**

#“Take this note over to Knawles, in Mr.
Manders' Housze, will you?” #

‘Yes, ratheri”

- Jimmy Silver took the 1note and trofted
off to ‘ohe Modern side with it- .In Mr.
Manders' House he found Tommy Dodd & Co.

The Old Prefects Remain Firm—and So.Does the Head !

came acCross.

‘them they'r

- the Bixth are in it.

It was enongh to make any fellow |

of the Modern Fourth in deep discussion
upon the topic that was agitating all Rook-
wood just then. He went on to Knowles’
study to deliver the note, and found the head
Modern prefect there, with Frampton and
Catesby.

The three Modern prefects lik
juniors in the passage, deep in discuw
Knowles gave Jimmy a sharp, frowning look.

“Por you, Knowles!” said Jimmy; and he
tossed the note on the table and retired.

He rejoined his chums on the School House
steps, and in a few minutes Knowles & Co.
The note had evidently been
to summon them to the meeting in Neville's
study. Knewles, Catesby, X¥rampton, and

the
ion.

“Tresham passed into the House, and the

inniors e\changui glances,
“*Something's up”

Edward Lovell oraenlarly.
The juniors could neot help feeling keenly

ecurious. Some step was contemplated by the

remarked  Arthar

F Sixth, which was to be taken altegether, it

was clear. Tubby Muffin eame out of the
School Bouse a little later, with his round,
fat face full of excitement.
“Jimimy!” he gasped. *“I-I say,
going it!”
“Whao's going it, fatty®?

they're

“The Rixth!” paaped Tubby . “All the
prefects—in Neville’s study. They're going

to remonstrate with the Head—"
“What!”
And request him to reinstate Bulkeley,
and-—"
“on”
“And they've agreed that no prefect will
take Bulkele place, and if the Head asks
1z to refuse!” gasped Tubby.
“Even Knowle 1 rn cad, you know
peking u 1 don't believe he wants to
havk up Bulkeley, you know, but he daren’s
get the Sixth down on him—that's my belief
—uoy he'd be jolly glad to jump into Bulke-
ley’s place. Even Carthew has agreed. Al
Fanecy that!” L
d how the thump do you know al
> demanded Arthur Edward Loveil

gréfﬂv

s happened to be near Neville's door,
and—-"

“And your ear happened fo he at the
vhole, you hstemng beast!” exclaimed
Lovell in disgust. “You've no business to
know anything about it!”?

“Well, T like that!” said Tubby indig-
nantly. “You let me tell you, anyway!”

“Oh, bump him!’ said Lovell

Tubby Muffin fled.

In a. very short time Tubby Mufiin's
exciting news was widely known. In Neville's
study the important debafe among the great
men of the Sixth went on. the l)feiektﬁ of
Rookwood little dreaming that it was the
subject of another exciting debate among
the small fry outside the sacred precinets
of the Sixth.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Takes a Hand,

I E'RE going te back him up!” -
Jimmy Silver made that an-
: nouncement, in the end study at

tea-time.
The eaptain of the Fourth had been thmn
mg This, apparently, was the result.
“Bulkeley, do you mean?” asked Loveil, as
ho (¢ omked lux qecond egg.

"\ e i back him up all vight,” sai¢ Arthur
Newcome cheerfully. “But bow are we going
to do it, Jimmy?”

“I've got an idea.”

Lovell grunted.

“There's nothing deing, Jimmy. We can’t
argie with the Head, and it depends on the
H And he's as obstinate as.a mule!”
I'm not thinking of arguing with the
Head. Bub look here.” Jimmy Silver raised
his hand holding the egg-spoon, and pro-
ceeded to lay down the law with the egg-
spoon, as it were. “The Mead’s pushed
Bulkeley out of the captainey, wishing to be
just. We know he means well—these head-
masters always do.mean well. But he
doesn't understand.”

“He doesn’t, for a faet.” ;

“He thinks he’s defending the rights of
and all that—standing between chaps
‘and an overbearing fellow in the
Sixth—" !

“What rot!t®

“Well, that’s how the Head is looking at

“
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it. If it was Carthew or Knowles, he would
be right; but it's Bulkeley, and Bulkelcy is
the best ¢hap at Rookwosd.”

“Hear, hear!

“He pitched into Raby. Well, Raby can
md that, and come up smiling-—can’t you,
Raby ?”

“Of course 1 can!” grunted Raby. “I'm
not made of putiy, 1 supposa!”
“Bulkeley lost his temper, hut we can

e that. Why, dash it all, U've losk my
myself at times!” said Jimmy Silver
things happen, you know. It’s avpity,
‘but there you are! The Head isn't m'kaﬂ
enough allowance for human nature.”

“Old scout, you talk hke & pictnre-boek !”
wid Lovell admiringly. “What o piHy you
can't pitch it like he Head o
“He wouldn't Heten,” said Jimmy regret-
“That’s the worst af ti:cbe he(d
-you ¢an't make em 1", o

1.

Y <
ﬂn\ w gn‘é{m “the worst of t. mth {he cane
But come to the point——"
“QOh, you're coming to
Lovell, in & tons of mild

point?” askead

“Yes, you ass!” roared Jvmmv Silver.

Well, eome fo iti-pass the margarine
first.” ‘

“Bother the margarise! Tiry up! The
Head hasn't confidence in Bulkviey any more
because d @ junior a bit too—wel,
a_hit . He really did piteh
into Raby, you vt

“He did!” & aby reminizeently.

“ Bub
injured

the point is th

junior. was the
party, and ¢he

still have cou-

fideued Bullel v oof it

“Lots!™ agreed Levcli,

“The whole Lower School backs him up
as ope man—excepting a feéw eads, perhaps,
like Lattrey and Gower and Pe and Eeg-
gett and perhaps Towny nnd Toppy, ami

Thmt who don’t baek
nt.”
who doesn't

perhaps a few othe
up Bulkeley dou't

i \‘obodv counts -
1s."

agree with
“Don't he a innm azs, Lovell! }‘motxcallv
the whole Lo School. backs up Butkeley,”
said Jimmy Silver warmly. “Well, if he
wasn't all right for head ;H‘(‘f»}ct aud cap-
tain, would they do it%”

“Of course not.” t

“Now, then, suppow t‘mz Head iz made
aware that t!u whole Lower School supports
Bulkeley, wom't that wvery likely make hiie
dmlwe his mind 1" .

“Ahem1”

“His only reason for shijting Bulkeley is
that he can't trust him to be just to the
Lower School.  Well, the opuuon of. the
Lower School on that point is lmund to in-
fluence him, a5 a reasonable man.”

“Ye-ez, if he is 3 reasonable map.

“Well, even a headmaster iz hmmd to he
mere or less reasonable.” :

“H'm!”

“So  my
this—"

el

“T°H tell you my idea, if Lovell isn't Om'-ff
to start difficulties at the very hegiming--~

“Oh, pile inl” said Lovell

‘\Iv idea “ds, a - loyal
Bulkeley——"

“Eh—-a whi

*Loyal add , sigued by the whole of the
Lower School!™ Jinuuy  Silver impres-
sively. " We can get sheets and sbheets of
impot paper fill e'd up with atures. Bvery
chap in the Third, the @ i, and the
Shell will sizn it on both sides of Rookwood.

idea,”  pursyed Jimmy, s

address  to

G

The Seeond, too, for that matter.”
*Oh!” . .
“Every freely, of Dbis own

accord,

Sixth.

“And su chap won't?”

“Then we'll jolly well punch his head tih
he does!® said. Jimmy Silver warmly.

“Oh, my hat! Punch his. lread till he
signs of his own. accord!”

Yo zooduess' sake, Lovell, don't keep

I never knew such a ehap for
imed the captain

on .n'vumrv'
starting difffculties!” ex

of the Fourth, in gr At ¢ peration. “ My
idea is free and unanimo support Qt‘
Bulkeley by the whole Lower School.  We

draw up the ;oml address in a few well-
chosen wor =
“Who's going to choose ‘em?”

“Trn Porv rar.—No.
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“1 am. In a few well-chosen words, and
get all the fellows fo sign it. We present
it to Buikeley in a representutlve deputa-
tion—~—~"

“on: "

“With a speech from  the chairman of
the deputation—"

“Who's chalrman?

0

“1 am.”

“And what's the speech going fo be?"”

“Oh,  a few wellchosen words, jyou
know.”

9

“And you're going to cheose ‘em?

“Look here, Lovell—-"

“It iolly well Jooks to me as if this
giddy loyal dddl‘&SS will represent Jimmy
Silver more tha am}b(vdv or  anything

else. Why net drop in on the llead, an’g
give him your advice straight away?
asked Arthur' HEdward Lovell, with a

heavy touch of sarcasm.

“Look here—-"

“Peace! ” murmured Newcome. =
Jimmmy, if we present the cheery add
to Bilkeley, the lMead mayn't even
of it.”

it.” :
“He's bound to,” said Jimmy. “ After
handing it to Bulkeley, we are going to

stick it on the notice-board.”

“0Oh, -my hat!"” . -

“Buikeley will read it, you see, and
thank us——"

“In a few wellchosen words?"” asked
Lovell

“And thank us!” roaged Jimmy Siiver
« And then we shalli put it on the board,

for all Rockwood to read. As a reascn-
able man, the Head is bound to be influ-
enced by it.”
= *“He might!"” said Newcome. -

“And he mightn’'t!” remarked Loveil

“Well, it shouldn't do any harm, any-
way,” said Raby pacifically. “Let’s draw
up the blessed address after tea, and then
get the fellows to sign. Even if it dcesn’t
make any dxﬂu‘el.ce with the Head it will
please old Bulkeley,”

“Yes, something in that!” agreed Lovell

“T'm glad you. tan see srwmethg in it
at last,” observed Jimmy Silver sardonic-
ally

“Keep your wool on, old chap. Let's get
on with tlm giddy address, .md we'll all
help choose thos sen  words.
Four heads are be 2

“Thicker, at a

“Look here, Jimmy-——

“ Agreed! ” said Jimmy
all put- our | s together over it, and
then take it round for the fcllows fo
sign. And my belief is that it will make
a lot of difference with the Head, and
the trouble will  blow over—all thruwh
the end study.”

