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2 A Bumper Feast of Fiction in Next Week's issue!

Stories of School, Wild West, and Adven-
ture for you next week'

hch a finer budget {l
d authors. Bum
to the "Popular.” Tl
ng cculd be more repr

n C\'Ql‘

eminent for variet)
the yarns are all firs

xulU\(‘, .md

b cla
“THE GREYFRIARS CRICKETERS !

ust take next week's bill of contents. 1t is simply the best
: Greyfriars tale by Frank Riebards is simple tophole!
tory w2 see how Harry Wharton's cricket team meets
b ealled the Trojans in an amazing manner. The i
s that everybody astonished on that memorahi
I am not going intc the matter of Coker angd an anonymous letter
Anonymous cemmunications arve Tar better left alone. It is orcmg:
to point oy that tii @s gob curious and still more eurious, but
there was a topping game, znd you have a first-rate yarn to
look forward to,

“THE SIEQE CF THE LUMBER SCHOGL !»

S xlD'!\"s come thick and fast next week. Martin Cliford’s s story

sehto not an exception. Cedar Creek is in
as all the doing of Old Man Gunten—
to hxumn~and since the dismissal of
fh’ harming headmistr s Meadows, there been no
cestion of peace. 1t var to tLe knife; the school is barri-
against the sherif and his trusty men. There i3 a big

tie thmu uf
Both father and son

vade
surprise for several people in this full-of-dash yarn.

“ THE CAMPAIGN AGAINST CARTHEW [

As a general rule, the juniors at Rookwood can put up with a

good deal, but they cannef :tomach Cax(hew as captain. It has
heen decreed by the august Head, Dr. Chisholm, that Carthew
shall assume the dignity of the vacant eaptaincy. TKe seniors are
out, as we kaow. w the throne of a wusurper is but a bed
of thorns; it is remely unlikely that Carthew—an ignominious
person at bes a decenb night' sleep with so much point in
his pillow. He k s in bis soul that he has no genuine right to
the lofty peosition into which hu has been lifted by the pitehfork
ol misgnided authority. He round peg in a rectangular
Carthew Campaigners do next:®
against oppression,

"THE RETUBN OF THE WANDERER!?

erture. Lock out for what t
lm day. lt’s a titanic stre

‘e are ~hmm Diek Redfern alone in London in next week's St.
There is another surprise here, and Tom Merry & Co.
vlpate in it. Youn will be delighted with the uet‘nl and
haracterisation of the nommg story. It is fuil of grit, and you
get more light throvn on “Ratly * and his somewhat questionable
procee dings,

PCETHAN'S NUMBER.
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Letiers s
There wil
It is pot ¢
faithful missive-ear
the man in conn
never know. It
nlerry supplement

ream into tm-‘ oflice praising up Bunter's “Weekly.”
I matt’'s Number hda appearad.

ter to give the palm to the
1aps the poipoise wished to encourage
h the lop d ayed pmmlo'der
a good nelion, a yy and pext Tuesday's
first elas

QUR SERIAL,

“Stand and Deliver!” runs its eourse next week, and a brilliant
eareer it has had. No yarn of Diek Turpin ever went with such
spirib. Now comes a special bit of news. There will be full
particulars next week, but I will say this much now. In a
fortnight’s time our new serial starts, 7

“THE OUTLAW KING.M

That is the title of the coming treat!
forget. The “Po pnlar
upon. You
know the
to-morrow we Lkn
secret.

In a fortnight! Don'ti
is always on the spet, and can be relied
it gives the very finest in fiction, as here. You
won't fail you—not a here to day and gone

in the Chat next week I will let you into my

Dour Editor.

BIG CASH PRIZES FOR A FEW MINUTES

WORK !

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0: Second Prize £2 10 0:
TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH.
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What You Have To Bo.

Here is a splendid Footer Competition
which T am sure will interest you. On this'
page you will find a history of Blackpool
Football Club In picture-puzzle form. What
you are invited to do is to solve this picture,
and when you have done so, write your solu-
tion on a sheet Then sign the
coupon which appears underneuth, pin it 1o
your solution, and post it to “BLACK-
POOL * Competition, PopuLar Office, Gough
House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, s0 as to reach
that address not later than THURSDAY,
April 19th, 1‘3271

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be awarded
to the }.Gdf'(’l who submits a solution which
is exactly the same as, or mnearest to, the
solution now in the poss ssion of the Editor.
In the event 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 all or any of the prizes,
bm Ll\ea full armount will be awarded. Tt is a
listineg condition of entry that the decision:
of the Editor is final. Employees of the
proprictors of this journal are not eligible to

of paper

This compstition is run M conjunction with
“Gem,” “Magnet,” and ‘Boys’ Friend,”,
and read

ders of those journals are invited ‘o

“TRE DOPULAR,—N0, 22,

* Blackpoel = Competition,

id  ag tec  accept the Editer's
oI decision as final,
o




There's years of success behind the “*Popular’ !

RIS LAST FIGHT!?

3

BOXING AND SCHOOL TAL¥!

Hurold Skinner’s attempt fo ¢ gef even ** with Larry Lascelles brings about an unexpected and dramafic climax

to the mysiery of the new master!

= e

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Skinner’'s Scheme !
LARRY LASCELLES,

mathematiecs master,

£t the fellows. The Removites,
ally, had a particular ipterest in Mr.
ary Lascelles,

Harry Wharton & Co. and Skinner of the
Remove had witnessed a prize-fight at the
well-known boxing-ring at Chilford, near
Greyfriars, and the remarkable likeness be-
tween Mr. Lascelles and Larry Lyns, a pro-
fessional “pug” was too marked to pass
unheeded.

_ Ot eourse, there was molhing in it—from
Harry Wharten's point of view.

But . Skinner thought otherwise. He
thought the likeness was too jolly marked
not” to be something more than coincidence.
In short, in Skinner’s and William George
Bunter's opiniong, Larry Lynx and Larry
lascelles were one and the same person.

A master at Greyfriars a professional
prize-lighter!

{¥ was impossible, and Hafry Wharton &
Co. quickly realised it.

Skinner and Bunter's prying into the
affairs of the new master had brought the
wrath of the Removites upon their heads,
and they had been bumped hard and theu
bumped again.

Skinner’s opportunity came along quickly.
News that there was to be amother fight at
Chiliord - with Larry Lynx as one of the
principals goon got to the ears of the sneak
of the ®Remove. .

He boasted that he wonld not only prove
that lie was right—that Mr. Lascelles was
also Larry Lyng, the professionai pug—bu
e would make Lascelles “toe the line” if
hie didw’t want to be shown up to
whole of Greyitiars.

The boast was viewed with disgust,
Skinmer had listened o a tirade
denunciation from Harry Wharton and his
chums. v

Skinuer was more determined than ever
at he was right; his malice was
now, and he was more chstinate

We

the
ab

friars, had certainly created more
than the usual amount of interest

new
Grey-

And on
have been heard—and, as a matter of fact,
was heard—inguiring for Mr. Lascelles,

dnesday afternoon he might

“#He's gone out,” Bob Cherry told him.
¢ What on earth do you want him for2”

“Got an impot to show him,” explained
Skinper, “Sare he’s gore outy”

“Well, 1 believe so0.”

