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(An Amazing episede from our rousing fele ef Jimmy Silver & Co.; inside) -



B Every week a Grand New Prograinmz of Topping Tales!

oy R - through a time of real crigis. Tle is a fellow who always acts

S&}", you FEH{}WS, isn't this Prﬂgramme a under a stérn senfe of duty. 8o here., His motive seems j;n him

Bumiper One? {4 t0 be sound, and he becomes a fugitive from the old school,

: and finds himsgelf adrift in  the big weorld-city of London,

friendlesz, and very much o his own.  If is a tale that will
touch the héart.

GHAND DETENTION NUMBER,

Stofie walls Jdo not a prizon make, nor iron bars a cage, Hut
a detention room is erammed full of obhstacles to liberty nomne
the lees, Poets have a way of exaggerating a bit, as we 4ll
know. Billy Bunter's deténtion stunt—the porpoise understands
what the word means; hé has had some!—makes a-fine number
| of the Supplement, Tlie big men of the stafi have been wiring
' . : in. lmpreesione of prigon life havae a thrill of their own. Fail

¢ THE FIGHTING MASTEH! not to get the PoPULAR (and the Supplement) next Tuesday.

Grexisiars Ja not likely to forget the day when Mr. Larry -
Lascelles, B.Se., first arrived, - Larry Lascelles; as the popular - . “STAND AND DELIVER!™
matter ig known, hag Deen through some cheguered times. That's David (ecdwin's magnificent serial is cnjoving the success of

i i 2y 3 g
wby he figured in tho King. A first class fighting man, Larry l tlie seasom. 'Turpio and his followers give and take gruellings.

Lascelles was engaged to appear on his honour, at a certain : :
e - : A i ; I have heard from chums all gver £lie country abeut the splendour
hoxing mateh, after he bad taken up his appoimtment ab Grey- | .5 eroitement of this story. It is & breathiess business and

friare, You will read next week's story about this incident with : . - = =
: B : S , 2 3 with the grip of history, and splendid eolour in It. Next week's
real pleasure, It chows what a grand sportsman Lascelles is— instalment, s the most dramatic and poignant yet.

e bine,
“CEDAR CREEEK ON STHIKEL!™ # THE CUTLAW KING!”™

And no wonder! You remember the eritical position of affairs Now just give me your close attention, *° Stand and Deliver!”
at Mids Meadows’® Sehool in the backwoods. Miss Meadows has is neasring the end, I have a big treat coming in the new serial.
been dethironed, thanks to the shady activities of Mr. Gunten. This is a brilliant story of Robin Hood, and the Merry Men of .
In yext week’'s yarn you will fee how a new masfer is put in Sherwood Forest. The title is, as above, * The Outlaw King!”
the stead of the much-liked schoolmistress. Irank Richards Nobody will grudge Robin Ilood, the hero of the greenwood, =
& Co. are not putting up with a rank injustice of this sort. The the styvie and dignity of a king, for the chieftain was a real king
result is a strike, and the subsequent proceedings are piquant among men. In the coming romanee we hear of the famous
and fasecinating. : leader and hig doughty followers—Friar Tuck, Little John, Will
Scarlett, and the others, not forgetting dainty Maid Marian,

"TUBBY TAKES COMMAND! " whose E}Jf-anh{m?inﬁ clhanﬁ] have been dgpiuteﬂ in many nl stirring
b i T ; , : song. Everyhody wi € eager to extend a hearty welcome to
Fhiere s an eld saying about the eowl pot making a monk. Robin Hood. He was an outlaw, true enough, but he Stood

There is another anecient story concerning a cheery ass who e i
erept into a lion's skin, and tried to make people believe he was Egr }?E !Er}ithest in England, as the treacherous King John know

the king of beasts,  ‘There was nothing doing. There is not
much doing now that Tubby Muflin poses as captain of Rookwood, OUR COMPETITION,

but Mr. Owen Conquest has written @& sereaming yarn on this S ot > 3 : = 3 ; '
fetching business.  Sce it rext Tuesday. teﬂil?s ’i’éﬁl‘E?ﬁsniiﬁ‘é? veisaing & standing draw. The coming

“ ALONE IN LONDON!™ -

Bick Redfern’s bolt frem 8t. JFim's is deseribed In graphic : | wour Ebitor‘

giyie in the coming number of the Porvnik, Redfern is passing

STOP, YOU CHAPS —WHAT DOES IT MEAN? 202t o e, e
Solve the Picture Puzzle below and Win a Topping ¥am sure will interest you. On this page you

P - will ind a history of Port Vale Football Club
: rlze. - - i ] . "
in pieture-puzzle form. What you are invited

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0: Second Prize £2 10 0: o o is to colve this pictuwse, and when you
TEN pRIZES 0 FIE SHIL[NGS H-. have dene so, write your solutien on a sheet

S _ of paper. Then sign the eoupon which appears
@ : below, pin it to your solution, and post it to
A | Pori Vale Competition, POPULAR Officé, Gough
House, Gough Square, E.C.4, so as to,
reach that address not later than THURS-
DAY, APRIL 12th, 1923.

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be awarded
to the reader who submits a solution which
is exacily the same as, or nearest to, the
solulion now in the possession of the Edifor.
In the events of ties the prize will be divided.
The other prizes will be awarded:in order of
merit, The Editor reserves the right to add
together and divide the value of all, or any,
of the prizes, but the full amount will be
awarded. 1t is a distinet comdition of entry
that the decision of ihe Editor must be
accepted as final, Employees of the pro-
prietors of this journal are not eligible to
compele,

This competition is run in conjnnetion with

- the “Gem,” “ Magnet;” and “Boys’ Friend,”

and readers of those journals are invited io
compete,

I enter Porf Vale Competition, and-
agree {0 accepl the Editor's decision as
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For Quality and Quantity You can’t beat the POPULAR! 3

AN AMAZING FELECTION!

BMarl: Cartherwr imagined that it 10ou

an iinpleasant suvprise !

Owen

APTAIN TUBBY !

Id be a walk-over for him in the great electlon—bui lie receives

B

9 .
Conqaest:

This is the yarn you have been longing for, boys! A Top-hole Tale, dealing with
the great prefecis’ strike at Rookwood, and the remarkable election which follows!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Carthaw’s Little Gams !

&4 ILVELR, my boy!”
Carthew of the Sixth locked into
the end study in the Fourth Form

passage with an agreeable simile on
his face—nas ngrecable a smile as his hard
features were capable of.

Jimmy Bilver & Co. were at home.

The four juriors had been deep in dis-
cussion on the subject of the captain’s elec-
tion, which was fixed for thiat afternson.
The discussion ceased suddenly as Mark Car-
thew appeared in the decorway.

The Co. fized rather grim looks on him,
and Jimmy Silver’s hand strayed towards
a cricket-bat that lay on the table- -Car-
thew, ns a prefect of ¢he Sixth Form, was
n person to be {reated with respect by
juniors ; but Carthew did net always get the
respect his position entitled him to. He was
too much given to bullving the fags to be
popular amonz them,

So Carthew's agreeable smile found no
reflection in the end study. No smiles were
visible-on the faces of the Fistical Four.

“I've looked in to seec vou kids,” went on
Carthew pleasantly.

“Oht” said Jimmy, puzzled.

“Just n little chat, you konow.,” explained
Carthew,

“0Oh, my hat!" cjaculated Arthur Edward
Lovell.

Baby and Newcome simply stared. What
this sudden affability on the part of their
old enemy might portend they could not
even guess. But they concluded that the
bully of the Sixth meant mischief, some-
iow,

Carthew came in, and sat on a corner of
the table. The Fistical Four eyed him, and
Jdimmy Silver rested his hand in a careless
sort of way on the cane handle of the
bat. In dealing with Carthew there was no
telling whether a cricket-hat might be needed
or not.

Carthew did noi notice it—or affected not
to nobice it. He grinned agreeably at the
surprised juniors, with a grin of the utmost
affability.

“You chapz ate not busy just now?” he
asked, - -

“Nunno!” stammered Jimmy, “We were
just talkinmgz about the election, that's all”

“What a coincidence!” remarked Carthew.
%1've coms hiere to speak to you about that!”

“Have you?” murmured Lovell.

“Just 60. The fact i3, I really want to
consult you,” explained the Sixth-Former.

“Kik-kik-consult us?"' stuttered Lovell.

“That's it.™

“Oh crumbs!”

The chums of the Yourth almozst wondered
it they were dreaming. Even a  good-
natured prefeet like DBulkeley or Neville
never carried his afiability to the extent of
consulfing - Fourth Form fellows. And for
the bully of the Sixth to do so—— It was
no wonder that the Fistieal Four were
astounded. :

{Copyright

there ; :
Bulkeley's eause; it invelved turning against

They blinked at Carthew.

“he fact i3,” said Carthew, with a beam-
ing almile, “I think a loft of your judgment.”

t-Dl!I? '

“You fellows are the leaders of the Fourth
Form, and you have a lot of influence in
the Lower School generally,” said Carthew. |
“Now, rightly used, that influence may be
a very good thing for the schoci—and, of
course, the good of Rookwood is what we
all bave at heart.”

“Well 2 murmured Jimmy Silver. * Well?
I—I =ay, Carthew, are you pullivg our-leg?”

“Certainly not. 1 am guife zerious!” said.
the Sixth-Former, *“As mmatters stand ad
present, Rookwood i3 in rather a had way.
Bulkeley has offended the Head, and has.
been removed from the capbainey, and is
no longer a prefect. - All the other prefects |
have resigned, as a protest. 1 had =some
doubts about it, but I stood in with the
rest. But you fellows, being rather ' sharp
and sensible kids, can ses that this isn't
a good thing for the school”

“It certalnly isw't!” agreed Jimmy Silver.

“J wish the Head would come round, and
cive Bulkeley hiz old place back.,” :

“He won't do that,” said Carthew, shaking
his head; “he's too firm. Once he's made up

{ his mind, the thing's done. Bulkeley's had

his day, and it's over. Bul this sort of

{ thing ean’t go on—no prefects in the school,

and Rookwood without a captain. Yon
can see that®”

“Well, there’s a new election for captain
to-day,” said Lovell, with a grin.

Carthew gave him a look. He did not
quite understand what that grin implied.

“Yes, that's 50,” he went on. “Now, a8
all the Sixth-—even the Moderns—are stand-
ineg by Bulkeley, it’s rather a question wherc
thie new captain will come from.  Nobody
wants a Fifth-Former as captain. It's
quite unheard of, and it woulda’t do!”

No fear?™ gaid the Fistical Four, with one
volice.

“It" comes continued.

to this, then”

=Carthew—"that for the =ood of the school

some member of the Sixth wiil have to come
forward. I've decided to do so0.”

“You?" ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

¢ Exactiy?” s

“0Oh!” said Jimmy Silver; and he looked at

his chums.

Carthew’s excessive affability was ex-|
plained now.

The most unpopular gzenior of Rookweod |
was standing as a candidate for the <cap-
taincy; and it was a time to be affable.

Under ordinary circumstances,  Mark
Carthew would mnot have stood the slightest
chance of election.

But with Bulkeley down and ouf, and the
Sixth Form standing by him to a man, there
was & chanee for him—at least, he hoped

wWas. It involved the desertion of

the general movement in his own Form, and
taking advantage of the peculiar state of
affairs for his own benefit. But Carthew was

4 catch on.”

not overburdened with scruples at any time.
the

in

Jimmy Silver & Co, pazed at Carthew,
hardly taking the troubie to conceal the con-
tempt they felt. Carthew was fishing in
troubled water, but he was not likely to
c¢ateh the Fistical Four. .

Carthew rattled on cheerily, apparently not
ebserving fhe expression on the faces of the
Co. ;

“I'm doing this feom a sense of duty, of

course. Rookwood simply can't go on as at
present. I've seen the Head, and he
approves, I've had my name put up as a

candidate simply because it wouldn't do for
a Fifth Form chap €0 get in as eaptain. The
fact is, I expect the election te be merely
a matter of form—a walk-over—as there will
be no rival candidate. - Still, Hansom of the
Fifth might think of trying his luck. Somw
other chap in tha Sixth might come for-
ward at the last minute. Now, cam I count
on. you chaps for suppori?”

Jimmy Silver smiled sarcastically.

“Chaps!” he repeated.

“¥Xes; you-chaps.” -

“Have we been promoted?” asked Jimmy.

“Promoted?” reneated Carthew. “I doa't

- “Last time you spoke to us we ware young
sweeps, and fags, aad clieeky little blighters!”
explained Jimmy. “Now weo're chaps! 1
suppose that may be looked on as promo-
tion?"”

There was a chuckle in the end study; and
for a. moment Carthew's affable smile faded

H.Wﬂ.f.
His eyes glittered, bLut only for a second.
Then he smiled again.
“My dear kid, 1 don't mind your little
igi::e." he said pleasantly, “Now, to come

business. I wan$ your support. Every
vote counts in an election. Are you stand-
ing by me?"”

“Not quite.”

- “If 1 become captain of Rookwood I shall
remember fellows whe backed me up.”
remarked Carfthew. ©I shall also remember
fellows who refused to do =o!”

“My dear man, that’s all right; you won't
become captain: of Rookwood!” answered
Jimmy Silver. “There's one captain of Rook-
wood—one and only—and that's old Bulkeley.
We're backing him up!”

“ Bulkeley is not standing
this—-" :

“He's going to be elected, ali the same!”
said Jimmy. “It's all cnb and dried, my dear
man! The Head’s pushed him out of the
captaincy, but =anll Rookwood is going to
plump for him at the election, and tue
Head can put that in his pipe and smoke
it! Bee?™

‘Carthew’s lips tightened. ¢

His affability had gone again—for good
It was pretty eclear that the sweefest of
emiles would extract nothing from Jimmy

for election

Silver & Co.—excepting plain English.

“You can't re-elect DBulkeley!” he said
savagely. “ The Head would take it as dis--
respect 5 :

“1 ‘hope he'll take it as a tip"

Tue Porurar.—No. 220,
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Carthew slid from the table,

“Then you're not backing me upi’

“No [fear!”

“You cheeky young scoundrell’ roared
Carthew. : .

“Aren't we ‘chaps’ any longer?” asked
Jimmy Bilver innocently. *“Have we become
cheeky young scoundrels already "

“Ha, ha, hal” ,

Carthew eclenched his hands. Jimmy Silver
took g businesslike grip on the bat. It was
needed, after all. e 2

“None of your little games, old nut!” he
remarked. > We're ready for you, you know.”

“If you dare touch a prefect—-"

Jimmy chuckled. : 5

“You're-pot a prefect now,” he sald coolly.
“There aren’t any prefects at Rookwood now,
yol. know. The prefects are on strike!” '

Certhew’s reply to that argument was 4a

rush. - He had resigned in concert with the

. rest -of the august body of prefects: but
- apparently he eonsidered that he still retained
Lis “autiiority, ' :

" The Fistical Four did not

cricket-bat, which jammed on his chest with
*.*.l'-ha[;; a pOvelist would describe as a sickening
thud. - : - ' : :

SOh!” “roared Carthew, staggering back.

;?u' S I—Tl=1——  You young demon,.
b G T : 3 :
“Youll travel!” grinned Jimmy  Silver,

Inuging ‘again with the hat.  * Kiek him out,
o EEHDWE_IIQH not a prefeet mpow, you
hnpw i e = s o S 0 g _

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. As pne man the Fiaftieal_ Four riashed on

Carthew, . The 8ixtii-Former went spinning
down the passage, :

Grash® " .35 e ; :

Carthew measured: Lis ‘length on the ¢old
and unsympathetic linoleum, Tl

“Jump .on him!” voared Lovell.  * Now,
then, “all “together!™ - :

Carthew did not wait. S

He leaped up and ran for it, and from
the Fourth Form passage a ‘roar of laughter
followed him, which was pot 2 good augury
for Carthew’s prospects in the eaptain’s
clection, ' =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
By Order of the Head !
Muflin, of t{he C(Classical

o g IMMY!”
*  Tubby
Fourth, came rolling up to the

. Fistieal Four in the guadrangle about

an hour later. : : S e

Tubby's fat face was excited. Evidently
he had news. :

The Fistical Four were in discussion with,

Tominy Dodd & Co., of the Modern Side.
or once, Classicals and Moderns at Rook-
wood were in ecomplete agreemeat. =

Nearly everybody was determined 1o stand
hy “0Id Bulkeley,” not only in the Sixth, but
in the other Forms, senior and junior.

Half a dozen of the Fourth, and as many
of the Shell, intended to vote for Carthew—
fellows like Lattrey & Co., and Leggett; but
it was probable than even the black sheep
of Rookweod would not venture to do so
when it came to the pinch. Public opinion
was too strong against them. : :

But. in any case their voles wounld be of
no value to the ambitious bully of the Sixth.
They would be swamped by .a couple of hun-
dred votes for George Bulkeley.

True, Bulkeley was not officiaily standing
~for election.. His chum, Neville, had urged
im to do so, but he had declined. It made
no difference, however; for Neville had
arranged to propose him in his absence.
Lonsdale was to second the proposal, and a
show of hands was to be called for. And
it was absolutely ecertain that there would
be a forest of hands up for “old Bulkeley.”

That would be, as Morny of the Fourth
remarked in his slangy way, “one in the eye ”
for the Head. -

The high-and-michty Sixth, of course, could
not confess that they were planning “one in
the eye” for their headmaster. Their view
was that Bulkeley's re-election would show
the trend of public opinion in the school, and
influence Dr. Chisholm into reconsidering his
decision. It was a more sedate way of
putting it: but it really came to the same
thing. : ;

“Vote for Bualkeley?® Tommy. Dodd- was
saying, a3 the fat Classical rolied vp. “I
should jolly well say so. Every junior on

TeE PorurLar.—No, 220.

down.

_gee if, however.
Carthew’s risl; was met by Jimmy Silver’s |

at Jast.

our side iz going

to vote for Bulkeley.

‘Legeett doesn’t seemn kéen—so he's going

with me, and I'm going to keep hold of
his arm. If he puts up his paw for Carthew,
something is going to happen to Leggett; he
wili think it's an carthquakel” =

“1 say, Jimmy—* '

“It  will make the Head think, - when
Bulkeley is re-elected by practically the
whole school,” said Jimmy Silver. * Besides,
it will give him a graceful way of climbing
No need for him to kKeep up this
game, after he's had proof that the whole
school has confidence in Bulkeley.” -

. “h.r’tit-;ir'ail, the Head means well,” remarked
Raby.

Lovell, X :
e Jimmy——" voared Tubby Muffin,
~“0h, run away and play, fatty!” said the
capbain of the Fourth. .

“But there's & notice on the board—"

“Oh, we ail know about that—election at
zix!” aaid Jimmy Silver. :

“A new notice——" howled Tubby Mufiin.

. “Never mind——" i :

“In the Head's fist)” shricked Tubby.

“Oh! Eomething about the electioni”
asked Jimmy Bilver, showing a little interest
“Nof postponed, is it7" .
“Nunno! Buot Bulkeley ecan’t be clected!”
gasped the fat Classical. gt

*Rafslh=&is,

“fhe Head's forbidden it!” .

“What!” shouted all the jumiors togetier.

“That's it1". gasped Tubby ‘Mullin.
* Bulkeley’s forbidden to stand jor re-election,
and everybody's forbidden to vote for him
in his absence—by order of the Head!” -

“Great Scott!” ; '

“Cheek!” roared Arthur Edward Lovell.

“ Awful cheek!?

Dr. Chisholm, the reverend Head of Rook-
wood Seheol, would -prebably have been
petrified if he had heard his action described
a3 “cheek ** by the Fourth-Formers.® Fortu-
nately, he did not hear. A :

“Let's zo and see it1” exclaimed Newcome.
“That fat duffer may have got it all wrong!l®

“Lome on!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd.

There was a rushh of the juniors to the
School House. :

They found a ecrowd already coliccted

| ronnd the notice-board.

Teddy Grace, the new boy in the Classical
Fourth, called to Jimmy Silver as he came
hreathlessly up: - - e

“Seen this, Silver? The HWead says—"

“Let’s see it!” =

Putty of tlie Fourth made room for Jimmy. §

Jimmy read the notice, with kniited brows

and deep indignation, : R

- It was official enough. :
Hvidently the intention of Bulkeley's sup-

porters had hecome known to the. Head.

“There it was, in the Head's own classic hand.
- Briefly, the notice nnnounced ihat Bulkeley

of {lte Sixth, formerly captain 6f the school,
was forbidden to offer himself for re-election;

"and that no member of any Form was per-

mitted to propose, second, or
Bulkeley in the election. .

“By gad! The Head’s dished us, and no
misfake!” said Mornington. "“ What do you
think of that. Jimmy Silver?®
“Thumping cheek!” said Jimmy.

1.'Ha’ hﬁq ha.llj - . : : :

“The Head's no right to forbid vs—"

“Headmasters  assume  these - rights!”
grinned Morningzton.  “The zame’s up, old
infant; we can't re-cleet Bulkeley.”

“Let’s po ahead with it jnst the samel”
sngeested Putiy of the Fourth.

“Fathead ! was Morny's reply. “An elec-
tion held against the order of the Head wounld
be null apnd veid.” :

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“That's so,” he said. ' Besides,. we—we
can't very well directiy- dicobey an order
from the Head."” : .

“It’s cheek, all the same!”. said Lovell
hotly.

Jimmy compressed his lips.

“Carthew's _been to the Head,” he re-
marked. “He's put the old bey up to this,
of course, to dish us. And it jolly well looks
as if we're dished, anyway! I sha’n't vote
at all.”

“We sha’n't vote for Carthew, anyway!”

“No fear!®”

“ RBot if there's no rival candidate, Carthew

vote {for

will zet a walk-over,” said Teddy Grace.
“Let him, the ead!” ; ¥
“The Sixth ought to interfere,” said

Lovell hotly. *Carthew is going back on

“Only be's so Jolly obstinate!” grunted

1 exclaimed Lonsdale.

The “POPULAR” MOVES Forward All the Time!

his own Form, and trying fo squeeze in &s
captain by trickery. 'The Sixth ought to
gtop him somehow!” : S

-“ Bulkeley could chip in and give him &
jolly good biding,” suggested Raby.~

“Ha, ha, ha!»? - :

“PDash it all, that’s not a bad idea!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. “Let’s go and see
Bulkeley—" -

“Come ont” :

An excited erowd of junlors headed for
Bulkeley's study. Jimmy Silver knocked on
the door and opened it. s 2

Bulkeley was there at work at his
tahle. The fallen captain of Rookwood had

not  appeared in the public eye 20
mueh as nesmal sinee his fall. - He was
‘spending this hali-holiday at Greek. He

looked wup, with a surprised frown, as his
doorway was blocked withﬁexm_te:;t_]uumrs,
“Bunlkeley——" began Jimmy Silver.
“What do yon want?® :
the boeard,

“There's a new- Dotice on
Bulkeley I” 5
t  The erstwhile eaptain of Rookwood raised
l Liis hand. ; T

“Cut off 1 he eaid.

“Whati? ; : ==
~«feave my study, please, all of youl®
SRt j1'.t 2 et 3 : : 5
“Shut the door aziter you.” / :
Bulkeiey dropped his eyes to his work again.
The juniors looked ab one another rather
sheepishly. Jimmy Silver, with' pink_‘cheellf:
drew the door shut. Evidenily the loyal
and somewliat moisy—support of the Ll:]mlq:fer
School was not, somehow, gratifying to hint.
There was noihing to be expected irom oid
Bulkeley.” S S
BBu’t. not fer a moment did the juniers
loyalty to him waver.

[E———""

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
} Carthew Means Business !

EVILLE of the Sixth tapped at Car- -
thew's door, and opened il. S

The prefect looked at him sourly,

and more sourly still as the faces

that appeared behind Neyille, as ]_m stood 10
y i rWay. 3 2 : E
mgix}?i?cr?lhﬁem of the 8ixth Form had arrived.
and their serious looks showed that they had .
gerious business with the new prefect. They :
were Neville, Lonsdale, and Jones major of -
the Classical side, and Knowles, Frampton,
snd Uatesby, of the Modern Sixth, S

«You neéedn't come in!” was Carthew's

lite greeting. S s =
P 'E‘E’{'fﬁc m}tg something to say to Yyou,
answared- ]{:ﬁl_l;&: < et
s 't think I eare aratie

"!fc:;!ﬁ}:etr got to hear %ta,' Carthew!® broke
out Cecil Niuowles angriy. S
mﬂ::?tltew shrugged his shoulders. “The six
senjors closed the door, Carthew leaned back:
in his chair, and regarded them with & moei-
ing smile. i

%Ie could goess the purport of the Visit,
but it was not -likely to influence him in
any - way. He was never likely to have
another opportunity of realising his ambi-

o1, =
o ]We’ll come straight to business, Carthew,
aaid Nevilie,  “It se€ms yourte plz'ei'e-:t
ai,g::l'i::lI 1;‘?:1;.:6.” _

“That's. £0. it

“You've gone back on the SixthI”
“3 felt it my duty—"

. “0Oh, give us. a Testl” -

“wfy dnty,” pursued Carthew calmly, “to
give the Head my support. Discipline mush
be maintained in the school. The juniors
are getting out of hand already. There mush
 be prefects. On second thonghts I thmlr a
[ strike was .a rotten idea—utterly. rotien.
Having eome to that conelusion, I was bound
to go to the Head and withdraw my Tesigna-
tion.” g :
0 ‘o mean you baecked up the Sixth till
we were fairiy eommitted, and then gold ua
ont for your ewn purposes,” said Knowles.

“That's a rotten way of" putting it,
Knowles, 1 felt it my doty—

“We didn't eome here to listen to that
rot. The question is, are you going to stand
hy the other prefects, and support Bulkeley,
or desert them ¥

“You haven't always been so keen on
supporting Bulkeley, Knowles,” sneered the
bully of the Sixth.

“That's neither here mor there. TIn the
present ease, it's a question of the whole

Tubby, in His New Estate, Makes Things Fairly Hum at Rookwood i
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body of prefects delending their rights, and
we all ought €o stand fogether—if only for
our own sakes.” :

“Fhat's how it stands, Carthew,” gaid
Neville, more mildly. “You can't say it's
playing the game to creep in-like this and
make a bid for the captainey.” :

* Carthew sneered. :

“1 dare say other fellows here had the
same idea in their heads,” he answered. “1
dare say I was a few hours in front of
somebody else.” ;

Knowles ¢oloured.

“That's rok,” said Neville. ©EKnowles has
second claim to the captainey, but he hasn’t
tried to bake Bulkeley's place.”

“If 1 ware rotter enough,” said Knowles,
“I should know that all the SBixth would
be down on me, and 1 shouldn't think it
good enough.” ; -

“That's why you haven't chipped in, then?"
grinned Carthew, ;

“Koowles wouldn't!” said Catesby.
“Another shrug from Carthew. He was
aquite convineced that Knowles would have
played his game, if he could have, and that
he had simply been first in the field.

“To come down to plain talk,” said Jones
major, “you've got to chuck it, Carthew. We
want you to resign again.” =

“Can't be done.”

“And withdraw vour candidature for the
captainey!” said Knowles savagely. :

“Sorry!” said Carthew. “Can't be done.”

“You're simply selling us out by taking
this fine”

“1 don't sep iL."

“You don't choose to, you mean!” ex-
claimed - Neville.  *“ Al the prefects are on
sirike till Bulkeley is reinstated, You're act-
ing the part of a blackleg!”

“My duty—"'

“Oh, cheese it!" said Knowles. “Duty from
you i3 a bit too funny!”

“If that's all you've got fo say to me, you
may as well clear!” remarked Carthew.

Neville glanced at his companiens.  The
Hixth-Formers were looking very grim. There
was deep anger in Ltheir hearts at this
hebrayal of their cause by a member-of their
Yorm for the purpose of fishing in troubled
waters. Even Knowles, who ~was not a
scrupulons fellow, would have hesitated to
take the course Carthew had taken. '

“You intend keepingz on as you've begun,
then—caurrying favour with the Head, and
setting up as captain of Rookwood?” asked
Neville, ' '
_*'“Tlmt‘a simply abuse. T sha'n't answer
1 :
“In a word, then, will you line up with
the rest of tlie Sixth and stand by Bulke-
12y, a3 we agreed at first?”

“Can't be done”

“Very well. Go to your election, then. It
will be beycotted by the Sixth,” said Neville.
“No member of the Sixth will be present,
or will vote, or will recognise you as cap-
tain ©f Rookwood il you are elected.” :

“I shall be captain, all the same,” answered
Carthew coolly.

“So long as you .eep up this game vou'll
have all the Sixth dowm on you.”

“I'll chance that.” :

“You won't#find it easy to face.” 5

“I'l try,” smiled Carthew.

“As capfain and as a prefeet you won't
get any support from the Sixth. You've
seen already how the juniors leok on you.”
~ "I dare say a few floggings will get them
into a state of subordination,” said Carthew
coolly. “I hope 3o, at all events.”

“You'll be sent to Coventry by the Sixth.“

“I'l risk 6" :

“Yon mean that vou're keeping on with
tids cad's game, and nothing we can say will
make any difference?” exclaimed Neville.

Carthew nodded coolly.

“You've hit #0!” he answered.

“We may.as well go,” said Jones major, in
disgust. “I sha'o't speak to the cad again,
I know fhat."

“Same here}”

“It's a dirty trick!” said ¥rampton.

“80 sorry you think sol” smiled Uarthew.l

“8hut the door after you, will you?”

The angry prefects retired from the study.
Knowles shut the door—with a slam.

Carthew knitted his brows when they were
gone.

He had kept up s smiling face while they
were present, but he was pot so confident
sz he affected to be.

The pgame he was playing was a
treacherous one, r1d it wasg pretty certain
that fhe Sixth-Formers would oot forgive
such a trick. Te had entered inte the plan

-up ag & candidate for Bulkeley's place.

s Fors

A
A

(k

THE RIVAL CANDIDATE! Tubby Muffin rolled forwacd, his fat litils

nose high in theaur.

‘' Bless my soul !

What does this mean ? " exclaimed

Mir. Bootles. ** At tha request of the school, sir,’”’ said Tubby loftily, ** 1 am
standing for the election. WLef the best man win ! (8ee Chapter 65.)

of going on “strike,” and he had deserted
to the enemy, as it were, as soon as his
feliow-prefects were foo deeply committed

for retreat to be possibie.