The idea of the end study causing the
trouble to blow over was  rather flatter-
ing to the To. And the tea-things -were
shifted, pess and ink and paper pro-
duced, and the -Fistical Four started to
work upon the loyal address which, at
he very teast, was to assure Bulkeley of
the Sixth that he still possessed the full
confidence of the = Lower  School at
Reokwood. -

Silver. “we'll

- THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Loyal Address.

& W § OW do we begin it?”

__ “‘PDear Bulkeley,’ I
think,” sald Lovell
fully.

Jimmy 5!“’61’ shook hig hmd
“Too easy and familiar,”
“Something a bit more—«well more stately
and—and oﬁicial you kuow.” : &
“Which person is it to be? ” asked Raby.
“Bulkeley, of course,” answered Lovell.
“Fathead! I mean which person—-""
“ Well, Bulkeley’s the person, isn't he?”
“I wean setond or third persen!” howled

Raby.

“0n, 1 see. &011 never make vourself
clear, Raby. ' Third person sounds rather
impressive,” remarked - Lovelll ¢ ﬁomethm"
like this—° Bulkeley of the Sixth is assured
by members of the Lower School——'"

“That sounds a bit as’ if he were taking
out a life assurance,” remarked Newcome,

“Rot! Assured by members of the
Lower School that they have complets con-
fidence in hxm, and are down on hig bemg
sacked.” ”

“Better not rub in too much about the
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should
thought-

Le = sald.

’may be glammv at the
not.”

old” chap.
ing.”

sack. ‘I'nat point ought to be passed over
diplomatically,” remarked Jimmy Silver.

; “?lla is sacked from the captainey, isn't
19?2 "

“Well, yes; but—--"

“Well, I believe in calling o spade a
spade. You can call it a dashed agricul-
tural implement if you like.”

I“Let’s hear Jimmy’s views!” murnured

Rab, Y

Jimmy BSilver smiled. He was waiting
patiently for the Co. to come round to his
views.

“Well, Jimmy gases such a lot,” said
Lovell. “Still, let him go ahead I don't
believe he can improve upon n=sured by
members of the Lower School.’

“Bomething like this,” said Jxmmy Silver:
‘““*We, the undersigned members of the
Lower - Scheol at Rookwood, hereby——'"

“Well, °hereby ' sounds all right,” ad-
mitted Lovell. *“What about lwretofo"e,
too? That's got quite a legal sound.”

“It isn't necessary. £

“0Oh, it you're only going to put in what's
neCcessary said Lovell, with the air of
a fellow hing his h‘mds of the job.

“Qo it, Jimmy!

Jimmy Silver awent .it, - and his rough
sketch of the loyal address was mmore or
less approved by the other members of
the -end study. Lovell made some
amendments, which were diseussed, and
some .~ of them admitted-—-perhaps not
with enthusiasm, aby and Newcome
also put in an improvement here and
there-—no doubt by way of drawing atten-
tion to the fact that the end study was a
free republic and nrot an autocratic
monarchy. .

Many hands are said fo make ligsht work;
but, as a matter of fact, four heads did
not prove much hetter than one in this
case. And by the time the loyal address
was completed a° considerable time had
elapsed, and the paper it was written on
W inky and blotty and smudgy, and so
were the fingers of the four juniors.

But they were satisfied, upon the whole,

with their joint production, It really was
agreed that Bulkeley was sure to be
pleased, even if the Ilead did not come
down off his perch.

The document, as completed, ran as
follows:

“WE, the undeérsigned -members of the
Lower School of Rockwood, comprising all
the Lower Schoo! of Rookwood, Exfepbing

announce, declare, and
con-
37

a few cads, hereby
afiirm our compleat and
fidence in George Bulkeley

coentinned
of the '8

Form, and in the name of the Lower Sch
ef Rookwood we hereby  demand that the
said George Bulkeley be reinstated as

captain of the school without a stane on

his character.

“We allso declare _that we, the Lower
Sciiool of Rookwood, won't have any other
captain, at any price, and i ordered so
to do we shall regard it as our duty to
look upen it \nth Contempt.

“Our motte is back up Buikeley, who is
a good Sort, though some Fatheads may
think otherwise, for he's a jolly good
fellow and so say all of us. -

(*Signed) -J. SiLvsR,

; “A, E. LoOVELL,
“G. Rapy,

s “A. NewCoME."

“That only reguires scme more signa-
tures and it's all right,” said Jimty Qxlver

“That bit about the fatheads is" good! ”s
said Lovell, with a grin.  “Of course, it
He(xd r\nd it may

“It's rather deep,” AnreedJ R'zh)

“1 behm'e there ought to 3 dn

‘ gtain’ murmured Jlmmy “In
‘fact, I know there ought.”

Lovell shook his head. :

“It's a word of five letters, Jimmy—I

he answered,
I'm pretty

know it,” “Leave it to me,

strong on spell-
“Leave out the ‘¢’ suggested Jimmy.
“What rot!"” S
“Lovell——"

“We don't want to make a bad impres-

sion on Bulkeley by showing him a lot of
bad speliing,” said Lovell.  “A word mis-
Leave it

spelt might spoil the ulu.e effect.
as it is.” 5
“But. I tell you—2©"

‘posing document now,

Broadcast this news to your Pals—Watch the ¢ Populér"*

“It's a jolly curious thing, you chags,
that Jimmy thinks he knows everything
that’s o be known in this study !’ remarked
Lovell. “What is it puts the idea into his
head?”

“Oh, leave it as it is,
Silver resignediy.

el | :txoqu jolly well think so—especially
as you've leit eut my bit about assuring
him! Besides, I think *heretofore' would
have been impressive; but I've agreed to
leaw it out.”

“Let’s go and gather up signatures,” said
Riaby: We' il pin the sheets of impot. paper
togethee.”

@ Good egg!”

And  the Fistical Four sallled forth,
document in hand, with an ample aupply ot
impot paper for the signatures. -

They looked In first on the Colonial Co.
Conroy, Van Ryn, and Pons grinned when
they read. the document, but they sizned
cheerfully.  Oswald and Jounes minor, and
Flyun and Teddy Grace followed their
example, and Tubby Mufin appended &
slgnature that looked like something in

then!” said Jimmy

Turkish.

Mornington and Frroll were the next, and
Morningron grmped and Krroll stared as
the loyul address was presented to tuem for
inspection,

“What is it—a map?” usked Morny.
“Map!” repeated Lovell. “What the thump
dn you mean?” g

“Blessed if I can tell whethoer
geograpaical map or a geological
said Morny. “Which is it?”

“It's an address- to Bulkeley!
Lovell. “There may. be a blot or two.

“I—I say, wil Bulkeley like that?" hesi-
tated Erroll “ Especially that bit about
the fatheads. I suppose that mears the

it's a
chart I

i

roared

c»d Ve :
“That's where we xp jolly deep,” said-
Lovell complacently. “It’'s a sort of hint
of what we t! 'nk, you know, without sav- o
g anything t out. - Of course, wa

couldn’t very well call the Head a fatheﬁd
actually.” :
2 formi!” said Raby, with a shake of
ne  head. “It's L.thty well wrapped
tlun That’s all right.

19"

“I suppose you're going to sign, B.
“0Oh, certainiyt”

And

e

Iurmll signed, and Morny foitowed
e e; and the Fistical Tour marched
on in search of fresh ‘\I"Dlltll!'("

Up and down Kockwood they went mm
the loyal address, sheets of impot paper,
and a fountain-pen, and - signatures flowed :
in like the waves of the sea. Nearly every:
funior  at Rookwood, (lassical or Modern, :
wag prepared to testify his readiness to back s
up Bulkeley. ! :

There were a few objectors. Laftrey &
Co., for instance, who were rather biack
sheep, did not like Bulkeley, and said so
Jimmy Silver & Co. left them in their
after a short argument, without taking
signatures—but they left them in a state
of wreck and ruin that was- simply deplor-
able. After the Fistical Four had gone
Lattrey extracted his head painfuliy from
the coalscuttle, and Peele sawed ashes out
of his hair, and Gower gouged furiously a%
the ink on his face, and the observations
they made sounded absolutely Hunnish.

Smythe of the Shell also declined--bub
after his refusal Smythe of the Shell wasg
scarcely recegnisable by his nearest, and
dearest pal.

Possibly owing to such considerations as
this, fellows who were not very keen on the
loyal address  decided to append their
signatures, lest a worse Iate should befaH
them.

By the time the Fistical rour had finished

‘their round they had sheets of impot paper

covered with signatures more or less
decipherable, representing .at least ninety
per cent. of the Lower Sctiool of Rookwood.
The sheets were pinned together carcfuliy
in the end study. It certainly was an im-
and the Fistical Four
ustly considered that a few blots and
smudges did not detraet from Itz Imiposing
nature. ;

“It's beund to impress Balkeley,” said
Lovell. *And the Head, tco. I really think
hat the Head can scarcely fail to take notlee
of this. It will show hxm what we jolly well
think, anyhow.”

The Co. agreed that it would ; and the loyal
address bemv completed at IsL and du!y

L The New Captain 1°* js the Title of Next Week’s Dramatic Rookwood Yarn !
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—There's something AMAZING coming up the frail!

pinned togelher, Jimmy Siiver & Co. fared
farth in search of Georce Bulkeley, with the
firm convietion that, upen presentation of
that loyal address, the one-time eaptain of
Hookwood would be “ne end bucked.”

THE FIFFTH CHAPTER.
Not Quite a Success!
B{’LRELEY of the Sixth was pacing-to

and fro in his study after tea with
a deep line in his brow.
He was in a troubled mood.