“Begad, I saw him go out!” said Lord
Mauleverer, when Skinmer inqguired of him.

“He womt down towards Courtfield.”

Coker of the Fifth had just come in on
his bike from the direction of Courtfield,
and Skinper add 1 bis inquiries to the
great Coker. Had he seen Lascelles?

“Yes,” said Coker. “He passed me on the
road. MHe's gone to Courtiield.”

“Thanks!” said 8kin
Bunter iu the tuckshop.

sAny 1 ¢” asked Bunter
inquiringly at Harold Skinner's e

Skinner nodded and grinned,

“Yes, rather! Lastelles has
Courtfield.”

“Well?” said Bunter, not mueh

“Well?” repeated Skipmer. ©
time-table here. There's
Courtfield for Chilford st after Lascelles
will get there. And this afternoon Larry
Lynx appears again at the Chilford Ring.”

Billy Bunter's littls round eyes gleamed
behind his spectacles, He understopd now.

“Then he’s gone to Chilford?”

“Ot course he has!” sald Skinuner.

“That settles it!”

“Settles it all--except proving i§" said
Skinner. “That’s what we want-—proof. He's
meeting the Limehouse Chicken at Chilford
Ring- this aftermoon, in ten rounds, accord-
ing to the paper—Larry Lynx is, I mean.
He beat Tim Tutton last week there. Now,
my idea ia to see him at Chiiford. Ji we
actually see him in the boxing-ring we shall
he able to identify him—what?”

“1 should think 80,” agreed Bunter.

“And I've got a dodge, 100,” went on
Skinner gleefully, “After the match, we'li
wait about outside tlie house till he comes
ont, and then we'll speak to him.”

2 repeated Bunter.
speak to him as Mr. Lascelles. He'll
he taken by-surprise, of course, and hLe’ll
give himself away at once—what?”

junter rubbed his fat hands.

“Sure fol"” he agreed. “That’s a nobby
idea. Im fact, it’s just what 1 was thinking
of myself. 1 was just going to suggest——""

“Oh, rats!” said Skinner. “What is more
important-—have you got any money to take
us to Chilford?”

Billy Bunter coughed.

“Ahem! You-you see, Skinney,
I've been disappointed——" he began.

“Oh, more rats! You sperd every blessed
bean you get in the tuckshop! iolly well
know how I can get there!” said Skinner.

b2

joined

, blinking
ccited face.

o

gone to

interested.
I've pot a
a train leaves

T've—

“ On Coker's moior-bike!” sald Skinmer,
Bunter gasped. Hg could not help
Skinner fairly took hi§ breath away.
“M-m-my hat! Uoker'il fairly se
he panted. 4 4
1"l rigsk it!" said 8kinner, shrugging his
(Copyright in the United States of Americal
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A Stunning Long Com-
piete Tale, dealing
with the adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co.,
and Mr. Larry Lascelles
of Greyfriars. By
FRANK .RICHARDS

(Author of The Tales of Greyfriars,
appearing in The * Magnet,”)
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r5, and he moved away towards the
cycle-shed, where the Great Horace kept his
famous machine.

Billy Bunter started after the sneak of the

Remo and caught bim by the sleeve.
“1 say, Skinney, old chap, I'll come with
you the pillion seat, you know ! he said.
“You wom't comel!" said Skinner grimly.

! going to risk my neck with you,
my fat

“Oh, really—beast!" growled Bunter.
And he watched Skinner wheel out Coker's
ke, eclimb into the saddle, and

A moment later Hareld Skinnov
whitling towards Chilford, there to
spying upon the new master at

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
On the Track!

HE Chilford Ring was crowded for the
mateh between Larry Lynx and the
Limehowuse Chicken. Skinper had
arrived in good time, however, on
motor-bike.  He put the bike up at
ion, and hurried to the Ring, and
1 his shilling upon a cheap seat, and
d i with the rest. He found himseli
zed bLetween a hurly carter on one side

5

ap fully-built man with a bulidog

on other. The latter had the look

of a pugilist, and he attracted Skinner's

attention. He rememberad having seen that

bulldeg {ace and square jaw scmewhere

before, ¥e remembered suddenly—it was in
a photograph in the @ ord Times.”

The “pug” seated him, with a

seowling brow, was Tim Tutton, the boxer
who had been defeated by Larry Lynx, in
fast week’s match at the Chilford R

v he bhad come there to see h
in the engagement *with the Lime-
Chicken,

on the scene,

fastened his eges wupon  Larry
Lynx,

Hig eyes gleamed.

Thera lhe was— the voung hoxer, looting
in the pink of condition, and looking
exact counterpar of the mathematirs
master at Gr fars, with the exception
that he wds cle 2

man!
poon  was  oub  Skiuner

meant to know lfor certain. ]
He heard a low growl beside him as the
boxers came into the ring, and be glaneed
at Tim Tutton's face was
He had evidently been
i not take the trouble
—Nuo., 221,

. Pory




4 Your Editor's Woniderful Treat to his Beaders—ses page 2!

to conceal his feelings., His hatred for the
Young boxer was plain enough.

“You know that chap?” Skinner ventured
to remark.

Tutton gave him a surly look.

“Wot if I do?” he growled.

“I know him, tco,” said Skinner. “You're
the chap he fought with last week, ain’t
you? Everybody expected you to beat himn
hands down!”

Tutton’s expression became a little more

amiable. The burly pugilist was not proof
against flattery.
“And I should ‘ave downed ’im,” he

growled; “only I wasn't in condition!”

Skinner, reading the signs of drink in the
nman’s face, guessed easily enough why he
had not been in condition.

“Why, he oughtn’t to have a chance
against you!” Skinner remarked. “1 sup-
pose your luck was out, Mr. Tutton?”

The pugilist growled.

“My time’ll come!” he muttered, half to
bhimself. “They don’'t want me to box now
—-me, Tim Tutton, wot has been before the
public this twenty year! My time’ll come!”

And his deep-set eyes blazed at the un-
conseious boxer.

Skinner realised that the man beside him
was a bitter enemy of the young boxer;
his own dislike for Mr, Lascelles paled into
nothingness beside Tutton’s fierce hatred
for Larry Lyr Were they the same man

the mathemsatics master gnd the boxer?
\i\mxxu’ had hardly a doubt of it, and it
eame into his mind that Tim Tution might
be useml to him in his scheme against the

te d.
owll tackle him again, of course?” he
remarked.

“Ain’t got a chance!”
“T tell yer they doun’t want me now.
was the finish for me.”

“Hard lines!” said Skinner.

‘Well, "it ain’t "any business
said Tutton morosely.

“0Of course not,” said Skipner amicably.
“Only I've watched your eareer, in the
papers, Mr. Tutton, and I'm proud to have
meb yon.” 2

“I'm oub of it now,” the boxer growled.

“¥f T were you I'd tackle him again,”
said Skinner, in a low voice. “I'd taekle
him  ountside the ring if I couldn't meet
khim iuside it.”

’lvttnn“ eyes gleamed.