It was not » game of which even Carthew

could be proud, and he knew tiow deeply it |

must exasperate the other prefects,
especinlly Koowles, who was suspected of
having an eye on the captaincy himseli.
But he did not falter. :

- With the Sixth Form in oppeosition, his
tenure of the captaincy was unob likely to
bo a bed of roses: but, at all events, he
would be capfain of the school, with the
Head’s support, and the fellows might- come
round in time. He could hope for the best,

ANYWAY. ‘ :
“It's worth it,” _ muttered Carthew.
“There’ll be trouble—there’s sure to be

trouble—bnt it's worth it. €aptain of Hook-

wood! It's worth something! Let them
stick to Buikeley, i they fike—hang
Bulkeley! Captain of Rookwood! That's

a prize worth bagging.” ;

And Carthew lighted a cigarette, and
smiled throusgh fhe curling smoke. In his
mind’s eye he already saw himself capfain
of Rookwood,

But there is many a slip 'twixt cup and
lip, as Carthiew was destined to discover. He
had reckoned without bis host—in the shape
of Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Fourth.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Something Like a S8tunt!?

UTTY of the Fourth strolled into the
end study, where Jimmy Silver & Co,
had sat down to sn early—and dis-
consolate—ten, The Fistical Four

were nob cheerinl ' :

The caplain s election was coming off at
Bix, and it was to be a walk-over for Mark
Larthew. That scemed inevitable. A rival
candidate might have beaten Carthew £f the
poll: but no other 8ixth-Former would set
And-
in that they had the support of the Fifth |
Form. Hansom, the captgin ¢f the Fifth, |

{ Teddy Grace's

=

wonid not he “ericket.” And his Form-
fellows mgreed. And if any less particular
Fifth-Former had thought of it, he did not
venture to make a bid for the honour,
Hansom & Co. would certainly have put the
“stopper ¥ om any such ambifious candidate
from their Form. :
Jimmy Silver & Co. would have welcomed
even a Fifth-Former as a rival to Carthew ;

{ they would have welcomed even Knowles of

the Modern side.” And over tea Jimmy Silver
& Co. debated whether it was possible for
a junior to stand. Certainly such a candi-
datuare was unheard of : but if it would leaa
to the defeat of Mark Carthiew it was worth

§ thinking of,

Bufb the difficuitics in the way were great.
Supposing even that a junior could enter the
fleld as a candidate, there would be an
immediate split between Classicals and
Moderns, Fourth and Shell, and one eaundi-
date frota the Lower School might be fol-
towed_ by & dozen ind it was prefty certain
that if a junior was elected, the Head would
not allow such an election to stand.

- Putty smiled cheerfully at the glum four.
chubby face was always
cheerful. The Co. gave him grim looks.
Putfy’s cheerfulness seemed to them oub
of place at a time when, as Lovell ex-
pressed it, Ropkwood School was going fo
thic giddy bow-wows
“You fellows look down.” remarked Putty.
- “We're feeling down,” growled Arthur
Edward Lovell; “and we don't feel any
better for being grinned at by a silly ass!”
“What I like about thiz study,” remarked
F Teddy Grace, “is that & fellow can always
depend on a eivil reception teret”
“Oli, po and eab cokel”
Teddy Grace smiled—and did not go.
“The electien’s coming- off pretty =oon,”
ke observed. *“I came along here to make
a supggestion for dishing Carthew.”
Jimmy Siiver looked up enzerly.
“1f wyou ¢an think of o way of
fhat——" Lie began.
“f've thought of one!”
- “Bo abtiead?”

had thought it over, and decided that it
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“ Another candidate is wanted—"

“Rot!” said Lovell, “No senior in the
school will put up for Bulkeley’s place.
Even EKnowles isn't cad enough—or he's
afraid of public opinion!”

“What about a junior?”

“We've thought of that,” said Jimmy.
N The Head wouldn’t allow the
election to stand, for one thing. And the
Moderns would want a Medern—-"

“And the Classicals a- Classieal,
course!” said Raby. ;

“And the Shell would want a Shell chap—
and, of <course, the Fourth would want a
Fourth-Former!” said Newcome. “It would
simply mean all the juniors at loggerheads,
and the vote split into a dozen sections.
And most likely a lot of semiors would vote
for Carthew then, to keep a junior out.
He would get in on 2 big vote instead of a
little one!” :

Putty nodded.

“RBut all the Lower School might unite if
a suitable c¢hap was found,” he answered.
*This iz my idea: The. Head won't let us
vote for Bulkeley. We don’t want to vete
for anybody else,”

“*So we're not going to vote at all!" said
Raby. ,

“That’s playing Into Carthew’s hands!™

“Can’t be helped. Even if another sesior
put up, we don't want him as captain any
more. tham Carthew!”

*Let me expound !” said Putty. “Bulkeley's
down and out. We don’t want any other
candidate, and it seems that we're going to
be ‘landed with Carthew, But suppose we
turned the whole bizney into ridicule by
eleeting o candidate who made the election
ridiculous——" -

."‘]]! !'II

of

It would keep Carthew out all right, and:

it would  be: a lesson to the Head not to

dictate to the chaps whom they were to

vote for.!

“But who-—"

“Tubhy Muffin!” said Putty.

“Who?" yelled the Fistical Four.

“Tubby!" said Teddy Grace calmly.

“You howling ass!”

*You thumping chump!” :

“Lend me your ears, my infants!” said
Putty appealingly. “Don’t you see what
a really corking idea it is?”

“No, I don’t!” said Jimmy Silver grufily.
“One of your idiotic practical jokes, I sup-
poze. Go and eat cokel”

“But listen to me—->"

“Rats!”

“Listen to a chap, for goodness’ sake!”
slionted Putty. “Tubby Muffin, if he’s
elected, turns the whole thing into ridicule.
Can't you see what a faeer "that would be
for the Head? He won’t let us have Bulke-

ley. We'll hand him Tubby, then, as a ea{)-
tain of the schoszl! That's Rookwood’s reply
—seel?” -

Lo=ell snorted; but Jimmy Silver rubbed
his nose in a rather thoughiinl way.

The possibilities of Putty’s extraordinary
suggestion began to dawn upon him.

Certainly it would be a thunderclap for
the Head.
elect their eaptain; but the Head dictated
tlint Bulkeley should not be elected. It
would certainly be a erushing rejoinder if
the fat and absurd Tubby was <lected eap-
tain of the school, in response. The whole
alfair would become farcical, and it was not
impossible that the Head might take warning
from it. LSt

“But,” said Jimmy slowly, *“the Head
wouldn't let it stand; he would eancel the
cleetion——" S '

“And another would be held,” said Lm'eli._'
“And we'd elect

“Exactly!” smiled Puttly.
Tubby again!”’

“Onh : o : '

“And keep on electing Tubby every time
till he lets us have Bulkeley  back!” ‘said
Putty, with a chuckle. *We could keep
it up as long as the Head.
game. And the longer it lasted, the more
ridienlous it would grow—and it might dawn
upon his nibs at 1ast that it would be better
to allow Bulkeley to he re-elected.”

“By Jove!” said Jimmy.

“1% would be funny, anyway,” said New-

come, laughing.

‘YVou see, all the Lower Sehool counld unite
on this,” said Puity eagerly. “IJIf Jimmy
Silver put uvp, Tommy Dodd would put up,
too, for the Moderns; and'Smytbe would put
up for ‘the Shell, and Wegg for the Third,
and very likely young "Erbert for the Second
—a-erowd, in fact. :
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The Rookwoodera were iree to.

It would bhe 4

Al the seniors would.

rally round Carthew, most likely, to keep
@ junior out. They'H beat us, with our vote
split. But all the fellows would back up for
a jape on the Head like this. Ii’s like stating
our terms to the Head. We offer him Tubby
Muffin till he offers us Bulkeley.”

~ “Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's a corker!’ said Putty. “Depend
on it, the fags will rally round as one man.
The only chap who'll take the election
seriously will be Tubby himeelf. He may!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver jumped up.
“It's a go!” he exclaimed.
brigcht idea of yours, Putty!”

“Quite a brain-wave!” grinned Raby.

Jimmy looked at his watch. :

“Election in an hour!” he said. “No
time to loze. We've got to do a lot of
electioneering . : e ;

“For Tubby Muffin?” gasped Lovell.

“Yes, Come on!” .

“Oh, all right!”

The Fistical Four left their tea unfinished.
They hurried from the end study with Putty
to begin the good work. >

Word was quickly passed for a meeting
of the Lower BSchool in the Common-room,
and Putty’s amazing scheme was propounded
by the captain of the Fourth—to be met at
first with a howl of astonishment and de-
rision, and then with roars of laughter.

“By gad!” exelaimed Mornington.. “It's
corkin'—the hest thing this term! And
it's the only way of dishin’ the Head!”

“Dishing the Head ” seemed a popular
idea just then in the Lower School of Rook-
wood. : '

There was great enthusiasm on the sub-
ject, With not more than a dozen execep-
tions, the juniors agreed to vote “en bloe™
for Tubby Muffin, Modern and Classical alike
entering into the joke.

Tubby Muffin was in his study finishing
his tea while the meeting was held. Hia
study-mates, Putty and Higgs and Jones
minor, had gone down to the meeting, and
Tubby had remained behind—to finish their
tea as well as his own. Tea was of more
importance in the plump Classical’s eyes than
any meetings. - .

Tubby started -as his study door was
thrown open, and a ecrowd of the Fourth
appeared. -

He jumped up from the table in alarm.

“I haven’t!” he roared.

“Hallo! =~ You bhaven't what?"” demanded
Putty.

“I1 haven't touched the cake.”

: “The cake!” repeated Jimmy
“ What cake?”

“Tf Jones’ cake isn't in the cuphoard.”
said Tubby, “don’t blame me. 1 don't know
ﬁliat‘s become of it, Higgs may have scolfed
I |_” 3 :

T ““Ha, ha, ha!"
- “You fat duffer!” exelaimed Jimmy Silver.
“Never mind the cake. We want you.”

“Oh!” said Tubby Muffin. “Is it a feed?”

“Ha, ha! No! It’s an electijon—the cap-
tain's eleetion.”

“Come on, Tubhy!™

“¥You're the candidate!”

SRR : :

“You're the junior candidate.”

“Wha-a-at?” . 3

“Don’t you understand?” said Jimmy
Silver. . “We want you to stapd as candi-
‘date for the eaptainey.” s

“Oh-h-h-h-h " stuttered Tubby, his round
eyes growing quite saucer-like in  his
astonishment. -

“Cheers for
ington.
¢ *“Hurrah!?

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“Look here, if youn feilows are puliing my
leg——"" said Tubb%a Muffin. :

_“Not a bit of it, my tulip. You're our
candidate, and we've gol over a hundred
votes promised,” grinped- Jimmy Silver.

Tubby drew a deep hreati.

That he was a person of considerable im-
portance, and that he had - mever .really

“1t's really a

Silver.

Captain Muffin!? yelled Morn-

‘Jenjoyed the limelight he was entitled to,

Tubby was econvinced, but lie had mnever
expected his importance and his uncommon

EVERY MONDAY..PRICEZ®

t;ua}ﬁtiea to be publicly ackmowledged in this
Way.

1t was, abt last, a just tribute to his real
%ﬁqxtts“t.hat was how the fat Tubby looked
at it.

He began to swell immediaielr,

“Gentlemen——" he began.

= ENL?

“What?

“Gentlemen,” said Tubby Muffin, with dig-
nity, “I am obliged to you fer this mark
of your confidence and esteem——"

“Oh, my hat!”

“Anud I shall have great pleasure in stand-
ing as the Lower School candidate at the
captain's election——"

“Hear, hear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”? :

“I shall do my best to deserve your con-
fidence, and to merit your suffrages®™ said
Tubby, in quite a Parliameutary manner.
“Gentlemen, I am at your service,”

“Bravo, Tubby!” ;

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And in the midst of an enthusiastie and
chuckling crowd oi supporters. Tubby Muflin,
the juniors’ candidate, was marched asway
to Hall.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Election !

IX o'clock found Big Hall erowded.

Carthew was there early—with no
supporters, Noi a single senior was
to be found in the school to give him
support. The few who would have done so
were deterred by the attitude of  the
majority. Sixth and Fifth sternly boyeotted
the election. . .
 Half a dozen jumniors were all the supporters
Carthew could gather—by the promise of
favours to come—and they trickled in, nob
very enthusiastically, and found tbheir ean-.
didate there, with Mr. Bootles and Mr.

Mooney, who were to count the votes. :
The election was expected to. be simply a
wallk-over, and Carthew was to be nominated,

seconded, and elected as a matter of form.

But as six o'clock approached, Hall
began to fill. :
1t was a surpeise to Carthew. He did

not see what that army of juniors wanted-
there. : SR
But they eame in swarms. Tommy Dodd

led in nearly all the Modern juniors, Third

and JFourth and Shell. Jimmy Silver
marched  in with most of the Classical:
Fourth. The Classiecal Shell was well repre-:
sented. Even the Second Form sent a con--

‘tingent, led by ’Erbert and Jones minimns.

Carthew bit his lip as he watched them,
The 7rules of the Rookwood election
allowed a candidate to be-nominated right
to the time fixed for polling; and Carthew
wondered whether the Sixth had decided,
after all, to put up. Knowles or Neville
against him. It was possible that they
had abandoned their lofiy and dignified
ecourse of ignoring the election, slmply for
the purpose of dishing him. Yet not a
single semior was present. - It could not,
after all, be that., Yet what was the mean. -
ing of this grinning swarm of 1uniurs?

He felt uneasy, and showed i

Tubby Muffin, pushed - forward by his
enthusiastic supporters, Wwas prominent,
but Carthew did pot understand the cause .
of the: lofty and swelling looks of the fat -
Clasgsical., Of all the swarm of juniors
present, Tubby was the only feilow who
took his candidature seriously; but he was
taking 1t very seriously indeed. :

Mr. Bootles blinked over his pglasses at
the numerons assembly, and .glanced at the

eloek, and then at Mr. Mooney, It was
gix o'cloek. : T

“H'm! Hm! " said Mr. Bootles. “We .
~shall - now-—ahem {——proceed—hum! Ear-

thew,- I believe--hem!—is the only
date—hum—-" : e
“Not at all, sir,” interposed Jimmy -
Silver. - 3 :
‘Mr. Bootles' blinked at him,
“Indeed! I understand, Silver,
there is no- other eandidate.” - :
“Yes, sir, there is one mord,” said Jimmy,
“ Forward, Muffin!” ; :
And there was a
juniors:
" “@o it, Tubby!"”
“Hurrabh for Muffin!” R
“Jufting and crumpets! Huriah!™ -

candi-

that

delighted roar from the :

fat

Tubby = Muffin yolled  forward, Hhis
waistcoat swelled almest to bursting; his
fat “little nose high in the airn At that

You Will Enjoy Reading ‘f Tubby Takes Gommand @ **
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moment Reginald Muffin of the Fourth was
sublime. :

“Bless: my soul!” said Mr. Bootles, in
perplexity.  “What—what? Am I—hom!
—to understand, Silver—ahem'—that Muffip
is—bless my soul!—a eandidate for the
captaincy of the school? ” :

“Yes, sir”

“At the request of the school, sir,” said
Tubby Muffin - loftily, “I am sftanding for
election! Leb the best man win!”

“Hurrah!”

“Ha, ha, ha'!™

Carthew made a furious stride forward.
He understood the cause of the pgrinning
swarm in Hall now.

“I protest against this!” he exclaimeil

angrily. “This is furning the election
into a farce! A junior caonot stand—"

i BDWG&I L]

“Shut up, carthew* = :

* Stlence! ! exclaimed Mr. Bootles.
*'Really, Muffin—really, Silver—ahem—-"

“1 know it's unusual, slr,” said Jimmy
Silver firmly. “But there is no law at
tookwood against it.

~to put our eandidate forward and vote
for him.”
Mr. Beotles looked helplessly af Mr.

Mooney, who smiled slightly.
“There i3 certainly no rule against i€,

that I am aware of,” said Mr. Mooney.
“It has never Inppened hafore, but—but
there is ne rule forbidding——

“Bless my soul!” .said - Mr. Bootles

taking off . his spectacles and pohslunv
them, and replneing them on his nose. “I[
—I really—

“I protest against anything of the kind!”
shouted Carthiew furiously.

“Your protest is not in order, arthew,
There seems no reason against the candi-
dature of Muffin of the Fourth, though the
result of the election, of course, must be
confirmed by the Head.”

“The Head would never confirm——"

“That is for Dr. Chisholm to decide,
Carthew, when the result comes before him.
The election will proceed,” said Mr.
Bootles. - - - : .

And, .in spite Gf Carthew’s almost
speechless wrath, the election duly pro-
ceeded, -

Smythe of the Shell had pleasure in pro-
posing Carthew, and Lattrey of the Fourth
had = pleasure in seconding him—while
Jimmy Siiver and Putty had the same
pleasure for their candldate. When the
names were put to the meeting for a stiow
of hands, there were six hands for Carthew
and more than a hundred for Tubby Muilin.

Mr. Bootles blinked at Mr. Mooney, and
Mr. Mooney smiled at Mr. Bootles. Mark
Carthew bit his lip till the blood came.

This was the outcome of his trickery;

instead of romping home, as it were, as
captain of Rookwood, he was beuten at
the -poll with every  circumstance  of

ridicule—his sucoessful rival beinz the fat
and fatoous Tubby Mufin of the Fourth,

We claim the right

celebrated -as & raider of study-cupboards,
and - for PG*«'\L*H::- ng the most gargantuan

alppet.it.e' ad I"mwmd and for  nothing
elsel :

It. was & !;,tt_er piii. for Carthew to
swallow. 2

His face, ns bhe waftched fthe show of
hands, was worth, as _Arthur FEdward
Lovell remiarked, a puinea a box.

Mr, Beotles blinked at him.

“Ahem! Muffin's supporters—ahem!—
seem to hbe in the—ahem!—majority,”
murmured MMr, Bootles. “You - may—
ahem!—eclaim a count if you so desire,
Carthew.” 3 :

Carthew did not elaim a count., If was

not much use counfing six hands against a
tundred. Without even repiving to  Mr.
Bootles, the disappointed and furious
schemer turned and strode from the Hall.

~ Amid laughter and cheers,  Mr. DBootles
proceeded fo pronounce  Reginald Muffin,
of the Fourth Form, duly elected captain

of the sclmq_l. And the preceedings - ter-
minated, *far as the masters werse
{-r:-n{-erned

But the juniors wers 11-::1; finished yet

“Speech! Speech!” howled Mornington.

“Ha,-ha! Go it, Tubby'!"” :

Tubby Muffin struck & Napoleonic
attitude. He  was still taking the pro-
ceedings with owl-like seriousness.

“ Gentlemen—" - wheezed the  fat
Classieal,

“Hear, hear!” : -

“ (Gentlemen, you have dona me ‘the

tonour to elect me captain of the achool,”
said Tubby, quite eloquentiy.  “You ecan
rely upon me to -fill this lofty position
with ability——-"

“Hear, I:ear!”

‘And in a - really - disfingnished way.
I'm not saying dnything &nm:ht Bulkeley,
whom we ail e:.teem-——-

“Brave!"”

“But 1 thjnk it EIH bhe
Rookwood has gobt the
right place at last—"

“0Oh crumbs!” -

admitted that
right mian in the

“Real merit Dias received recognition.”
FfDl;!F'
“And now that Rookwood has got the

captain it really wanted all the time, the
school will fairly go ahead!
for that! Gentlemen, you
me in a very important position.
can say i3, I deserve it.,” -

“Ha, ha, hal'

Tubby’s modest speech was the climax.
The - egregious Tubly was borne shoulder-
high fromn Hall, and Rookwoed School
rang with cheers for its mnew captain.

But how long the new captain was to
tiold office was another matter!

THE ERD.

{(You zimply wmust not wisa next
amazing tale of Jimmy Siver & Co.,
chums of Rookwood, entitled; « Tubby Takes

Command )
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. 662.—THE RBLIND BOY
An Engrossing Story of Pit Life. By S;d.:.er Direw,

. No. 663—DON DARREL - TFOOTEALLER.
A Fina Tale of the Footer Flald, introducinz the Quick-Changs l
LIBRARV Millionaire. By Victor Nelson,
; R No. 664.—LONESOME LEN. :
Fourpence : An Enjoyabla Story of School, Sport, and fichemiaz., By
Per Volum™e Henry 1. Johnson.
=t =
2 - 2'?9 —THE CASE OF THE COTTON BEETLE. -
THE A Magntficent Story of stirring Australian Adventura, faataring I
HSexton Blake, Tinker, Mr. Prouble Nantuckel (the American _

SEXTON

= No. 280. m'fHE SUN GOD; or, The Case oi the Branza
magas.
BLA KE A talc«gnf Detective Work In London and Exploration in Syria. I
By the Author of “The Case of the Isiand Prlnc-‘:‘-;:;. - Tha
LIBRARY White Reiugees,” otc., eio.
Wo. 281.—-THE TFACE IN TEE FILM. ;
Fourpence A Htory of Detective Work, Peril,-and Adyontura in the Film
Par Volums, ‘World, Introducing Sexton Blake and Tinker.
: No. 282 —THE HOUSE AT WATERLOO.
e A Detactive Romance of Xondon. By tha
Author of * The Green Eyes,” " The Myatery ]

ol Glynn Castle,” ete., eic.

datective), and tha Earu dohn Lawless,

MYSTERY

OUT ON FRIDAY! _
ORDER A COPY TO-DAY! |

ADVENTURE

—_—

| the foliowing competitor,

Rely on me

| 4RE YOU ANY GOOD

the {

.~ - _THE
1 “MAGNET"

|
B el e T

RESULT OF SUNDERLAND
PICTURE-PUZZLE
EDMPETITIOH

| ] ————— e

in this competition no competitor sent in
a correet solution of the pictures. The First
Prize’ of £5 has therefore been awarded to
whose soluntion
confained one: error:

W. BLACKHALL,
'?tn. le:aut Street,
West Brnmmch

Second Prize of £2 10s.-has been
divided among the following four com-
petitors, whose solutions contained two
€rrors eacl; :

Chas, Jeffrey, 14.
on-Sea; J. W,

The

Park Street, Southend-
Tarbotton,” 37, Lyndhurst
Street, Leeds Road, Bradford; Hector A.
Hobbs, £3, Craddock Street, Riverside,
Cardiff ; George Downes, 45, Wordsley Green,
Wordsley, near Stourbridge.

Seventeen competitors, with three errors
each, divide the Ten Prizes of Hs. each:

H. G. Jeffrey, 14, Park _Street, Southend-
on-Sea ; Willle Budd, Gellyeron Road, Pontar-
dawe, Swansea; H. L. King, 42, Beecham
Road, -Buckland, Portsmouthi Jee ‘Allison,
2, Forth Sireet, Chopwell, co. Durham;
Alfred Cooper, Ivy Cottage, Wordsley
(ireen, Wordsley, near Stourbridse: M. F,
Brebnar, &3, Mid Street, Fraserburgh, N.B.;
H. H. Mattich, 177, Church Hill, Wr:thlmm
ton, mear - Bath: F. -Bailey, 01, Ta}ziar-
Street, Bradford, Manchester; Nora 0O'Hal.
loram, Chapel Street, Ennis, co. Clare,
Ireland; John James, Bull Hotel, Rochester,
Kent; Kate Bland, 2, Walker Street, Hey-
wood, Lanes: Mrs. Gunn, 15, Waverley Park,
Edinbureh; J. B. Hughes, 6, Perth Stred,
Beliast: D. Kennedy, 4, TFleshers Vennel,
Perth; E. Kennedy, 4, Fleshers Vennel,
Perth- L. J. Swift, 167, Montgomery Street,
Sparkbrook, Birmingham; Thomas Cooper,
Ivy” {'et-tap:e. Wordsley Green, Wordsley,
sear Stourbridge.

- BOLUTION :

For a long period Sunderland were the
finest footbail c.uh in the land. During the
first flve seasons of their connecfion with
the League they were only beaten at home
on three occasions, but they seem bifed never
to win ‘the English Cup. Their most nofed
*oathaller i3 the great Charles Buchan.

AT RHYMING?

| NEXT MONDAY'S
. issue ~of our Grand
. Companion Paper

LIBRARY———
n::ﬂrntam:ng e
ASIMPLE AND
ATTRACTIVE
LIMERICK COM-
PETITION!

CASH PRIZES FOR
WINNING LINES EVERY.
WEEK.

STARTING
NEXT MONDAY !

e e = e
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Further Surprises in Next Week’s Stunmng Rookwood Yarn !



¢ *"The Clue of the Eighth Chair! '*—Amazing Detective Story—

TROUBLE FOR DICK REDFERN ! . =
lhick Redfern is accused of ridiculing lis master in public. Buf he is innocent of the chavge. ' Who

nﬂﬁrmmrm, '

“‘l. e

—

|
)

-1'4" .
Fhe. ._..._1 e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
.+ An Amazing Jape!
= HREE
Figgius of the Fourth.
- And ‘a bhundred fellows groaned

groans for Ratty!” =aid

in chorus. - The mournful sound
echoed throvgh the lecture-hall at St. Jim's.
- My, Horace Rafcliff, the tyrant who ruled
ihe New House with & rod of iron, was a
very uppopular persopage that eveming. He
-had pever been liked; and on this particular
evening lie was cordially detested.
“Faney making it compulsoery for us to
come and - listen to his mouldy lantern-
ieciure ! growled Fom Merry.

- “And faney forcing School House fellows
o attend!” said Manners. “Ratty’s got no
control over usi™ _ i

“He gsked Railton's permission before he
crdered us to turn up,” said Jack Blake.

“Then I don’t think much of Railton for
vivisg it ! said Digby. “Who wants to listen
0 Batty's rotten lecture 7 V- T -
1“"‘Wl:nat’s it. about, anyway?" asked Fatty
*;'_‘_.'ﬂﬂ, R

“it’s called ¢ A Cycling Tour in Cormwall,' "
said Monty Lowiber. “Nobody objects to
#atty poing oo a biking tour; but-it's jolly
ilioughtless of him {o come back again!”

“¥a, ha, ha!”

The lecture-hall was packed with juuniors.
They were waiting Mr. Rateliff’'s pleasure.
The plattorm and screen were ready at one
end of the hig ball, and the magic-lantern
steod on a tripod at the other end. But
whe- leeturer had not yet. turned up.

Nobody wanted to. hear about Mr. Rat-
£litft's eyeling tour in ‘the “West Country. It
wes, a-dry topie, and Mr. Ratelif was a dry
leciurer. 3 : 3

The  fellows. stamped - their feet im-
patiently. They wanted the Housemaster to
®eorse In, and get the ordeal ovér as quickly
as possible. '

There was a fresh ontburst of groaning, in
which evervsbody joined except Chowle of
ilie New House. Chowle was chuckling, as
of the affair was a priceless joke:

Dick Redfern, who saf next to Chowle, spun
yound vpon him irritably. :

“Yihat's the joke?? he demanded.

“He, he, he!” eackled Chowle. -

“Po you think it funny?* asked Redfern.
*Beeause we don'tt” - i

“You wilt presently!” said Chowle.
Jantern-lecture’s
eviy !”

Redfern was on the point of asking Chowle
16 cxplain, when the door of the lechure-hall
epened, and Mr, Ratelif swept. in  with
sustling gobn, -

The groaning had not yel died away, and
¢ Houzemaster frowned as be heard it.

“Silenee!” Lie rapped out.

Monty Lowther gave a final groan, which
e converted into a eouzh a3 Mr. Ratelilf's
eve lighted upon him.

“poke 2 hundred lines, -Lowther, far im-
peviinence and disebediepee! 1 particularly
emioined cilence!” ‘said Mr. Ratcliff, in his
yaspifg voice, - :

Tre PorPuLir.—No. 220.

What Will

.behind the tripod on

"'[_'hiﬁ =
coing to be the funwiest :

was the guilty junior ?

Monty Lowtlier shut up like the proverbial
oyster. :

Mr. Ratelifl stalked down the sangway of
the hall, and beckoned to Dick Redfern.
Dick left his place, and went up to the
Housemaster : '

“Do yvou know how -to operate a migic
lantern, Rediern?? -asked Mr. Rateliff.

“Yes, sir”

“Very well. 1 require you to do so this
cvening. There are a bundred pictures to
be shown in‘the course of my lecture. When
I give two sharp raps with my pointer it
will be the signal for You to show the next
pieture, Is that clear?®”

igd '

“The lantern-slides are in my study, in a
box,” continued Mr. Rateéliff. “Pray go and

{ feteh them. And—— One moment, Redfern!

I want you to use the slides in the exact
order in which you find them. This is most
important. Each picture must appear at the
right time, to ecorrespond with my notes.
When I say to my audience, *‘This is a
Cornish tin-mine,” I shall expect the right
picture to. appear—net a picture of somie
other scene. Do you clearly understand that,
Redfern? You must give me your word of
honour. that yon will use the slides in the
order in which you find them!”

For a moment Redfern .looked rehellious.
He felt. insulted by Mr. Rateliff's manner.
But Ire controlicd hipiself with an cffort, and
said quietly : ;

“I give yon my word of honour, sir, that I
shall use eacli slide in strict rotation,” he
Eﬂ.idl

Mr. Rateliff modded. :

“Yery well, Redfern,” he said. “Kindly
fetch me the slides.”” Sy

hick Redfern leit the lecture-hall He
was back again in five minufes with the box
of slides. Then he took up his position
i which the lantern
rested, and waited for Mr. Ratceliff io start

| the lecture, : :

Standing ~on the raised nplatform, the
Housemaster cleared- his throat, and began:
“¥ shall not keep you more than. three
hours, my boys.”” (Subdued groans!) “J pro-
pose to give you a brief description of my

| tour of that most interesting county, Corn-

wall. Now; the firgt picture I will show you
is one of myself, entering a Cornish village.”

Tap, tap! went the pointer. And Dick
Redfern flashed on the first picture.

A perfeet -howl of merriment went up from
the audience. For the picture was that of a
donkey, grazing in a meadow? :

“Oh, my Lat!” _

“That's Ratty to. the lifc!” gurgled Monty
Lowther. - 3

“Ha, ha, bal!” | i

For a moment the lecturer was nonplussed.
He could not understand the reason for the
outbnrst of hilarity. 'Fhem he spun round
towards the sereen, and heheld. not himself,

f but an animal to whieh he had eoffen been

compared! : i

Mr. Batclif had intended the picture of a
donkey to be shownp at a later stage of
the lecture, as a specimen of the donkeys to
be seen in Cornwalk

INNOCENT OR GUILTY. 7 .

A Stunning Story of The |
Famous Chums of St. Jim’s. |

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

The Housemaster nearly choked.

It was obvious that the lantern-slides had
been mixed-up. And who could have mixed
them up but Redfern, who had fetched them
from Mr. Ratelifi's study?. . :

Mr. Rateliff was fairly dancing with rage.

“Redfern!” he roared. “Remove that
slide at once! How dare you? How dare
vou make a ldnghing-stock of me?”

Dick Rediern looked utterly bewildered.
He had not intended the donkey to appear on
the screen. He had used the first slide that
came to band, in accordance with Mr. Rat-
cliff’s instructions.

“J—I—" he stuttered.

“Remove that slide!” thundered Mr. Rat-
cliff. “T wilt deal with you afterwards.
Meanwhile, I will trouble you to use the
slides in their correct order. If you trans-
oress again, things will go hard with you!”