That a meeting of the Sixth had heen
keld, and that the deeision had been to
suppart him, he knew; and though the loyal
friendship of the Sixth was agreeable enough,
it troubled him. He fore trouble with
1he Head, which would certainly not be good
for the sc¢hool or good for the Sixth, and be
would gladly have dropped quietly into the
background and submitted without question
te his e sentence,

But that his friends would by no mea
allow. . Even Knowles -of the Modern sl
his vy rival, was acting with the rest.

iors agreed that the dignity of
Sixth Form was compromised by the Head’s
fon, and that it was up to them to

ack up the captain’s cause.

Bulkeley's friends—who were most of the
Sixth—were enthusiastic; and Knowles & Co.
zave their support somewhat less warmly;
and even Carthew, the bully ef the Sixth,
for the present gave in his adhesion.
Feeling was so strong in the ¢ h, .in fact,
that Bulkeley’'s few c¢nemies could. neot
venture to make their voices heard, even ii
they wizhed to.

But Bulkeley was sorely troubled by the ]

thought of having his rig championed
against the Head;*snd he ko by experi-

e that Dr. Chisholm was e not to
the point, and that po bhut . a
struggle could ensue of which the results

could neb be foreseen.

He was thinking aver the matter as he
paced to and fro, when the door opened and
Neville looked in. Bulkeley gave bime a
sombre glance.

“It’s being settled mnow,” said Neville.
“Come along to the prefects’ room, will you,
Kulkeley 7

“Neville, old chap—-~"

“Come slong, anvhow. and yon
u¢ what you think,” said Neville.

“oh, all right!”

Bulkeley followed his chum slowly fo the
prefects’ reom—an apartment sacred fo
those members of the Sixth whe had been
appointed prefects. Other seniors sometimes
came in by permission; but to juniers and
such small fry the precinets were strictiy
taheo.

Only prefects were present now. Knowles,
Frampton, Cateshy. and 'Treshani, of the
Modern side; Neville, Lonsdale, Jones major,
Carthew, Scott. and Bulkeley himself, of the
Classical side.
yad 2 very grave and gerious assembly

on Carthew's face was tThere 2
on of a lutking grin. But the bully of
sixth did not dare to allow his £
satisfaction at Bul y's fall fo be
For the present, at jeast, Carthew was
in co-operation with the resh.

There was a murmuf. in the room
Bulkeley came in with Neville. The lafter
was abolit to clese the door. when Jimmy
ted himself. Behind Jimmy
¢ his chums, and behind themt a
owd ef the Fourth and some of the

canp lell

€4
actl

a3

“Hold on a minute. ‘ilte,” said Jimmy.
“We want Bulkeley-
on can't see him now—gqut off!”
important.” :
“Cuk oft ¥ said Neville sharply. =
He did not see the importanceé ef it—not
even having noticed that Jimmy Silver had
o bundle of inky sheets of impot paper in
His hand, snd bhesides being quite unaware
1hat those inky sheets were, in point of fact.
s Joyal address from the Lowe bool of
ioekwood, affirming their wndi ed con-
fidenice in Bulkeley of the Sixtu
“Eook here, Neville,” chimed in TLevell
warmiy. - “This is jolly important, and we
Bulkeley, we

“What on earth’s the row?” ecalled out

Bulkeley.
“Bome ble
“Cut offt”

“It’s important,  Bulkeley; it may mean

ed Fags——" began Neville.

the end of all this trouble,” said Jimmy
Rilver. “Let us come in!”

“What on earth do you mean?”
Bulkeley., *“Let the young dor
for a minute, Neville.”

- The juniors looked at one amnotlie
uncertainly, not over-pleased hy the £
8. 8till, Bulkeley did not know ahout
al address yet. Doublless he would

velaimed
come in

his opinion when he did know.
“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver deter-
minedly.

And the depugation of the Lower School
marched in, about nine or ten of them; eyed
very grimly by the prefects in the room.

“Well?” said Bulkeley.

“Ahem!” Jimmy Silver eleared his throat.
“The—the fact is, Bulkeley—-"

“8harp!”?

“All right!  We, members of the Lower
School of Rockwood o

“What?”

“We, members of the——"

“Is this a joke, Silver?”

“Nunno !” = :

“What the thump sare. you . driving at,
then?”

“We, members of the Lower
gasped Jimmy Silver, a little confused. He
found his task harder than he had sup-
posed. “We have come—that is to say, we
—we are hereby—I mean here to assure—

Sechool!”

I mean~-— Ahem!”

“Turn them out!” said Knpowles im-
patiently.

“Ouly some fag cheek,” caid €

“For goodness’ sake kick them ont, an
get to business!”

“You ring off, Carthew!” %aid_ Jimmy
Silver, with spirit. “This address isn't for

vou, anyway. The Lower Sehool haven't
any confidence in you, I can tell youl!”

“What!”

“1f you have anyithing to say
it. and eut!” exclaimed Bulkeley.
should net have come here, anyway.”

“We, members of the Lower Schoof—="

began Lovell, as Jimmy besitated.
There came & murmur from the deputa-

tion:
*&hut up, Lovell!”

“Go it, Jimmy!” ..
Jimmy Silver found hi:
amid blank stares from the pre

i3 volee,. an

i

Sixth.

“We, members of ths Tower School of
Rookwood, have b a loyal address
for presentation—

“Ye gods!” murmured Neville,

“To  Bulkeley, d ws herehy hie

have. t
¥, with dignity, “of
eley.”

pleasure,” said Ji

handing it to you, B
Bulkeley, with a ioo

ment, took the inky s
“What on earth
“An address,- I
“A loyal addre
“Racking you

up, you know.”

Some of the
cauzed the ju
in louder aud

Bulkeley st joyal
S t him, t

» Jawn upon }
To their sur

cjaculated.

“Wha-a-at!"

“YWhat does this utter rof mean?” ox-
elaimed  Bulkeley. “Yonu cheeky littie
sWeens——" :

CERT”

“Pake this rubbish away at oneel” said
Buikeley sternly, “1f I were a prefect

now I should eane you for alluding to the
Head disrespectrully. By Jove, I've a good
mind to cane you, anyway!”

Ont"
“I've got my azhiplant here,” remarked
Carthew.

“Get out, yon ridicnious young duffers.”

said Balkeley, “and dop’t play the goat
again! Put thut rabbizh into the firel O

with yvou!”
And Nevilie
amozed deput
Rookwood ‘out
dogr on theul. .
In the passage Jimumy Silver blinked ab
the loyal address which Bulkeley had thrust
back into his hands, and then blinked at his

tundled the astounded and
jon of the Lower School of
of the room, and clozed the

THE DEPUTATION!
into the prefects’ raom.
Silver.

wood, and—ankd—we hereby—that

The depufation from the Lower School marched
i Well ! ?? said Butkeley. L
¢ The fact is we're—we're members of the Lower Schoo! of Rook-

thundering young idiots ! ' exclaimed Bulkeley.

“ Ahem ! said Jimmy

3

is-—assure—§ mean * You

{See Chanter 5.
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comrades. His comp!
that moment.
“0h, my hati"

exion was very rich at

murmured Lovell.
didn't seem
' murmured Newcome,

lm" came from Tubby Muffin.
s! He, b +! Yaroooooh!”

ion chan;,ed into
as hmn‘

“B-B-B- [5 -Bulkeley
‘.fm all,”

SHe: 'xn

¥

plesased,

The mniora loo
stood, with a erim
loyal address in sl
floor wauld open and svzal(my lum up They
vall\eri away grinning, only the faithiul Co.
ining witht their leader.
cemns a”. bit “of a frost!”
Ruby, comfortingly.

“Rotten idea, if you ask me,” said Lovell.
It the way the address was drawn up,
1 Tt we'd ‘put in that bit about
assuring Bulkeley—-"

“Iuihead'

‘And worded it a b\t niore inypres
such words as ‘ heretofore,” ” ald
warmly, ~ “In that case, I think-

“Oh,. you ecan’t think!” g,r'l.r'ted
Silver, :
“Look here, you asg—"
- Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.
“T' put this rot in the study fire,” he
said. “It will be useful to boil the kettle,

Timmy Stl' er as hie
ace .u'u the hr\plpqa

murmured

“

1TSe.

sively—
Lovell

Jimmy

anyhow. And if you fellows ever get up a
foyal address again, don'f ask me to have a
hand in it. I simply w

And Jimmy Silver w
chums staring after hi
not speak: they conidn’t.
their breath away.

, feaving his
They did
Jimmy had teken

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Resignations Accepted.

ULKELEY of the Sixth remained alone
in the prefects’ room. The Rook-
wood prefects had neard what tie had
to eay, but Bulkeley's ecounsels of

peace had not been heeded. And the pre-
fects had gone in a body to the Head's study
to remonstrate.

Bulkel could guess the. kind of recep-
tion they would get, and he was very un-
easy. He knew that the Head would not
ch‘mge his determination, and a struggle
once entered upon would have to be pro-
ceeded with.

There were steps outside at last, and
Neville came Into the room, followed by the
rest of the prefects.

All of them looked red and angry, ex-
e ,Ting Carthew, whose face wore a lurking
smile

Fell?” said Bulkeley.

Neville knitted his brows.

“He won't listen to a word!” he exclaimed.
“The moment we mentioned you he told us
to be silent.”

“He won’'t hear of reinstating you, old
ciap, or even of listening to a word on the
subject,” said Lonsdale. “He said his mind
was made up, and told us to go.”

Bulkeley nodded.

“I expected it,” he said quistly. “Now,
you fellows, 1 “ant you to Tet the n.atter
drop. I was to blame, though not so much
as the Head seems to thmk and I-don't
ble on my aceosunt.”

“It's nob whelly on your account,” said
Knowles. *it's the position of the Sixth
in the schopl. We've got to keep up that
position.”