“Wish I ‘ad the chance!”

growled Tutton
That

of ryours,

he growled.

=1a ~;.0W whether he could stand up to me
or not, T would.
hofors

But he lays low when he
There ain’t no

“Why, T should
ha\e 'huurrht 1’c would be quite e.hy to
tnd a wellknown boxer.”

ain't the public.

“He ain't like the rest: he's a gentle-
man, he is!” sported Tutton, “Rups some
ether birney as well. as boxin’, 30 they say.

Nobody knows where he lives.

Skinner grinned. Al that he heard from
ibe pugilist was confirmation of his theory.
“T faney I know!” he remarked.

Tutton stared at him.

“You do?” be ejaculated.

“Y've scen him- at home,” said Skinner.

\t, lcast, I think so.”

“You tell me where to find him, {hen.
<aid ‘Futton, with a hoarxe laugh. “I'lL
pay him an afternoon call”

Skinner laughed. 1le could not help it.

the astonishment of Greyfriars

e pictured
came to the

if that battered old pugilis

o+

chool to y the mathematics master an
afternoon call, with the intention of
tackling him. Tt would "be the finish of
Mr. Lascelles’ career at Greyfriars; there

eonld not be much doubt about that.
“Wot you ecackling at?” demanded Tuiton
caspiciously,

thinking how

“T avas surprized he'd be

when vou called, Mr. Tutton.”
“3'1 give him somethmg to surpr im
L) conl find ot is address for certain,
I think," suid S “I could send it to

Yent. Where do you live?
“PRed Lion, in Chilford.” said Mr. Tuttow.
“Good! T'll remember.”
Tie bhoxing was beginuing now, and the
txtk ceased.

rry Lyns and the Limehouse Chieken

& ed well matehed, and the big audience
walehed the rounds with breathless atten-

tion; hut tliere were few so keen as Skinmer,

Bxen movement of the young boxer re-

grinded him of the style of Mr. Lascelles,
Trr Porurar.—No. 221

in the rounds with Wingate in the gym. -at
Greyfriars.

There could be no doubt; but Skinner
meant to make quite certain. And just
before the contest was over, he slipped out.

While the boxing-match ‘was finishing,
in a victory for Larry Lynx, Skinner was
waiting outside the building by the stage
door, to see the boxer when he should come
out.

Skinner waited patiently.

The audience were leaving at Jast. If
Larry Lynx was Mr. Lascelles,” he was cer-
tain to he out soce to catch the train back
te Uourttieid.

He emerged at Iast.

The athletic figure was muffled up in an
overcoat and a thick muffler and a cap was
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puiled down over the face. Larry Lynx

started to walk quickly down the street, in
the direction of the railway-station.

Skinner ran into his path.

Ixcuse me, Mr. Lascelles——" he began.

The boser halted.

His eyes were fixed upon Skinner,
Skinner’s keen glance was searching
face. Was it Mr. Lascelles?

1f it was he certainly must have recog
nised - Skinner, and he must have been
startled to hear his real name spoken so
suddenly.

But not by the fiicker of an eyelid did
he give himself away He stared at
Skinner, as anyone mlght have who heard
himseif addressed by a name not his owmn.

“Did Jou speak to me, lad?” he asked.

“\c .

“I am Larry Lynx.”

Skinner stared at him. Was he mistaken,
after all? The hoxer was regarding hun
with an expression of surprise and impati-
ence.

I-1 thought—-"
taken quite aback.

“I am in a hurry,” said TLarry Lynx.
“Kindly step out of my way!”

*But—hut—-"

Larry Lynx’s
Skinner’s shoulder,

and
his

stamnmered  Skinner,

on
outb

dropped

strong hand
lifted

and he was

of the way as easily as if he had been a
child.
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By MORTON PIKE.
COMING SHORTLY. Keep

vour eyes open for further
particulars.
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The boxer strode on.

Skinner, discomfited and enraged, stared
after him a few moments, and then broke
into a run in pursuit. At least, he would
see whether the boxer took the train for
Courtfield; but his footsteps were heard,
and at the corner of the street, Larry
]m\ halted and swung round.

“Why are you following me?” he asked
quietly. : _ )
“I—1'm going to the station!” faltered

Skinner, p

“You were following me.”

‘ »
impertinent ‘and prying
taking Skinner

“You K are an
little rascal,” said the boxer,

by the ear. 1 don’t allow cheeky kids to
foliow me” b
“Owuo‘ groaned’ Skinper, as the

hoxer's iron grip was compressed upon his

ear. “Ow—ow! Leggo, you beast!
Yow-ow!”

He writhed with anguish.

“Naw, cut off!” " gaid Larry L\n\', re-

leasing him. “This instant, or—"

Skinner cut off fast enough

The hoxer watched him out of sight, and
then hurried on his way. Skinner hal ed
breathless, at a safe dlbt"mce. i

“The rotter!” Le muttered, caressing his
ear. “The beast! I know he's Lascelles!
P'm certain of it now! Ow—ow?!

BHe made his way by a detour to itke
station; but he had lost too much time.
When be arrived there, the Courtfield train
was gone, and he had no means of discovers
ing whether Larry Lynx had taken it or noct.

In a sullen and savage manner, Skinper
rode back to Greyfriars on Coker's motor-
bike. When he arrived at the schoel, there
was a -very painful explanation with Cokcr
Coker declined to listen to Skinner’s reasons
for borrowing his bike. He simply flew a6
Skinner, and hamimnered him till the junior
roared for mercy. When Skinner escaped,
he was feeling sore all over, in body and in
mind. He had only one consolation—he
was - assured now of Mr., Lascelles’ real
identity, and he felt that he held the
miathematics master in the hollow of bLig
hand, And Mr. Lascelles should pay for
all that Skinner had suffered—if Skinner
could eontrive it.

THE THiRD CHAPTER.
Skinner Does Not Prosper!

AP
“Come in!” said Mr. Lascelles.
The mathematics master was in
lils shirisleeves, with a pair of
boxing-gloves on his hands, when Skinner
opened the door of the study. A punchiog-
ball was suspended from the ceiling. Mr.
Lascelies had been punching the ball. He
paused in that occcupation, and glanced
round earel at Skinper,

Skinper looked sharply at his face.

Under Mr. celles” left eye was an unmis-
takable “‘mouse,” and there was a slight
swelling on his nose. Skinner remembered
that Larry Lynx had received heavy drives
from the Limehouse Chicken on those two
spots, in the contest at the Chiliord Ring.
Of course, the punching-ball might account

e

for them—punching-balls, when carelessiy
handled, sometimes rebound with direful
results wpon the puncher. But Skinner

divined that that was the very reason why
Mr. Lascelles was so industriously punehing
the ball—in order to account for any slight
marks upon his face.

“Skinper!” said the mathematics master,
}ot)l-zjng at him. “What do you want, my
boy 7™

His tones were very much softer than those
in which Larry Lym had addressed tlie spy
of the Remove in the street of Chilford.

“I wamt to speak to you, sir, if I may,
said Skinner.

“Certainly.”

Not interrupting you in your excreize,
sir?” asked Skinner satirieally.