Diek Redfern removed the offending sHde;
and Mr. Ratcliff went on with his lecture.

It was a ghastly failure. ‘The slides were
hopelessly mixed and muddled. When Mr.
Rateliff said, “This is a picture of a Cornish
tin-mine,” a fishing-fleet appeared on the
sereen.  When Mr. Kateliff said, “Here we
have a Cornish wrestling mateh,” & picture of
the Floral Dance was shown.

The audience was almost in hysterics. It
soon became impossible for Mr. Rateliff to
proceed with his lecture. His veice was
drowned by peal upon peal of laughter.

“Oh, my giddy aunt!” sobbed Jack Blake.
“This is the jape of the term!"?

“What a nerve Reddy's got!” gasped Tom
Merry. ‘

“He'll get it in the neck, good and proper!”
said Monty Lowtlier. ; et

“Y considah it was wewy wong of Dick
Wedfern to bweak his word of homah!® said
Arthur Augusius. D’Arey..  “He pweomised
Watty that he would show the slides in their
pwopal ordah.”

“Yes. it's a bit thick.” agreed Tom Merry.

“gtill, it's funny!” said Noble. - :

“Ratty doesn’t seem to think S50, said
Manners. “Just look at him!” 23

Mr. Ratelifi’s thin face was pale Wwith
anger. His eyes were glinting dangerously.
* Although not an athletic gentleman, he
jumped down. from hehind the platform, and
fairly ran nup the gangway, with his gown
P flapping behind him. His objective was Dick
Redfern.

The New House junior stood hig ground as
the Housemaster came careering towards
him.

“You young rascal!” panted Mr. Bateliff
breathlessly. *“You have utterly spoilt my
lecture—you have raade me an object of
ridienle! More than that, you have deliber-
ately broken your word of honour!”

“That's not true!” flashed Redfern in-
dignantly. - :

“What! You dare fo deny Your bace
offence?” stormed Mr. Ratchiff. “You have
mixed up the slides, In eorder to play a
practieal joke upon me!” :

- “Nothing of the sort; siri” e

Mr. Rateliff wag beside himself with rage.

A mad bull eonfronted with & red flag could

.Happen to Dick Redfern Now 2 See Next Week !
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not have been more ageressive. Dick Red-
fern’s denial goaded him beyond endurance.

The furious Hounsemaszfer lashed ont with
his pointer, and struck the junior across the
cheek.

In a sane moment he would noft have
dreamed of going =o far. But Mr. Rateliff
had endured a great deal that evening, and
he had lost his temper completely.

- Dick Redfern staggered back from the
cruel blow. His face went white, the livid
mark showing up in sharp relief,

“Shame!"’ :

All the fellows were on their feef, shouting
and gesticulating. The lecture-hall was in an
uproar. :

BMr. Ratelif had raised his poinber with
the intention of dealing another blow. But
he thought better of it. He began to realise
that he had exceeded his duty as a

. disciplinarian. He was entitied to cane boys
in a legitimate manner, but not to slash
them savagely across the cheek.

Feeling ran high among the audience.. And |

even the sacred person of the Housemaster
would not have been safe had lLie ventured
to strike another such blow.
minute elapsed before Mr. Ratcliff broke the
tense silence which had followed the uproar.

“Redfern,” he said, “you will accompany

“Very well, sir!” muttered Dick Redfern,

Mr. Ratelif flounced out of the lecture-
hall. And Reddy, his cheek smarting from

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
: A Stormy Scene !
54 L. RATCLIFF! That is hardiy the
' The Head's voice was very
stern.

(n his furious temper, Mr. Ratelif had
ceremony. He liad not troubled to cbserve
the formality of knocking at the door,

Before the Housemaster could reply to the
the study.

The livid mark on Dick’s cheek at once
attracted the Head's attention.
came that mark on your cheek, Rediern?”

“Pr'aps Mr. Ratelif might like to expiain,
sir,"” said Redfern
Housemaster.  Mr. Ratelif finshed, and
looked decidedly uncomfortable. In bis hot
haste, he had forgotten that rash blow in

“I—I must admit that is my handiwork,
sir!” stammered Mr. Rateliff. :

“What** The Head's tone was thunderous.
Rateliff?”. - . : :

“1 was goaded beyond endurance, sir,” said
the. Housemaster. - “This young rasecal has
a laughing-stoek of me, sir! When I tell you
the nature of his outragecus conduoct, you
will. be no less angry than I am.”

“Whatever Redfern may have done, Mr
tateliff, you are pot justified in inflicting
suchi a blow. You appeidr to have lost your
tenance cruelty, and this must nob oecur
againi’-— £ S

Mr. Ratcliff winced. To be tiuken to task
own House, was decidedly humiliating.

“And now,” said the Head, “pray ioform
me in what way Redfern has transgressed.”
anger made him_ almost incoherent.

- *As yon are aware, sir, I proposed to pive
a lantern -lecture this evening, dealing wiih

‘ns_ operator, and I exacted from him his
solemn word of honour that he would not
tamper with the slides. I naturally wished
zeéquence. And this wretched boy—this un-

- mitigated young rascal—had the effrontery
to mix up the slides, in spite of the fact
to do so.” :

“1 didn't mix them up——" began Redfern.

“8Silence, Redfern!” said the Head sterniy.

“My lecture was utterly
shouted the incensed Housemaster. “It

became a sheer farce. I was the butt of

There was a dramatic pause. Fully half a
me at once to the headmaster.”
the blow he had received, set off in his wake,
way to enter my study!”
burst. into Dr. Holmes' study without
Head's remark, Dick Redfern stepped into
“Good pgracious!” he exclaimed. “How
The Head glanced inferrogatively aut the
the lecture-hall.
“Yon struck this boy across the cheek, Mr,
exposed me to public ridicule—he has made
The Head frowned.
temper, which is regrefttabie. I capnot ecun-
like thiis, in the presence of a junior of his
Mr. Ratelifi plunged into his story. His
- my tour of Cornwall. Redfern agreed to nct
the pletures  fo appear in  their proper
that ne had given me his word of honour not
“Go on, Mr. Rateliff{”
Ahe _ﬂudience, and the boys laughed &0

ruined, siel”

uproariously that I could not check them,

They are doubtless laughing still!

The Head leoked very crave.

“This is a very serious matfer, Redfern,”
he said. “It was bad enough to piay a
practical joke of this sort at the expense of
your Housemaster. Buf that is not the most
serious part of your conduct. You bave
broken your word of honcour, and that is a
most despicable offence!”

Dick Redfern stepped forward. .

“1t’s all wrongz, sir! I'd no intention of
breaking my word?” he exclaimed. ©I
didn't mix up the slides—-"

“Denial i3 useless, Kedfern!” snapped Mr.
Rateliff. “You, and you alone, had aceess to
the lantern-slides. 1 sent you to fefch them
from my study. - If you did not mix them
up, then it would be interesting to know
who did!”

Redfern gave a slight start. He recalled
the  amusement of Cyril Chowle in the
lecture-fiall, \

Chowle had prophesied that the lecture
would be a farce. He had been quite con-
fident about it, and had chuckled knowingiy
to himseli. -

Dick Redfern quickly put ftwo and two
together It must have been Chowle who
had changed the slides. He had doubtless
paid a stealthy visit €6 Mr. Ratelifi’s study
before the lecture started.

But Redfern could not tell the Head this.
For one thing, it would be sneaking; and for
another, he could not produce any definite
proof agzainst Chowle He had not actually

seen the cad of the New House tampering

with the slides. He ecould only surmise that
Chowle was the guilty party.

It angered Redfern to think that both Mr
Rateliff and the Head disbelieved him.

“I tell you I didn’t touch the slides!” Le
burst out. :
“Be silent!” thundeted the Head. “Do

not add imperbinence to your coifences, Red-
fern! 1 am satisfied that you perpetrated
this hoax on Mr. Rateliff, You wiil apologise
to him here and now.”

Redfern set hiz lips obstinateiy. He had
not the slightest intention of apclogising for
something he had never done.

“I am waitine, Redfern!" said Dr, Holmes
sternly.

i ——— T, T
. 8

The junior stocd silent.

*Do you hear me, boy?
Rateliff at once!”

1t needed lots of nerve to defy the Head.-
But Ledfern was determined to stand his
ground He considered that if there was an
itpoi:.\g;f due, it was due from Mr. Rateliff to
im! : !
5 The thunderclouds gathered on the Head's

row,

“Thiz is sheer defiance!”? he exclaimed.
“It i3 utterly unheatd-of, for a junior boy
to ignore the commands of his headmaster, .
I will give you one more chance to make aun
apology to Mr. Ratcliff, and if you persist in
“this obstinacy, the consequences will be very
serious !” :

Still Redfern was silenb. The Head gave
him a f€ull minute in which to make the
apology, but no word left Reddy's lips.

“Very well,” said the Head at length. i
have no option but to punish you with the
utmost severity, Redfern. Kindly take this
boy to the punishment-room Mr. Ratelifi. K
will deal with him in the morning.”

The Head did not say how he proposed ta
deal with Redfern. But the junior couid
guess that it meanf a public flogeing at the
very least—perhaps expulsion.

“(Come, Redfern!” snapped Mr. Rateliff.

Master and junior quitted the Head's
study,

Tom Merry & Co., having dismissed them-
selves from the lecture-hall, were waitiig
the corridor. Mr. Ratelif waved them away..

Apologise to M

“What are you boys doing here?” he
rapped out.  “Begone!”
The juniors reluctantly moved away. They

darted sympathetic glances at Dick Red-
fern. It was easy to see that he was in
serious trouble.

Mr. Rateliff piloted the junior to the
punishment-rooin. He spoke no word to his
on the way. He unlocked the door of the
gloomy apartment, pushed Redfern inside,
and then sinmmed the door to and locked il
This done, the Housemaster stalked awayx ta
his own faartera.

Dick  Redfern flung
hed, whicn was bare
blankets.

#Mhis is m3y unlocky day, and no mistake?™
he muttercd. " !'ve done nothing weong, nad

himself down on tha
save for a couple of

REDFERN'S DARING ESCAPE !

into his face.
the turrets. The junior clambearsd

‘box~-room and raised the lower sash. h
it was a wild night and the wind wailed and whistled around

Redfern crossaed to the window of the
A gust of wind from the quad blew

through the window. {See Chapter 3.)
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wei 1'm in danger of the sack.  Confound
#hat worm Chowle!  Why doesp't he owm
BP..'::! = . - ;
But Cyril Chowle had no intention of doing

that. He acted on the principle that self-
pyescivation was the first law of nature. So
foug as he saved his- own i!lﬁtl[.‘rllb skin, he

didn™t mind who suflered,.

Miek Redfern cat alone with his thonghts.
After a short interval, there was a tap on
_ihr door of thc punishment-room.

“ame in?osatd Dick.

“Norry, ald man: T wish [ conld!” came
1k yvoize of Edgar Lmun{.{* Reddy’s chum.
= say, Reddy, what's happened?”

o m |‘aeuufd in here for the night, and the
Mead’'s coming down like & t'[mu'-.uau of
Bricis in the mornipg.”

~Well, vou fairly asked for ift, you kuow,”

gaid  Lawrence. “¥apncy mizxing up those
sinles -—"

“F didn’t!” shouted Redfern.

~Ehi™ :

it owasnt me ot all, T uzed them in the
ender I found them.” i

“Fien yvou Jdidn't hreak your word ie
Batty 7"

Nou ought to know me
I'm afraid lots of fellows
Will you

“6f course not!
®etier than that.
#hink | Iroke my word of honour.
teil ‘em t‘rmt. was not- the case?”

“Cwertainly,” said Lawrence, :

"hm,hu tlie Head nor Ratty will helieve
we,” saiti Redfern. . “The Head ordercd me
% avologisé, but 1 wmﬂdn't. There was
seihing to apologise for.”

fawrenee gave a low whistle.

"‘.na dvﬁmi the Head?” he Pmcula.tml

“¥ couldn't do anything eise’
*“Hut—but you'll he &::‘u.-‘l:_(:tll"'
FERCD 1 ulhmm

“'That remains tﬂ Te seen.

The two ehums remained rjm.t Liug for some
iime, on opposite sides of the stout door.,
Then bed-time came, mut Lawrence was
ebliged to. depark, i ARl

“Keep wml pecher up, Reddy!” was his
garting remark. 1 cxpect you fecl _mth
sere abont tlns bunen hut don't go doing
aavthing rash.”

Eh:rt-: -ﬁ,t dfern, who had been fapmhmg with
Big lips to the ‘keyhole, resumed- his position
on ihe hed.  And the footsteps of his best
ehuin died away along the corridor.

. m—

said Law-

“THE THIRD GHAFTER.

" Reddy’s Resolve!
le. very well for Lawrence to tell
me uot to do anything rash.”
muscd Dick Redfern, “but I don't
feel like being pmm-.,d up in this
el all night, waiting for the giddy Sword
of Damoecles to fall_ Tiie Head's pretty
eortain to sack me—if I wait.”

But why wait?

- A vague idea of making his escape lhad
already occurred to the imprisonced junior.
tiradually the idea became less vague. It
ook definite shape.

If he was to be expelled fromr St. Jim's, |
why not take time by the {orelock and 20
to-night?

‘1‘!:& more Beddy thought about it the mare
ilie idea appealed to him. He was nob at
a1l frightened as to the future, Bome fellows
who ran away from school would find them-
selves. on their beam-end; but pot Redfern.
He would not have to Lunt long for a job.
Already he had gained experience in a news-
paper office, and was fitted for ihe job of a
onrnalist, "He Wwas glever in othier directions
g well, There was no fear of Dick Redfern
tramping the country with the unemployed.

Now came ithe problem of  how t;o make
hig eseape.

The door of the punishment-room was locked
and bolted on the outside. There was no
exit that way, And the window was situated
a lovg, long way from the ground. .

“I could eut these blankels into strips and
malna 3 sort of rope,” muttered Redfern;

“put it would be awfully risky.: I should
stand a good chance of breaking my neck.”

He began to paece up and down his prizon,
The ficor-boards creaked cminously beneath
his fect. A couple of the hoards were 'n:ry
loose.

Redfern ::.tﬂpped shaort,
the bare floor-boards. ‘l‘he punishment-room -
did not boast the luxury ‘of linoleum,

“I1f only I could prise up a eﬂuPIé of
those beggars!” he raminated, “I believe it's |
peen done before. The boards are awfn!ly
loose, anyway.,"

There was a poker lying in the ﬁregrate
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Redfern picked it up and set to work by
candle-light. Using the poker as a lever, he
hacked away at one of the hoards.

He was surprised to find bow easily the
board yielded. It was a wide board, and
Hedfern raised it without much noise or
trouble. . He then lifted a second fioor-bhoard
in the same manper, and peered through the
aperture into the room ‘below.

This was a lumper-room, which was rarely
used. It contained a  miseellaneous collec-
tion of broken chairs, faded old carpets, and
zo forth. On the floor was & heap of plastér,
which bad evidently fallen when the floor-
hoards of the pupishment-room bad first
heen lifted.

It was not a very big drop from the upper
room into the lower. And there was a sufli-
ciently wide aperture for Reddy to squeeze
thrﬂugh.

“It won't 1mnrmc my togs,” he murmured,
“but that ean't be helped.”

So saving, the jumior squeezed himself
through the cavity he had made. He went
feet foremost, and dropped into the roomr
below. He landed with a erash, but there
were no occupicd rooms near at band, and
the sound was unheard. ; >

Reddy picked himself up, brushing dirt and
whitewash from his Etons.

“8p far, so good,” he muttered. . “ What a
sell if the door of this lumber-room happen
to b locked.”

But it was nob locked.: The path to free-
dom was now elear. But Redfern decided
to wait until midnight before making the
next move. He seated himself on a wicker
chair whieh -was rather shaky on its legs,
and waited wvntil the midnight chimes rang
out, ‘Them, decming that everyone at St.
Jim's would be asleep, he. quitted the
lumber-room and made i.ﬁ way to his study
in the New . House,

TReddy was not at all unhappy at the
prospect of running away from the school.
His only regret was that he would be leav-
mg his ¢hums, But he would be able to
write to them, and doubtless they would all
meet again in that vague and indefinite
period known as “one of these days.”

“I won't go and say good-bye to Law-
rence and Owen,” tlmught. Reddy. “They'd
only tell me it was madness to bunk, and
uirﬂ'n me to stop. 'H just pack my tmps and
clear.” -

Packing. was not 2 long job. Reddy only
took those tlhings that were requisite and

HCCESSATY, Cumbersome artieles, such as
1 cricket-bats, were left behind.
Reddy was able to cram  his most

treasured posscssion into a large haversack.
This he sleng over his shoulder. Then,
taking a final survey of the estudy, hie
switehed off the electric-torchi he had been
using, and alu;iped it into his pocket.

“Now we're off*” he exclaimed, striving to
keep his spirits up. “I must tread warily,
though, in case there's anyone on the prowl.”

Redfern groped his way cautiously along
the dark corridors, umtil he came to the
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box-room. Here he stumbled over a f!l}rtr-
manteau, and went sprawling.

“Ow!" muttered Reddy, -fumbling for his
toreh. *“ What a beastly dark place this is!”

With the aid-of the toreh he managed to
sort himself out. Then he. crossed to the
window and raised the lower sash.

A ﬂu‘;t of wind from the guad blew into tilL
Juium 's face.

It was a wild night. The wind wailed and
L whistled around tln, turrets and teyraces of
St Jim's,

Dick Redfern clambered through the win-
dow and dropped down on to the flagstones
without,

He did not suppozc that anyone would be
abroad on such a gusty npight, and at such
4 late hour.

There was someone, however,

Mr. Ratelift, a martyr to indigestion, had -
found sleep impossible. Possibly the thonght
of his spoilt lecture also helped to drive
sleep away. At all events, the Housemaster
had been unable to get a wink of sleep, o
he had decided to take a turn in the quad,
in the bope that the fresh air would make
him drowsy.

I Mr. Ratelif was hurrying along, with
b quick, jerky steps, whep suddenly a human
form cannoned into him with great ucrh:nw
in the darkness.

i Wﬂw“l .

“Yow!” = =

Mr. Rateliff and Dick TRedfern uticred
simultaneous eries of anguizsh.. And Reddy,
as soon as hé had lecma..red Ir&m the shoelk,
promptly took to” his heels. He dashed
across the wind-swept quad, in the direction
of the sechool wall,

The Housemaster had not recognized Red-
fern, but he knew it was a junior who had
bumped into him, He concluded it was some
b misgnided youngster about to break bounds,

Mr. Ratecliff, making a megaphone of ]m
Irands, shouted after the renegade:

“Come back! Do you hear me? Come back
at .once!l” . _ ;

Dick Rediern heard, but he did not leed,
In spite of the curr-he:mme haversack he
carried, he was. over the school wall with
the agility of a monkey.

Mr. Rateliff was not sufficiently athletie
to dash oft in pursuit. He kept up his parpot-
ery of “Come back!” until he was nearly
hoarse. -~ And at last, swwhen the runaway’s
footsteps died away on the road, Mr. Rat-
cliff gave it up.

“The young rascal!l” he snarled, “1
wonder who he is? I will speedily ascer-
tain.. A tour of the dormifories im both
{Iﬂuses will supply the answer to my ques-
ion

The Housemaster promptly started on the
tour. Strictly speaking, he had no right to
invade the School House. But it would have
given him great joy to find a School Houze
junior missing. He would be able to say
next day that Mr. Railton was very slack,
and had no econtrol over his charges.

B%t. Mr. Rateliff was doomed to {]iﬂapp(}mb
men

There were no absentees from the School
House dormitories. And only one bed was
empty in ‘the New House.

“ This-is Redfern’s bed, and he, of CONrse,
is in the punishment-room,”  said Mr Rat-
cliff to himself. - “Surely the boy cannot
have escaped? And yet—well, he must have
done so; because it was certainly a junior
who collided with: me in the quadrangle. 1T
will go and investigate.”

Mr, Rateliff’s feelings, when he entered the
punishment-room and found two of the floor-
boards lifted up, may .be betier imagihed
than deseribed.

“Pless my soul! : The young rascal.-lmﬂ
escaped by prising up the floor-boards!?’
gasped. Mr.. Rateliff. “1 should net have
thought it possible. Still, he cannot have got
very far, that is. one cﬂmeiatnm. I will at
once send a party of prefects in pursuit!”

Jo saying, the Housemaster hurried away.

Meanwhile, Dick Redfern was out on the
-road, swinging along at a good pace, and
whistling 4 merry tune in order to keep up
his spirits. = He had taken the plumge, for
better or worse, .and he must now see it
through. Far better, he reflected, to take
this course than to stay at the school and
face the humiliation of expulsion. -

Sqguaring his shonlders, and gquickening
his step, Dick Redfern strmde On thmﬂgh
the might.

THE END.
(Read all abeut the adventures of Dﬂ:E

Redfern in London, next weck.)

Redfern——ﬂutcast and Wanderer-—-ﬂrmes m London—Friendless !
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BACKING UP BJMiISS MEADOWS!

If Miss Meadows hatl chosen to submit to the dictation of Blr. Gimten, and taken back his rascally son
But her duty wos clear! _ ¢

inte the school, the trouble would not have started.

EA—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
. Landed at Last!

8 ICHARDS!”
“Yes, ma'am!"
Frank Richards stopped, and
raised his hat respectfully as Miss
Meadows ealled to him from the porch of the
Cedar Creek schoolhouse. ‘
The Canadian schoolmistress’ usually kind

. face was very severo and stern, and Frank |

wondered what was the matter, -

- 8o 'far as he was aware, he had nob been
guilty of any special delinquencies during the
few days that had elapsed since Cedar Creek
School had reassembled ufter the holidays,

But Miss Meadows’ next words showed him
that he was not the object of her anger.

“Do you know where Gunten 53"

“Gunbten!" repeated Frank. :

“Yes—IKern Gunten!” DMiss Meadows® voice
arew sharper in tone. “I sce that you know,
Richarda! Aunswer me!” :

Frank Richards did not ansiver in spite of
that direct command.
~ His face grew troutled.

He” knew well enough where was Kern
¢iunten, the Swiss schoolboy-—the rogue of
the lumber school, =

He knew how the voung rascal was cectpied
at that very moment in the old corral wear
the school. :

He had passed that way only ten minutes
before with Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc,
and had seen the Swisa, with two or three
<pompanions, playing poker in the old corral,

1t was evident that Miss Meadows had
scme- suspicion of the same Kind.

But it was not Frank's business to give
away his schootfellow, rascal as Gunten was,
and -mueh as he desplsed him. ;

His colour deepened as he faced the school-
mistress, silent and troubled : :

“Do you hear me, Richards?” exclaimed
Miss Meadows sharply.

“Ye-es!” stammered Frank

“Tell me where Gunten is!”

No. reply.

“I-am sorry fto see that you intend to be
dizrespectful, Richards,” said Miss Meadows.
- “Not. at- all, ma'am!” stammered Frank.
* But—but—but—"

“That is enough, Richards!”

- Miss Meadows turped and walked away

from the schoolhouse towards the gate of the

school enclosure. :
~ Frank Richards made a step alfier her, but
stopped. There was nothing he could say.

If he told Miss Meadows . where to find

~Grunten at that moment it was as mueh as
betraying the Swiss to severe punishment;
and that he could not do.

He was standing with a worried face when
Eob and Beauclerc joined him.

Bob Lawless had an axe under his arm,
-“Hallo, here you are!” said Bob, tappiug
Frank on the sboulder. “ Aiu't you coming
1o help split the lows for Mr. Slimmey?”
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“Yes, 1 was coming; but—" .

“What's up?’ -

- Frank Richards explained, and his Canadian
cousin -gave a low whistle. _

“I couldn’t tell about Guuniten, could 17"
snid Frank.

“Correct!”

“I don't think Miss Meadows needed telling
miich,” remarked Beauclere. *8he's head-
ing for the old corral now.”

The schoolmistress looked neithier to the
right nor to the left as she headed through
the trees for the old clearing. :

Many of the Cedar Creek fellows, including
Frank -Richards & Co., followed at a respeet-
ful distance. ' :

Miss Meadows passed into the old clearing,
and entered the corral through one of the
zaps in the old, fumbling stakes.

As she did so a veoice was audible—the
voice of Kern Gunien: :

“Draw any, Keller?”

“Two!” was Keller’s reply.

“Me dlaw thlea cardee!” came the soft,
lisping tones of Yen Chin, the Chinee.

“One for me, Gunten.” This was Diek
Dawson's voice. :

Kern Gunten dealt the cards.

The four schoolboys were seated round a
loz, which was serving as- a card-fable. A
htat on the log was used as a pool for the
stakes.

The quartette were so engm'ssed in thelr

came that they did not see the schoolmistress

approaching or hear her footsteps. ° ;
On the edge of the clearing. a crowd of

Cedar Creek fellows Ilooked on, withous

coming any nearer. :
The four players were putiting in their

stakes now, : :

. Dick Dawson was looking moody and dis-

turbed, and- his-expression was enough to

tell that he was losing more than he could
afford to lose. '
“Boysa!"
Miss Meadows' quiet voice broke in.
“Oh!" gasped Dawson.

_Gunten sprang.to his-feef in dismay.
Keller half-rose, his face growing scared.
Dawson sat where he was, blinking up ab

the schoolmistress as if unable $o move.
Yen Chin darted away like a rabbit, with a

howl, and vanished round ¢the hut at the
corner of the corral, 3 £ -
“M-m-miss Meadows!” stammered Gunten.

].‘The schoolmistress” eyes gleamed upon

im. : ' - -
“Gunten! - This-is not the first time I have

caught you . gambling,- and inducing - your

schooliellows fo gamble!” -
HI—J—" stammered the Swlaz,
“Go to the house at oncel” :
Gunten, with a pale face, walked away,
the “hand »” of cards still held in his fingers.
At a gesture from Miss Meadows, Dawson
and Keller followed him. s ;
Yen Chin had wvanished. ;

With hanedog
I walked fo the lumber school, Miss Meadows

lnoks, the thresa culprifz

following them,

The Cedar Creek crowd brought
rear. ‘

“That puts the lid on for Gunfen!” said
Bob Lawless, in a low voice. “I guess he
knows it, too!”

Frauk Richards nodded. e

“He fairly asked for it,” he said. " Bui--
but one can't help feeling a bhit sorry for the
poor brutet” - :

“Oh, rot!” answered Bobh. “Cedar Creek
will be & bit better oft without him. He
oot Dawson into Lis rotfen game—and we
all know Dawson is a decent chap when
he's not led by the nose by a rogue |Ik{":-
Gunten. The sooner that foreign robter goes
the better for the school and everybody in
it!”

And Bob Lawless'
seneral one.

up the

opiniou was A Very

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Order of the Boot!

- HERE was a good deal of suppressed
excitement ab Cedar Creek when the -
school reassembled -for' afternoon

- .- lessons. -

Gutten & Co. came in with the rest.

That “something ” was going to happen to

the detected gamesters was certain; but so
far it had not bappened. :

When Mr. Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd, the

assistant-masters, came into the big school-
room they were seen to be looking ver}
ErAve.

Aill faces, in fact, were grave. :

Gunteu  looked mcody, appreliensive, and

sullen : Keller was plainly scared and fearful.

Dick Dawson was red and ashamed. As
for Yen Chin, he presented his usual smiling
aspect, as If he hiad not a care in the worid.

The little Chinee did nobt seem to realise
the seriousness of the matter.

There was a sudden hush as Miss Meadows
entered the school-room. =i

She stopped before her class, to which al
four of the delinquents belonged. =

A pin might have been heard to drop in
the lumber- school-room as Miss Meadows
regarded her class with a stern brow.

She spoke guietly at last. : o

vGunten! Keller! Dawson! Yen Chin!

Stand out before the class!” _ :

The four came out—three of them with
burning faces, and Yen Chin with a calm

and placid smile. - _ .

“Y1 think the whole school Eknows your

fault,” said Miss Meadows, in a low, clear

voice . that was bheard by all present.
“Gunten! This is not the first time, nor
the second, that you have been found guilty
of rascally conduct. On a previous occasion
I senit you away from the school. 1 mads n
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mistake in pardoning you afterwards, and
allowing you to return.”

th}l’lﬂ'e

“That you are chiefly to blame in this un-
happy matter I am well aware,” continueid
Miss Meadows. “I have been observing you
for some time, Gunten. . ¥You have hot
profited by the chance I gave vou; rather
you have become worse and more unserupu-
lons. You have led better boys than your-
self into your own degraded pursuits.

“This innocent Chinese boy and Dawson,” |

-resumed Miss - Meadows. “They are to
blame: but I regard themr rather as your
vietims than your confederates. Keller, also,
i believe to have acted under Yyour
influence.”

Guiiten did not speak.

Miss Meadows was teo well aware of the
facts for falseheuc!s to be of much use to
<im.

Ag the sﬁht}ﬂ!mls#rﬂas said, it was not the
drst or the second time that his reckless
rageality had come to light.

“These three boys,” said Miss Meadows,

“will be punished. I shall write to their
fathers, explaining the matter.”

Yen Chin and Keller looked relieved, but
Dawson’s look of utter miszery seemed to

intensify. .
- "But not one of thenr spoke.

“¥ou, Gunten, must Jeave the  school!”
eaid Miss Meadows. “1 shall
punighment; but I will not allow you to
remain  here 1o “exereize a  corrupting

. influence upon other boys better than your- |

] .l;r.‘._l!’. I am sorry, but my duty is elear. Yon
will Ieave Cedar Creek this afternoon,
Gunten, and I shall wrife to your father,
Cinforming him that you eannot be allowed
to refurn under any circumstances what-
éver.” :
Gunten bit his lip hard.
7 4 It’E not fair,” he muttered.
*¥ou are worse than the others,

“T—L won't—

Gunten,

and you are the causze of their wrongdoing.’

. ¥ou are a thoroughly bad boy, and I should
fail in my duty il:1 allowed you to remain
here as a corrupting influence. "I hope that
ithis will be a warning to you, and that you
mli do beticr elsewhere.”

“I won't go!” muttered Gunten desper-
ately, “You can't. twm me oui, Miss
Mc-ad:)ws. You haven't the power to clrt- it!”

“Whati®

“My father won't st: md it, emhcr He's
got influenee—?

“Leave this school-room at mme, Gunten!”
rapped out Miss Meadows,

Hunten stood where he was,
look on his heavy face.

Mr. Shepherd came across to him, and
dropped a hand on his shoulder.

“Come!” he said briefiy. . g

The Swiss gave him a bitter look, and
seemed, for a moment, to be thinking of
resiatance. :
_ Butb his courage failed, or he realised that
it was useless. |

With Mr. Shepherd’s hand on his shoulder
he was marched out of the school-roomi, and
gmjapnle.tred from the view of Cedar Creek
11T

Miss Meadows signed to the other three
eniprits to go back to their places, and
thie lesson commenced.