"ch, buf——*

Mew been freated like
.fdf’a * burst out Neville, ©
“We're not standing 41"

“The Head can’t aut up prefects and push

a gang of cheeky
It won't do!”

them over like skibt t his own will and
pleasure,. without a n,” gaid Jones
major, “The ¢ase of ¢ the case of all.
When the Head had a dispute with the
masters, the staf weubt on strike, and
brought him to reason, I'd like to know

ho'v he’d tun the school without prefects
“But—"
“Enough said, Bulkeley! We'
by what we've told the Head,
doesn’t

re staunding
and if he
come round we shall resign.”

A quarter of an hour later Jimmy Silver
of the Fourthh was called to the prefects’

room. He came with a rather red face; but
he soon saw that the logal address had been
quite forgotten by those aug eniors. He
was sxmp‘v wanted as a Imessenger.

wn

ake thiz note to tiie Head, Silver!” said
l\e\llm

“Yes, Nevilie.”

Jimmy Silver conveyed the ,note to Dr.
Chizsholm’s study. He found the Head with
a very stern brow. The visit of the prefects,
in a body, to remonstrate bad roused tho
firm old gentleman’s ire.

“What is it, Silver?”

“This note, sir, for you.”

Jimmy laid it on the desk, and waited in
case there should be an answer. Dr. Chis-
holm opened it, and hiz brow was thunderous
as he réad:

“We, the pref
to tender our r

cts of ilm Sixth Torm, beg
ignations.”

The signatures of the whole lmd, of pre-
fects followed.

Dr. Chisholm sat sitent for a minute or
two, the note in his hand. Jimmy Silver
hardly dared to lcok at him. He did not
know what was in the note, but he felt the
atmosphere of thunder.

The Head took up a pen at last, wrote a

few words on the paper, and repluced it in

the envelope.

“Take that back, Silver.”

“Yes, sir.”

Jlmmy Silver returned to -the prefects’
room. He found the prefects all there, in
a very subdued and serious mood. Their
looks were anxious, as Jimmy handed the
note to Neville s

“1t’s our own nete back,” sald Neville, as
he opened it.

22 20,000-word Long Story of Harry Wharton & Co., in the ** Magnet’’ every week:

2 ‘T‘x se'h hie

anything?”
omething written on it.

Oh,

short, if not
accepted.

prefects w be appointed.”
That was all

'llw m yth-Fo

& exchanged grim looks.
will be dppmnted wil}
Lonsdale. “Not from the
xth are solid with uwa”

ilver quictly left the prefects’
; the seniors in hot discussiou.
at Tookwood was coming to &

Jimmy
room, Ile;
The trouh
h(Jd at Id\t

’Lw ne\f day all Roockwood knew that the.
prefects were on strik The battle had been
joined between the Sixth Form and the
Head, and all Reokwood looked. on breath-
fessly, wondering what the result might be.

THE XD,

Great Prefects'
“The New

(More about the
next week. - Read
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THE RESULT
OF THE

“WEDNESDAY”
FOOTBALL @
COMPETITION

S

In this c(mpetmion iwo competitors seuf
in correct solutions of the pictures. The
first prize of £5 has therefore been divided
between the following:

G. PURDEY,
9, Rosedale Road,
Richmond,
Surrey.

FOA »@%

DORA WILLIAMSON,
89, Willcughby Street,
Gainsborough.
8o many competitors qualified for the
third gmue of prizes that division among

them of tne prizes cifered was 1mpmcucabl°
Lhe second prize of £2 10s.

and the ten
s ] prizes of bs. each have therefore been added
SCHOOL ¥ 3 FOOTER together and divided among the following
: £ sixteen competitors, whose solutions con-
; tained one error each:
¥0.657. THE WONDER CRAFT Peter Wood, 21, Pleasance, Edinhurgh,
= o Furt 14 and Nipper v. The (rec st ’ o
THE ?xzidafg!g Toe l;zgfgésxﬁftﬁfs‘?wﬁ%xe?s Narrative Ww. nAh Fbll;e.wycwl %drlff"*“rrﬁcdf R«;d(,&ﬂt
mancheste yri orton, Rodfor es-
BOYS’ No.658. SWORDS ON TER GREAT NORTH ROAD. s terleigh, Cluppm" Sodbury, Glos; Mrs.
A Thrilling Romance of Fighting and_Adventure ig g MGVLlhon 85, Macclesfield Street, Chester
FRIEND . Days of the Young Pretender By D. H. Parry. Road, Hulme, Manchester; Henry U"qukmtt,
LIBRARY No. 858, TH:}E: mcugcxscnarf%n ‘MII.LIdO‘ﬁAI%uI:p e 115, Causewayend, Abecrdeen; E. Nunns,
An Enthralling Stery o yStery. 4an YOILULS, 1t ”‘1’3 1, Alexandra Road, Windermere; Jam
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HOMEWARD BOUND!

Rascal though he is, Yen Chin has movre than once been very useful to the schoolboy explovers.,

THE TRICK THAT FAILED!
This week

they have again good cause to bless the day the Chinee joined their party!
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Another Roaring Wild West
| Yarn, dealing with the school-
days of FRANK RICHARDS
in the Canadian Backwoods.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Two In Troubis!
€ TESS those galoots
troubie!”
Bob Lawless shaded his eyes with
his hand, and looked away across
the wide expanse of prairie, dotted with
clumps of timber, as he spoke..

Frank Richards & Co. were on the home-
ward trail, after their holiday in the far
North-West.

Far behind themm now rose the pine-clad
slopes and rocky summits of the f‘a:cade
Mountains.

_They were heading southward for the
Fraser River, with some more days of travel

have found

before them ere they reached their homes in:

the Thompson Valley.

¥rank and Bob Lawless and Vere Beau-
clerc were riding a little ahead, followed by
¢Chunky Todgers and Yen Chin and the pack-
mule.

Away, ahead of the schoolboy party, two
Jiminutive figures had corme into view on the
plain, Bob’s keen eyes being the first to
sight them.

The two stmnr'ers were a good distance
abead on the same scarcely. marked trail,
and, being on foot, they were half-hidden by
the high grass.

They were tramping on slowly, their heads
bent, and their looks indicative of heavy
{atigue, their backs to the riders coming up
the trail behind.

1 guess there's been trouble,” Bob Lawless
wént on. - “Those galoots ‘mever started on
this prairie on foot, I reckon. They’ve lost
their hosses, and. they've -had to tramp it.”

“Poor beggars!” said Frank.

“There's twenty miles ahead of them to
thie nearest settlement, I caleunlate,” said
‘Bob. “They've got a.hard row to hoe.”

“We shall be camping soon,” said Frank.

“Let’s put on speed, and overtake them, Bob,
and see if we can help.”

Bob Lawless nodded :

“I was just thinking of that,” he replied.-
= "'Good idea!” agreed Beauelerc. “Put it
on!”

“ Hustle, there!” Bob called back to
Chunky Todgers and Yen Chin. - And the
c¢hums of Cedar Creek urged on their horses.

They had been proceeding at a leisurely
pace when they had sighted the two forlorn
wanderers ahead; but now they were gallop-
ing-they soon overhauled them.

& Bobs expression changed as they came
nearer and nearer to.the pair.

“I guess I've seen those galoots hefore!”
fre said suddenly.

© “Can’t see their faces,” remarked Frank.

€ A Rank Injustice 1°

“There seems
them, though.”

“@Gunten and Keller,”* said Vere Beauclerc
quietly.

“My hativ

Instinctively, the chums of Cedar Creek
slackened down a little.

They were not anxious to fall
Gunten and Keller, their old enemies of
Cedar Creek School.

The two S8wiss schoolboys had spent the
school holiday in the North-West, and more
than once had failen in with Frank Richards
& Co., and there had been trouble.

Bob frowned grimly.

“Better keep clear cf that lot,” he said.
“We've had trouble enough with them.”

“But———" began Frank.

“They're bad eggs, Franky.”

“I know; but they're in hard luek, by their
looks,” said Frank. “They’ve lost their
1101864, and they're stranded. After all, tl\ey
belong to our school, rotters as they are.

Bob Lawless made a grimace.

“You mean you want to lend ‘em 2 hand!”
he grunted. “They're the kind of rotters to
bite the hand that helps “em! Still, I don't
mmd

“They've seen us,” said Chunky Todgers.

Gunten and Keller had heard the hoof-
beats behind, and looked round.

They stared in surprise a% the sight of
Frank Richards & Co., and stood motioniess,
evidently waiting for the party to come up.

The looks of the-two Swiss showed that
they were very much down on. their luek.

1t was clear that they had been in the
wars.

“Hallo. you gd]ncvt"" exclaimed Bob Law-
less, as he drew rein. “I Bever expected to
see you again before we got hack to school.”

“Where are your horses?” asked Frank.

Gunten gritted his teeth,

‘Stolen!” he answered. “We fell in with
a gang of rustlers this morning. They took
our horses, and cleared us out-of our money,
and everything else they took a fanecy to.”

“And left us to heof it,” raid Keller, with
a quaver in his volee. “We’re tired out, and
jolly near famished!”

He cast a hungry glanee at the load on the
pack-mule.

“Hard luck!” said Beauclere.

semething familiar  about

" Yes; very amusing to you, I dare say!”
said QGunten, between his teeth. “You can
cackle !”

“But we're not cackling, Gunten,” said
Frank Richards mildly.

“Not  se much chin-wag, ~ Gunten!”
grunted Keller. “We're in a bad box.
Look here, old chaps, wg’ll be glad of some
he!p We've eaten next’ to nothing to-day.

“You're welcome to camp with us, And

in with

share round,”
“But none of your

said Bob Lawless at once.
tricks! We did as
muech for youn before, when you landed
yourselves in a serape, and you played a
dirty trick on us. -None of thut, or I
tell you there will be trouble!”

“That was only a—a joke”

“We don’t like jokes of that kind.  Look
here, we're. camping at the next timber,”
sald Bob. “Hoof it along with us as far
as that.” 2

A mile on, a clump of fimber rose from
the plain, a spring aDJﬂ ling in the suuset
among the trees.