“It does not matter,” said Mr. Lascelles,
taking off the gloves, and laying them upen
the table. “I was nearly finished.” He re-
sumed his coat. “What is it, Skinner? Can
T assist you in any way? You are one of my
most backward pupils—the most backward
of all, with the exception of Bunter. 1
should be glad o help you.”

“I don't like mathematics,

; 1 sir,”  said
Skinner, ¢losing the door. H

“No? But you are not sent hére to do
exactly you like, I presume?”

That's what I want to do, sir, so far as

| maths are concerned,” said Skinner, with an

air of deliberation, as he faced the master
again.

Mr. Lascelles looked puzzled.

“] don't quite understand yon.” he said,

“1 want you to excuse me from lessons,
sir, and to stop giving me extra instruction,”

said Skinner.

“What?”

“At the same time, sir, I should like yon
to give me always a good report.”

“ skinner [”

Mr. Lascelles’ look now was utter astonisk-

ment. He Reemed to be wondering whether
the junior had taken leave of his senses.
Skinner’s heart was beating hard., He was
bearding the lon in his den now, with a
vengeance, apd o great deal depended upom
the way he played his cards. He was guite
certain that Larry Lynx, the hoxer, stood
bhefore him, that the mathematics master of

Astounding Cricket Story in Next Week’s Issue—** The Greyfriars Cricketers !’



Tales that grip the interest every week in

Qreyiriavs was a boxer and pugilist in his
spare time, unkmown to the headmaster.
That kuowledge placed Mr. Lascelles’ fate
in his hands, and he felt that he had the
master under his thumb. But his heart
thumped uncomfortably as he faced the
steady, keen eyes that were bent searchingly
upon him. 1f was no light matter to en-
counter and defy a master, even if he had the
power ‘ﬂiu his hands to get that master the

{ do not understand you jn the least,
Skinger,” said Mr. scelles icily. *If you
will have the kindness to explaiu yourself, 1
shall be obliged.”

“Very well, sir. Look at that!”

Skinner drew.the plhiotograph of Larry Lynx
from his poeket, and held it up. Mr. Las-
celles looked at it.

“Well?” e said.

“That is the photeg
sir, the pugilist.”
“Indeed !
*Any chap might take it for your photo,
31r. i
“Yes, 1t is very like. Well2”

% As a matter of fact, sir, T think it is
your photo,” said Skinner, taking the plunge.

Mr. Lascelles stared.

* My photograph!”
“Yes, ir”

“Did you not- just say that it was the
photograps of a boxer?”

“¥es, Bind 3

“Then what do you mean?”

*“{ mean that you are Larry Lynx, and
there’s no use denying it, Mr. Lascelles,” said
Skinuer desperately.

“1 am Larry Lynx!” Mr. Lascelles repeated
thoughtfuliy.

“You know  you are,” said Skinner, “I
know vou are, too. [ thought it might be
vour twin brother at first, but now 1 know

you. 1 saw you at the Chilford Ring
¥, and ke to you afterwards. You
came home in the train to Courtfield. I've
found it all out, sir.” ’

“It seetns that you have been spying,
Skimper?” . .
ou can ecall it that if you like, sir,”
d Skinner insolently. “I call it finding out

aph of Larry Lynx,

the truth abeut a—a—a—an—-"
He hesitated.
‘About & what?”

“An impostor!” blarted out Skinner.
“You know dolly well what the Head would
think if Tie kmew. He wouldn’'t have you
here! Well, 1've only got to tell him, and
it would be all up with you at Greyfriars!”

“Iudeed !

“Ysn't it true?” demanded Skinmer.

Mr. Lascelles smiled slightly.

] -do mnot intend to argue with you,
Skinner, or to g.dmit- or deny anything, as
I de mob recognise your right to pry inte
what does not concern you.”

“That’s as good admitting it, sir.”

“Put I intend to pumish you severely for
vour imperbinence, and for the veiled threat
vyou have used,” said Mr. Lascelles, picking
up & cane. “As a rule, I should report you
to your ¥orm master for punishment, but on

* this occasion I shall take the matter into
my own hands, Hold out your hand,

nerl”

skinner put his haunds behind him.

“You're not geing to cane me,
siid, between his teeth,

“And why not?”

 Because, if vou do, I'll go directly to the
Head, and tell lim all 1 know.”

The mathematics master laughed.

“{That is quite dramatic, Skinner! How-
ever, I ghall cane you, all the samie, and then
we will go to the Head together!”

“Wha-a-at}” gasped Skinner, taken quite
aback.

“(erfainly! i you have something to tell
the Head concerning e, it will be better to
tell it in my presence.” )

“Ygu—you wouldn't dare—"

“fnough! Hold out your hand!”

"

“If you do mnot hold out your hand,
Skinner, I shall cane you across the
shoulders, and very severely!” said Mr,
ascelles quietly.
inner, white with rage, held out his
hand. The cane came down with a swish,
and Skinmer gave a howl of anguish.

“Now the other!” said Mr. Lascelles
rimiy. &

Swish! Another <howl from Skinner.
Whether Mr. Lascelles was Larry Lynx or
not, he was certainly very muscular, and the
strokes were well laid on.

gin? He

Skinner writhed with the pain of inflictien
as Mr. Lascelles laid down the cane.
“Now we will go to the Head!” said the

mathematics master pleasantly. “Come
with me, Skinner!”
e dropped his hand on the junior's

shoulder, and led him out of the study. In
the passage, however, Skinner halted.

His brain was in a whirl,

Had he made a mistake, affer all? Tf
the mathematics master was really the boxer,
with a false moustache on his upper lip,
would he dare to go to the Mead? Was it
bluff, or—or had the spy of the Remove made
a ghastly mistake?

And even if he proved his case, whal was
the Head likely to say to him? Whatever
happened to Mr. Lascelles, certainly the spy
and informer would only meet with contempt.
Indeed, if Mr. Lascelles inforined the Head
of the threat Skinner had uttered, um-
doubtedly the junior would Teceive the most
condign punishment.

“Come!” said Mr. Lascelles.

5

the * Popular’’ !

furiously to his own study, his eyes gleaming,
his teeth seb.

“The rotter!” he muttered. “He was
blufling me, but—but 1 dare not go to the
Head! But-bub 'il cettle him, all the same.
Futton will settle him!”

And within hali an hour a wmote was
written and posted to Tim Tutton, at the
Red ULion, in Chillerd. The note was nu-
signed, and it s in a disguised hand. Bat
it told the pugilist all he wanted to know-—
that Larry Lynx, the boxer, held a post at
Greyiriars  Schoo! under £$he name ol
Lascelles, and that he could be found there
at any time.

Skinner chuckled as he dropped the letter
into the box. His scheme—Bunter’s scheme—
of having the mathematics master under his
thumb was finished with. There was evi-
dently nothing doing, so to speak, in tha
line. Buat the cad of the Remove had the
satisfaction left of making Mr. Lascellex pay
dearly for the ¢ on hie had given him.

it would be something to see him disgraced

the boxers stepped into the ring.
Lynx.

and the exact counterpart of the new master at Qreyiriars.