Mr. Shepherd returned quiet]y to the
- schoolroom, and as he eame in the sound
of z horse’s hoofs was heard in the distance.

It was the sound of Kern Gunteéen depart-
img. The Swiss was gone.

Well deserved as his expulsion from Cedar
Creek was, some of the fellows felt a little
compassion for the wretched voung raseal.

But few consideréd that
eoutd have aeted in any other way,

It was not only that Gunten was a raseal

with a savage:

himself, but that he Jed others into his|

own . dark  ways, -and his presence’ was
harmful to the school.

The cxeitement did not die down easily,
and Iessons that aftemoon were rather
desultory.

Most, of the Cedar Creek fellows were in
an expectant mood, fully looking for a
speedy visit to the sdlml from Mr. ﬂunten.
the storekeeper .of Thompson.

€n the previous occasion when the rogne
of Cedar Creek had been sent away, Mr.
_ Giompers Gunten had visited the school in
a towering rage—though that had had mo
effect whatever on the schoolmistress.

It was for quite other reasoms -that she
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not infliet |

Mias Headnws |

[importance, especially in his own eyes,

had allowed Kern Guunten to return that

“time.

Mr. Guntw, the richest ,stnreT:eeper in the
Thompson Valley, was a personage of some
and
he was certain to be wrathy and indignant
when his son came home in disgrace.

Somewhat to the disappointment of Cedar
Creek, the podgy storekeeper did mot come
stndmg into the schoolroom during after-
noon lessons.

The school was dismissed af the usual
hour,

-But as Cedar Creek eame streaming ouf |

into the playground, a podgy figure came in
sight, riding up f{rom the Thoinpson trail
to the gatesz.

It. was Mr. Gunten.

The storekeeper’s fat face
angry.

He rode up to the schoolhouse porch, and
jumped off his horse, throwing the reins
over a post,

With heavy steps he strode into the house,

“Old Man Gunten’s on the war-path!”
grinned Bob Lawless.
get much change out of Miss Meadows,
though.”

“He’ll jolly well get chucked out on his
neck if hc chzeeks our schoolmisfress!” ex-
claimed Tom Lawrence,

Mr. Gunten was shown in by Black Sally,
and dlsappeared into Miss Meadows™ private
study. :

What was said there was not known, but
ten minutes later Mr. Gunten’s loud and
angry tones were heard, as he came away
from the schoolmistress” room.

“1 repeat, madam, that I will not allow

was dark and

‘my son to be sent away [rom this school!

Mark my words, I will not allow it!"”
“1 am - sorry t-hn.t. I cannob alter my
decision, Mr. Gunten.”
"\rhsa Meadows’ voice was calm and quiet.
“You will be compelled to alter if, t.'hen

| madam.”

“[ think you had better go, sir!”
Mr.

fipure of the Canadian schoolmistress
framed in the doorway. -
“Madam! Miss Meadows, T warn von to

have done with this! My som shall not leave
Cedar Creek.”

*“He shall uot return while 1 am head-
mistress- Mr.: Gunten.”-

“You mean that?”

“T have said so!”

“Yery well!l” The storekeeper spoke
through his set teeth. “It remains to be
seen, miadam, how long youn will remain

headmistress of Cedar Creek School.”

“That is a matter that does not concemn
you, Mr, Gunten. Good-evening!”

“*You will find that it does concern me,
madam!" rtoared the 8Swiss storekeeper.
“You will learn, madam, that my influence
counts for more than you suppose. I warn
you that if my son does not return, yon
do not remain headmistress of this schooll!”

“ Nonsense, sirt”

“You prefer to put it to the test?” sneered
":Ir Gunten.

“I have nothing more to say to you, sir!
Kindly go your way, and let this disturbance
cease.”

“Be it so, then?” gasped Mr. Gunten.
“1 give you a last chance, madam. Write to
me during the next twenty-four hours -to
tell me that my son may return, and 1 will
let bygones be bygones, Omit to de so, and
you, madam, you yoursel, shall be turned
out of Cedar Creek School, and a new head-
master appointed.” :

- With that, the storekeeper strode to his

harse, dra;_,ged the animal mund and threw |

himself into the saddle.

With a clatter of hoofs he dashed nut ﬂf-

the gateway, and disappeared on the
Thompson trail, :
THE THIRD CHAFTER.
in Doubt! :
RANK RICHARDS & CO. rode home-

ward that evening discussing the
affair of .-Kern Gunten and .its
possible outcome.

Gompers Gunten’s threat to the sechool-
mistrets had surprised them, and excited
their contempt at first, but on refiection
they wondered whether the storekeeper had
the power to do as he threatened.

“The jay was talking out of the back of
his neck!” Bob Lawless declared. *“How
could he- edge Miss Meadows out of Cedar
Creek? It 1sn’t poasible,”

“He treated: us rather decently once,

*1 reckon he won't
1 mre:gnerﬂ, ;

Gunten glared at the slhim, graceful
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“He spoke as if he meant it” said Vere
Beauclere thoughtfully,

“QOh, he was as mad as a dago chock-full
of pulque!” ‘said Bob. "But he ‘was only
shooting off his mouth, I guess.” .

“Is old Gunten anything beside a store-

keeper in Thompson, Bob?” asked Frank
Richards. “Any sert of -local official
johnny "

“He's on the board of school trusfees,”
answered Bob. :

“Could he make trouh!e for
teacher there?” .

Bob looked thonghtful.

“Well, he might!” he admitted.

“That's what he meaqs, then.”

“But it wouldn’t be easy,”

& school-

said Boh.

" “TPhere are three trusfees for the distriet,
f and my popper is one of them. G’rtmm, the

farmer, is the other,”

“Gritnm, the fruit-farmer?” asked Fmr?kﬁ
u
he is a crusty old card, Bob."

“1 guness so. He's a Galician by descent,

and very chommy with Gunten—Old Man

I mean. They stick together like
said Bob. *“0Of course, Old Man
Gunten is a bit of a waster, and he had .to
do a let of sheoving to get on the board.
I guess he thought it made him look a bit
more respectalile to be a school trustee, and
helped to cover up his real charaeter. Some
galgots say that a fa.m game is run in his
back parlour at times.”

“Nice man to be a school t-!'ﬂ“:.‘trﬁe"’

“Well, he keeps it dark; that’s the falk
in Tlmmnsm. .that's all. ‘Anylmw, he's a
close-fisted and overreaching storekeeper,
that's a cert. A man has to keep his eyes
pecled in doing business with Old Man
Gunten. XKern is a chip of the old block:
perhaps that's why Old Man Gunten is back-
ing hini up. 1 guess Kern Gunten wouldn'é
be happy at home if he was a nice, dear
boy. like us, you kiow,” said Bob, with a
grin, i

“Suppese. he wants to -pgpo for Miss
Meadows, what could he do, then?” asked
Frank. “‘l’ﬂu = k‘no’w 'Bob—,‘fau were born
here.” :

Bob wrinkled his brow in thr.}ught

“Well, I suppose he would call a special
meeting of the trustees, who pay the school
saluries, and so on,” he said. "I suppose
they eould ask Miss Meadows for her resig-
naﬁien if they liked. But my father would
nave to. be. there, and he would be against
it. He’s got a- great respect for Miss
Meadows, and we'd jolly well Ia.w him il he
let her be fired!”

buntm,

“Then it depends on whether 0Old Man
;‘;un&m enuld get MPr. Grimm to back
Iim L1 C -

i | gue:ia 50""

“I helieve they ‘do a lot of business
together,” said Beauclerc., “Gunten senior
buys no end of his stuff at Grimm's farm.
I don’t know whether Grimm could afford
to quarrel with him—or would eare to, for
the sake of a school teacher e doesn't even
know.”

‘Bob Lawless looked rather froubled.

*8till, Grimm is an honest man,” he said.
“He's known to be hard-fisted, but he's
honest enough. I can’t think that he wounld
let Old Man Gunten rush him mtﬂ plaz,mg
a dirty triek."”

“Isn’t there anything above the Board
of Trustees?” asked Frank Richards thought-

fully.
st Lots- right up to the Minister of Eduea-
tion.,” =aid Bob. “But—but I don't think

a dlsmn,eed teacher could curry the matter
further up.”

=001 smd ﬁank

“You cee, we're nob -a city distriet, or
even a town district,” said Bob. “We're
what they  call a rural district, in their
lingo, but in plain Canadian we're a back-
woods distriet, a bit off the main track, you
know. The trustees'are not paid, and they
have to be solid citizens of the district, and
things. are left to them. Gld Man Gunien
is a bit of a queer bird to squeeze in; my
popper and Old Man Grimm are fair s;]em-
mens of the regular sort. If 0!d Man Gunten
can twist Mr Grimm rouﬂd his finger, I'm
afraid——"

Bob whistled

“I'H ]ollv well . speak fo the dad when

we geb in,” he said. *If 0ld Man Gunten
is up to his tricks, the popper ought to
be warned.”

“Good egg!” said Frank. “We stand by-
Miss Meadows.” .

{Continued on puga 16.)

£ cedar Greek on Strtke I” IS the Tltie of Next Week's Backwoods Story [ -
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By Bob Ch_erry. o

g SeSeSeSe e TeSe

SIR WILLIAM PORPUSS BUNTER,
Bart., and his brother Samuel, have not
vet decided whether to speud the holidays
in Bunter bﬂterf or Pamdmsa Alley.

-t

MR. PETER TODD K.C., the
- eminent barrister, will s;’.iend the lmhdm.
at his country seat at Little Toddington,
'oddshire. He will ba accompanted by
- MR. ALONZO THEOPHILUS TODD,
the well-known missionary.
* ¥ &©
_ BATTLING BOL&O‘J"ER‘ thﬁ welier-
weight boxink champion of the worid,
will retire to Scrappingham Hall, to pre-
pare for his forthcoming fight with Sam
the Slogger. S
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MASTER GLEORGE TUBB is going
to Bath. (I don't believe 1it, = Tubb's
been going to bath for years, but he

hasn't had one yet —EDn.)
L 3 +-

THE, NABOB 0©Ol' BHANIPUR
‘(familiarly - known as Inkyi will fly to
India and back. The javfulnest of his
esteemed and- ludicrous subjects, wher:
they behold his dusky chivvy, will be

terr:lﬁc !
* oo®

"H.IO‘\SIIJUR NAPOLEON DUPONT
informs us that he 1s going to run over
to France. First time we've heard of
anybody running across the Inglish
Channel! Wae shall have Fisher 1. Fish
sprinting acmsq to America ne::l;'

£ - %

LORD MAULE‘;ERLR is going to
—let me see, what is the name of the
place? Oh, I know! He is going to—
sleep ! : -

MR. GEORGE ALFRED GATTY, the
well-known angler, is going winkle.
gatching on Eclm mud-flats ?ct' Pee.

MR. RICHARD RAKE will devote
the holiday to his favourite pastime,
gardening, Hoe, hoe!

Sapplement 1.]
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My Dear Readers,—Easter Monday

falls on a Monday this year. - Also,

Easter Sunday falls on a Sunday, and
So 1t all

Good Friday on a I'riday,
works out jolly nice
duzzent it}

Peter Todd, who is at mv elbow while
I write, says that Laster Monday alw ays
falls on a Monday. Bul,
talking throngh his hat. ‘You never find
Christinas Day falling on the same day
each year. [t's a moveable feest. So is
Kaster Monday. Next year, Good Friday
will come on a Salterday, and FEaster
Monday on a Hewsday. If i1t duzzent,
then I am no. profit, and T shall humbly
beg Peter Todd’s pardon. .

Of all' the seezons of the vear; Iaster
ia the best and brightest.  Christmas,
Witsun, Micklemass, and the other
seezons simply cannot compare with H‘.

Greyiriars tieahs up af Easter. by
this T don’t mean to imply that it falls
to pieces. It breaks up for the hollerday,
And -the scenes of Anpie Mation and
Jock Ularity-~whoever these people
might be—farely beggar description.

Good Friday is:famus for.its Hot X
Buns, and Easter Day for its Easter Iiggs:
Easter Monday 1s a sort of fool-dress re-
hearsal of August Bank Hﬂllerda}

You will find a feest of good things
in this issew. No panes have been spared
(as the fellow said when "he broke a
window) to make it a bright, breezy, and
entertaining number. It is brimful of
the hollerday spirit, and altogether it 18
as fine a budget of fun and Tickshun as
you could wish for.

Trusting you will all spend an enjoy-
able Easter in your country seets or at
your town houses, and hopmcr you won't
be rilty of over-feeding,

Yours smc-eerl :
BILLY BUNTER.

PS——E»amn? says that as this is a
humorous nutaber, we shood have a
serious 1ssew next week. I quite agree
So next Tuesday there will bee a speshul
B Detentmn * Number. - That's quite a
serious subject—though some felioes dan 7
treat detention very seriously. -

and - convenient,

of corse, he's

 canght sight of me.

]

O SRS INSN SR IR

THE HISTORY
~ OFA
HOT CROSS o

@’ L Seila ot AN

; STONISHING though it may ceem, I

/&  was baked a year ago.

£ On Good Friday, 1922, 1 was made
by Sergeant hettle, at the Rook-

wood tuckshop.

When tea-bime came the gallant sergeant
devoured all my companions, and I was the
last on the dish. Butb the sergeant was feel-
ing too full to tackle me. He stood me on
a shelf in the tuckshop, and when the Easter
holldays were over he actually had, the cheek
to seli me to J:mm:r Silver as a new bunl

Jimmy took nre along to his stud_\r. and
tried to bite a piece oubt  of me. Bul he
hurt his teeth horribly, and he hurled me to
the floor., where [ fell with a sickening

SSESeeSTasa

:r

5%““

WSS

-thud.

“That bun must have been baked abt the
time of the V'lood!” growled Jimmy Silver.

taby picked me up, and threw me into a
recess at the bottom of the cupboard. And
there 1 lay for a whole long year.

Oh, the long succession of dreary days
and nights! Sometimes a mouse would come

{out of its hole and start nibbling at me.

But even the mice gave me up af Iast, as
being too stale for cﬂnsumpimn

It wasn't until breaking-up day this gear
that 1 was discovered,

Jimmy Silver was rummaging in  the
hottom of the cupboard, looking for a piece
of string, when he came across me,

“My ounly aunt!” "asped Jimmy Siiver,
dlrftgmﬂ{, me into the hghL of day.  “What's
this?"” -

“Why,” said Raby, “it's the hot cross bun
I chucked into the cupboard a year. ago!"

“What shall we 'do - with it?"  asked
Jimmy.

“Put it in a pareel, and send it to Tuhh-.
Muffin, so that he pgets it on the morning of
All Fools' Day!” chuckled Newcome.

S0 I was made up into a parcel, which was
addressed to Tubby Muffin at his home,
And I reached him on the morning of April
the First,

“When Tubby opened the parcel he fullly
expected to find -something good inside—not
an ancient “beaver ” of a bun.

The expression on Tubby’s face, when he
was worth a guinea
a box{ He booted me with savage vigour
throuzh the window, and I am now rotting
in the grounds of Mufiin Mansion’!

THE POPULAR. —No, 220

Next Week’s Special Issue Wiil Send You Into Roars of Laughter !
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HE quadrangle of St. Rudolph’s was
alive  with  a  hussling; - jossling
throng of schoolboys. :
The Easter Vack had come!
Bags and portmaniers, trunks, and seot-
cases, were everywhere in evidense.
The Easter Yack had arrived!
{arridges and cabs and ears came and went,

taking with them ‘their c¢argo of
passengers.

The Easter Vack had turned up!

Mounth-organs amd  tin wissles and fioots
were being played by alfl the fag tribe. And
‘all was merry and brite,

The Easter Vack had made ifs appearanse!
- But there was one- boy who- stood aloof
from all the others. No smile of happiness
Jilluminated his pail, hansom face. Instead,
the - skalding tears splashed and streemed
down his cheeks.

Harry Huggins had no honmie. He was an
often boy; that s to say, he was without
parents. He had come to St. Rudolph's on
a skollership, instead of on the station hack,
- like most fellows.

Had he a sister? Had he a brother? Had
be a father? Had he a mother? Or was
there a nearer one still, and a dearer one

yet, than all others? No, there was
~nobody who eared for Harry Huggins. - He
pften wished that he wasn't an often. But

what was the use of wishing?

happy

S

A Soul-Stirring Story of School
L Lirﬂi =

By TUBBY MUFFIN.

. The gay scenea which were going on around
him only added to Harry's cup of sorrow,

-which was already overflowing, and splashing

down the sides.

Everybody was going home—eggsept him!
Swanker of the Sixth, whose father kept a
faghionable coffee-stall in the West End of
London, was homeward bound. So was
Fleesem of the Fifth, whose father was a
big male-order merchant.

Fipps of the Fourth waved his hand to
Harry Huggins in a mocking manpna, and
said “ A-dew!” Fipps -was bound to have a

good time, for his aunt, Miss Milly O'Nair,

had pots and pots of munney.

And .Harry Hugging was homeless. He had
nowhere to go, and nothing to do when he
got there! o : £
~ “Oh, what an Easter!*” he muttered. “It
wouldn't be so bad if ¥ had some cash. I'd
put up at a no-tell, and have a jolly good
time. But  I'm broke—stranded on the
crool rox of bankruppsy! Boo-hoo!?.

At last the grate gay throng had departed,
and Harryv Huggins was left alone.

Lockyer, the gate-porter, shufiled up to him,
with a feerce and mennacing eggspression on
his leering face. :

“You go along orf out of it!” he sald to
Harry. .

“But I've nowhere to go, Lockyer——"

“Can’t ‘elp your trubbles,” said the porter.
“You can't stay ’ere.”?

And he lifted a hobnail boot, and towed
Harry .Huggins through the gateway.

Our hero picked himself up out of the
mud, and staggered blindly away down the
hard, frest-hitten road. S

The shades of night were falling fast, and
s0 were Harry's zpirrits. He had no over-
coat to protect him from the bitler nor-
Baster wind., which blew him along at a
terrifick rate. |

Prezzantly the pangs of hunger gnawed at
his victuals. And the feerce, burmng pangs
of thirst got him by the throat.

“I—T can't go on!” he faltered.

But the crool nor-Easter continued to Llow
him along like a stray leaf.

(Interval of five minutes for readers to
Weep. ) '

Prezzantly he blew right info-the arms of

L4 bizg man in a fur coat.

The man had a jooled tie-pin, and he was
puffing a fat cigar _

“Why can't you look where you're going?®"”
thundered the big man. Then he bhroke oll.
His hard face soffened, and he -was overcome
with commotion.

“My son! My son!” he cried. :

Harry Huggins looked up, with wonder in
his eyes. = {

“At last 1 have found my wandcring boy!"”
eggsclaimed the man in the fur coat. “I
have been serching for you high and low,
for the last ten years! 1 knew I should
rekkernise you when I saw Yon. 'The

‘Huggins face is unmistakeable. Onece secn,

never forgotten!”

“Who—who are you?” panted Harry.

“] am Henry Huggins, senior partner in
the well-known firm of Messrs. Huggins,
Juggins & Muggins. My dear boy, I am your
father!™ : :

lhnh!u ; >, o -

“You ‘seem cold and fammished,” said
Mr. Huggins. “Come with me to the neerest
airodrome, and we will hire an airoplane to
take us hcme.”

With his bhart bursting with joy, Harry
Huggins followed in his father’s footsteps,
like a fellow in a dream, : :

Harry Huggins is homeless no longer. And

when he next turns up at St. Rudolph’s, it

will be in a hansom HRoles-Rice car!
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HE sfreemed down

The river-

gilver sunshine
upon Mother Thames.

banks simply swarmed with people—
supporters of Oxbridge and Camford.

For it was the day of the grate Adversity |
Boat Race from Chutney to Portlake.
Some men wore dark-blew rosetts,

and
others light-blew. Some fieldmales ' wore
dark-blew blowses and others light-blew.
Some motor-cars were adorned with dark-
blew ribbons, and others with light-blew.
There was such a riot of colour that the

Cheef Constable was obliged to read the
Riot Act.
The eggsitement was terrifick. The foly-

' graphs of the rival crews had appeared in all
the morning papers, and for two hours before
the race started the crews were busy signing
ortographs.

At last they got into their boats, alter tbe
two kaptins had tossed up. )

The Oxbridge skipper won the toss.

“I'll raw with the streem!’ he said.

“Same hear!” said the Camford skipper.
S0 there wasn't much advantage in winning
the toss.

The specked taters craned their necks to
see the start,’and some of them toppled into

THE PorurLar.—No. 220.

By JOE FRAYNE.
i Whe was an Eye-Witness
of the Great Event,

the river. But nobody trubbled to fish them
out. All eyes were glood to the two crews,
who were paddling in midstream.

~ After a period of breathless expense, the
starter fired his pistle.

“Now we're off ! eried Billy Briggs, the
Oxbridge skipper. - “All hands on deck?! Man
the pumps! Hoist the merry rigging! Heave
the mane deck overboard!” '

The crew responded gallently. Billy Briggs
stroked them, and they purred loudly as
they sped through the sparklirig water.

There was a mity shopt from the banks.

_ “Now then, Oxbridge !”

“Come along, Camford !* 2

Billy Briggs threw himself hart and sole
into the grim struggel The mussels of his
brawny arms stood out like notted cords.
His face was crimson with eggsertion, but he
did not falter.

The Oxbridge boat got its nose in front of
the rival tub. Then it got its neck in front,
and then its body. S8lowly but surely it drew
fo the four, amid wild cheering. -

When Barpes Bridge was reeched, Billy
Briggs rested on his oara.

“I say, you fellows,” he said, “we're about
h#lf a mile in front now, g0 we can afiord

— e

i

to take things easy. Anybody got a cigar-
Etrtre.?"

The coxun passed his silver cigarette-case.
and Billy Briggs eggstracted a cigarette, and
enjoyed a niece quiet smoke. He was just
dozing off to sleep, when there was a shrill
cry of warning from the coxun. :

“Look out, Billy! They%are on us!
they are gaining hand over fist!”

Inchh by irch, foot by foof, yard by yard,
ferlong by ferlong, mile by mile, the Camford
boat crept up.

By this time the specked taters were
nearly delirions with eggsitement. Hats and
caps went wirling in the air; people were
leaping off the bridges into the water: and
others were so carried away with eggsite-
ment that they were clapping their feet and
stamping their hands.

“Camford are gaining!”

“Hurrah!"

“Buck up, Oxbridge!”

“Pull up your sox !

Billy waited until the Camford boat drew
level. Then he seezed his ear, and, springing’
to his feet, brought it down with a mity
thump on fo the scull of the Camford
skipper.

It was fortunate that the latter possesst
a hard scull. or it would have cracked like
an egegshell beneeth that blow. As it was,
the blow merely put the Camford skipper
out of action for a few minnits.

But those few minnits were quite enuff
for Rilly Briggs. e

“Come-on, you men!” he cried. “We've
simply got to finish the corse, and the race
is ours " =

The mishap -to- their skipper upset the
Camford crew, and they went all to peaces.

Billy Briggs and his merry men were the
first to sail past the winning-post, having:
beeten thzir deadly rivals by & duzzen
lengths.

“This is-a pink-letter day for me!” said
Billy Briggs, as he stepped ashnre.

And

[Supplement I1.
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ILLY BUNTER sat up in bed, blinking
at the bright  sunlight which
streamed in at the window.

“Wonder if rising-bell’s gone yet?”
he murmured drowsily.

And then he remembered that he was not
in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, but
in his bed-room at Bunfer Court. At lcast,
we will call it by that flattering name. In
reality, the home of the Bunters is quite
a common or garden house. When Billy
Bunter speaks of it. however, he invests it
with all the grandeur of a mansion.

A new day had dawned—a very important
day in the calendar. Yor it was not only
Easter Monday, but All Fools’ Day as well.

Greyfriars wonld not celebrate All Fools'
Day until after the holidays. But that was
not to say that leg-pulling would not be
indulged in during the vac.

Billy Bunter chuckled softly to himself as
he rolled out of bed. He rapped sharply on
the wall which separated his bed-room
from Sammy's. :

- “Hallo!* came a sleepy response from next
00T, - :
“Sammy—quick !” shouted Billy Bunter, in

tones of well-feigned excitement. “There's

- a burglar!” -
“My hat! _
“In my bed-room!”

“Je—is he a big brute?” faltered Sammy.

“No: only a skinmy worm. [I'm sitting
on his chest at the moment.”

Sammy became very brave. He wouldn’t
have budged from his bed-room had he
thought there was a hefty burglar next
door. He would have yelled the roof off.

Ag it was; Sammy made a heroic dash inte
his brother’s bed-room.

. “Coming, Billy!” he called. “We'll soon
trugs the rotter up between us!”

On gazing round the room, however, Sammy
saw no sign of a burglar. Billy’s grinning
face was the only thing that greeted him.

“You April Fool!” chuckled . Billy.
“There isn’t a burglar at alll”

“Sammy gave a snort.

“Billy, you spoofing beast—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Sammy shook 'his fist wrathiully at his
major, and retired to his own room fto
dress, for the breakfast gong was sounding.

There was & scramble on the part of
the Bunter Brothers to see who could get
downstairs first, Billy beat his minor by
a short head. : :

Mr. Bunter had already taken his place
at the head of the breakfast-table. He
nodded genially to his plump sons.

“ Good-morning, my dear boyst”

“ Good-morning, pater!” piped major and
minor, in chorus. “What's for brekker?”

“Eggs and bacon, toast and marmalade,
hot rolls, and coffee.”

"'Dh, gmdlu .

There were other things on the break-
fast-table besides food. There were 2a
couple of letters for Billy and a couple for
Sammy. They opened them eaverly, expect-
ing either bhanknotes, Treasury-notes, OF
postal.orders fo fall out. But wnothing fell,
excepf the faces of the Bunters,

“ & letter from Aunt Prue and one from
Uncle Reuben !I’” growled Billy.

“Same here!” grumbled Sammy.
reﬁ%ttauce in yours, Billy?”

"J.. 0.!1

“None in mine, either. I say, what’s that
parcel 7 - »

There was a parcel on the table, addresed
to “Master W. @. Bunter.” Billy picked
it up, and blinked at it eagerly through his

Where?”

‘fAny
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F said.

He knew the handwriting on

spectacles.
F the label. It was that of his Uncle Jim.

Billy frowned. He ought to have Dbeen

pleased at receiving a parcel; but he wasn't.-

He knew Unecle Jim of old. Uncle Jim was
a young and lively gentleman, with a pro-
pensity for playing practical jokes.

Billy opened the parcel very slowly. There
was an Easter egg inside. Billy eyed it with
suspicion. It was a chocolate egg, the top
half of which unscrewed. -

But Billy didn’t unserew it. He remem-
bered that it was ANl Fools’ Day, and he
had no doubt that Unele Jim was seeking to
make an April Fool of him.

Billy had heard of Easter eggs which,
when unscrewed, gave the vietim a shock.
Something on springs, like a jack-in-the-
box, shet out, and hit the unscrewer in the
face. Billy had been caught napping by
one of these eggs before. He wasn't going to
he caught napping again.

“Aren't you going to open jyour egg,
William?" inquired Mr. Bunter.

“No, pater.”

“Why no$, pray?”

“Ahem! The—the fact i3, I'm not
very keen on Easter. eggs,” said Billy.
“Chocolate doesn’t agree with me.”

Sammy Bunter’s moutlr watered as he

surveyed the egg.

“If you don't want it, Billy,” he said,
“you ean hand it over to me. I simply
love Easter eggs!”

Billy grinned.

“You can have this with pleasure,” he
_t‘?‘And anything that happens fo be inside
1 L] '

“Certainly!”

Billy rolled the Easter egg along the
table to his minor. :

Sammy had no seruples about unserewing
the egg. He started to unscrew it right
away.

Billy looked on with a chuckle. He ex-
pected a golliwog of some sort to bob out
and smite the infant Samuel under the chin,

But nothing bobbed and nothing popped.
Something rattled, that- was all.

An expression of alarm came over Billy's
face. Supposing it didu’'t lappen to be an
April Fool jape, after all? Supposing the
frivolous Uncle Jim was seifous for once?

“W-w-what’s inside?” faltexed Billy.

Sammy’'s face beamed like unto a full

' moon as he replied:

“ A half-sovereign!”
. "“”"mmnmmllwmi

a4

‘¢ Hore, you gimme that half-quid !’
cried Billy_. *f That’s minal?® ¢ Non-
sense, William ! ** said Mr: Bunter.,** You
gave the egg to Samuel I "

L

BY
TOM BROWN

of Greyfriars.

The glittering coin rolled out on to the
table. Half-sovereigns were very scarce,

and Uncle Jim had evidently bLeen zaving

that one for a szuitable -oceasion.

The suitable oceasion had arrived, and so
had the half-severeign. But Billy, for whom
it was intended, bad made it over to
Sammy'! o

“0h, what luck!” chortled the delighted
Sammy. -

“Here, you. gimme that half-quid!” cried
Billy, bolding out his hand. “It’s mine!”

“Nonsense, William!” interrupted Mr.
Bunter. “You gave the egg to Samuel, and
you told him he could have whatever hdp-
pened to be inside.” ' D

“But—but I didn’t know——" stammered
Billy. : RiAL,

“You hardly expected a half-sovereign to
be inside!” said Mr. Bunter, with a smile.
“1 could not help thinking, at the time,
that it was foolish of you to part with the
egg before you had opened it," : -

Billy almost wept!

THHE ‘END.

 BUNTER COURT! |

By Dic@ Penfold.

25 E5 SN2 P
SeSeSe

NN NN ST

Talk not to me of Wharton Lodgd.
That country house of good report.

I'd much prefer to sit and stodge
At Bunter Court.

The stateliest mansion in the land,
The noblest edifice, in shott;

The goodliest pile, you understand.
is Bunter Court.

Ten thousand acres roll around.
Where you can have all kinds of sport;
What fun and frolic can be found
At Bunter Court 5
Our William George is full of glee,
You never hear him snap o1 shors:
A plump and genial host is le
At Bunter Court

We gather round the festive hoard,

The kids drink “pop,”’ their elders port,
Supplies of every sort are stored

At Bunter Cours

At footer on the lawn we play,

While gullant Bulstrode holds the fort;
We romp and revel all the day

At Bunter Court. v

Or on a cosy couch of bliss

Our languid persons we disportj
Surely no joy can equal this

At Bunter Court.

Bob Cherry, with a frowning face, _
Has read these rhymes, and made retort?
“yYou duffer! There is no such place
As Bunter Court!”
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(Continued from page 12.) '
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“You bet!"”

“And it she-
plere.:

Bob knitted his brows.