There the Cedar Creek party ha}tui to
camp for the night.

The horses and the mule were staked uuL,
and the latter unloaded.

Bob Lawless was about to begin gather-
ing brushwood i’or a camp-fire, when he
paused

“Hold on!” he said. “How far
did you meet those rustlers, Guunten?”

“A good many miles” ‘answered the
Swiss. “We’'ve been tramping ever sincel”

“We. don’t want them to ecall on us, if
they're within sight of smoke,” Bob ex-
plained to his chums. *“Of eourse, they
wouldn’t handle us as they seem to have
done with these chaps; but we don’t want
any shooting, if we ean help it. I reckon
we'll do without a fire, ft's not cold,
since we left the hilts.”

“Good idea!” agreed Frank Richards.
“We've gob plenty oi‘ cold mecat, and we
don’t need to cook.” :

“X say, I was going to make a jolly goodl
supper! ” said Chunky Todgers. *There’s
game in this timber—-"

“Bother your supper,
it till to-morrow, and
you burst your crop!?”

“Look here, Bob—-"

“Brr-r-r!” was Bob’s answer.

And Chunky Todgers had, to relingunish
the -vision of a glorious supper, which
hie had been looking forward to all day,
and the party sat down to cold meat and
corn-cakes, which, however, they ate with
very good d,ppd.iteq

hack

Leave
feed till

Chunky !
you can

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
"Good Samaritans!

OB LAWLESS had taken a large huck-

skin Bag from bis saddie ut the halt,

and fastened it to his belt
the schoolboys eamped.

It was a heavy bag, and both Gunten
and. Keller looked at it very curiously, pro-
hably:- guessing what it contained,

“How you get ¢a with that strike
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you made up in the hills?” asked Kern
Gunten suddi‘n’\y, “You were working a
placer—-"

“¥irat chop!” answered Bob cheerily. “We

pnt in a week’s hard work, and cicared oub

I zuess so—in facf;, you know we gid!”
said Bob, looking abt him. “You saw Yen
Chin with some of our dust, I guess.’
“(luntee velly bad boy?” murmu,red Yen
(hm
“And you've -gobt it there?” 'hled Gunten.
%A thousand dollars’ worth!” answered
Dob.  “That was clear, after we'd spent
moucy on tools and mzn"s in the camp al
Tucker's Bar. Not so bad to bag on a holi-
1 reckon.”
mten compressed his lips.
sere was bitter envy and m,\hce in his

ey

“You fellows have all the nLo" " he said
sullenly. “We've had the worst.”

G § d,n‘e say wo each gotb what we de-
served,” said Bob dryly.

“We've had rotten luck all along,” said
Yeller, “We lost cur canoce and outfit, in
the fiest place, on the rapids, and had to
shend mopmey ou lhorses. Now we've lost
inem

Bob Lawless looked very thoughtful.

1n ihe buekskin bag there was gold-dust to
the value of & thousand dollars, which wase
to be divided into two hungred ‘dollars each
far tlie five members of the party—forty
pounds each in English money.

Frank Richards smiled as he read the ex-
pression in his Canadian cousin’s face, and
Yere Beauclerc smiled and nodded.

They could. guess Bob’s thoughts.

“1 suppose you aaluotq are cleared right
out?” said Bob, after a®short silence.

“Pown fo bedrock!” grunted Gunten; and
Keller nodded dolorously.

Bob glanced at his comrades.

“What do you fellows say?” he asked.
“We're going to divvy up t,xc dust when
we get home. What about letting these
zaloots stand in, te see them through?”

Chunky Todgers' eyes opened wide.

Yen Chin shook his head emphatically.

But fhere was assent from both Frank
and Vere Beauclerc.

{ say——" began Keller.

“You don't Inean that?” said Gunten.

“{ do mean it,” said Bob quietly. *“Yen
Chin and C’huulsv don’t agree, I sce that;
but we three do, and you two fellows shall
stand in equai with us three, in six hundred
dollars, if ‘you like.”

“And welcome!” said Frank Richards.

L’eauclerc nodded.

“1 guess we close on that,” said Keller,
with a grin. “I don’t know what you're
doing it for, but 1 agree, right down! 1
owe money for my (.utﬂt at Thompson, and
it will see me through.”

Kern Guuten did not speak.

“Oh,

There was a strange expression on his
heavy face. >
“Well, what d6 you say, Gunten?” asked

Hob “ema‘lv “It was a windfall for us.
We never expected to bag anything of the
kind, of course. You've had hard luck, and
it will help you' through.”

Gunten shook his head.

“I don’t want to touch your dust!” he
said dehberateiy “Keller can do as he likes,
put I sha'n't touch it

Boh shrugged his shoulders.

¢ Suit yourself {” he an%werud

“wWell, I guess you're a jay, Gunten?” ex-
claimed Keller. “I think it’s jolly decent
of these chaps, and I agcept—with thanks,
too! Don’i be a silly uss! Your poppa will
muke a row when you crawl in and tell him
you're cleaned out. I know that. Take your
chance while you cant”

“1 puess I know my own business best.”
said Gunten.

And with that the subject dropped.

Gunten sat silent for some time, with
his eyes on the durk trees round the camp,
us he finished his supper.

Suddenly he gave a start, and jumped fo
his feet. :

He pointed excitedly to the shadowy wood.

“Look out!” he exclaimed.

Bob Lawless grasped hiz
umembermg the rustiers.

What is it?” he asked
One of that gang that robbed us this
worningf” sald Gunften. “He was st‘mng
out from that thicket! He's gone!”

The schoolboys were all on their feet now,
rifle in hand.
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rifie at once,

But there came no sound from the timber,
not even the rustling of a twig.

The sun was gohe HoOW, “and the dim
twilight of the stars relgned on the prairie.
In the timber all was darkness,

“By gum}” muttered Bol Lawless. “We
shall have to keep our eyes peeled to-night!
You're sure you weren't mistaken, Gunten?”

“Quite suret!”

“I heard nothing,” said Rob.
'l take a look round before I turn in
fellows keep a watch out.”

Bob went inte the timber, his eyes well
about him and rifle ready.

Gunten rose to his feet.

“Come on, Keller!” he said.
a look round, tool”

“I'd rather stay here!”

“Oh, dou't be a fool! Come with mel”

Keller unwillingly rose and followed his
comrade. They disappeared into the shadows
of the timber.

Yen Chin rose to his feet.

“Me lookee lound, too!” he said.

“8it down!” answered ¥rank. “You'll
lose yourself, kid! Stay where you are!”

“Me wantee lockee lound!” persisted the
fittie Chinee.

Yen Chin. glided away into the timber, un-
heeding.

Frank Richards and Beauclere and Chunky
Todgers remained in charge of the camp
and the horses, waiting mther vneasily for
the others to return.

Bob Lawless came back before long.

“All gerene!” he said. “I can't find any
trace of anybody in the timber. 1 guess
Gunten was mistaken. Where are they?”

“Gone to look, too!” answered Frank,

“Silly dufiers!” commented Bab. S We'd
better stay up till they come in."

And Bob sat down on a log, his rifle on his
knees, and his eyes very sharply on the
shadow timber.

“I reckon
You

“Let’s have

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Precious Pair!

(13 HAT'S the game, Gunien?”
Keller asked the question sul-
lenly when the two Swiss were a

a dozen yards from the camp.
“I'm not going into the wood in the dark.
That rustier—-" 2

Gunten broke in impatiently.

“Don’'t be a fool! There wag mo rustler.”

“But-—but you said—-"

“I was fooling them, of course,”
Gunten.
away, I guess.
they left us.

Keller stared at his corarades in the gloom
under the trees, in utter bewilderment.

“What did you want {o give a false alarm
or?”

muftered
“These rustiers are thirty miles
They were going west when

“bh, you're a iay!” said Gunien im-
patiently. *“Look here, Keiler, we both owe
money for our outfit' in Thompson, and

we're cleaned out. We spent every cent on
our new outfit after we lost the canoe, and
now we've been robbed of fthe whole
caboodle.”

“Y know that. But a whack in the gold-
dusb will help ws cut, and they've offered

“Hang them and their ofers! I don't
want shieks in their dust! T wan$ the lot!”

“What?”

“There’s a thousand dotlars in that bag,”

said Gunten, sinking his voice, though the
wood was silent round them. “Think of
that! It would sée us through, and give us
plenty over. 1It's a ten-strike, if we can
finger it.”

“You fool!” wmuttered his companion.

“They’d give us the trail-rope again, as they
did before, if we tried anything of the sort.
There's five of tb(m urmed—agaiusi us
twol” £

Gunten smiled sourly.

“I'm not thinking of tacklmg them,” he
said. “That wouldn't do, anyway.. We ‘can't
knock them on the head, and nothing short
of ghat would be safe. But there's no
reason why we shouldn’t bag the dust. Bob
Lawless k«::‘]ﬁ ﬂmb bag tied to his belt.
When he's asleep

“WeH?

“One cut of a knife would pet the bag
loose, vnthouﬁ waking bim; and then——

“Oh, you're mad?!” “muttered Keller. 1
dare say you could do fthat muchs; but how
could you get away with it?¥ They'll be
watching the horses; they haven't forgotten
the trick we served them before.”

“1 know that.”

Every Day, in every wavy, the Poonularity of the ** Dopular’’'—

“Well, are you thinking of starting out
on i’oot‘t‘" snoered Keller, “Suppose thes
didn't miss the bag till morning? Then
they'd simply run us down.”

“That's ne good, of course. We've got to
stick them for a supply of food before we
leave them. We can’t take that without
being seen, and we can’t take the horse
We're not going to light out with the dust.

Keller looked bewildered.

“Not light out! Then as scon as Boh
Lawless misses the bag, do you think ke
won't know who's faken it?”

“Yes; he'll think of the rustler he thinks
I g%)g\'t"n the thicket,” eaid Gunten coolly.

“That's why I pretended to see the man
there. Now do you savvy?”