SCHOOLMASTER OR BOXER ? ‘There was a round of applause when
Skinner fastened his eyes upon Larry
T'here he was—ths young boxer, looking in the pink of condition

(See Chapter 8.}

Skinner hung back.

«1—1 don't want to go to the Head, please,
sir!” he mumbled.

“You have no choice now. Come!”

«]_1--1 take back what I said, sir!”
panted Skinner, in a terrible fuuk by this
time. “I—I beg your pardon, sir!”

Mr. Lascelles paused.

“If you apologise I may look over the
matter,” he said curtly. “But nothing of
the kind again, Skinner.”

“I—I apologise, sir!”

“Very well, I will say no more aboub the
matter. You may go!”

Mr. Lascelles went back into his study.
Skinner, almost livid, tramped away down
the passage. Billy Bunter met him at the
corner.

“How did it work, Skinney, old man?” he
asked eagerly. “Why, you beast! Ow! You
rottert Wharrer you at?”

The infuriated Skinuner pushed him roughly
aside, and Bunter saf down on the floor of
the passage with a howl. Skinner strode on
without replying. /

“Beast!” howled Bunter.

Skinner did not heed. He stamped away

and sacked! And Skinuver looked forward io
that consummation of his plot with great
glee. Mr. Lascelles had refused to make
terms with him, and Mr, Lascelles would
be “booted ” ont of Greyfriars. It was a
very severe Roland for an Oliver.

Skinner walked back to the school afber
posting the letter with a very cheerful gria
on his face. Skinner generally looked cheer-
ful when something unpleasant was &8
happen—to somebody else.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Diplomacy !

6¢ @ ALLO, halio, hallo! I kuow that
H mz{rghaut!" gaid  Bob Cherry
soft

. “Tutton!” said Harry Wharlon.

“What does he want here, I wonder?”

It was after lessons on the following day,
and the Famous Tive were strolling down the
lane towards Friardale, Tim Tutton came
into view. from the direction of the village,
tramping aleng the road towards Greyfriars.
The juniors recognised him at once. They
Trr Popurir.—No. 221
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remémbered the bulldog jaw and the deep-set
eves of the pugilist who had been defeated
By Larry Lynx at Chilford.

~1t is certainfully the esfecmed pug,”
furiee Jamset Ram Singh remarked. “Can
ke be comimg to the school, my esteemed
enums?”

“Why should he?”
easily. He thought of Mr.
whlee,

The bruizer stopped as he came up to the
janiors, The deep fiush in his rough, shibbly
face showed that he had been drinking.

“Greyfriars School ’ercabouts?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Wharton, eyeing him. “Are
you going there?”

~} reckon. You belong to Greyfriars—
key 77 asked Mr. Tutton, noting the school
€aps.,

¥pg >

“Phen yon come erlong, and you'll see
something, ['m going to see Larry Lynx!”
=atd the bruiser thickly.

“Larry Lynx, at Greyfriars!” caid Nugent.

“(alls hissell amother name there,” said
sir. Tutton. “Nobody knowed where he
hang out, but a young gent ‘ave told me.
Ever ‘eard of Mr. Lascelles?”

“He's our mathematics master,” said Bob

muttered Wharton un-
Lascelles at

Eherry.
“*Zackly,. when ‘e's at ‘ome,” chuckled
Futton. “When he-ain’t at ’ome he’s Larry

Eynx, the boxer. I'm goin’ to_ see him.”

“What are you going to sée him for?”
asked Harry.

“Lick him!”

“You won't have much chance of doing
that, considering how matters went at the
ehilford Ring, Mr. Tution!”

Mr. Tution eyed him ferociously.

“You shut your uead!” he said. I was
out of sorts then. I'm going to show him
that I can lick him-—and show him up, too!
P reckon they don’t all know at the school
2s how the man is a common bruiser—what?
Which way is Greyfriars?”

“Come with me,” said Bob Cherry politely.

“ip will be a pleasure to show you the way,
. Mr. Tutton!”

~§'m arter you!” said Mr. Tutton!

And Bob, closing one eye at his eom-
panions, led Mr. Tutton down the side-road
that ran towards Redclyfe. It was a move
to gain {ime, for all the juniors realised
what it would mean for Mr, Lascelles if the
half-intoxicaved bruiser arrived at the school
=3 he intended.

Bob felt that he could leave tlie matter
in Wharton’s haunds, to do what was best
to be done.

‘*he Co. consulted hurriedly. 1t was no
£ 1 business of theirs; but they liked Mr.
¥.accelles, and they wanted to do what they
eculd for him.

“This will be a rolten show up for him!”
said Harry, biting his lip. “Not much doubb
about it now, chaps!”

“None at ail, I suppose.” said Nugent. “It
wouddn’t be so bhad for Laseclles if he told
the Head lrimzelf, but if that ruffian gets
there—"

“He mustn't get. there! Tascelles must
come here!” said Harry decidedly. “He will
be able to deal with him.” :

“But Lascelles is at Greyfriars now——"

“I'm going to warn him!”

“Phew! I don’t kpow how hell take it
when——"

“Must chance thab!”

“Good egg!” said Johany Bull. “Cub off,
and we'll help Bob keep.an eye on that tipsy
brute, and "keep him bagk as long as
possible.”

“Right-ho!”

And Harry Wharton started at a run for
the school.

The active junior covered -the ground
auickly. He reached Greyfriars in a few
minutes, and hurried into the School House.
He was breathing hard as he knocked at the
door of Mr. Lascelles’ study.

“Come in!” called oub the cheery voice of
the mathematics master, :

Wharton entered the study. Mr. Lascelles
was seated in his armchair before the open
window, lookir, out towards the playing-
fields, with a oook on his knees.

“What.is it, Wharton?” he asked, his keen
eye noting at once the signs of haste and
excitement in the junior’s looks. Wharton
clozed the door quickly. ¢

1“]1 ie come to tell you, Mr, Lascelles, that
athab=ta

He paused. :

Tne Porurar.—No, 221.

Morton Pike's Great Masterpiece—'* The

“Well??  Mr. Lasecelles” handsome face
hardened a little, y ;
Perhaps he aunticipated another interview
similar to the one with Harold Skinmner.

“J1—] don't want to mix myself in your
affairs, sir,” said Wharton, reddening. *“It’s
po business of mine, I know. But—but we
were at Chilford Ring last week, and we saw
the contest between Tim Tutton and—and
Larry Lyanx!”

“Well ?”

“We couldn't help seeing the likeness,
sir. Tim Tutton is coming to Greyfriars!”

That startied Mr, Lascelles. He rose
guickly to his feet. L i

*How do you krow that, Wharton?”

“We've just met him on the road, sir. He
‘s he knows that you are Larry Lynx, and
coming here to make a seene.”
Indeed ¢”
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Wharton's fiush deepened.
“We—we thought, sir—excuse me—il
there’s going to be a scene, we thought
you'd prefer, perhaps, to bave it outside
the school. Lt—it would attract less atten-
tion.”

smiled a little.
very  thoughtful

Lascelles
was

of

you,

“I'm sure we don't want to.meddle, sir,
bui-—-but we didn’t want you to be taken by
surprise, and—and—-"

“Thank you very much, my dear lad!” said
Mr. Lascelles kindly. “So this obstreperous
persou is coming here to see me?”