«if Miss Meadows has to go
that gambler and thief out of the school,
there will be trouble at Cedar Creek, and

has to go-—— said Beau-

for turning

don't you forget it he exclaimed em-
phatically.  “I guess they won't plant &
new master on us in Miss: Meadows' place
without some galoots kicking-up a _dickens
of ' ‘shindy.  We'll give the new master
thie time of his life, by gad; if we let him
ecome into the school al alil”

T MpgEVtoenid Frank., “My dear chap, you
do-—-"" 5 . -
“{ snid if, and 1 mean if!" said Dob

deliberately. “We're not in New West-

_minster or Vancouver, Franky, or even in

Kumloops. We're in the “backwcods, and
in the backwoods a galoot can stand up and
talk plain. - And I fell you our school-
mistress isn't goifig to be edged dutb of Cedar
Creek by 0ld Man Gunten.” . et

. “Hear, hear!? said Frank, with a smile.
“{f there's anything to be done, we're
backing up for Miss Meadows, Bob!”

And Beauclerc nodded assent..

As soon -as the  cousins avrived at Lhe
Lawless Ranch Bob sought. his father, with
the intention of explaining the matter to
him to put Mr. Lawless on his guard.

- Bancher Lawless’ was inspecting horses in
the corral when hLis son aud nephew joined
him, and he listened to what they had to
say with serious attention.

“] gness you did right to teil me of
this, Bob,” he commented. “I fancy -Mr.

Gunten was only blowing olf steam; 1 hope

Young Gunten is the fellow

s0, uanyhow. -
in the

who robbed vou on your holiday
North-West—eh 2

“The same scaliywag, dad!l”

. #%\iss Meadows did guite right to send
him away. 1'd heard talk about that lad
in - Thompson,” said the rancher, frowning.
“Mr. CGunten can send him to the new

school across the valley, if he likes, and give

him another chance, if they’ll take him in
there. I shall certainly uphold = Iliss
Meadows in keeping him shut out of Cedar

Which was good news toe the ehums.
Yrank and Bob were anxiois for n2ws on
the morrow, and they found Vere Beauclerc
in the sama mood when they joined him
on the way to school.

They found Cedar Creek
excited state.

0ld Man Gunten's threat, uttered in the
hearing of hailf the school, had not bheen
forgotten, and bhoys and girls were curious
1_‘,? know whether anything would come of
it. .

The possibility of losing their popniar
schoplmistress made them all realise how
much they liked Miss Meadows, and there
was deep indignation at the mere -sugges
tion. that the schoolmistress might be

in a rather

“fired * for having done what the wlmle_

sechool knew it was her plain duty to do.
Lessons passed off as usual that day, but

with that day passed the period of grace

the angry storekeeper had allowed to Miss

" Meadows to change her mind. :
~*1t was certain that Miss Meadows had

not changed her mind, and that Kern
Gunten would not return to Cedar Creek so
long as she was headmistress there.

Whether the Canadian girl was troubled.

by Mr. Gunten's threat was not to be dis-
covered ; her quiet, impassive face expressed
nothing of her thoughts. - i

Even when Chunky Todgers, in an excess
of devotion, induced a dozen fellows to give
a loud cheer after lessonsa under Miss
Meadows' window, there was no sign from
the schoolmistress. :

Perhaps she was not aware that all Cedar
Creek had already taken sides in the
expected dispute,” and was blissfully
ignorant of the devotion to her cause that
burned in nearly every breast.

TaE Porurar.—No. 220,

There was news that night when Frank
and Bob reached home. '
- They found Rancher Lawless with a letter
}n his hand and a frown upon his bronzed
ace. ey 5
“There's a special meeting of the school
trustees-to-morrow, my lads,” he said. “It’s
called by Mr. Gunten.” et

“Oh!” said Bob. “ Popper, you'll stand by

Mizs Meadowsi” S : :
and I think M_.".‘

“Rely upon me, my boy;
Grimm will be of my opiuien, too.”" .

The chums of Cedar Creek could only hope !
so. But, remembering the bitter anger and
malice of the Swiss- storakeeper, they eould
not help feeling uneasy.

&

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
5 " Fired.] -5 Siiiast:

HE qost-wngnn stopped =at Cedar
_Creek School on the following after-
noon, and Black . Sally took in a

: letter for Miss Meadows.

The schoolmistress. was attending to her
class in last lesson .when the. letter was
brought to the school-room. ;

Miss Meadows went to her
nple‘ri:_ed the letter there. :

1e eyes of the whol ass w
hEIr. ole Eldsfs were upon

mmediately the class jum ed 1 -
clusion thaﬁ the letter might-phm'gusa:fmztﬁ?:?"
to do with Old Man Gunten and’ the
special meeting of the trustees. S -

‘As a matter of fact, they were right,

Miss ‘Meadows' colour deepened as she read
the brief but very eXxpresslve communication,
which ran: : : :

_desli, and

“Miss Ethel Meadows, -

= “Cedar Creek School. - . .

‘The Trustees of the Cedar Creek School
District regret that they do-not find them-
selves satisfied with the present management
of Cedar Creek School, They therefore re-
quest the resignation by Miss E. Meadows of
the post of headmistress. Instructions have
been sent to Mr. Slimmey, assistant-master,
to carry on femporarily until 3 new head-
master i3 appointed.

*Signed, for the Board,
E{G G'E_N".E:\"f‘

~ Miss Meadows looked at Black
inquiringly.

“Is there a letter also for Mr.
she asked, :

*Yes, missy."”

“Kindly take it to him.” :

Mr. Slimmey ' ddjusted . his gold-rimmed
ulasses, and read the letier as soon as it was
handed to bhim. ; .
" His kind if somewhat weak Fface flushed
deeply as he read, and, crushing the letter
:_tn l}l{is hand, he walked over to Miss Meadows'
eskiy e : :

“Miss Meadows!” he exclaimed, in a
tremulous voice. “You are aware——"

“1 am iaformed here that you have been
requested to take my place, Mr, Slimmey,
until 2 new Head is appointed,” =aid Miss
Meadows quietly.

“Is it possible that yon
madam?”

“I am asked to resign.”

“It is infamous!” said Mr. Slimmey, in
agitated tones. “I shall, of course, refuse to
do as is asked,-and shall resign my post here
if you leave!”

“I am not leaving yet, Mr. Slimmey. [
shall refuse to resign,” said Miss Meadows
quietly. “I shall not go unless dismissed;
and, in that case, shall earry an appeal fo
higher quarters.” -

Sally

Slimmey 2"

are dismissed,

“Y] am glad to hear that, Miss Meadows.
Surely they will not dare—" '

_ “I hope nof. We shall see.”

Miss Meadows and Mr. Slimmey spoke In
low tones, and not a word was heard by the
hushed school; but the excitement was
growing intense. :

Miss Meadows took up her pen and indited

-4 along the line.

a brief reply to the letter she had received.

Brief as it was, it was very much to tha
point ; - :
“Rir,—1 refuze to resign.—Y¥ours faithfuily,
& B. MEADOWS.”

Mr. Slimmey scribbled a rather longer
letter, pointing out to the Board that under
no circumstances whatever would he consent
to supplant Miss Meadows, even for one
hieur. :

The two letters were handed to Biack Sally
to take out to the post-wagon, whieh was
awaitinz to collect correspondence from the

school.

Then Iessons wers resumed, ;
“Phat the incident of the letfers. kad some-
thing to do with Old Man Gunten and the
mecting - of the trustees all Cedar Creck

‘{61t sssured, but they knew no Ioore than

that.

“But when Frapk Richards and Boh arrived
at the Lawless Ranch that evening they
learned more. : :
“Rancher Lawless had been out-voted ab -
the meeting, Mr. Grimm, for reasons oi his
own, supporting Old Man Guuten all along
the line.

The angry
had his way.
‘Frank” and Bob received-
dismay and concern. : R
The refusal of her resiguation
Meadows only postponed matfers.. - .
It was in the power of the Board to dismiss
her from her post, and there was no doubk
that - that was what Old . Man Gunten

intended. . . _
~ His threat, after all, had not been.an idls

one. . _
i and we shall get a mew headmaster or.
mistress, instead of Miss Meadows." sald
Bob gleomily.  “You can het that Old Man
Gunfen will have a finger in pppc_am‘_tmg_- him,
and he. will make it a condition that Gunien
iz taken back in the school.”

Frank Richards’ eyes gleamed. =

«1t's too rotten, Boh!” he ‘said.

storekeeper, theréfore,  bad
the  news. with -

by Miss

Eﬁii?,_ :

+<0ld Man Gunten has worked this with Mr.

Grimm.. It's not fairl
going to stand it!”
Bob Lawless nodded. >3 -
“We're not!" he agreed. we'll -have a
jolly good talk to the fellows to-mortow, and
thew'll find that they’ve got Cedar Creek to
deal with, as well as Miss Meadows. -
The chums were in angry mood

And—and we're Dot

a grim and

when fhey rode to school the next day.

Any commpassion they might have felt for
Kern Gunten was quilec forgotten now.

They were backing up Miss Meadows
ngainst the Guaiens, father and son, and ali

. Injun - Dick, the tattered wagrant of
| Thompson, was entering the school gates
when Frank Richards & Co. arrived.
~ He had a letfer in his hand. ‘
The chums saw him speak to Miss
Meadows in the poreh, and hand her the
letter.

Miss Meadows opened it as the Fedskin
stalked away. o

It was briel: =

“Miss Ethel Meadows.

« Madam,—As you decline to tender your
resignation, as reqguested, the Board_ have
no option bhut. to dismiss you from your
present post.  You will therefore consider
your engagement at an end on Saturday, and
will inform your assistants thal a new heard-
master will arrive on Monday to take charge
of the school. ' . S

' *For the Board, -
@3, GUNTEN.”

Miss Meadows set her lips. -

It was a dismissal. ; :

The schoolmistress glanced out over the
playground, crowded with- boys and girls
waiting - for the morning bell. -

Then she went back into her room.

The bell rang at the usual time, and Cedar
Creek crowded into the school-room. - Mre
Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd were looking i
usually grave and thoughtiul. :

Miss Meadows had-her usual aspeet, save
that a bright spot of colour was burning in-
either cheek. :

It was a bitter blow te the schoolmistress
to be dismissed from her post so curtly and
cruelly, and although she intended to appeal
to authorities over the heads ol the Board, -
she had no choice but to obey the order for
the present, and leave Cedar Creek.

In her appeal against the decision of the.
Board, she was to have the support of one

The New Headmaster Arrives—to Find the School Up In Arms !
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meniber—Mr, Lawless. She knew that—hut
the result was a doubtful matter, as she was
well aware.

Her heart was heavy that moroing.

She was aware, too, that if she had chozenr
to submif to the dietation of the storskeeper
of Thompson, and take his raseally son back
into the school, the dismissal might have
been rescinded yet.

That she had no intention of doing. Her
duty was elear, and while she remained at
Cedar Creek it would be done. -

Whatever her thoughts and feelings might
be, she had no thought of taking Cedar Creek
into fher confidence, and it would probably
have surprised her to discover tliat the school
had a pretty clear idea of what was happen-

ing, ad had already decided to “back up ” |

i her support.

Under such suppressed excitement, there '

was naturally some little inattention during
lessons that day, and several fellows were
ealled aver the coals rather sharply by Miss
Meadows—without in the least diminishing
their loyal determination to stand by her.

After scliool there was a crowded meeting
in the corner of the playground, headed by
Frank Richards & Co.

I'rom the distance Miss Meadows  heard
the sound of shouting and cheering, but slie
Jittle guessed what it portended.

She waa soon to learn, however.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

"Frank Richards & Co’s Resolve !
¥ - HE next day was Friday, when the
: Inmber school broke up for the week-
= end, Saturday being a holiday.

' “After Jast lesson on Friday the
school was not immediately dismissed, as
usual.

After that day Miss Meadows was not to
see her pupils any more, and she could not
leave them without a word of farewell.

She was a little pale as she stood before
the elass to say the last few words before
they parted, little dreaming of what it was
to be the signal .

“My dear boys and girls,” =aid Miss
Meadows, her voice faltering a little.in spite
of herself, “before you go I have something
to tell you. 1 am leaving Cedar Creek to-
morrow, and when you come back on Mon-
day I shall -not be here.”

She paused, and there was a dead silence.

“1 am very, very sorry to be leaving you,”
‘went on the sehoolmisiress, steadying her
voice. "I have been very happy here, and
have tried to do my duty by the school. I
hope you will remember me with affection.
That is all. Now we must say good-hye!”

Hob LEawless jumped up.

“Mizs Meadows!"

The schoolmistress was turning away. She
turned back in surprise.

Bob's rugged face was flushed, his eye
sparkling,
tl Miss Meadows! We're not going to stand
173 e

“Lawless!?

“ Hear, hear!” came from Frank Richards.

““We won't stand it, ma’am!” shouted Bob
Lawless. *We know all about it, Miss
#leadows! Old Man Gunten has get you
fired because you turned out that thief and
sharper, Kern Gunten!”

“Lawless!” gasped Miss Meadows,

“We won't let you go, ma'amn! We won't
liave a new headmaster!”

“Never!” roared Frank Richards.

“1 guess not!” hooted Ehen Hacke. “ We'll
.hyneh him!” ' N

“ Hurrah!”

Miss Meadows stood dumb, petrified by

thiat amazing outhreak from her class.

Mr. Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd looked on
in sheer amazement, but mnot with dis-
approval in their looks. .

Miss Meadows found her voice at last:
- "“Lawless! Richards! You must
Eﬁj" i e .

“We won't have a new: headmaster, Miss
Meadows!” said Frank Richards resolutely.
“It's not fair play, and we won't stand it!”

“ Never!”

“We'll fire him out
roared Chunky Todgers. :

“My boys,” gasped Miss Meadows, “I—L
snppose this extraordinary scene shows yoyr
attachment to me; but—but I must forbid
vou to show anything like disrespect to your
new- master when he arrives to take over
the school.” - ;

“Never!”

*I am leaving to-morrow.

not

it he comes here!”

You will find

\‘Q“\\ "' is

i
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CAUGHT OUT AT LAST ! Qunien sprang to his fest in dismay as Wiss
“ Mi-miss Nieadows !’ he stammered.

NMeadows came up fo the group.

The schoolmistress’ eyes gleamed upon him. E 10t
the first time 1 have caught you gambling and inducing your schoolfellows
Qo into the house at once ! "

to gamble.

““ Gunten! This is not

(Seg Chapter 1.)
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your mew master here on Monday. You will
treat him with the same respect you have
always shown me.”

“No fear!”

“We won't bave him!” : :

“We'll keep him out!” roared Chunky
Todgers belligerently. “We'll hold Cedar
Creek against bim, and the Board of Trustees,
too!”

*“Hurrah!” :
“Silence!”  exciaimed Miss  Meadows
severely. “How dare you suggest anything

of the kind!”

llﬂh!ﬂ -

“You must keep diseipline for the good
name of the school. Now please dismiss
quietly.”

Miss Meadows walked out of the school-
TOO0m. _

Then the school dismissed, but not quictly.

There was a buzz of excited voices as
the boys and girls trooped out into the
playground. :

Bob Lawless jumped -on a hench.

“Ladies and gentlemen——" he roared.

“*Bravo!”

“Go it, Bob!” -
by a

“Qur schoolmistress has been fired by
sneaking, foreign  galoot and his dirty
tricks——"

Groan!

“We're not going to have it!”

Cheers!

“New man hops in on Monday,” continued
Bob. “Well, we're going to be here early
on Monday, and when that new man hops
in we'll make him hop out_pretty quick!”

“Hurrah!” : =

“If he tries to stick we'll tar and feather
him, and ride him on a rail out of the
school !

“Bravo!” _

“and then we’ll bar the gate, and hold
Cedar Creek against them all till they agree
to send Miss Meadows back!” roared Bob.

“ A barring-out!” exclaimed Frank Richards.
“And no surrender till our schoolmistress
comes back! Is it a go?"

The roar of cheering that followed showed
that it was a “go."

Frank Richards & Co. Will Not Submit to the

Still shouting, the Cecdar Creck Tfellowa
trooped out at the gates. :

Frank Richards & Co. niounied {ibeir
borses, and rode homeward with fiushed
faces, still a good deal excited.

They were the Ileaders, and necariy
Cedar Creek was backing them up.

Their determnination did not faker.

Cedar Creek was in a state of revolt, snd
the new headmaster, whoever he was, was not
to be allowed even to enter the school.

“If he's a decent man I'm sorry for him.~
said Frank., “But it can’t be helped., We
won't have him!* .

“Don’t worry about that!™ growled Beh:
“I'l bet you he's some friend of Old Mau
Gunten’s. And, in that ecase, e won't be
very decent. . Some hard-fisted old hunks
like Old Man Gunten himself, I guess!”

“Most likely!” agreed Vere Beanclere.

“Not a word at home about this,” added
Bob sagely. “I.don't believe the popper
would disapprove, as a matter of fact, buf,
of course, he couldn’t countemance such pro-
ceedings. I've warned all’ the fellows not 1o
talk. If Miss Meadows isn't there on Mon-
day, and if the new Head comes, we go on
strike. That's the game. And Cedar Ureck
won't he run as a echool again till Miss
Meadows comes back.” _ .

“That's: the programme,”? sald Frank
Richards. *And we stick to it to the finish,

all

{ whatever happens.”

“And that remained the fixed determination
of the chums of Cedar Creek, though hittie
more was said on the subject then. S

But on Sunday there was a good deal i
riding to and fro, and meectings and disens-
sions and whisperings; and all Cedar Creck
looked forward with keen excitement 1o Mon-
day morning. That day was destined to bhe
a remarkable one in the history of Cedar
Creek,

THE ERD.

(There' will be “another roaring Packwoods
yarn, entitled: ©Cedar Creek on Strikel”
next weel.)
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BOXER _DR MASTER ? HARRY WHARTON & CO0.'S SECRET?
Harry Wharton & Co. are amazed 1o see Mr. Larry Lascelles at Greyfriars, for he is the exact image
: of Lorry Lynx, the boxer!

| TR

- IHE
BOXER’S
'DOUBLE!
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= ¢ A Corking, Long Complete 2
il
¢ Tale of Harry Wharton & Co., :
i of Greyfriars, introducing :
¢ Larry Lascelles, the Mys-
g terious New Master. S
¢ BY ¢
: FRANK RICHARDS.
@ " A
t : , '3
2 (Aathor of the Stories of Greyfriars %
3 appearing in the * Magnet *’ Library.) 2
R R e e S o
THE FIRST CHAPTER, “Boxes! " said Greene. “Rats! A mathe- “Chilford !” said Coker. *“That's a joliy
: Coker Doesn’'t Qo ! matics master! Poofl” ey long wayi Why, that’s where the boxing
= OKER & Co. of the Fifth Torm at “Well, my cousin says he . | match is—at t‘.he" Ring, at Chilford. You
N e eviriars W Tniti “Bow-wow !” said Greene. “No sign of the | kids going there? :
~ “.3']“";.5 ;:_er‘? Et‘*“q‘{"'g ““di” the | rain stopping. Looks as if we're going to| “Dont vell! ” said Wharton. “We don's
E::Ec :iif?maﬁls E:ftiérmtli-:: uif:fig'v {E“ﬁ;;f be giddy prisoners all the afterncon.” No } want all the school to Ikn-_:rw."
Horace Coker was talking—he '{atkf}ﬁ[‘.rull}’- cricket, no walks, no cycling—no anything! {. My hatl "W hat a ripping wheeze for a

> : : - : I'm fed up. For goodness’ sake, don’t talk rainy - day'!” exclaimed Coker excitedly.
| S % [t 3 = - L "
wast " Poifer und Greene . listened to, BN | iy ‘mork; -Coker, it man. T fed up [ " Well come with you, us youve eof s Gur.”
i 33175, 3 8% a - Y1 with your cousin ab Oxford."” “Sorry! " said Lord Mauleverer politely,
“My cousin at Oxford knew him! " saia | < You—you blithering ass!” said Coker | while his comrades - glared far from

. e 1y olitely. “ We've only just room in the

Coker. “Very TR P El:lphumus!;. : politely 3

donnit S decent, so 1 hear—very | " ponners “were growlng strained among | car. : : SEes
' ' the Fifth-Formers. The weather wWas res- “0Oh, we don't mind squeezing!” said

- Potter looked round.

‘l‘;_l}ocem! Jd hag exclaimed, having caught
only the end of Coker’s remarks, all his | fo e
attention having been given to the in-| W& feeling it too.

ponsible. There had already been several Coker generously. %
fights in the Third Form.room, The fags “}Sinb ;:-'G ftllﬂ.r dear boy.
Wi a'- E’ arll

- ; a - . Lord Mauleverer and the Famous Filve| “Or some of those fags could stay
g:g;tﬁmb!e weather. “Decent, did you | . oo it of the School House just then, | behind,” said Potter.  © After all,” the Ring
e e T They were wrapped up in rain-coats, and at Chilford isn't exactly the place for
G What utter rott” sald Potter had caps pulled down over their ears, and Lower Fourth kids. We'll come.
CRLD " : i : !.a;er& dnrn'éedtiwlth uth{ilfltasﬁ ?ukerﬂ& Il‘.r:u:l;‘.._r = Elertihlélg!fe?ﬁlgﬁﬁr&q}m hearbily.
“ B ] AR stared a 1em. illy Bunter, the ia 2 W A '
rea{ﬁu c;”ﬁ;’;“’! Jbe oft your rocker--you mush § Lion of the Remove, followed them out| “Not another word,” said Coker. “We'll

1 'suppose I know what I'm talki of the House. His face was very angry,|come. It's rather infra dig to go abouf
ab{.ut? »m;ﬁ;?m .’;Ef;ﬁ:‘:‘ mhﬁ L e and his little round eyes gleamed behind § with fags, but we'll overiock that under

“You don't!"” said Potter «Ain't it | his spectacles. . .. ... - - <o the circs. Wait a minute while we get our
raining cats and doga?” ' : “ Hallo! . Going for a swim? " asked Coker | coats.”

“ 1 can sce that,” said Coker. sarcastically. “I don’t think!"” murmured Bob Cherry.
“And you call it decent! - i _this 13 “ Lovely weather for ducks!” sald Potter. Coker & Co. rushed in for their coafs,
decent ' weather——" said Potter. SN “2q [ suppose it's all right for geese!' - Lord Maulevercr and his comrades rushed
“ Yon fathead! T wasn't talking about “Ha, -ha, hal!” the Fifth-Iormers for the gates, to -get into the car outside.
the weather!”. growled Coker. cackled, rather dismally. : Billy Bunter panted after them, his fat
“Oh, weren't you? I was,” said Potter. |. “I say, you fellows, I'm jolly well coming | face gleaming with the rain that swamped

“{ was talking about the mew mathe- | with you! " piped - Billy" Bunter. “I- jolly | PO lt 5 i :
matics master—Lascelles,” said  Coker. | well know it’s a feed, and you can't spoof L-say, you fellows— '

“My cousin knew him at Oxford.” me. You wouldn’t be going out in the | They did not heed him. There was no
wBlow the new mathematics master!” ! rain for nothing! Look here-—" ° time to lose in getting off, otherwise there
snorted Potter. “It's -mob a fLeed!” roared Bob Cherry. | would eertainly be trouble with Coker & Co.
“My cousin knew him—" “PBuzy off .= It did not take the Fifth-Formers a minute

“Blow your cousin too!.- Dou'l jaw B0 “Oh, ‘really, Cherry-—" - ~ | to get-their coats.” Then they came rushing
miach! ” said Potter, who was very much “My dear fellow,” it isn't a feed!” sald cut of the School House and down to the
out of temper. “Ain't the rain bad | Lord Mauleverer. “Aund there wouldn’t be } zates after the Eemovites.

enough? room for you in the car, You're too wide, The chauffeur touched hizs eap to Lord
- #gaems to be a decent chap, from what | begad!” : Mauleverer. _ ¥
my -eousin says,” wenb on Coker, address- “Oh; really, Mauly——" “ Buzz off quick as you can, my dear chag,”
ing his remarks to Greene nhow. «The car!” exclaimed Coker of the Fifth, | said his lordship. e
Greene of the Fiith grunted interested at once. “You fags have the “Yes, EilL"
“Some wretehed little secrub, most likely,” | blessed cheek to have a car out! Where | The juniors clambered into the car. 1%
he said—“chap who's mugged up maths. | are. ¥ou going?" : : was -a roomy four-seater, and there  was
Ugh! Little blighter with”a bald head and “We're going to mind our o¥wn business,” | plenty of roem for six juniors, with a little

goggles—bet my hat! " . | said Frank Nugent sweetly. crowding.  But they pretty well filled it.
“Nothing of the sort!” said  Coker. “The mindfulness of our own business | Billy Bunter -stcod in the rain, . blinking at
. ©He's mugged up maths, of course, or be | will be terrifie, my esteemed and ludicrous | them through wet spectacles and raving.

couldn't be a mathematics master, I sup- | Coker,” murmured Hurree Singh. “Look here, you beasts—" -
pose. But he's not a swol, by any means. “Théy ie going to - Chilford!"” roared “(lear off!” = , =
An -awfully athletic chap. Plays cricket | Billy Bunter, ‘1 heard them saying so. “I'm jolly well coming to the feed—"
and polo and things, and boxes." And I know it's a feed, and I'm going to be'| “It isn’t a feed:”

T POPULAR. —No. 220, {in it. I tell you—" #Well, I'm coming all the same. If you
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- was a loud splash and a muffled

Tales _ﬁo Suit every Taste—in the *‘ Boys' Frieﬁd" !

don't take me in, I shall consider it my duty
to go and tell Mr. Quelch that you are
voing to see a prize-fight!” .

“It isn’'t a -prizefight, you fat duffer;
it’s a boxing-mateh!” growled Bob Cherry.
“We wouldn’t see a prize-fizht!”

“1 regard it as a prize-fight, and I shall
consider it my duty to go to Mr. Quelch
and say—— Yow—ow—ow—yaroooooop !
Ught? '

Bunter did not really mean that he would
ennsider it his duty to say that remarkable
thing to Mr. Quelch. He said it quite in-
voluptarily, as a sudden push from Bob
Cherry’s heavy hand caused him to sit down
violently. MHe sat down in a puddle, and
there was a mighty splash of muddy water.

““Now go and say that to Quelchy, too!”
growled Bobh, .

“0Ow, ow! Groo-hoocooh!”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

The car was in meoticn now. It glided
away through the rain, and only just m
time. Coker & Co. came running out of
the gateway. They dashed right at the car
as it started.

“Hi! Stop!” roared Coker.

“Hold on!” yelled Greene.

Boh Cherry waved his hand geuially from
tha ear. -

“Good-bye, Coker!"

“You young villain———="

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“Stop, I tell you! We're coming!” roarcd
Coker, making a desperate rush -after the
ear.. “LIll skin@ou! I tell you— Yal,
you young raseals! I'll scalp you!™.

#Ha, ha, hal”?

Coker grabbed the.car behind, and held on
fraptically. He acted upon the impulse of
tlic moment. If he bad reflected, he could
not possibly have expected to hold the car
hack, He was dragged off his feet In a
twinkling, and landed face downwards in a
puddle in the middle of the road. There
roar irom
Coker. ] : -

The ecar sped on, and vanished in the rain.

Horace Coker staggered to his feet. His
eoat, his trousers, lis boots were smothered
with mud, and his face was quite unrecog-
nisable, Potter and Greene stared at him
plinkly as he came back towards them, gasp-

ing, amnd. then they burst into a yell of
langhter. =

“Ha, ha, ha! My hat!” yelled Potler.
~“Oh erumbs! You're wet!” shrieked
Greepe, “You are very, very wet! And
muddy! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groooophgh!” gasped Coker. “I-—I1 tried
to stop them! Ugh!” =

“You must have been a giddy ass to try
to stop a ear by holding on to it!” chuckled
Potter. “But you always were rather an
ass! My aont! You do look a sight. Ha,
ha, ha! ©Ow! Wharrer you at, you fat-
head? Y¥Yow!”

Biff! Horace Coker's temper had been too
sorcly tried, and he could not stand Potter's
hilarity, in addition to his other trials. He
hit out, and Potter sat down in a puddile,
and ceased to laugh immediately. Coker
strode in at the gates in a state of great
wrath to get a change of clothies. He needed
& ¢change badly.

" THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Boxing Match !

66 HILFORD!” said Bob Cherry, look-
ing out of the rain-splashed window.

In spite of dashing raim and

muddy roads the run had been

quickly made, and in little more tham an
hour the car entered the town of Chilford.
Chilford was a town of considerable size,
with eleetric trams and an Empire, and
other signs of advanced civilisation. Among

its other attractions was the celebrated §

Ring, to which spectators came {from far
and near to see boxing matches. Quite well-
known bhoxers appeared at the Chilford
Ring, and the house was often crammed for
the boxing entertainments. ;

The present show was one of more than
usual interest. Tim Tutton was a pro-
fessional pugilist, with a very well-known
redord. Larry Lynx was a younger man, but
he had already made something of a reputa-
tion amiong 'the gentlemen of thie “faney.”
The @Greyfriars juniors, as a matter of fact,
had never heard of him; but, of course, they
were mot: well up in pugilistic news. But
Lord Mauleverer had a Chilford paper with
him in the car, and from that the juniors
bad gleaned much information during the

drive. Aecording to the reporter, who pro-
fessed to give. some information about the
hoxers, Larry Lynx was the son of a publican
in the East End of London, and had boxed

since hie was old cnough te have the mittens

L s
Lord Mauleverer knew a great deal about
hoxing and boxing men. It was ene of the
few. subjects the: slacker of the Hemove
interested himself in. '

“I'm rather curious to sce Lyox!"” lhe re-
marked. *“I've seen Tutton; when I was away
last vae. Lynx doesn’t box very often. He
scems to be an amateur, who does it more
tor the pleasure of the thing than the tin.
They say he could have had a mateh on at
the National Sporting Club, but he dido’t
care to. Somebody says that he does some-
thing else for a Ifving -as weli as bhox, but I
don’'t Enow.”

The car stopped.

“Here we —arel”
“Here's the Ring.”

They alightcd outside the big building.
There was a crowd with umbrellas up. Evi-
dently a large audienee was ¢ollecting to
cee the glove-fight between Larry Lynx and
Tim Tutton. Lord Mauleverer gave instruc-
tions to his chauffeur, and then the party
from Greyiriars made their way into the
building. . .

In spite of the crowd there was no difficulty
in getting seats. When Lord Mauleverer did
anything he did it well, and money was no
ohiect to the schoolboy wmillionaire. Having
booked the best seats in the place, Lord
Mauleverer walked in. :

“Lots of time!” Bob Cherry remarked, as
he glanced at his wateh. “We're a good
quarter of an hour early.”

“All the better, my dear fellow,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “Here we are!™

'They took their seats.

The houze was filling fast.

Outside, the heavy rain was patiering and
gspattering on roof and windows.  Imside,
there was an eager buzz of voices, a
shuffling of feet, and an imcessant coughing,
as the Jarge audience came into their places.

said Harry Wharton.