Keller shook hig head”

“They may think of the rustler, but

they're jolly certain to think of us, too!”
he said. “They'il search us to the skin.”

“Of course they will: I've considered that.
Bat we sha'n’t have the dust about us. As
soon a8 I get my hands on the bag I shall
hide it. Easy enough to do that.”

“Qh?” said Keller again.

“They can search us if they like; they’'ll
find nothing, They'll have to take fhe trail
to-morrow without the bag of dust. We
shall go with them *

“And then—-~"

“After we've parted with them—we can
work up a quarrel—we get back hcere, and
lift the dust,” said Gunten coolly. “We can
buy horses at the settlements, and ride
heme, with money in cur pockets.”

“By gum, it's a cinch—if you can get lLiold
of the dust"‘ said Keller.

*I can do that. -1 guess T Ynow how to
work the ritfle,” said Guunten. “The one I'm
afraid of is that infernal Chinec. He's as
sharp as a needle. Bub I guess we can du
it."”

“ Where will you hide the dust?” muttered
Keller.

“I'm going to find a hollow tree before we
get back to camp.”

“Good!”

Keller's objections were overcome now.

In the darkness under the timber the two
young rascals proceeded to search for a
hiding place for the bag of gold-dust, and
in 2 few minutes they found a hollow tree.

Gunten thrust his arm into the hollow, and
felt around it.

“1 guess this will do,” he said. “We can
stuff some brushiwood in after the bag, and
they’'ll vever find it, even if they thought
of looking.”

“Don’t forget the tree.” s

“Y guess I'1l remember it,” said Gunten.
“Look at it—two forked branches, covered
with creepers. 'I sha'n't forget that. Let’s
get back.” .

The two Swiss returned to the camp on the
edge of the timber. 5

“0h, here they are!” said Bob Lawless, as
Guuten and Keller came ouf into the star-.
light. “Seen anything?”

“I heard semething,” said Gunten calmly.
“Um pretty certain tuat there's somebody
furking in the wood.”

“1 heard a feotﬁ;(p," said Beller, backing
up his companion’s story.

“Mine, perhaps,” said Bob, 1zmghin;,'~ L
reckon you were mistaken, Gunten.”
“Better keep a watch to-nwhb all the

same,” said Gunten anxionsly.
“You bet!” answered Bob.
oeut horses if we don’t!”
Gunten affected not to see that allusion -
to the trick the two Swiss had played on &
previous occasion.
“Time {o turn in,”
“I'm tired out.

2 Mzght fose

he said, with a vawn.
{ reckon 1 shall steep like
a top to-might.”

“Whack out the blanket% Franky,”
said Bob. “Lucky we've got a few spares.
Where hasz that Dblessed heathen got o, I
wonder?”

Gunten locked round quickly:
noticed the absence of Yen Chin.
“Has the heathen gone out?" he asked.
“The young ass went to look for your
blessed rustler,” said JFrank Richards. “I'm
afraid he'll get iost.

“If he does, he ¢an camp out in the
timber till morning,” said Bob. *“No ﬂndm"
him in the dark. He shouldn't have gone.”

Guntena's eyes glimmered.

Yen Chin was the only member of the party
of whose keenness he was in fear, and
nothing would have suited his plans ‘better
than for the 1ittle Chinee to remain out of
camp for the night.

He made ne remark, however.

he had not

More About the Popular Chums of Gedar Greek School Next Week §
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The campers waited up some time for Ven
€hin, but the Chinee did not appear. .

“The young ass!” said Frank at last. “He
would go. After ali, it won’t hurt him to
sieep in the busir; it’s not cold: . Just

as

good as bheing here, except that he won't.

have his blanket.”
“Bless him!” said Bob.
in; my first wateh.” ,
Chunky Todgers was already fast
and snoring. |
Frank Richards and Vere Beauclere ro
themselves in- their blankets to sleep,
the twyo ss followed their example.
ess remained near the staked-
,-on the wateh,
A night he called Vere Beauclers.
who rose to take his turn of duty. ;
“l:en“ Chin come i1 azked Beauclerc.

“You fellows turn

“The young as
Beanclere too
fro in the gr
Kept watch
Bob La

ed to and
while he

rifle, and
ss, near the .hor

ess was very gquickly in the land

of dreams.

Beaueclere was  w ing the horses, the
plain, and the shadc wood with unresting
vigilance ; but, natur he did not give

much attention to the zleeping forms in the
camp.
Darkness
"In the darkne
ot the -fact that

sileniee reigned.
s Beaucierc was uncor
Gunten was nioving silen

eantiously. g
He did not know that the Swiss, like a
snake 'in the grass in nature well as

artion; was greeping into the timber hidden
by the long herbage.

Biack shadows 'hid the cunning Swig
he moved and as he crawled back t
tlie deep grass.

There was a smile onp Kern Gunten’s face
when at last he compeosed himseli to sleep.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Missing !
ORNING dawned on the prairie.

It was Frank Richards who was
keeping the last watch, .and he
called to his comrades as the sun-

light strengthened on the plain, turning it
juto a sea of green and gold.

Bob Lawless sat up, yawned, and kicked
Chunky Todgers in the ribs, and Chunky
iumped up with a yell

“That blessed Chinee come back?’

Bob, leoking round.

“No,” answered Frauk.

asked

“Bother him! That mesns that we shall
ha 0 hunt for him before - we take the
Lra growled Bob. “Here, wake up,
Gunten! Wake up, Keller!”

‘the two Bwiss sat np and rubbed their

cast an idipatient look towards the
He bad intended to take the trail
arly, after a hasty, cold breakfast.

But Yen Chin could not be left bebind.
“He's hound to find his way back pow
daylight,” said Beauelere. :

“Unless something’s happened to
said - Frank -uneasily.

“He haa his gun with him. He wbuld
have used it if he was jp danger, and we
should have heard it.” .

“Yes, that's s0.”

The party sat down to 2 ecold breakfast,
and they were - just beginning when Bob
Lawless suddenly started to his fect, with
w loud and excited exelamation.

“Great gophers! The bag!”

“The hag!” repeated Frank.

Bob’s hand wag” at his belt. The pl
was £mpty where he had slung the bucks!
bag the previous night,

“1t’s gone!” he shonted. =
“Gone!” yelled Chunky Todgers,
void-dust!”? .

“Yes!”

“Oh, gum! But it ean’t be gone’
have come unfastened,” said Bean-
icre.  “How ecould it be gone, Boh? Yon'il
find it In the gr 2 :

Bob Lawless’ eyes gleamed..

“It hasn't come unfastened,” he said.
“Look here! The strap’s been cut through
with a knife!”

‘(reat Beott!” i

Gunten and Keller went on.
breakfast, apparently uneons
. the chums cast upon them.
Gunten.” said Bob, very quietly.
The Swiss looked up.
“Bo _yon know anythi
“What should I know

him,”

“1lhe

h . their
of the

about this?
said Gunten, with

~
fa P

-P

THE PRISONERS ESCAPE!
‘“* Yen Chin, you silly heathen !
round.
hard.

There was a yell from Chunky Todgers.
Ycu've let them ge ! **
Qunten and Keller had taken to their heels now and wers running
‘““Qonee !’ said Yen QGhin calmliy.

The Chinee looked
(See Chapter 5.)

a sncer.  “Do you think Pve taken your
bag of gold-dust?”

“Yes, to be candid, I do,” answered Boh.
“It's been -c¢ut -loose from my =1t while
I was eep, and somebody’s taken it.”

Gunten shrugged his should

“You should have kept be
he said, “I should, with
dollars about me. That rustler
i

Bob fixed his eyes on Gunten
© “It’s possible that there w a rustler
in the timber last night,” he said slowly.
“Only you saw him, though. It's possible

wateh,”
thousand
fras bagged

that he may have sneaked in through the
grass and corralled my bag. Bui it's
jolly unlikely. - I may as well speak out
plain, Gunten: I think you've got it, and
I'm going to see.”

“You can do as. you like, of course,”

said Gunten sullenly. *“VYou're armed, and.

I'm not, so you can insult wme as much
as you choose, 1 suppose.”
“If I'm doing I'm sorry.

you a \x;rouf%
But I'm going to see whethe® you've got
my dust, and that’s=flat—you and Keller.”

“You're welcome!” :

Gunten and Keiler held up thelr hands
submissively, while Bob Lawless made a
grim ond thorongh search of them.

The buckskin bag did nob come to light,

however.
It certainly was not concealed aboud
either of the two Bwiss. =
“Well?2 id Gunten sneeringly, when

Bob had finished.

“You've not gob it about yon,” said Bob.
“If you took 1t, you've hidden it som
where. Easy enough to erawl ont.of camp
in the dark and hide it, 1 guess.”

“If it was easy for me to crawl out un-

seem, it was easy for anybody else to
crawl- in unseen,” said Gunten. “1 don’t
know anything about it. It Jlooks to me

ag if that rustler I saw last nigut crept
in_and robbed you.”
Bob wrinkled his brows.

There was certainly: reason in the
Swiss said. £

Better searcly,” said Frank ichards
abruptly.

Bob Lawless nodded, and the chums of -
Cedar Creek began a search for the missing
buckskin bag.

They extended the search to a good
distanece around the camnp, among the trees
and tangled thickets. :

But if the bag was hidden there it was
too weil hidden for them to find it.

They returned to the camp at last, tired
and angry. 3

The two Swiss were still there, and they

found Yen Chin sitting on a log, eating
his breakfast.
“0Oh, you’ve come back, then!” growled

Bob.

“Me comee backee,” said Yen €Chin, grin-

ning.. “Turnee up like badee pepnee. Ole
Bob bad tempee this morning.”

“The dust’s heen stolen.”

“Velly baddee,” sai¢ Yen Chin. “P'laps
Guntee stealee.”

“Blest, if I know! ™

“Where have you been all pight, Yen

Chin? ¥ asked Framk Richards.
“Walkee bout, and sleepee undel tlee,”

said . the - Chinee. “Allee  light! Solly -
makee Flanky anxious, Oh, yes!”
“You. didw't see anything of a rus

in the wood? *

“No see.”