“He can’t be far off now, sir. Bob’s trying
to keep him away, but—"

“1 think I had better go and meet him,”
said Mr. Lascelles quietly. “If he reaily
desires to see me, there is no reason why
he should be disappointed.”

And the mathematics master took np his
hat, and followed Wharton from the study.

H / Wharton would have hurried across
the Close; but Mr. Lascelles proceeded him
with a calm and deliberate step. Appar-
ently he was not perturbed. Yet he must
have known—if he was indeed Larry Lynx
—that his eateer at Greyfriars was tremb-
ling in the balanca.

They passed out of the school gates, and
moved on towards Friardale, and in a fcw
minutes came in sight of the Co. Frank
Nugent ran up to them.

“Well?” said Mr. Lascelles, with a smile.
“Where is our friend Tutton?”

“Bob's taken him down the Redciyfie
Lane, *sir,” said Nugent, with a ~very
‘eurious look at Mr. Lascelles’ imperturb-

able face. “But I faney he’'ll tumble soon,
and come on this way. I hope he won’t
hammer Bob when he finds out.”
Mr. Lascelles quickened his pace.
“There's going to be trouble
Johuny Bull remarked.
“1 feel sorry for Tution if
him!” said Wharton grimly.

now,”

he tackles

“The sorrowfulness i3 terrific. I con-
siderfully think——-"
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s flow - of

peculiar English was interrupfed.
Aeross the wood  came
shout, from the direction
behind the trees.
“Help!”
1t was Bob Cherry’s voice.
Mr. Lascelles broke into a run, and the
Co., with anxious faces, broke into a run

ringing a
of the lane

after him. What was happening, out of
their sight, behind the trees?
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Truth Out!
OB CHERRY had led the hali-
intoxicated bruiser some distance
towards Redelyflg, before -Tutton

_became suspicious.
“ This ‘ere road leads to Greyfriars?”
asked Tutton, at last. 5

Harry Wharton & Go. Give Grevfriars a Great Sdrprise !

Outlaw Hing!’*'

“Straight on,” said Bob cheerfully, for:
bearing to add that it would be necessary
to traverse, roughly speaking, twenty-four
thousand miles before Greyfriars was reached
in that direction. *‘Only got to keep on
long enough.”

“Well, git on!” said Tutton.

But Bob halted himself the next moment.
Ahead of them, in the lane, appeared a
majestie figure. It was that of Dr. Locke,
the Head of Greyfriars. And Bob re-
membered that the Head had been omn a
visit- that afternoon to the headmaster of
Redelyfie Sehool. He was taking advantage
of the fine spring weatber to walk hack to
Greyfriars—and here he was, only a dozen
yards ahead of them. Bob halted in dis~
may. He did pot. want the bruiser to meet
Dr. Locke. :

“Wot you stopping for?” asked Mr. Tutton
suspiciously.

“Alem! Wonld you ecare to take a short
ent through the wood?” asked Bob.

“Yon said this ’ere road was straight on
to Greyfriars.”

“go it is—only—"

“Then I don’t want no short cut!” said
Mr. Tutton. “And I'll ask this old gent,

too! I've a suspicion you're larking with
me, you young rip!”

“PBetter take the short cut!” urged Bob.
“This road is right on to Greyiriars, but—
but youw’ll have to go right round the worlldli

you kmow, and that’s a long distance.
show you a shorter eut!”

Mr. Tutton stared at him savagely.
“So you was larking, was you?”
claimed. “I thought as much. And I'Hl .
show you that it don’t pay to play your

larks with me, young shaver!”

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Hands off!” ex-
elaimed Bob, as the bruiser grasped him.

“I'l give yer larks!” grunted Tutton.

And be rained angry blows upon the junior.
Bob Cherry struggled flercely, but he was
as a child in the grasp of the pugilist.

“Ow! Ow! Leggo! Yarcoh! Ohcrumbs!™
yelled Bob.

“Take that—and that—and that!”

Dr. Locke quickened his pace as he saw a
Greyfriars junior in the grasp of the ruffian.
He came up quickly.

“Let the boy go at once!” he exclaimed
angrily.

Tutton paused in sheer surprise. That am
old gentleman with white hair, whom he
could have killed with one blow of his fist,
should dare to speak to him in this manner,
quite took his breath away for a moment.

“Well, I'm blowed!” he ejaculated.

“Release the lad instantly.”

“And s'posin’ I don’t?” grinned Tuttom.

“Then I shall do my best to make you!”?

Tutton gave a snort of derisive langhter.

“Why, you old donkey, I could knock you
skyhigh with one lick!” he exclaimed. “My
heye! Do you know who I am? I'm Tim
Tutton, the pugilist!”

“Release that boy instantly!”

“QOh, shut your head!” said Tutton.

And he rained blows again upon the un.
{fortunate Bob, as much upon the Head's
account now as upon Bob’s own. But he did
not anticipate what was to follow. The Head
strode towards him, his umprella uplifted.

Thwack !

It came down across Tutton’s shoulders
with sueh forece that the hardle broke in
iwo, and the bruiser gavé a yell of pain.

He released Bob, and turned upon Dr.
Locke with a murdercus look.

“I'N out yer for that!” he hissed. And he
sprang right at the Head of Greyfriars.

“Help!” yeiled Bob Cherry, hoping that
his chums were in hearing. ° And he ran
recklessly between the bruiser and his
intended vietim. :

Dr. Loeke, who had been a boxer in his far-
off youth, had put up his hands, though his
defence wounld ecertainly ‘have availed him
little against the crushing attack of the
pugilist. But Tutton did not reach him,
?}el collided’ with- Bob, and staggered and
fell. /

Tutton scramhled 4o his feet, and, with a
heavy and brutal blow, sent Bob spinning
out of bis path. Then he advanced upon
the Head again, his huge fists clenched, his
eyes gleaming spitefully. :

There was a swift patter of footsteps in
the dusty road. Round the corner came Mr.
Lasecelles at top speed, behind him Harry
Wharton & Co.