The chums of Greyiriars waited with keen |

interest. They were naturally interested in
poxing matches, and this was one of unusual
interest. It was not, of ecourse, in the

‘nature of a prize-fight, which they certainly

would not have taken the trouble to see. It

on, and though some punishment was pretty
certain to he given and received, .it would
not be of a serious nature.

The house was soon quite erowded.

“Plenty of people here—what?”? Lord
Mauleverer remarked, as he glanced lazily
over the crowded audicnece. “Hallo, here
they are!” :

There was a round of hand-clapping as the
boxers appeared. . .

From the cheers of the audience, it seemed
pretty clear that Tim Tutton, the “pug,” was
the favourite. He was considerably older
than his antagonist, and more thickly built,
and seemed a much more powerful man.

The Greyfriars juniors looked with great
interest at Larry Lynx. _

He was a young man, and looked almost
boyish. He had clear-cuf features, steady
dark eyes, and shert, eurly brown hair, and
was decidedly good-looking. He moved with
an easy, elastic step that told of perfect
physical fitness. =

“That’s the dark horse,” Lord Mauleverer

pronounced.

“He doesn’t look as if he'll stand very long
against that bruiser,” Johnny Bull remarked.

“ Perhaps not, without the mittens on,” said
his lordship. “But this is a glove contest—
science, and not brute force, you see. With
the knuckles, Tutton would knock him out
very likely. I've heard that Tutton does

‘something in that line—on the strict Q.T., of

His face looks like ib!”

Indeed, there were many signs of punish-
ment about the bruiser's face. :

Hig short, thick mnose seemed a little
crooked, and he had two teeth missing.
Those signs of eonflict with the bare knuckles
certainly did not add to his beauty. His
expression was nobt amiable, -either. Larry
Lynx looked the picture qi’ good temper apd-
aood humonr. But the big bruiser gave him
a lowering look as he stepped into the ring.
It was pretty certain that there would be
some hard hitting—as. hard as the gloves
allowed. : ; o :

“That chap does look like a i
fishter,” said Frank Nugent. “Still, at a

course.

like a blessed prize-
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+ place like this they aren't allowed to do any
harm. The police would chip in.”

“Yaas, that's all right,”” assured his lord-
ship. “It’s simply a contest of sciecnee and
skill, or I shouldn’t have asked you fellows
to come, of course, or have come myseif.
Prize-fights ain’t good form, any more than
cock-fights. I don’t see why the Head Lim-
sclf should object to our comin® here, oniy
headmasters can’t be relied on to see things
in the proper light, don’t vou know.”

“Exaectly!” grinned Bob Cherry,

“Of course, if questions are asked, we shail
own up, right off the reel, dear boys., But
when we furn up at Greylriars with the new
mathematics master I don’t think any
guestions will be asked—what ¥

“Probably not. I hope not, anyway.” said
Wharton. "Hallo, they're going!l” :

“8econds out of the ring!”

The two boxers were faecing one another.

They shook hands in a perfunetory manner
cn Tutton’s part, but with a kind eordiality
g0 far as Larry'ft.:;ﬂx was conecerned, ‘Then
the mill commenced, b -

“The bruiser thinks he’s got it all his awn
‘way!” Lord Mauleverer remarked, watehing
the opening round with the keen eye of n
connoissenr. “He's Tonger in the reach, and
Lhe's got a drive like a sledge-hammey, 1f
he gets Lynx fairly on the mark—"

“Then it won’t last to ten rounds,” siid
Nugent,

“But he won't get him,” chuckled his
lordship. “Larry’s like an eel. DBlesged if
he doesn’t seem to be made of indlarubber!”

Tutton was-doing all the attacking. Lynx
contented himself with defence all throngh
the round, and allowed his bulkier opponent
to drive him round the ring.  The andience
looked on with keen interest. The general
impressions was -that Tutton was sparing hid
opponent, in order to make thie contest l}a’f.:t'-
for the ten rounds, which- the spectators
had paid their money to =ee. Babt Lowni
Mauleverer shook his head when Bob
€herry made that remark. i) ey

“Not he,” said his lordship econfidentiy.
“Not he! He can’t get at Lynx. And you'il
see Larry wake up in the next round,”

“Thne!” 3

There was a buzz of voices in the crowded
hall, but it died away again as the gecond
round commenced. : ' b

As Lord Mauleverer had predicled, Larry
Lynx ‘'woke up ‘in that round. He began to

“was a contest of ten rounds with the gloves i attack, and now the big bruiser had o

give ground. There were calls from Tutton’s
supporters to “buck up!” and the hruiserse
face flushed with anger.

It was evident that he was taking the fight
serimlslif enough, Towards the close of the
round, he made a sudden fierce attack, and
succeeded in getting at close quarters with
his younger opponent. There was half a
minute of in-fighting, and Larry Lynx went
down heavily under a body blow from
Tutton’s heavy right.

Crash!

The young hoxer lay in the ring, panting.
and the timekeeper began to coumt.
"One—two—three—four—-"

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
be counted out!”

“Rats!” said Lord Mauleverer.

. " Five—six—seven—-" :
Lynx was up again like a rocket,
The bruaiser was waiting for him, however,

watehful as a cat, and his heavy drives

came crashing uvpon the young boxer’s face
and chest. : -

But Lynx took his pupishment manfully,
defending as well as he could, and keeping
his feet until the call of time.

“Time!" :

Larry Lynx went back fto his corner,
breathing heavily. Tutton sat down, grin-
ning. He evidently considered the rest of
the contest a mere walk-over,

- “Close thing, that!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Begad, it was awf'lly elose for Larry. But
Tutton won't have . another chance like
that!” :

“He's a plucky. beggar, anywayi” said
Harry Wharton. *“He stood it out rippingly!
My hat! This is worth seeing, and no mis-
take! He must be feeling pretty grogey
now, T should say.” : P Tt ;

“But he’ll come up smiling—you seel?

Again Lord Mauleverer was right. The
younger boxer came up smiling, &8 codl as
a cucumber, and apparently quite dregh
after his rough experience. Tuttom, who
expected to have it all his own way in ihat

*“He'll

t round, found that he could Bot get near his

opponent. He had no more chanees of
Tne Porurar.—No. 220,

Larry’s Last Fight ! Read-All About it Next Week, in 'I_‘he Fighting Master ! **
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Mauleverer enthusiastically.

yet succeeded in
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delivering those ecrashing body-blows that
had mearly knocked out the younger man
in the second round.

Larry Lynx kept him at arm’s-length,
stopping all his drives with easy skill, and
countering very cffectively.

“Time!” :
Another and another rourd, and yet
ancther. 8Six rounds of ithe ten bad been

and the bie bruizer had not
kunocking out the cool,
handsome boxer. And by that time Tim
Tutton was showing signs of wear and tear.

In spite of the gloves, tliere had been a
gond deal of punishment. Tutton’s left eye
was almost clcssed and iis nose looked a
little crookeder. But there was hardly a
sign of damage upon Larry Lﬁn 5 handsuma
face,

“*He takes mighty good ‘care of his
ehivvy!” Bob Cherry remarked, as  the
seventh round began. “He doesn't want his
beauty =spoiled, I suppose. My hat! Look
at that!" ’

*Bump!" .

Tim Tutton was down this time.

- Bight had been counted before he rose,
and thul it- would have been easy for an
to deliver a finishing blow as ‘he came up;
biit the young boxer stood back, with his
hands down, smmng

“There's a sportsman for you!” said Lord
"It may cost
himi the fight, too; but what a giddy sports-
mant”

“ e Hurrah!"”

“Tatton looked groggy at the end of that
round,  But in the next he succeeded in
punistiing the younger man pretty severely.
Lynx's !mrd.,omf, nose assumed a sama*rh'lt
Lullwus appearance, and it deeuledh marred
his zood looks.

Another round--both the hmera ooing "all
out” mow, and the audience gaging with

fought out,

Cbhreathless keenness.

n:;lllm':!u

“0One more round,” said Lord Mauleverer,
with a sigh. “Looks us if it won’t be a
ficht to a flnish, after all—unless Larry
wakes up. I fancy he's got something up his
sleeve, though. How fresh he looks!”

There was a  breathless hush in the
“erowded hall as the hmerﬂ stepped up for
-the last round. -

fatton attacked Eercel;. but he was
decidedly  groggy, and his attack -was
clumsy, and eaﬁl]}? stopped. Then suddenly

Tarfy Lynx seemed to “wake up.” He was
on the bruizer like a whirlwind, with right
“and left, Lis movements almost too rapid fto
be followed with the eve.

- Rap, rap, rap! and theu a craahm" hlow
right on the mark, and the bruiser went

* down like a felled ouk

“One—tw D—*‘thI‘EE‘——fﬂﬂT—fﬁ‘.’E—it \n— SEVeN ~-
cight—mnine—ont!”

‘Ihere was a roar in the -:-mwdﬂd hall.
Tutton had been knocked out in the last

round, and it was a fight to a- finish, alter
~all. “Tord Mauleverer clapped. his  hands
wildly. - ;
“Rravo! Brnm!'id
“Hurrah!”
_ THE THIRD CHAPTER.
: A Sudden Surpriaa !
ARRY LYNX looked with a smiling
face at the . yelling, = enthusiastic
spectators. It tmcl been a splendid-

- - fight, and the younger man had
‘won it—the bruiser still lay where he had
~ fallen, breathing = heavily. Ten had been
‘counted, but it might a3z well have been
tienty or o huLdred for all the ehance that
Tutton had of coming. up to the scratch
again., The fight had been *ncrm and ‘well
‘won,

ﬂrapped on one knee beside him, and-spoke
.in a° low. voice.

~and savage look.

Harry Wharton & Co. wat«ehed thqt httle
scene - with

antagonist, and that 'l‘ut,tnn was sav ngfny

Tejecting his friendly advances,

The young hoxer nhrugged his ahnu]de:-q
slightly, and rose_to his feet. With a slight
bow . to the cheenug audience he I’]l‘-‘-=
appeared.

Tim Tutton was helped to hls I.'eet. but
he walked ouf of the rine without aaaiﬂt:mce
and with a lowerin hmw It was evident

. Tar Porvran.—No. 220.

=Lynx turned to his [:t“{"ﬂ nppﬁnent, m;d"
Tutton gave h,.m n {hz&{l'
interest. - They . conld “not hear

what was said, ‘bub.they knew that Lynx-
. Was sp,e.:kmg ;n a friendly way to his heaten

that there was not much of the sportsman
about the big bruiser., He could not take a
beating with good temper. -

“Well, it’s all over!” said Lord Mauleverer,
rising. “Thizs is where we clear. It’s been
a ;nlly good show—what?”

tipping!"” said Harry W harton,
really a brilliant idea of yours, Mauly. We
couldn't have had a better afternoon. You
were 4 friend in need, and we take back
that bumping in the study this morning.”

Lord Mauleverer grinped, He had got
over the bumping.

“Let's clear!” he said.

And they cleared.

It was still raining when they came out of
the building, but the motor-car was in wait-
ing, and they were quickly inside it. The
car glided away through the streets of
Chilford. with the m;mlmps p"ittt}rmg on
the windows.

“Lynx is goiug to appear again next week
I hear,” Lord Mauleverer remarked. It
wouldn't be a bad idea to run over and see
him again-—-wiat?”

“@Good wheeze,” said Harry Wharton, “if
we can get away., We'll subseribe for the
CAT next tim{t. and stand Sam—as we're not
ail giddy millionaires. Or we could come
by the common or garden train. And now
for ‘Courtfield. We've got time to get to
the station there before six, and meet the
new master.

It was

The car glided on swiftly through the rain.

They reached Courtfield as six was E]tiﬂ]lﬂ"’“
out.
“Just in time!” said Bob Cherry.

The car stopped outside the station.

The express was in, but the passenﬁers had
not yet come out. The juniors alighted
from the car. Passengers who had arrived
by the express bezan to compo out of Lhe
“fﬂtlt}ll, putting up umbrelias.

“How are we going to know the chap?”
asked Johnny Bull. “We don’t know him
from Adam, vou know. We can't ask every
man who comes out of the station whether
he's the new maths master for Greyiriars.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No; that wouldn't do. But he’s bound to
take some sort of a vehiele to the school—he
ean't walk in this rain—and we shall spot him
then, and we'll speak to him, Just keep an
eye on the cabs."™ . -

“Only one here,” said Bob Cherry, looking
round. *“There’s a dearth of cabs in Court-
field on rainy dah However, we'll keep an
eye on it."” -5l .

But the cab was taken by a portly trades-
man of Courtfield, who evidently was not the
man the Greyfriars juniors were waiting for.

‘It rolled . away, and -they resumed “their
wateh upon the station entrance
" If Mpr. Lascelles, the new mathematics
master, came out. of the station, he was
certain to inquire for a vehicle to take him
to Greyfriars, and they would know him then.
There 'was no doubt about tlmt. Biit he did
nof come.

The passengers from the E\DT[‘“E had gone
their various ‘i‘l-'lﬂ’n, but there was no one
among them who could be taken for the new
master. .

He had not appeared.

# Begad!” said Lord Mauleverer at last.

“1t begins to look as if the johnny has lost

the -train, and we've bhad our trouble iﬂr
nothing.” .
“By Jove, it does!” sald W lnrtcm. frown-

ing. “If's mtteu too, after all the trouble
we've taken. Are you sure he was <coming
by that train, Mauly, you ass?” :

3| heard Wingate say so,”

“He may have taken the local for Frmr-
dale,” suggehted Lugent, “ People . often do
w heu they're  going to Greyfriars, - you
know.” i ; - TR
©“Phe- local isn't
looking at his wateh.
wood, and:passengers:have to waib for it. If
the johnny intends: to take i, he must still

in’ yet,” said Wharton,

“be in“the station. I mfe we lnﬂk for h;m 2!

“foodt". & «

The - juniors entered the- fatdtmn, and
scanned the local platform. But it was quite
deserted. : They "inquired of a porter they
knew, but there was no pasesnger waiting for
the local train-for Friardale.

There was only one conclusion to come to—
eifher. Wingate's information was incorrect
or the new mathematics master-had acted in
a Very unmathematical manner :md lost his
train; =
“No good. sticking heml” grnwieﬁ Johnn:;

“1t comes from West- -

Pocket~money for a few minutes work 2 —

-

Bull. “May as well be off. I'm more than
ready for tea!” :

“Hame here!” said Bob Cherry feelingly.

“Two hours to wait for the next express”
added Wharton, *“I don't feel inclined to
wait here all that time, especially as the
duffer mayn’t come till to-morrow after all,
for all we know. Let's buzzl”

Lord Mauleverer nodded.

“May as well elear!” he acreed. It
Totten! If we could have taken Lumper-—
I mean Lasker—back to Greyfriars with
us 2

“But we can’t, 50 let's ciear ofl. 'm
hungry "

“Right you are, dear boy.”

The juniors returned to thé car, and

started for Greyfriars. They were decidedly
annoyed by their failure to meet Mr.
Lascelles. With Mr. Lascelles in the car
with them, they would have been pretiy
seenre from awkward questions being asked
hut now they did not feel so safe. However,
there was no help for it, and they glided
away towards Greyiriars in a dissatisfied
frame of mind, making rude remarks abouf
a mathematics master who was not suffici-
ently mathematical to cateh a train.
Greyfriars was reached, and Lord Maule-
verer dismissed the car outside the gates.
The rain was still coming down, and they
pulled up their rain-coats about their ears
as they came into the Close. They arrived

in the School House stegning.

Billy Bunter met them™ns they came in.

He  blinked ab them reproachialiy
through his big spectacles.

“You rotters!" .was his gresting.
“Coker’s going to scalp you! He was

smothered with mud, and so was I,
heasts! 1 was going to stand you & feed
out of my postal-order, but now I'll see
you blowed first!"
“PDo you mean to say your postal-order’s
come? . asked Bob Therry in astonishment,
Bunter grunted.
“I'm expecting it by the next post.”
“Hﬂ, ha, hﬂ* EF :
“Now, tea's the word,” said Bob Cherry.
“It’s in my study this time. Come on'!”
“(ertainly!” sald Bunter, with alacrity.
“PFathead! I wasn't talking to you!”
said Bob, wlio was blessed with a delight-

ful directness of speech. “You clear offi!”
“0h, reail} Cherry, of = course, I'm
coming! After leaving me out of that feed

at Chilford-——-"
“It wasn't a feed, you fathead!"

“Well, if- it was really a prize- ﬂght——--

“If wasn't a prize-fight.”

“1 haven't acquamted Mr. lech mth it
yet! ™ sard Bunter, with digniby. *Upon
the whole, I decided to keep your d:of;mm«
ful secret.”

“Why, yYou—Yyou-—

“And the least you can do is to ask me
to tea. - Otherwise, I shiall go to BMr. Queleis
at once when he's finished jawing with
Lascelles! ™

“With whom?"” f.ufuu*n{l all the juniors

at once.
- “TLascelles, the
know.- It seemns that he
and they're jawing about D*{E-}rd 1
I happened to pass the study.”

HHarry Wharton grasped the Owl of fhe
Remove by the shoulder and shook him.

“Do you mean to say that Lascelles goi
here before us?” he demanded. =
RS Don't sh-shake me, ¥ou ass!
You’ll make my -giasses fali cff, and ——~
~ %78 . Lascelles. - really  here, —-yvou fat
chump? ¥ :

- *And if they pet bivken you'll hme to
pay for them!'"”

Wharton glared at him.
“Are you being funny,
really here?” he demanded. ;
“Of course he is. I heard him telling
Quelchy. You see, 1 happened to tie up
my bootlace as I was passing Quelchv’;

study, and so I -happened to hear—"

“Then how the deuce did he get here?
exclaimed - Bob  Cherry. |

L3

new  maths !11.-1:41:.91‘. s Gt
knows Quelchy,
think.

or is Lascelles

or by the local to Friardale.”

The juniors looked at- another in ns‘mﬂ
ishment.
of great interest how the new master- had
arrived at Greyfriars School; hut it was
very curious to discover fthat he had
arrived there befﬂre them. Cerfainly . he
had not come the London express to
Courtfield, as !md been expected. He had
arrived at Greyvfriars apparently, while they

Harry Whartnn & Co. Meet the New Master Agam and Receive a Great Surprise !

you -

aHe tertauﬂf:',:ﬂ'g :
didn't come by fthe six “train a'{}_ (‘-&urtﬂﬁld

It was not, of course, a matterl




~Uourtfield is a giddy mystery,
tainly wasn’t a train to bringz him.” -
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had heen waiting for him in Courtfield. 1t
eertainly looked rather mysterious.

“He did come to Courtfield,” said Billy
Bunter. “I heard him tell Quelchy he took
a ﬁah from Courtfleld. Besides, 1 saw the
cabh.”

“He jolly well didn’t come
press! ” growled Bob Cherry.
come by .an earlier train, after
dufler,*?

“But there isn’'t an earlier train from
London,” Nugent remarked, “only if he
eame two hours carlicr. When did he come,
Billy?"

“About half an liour age.”

“Then he must have left Courtfield only
a lew minutes before we got there,” Harry
Wharton remarked; “and how he got to
There cer-

in the ex-
“Must have
all, the

“Here he is,” said Billy Bunter, as 'thﬂ
door of Mr. Queleh’s study opened, and a
handsome, well-built mman, with elear-cut

features, eame out.

The juniors turned their gaze upon the
new mathematics master,

Then they gasped.

“Great Scott!”

- “Begad!”

“My hat!”

Billy Bunter blinked at them curiously.
He did not understand the cause of their
amazement, But their amazement was
extreme,

They had supposed that they did not
know Mr. Lascelles—that they had never
=eeén him before. But now that they saw

‘him, they feund his face quite familiar.

That short, curly brown hair; those keen,

_handsome, dark eyes, the-clear-cut features;

they had seen them before in the ring "at
Chilford !

For as they looked wupon Mr. Lascelles,
the mnew mathematics master - of Grey-
friars, the face they saw was the ftace of
Larry Lyny, the boxer!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Simply Amazing !

" WARRY WHARTON & Co. stared
blankly at the new master.
It was not a polite thing to do:

but théy could not help it.-

Mr, Laseelles could not help noticing their
blank stare; and he paused in his passage,
regarding them with a somewhat puzzled
expression. ;

“Well, my hoys? " he said, in a deep,
pleasant voice. ;

- “M-m-my. hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,
again, helplessly. “Is—is it a lark? "

“Or a giddy dream? ” muttered Nugent.

Mr. Lascelles® expression became  still
more perplexed.

“J¥s anything the matter?’ he asked.

" Ma-a-atter!” stammered Harry Wharton.

“Yes. Surely it is not a custom at Grey-
friars for jonior boys to stare at a new
master as if he were some strange animal?”
caid Mr. Lascelles severely.

“A—a new master!” gasped Wharton.

“Yes, 1T am the new mathematics master,
Mr. Lascelles.”

“Mr. Lascelles?”

“Certainly. Why should that eause you
astouishment. my lad? What is the matter
with you? You puzzle me very much.”
= Mr. Lascelles’ voice had grown severe.
Perhapas he suspected that he was being
nmiade the vietim of a schoolboy *rag.”

‘Che juniors were still staring at him
blankly. It was somewhat dnsky in the
passage, -and the light was not yet on.
But- they saw Mr. Lascelles’ face closely
enough, and it was the faée they had seen
in the ring at Chilford, or another face
exactly like it. True, there were no signs
of recent conflict about it, but’ there are
ways and means of removing such signs.

If Mr. Lascelles was not Larry Lynx, he }

ninst be his twin brother at least. What

ddid it mean?

That Larry Lynx could be also e |

Lasecelles, an Oxford man. and a master of
mathematics, was wildly Imposzible. The

inniora realised that as scon as they began

to talk. But the resemblance—

And new they observed something else,
whieh in- the first shoeck of astonishment
had escaped thiem. Mr. Lascelles wore a

moustachhe—a short, ecurling, brown mons- |

taehe, the same colour as his hair, _

And they remembered that Larry Lynx
kad heen quite elean-shaven. :

‘¢t the features—and the same good-

humoured,  hoyish expression—it - was
astounding. And the build, too, was the
same, although, of course, the difference in
clothes made a good deal of difference in
appearance, 3

"Begad!” murmured Lord
“He's got a moustache, dear boys!

“My hat! But—"

“Only a Ilittle one!”
Cherry. -

But it was evident ‘thaf, little or big, a
moustache could not have heen grown in
a conple of hours, :

“What are you szaying?? asked  Mpe
Lascelles sternly. “Is fthis some peculiar
form of schoolboy humour, may I ask? I
may tell yon that I am not accustomed to
being stared at in this manner.”

*Horry, sir,” said Wharton,
himself a little, “But—but—— =

“Well? ”

Wharton bhad been about to blurt out
that he had seen someone who resembled
Mr. Lascelles very closely, but lie stopped
in time. He could not mention Larry Lynx
without a confession that the Co. had spent
the aftermoon at Chilford Ring, and that
was far out of bounds, as well as being o
place the Head might possibly not approve
of. 1t would not have been judiciouz to
explain to a master where they had been.
Nugent pressed Wharton's arm as a hint,
but he had already taken thought of that.

1—-I—we 2 stammered = Wharton.

Mauleverer.

LY ]

murmured Bob

recovering

“The—the faet is, sir, we're surprised to—

to sce you here, you know.”

“I really do mnot see why yon should be
surprised! ™ said AMr. Lascelles icily. “By
the way, what is your name?”

“Wharton, sir—Lower Fourth Form.”

“And why arec you surprized to see me
here, Wharton? ” 3 :

Wharton had rceovered himself by this
time, Besides the, injudiciousness of a con-
fession that they had been miles ount of
bounds, it was likely, too, that the mathe-
matics mastér would be
pleased at being*told thate he closely resem-
bled a professional boxer. It was better to
say nothing about Chilford or Larry- Lynx.

by no means

But there -was another cause of surprice

- which the juniors were able to esplain, and

Wharton proceeded to. explain it.

“We—we waited for you in Courtfieid,
sir,” he said. “We heard you were coming,
and we called at the station with a motor-
car, sir, to give you a lift here. But you
didn't €ome by the express.”

Mr. Lascelles’ brows contracted a liitle.

“And why did you wait for me at the
station in Courtfield? " he demanded, with
a nofe of sternness in his voice: -

“We wanted to give yon a lift in the c¢ar .
to the school, sir,” said Nugent. :

“Yaas, sir. It was really my idea,”
chimed in Lord Mauleverer, “1 hope you're
not offended,. sir. As it was raiming,
bhegad—" :

AMr. Lascelles’ face broke info a =mijle.

“Certainly I am not offended,” he said.
“It was very kind and thoughtful of you;
but as I was not aware of your intention,
I was unable to avail myself of your kind-
ness. 1 did not come by-the express.”

“No, sir; and that's how we missed yon.”

“1 had business in another town, and
came by another teain, after all,” Mr, Las
celles explained, - .“ A3 my train came in
about ten minntes before the express, |
was gone from Courtlield, probably, before
vou arrived there. I am sorry; -and I
thank you for your kind intention.”

,And  Mr. Lascelles nodded pleasantly,
and walked omn. -

The juniors looked after him -as he dis-
appeared in the direction of the Head's
study. Then they looked at one another.
They were still in a state of great aston-
ishment.

“Blessed if I ever saw such a likeness!”
said Bob.

“It's amazin'’, begad!”

“Blessed if 1 shouldn’t think it was the
same man,” said Iarry Wharton thought-
fully. “Only, of course, it's impossible.
That chap at Chilford 2

“Utterly impossible! ” said Jolinny Bull
“Besides, he’s got a moustache,
man hadn't a moustache!”

(Continyed on col. 3, page 22.)
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A SURPRISE FOR THE CO.! The door of the study opened, and a hand-
Harry Wharton & Co. gasped and stared
" Qreat Scott!
Mpr. Lascelles, the new master, the face they saw was the face of Larry

som#e. well-built man came out.
‘blankly at the newcomer.

Lynx, the boxer. (S¢e Chapter 3.)

For :as they looked upon
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The Mysterious Fighting Master Comes to Greyfriars §



: ROBIN HOOD. .
HERE is no portion in the history of
this counfry quite as fascinating as
that which deals with the {amous
. outlaw, Robin Hood, the leader of
he band of bold fellows who ranged the

forests of the Midlands,. They were the
terror of wealthy tyrants, and the staunch
iriends of the oppressed.

Wheo.and what was Robin Hood? His real
name was FitzOoth; he came of right noble
lineage; there are stories extant in Sherwood
of a mysterious baby who was left in the
eare of an honest woodman and his wife who
lived in the depths of Sherwood. We have
all heard of the masked knight who lefit
the infant in the care of strangers, together
with a round sum in gold. :

There was always mystery surrounding the
personality of the brave leader of the Sher-
wood band. The boy grew up, and was not
tardy in discovering that amidst those in
power in the land he was dreaded, nof
merely because he had become the chief of a
company of fighting-men whose valour was
second fo nomne.

In those times, Merry England was net so
very merry. The country was in a fturmoil,
thanks fto the treachery of Joln. John was
brother of King Richard, Ceur de Lion, and
the throme had been leit to John to guard
while “his brother carried war into the Holy
Land for the recovery of thie Holy Sepulchre
- from the hands of the Saracens.

A ROYAL PRISONER.

Robin Hood, outlaw though he might be,
was .a King's man.
Lion Héart, and heard with fury of the en-
trapping of the rightful King on his way
back from the Holy Land. .
“had enemies in Duke Leopold of Austria and
¢he Emperor Henry VI
King Philip II. of France were quite ready
to infrigue with Jobhn, who had possession
of the Crown of England. But there were
countiess thousands of men in the 0Old
Country who wanted Richard back. Robin
Hood was one of these loyal adherenis of
thie brave monarch.

A VISION OF HISTORY.

Strange as it may seem, the history of
Tobin Hood is linked up with all the doings
of those distant days—the misdeeds of the
Old Man of the Mountfains, the activities of
Saladin, the retreat to Ascalpn, and the war
vound Acre. It is a wonderiul story, full of
splerjlour and sunshine, as well as dark
deeds, for men thought. very earnestly in
those times, and gave their lives readily for
a cause.

TWO EKINGS.

Just single out ome section from fhe
history of that epoch, and you can see the
spectacle of two kings.  We can rule John
out,.for he was a knave. Reference is made
to Kinz Richard, the dauntless Sovereign
who at one time Leld all Europe in the palm

TurE Porurar.—No. 220

- KING!

He loved Richard of the

King Richard {

These two and
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The Wonderful Story of
Robin Hood, the great
- QOutlaw, and his merry
men of Sherwood, and
the famous knights who
lived at the time of

Richard Coeur de Lion.
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| of his hand; the man of matchless courage,

and who commanded the love of all true
men. And the second king is a king of
poetry, so to speak, the uncrowned King
of the Greenwood, Robin Hoed, to wit. ~

FAITHFUL TO DEATH!

It was Robin Hood who helped to keep the

real spirit of England alive and alert through
the dark yvears. He stood for the real King,
who was far away on the Crusades. You
caunot beat the story of pluck and daring,
and all in loyalty. We hear of “pep” and
vim these days. Robin Hood had all that.
He figures as o hero on the brilliant scene
of tournament and joust, of martial ridings-
off to the war; of beleagured castles; old-
time monks working away throuzh the long
days at rubricated manuscripts in their dim-
lit cells; bouts at quarterstaff in castle
courtyards; unchronicled tragedies on turret
stairways.

THE LORD OF SHERWOOD.

In the green realms of Sherwood Robin
Hood was supreme. He had his crowd of
followers.  Among his friends were Little
John, Friar Tuck, a perfect mountain of a
man, a sage, a splendid philosopher, a fellow
who could see the fruth of things, and ‘his
heart was light because he stood for what
was gZood and of fine import. Then comes
Will Scarlett, u doughty fighter; and also
we catch a_glimpse of the dainty, fay-like
Maid Marian, the witching heroine of the
leafy glade. It was not without good reason
that FRobin Hood was well served. He
deserved such loyalty, for in days oi rapine
and treachery his word was his bond.

AN UNENOWN ENIGHT.

There were times when Robin Hood assumed
the guise of a knight, and rode in the lists
at- the pageantry at Kenilworth., He ap-
peared amidst the gallant company, and
won admiration for his address with the
lanee; but then he rode uway unknown, only
that all beholders realised that here was-a
real man, a soldier born. We shall never
know all that Robin Hood did, all that ‘he
represented, for he never courted fame; but
he was a learned man for those days, and
all who came in contact with him revered
his name as a knight sans peur, sans
reprochie, :

A FIGURE OF ROMANCEL.