The chumsg ate their belabed
in glum spirits. =

The gold-dust had vanished, and flere
seemed no prospect of finding it.

But naturally their suspicions
upon the Swiss.

“We'll stick here for the morning, and
hunt it, anyway,” said Boh. “If ‘a
rustler’s bagged it and vamoosed, we shail
never see it again, of eourse, but—-" lle
paused. -

“But if it's hidden ip tbe timber, fo be
taken after we've gome, that’s diferent,”
said Beauclere.

“Tt  won't be,” said Bob
“Gunten and -Keller are going to keep n
our company ftill we get back to Thomp-
son Valley, now. They're not going to have
any chance of coming baek and taking it."

Tue Popurar.—No. 219

hreakfast

lingered

'g;'imly.

- Kern Gunten, the Swiss, Again in Trouble Next Week !
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Keller started, but Guuten burst inio a
iangh,
“We'll be’ glad to travel with you,” he
said, “It's up to vou to pay our expenses
- if ypu do.”
“Yon'!l stay in camp for the present,”
id Bob. “VYen Chin, stay with them,
that they don't light out. If
to

s¢, give them a charge

¥ou in} grinned  the
Chines, and bis look showed that he
would - not {all to carry out Bob’s in-
stractions,

“We'll belp vou hunt for the thing, if
Fon Hike,” said Keller.

“Bob’s answer was curb.

“I guess I dow'd trust you. Stay here.”
And, ieaving the two Swiss in charge of
the Thinee, with the loaded shotgun on his
kuees, Frank Richards & Co. resumed their
searph for the missing dust.

was a discouraging search, for they
all the time that the stolen bag
mighi be 4wenty miles away, if some un-
wi thief had taken it.
i'ﬂ;‘clt was only founded upeon their
the Swiss.
and Keller were not without un-

58 as they waited at the camp.
el as the stolen buckskin bag had been
Lidden, it was barely possible that it might
Hr found.

But when the sun was “ab the meridian,
and the chums returned wearily to camp,
itheir looks showed that they had been nn-
5 st

Iy

knew

¥ asked Gunten, smiling.

ped Bob.

ate their midday meal almost in
Chunky Vodgers giving a deep groan
now and then. (

After the meal there wag a consultation.

hiere,” said Bob glumly. “If’s a case of easy
coime and easy go. The dashed stuff’s gone,
and we may as well make up our minds to
it. Tt's rotten, but it can't be helped.”

€ groaned.

only allowed ourselves time to get
home before school begins, too,” said Bob.
We can't afford to lose another day. What
ou fellows say?”

“ietter get on the trail” safd Frank.
keep Gunten and Keller with us,”
cierc quietly.

tir

that point the chums were deter-

Upon
weined, though their suspicion was less keen
(oW,

1% the Swiss had taken the pold, they were

not to i lowed a chance of returning to

* and taking it from its hiding-

orses were saddled, and the mule'’s
pack being distributed among the other
diaals, Gunten and Keller rode double upon
the animal.
ore were glum faces in the party as they
t on the frail—with one exception.
Chin was smiling away cheerily ag if

b1 ded the loss of the gold-dust as more
oF ©of a joke; as perhaps he did.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Pictters’ Punishment !
XK RICHARDS & C€O. took little
ed of the two Swiss as they
travelied on that day.

Gunten and Keller looked gloomy as
the afternoon waned intq evening.

They were looking for a chance to get
but it had not come. They were, in
i, more or less prisoners, and they realised

Gunten had {ried the rescurce of a quarrel,
b ab failed him.

hums of Cedar Creek, half-suspecting
refused to answer him; and when
i ting, a “lick ” from Bob's
bim a hint to be silent; and

s was growing. desperate as
after mile intervened between him and
the timber left far behind. =
T'o recover the buckskin bag hidden in the
7 hie had to retrace the journey on foot,
no easy task,
» after another day's journey he was
that he would be able to find the
tmberclump again in the wide prairie.
Vit night, at the latest, he had to eseape.
Then, with the gold-dust in his possession,
Law Porurar.—No. 219

can’t do any good by hanging it out

he would be able to reach the scttiementsz
snd pay his way home.

At sundown the party halted by s stream

that murmured through low bushes and loag
ITASS,
2 The two Swiss sat sulkily on a knoll, while
the chums camped and built a fire, and Bob
and Frank and Beauclerc went to look for
game.

Chunky Todgers gathered brushwood for
the fire, and Yen Chin was set to watch the
Swiss, with the shotzun ready.

.Gunten and Keller gave him savage looks.

To their ar ment, after his comrades
were out of sig Yen Chin rose from the
ground and wal away towards the stream. |

Gunten and Keiler exchanged a rapid
glance. s

“The fool's forgotten us!” muttered Keller

I .

“More likely fed u ith the job of watclh-
grinned  Gunten. “Now's our
Yen Chin was standing by the stream

twenty vards distant, looking with apparent
interest into the glistening waters as they
rippled by.

He had his back to the twe Swiss, who rose
with great caution, and tiptoed away in the
opposite direction.

The Chinee did not turn his head.

Gladly enpugh would the Swiss hawv
a horse apiece, but Yen Chin was standing
close by the animals, where they were
tethered within reach of the water, and that
was impossible without risking the shotgun,

They were only too glad of the chance of
escaping at all, and their hearts were beat-
ing as they stole away.

There was a yell from Chunky Todgers us
he came back with his plump arms full of
brushwood.

“Yen Chin!
let them go!”

Yen Chin locked round.

Gunten and Keller had taken to their heels
now, and were running hard, and he caught
a last glimpse of them vanishing among the
swellings of the prairie

“Gonee!” said Yen Chin calmly.

“You jay!” red Chunky. “'They've gone
back for the dust. 1'll bet you they have!”

“No findee, me tinkee.”

Chunky Todgerss threw down fthe brush-
wood, and stood for a good ten minutes tell-
ing Yen Chin what he thought of him.

The little Chinec listened with a sleepy
grin.

Chunky’s tirade was still going strong when
Frank Richards and his chums returned to

stoien

You silly heathen, you've

the camp, weil supplied with game for
supper.

“Hallo!  What's the row?” exclaimed
Bob. “Where are the Swiss?”

“Gone! ” howled Chunky. “The heathen

let them vamoose!"”

“Yen Chin! You borr idiot

“No mattee!” said Yen
light!”

“We can run them down on horseback,”
said Frank Richards.

“In the dark?” grunted Boh.

“We know where they are heading for,”

Chin, ¥ Allee

“What's the good? They won't go
straight back there. They’H keep e
till they knc e're off the scene,” said

o

Bob. “Oh, that idietic heathen!
oughtu’t to have trusted him.”

We

“Velly good to tlustee Chinee,” said
Yen Chin. “Mesw tellee you lightit
You losee gold-dust; you velly silly, Me
findee! ™

“What!" yelled the whole party.
Yen Chin grinned and fumbled
his garments, and to the aniaz
his comrades produced the buc
Bob, alinost gasping,
and opeued it. =
The geld-dust was there!

ameng
siment  of
in hag.

pounced upon it

“Qreat gophers!” ped Bob dazediy.
“Here’s the dush, rig S h! - Was' it
you who lifted it, you mo 1.7 Xs Aia
another of your heathen tric By gum,

I've a jolly good mind—"
“No playee tlick!"” said Yen
dignantly. *“Me velly good hoy!” »
“How did you get the dust, then? * asked
Chunky Todgers, feasting his eyes upon it.

Chin io-

light.

“Explain, you young ass!? said I'rank
Richards.

Yen Chin chuckled.

“Chinee velly clevee boy,” he szaid.
“Velly deep ole lascdl, you bet! ©Oh, ves!
Last night Guntee and Kellee goey out.:
Pletend lookee for bad man in timbel, O,

yes? Me tinkee kecpee eye on ole lascals.
Oh, yes! Me goey, too!”

“You were watching thom!®
Beauclerc.

Yen Chin nodded, evidently in
ioyment. S

"Me watchee. Keepee velly close, and
watchee and listen., Oh, yes! }Meal Gun-
tee talkee to Kellee, Savee steal gold-
dust flom silly ole Bob, and hidee in holiow
tlee. Me stickee in wood, waitee and
watchee,” >

“Ho that's why vou didn’t come back to
camp? 7 said Frank in wonder.

“Allee lightt Me waitee, watchee! ”
grinned the heathen. “Latel on Guntee
stealee bag.  Comee ereepee, creepee into
wood, and hidee in hollow tles. Me say
nuffin, no lettee Guntee see. Dh, 3y
Guntee cleepee, cleepee, and hides bag,
gocy back cleepee, cleepee, lik snake.
Me smiley.” Goey to hollow tlee, ¢ out
bag, and puttee back blushwood in hollow,
allce samee Guntee.”

“My ouly hat!” murmured Frank,

“Lettee Guntee tinkes bag hidee ailee
What you tinkee? Me comee backee
in morning, bag safee under jackee, What
you tinkee? DMe laugh velly ‘muchee whean
pool ole Bob searchee for bag.”

And Yen Chin roared.

exclaimed

b en-

_Frank Richards & Co. gave the young
Chinee very peculiar looks.
“You young raseal!” said Bob in

measured tones. “Yeu let me hunt all the
morning for the bag! Why didn't you
tell us?”

“Spoillee jokee on Guntee,” explained Yen
Chin, perhaps not- iking it wise to con-
fess that the vain search had amused him,
too. “You savvy? (Guntee goey twenty
milee back to takee hag flom hollow tlee.
No findee! Ha, ha!"”

And he roared again.

The chums of Cedar Creek stared at one
another, and then burst intec a roar,

They understood now.