The bruiser had just reached the Head

Read All About It Next Week §
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when Tascelles reached him. Tutton bad | It was over at Tast. Tim Tutton lay inThe last of these I fulfilled yesterday at
sent in cne blow, which the Head stopped. | the dust, so utterly knocked out thab hel Chilford. But—but I understand how you
He c¢ould not have stopped the next: -but | could not rise—could only lay and groan t regard the matter, and—and I place
Tutton had no time for ancther. A grasp | and gasp. It was the severest licking he | my resignation in your hands, o

fike iron was laid upon his collar, and he | had ever had in all his career as a bruiser. There was a pause. The juniors looked
was swung away from the Head; and sent | But Mr. Lascelles had not escaped punish-|on anxiously. Bob Cherry murmured in
spinning to the ground. He fell in a heap | ment. His =n was streaming red, his| Wharton's ear that he hoped the Head
with a gasp, raising a cloud of dust where left eye was closed, upper lip was cut, { would play up like an eld sport.

he feli,
Mr Lascelles turned quickly to the Ho'\d
“He has not hurt you, sir?”
“N-no?'" panted the Head.

your timely arrival, Mr.

vf[hanln to
Lascelles.

and the eut lip was no longer adorned with
a moustache! The blow that had eut the
lip had torn the moustache away, and the
mathematics master of Greyfriars  was re-
vealed—with all possible doubt gone now-—

Bob's hope was well grounded.
Dr. Locke extended his hand to the young
man. 3

e

Lascelles, this - has surpnaed me

¢
\Lr\ much, and, of Lom:c, it is impossible

But look .
out—he’s  going to attack you!” - as Larry Lynx, the boxer! for a master at Greyfriars to pursue at the
fTutton had leaped up, his eves bloodshot, “Bless my soul!” exclaimed tlie Head,|same time the d\oc(mon of a boxer. But
his face red with fury. *| grasping Mr. Lascelles’ hand and wringing [ you say you have fulfilled the last of your
“Larey Lynx!® he shouted. “Now for |it. “I had no idea—no idea at all that you | engagements?”
you!” were so terrible a pugilist, my dear fellow, “Yesterday, sir.”

“Come on!" gaid Mr. Lascelles c¢oolly.

How very fortunate for me. 1 could cer-

“ And—ahem !—it is finished for good?”

He had thrown his coat off in a twinkling. | tainly not have handled that ruifian. f"}t" “If I remain at Greyfriars, certainly.
I' shirt-sleeves, he stood up to the big | but—- His eyes opened w ide. ‘Xm:r/ Otherwise, I shall have to earn my bread
lser, as Tutton rushed down upon him. | —Your mc’“\:,"he;, my dear sir, how—how | . farry Lynx once mcte.”
T ine i e anxiousy. VLY sextraordinity M“,,,de”,Lf‘“”“ i You will remain, T trust, Mr. Lascelles.
“1 shall aid you, Mr. Lascelles.” “Lascelles!” gasped Tim Tutton, raisingl spter what you have just done, after you
tand back, please!” himself on his elbow, with a look of hatred | jave saved me from a bratal assault by
“ But—but——me" at his vanquisher. “That man is Larr¥ | vour hoxing powers, I should be ungratefut
“1 can handle him. You will see.” Ly"nx: the hoxer. v ’ indeed if I should find fault with them.”
There -was no time for more. Tim Tuiton V"\’ihut}‘ Nousense! My deat Tas-|ye shook hands cordially with the young
“upon bis old enemy, and they were celies —— e ] man. “We will say no more about it, Mr
hammer and tongs. There were no “It -is true, sir,” said Mr, Lascelles | Lascelles. You “.:11 wn.(ugx at Gre friavs,
in that fight; little skill, on Tutton’s guietly. and that chapter in your hf(; is closed.”
. least. It was a struggle of strength, :[:h" Head stared at him, o T Mr. Lascelles pressed his hand ‘with
activity, grit, and -enduraunce. ; i (r,:)me.Yorxz:} Xf:i-;uarlgmce!le\ what do you| emotion.
e —3 et ¢ b A enld s o
The Head looked on. spellbound. Harry (‘_a[n.hud intended to tell vow, sir,” said o “’ff?k 3“"‘1,51“"1 }}e, :‘}“‘].' in a low
Wharton & Co. stood round, gazing with all | My, Lascelles. “You will forgive me for }"“" .."a;m‘ga.( the 7t"f."lls f\’“-t‘l ltl‘l'.“f
their eyes. It had come now—in the -very | not having dome so Sy, 1 hope:. Bt 1o a8 WEIgled MPOH 0T Tl SRS

vresence of the Head. Their well-meant en-
deavours had been in vain. They could only
hiope that the rascal would receive a most
terrific hiding; and there was little doubt
about that,

But the fight was long and hard. Tutton
was furious; and did not seem to care what
punishment he received.

But from the start it was clear that Mr.
Lascelles could take eare of himself.

but your offer of a position at Greyfriars
meant so much to me that [ could not risk
it. I am the man known in the sporting
ring as Larry Lynx.”

“But—but explain!”

“There is not much to explain,
After 1 left Oxford, 1 had to depend on
myself, and there was nothing doing. I
¢ould teach mathematics, and L could box.
Tor the latter gift I found plenty of open-

Dr. Locke.

chapter in my life is now, as you say, closed
for good. Larry Lynx will never bc heard
of again in the boxing-ring.”

The disappearance of the promising young
poxer, Larry Lynx, from the purlieus of
the Ring excited a good deal of comment iit
sporting circles; but none of the :portuw
gentlemen interested in the yocung boxe
ever ascertained the reason. Few kne:x

“Bless my soul!” the Head muttered more | ings, for the former _nore. To keep the|what had hecome of Larry Lynx, and those
t‘rxu once. “Bless my soul! Well hit— | wolf from the door, I took to boxing in a|few were Greyfriars juniors, with whom
{ taken, indeed! = Splendid! Splendia!” | small way. 1 was successful. 1 began to|Mr. Lascelles was never less—but rather
h)r the moment the old gentleman was no | make something of a name. I could have | more—popular, because he had been boti
longer the reverend -Head of Greyfriars; he | made much more; but wiien, through Mr.} Master and Boxer!
was an old boxer leoking on a fizht that | Queleh, 1 received your offer of a position THE END.
would have thrilled him to the ecore in his | at Greyfriars, I de(exmllnedlfto[ give up
’-L{U?“?i{ ‘1(3(“'1535 _and_that l,ln;‘_led him now. bo:nng and go h‘w,l,\, to the life T desired.” (Another splendid, long, complete tale of
plendi ravo, Laseelles! . Bless my soul!” murmured the Head. | garry Wharton & Co., next Tuesday, e€i--
“My hat!" murmured Bob Cherrs. “The | “But—but if you gave it pie—" titled: “The (Greyfriars Cricketers!” by
Head's an old sport himself, and uo mistake! “T had certain engagements already made | Frank Richards. There i3 sure to be «
Blessed if lte isn't enjoying it!” which I could not break without ecansing | record rush for this number, 80 make cer-
Crash! loss to those who had engaged me. sir.? tain of your copy by ordering it in advance!)
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CAPTAIN TT*BBY MUFFIN !

You'll find 4 Stunning School Tales in the ** Popular’’ nekf Week!

FUN AT ROOKWOOD?!

When Tubby, the rew ceptain of Rookwood, exeris his authority, there’s trouble for somebody—and himself

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New Capiain of Rookwood !

" { APTAIN TUBBY !
“da, ha, h-.."
* Hurrah !’
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“ All the the seniors stayed away from Hall,

as we agreed; but I've just learned the
resalt from Smythe of the Shelll?

“1s Carthew elected 2”

No.”

“Well, I'm glad of that,” said Bulkeley.
“Carthew lsnt. the kind of fellow to make
a captain of Rookwood. But I understood
that the election would be a walk-over for

him. as no other senior weuld put up. What
has happened?”

Neville pointed to the window.

“That’s happened,” he answered. “The

iuniors put up a eandlddtc——‘l'ubby Muffin of
the Fourth!”