Maybe it strikes a strange note when onc
finds that Kinz Richard I. and Robin Hood
were associated very closely. But It was
so. For Richard came back to his country to
find his renegade brother John eager for
his life. And in the shelter of the old oaks
of Sherwood, deep in the sanctuary of the
creenwood, Richard and Robin Hood met.
King Richard was a hunted man, but sud-
denly his pursuers, the hirelings of John,

found themselves confronted with the fear-

irss warriors of Robin Hood's men. You can

(Continued oa page 28.)
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“That certainly settles it.”
_“And = yet—"  began - Nugent very
thoughtfully,

“Yet what?” :

“ That train that comes into Courtfield

ten minutes © before
press——"

“Well? ¥

“It comes from Chiliord,” said Nugent,

“My hat, so it does! Then he was there.
But the train comes from several other
places, too,” added  Wharton., “It passes
through Chilford, that's all.”

“Yes; but—" 7

“I konow it looks queer; but it's impossibie.
Besides, the moustache settles it. But 1
never  felf so knocked over in my giddy
natural, I must say! For one moment—"

“I say, you fellows!” burst out Biliy
Bunter, unable to contain his curiosity any
longer. The juniors had forgoften that the
Owl of the Remove was mear. *1 say, you
know, what's it all about? xou saw Lascelles
in Chiliord? You don't mean to say that
he went to see the prize-fizht, too?”

*It wasn't a prize-fight, you fat idiot!"

“I ecall it a prizefight,

the -London  ex-

r

Lascelles there!

places to see prize-fizhts!"”

“We didn't see Lascelles there, fﬁtlzearj '

said Wharton. - i

“You were just saying—"

“We saw . a man like him: but it wasu't
Lascelles! Now shut up!”

& Hut. I Eﬂrj._'__mu

“Clear off ! .

“Who was the man who was like him? 1
want to know, you know. I—— Ow!”

Billy Bunter wailed with anguish as Bol
Cherry compressed & finger and thumb on his
iat ear with a grip like a vice. He seemed
almost to curl up. -

“Yow-ow-ow-oocop!” he roared.
Yaroooh!” :

“Legoo!

“Clear off, and shut up your silly head!” .
said Bob, releasing the fat Removite, and:
“Now, you chaps,’
see who can Ekick the:

raisinz - his right bhoot.
all tozether, and
hardest!”

“Hear, hear!"” : :

Tive boots were raised, but they did not
reach Billy Bunter, The fat junior scudded
away down the passage at a spced that was
surprizing, considering the weight he had to
carry. - He paused at the corner fo yell
“PBeasts!” and vanished.

“Now for tea!” said Bob cheerily.

And they made their way. to Study No. 15,
the iamous apartment which belonged to
Bob Cherry. Mark Linley, Hurree Singh, and
Wun Lung, the Chinee. ;

The chums of the Remove were hungry after
their afternoon’s excursion, and they sat
down to tea with keen appetites and great
enjoyment, and for the present the strange
resemblancoe between Mr. Lascelles and Larry
Lynx was dismissed from their minds. ;

But afterwards they could not help think-
ing of it. :

When they saw BMr. Lascelles again, in

clearer light, the resemblance seemed to be-

still more startling, and Wharton thouzht
he even detected a slichtly bulbous look about
the handsome nose, and remembered that
Larry Lynx had been punched very hard
there. :

And vet that the two men could be the
same was wildly improbable. |

The monstache settled it, If anything
could. The boxer might be able to get rid of
the signs of conflict, but he would not be
able to grow a moustacha in one afternoon.
That was an-impossibility.

Yot it was very perplexing, and the Co.
could not help thinking about it a great
deal, and they gave bMr. Lascelles much mors
thonght and attention than they would, under
ordinary circumstances, have dreamed of
hestowing upon a mere mathematics master.

x YHE END.

{Next eek's topping ftale of Haivy
Whartog & Co. i3 entitled: “The Fighting
Master?® by Frank Richards, and deals

further with the mysterious new master of

Greyfriars.)

Don’t Forget—Next Week’s Tale of the Greyfriars Chums Will Be Simply Great !

anyway,” said:
Bunter obstinately; “and I suppose you saw |
Nice zoings-om for a mathe !
matics master, I must say—going fo low;

-



It's the BEST FRIEND for all times?

THE TRICK THAT FAILED!

BETRAYED!

Dick Turpin and his young comrade have jfallen into merciless hands, and

discover a plot to bring Richard Neville to the gallows,
higlhwaymen escape from their enemies ?

How do the thwo
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A Dashing, Thrilling, Full - of ~action Yarn,
dealing with
DICK TURPIN, HIGHWAYMAN, and his
merry young comrade RICHARD NEVILLE,

the amazing adventures of

on the Broad Highway. Get to know Dick and his chum—they
- will take you through many wonderful experiences !

By DAVID

GOODWIN.

Dick Néville,  the young squire of
Faulkbourne, is turned out of his rightful
inheritance by the low-down treachery and
deceit of an adventurer who calls himself
Hector Neville, Dick's cousin. Hector is
helped in his vile plotting by reason of the
fact that Dick has fallen into disgrace with
the Government, owing to the assistance
he has rendered the famouns 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
his abode. The rogue has been foiled the
lirst time, but he returns to the charge
armed with legal warrants. Dick first of
all resists Hector. but wlhen news comes
through that he has bheen outlawed, and

BRIEF SYNOPSIS OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

that the King's Riders are after him, he
leaves Faulkbourne with Dick Turpin.
Turpin is called away suddenly on a seeret
mission. Whilst he is away Diek falls into

the hands of Captain Sweeny, but he
escapes serious injury. i
Having waited several days for the

return of Turpin, Diek Neville decides to
set out in quest of his comrade, fearing
foul play. He meets Dick Turpin and-his
young brother Ralph, near the latter's old
school, 8t. Austell's, Ralph decides to
return to school until the great campaign |
agamst Hector Neville is commenced.
Ralph parts with his brother, riding to St
Austell’'s, whilst' the two highwaymen
make for Basing Hall to visift Sir Henry
Stanhope, a very old friend of theirs.

iNow wread on.)

NEW MASTER OF
BASING HALL!

7 THE

;

HE two highwaymen dismounted and
knocked on  the big, iron-bound
doors of Basing Hall. The doors
opened after some delay. A red-

nosed serving-man appeared.

“Is Bir Henry within? ” said Dick:

“Sir Henry?” said the man, staring.

“Ay!” said Dick sharply. . “S8ir Henry
Stanhope!” : -

“8ir Henry is dead a month since, sir,”
sald the astonished servant., *“He hmi-ze‘his
neck in the hunting-field, sir.  His nephew,
sir Ceeil, is master here now,”

“Worse luck!” said a muttered voice in-
side the hall,

“Bad pews, Dick,” said Tuarpin; ‘' the
eounty la the poorer by a fine old gentle-
an, who was not so full of narrow pre-
iudices as some We had beiter go on our
way."”

“Nay,” said Diek, who was much grieved
at the news, “we must at least ofler ocur
condolences to his nephew.”

“Muel condolences he needs, since he
comes into an eslate and a title,” grunted
Turpin, “and a fat rent-roll! Methinks
this nephew will be worth meeting on the
highway. My purse is getting low.” -

“Announce us 1o Sir Ceeil,” said Dick
impatiently. “Mr, Richard Neviile and Mr,
Emith.” : z : Rl - 2

“T doubt you will need- little annoureing,
gir,” said the serving-man; with a bibulous
arin, leading the way to the moraning-room.
“The house is open these days.”

Wondering what the fellow meant, Turpin
and Dick entered the great maorning-room as
the servant shouted their names, and a
strange sight met them, :

Although it was mearly midday, breakfast,

or the remains of it, served in rich
plate and fine crockery, still lay on the
tables. “In the room were seven or eight
seedy-looking *bucks, who looked decidedly
more knaves than fools, laughing, talking,
eatrmg, and drinking—the latter more
especially. - One of ‘them, a dirty-faced but
showily dressed man with a long sword at
his side, and" greasy black hair, stared
intently at the two strangers.

The odour of stale wine was everywhere.
The room was slatternly and unkempt.
The company lolled or sat on the chairs
and sofas, and from among them came a
tall, pale youth of about twenty-one, with
4 foolish laugh and a- weak chin, holding
decidedly more wine than he could €arry,
early as it was, . :

“Come in gentlemen,
thickly. - “Gladseeyou!  Washer namesh?
Ne' mind, never could ’member namesh.
Yes, I’'m 8ir Cecil Stanhope.” - .

“I1 am deeply grieved to hear—-" began

Dick.
Bottler-

come in!” he said

“Plague take th’ grief, man!
wine’s best cure for that!
fast yet? I never eat breakfast; bhottler-
wine's berrer.” : : _

“Both . good things in their way,” put in
Tuorpin, who was hubngry. *“Sinee you are so
hospitable, sir, breakfast would be very
welcome,” -

“Here, you rogues!” roared Sir Cecil to
the two servants at the door, “bring break-
fasht, quick! Clear away t.ilis' rubbish?! ”

He made a clean sweep of the table with
his ' honting-crop, brushing all” the china,
plate, soiled dishes, and ewers on to the

floor with a crash. The other men in the
“Sorry ¢an’t shtop,” sald Sir Ceeil.
: He staggered out. "The rest of the men

room laughed, and the servants -quickly

brought a sumptuous breakfast. =
£l ﬂ

to hunt. Back soon!”

followed, several of” the seedy ones scowling

suspiciously at the new-comers,”

Have you break-.

23

“Let us get on the road again,” whis-
pered Dick, in disgust. “This place makes
me sick!"”

“Nay, man, let us make the most of a
good breakfast,” said Turpin, scating him.
self, “and let others do as they like.”

Dick made a wry face, but he followed
Turpin’s example, and in a few moments
they were left to themselves.

“Open house with a vengeance,” chuckled
Turpin, eating away, “and mighty pretty
guests! ”

“It’s plain  enough,” said Dick, “this
young fool, Bir Cecil, is a weakling and a
debauchee,” and he “has opened his house
to that créw of seedy bucks and gamesters, .
who are making *the most of their time.”

“I warrant they pluck him well,” said
Turpin, cutting inte a large ham. “How-
ever, he is rich enough, doubtless.” -

“Ah, sir,” these-  are different times fa
when you were here before,” said a funereal
voice, and Dick saw beside him the eld
hutler who had served Sir Henry in those
days past, bringing more viands., -~

“There seems a difference,” said Dick.

“1t ean't last much longer, sir. All
these riff-raff is stripping Sir Cecil hand
over fist, an’ he lets 'em. The estate ain's
rich. Jle's  lost thousands a’ready, an’
chueks it away right an’ left. The bailifis
have heen in twice. I wish there was g3
gentleman here to stop it, so I do. That
there Captain Spott—whieh he's no more
a captain than I am—is the worst. It’ll he
all up here soon.” i S

Dick made no reply, for he eould not well
discuss his host's afairs with the butler:
but be-thought the more.- The old servant
departed gloomily. : : ;

“Pab!” said Diek. “J wish T could da
something to save the young fool: but it's
not my business, and lie would resent if.
Some flats enjoy being swindled and ruined,
I verily - believe. . Who’s this? ” - :

The -greasy: - man with -the black hair cama
inta_ the room, and, swaggering up to tho
table, leaned his elbows on it and leered -

-} menacingly into Diek’s face. -

“My name is Captain Spott!* he said.

“I'm Captain Spott!” repeated the man,
rapping on the table with his knuekles. °

“So you said before,” replied Dick, help-
ing himself to collee. -

“And,” said the captain, rising to -his
full height, and twirling his greasy mous- -
tache, “I am not a man to be trifled with!
Mark that!” ; :

“I shall not trifle with you, sir,” said
Dick grimly; “quite the contrary.” :

“Whom have 1 the hﬂnc}ur?': said t,'h"’
captain, suddenly becoming polite.  Dick

did likewise, et £k

“Richard . Neville of TFaulkbourne,” he
said, bowing, . *“very much at your serviee.
My friend, Mr. Smith,” he added, indicating
Turpin. “Mr. Smith, Captain Spott.”

“Well, gentlemen,” said the eaptain, put-
ting his hands into his hreeehes-puckut&, and
thrusting out his stomach, “since we all
know each other, I hope our acquaintance will
be brief. In the name of the other guests,
I warn:you to get out of Basing Hall as
quickly as you please. Button your: belts
over your breakfasts, for it’s all yon'll get
here, and then take the road again, and
look for fresh game!™ ;

- “At your bidding?” said Dick,

“Yea, hang it, at my bidding! Tliere are
enough-of us plucking the pigeon already, and
we're not going to share out the plunder to
any more. We found the gagme, my buck, and
we'll cook it to our own liking. No others
need apply.”

“ Ah!” said Dick.
pitable young host?” : ot

“Bnough talking!” said the captain, with
ap oath. " “Are yon going, or not?” :

“¥ haven’t-thought about it yet,” said Dick,

“Well, think -about it guickly!” eried the
captain. “Ten thousand demons! Am I to
wait here all day?” T e A

Diek went on with his breakfast, to which
Lie did full justice, while the fellow stcod and
fumed. D e e

“Have you decided yet?” he burst cut at
last.

“1 am still thinking about it,” said Dick.

Captain Spott hit the table a violent blow
with his dirty fist. - e o~

“There are two wavs out of “lhiz bousze?”
he caid ferociously; “one by the deor,.and
the_other by the window! Choose which i
shallk be?™ . D il SRR
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Dick leaped to his feet, flushing erimson,
and his sword leaped from its sheath. Cap-
tain Spott turned as pale' as ‘his unwashed
face would let him, and retreated hastily.

“Come draw!"” cried Dick.. "1 suppose you
puf this affront on me to force a fight. Is
it not 802 Out with your iron, and we shall
scon settle the matter!” s :

Captain Spott measured Dick with his eye,
and looked uncomfortable.. Then he gave
what he meant to be a jovial laugh.

“1 did not wish to ruffle you,” he said,
swaggering, “still less to fizht you. My skill
with the sword is so great that I mislike tc
draw. T always have the hanged ill-luck to
kill my man which is troublesome now that
the law is strict against duelling. There is
plenty for all, sir, so let us be friends.”

“If we are to be friends,” said Dick, “vou
vaush first wash your face. My friends all
have eclean faces. Come, I will add you to
the number!”

He made a guick dart forward, and throw-
ing one arm round the rascal’s body, dragged
him to the table, .. :
Captain  Spoti bellowed and struggled
lustily, but Dick held him tight, and emptied
the dﬂﬂﬁea ewer into a bowl with his free
irand, 2 ;

“Now, Smith,” he said, “that napkin!”

Dick dipped the mapkin in the hot coffee,
and began fo serub vigerously at the cap-
tain’s face, The fellow kicked and spluttered
irantically, but Dick only scrubbed +the
harder, hissing like g groom the while, and,
after giving his victim a thorough good wash,
flung him aside. . e T

The captain sat down on the floor with a
hieavy bump. Purple with rage, he leaped to
his feet, and shook his fist wildly at Dick. -

“ Death, Neville, why can’t you let the man
alone?” cried Turpin, in a snarling voice.
“What a meddling knave you are!”

Dick turned on him as if he had. been
stung, then he suddenly checked himself.

_ “X hope lie pinks you through the ribs for.
it, ‘and I shall be well rid of you!” growled.
Turpin. : R e

“Ay, he shall pay for it!" cried Captain
Spolbt, trembling with rage. “ With his heart’s
blood he shall pay for it!” . i

Dick ook a couple of steps forward, and
ihe walorous captain took to his heels and
fled from the room. Turpin threw himself
into a chair, and faughed till the tears ran
down his cheeks. -

“What a pestilent knave!” said Dick. * He
was got even grafeful to me for the trouble
I took to wash him, Egad. Turpin, I had
forgotten our agreement to quarrel.
within an ace of pulling out my rapier at
yon:". i i

“1t would not have been amiss if you had
said Turpin; “there’s nothing like realism,
However, 1+ fhilnk things will do very well as
they are. You had bebter not call me Turpin,
though. This housc is too full of eyes and
ears, V2% S

“I think the sooner we are out of it the
better,” said Dick, “There is nothing to be
gained by staying, and it sickens me to see a
gentleman's house, and an old friend at that,
turnied into a thieves’ kifchen.”

“At least there's nothing to be feared
hcr&f'? said Turpiu, “and the fare's good.
You're too fastidious, Dick. We shall fare
better hers tham at the inns: and you have
to see Ralph to-night—isn'¢ it so?”
~“Yes; 1 must hear the mnews of Bt.
Austell’'s;” saild Dick. “And the stabling is
good here, "tis true. For one night I might
stay. But I shall ride out and learn what is
to be learnt, until I meet Ralph. I cannot
stay in this. den all day?! Faugh!”

“¥or myself, I've had a deal of riding
lately,” said Turpin_ obretching himself out
in the best armchair, “and I will take my

case till you return!” 5

" CATCHING A WEASEL
.~ ASLEEPI.

=t

10K left the house, and shortly after-
! - wards passed out through the pa:

. gates on Blagk Satan. Turpin, on
~=- “the other = hand, made himself
thorouphly comfortable. During the after-
noon he explored the house and grounds,
and learned 4 good deal abount Sir Ceeil’s
peculiar guests from the serving-men and
the parrulous old butler.” AY of which |
matters he stored up in his mind. =

I was |

with the greafest ease, Shedlock!”

TURPIN DRUGS HIS COMRADE !
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= As Dick Neville turned to speak
to his neighbour, Turpin deftly

drew a little paper packet from

his breast, and, with a quick

meovement, emptied the white
- powder into Dick’s giass!
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At four o'clock—being now on the best of

terms with all the household—lie ordered the
best: repast the house conld afford, and fared
very well indeed. The guests were all away,
and Turpin had the place to himself.
- Affer & sumptuous feast he retired to an
alcove in the morning-room, partly shrouded
by a curtain, where he had noticed a well-
padded armchair. Amd there he composed
himself- for a quiet nap. '

Turpin was ever the lightest of sleepers,
and had a hand always ready to a weapon,
as many who had tried to catch him napping
knew to their cost. Had he been a heavy
slumberer, however, he must have been
awakened by the noisy return of the hunters
Sud their entry into the dining-hall next

00T, :

Turpin listened for a while to the sounds
from the further room, then presently the
noise ceased, the door of the morning-room
opened, and in came the revellers.

“We shall be quieter hiere, and can discuss
the matter,” eaid the grating voice of
Captain Spott. "'Tis best your serving-inen
should hear nothing of if, Cecil, so do not
gpeak foo loud. Boeth the fellows are away,
but we shall have our bird when he returns,
as [ have learned he will' *Sdeath, but I'll
wipe out the grudge to-might, besides earn-
ing a good store of guineas!” s

“But who is he, S8pott?” said a voice.

“I tell you ’tis none other than Dick o
the Roads, the highwayman! Bum me, if
I'd known it this moming I would have
tackled him mighty differently.”

“And then you might not have had your
face washed—eh?" eaid another voice.
“Another word from ¢that mighty long
tongue of yours,
snarled Spott. “If Dick o' the Roads is tos
much for me, be assured I can fight you

“Gently,” said the first wvoice. “0o on,
Spott, what's the plan? We didn't know
we had such highfliers among une.”

“I knew it ‘is morning,” said 8ir Cecil
thickly. “He tol’ me he was Richard

Neville, He was fren’ my uncle's. Of conrse,

he's a highwayman. What 'hout #t?"
“What about ‘it? = Why, there's five
hundred guineas reward for him, and we'l
have it before . to-morrow.
stuff here that’ll take him safe as & church.

Tor PoruLaz.—No. 220.

You feliows will have to help.”

and [ call you out!”

I've pot the

“Good!” said the rest.
away from us.” :

“No, hang m' if you shall!” said Sir Cecil
incoherently. “That’'s too bad, Shpott! -
What harm’s he done us?”

“Harm? What of that? It's the goed
he'll do us. Five hundred golden puineas!
As for harm, I swore to have his life, and
I mean it. The brute insulted me—iaid
hands on me! Don't be a fool, Cecil; you
won't let this chance go?”

“'8my house!” said Sir Cecil obstinately.

“He won't ge¥

“'Sjolly good fellow, too! My guest. Won't
have him trapped.”

“Nonsense, man! You're not going fto
give up five hundred ineas. ou shall

have it all. You wamt it badly ena-ugh.

T'hie bailifis will be in to-morrow, and you're: .

at the end of your tether. It'll be all U P
liere soon else. The money will just save
you.” .

Captain Spott winked to the others,

Sir Cecil swayed .in his seat, and smiled
foolishly. .

“I dunno,” he.said thickly. “Musht get
gome ready - money shomewliere. Buf he's
good fellow. Shpose it's all ri'. Leave it £’
yonr—

“That's right,” said Spott. -“Now then,
here's the plam. You see this packet of
powder? - A pinch of it in the young fiend’s
wine will put him asleep as sound as a bell
within two minutes, and it'll be twenty-
four hours before he comes to again, at .

-the earliest.

“He'll sup here te-night—he and his friend
Smith, who is none too fond of him. I'Hl
see he takes the stuff. You fellows will have
to be extra civil, and not put him outl,-.
for he’s none too fond of our company.
When he's unconscious, I send for the
Riders, and then tne five hundred guinea
are mine.” £

“Qurs, you mean, said the others.

“Ay, ours, of course!” said Captain Spott,
with his tongue in his cheek. “No trouble,
no danger—certain success! It's better than
violence, for I warn you, few folk meddle
with Dick o the Roads when he's awake.
He would put at least six of us beyond need
of anything but a coffin before we secured
him. As it is, we shall take him with no
more trouble than a slanghtered bullock!”

“True enough,” said Shedlock. - “Now to
arrange fthe details, and we have him!
The——  'S8death! Did something move
behind that . curtain?” : S

The company started up, all save Sir Cecil,
who -was - almost asleep. They gathered .
round the curtain, each man frowning sus-
piciously, and his hand seeking the hilt of
sword or pistol-butt. Captain Spott threw
the curtain back ; :

‘Before them, snoring gently, was the
form of “Mr. Smich,” apparently fast
asleep. . . :

TFor some . seconds fthe: guests stared at
the slnepin% highwayman as if spellbound.
each man fingering the hilt of his sword.
Turpin snored peacefully, his head fallen
forward on his chest. i 5

“'Sdeath!” muttered the man on Captain
Spott's richt. “He has heard all we said,
for certain. We are undone!”

“Pish!” murmured another, drawing his
rapier very gently from its sheath, so as
to make uno noise. “That is a matter,
comrade, whieh is easily mended. He need
never open his eyes again!”

«“Nay! Hold! whispered Oaptain Spott,

] catching the man's wrist, as he poised his

rapier. *“That will do us no good, and
perhaps lead fo the spoiling of the plan?
What should we do with the body?®”

“Ay, we are nob in the woods now, but -
in Basing Hall!” muttered the first speaker.
“It will be a ticklish matter to call in the .
Riders to take Dick Neville if we have
already a corpse to answer for!”

“Dead men tell no tales!” grumbled he of
the rapier. *“This is fhe highwayman's
comrade—belike also wanted for the gallows
for all we know, We sought to arrest him.

{ He resisted, and attacked wus, and was slain

in fair fight! What betfer tale need we

bave?” )
“We do not even know he has heard any-
thing,” sald 8poti, looking intently at

Turpin’s face; “and if you want my opinion,
thiz Mr. Smith is no friend of Dick Neville's
—far from it. 1 heard him say only this

| morning that he wished himself well rid of

him, when Neville and I

fight.” _
“The captain’s right) returned the firzb

speaker. *JYf he hasn’t heard, there's no

were about to

Neville Has a Scheme For Turning His Cousin Out of Faulkhourne 1—
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harm done. None of us are such lambs
that we wish to be inguired after when the
Riders come.” =

“Bub I say we cannob risk it; he may have
lieard the whole plot,” growled the man with
the drawn sword; “and we do &ot know
that he will warn his comrade, for all—" _

He broke off suddenly, for Turpin stirred
slightly. 'The conversation had been carried
on almost in whispers, and the seeming
slegper - had snored luxuriously through it
all. But now he moved, opened his eyes,
yvawned, and stretched, and then stared in
sleepy surprise at the gunests who  stood
around him. .

‘Phere was a pause of indeeision, and for a
nioment it seemed as though the bystamders
were going “to “attack him, after all. But
Captain Speott laughed awkwardly, and ook
out hiz snufi-box with a flourish. —

“Well slept, comrade!” he said to Turpin.
“We have been laying a small wager as to
how long you would slumber if we started
‘a fencing-mateh in front of you. I and this
ventlemarn "—he waved his hand to the man
with the naked sword, who certainly looked
a suspieious object eénough—"were about to
essay it, when you aweke and baulked us.
We heard the musie of your slumberous pose
as we sad ab dinpner, but you must forgive
our- intrusion. - No offence was meant.”

“I am- very slow to take offence,” said
Turpin, blinking amiably at the. company.
“It seems 1 eame here after dinmer, and
foll - asleep .behind the arras.”

“{d-so!™ laughed the captain. _
not even wake you? We were nome t0o
gnict ‘over our wine, I fear.” - :

“] was in the land of dreams,” said Turpin,
who had no eseruples about these little
matters, as Dick was wont to have. “J heard
nothing.” : :

“Nor even what we =aid?” put inp one oi
the others.

“1 ~thought  mysell - alone,” returned
Furpin, o .
“Nay, it sults us to be more sure of that!”

growled the man with the sword, gripping
his hilt threateningly. *’'Tis 4 matler we
will prove for ourselves!” :

Turpin glanced round, and saw that he was
hemmed in. He had sword . and  double
pistols, and had no fear for himsell i 1%
pame to a -fight with suech ~poor fighters as

these. Yet the guarters were close, ‘and the ]

aidds long. He saw their suspicions. were
aroused, and an open fracas was the last
thing he desired, for his brains bad. been
busy with a plan that tickled his fancy
mightily, and which he did not wish to epoil.
He saw that in another mement the com-
pany would attack him.

“Y had a ecurious dream,” he said. fixing
Spott with hLis eye. .

“1 dreamed,” eontinued Turpin, “that =2
very pretty plan for making a round sun
of pnineas was in the air, by the capture of
somebody or something, for whom a Zood
yeward would be paid.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Spott:; and the man with
the sword leaned forward threateningly.

“And then,” contipued Turpin dreamily,
fising his eyea on the ceiling, “methonght o
snall, still veoice whispered in my ear,
*Tar ' H'm!” He cleared his throat.
“Whispered in my ear, ‘ Smith, my boy, you
are very hard-up! There is hut a heggariy
shijling er two in yousr purse. What will you
do for more?  And then, it seemed to me, in
my dream, that somehow. I had a hand in
this mest profitahle affair, and was ahle to
give some help towards it, and so a small

share of the guineas in that reward came to

‘mae. - A -very small share, gentlemen, hut
enough to make it worth my while. And, in
fact, a dream-personage _very like the
amiable. Captain Spott here, with the same
noble features and expansive smile, was pay-
ing those beautiful bright guineas into my
hand, the affair having ended satisfactorily.
S0 you zee, gentlemen, you awoke me from
a very pleasant dream indeed, for which you
Owe me some reparation!’?

“Here, do yon hear that, Barnard?’ ex-
claimed Captain Spott, turning to the man
with the sword. “Pink me! I knew I was
vight, This is far the befter way. I under-
stand you, sir,” he added to Turpin. “You
mean tirat our little plan was not lost on
}-iﬂ‘u’ and that you would bhe glad to joia in
[ i e 5 : .

“It is the one thing I desire,” said Turpin.
And it was literally true. :

“I knew it,” said Spott. ]

Eitew you

@ perilous kpave—my . word, yes!

“ And we did

hore illwill towards this highwayman, and
wounld be zlad to zeé him hanged!”

“PDo not let us lose sizht of the desirable
guineas,” said Turpin. *“What will my share
come to?”? : :

“Mr. Bmith,” said the captain to Turpin,
bowing . low, with- the tips of his fingers

pressed over his heart, “you shall have any

share you like to name, up to one-half, for
your help will indeed be invaluable, Septimus
Spott's word is his bond!” :
“Yery good!” said Turpin. “I1 shall hold
vou to that. Now, as to the ways of captur-
ing this ruffianly and altogether villainous
fellow, Dick Neville. I may tell you he is
You had
some schieme, I think, for drugging his wine?”
“You heard a plaguey deal in that dream
of vours!” growled the man with the sword,
who had reluctantly sheathed his weapen.,

flold your tongue, Barnard!” said the
captain, with an oath. “You'are right, Mr.
Smith,” he continued to Turpin; “it is the
only safé way of dealing with the raseal, and
I have the etufl here.” He tapped his side-
pocket knowingly. “We shall press this
Dick Neville to dine with us this evening,
and while we are at table I shall =lip this
into his goblet, and ecall on him for a toast.
The stuff is potent, as I dare say your dream
told you, and withifi a couple ol minutes
the felow. will be helpless as 2 mummy, Dor
wake till he finds him=zelf in gaol, with the
irons on him.”

“Very pretty, if you can arrange it,” said

“Turpin; “but do you think you will get the

chance? He has no great love for your com-

L pany, as I have seen, nor for any of these

excellent gentleman around us. Dick o' the
Roads bas a hanged proud stomach, my
masters, and may refuse to sit at meat with
us all1” = :
“Why, that is true,” said Spett gloomily.
“What do you sugpest? Can you not per-
guade him to dine with us, in your company?”
“1 think 1 might,” replied Tarpin. * But

you had best leave the drugging of the wine |

to me, who will sit heside him. He will bo
too suspicious of you to give you the ‘chance,
believe me,” - - .

Captain Spott shot a glance at Turpin.

“T am willing enough,” he said, by no
means sorry to be relieved of the "job,
which he guessed would mean his death if
Dick detected it. "X will give you the paper
of powder hefore we go in _to dinner. You
bring him with you, and see that he dces
not tight shy of us." -

“I will,” returned Turpin. Jeslels

‘“And, mark you, Mr. Smith,” sail the
eaptain harshly, “the game was of my start-
ing, and -1 am to deliver him up and take
the reward, which 1 shall divide amongst
ug! See that yeu are loyal to the cause,
and play no trieks with the booty!™ :
.He dropped bis hand fiercely on his sword-
hilt as he spoke, and “Mr. Bmith” gave a
nervous start, : : :

“Nay, nay, sir,” he protested; “you may
rely on me. J am a man of peace, and seek
not to quarrel—let us have no hasty eword
or - pistol business. Pistols! 1 declare: the
very word makes me shudder. You shall
have the credit of the business, Captain

Spott. And now, when we have une fellow
soundly <dengged, what will you do with
him %" .

] suppose there is nothing for it but to
call in the Ring's Riders, and hand the high-
wayman over io them,” said Spott gloomily.

“Nay: I think that is a poor way,” said
Turpin, “They wili want their finger in the
pie, and perhaps try to c¢honse us out o1 .
the reward. Moreover, 1 take i, none of
us are very anxious to meet with the King’s
Riders curseives.” R ;

here was a unanimous choris of ‘approval

tof this sentiment.