Yen Chin had aliowed the two B8wi
e€scape on  purpose, and they had twenty
miles to tramp back on the rough prairie
%0 find the hidden gold-dust in the hollew
ree,

When they arrived and
was not there their feelings
better imagined than described,

“Ha, by, hat 2

Yen Chin joined joyously in the laughter.

“Goodee jokee on  Guntee. What you
tinkee? " he grinned. “(Goeey tlamp, $lamp,
tlamp twenty milec, and lookee in holiow
tiee, and findee noting! He tinkee Gun-
tee and Kellee sclly stealee, Oh, yest?”

“Ha, ha, hat!"”

The chums of Cedar Creek camped i

great spirits, and they burst into renewed
taughter whenever they thought of the
two rascals tramping mile after mile over
the dark plains to find the plunder thab
not there!
y felt that they could quite forgive
Yen Chin for the trouble they had gone
through in view of the peculiar punishment
of Gunten and. Keller,

found that it
could be

ocl

The next day two disappeinted and
furious young rascals were tramping
wearily on the prairie—disappointed, furi-

ous, penniless, and fatigued. QCGunten and
Keller were getting their punishment.

Frank Richards & Co. at the same time
were riding cheerily homeward, to arrive
in great spirits, with a thousand dollars’
worth of gold-dust to show for their ex-
cursion into the wild North-West; but
long after the chums of Cedar Creek had
arrived at the Lawless Ranch, Gunten
and Keller were still on the tramp, home-
ward bound. $

THE END

Next week’s extra-special
» story of the Chums of
' Cedar Creek is entitled:
“A'Bank Injustice!” ¢

- @
By Martin Clifford. .};,
7 Don’tm'ssit! “
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THE HAU

Manners, who saw it first, uftered a
startled ery.

“Look !” he muttered.

The ghest had at last made its appear-
aunce. The juniors gazed with starting
eyes at its motionless outline. But they
did not turn and flee, as their scheol
fellows had done. They felt that there
was safely in numbers. Surely three
sturdy {fellows would be more than a
match for one ghast? =

Tom Merry picked up a cushion, and
hurled it with deadly force at the
apparition.

The figure on the wall appeared to be
Lit, but it did not move. It remained
perfeetly still, as " mocking  its
assailant,

“It—it isn't human, st any rate,”
muitered Tom  Merry, clonching his
hands.

Monty Lowther addressed the appari-
fion in faltering tones, But it did not
deign to answer. 3

“Well, we won’t budge,” muttered
Manners.  ““The thing can’t hurt us
whatever 1% is.”

For two or three rminutes
apparition lingered on the wall,
suddenly and witheut warning,
vanished as swiftly as it came.

“ Well, of alf the rum goes!” cjacu-
iated Tom Merry, in wonder. I ean
nnderstand those fellows being seared.
It ssoms to be n real ghost, right

the
Then,
it

{Continued from page 9.)

» AT AT AN A TCPATOATOATIATY
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in

helieve

enough, though I didn’$
ghosts—until now.”

“Are we going back io bed now?”
dsked Manners.

Manners shivered a little,

“No. We'll stiek it out.
inay come again.”

“I don’t see what good we can do by
staying here.” he said. ;

“We might be able ic sclye the
mystery,” said Tom Merry,

Of the three juniors, Manners was
seared the most. Tom Merry soon fell
asleep. on the sofn, and Monty Lowther
dozed in the armchair before the fire.
But Manuers found sleep impossible.
He did not dave to close his eyes.

Shortly before oue o'cloek, the wailing
noize was resumed.

Manners sat bolt upright in his chair,
and awaited developients,

As soon as the dlock struck one—sa
tong, mournful note that reverberated
through the night—the apparition once
more mnade its appearance on-the wall,

Manners jumnped to his feet, with the
intention of rousing his chums. At the
same instant he foncied he heard o low
chuckle—~a human chuekle.

Manners had a quick ear, and so far
as be conld judge, the sound had come
fram the Bmdy next door—No. 11. Only
6 very thin partition separated Study
No. 11 from Study No. 6.

His suspicions aroused, Manners cvept
swiftly out of Talbot’s study, and into

The thing

the passape. Keeping against the wall,
he moved silently along to the adjoining
apartment, -
There were threo fellows in Study No.
11—Bernard Glyo, Clifton Dane, and
Harry Noble.

Glyn was standing on a chaiz, facing
the wall. In his hands he held what
appeared to be a magic lantern. Dane
and Noble were watching him, with
broad grins on their faces. These prins
immediately changed to looks of dismay
when the door of the study swung open
and Manners stood: grimly in vhe door-
way.

The intruder gave a shout.

“What sre you fellows doing?”
demanded. »

Bernard Glyan glanced down from his
perch, -

“Hallo! The game’s up,” he <id,
with a rueful grin.

“Bo it was you all the time?’
Manners,
stunt 77

“Guilty, my lord!” said Glyn, step-
ping down from the chair.

Manners looked ntterly bewildered.

“Why did you do #? How did you
do 3?77 he asked. s —

“Oune_guestion at o time, please,” zaid
Bevnard Glyn. . “First of all, T'll tell
you why I did it. A few nights ago,
you will remember, we were jawing
about ghosts, up in the dorm. Nearly
every follow who took part in the dis-
cussion declared that he wasn’t afraid of
ghosts. 8o I thought I'd put the matter
to the test®

“And how
Manners,

“With this magic lantern. There’s a
tiny round hole in the wall, as you will

{Continued on poge 28) .

he

said
“You wangled this ghost

was it done?” asked
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"THE HAUNTED STUDY!
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~ “3Well, it was Jolly clever, but we
can’t allow peop[e to pull our noble lega
in this way,” said Tom Merry, I feol
tao bigep; to deal with the beggars
to-night; but they shall come wp for

(Clmtinued )’rom page 270 %t 3 b5 D
- st | judgment in the merning.’

SRR *Mﬁg&g The Terrible Thres voburned to their

; . dormitory. They glaved at Glyn, Dane,
see. I fixed the projector of the “J was in favour of going back to bed, § and Noble as thf"y undressed.  And
lantern into the hole and I had s special | but  Tommy and Monty insisted on w‘hen the rvising-bell went, Sbey did
slide of a ghost made 1 steod on this | sticking it out. They've ﬁozed off to{something more than gqam TFhey
chair and operatad, and the picture was | sleep: I'll go and wake 'em, arnd tell | jumped out of bed, and told the stery.
thrown on to the farther wall of Talbot’s | 'em what I've discovered. Xou fellows § of Glyn’s trick te their =chboltallows.

atudy.” had better bunk for your lives! Instantly there was a roar.
“My bat!” “Why1" asled Clifton Dare “Spoofed, by Jove:”
“A very simple devics,” said Bernard “Why! Do you think you re going to * Bump the bounders {”*
@Glyn, “but it worked Ime a charm. Of { get off scot-free, after apcsoﬁng us like % (1o for 'emn baldheaded”
course, it would have shown up better this?"' hooted Mannet’: “I expect Tom Bernard Giyn and his chums were

if Talbot’s study had peen in darkness. | Merry will be in favour of flaying you | soundly bumped on the ﬂoug of the
With the light .on, the ghost appearcd | alive! Vou've kept us up half the | dormitory. And their yells of anguish
very hazy. Still, an apparition is sup- | blessed n!ght and robbed vs of our{fairly awakened the echoes. They
posed to be rather haty, so that was no | beauty sleep.” began to wonder whether their priceless
drawback. I first of ail put the wind The three conspirators chuckled, and{ jape had been worth while, after alit
up Skimmy. Then I scared Talbot and | auitted the study, Glyn t.a,l\.nnr the Taltbot and Gore and Skimpole re-
Gore. Then Grundy and Gussy had a | magic-lantern with hum. sumed possession of Study No. 8 in the
turn; and you and your pals are the Manners went inte Study No. 9 and | Shell passage. And that celebrated
latest—and the last—victims. Now that | avoused his chums who were amazed | apartment ceased to be kuown as the
ggu‘ve turabled to the jape, wo sha'n't| when they heard hew they had been | Haunted Study.

able to work it any more.” hoaxed. THE EXD.
_ “Well, of all the cute wheeneg—-"’ “ Well, I'm liggered " gasped Monty (Next weels long eomplete fale of
bogan M anners : Lowther. “So it was Glyn all the time | 8¢t. Jim's will take some begfi?w. I's
“You'll pdmit vou were sesredt” said | -—working his magic-lantern through the | ealled * His Word of Honour!”’ and is)
Harry Noble. : hole in tEa wall?” full of lively” mﬂdw’s end  dramatl

“Seared siiff,” said Banners fraakly. Manners nodded. o situations.)
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AM.P., l7 STROUD REEN ROAD. LONDON., N.§

£2 000 Worth of Cheap Job Photographic Material, Camerss, &o.
9 Send at Onoe for CATAJOUUE AND SAMPLES FREE -
HACKEITE WORKS, JULY ROAD, LIVERFOOL, E.

CUT THIS OUT

% The Popular.”  PEN COUPON. Walue 20.

Bend 7 ol these coupons With unly 2.9 auect to the Fleet Peun Go.,
119, FPleet Stireect, Lonﬁa £ C.8 You will receive by return a Spiendid
British Made 14.0t. Gold Nibbed Plest Fountmin Pen, vnlug 10/6 (Fine.

4/38 & 3/- per bcttle.
R ; ?
Medium, of Broad Nint b oniy | Coupon is seut, me{.n,%&g ,gs a"r "‘i!ﬂf " PEHBEE R R U e
’égfr'ﬁad«‘i[éro?aggbxf if;'ltr%?'&puns;,'.{guffu&eu ég;ﬁ“’s}éu‘?own’nafxﬂ: v gile All you require—Boots, Suits, Costumes, Raincoats, Orercoats, Accor-

letters on ecither pen for 1/ extra deons, Wntcheg. Rings, Clocks, ete., from §/- mouthly, Write t’m‘
Lever Seli-Filling Model, with Satety Cam, 2/- extra. : free catalngne to Macfare 104 o Hepe Stores Ryg Suster.
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