“1 propose, then, that we <«all in a
magistrate of -good standing., 89w “Adam.
Vincent lives at Stourton Hall. ‘close hy.
We can deliver this Diek Neville to him
and his men, and he will sertify us the
reward. - 'Thus our prisener will go straightr
to the conrt.” . '

“Agreed!” the = guests,

eried mueh

DICK TURPIN 18 CAUGHT NAPPING !
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the form of Dick Turpin, apparentl
Spott.
said the man with the rapier.

sound asleep.
f¢f He has heard all we said, Tor certain.

Captain Spott threw the curtain aside. Before them, snoring gently, was

‘s S'death !’ muttered
We arae undone !’ ** Nay,”

* That Is a matter which is easily mended.
He need never open his eyes again ! ¥

{See page 24.)
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;Iuieaa-rﬂ at “Mr. Smith's " advice—all save

sarnard, who stood glowering in the back- ]
ground, whispering to one and another of |

the gang, “And when the guineas are
fingered,” added Captain Spott, with relish,
“we will all go and see this knave dance
on. nothing at IMutton Heath!”

“Business  first, pleasure afterwards!”
said Turpin, with a wink at the company,
az ho left the room. “I go now to bring
our guarry to bay. See that a goodly meal
is prepared, and shertly you shall come fo
deal with Dick o' the Roads.”

NEVILLE’S PERIL ! fm

! piek

HEN Dick rode away from Basing:
W Hall, after  breakfast, he get

Black Satan to a good, hard
canter {o Fensford, fo take the
faste of the place oubt of his mouth, for
the company he had seen there rose on his
stamach. A ruflian he did not chject to so

miueh, but this erew of unelean jackals, who .

fattened on such weaklings as Ceeil Stan-
Liope, roused him to loathing.
He remained at Fenpsford till the shades

of ‘pight drew in, and then rode back to the.

tantation just outside St. Austell's, where
e _halted, and whistied softly for Ralph.
“How it brings the old days back!"” he
thought. *“Yender’s the sery {ree wlhere
the village louts dropped the noose over
jee when the sneak Dirkley betrayed me to
them. Ah, vonder comes Halph!"
“Hallo, Dick!” said the boy. “How goes
it at Basing?” :

“Ill enough,” returred his brother,. and
fold Lim how he had found the old house.
“Onc of the new fellows  came to-day,
and I don’t like the look of him much. A

4 you, geublemen.

sleek, oily-looking customer, and ratber like |

Heetor in appearande.
chummed him on to me.”

“H'm!” said Dick. “I don’t like that.
Keep an eye on him, Ealph.”

The Houzemaster

“I think I could makeé hay of him il it

‘came fo fhat,” said Ralph.

' Jt's treachéry yon have to fear,” said
bPick. “I'll see Trelawney, and find out
who il is. Hallo! Who comes here? ”

Hiz hand dropped on the buté of his
pistol, aa the sound eof an approaching
horseman reached him; but he soon saw it
was not foe, but friend.

“Furpin!
comrade? *

“A wvast of things,” said Turpin, reintng:

up beside ki, “What news, Dick? Well,

voung cock o' the bushes, hew goes it with

Wiiat brings von out nere,

3

yvou? = Yeur brother will have $o leave you, |
and ride back -with me. There’s work
toward, Diek, such as we both love, 80

tura your horse te Basing, and I'll tell yon
all abount it as we go.”

“¥ou two have all the fun,” said Ralph
enviously,  “I =say, Turpin, couldn’t you let
me ride #he hichways with Dick? 1 can

ltandie & barkcr with the best of you!"” |

And he drew one of Dick's
pistols from  the bhdlster as
“Look here——-" -

Before he could finish he was knocked
off Lis feet by one of three dark figures

laree double
he spoke.

that suddenly rushed out from the wood,

and as he rolled over among the brambles
he heard a harsh voice cry:

“Standt Move a finger, and you are a
dead mant!® ' v

Fryen Dick saw how completely he was
trapped, for he had.- been off his guard,
and two pistol-muzzles stared him in the
face, beld by a couple of the raseals whom

he recognised-as of Captain Spott’s gang

at Dasing.

A third—the man Barnard, who had beon
50 anxious to pub an end to “Mr. Smith ™
when they foand him asleep—had no pistol,
bt held his sword-point.at Turpin’s breast.

Yor a monient neither of the two com-
rades spoke or stirred. They saw that
their hives depended on a touch of the
finger or a turn of the wrist, ‘and that to
draw a weapon would mean their instant
death. So tliey  paused and waited, - for
neither of them ever despaired. :

“Disarm Neville'” cried Barnard, who
was plainly the lcader of the three.  “One
of yoo pluck the pistols from his holster
aund pull him from his horse, while the other
covers ‘him. As for you, -Mr. Smith, you
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{ corpses about the country.

.rade.

have but fo stir an eyelid, snd my steel
goes threugh yon!"

Ralph, lying where ke had fallen, listened ;

with all his ears.
onslaught, he still kept his wits about
him, and remembered that he had Dick’s
pistol in his hand. He determined to save
his brother at any risk.
not even noticed him,

As one of the rescals stepped to Dick's
saddle and felt in the holster, Raiph rose
noiselessly. He was directly behind
man who was covering Dick, and, with a
guick dart, he knocked the f=llow’s pistol
up. -
pit exploded, sending its bullet skywards,
and at the same moment Ralph clapped his
weapon to the neck of the man who was
searching Dick’s holster, and- dared him to
move.

It was all done in a moment. Dick,
seeing his chance, and, being nro Io
covered, -seized the searcher by the pistol
armm and wrenched his weapon from him,
presenting it in the face of the first man,
who had dropped his empiy pistel and
sprang forward with drawn sword.

Amazed at the sudden.

The cnemy had |

the 1

longer 1

=

The unexpected attack had drawn Bar<

nard's eyes from his prisoner for one singie
instant, but that instant was enongh for
the watehfu! Turpin, who snatched ab the

sword, twisting it aside, and cla_pped fiis

own pistol to Barnard’s head.

The plucky lad's diversion had turned the
tables completely, With such old hands as
Turpin and Dick, it needed nothing more.
41 think,” said Turpin blandly, “you hiave
entered on a contract that is too much for
The cutpurse and loaded
dice industry does noi afford enough ex-
perience for three such as you to capture
two gentlemen of the road.” 3

Barnard swore furicusly, but Tuorpin’as
black pistol-muzzle warned him not to
move. The others had already surrendered
hopeleazly.

‘PAnfi 80,” said Turpin, “you fthought to
steal & march on your comrades, Master

Barnard, and ensure the reward for your- |

golf? There is mighty little hionour among
thieves of your kidney; yet I grant you bave
a little more pluck than your precious
Captain Spott. Dick, it iz curious that this
should happen just as I was about to ex-
plain to you.
the worthy Spott himself, who wiil afford
us more sport than you. Ralph, boy, you
came into the game very mneatly, and our
thanks are due to you. Can you oblige me
further by finding a few yards of rope?”

“There 18 some in the woodshed near by,"”
said Ralph. “Hold him there, Turpin, while
I fetch it!”

“Purpint’ eried the fhree
chorus, turning white as paper.
Turpin?™

“Otherwise Mr. Smith, at your service!”

rascals, in
*Are you,

| said the highwayman, with a gcrim smile.

“Hurry with the rope, Ralph!”’

“Od-so, Turpin! What's all this?” cried
Dick, laughing. “Are you going to hang
them?”

The prisoners’
together. v

“Ay, by the heels,” grinned Turpin, “so
that they may see how the world looks
upside down!” - '

“Ay, that will drain the treachery out
of them!” said Dick, wibth a chuckle, as he
saw Uhe horrified fears of the captives, he
knowing well that Turpin was jesting. “I
thonght ‘twas always a good rule of yours,
however, that a bullet in the head is the
best cure for a knave."

“And that's true enough,” said his com-
“1 don’t withdraw that. But as we
have to deal with a magistrate this evening,
*twill suit us to be genile, and leave no
lest it prejudice

knees began  fo knock

our case!” _
“A mapistrate!” exclaimed Dick.
all in the dark, comrade. What
beginning of this little affair?”
“You have missed much by leaving Dasing
so early, but perhaps it is as well. You
see, Dick, my purse iz sadly light, so 1
have joined in a little scheme with Captain
Spott and his excellent companions to make
a little money by drugging your wine this
evening at supper, and handing you over to
Sir Adam Vincent, the Justice of the Peace.
The five hundred guineas reward will pay
ug for the trouble, and—" ;
“Oho! I%s so the winds sits, eh?’ sald
Dick, ‘langhing.  “I had not thought yonder
rascals were so enferprising. Well, comrade,

HI Bm
is the

We will now go and deal with |

‘uncommon pretty like that.
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youu and 1 must go to that supper.

| Twould never do to disappoint them!l”

“Just what ¥ eame to point ont to you,”
cried Turpin. “And now bhere comes Ralph
with the rope. Stand over those two
seoundrels, Dick, while I tie Master Barnard
to fhe trunk of this free. I fear there is
nof time to hang them by the heels, but
we will come back and do that after supper.”

He bound Barnard to a small oak-tree; ror
did the ruffian dare resist. Turpin's pame
bhad cowed him effectually. Then the two
other rascals were tied up in the same way,
within a few yards of 2ach other, and
effectually gagpged. :

“YI say, - said RNalph, pazing at the
prisoners with a broad grin, “they look
Shall I fetch
the school out t0 have a look at ‘em?¥"”

“Ilo nothing of the sorb, Ralph, but keep
vour ¢$eeth tight shut -about everything
you've seen,” said- Dick- *Good-nicht now,
old boy, and remember what T've told yon

{ —keep an eye on that new fellow.”

Turpin and Dick rode off, léaving the three
conspirators to enjoy the night air. .

“I fear, Dick, you wiil have to drink a
mighty unpalatable goblet of wine to-night.”
said Tuarpin, “for 1 am commissioned to
drug you." z

“IWhy, vou don't suappose I shall swaliow
the stuff?” returned Dick. *If that's part
of your plan, we shall have to alter it.".
- “Nay, not guite that. But you'll have to
drink the wine when I've doctored it. Spott
is' to give me a paper of powder, and they'll
all wateh to see [ spiill it into your glass: 1 -

‘have a paper of salt in my pocket ready

made up, whitlh T shall put in instead.”

“Oh, I'll manaze the sait?” laughed Pick.
“But make no mistake. I don't want to
be drugged by accident.”

“YWhen vou are going off, under the
baneful effects of the drug,” continued
Turpin, “you may amuse yourself with =
fitile side-play, which will make Captain
Spott squirtn in hiz shoes. However, you
must go off quite peacefully at last, if
nothing bappens, after which 8ir Adara
Vincent will be brought in to elaim you.
They wiil send to his house for him, but
by my advice they wiil not tell him who
you are.” -

““And right glad I shall be fo sec the cld
boy again,” said Dick. "He did me and
Ralph the best of terms in Vesey's time, and
1 don't doubt Le'll be glad to see me.”

“Then vou will be taken by him to Stour-
ton Hall, where vou will come to life. end
we will coneoet  a little scheme of punish-
ment for the worthy Spott and his men.”

“Not 50, We'll give it them on the spot,”
said Diek, “before Sir Adam, when-he comes
to take me. I'm mighty pleased at this,
Turpin. It will give me the chance I hoped
for. I'll clear Basing Hall of its company,
and give the younrg fool Cecil a lesson he
needs. I'll hold the whole crew of them
just when they think they've got me.”

“Or lose your own neck,” said Turpin.
“That scems to me much the likeliest by
suchk & plan. However, I know nothing will
budge you when you've got a notion in your
head, so we'll do eur best. It will be a
narrow margin if we win, I tell you.”

“Yonder's the park gate,”’ said Dick, “and
by the lights in the dining-hall they are
all ready for us.”

“Pon't forget that youn and 1 are on bad
terms,” said Turpin, “though I am out-

wardiy eivil to you row in order to decoy

you fo this affair. We'll have our horses in
the back stables, where we can get at them
easily." ‘ :

They soon entered the dining-hall, where
ail the motley crowd were gathered together, -
and thestable was laid with what remained
of the best plate and linen Basing Hall
could show. Sir Cecii, in his usual state,
was reclining Hmply in an armchair.

— e

1 A LESsON FOR sIR CECIL ! |

W
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LLCOME, travellers!” cried Cap-
tain Spott, with a great show
of heartiness. “Have ¥ou seen

anything of Barnard? There
are three of us still away.” :
“We  saw nothing of them,” replied

Turpin; “but { gathered that they are nol
goinz to join us at supper.”



. ously at the ¢ompany.

“after their

down, There was 2 moment’s pause, and

*followed as to the Bhare
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“Come 'long, genclmen!” murmured Sir |
Cecil vaguely, opening one eye. “Ring for
shervants; somebody! We'll have some
dinner—whash ?*’? 1

“Ay; I'll be with you,” said Spott. “I
trust your appetite is goed sir?” he added to

Dick. “No ill-feeling, I beg, over the flowing ;
bowl. Sink all dizputes, and Jet’s he
merry !’

“Ay: keep a place for me,” replied Dieck,
noting the ugly lock that lurked in the
captain’s eye, dezpite his efforts to look

genial.

Dick grinned inwardly.
- “Yonders your place, Neville,” said
Forpin.  “I°ll sit beside you, and see you

want fer nothing.”?

He made a hideous face behind Diek’s
back as that worthy went fo his seat, indica-
tive of deadly hatred, and winked villain-

Captain Spoth slipped a little packet into
bis hand as he passed, -

“Empty it all in? he whiapered.

Turpin replied with a leer, and scated:
himself by Dick's side, :
Both Dick and Turpin, who were hunﬁi‘y.
af ride, did all justice to the
viands, which were of the best. =4
The talk round the table ram high, and
everyone was very jovial.  Dieck drank a |
gobled of claret,
~ When he had filled the serond, and Wwas |
turping away to help himself to a dish,
Turpin deftly drew a little paper packot
from. his breast, and, with a quick moge-
ment, empiied it into Dick’s glass. Captain
Spott gave him a guick nod.

A few minules later the caplain sprang

to his feet.

“Your health, e ericd to Diek,
raizsing his glasa,

“¥ours,” replied Dick curily, and drained
Irie goblet to the dregs.

He made a slightly wry

siri»

face, and sat ;

then the conversation began again, HBE?EI'J
than €ver. The man mnearest the door:
slipped away out of the room, and did nob
revarn,

Dick’s hecd dropped slowly on to his!
cliest. He ronsed himself with a start, and
ivoked round himi, Pull and heavy-eyed, he
lzullinlre-:l stupidly. Sir Cecil had gobe o
sleep.

Dielt rubbed his eyes, and tha guests,
though still taiking busily, watehed him
narrowly., Soon his eyes zeemed to close
altogether, and his head dropped

“At last!” muttered Spott, rizing from
his place, a look of hatred in his red-rimmed
eyes,  “The scord’s nearly paid,  We've
ot hm ! :

Dick’s hand, with the motion like that of |
a man who turns in his cleep, fombled to his
pocket, and drew from it a double pistel,
He enored londly: but the pistel, waving
tike a reed in the wind, pointed itself
slowly at Captain Spotb; who had jumped as
if a lash had struck him. : T

“Ah., he often does that when he's
asleep,” eaid Turpin coolly; “force of
habit, I suppese—hc dreams he i3 en the|
highway! Don't be afraid, captain, it is]
ot likely he will be able to hit you.”

“The flend!” ecried Spott
hurrying acrosg the room, the pistoil’s poeint
following him accurately. - “He'll have a
bullet into me!” he shouted, dodging behind |
one of hiz comrades. “I know he will!”

“Don’t get behind me, bang youl!” eried
the  man he used as a &hield; for Dick’s
pistol now pointed straight at him, and the
two played at Jackdn-the-box for some|
sig]cnﬂa. cach frying 20 doidge beliind the
other.

*“Pake ‘the {thing away Ffrom him, can’t

youl!” eried Spott, making 3 dash for the |

wall, “Take it away!” ‘

One or two of them started to get behind |
Dick and dizarm him, but Turpin was there
first, and ook the pistol from Dick’s grazp.
‘The young highwayman snored on, as theugh
he would not wake for a week.

“What a plagucy trick! said Spotl,
“The knave s still dangerons when he's
aslecp! No matter, he's off now, and the
magietrate will ba here in & minute, for I
have sent for him, three hundred
guineas are ours, and Diek o’ the Roads is.
as good as hanged!” =

“¥ shall shortly trouble you for my share
of the guiheas,” said Turpin.

hand. It was Sir Adam Vincent, and he

t fast as they could go, and hutried away

anxiously, ¢

A dispute all Tound the room immediately
which each was

catitled to, until at last a peal was heard.
on- the great hall bell, and footsteps were
heard outside. . -

“*Tis Sir Adam!” cried Spotlt.  “ILet him
in, boys! The game’s ours at last!’”?

“Cheer for the three hundred guineas!”
said a loud, clear voice. :
Capiain Spott twrned with a start and ar
oath, and iz red face blenched to the colgur
of :laked lime. A gasp of dismay went

round the room.

Dick was sitting easily in his chair very
wide awake, a pistol in each hand, the
muzzles of which were directed on . the
company. -

- “1 hold tw2 lives in each hand,” said Dick
Fﬁ}iandly, “the first who moves wiil be shot
ﬂ_“,n;l]

“And 1,” said Turpin, who was sitting on |
the table behind him, “have -a pistel in
eachh poeket which, though I do not choose
to show him;, 1 will produce for the bepefli |
of the first man whosc hand seeks & weapon.”

“We are betrayed,” shricked Spott fur-|

ionsly, “he i§ not drugged at all! Tis that
scoundrel Smith-he has fooled us!”

“You have foeled yourgelves, my gay |
rufflers,” repfied Turpin unbanely, “and
‘twias Bo hard task either., But let me beg
voit to hear my warning in mind.”

The door was flung open, and in strode a
big, well-formed man of fifty, with muech
diguity of bearing. He was dressed in riding-
ciothes, and carried a hunting-crop in his

stared in astonishment a$ the scene around
him. Then his gaze fell on Dick, and his
face brightencd.

“Arrest him, BSir Adam,” cried Captain
Spoth eagerly; “it is the highwayman, Dick

evitie; whom we bave capturcd! Taken in |

the very aet—see his pistols!
you as a justice of the peace,
know him !>

*Know him!” said Sir Adam curlly, to
Spott. *“I know you, you secounndrei! The
constables have wanted you this long time
pastl”™ He strode up to Diek, who put one
of his pistols down with a smile, “By the
rovd! I'm glad to see you, Pick! And
there’s my hand on it!»

The justice and the highwiyman shook
hands warmly., -

“Now,” sard Dick Rercely, “out of this,
yon scoundrels, and never show your face
at Basing Halt again!  The man who is

I appeal to
You miusd

here after I have counted ten will reeeive |

a bullet throngh his eoat-tatle—all
Captain  Spott, who will
pleasure! Away with you!” _

The cutpurses did not wait Tor the counting.
By window and deor they seuittled out as

EAVE
remain at  my

irom the houwse of Basing at top speed.
Captain 8pott, covered by Dick’'s pistol, alone
remained, .

“8ir Adam,” said Dick, “I find this houge
0 soIty case since I was last a gwest in it.
I find it in the hands of a youth whom I
still think more fool thaa knave, and sinece |
%z; has tried o entrap me, I will repay him

¥

i

“you bound?

doing him a service. If the method of it ]

in rough, he has but himself fo thank for
that,>
“Ay, and right sorry I am to see the
pass things have come. to since my good
friend Siv Henry died,” seid Vineent, “Diek,
you have a happy knack of coming always
at the right time. I hope some good may
come of ihHami Imwd these _fr:;s(:als h-nve{
rone < ¢ glanced scornfully at the
youpg _b%l"‘ ronef, but said no l'ni‘:r:wﬁ-._F *
Bir ©Cecil, who had heen anwakemed and
almost sebered by what had oeccurred, came
across to Dick, his face working piteously.
J"Twas not my wish!” he said hoareely.
I swear I would have had mo hand in it.
I—1 don’t know liow it is=—" i
“Nay. the scheme was no fanlt of the
young fdcol’s,” said Turpin; “be not too
hard on hifm, Dick. He refused to listen
to it or allew i, but they tricked him as
usnal, and yon see what he is”
“Nay, that I kpoow,” said Dick. “REither
_‘wa%'_, it would connt not a straw with me.
But look you, Bir Ceeil,” he said sternly,

“you sce to what 2 pass your folly has }

brought you.  Yeu, an English zentleman,
herd with rogne: and cutpurses, and allow
them to fleece you, till it reaches the point
of betrayinz a proest under your own roof.
See you that you have brought this goodly
estate Year to ruin, and made your nime
a byword in the country?”
“Ay, well gaid,” muttered Sir Adam.

HE T R T T

"You owe your downfall to this cowering

.

knave here, the leader and head of them
ali!” said Dick, pointing to the ecowling
Spatt.  “So now to reckon with him, and
even the score against us both. I erave the
Isan of your hGanting-whip, Sir Adam.”
Vincent pgave it readily, and Dick, throw-

 ing down his pistol, laid into the versatile

Captain Spott with a zeal that made the
rogue caper aud ronr for mercy.  Up and
down the room lie whipped him, il at 1ast,
black and blue, the scoundrel burst through
the window and rushed away through tiuo
park, bellowing like .a bull-calf, and Basing
Hall never saw him again.

“8ip Ceeil,” said Dick, handing back thoe
whip to Vincent, “you are rid of the lecches

‘who have lived on you so long. The estates,

I think, are not yet beyond hope, so pull
yourself together and start afresh. T.eave
wine alone, it docs not agree with a head
like yours, and face your duties like a man.
Doubtless you will help him to play a man's
part, Bir Adam.”

“Ay, with all my beart.” said Vincent
earnestly, “for my eld friead Henry's aake.
Come, Cecil, what do you sayi”-

“1 will, I will,” eried the young baronet
passionately, “for the sake of the old name !
1 thank you, sir, for whaf ¥ou have done,
and ¥ will face the world as a Stanbope
should.” :

"And now, Dick.” said Viaeent, “where are
Are you lohg from . Foulk-
bournes” :

“Faulkbourne!” sai@ Dick.  “I am but a
knight eof the road, with two pistols for
niy fortune, Sir Adam, Faulkbourne is no
longer mine—hy law. Theé knaves younder
sought me for the three hundred guineas on
my head.”

Bir Adam stared dumbly, and then ihirew
himself inte & chair and laughed till his
sides aclied. . ;

“Forgive mie for making merry af ryour

- mislortune, Dick,” he cried, wiping his. eyes,

“but, on my souwl, it is too comic. Those
rogues called on me to arrest you, a8 1 was
in duty bound to do, and I fionted them,
and lelped you to rout them. Heo, ho! I
am glad I did not koow it befare—it weould
have Lieen very awkward for me. Dut D'l
forgel it apain, believe me. We are §ll
iriends here.”

“1 thought you kuew,” 2aid Diek.

“Nay, 1 supposed you were in possession,
and & peaceful sabject, since Vesey’s deoath
and your pardon frem the Btate. And you
arc. outlawed afresh? Your eousis Iecior
i possession? Pink me; thiz is not to be
borne! Let us go dpd tound the villain

Tout!”

“Nay, that would scaree become o magic-
trate,” laughed Dick. “I Lope soon to bring
ib. about with my¥ own hand, nevertheless.
But it grows late, and I {hink 8ir Cecil would
fel be alone—he has much to think over.
Do you help him, Sir Adam, when he has bit
0% 4 conrse. Nay, we will 5ot stop the night
—our company will bring neither of yvou any
good repuiation. Guod-night; ‘and forfuse
attend you!”

And, refusing all pressure to stay, the two
outiaws songht their horses and rode away
into the night, -

{Another Whg instalment of our powerjul
Highwayman serial will be found ir next
week's extra bumper issue.)
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A Wonderful New Story
Coming Shortly :

“THE OUTLAW
KING 1"

By MORTON PIKE.
The Adventures 6¢f Robin

Hood, and his Merry Men
of Sherwood !
PRI,

JIieep Your Eyes Open!
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The Disappearance of Dick Turpin...Ses Next Week !
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who had dared all in the Crusades, and had

“heen robbed of his rights.

20 =3 ot 3

THE OUTLAW KING ! | tamo a5 catia™

{Continued frmn'pugc 29.) Phiiip of France.

thin,

picture the scene as Robin Hood sprang
from his horse and knelt at the feel of his
King—King Richard Cceur de Liom, the man
now come back to reign. _ wood.
THE HERO OF THE FORLST.

Robin- Hood was proved at long last 1o
ha ¢he noble 'Earl of Huntingdon. He had
But it is as tﬁa

outlaw that one learns to love him. chivairy aad trush,

THE POPULAR-Every

gepiets for us the gt
timea when he saved the counfryiolk

fame was carried to $he Courts of the
Emperor and the Austrinn Duke and of
Robin Hood, though an
oubtlaw, was & King's man through thick and

A BRILLIANT PICTULRL.

It wag a time when minstrels—thiere was
Rlondel, Richard’s faithiul servant—roamed
the land. A lot of music comes oub of Sher-
The Merry Men were geotierous fo
their friends. When they bivouacked in the
verdant fastnesses there was good cheer,
story-teller like Friar Tuck, the wise man who
remembered ail- he heard; no sweet singer
as good &5 Maid Marian at a baliad of

story of ths Sherwood outlaw atiractive to
a dsgres.

- e“THRE OUTLAW KING.

The ncw. story of Robin Hocd, which will,
be the nexb: serial in the POPULAR;, has
rightly beeu styled the finest romance of
these old days ever written. We are told ol
tha adventures of Guy de FitzHugh, a gallant
young nobleman, who has been despoiled of
his rights by hia rascally uncie, Sir Humphrey
de Brionne. Morton Pike, the author of this
brilliant varn, deseribes how Guy joins the
band of Robin Hood, and becomes one of the
Merry Men of Sherwood. ‘His adventures are
thriliing, and Porutir readers are to ba-
congratulated on having such a treat in
store.

eat days of old—ihe |
from
s usurper King; his
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all the increase they desired. 99 per cent. of successful results is8 & wouvder-
fui achiovement. Health and stamina greatly improveld. If undap 40, send
P.0. for particulars and our £100 guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT. AM.F.,
17, STE0UD GREEN BOAD, LONDON, N.4.
Vontriloguist's

MAGIG THIGKS: ‘f‘;%tglggrﬁfla'[ﬂ%igi‘;ﬁ: Imitate Birds.

Price6d, each,4forl/-—T. W.Harrison,238,Pentonvilie Ed,, London,N.1.

E:HEE I—:l:.nic_lty Surprise Paockst of Etum.;;"!!ﬂEE to thoso
_ sendm% postage (abroad 6d.) -and aakm.g:LI:u sz Approval
Sheets,—M. FLORICK, 1749, Asylum Road, Peckham, LONDON, 8.E.15,

CUT THIS OUT

“ The Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with obnly 279 direot to the Fiset FPon Cﬂ-}-'

119, Fleat Strest, London, E.C.4. You will receive by roturh & 8plendid
British Made 14:ct, Gold Nibbed Fleet ¥ountain Ppn, ‘valus 10/8 (Fine,
Kedium, or Broad Nibj. If only 1 coupon is sant, tke price ia 309, 2d. being
wllowed for each extra coupon up to {Pooket Clip, 4d.} Hatistaotion
maranteed or cash returned. Special New Offéer—¥our own nams in gilf
etters on elthor pen for 1/- extra, . : : :

Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/. exira.

Will-Power, ‘or Mind-

y 400
/ MODEL

| lzrﬁuﬁm'?

isall you pay for ous Ne. 300A lady's
or gentleman's Mead ™ Marve] "o}
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionaliyeasy terts. Built
to stand bard wear. ‘Brilliantly
plated; ° richly enamelled, ‘exqui-§f
sitely lined in two colours. Sent
packed free, carriage paid et

16 DAYS' FREE TRIAL,

Fully warranted. Promptdelivery §
X\, Money refunded .if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in slightly facto
spiled: mounts. - Tyres and'§
Accessories 33%% below shop
“prices. Buy dsrvect frous the fi -
foctoiy and save pounds. -
How . a- seven-year-old MEAD §
~wrhich had traversed 75.000 miles, §
beat 650 up-to-date tmachines and
brolke the weotld's record by covering §
34,966 miles in 385 days isexplaivedin §
our art catalggue. Wreits TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of ios §
formaticn about bicycles and [§
% Ccontalng “gigantic “photos |
\, Braphs of ourlatest models, @

& MEAD CYCLE TO. {mn_.)'
{Dept. B797) ]
Himinghl.ijl

Ths ¢ ASCENSION " PACKET of STAMPS, cn-
talning ASCENSION ISLAND surchargad on ST. HELENA,

-l : :
F “ E E GUYANE, Brazil, JAMAICA WAR, Ceylon,

Armenting, :
MAURITIUS, Victoria, . PERSIA + Huasia, TANGIER,

vanezuola, SALVADOR, Buigaria, BOLSHEVIK UKRAINE, Nigeria, RE-

UNION, Mocambigus,  DECCAN, and PHILIPPINKS. Send 1id.- peet
&n_dtn-ak to sea -Agﬁlfﬁvm‘_vxnwnn BANCEOFT, Kh‘l‘hﬂﬂ.&? -
MAKE YOUR
OWN SET

t1he mysteries of Wireless made clear.

WIRELESS FOR ALL = ~ =~ 84
: and its sequel
SIMPLIFIED WIRELESS ~ = Qe

At all booksellers or 1{9 post frea from

RADIO } 3. Devereuz Buildings,
PRESS w.C. 8

-—

CIGARETTE PICTURE ALBUMS

_ Have a “ Cyg-Pyc.” Holds 60 at one view.
A necesslty to all Cigarette Picture Collectors.

£25 - PHIZES also particulars of our gilk
cash

of & _Wﬂndm:ful Pocket Enife.
Price post freo: One, 94, three, 110, six for 8 4. Send Postal Orders,
: Thmla.anﬁs already sold. - - -

QORDON BUSH Co., 16, Great Russeli St., London, W.C. 1.

I {—Learn the Wonderful Japanecse
BON T BE B“LLIED ! Art of Seli-Defence withioub
Woapons. For smail boys and men (also women). Send NOW Four
Penny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or

3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—Dept. P.R., SCHOOL OF JUJITSU,
31, Golden Sq., Regent St., London, W.1. Personal Tuition also given.

£2 000 Worth of Cheap Job Phofographio Material Camerss, &o.

¥ Sond b Onoe for CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES, FREE —

BEACEETTE WORKS, JULY ROAD, LIVERFOOL, E. :
Cure yvourself as I di il1 Par-

STOP STQMMERIHGI ticulars Free. —FRANE B,

HUGHES, 7, SOUTEAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

All Genuine Variehies. Price

i 2 BRITISH COLONIAL STAMPS a3 '
. A. WEITE, 85, Dndley Boad, LYE, Stourbridge. Ly
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