Bulkeley started.

“What utter nonsense!” he exclaimed.

“Nonsense of not, they did it, and Muffin
of the Fourth has been elected captain of
Rookwood—by an  overwhelming majority,
too,” said Neville, with a grimace. “The
senio boycotted the election, and the
juniors weren't: likely to vote for a bully
like Carthew. A few did, I think, but they
didn’t count. Muffin of the Fourth is captain
of the school.”

“My hat!”

Bulkeley turned to the windew again, and
ctared out at the uproarious procession.

he

juniors were celebrating their victory,
as it was. They were making a great
noise—rejoicing  in nnaccustomed
, in fact. For since Bulkeley’s dis-
)y the Head bad been followed by a
of the prefects, in protest, the
cliool were no longer in dread of those
great Panjandrums of the Sixth.

It was as in the old days, when there was
no king in Israel, and every man did that
which was right in his own eyes.

*“This I8 8l mpl absurd!”  execlaimed
Bulkeley at last. “It’s turning the election,
and the eaptaincy itself, into ridicule!”

\(’\)”L siniled.

g ney that's the idea)
“In fact, I'm sure of it.
Fourth—Jimmy Silver and his
at the bottom of it. They think the® Head
will come round, and reinstate you, old
ehap, rather than have that fat little duffer
as captain of the school.”

Bulkeley frowned thoughtfully.

“It's ridiculons!” he said.

He- opened the window as the procession
came along by the windows of the Sixth,
.md called out to Jimmy Silver.

Sitver!®
e Halbr
. o

* he answered.
Some of the

out Jimmy.

sang
o

ssion eame to rvather a  dis-
The .elanging of the im-
I3 ceased.

“Hallo,

“«What does this mean?”
tkeley. *“What are, you
1 like this for?”

On the
The Chums of Bookwoed Refuse to Recognise Carthew as Captain of the School !

i d\i‘)\ Muofin blinked at Bulkeley.

friends—are .

There’s Fun, Thrill, and Drama
in this Splendid Tale of Jimmy
Silver
Chums of Rookwood School

& Co., the famous

BY

OWEN CONQUEST

(Author of the stories of Rookusvod appear T

every week in the *“ Boys’ Friend.

shoulders of the TFistical Four,
nearly on a level with the Sixth-
the study window. Tubby raised a §
forefinger, and wagged it reprovingly
reorge Bulkeley's frowning face.
“Shut up!” he said.

“Wha-a-at?’

“Shut up!” ecommanded Tobby leottily,
“You’re nobody!”
“Hurrah!”

“Don’t eheek Bulkeley,

be
Form

Was
er at
igy

ab

duffor (™

you fat

‘growled Jimmy Silver.

But Tubby did not heed.

He was taking -himself very
as captain of the  school—ver)
indeed—and he intended that his ;mrmr—
ance should be recognised and acknowl-

edged. He brooked no rivals, and he did not
intend to have another “Richmond in the
tield,” so te speak.

“You were captain of Rookwaod,
Bulkeley,” he said, more loftily than ever
“Now I'm captain! You've got to ob
my orders. We obeyed your orders, did
we, when you were captain? P'm
to have some discipline in this
can tell you!”

There was a roar of
procession. Tubby, in
dignity, was entertaining,

“@Go it, Tubby!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y want no echeek from you,
the Sixth,” went on Tubby.
don’t amount teo much in this schoel now.
I'm going to be fair all round though, I
sha'n’t ecane you, Bulkeley

“Wha-a-t!”

“Unless you ask for it.
any cheek from you. I ~h‘.1z
ashplant. Bear that in mmu

“ Ha, b, hal

“Bx'a\o Tubby !*

“So put that in your pipe and
it, Bulkeley!” said Tubby Mufiin.
nobody!" You're less than nebody!
if you Yaroooooh!”

Tubby Muffin broke off, with a lound yeil,
as the Fistical Four let him down with a

from the
state of

faughter
his new

But

‘\-3

And

run. The new captain of Kook
appeared all of a sudden from hi
position.

Bump!

§s

“Yooooop!
“Ha, ha, ha!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tubby the Great !

UBBY MUFFIN sat on the ¢
S\mpathetla quadrangle and

The procession roared,- ton, with
laughter. But Tubby \‘[uf‘m was
not laughing. He roared with

“Yarooh! You gilly ass
you bumping me for? Don’t
to treat a captain of the school?
ow!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. glared down at Iim



Above all others—a Thrill in every line of the ** Popular’'! 9

#1f vou cheek Balkeley,” said Jimmy
Silver, in measured ftones, “we'll bump you
tiil you burstl”

“You fat chump!” said Arthur
Lovell, “If you check Bulkeley——

“We'll scalp you!” said Raby.

“We'll boll you in ¢il!” said Newcome
impressively. 3

Tubby Muffin blinked up at the Iistical
Four in wrath and dismay. They had been

Edward

5

his firmest supporters at the election, But

&his, certainly, was not the support a cap-
tain of Rookwood had a right to expect.

1t began to dawn upon KReginald Muffin’

that his captainship was not
with proper seriousness.
“Look here,” he howied, in greab wrath,
“you cheeky votters, " whe's  captain of
Rookwood, I'd like to know?”
*Bulkeley is—or he's * going to
swered Jimmy Silver.  “You're a
stopgap, $iit the Head comes round.
Tubby scrambled to his feet,
“You cheeky ass!” he roared. “I'll show
sou whether I'm captain of flookwood or

being taken

b
silly
See?”

not. Bulkeley!”
Bulkeley stared at him from the window.
“Throw me out yvour

manded Tubby Muflin,
“ What3”
“Your ashplant-sbarp!”
“You little 'idiot!” was Bulkeley's reply.
“ Buck up—I'm going to cane Silver!”
“(ane mel” yelled Jimmy Silver,
¢ Yes, rather! Captain of the school
canes .when he chooses, doesn't he?” de-
manded Tubby. °
There was a yell of laughter. It was
tty certain that the new captain of

Iookwood would not be aliowed to exercise
1 new authority to that extent. There
W much disallusionfnent ‘in  store for

Reginald Muffin,

Jimmy Silver chuekled.

“Never mind the asbiplant,” he said:
“(ome on, you fellows: we haveu't talked
to Carthew yet.”

“Up with Tubby!”

TUp went Reginald Muftin again to
shoulders of the Fistical Tour. He was borne
along to the window of Carthew’s study.
Mark Carthew of the. Sixth was in
study,” with a black brow and a heart full
of ‘rancour. At the last moment,

tlie election he had counted on as a walk-

over had turned into an overwhelming

defeat for him, and to add to the bitter-
ness  of - his humiliation, he had been
defeated by so absurd a rival as Muffin of

the Tourth. 5
it was a well-deserved punishment, e

kad deserted thé cause of Bulkeley, and
avandoned the rest of the prefects in. their
strike—for thist He had earned the con-
tempt due to a “blackleg.” in order to see
the fat and egregious Tubby elected cap-
tain of the school over his head.

And the Rookwood electors evidently
meant to “rub it in.” They halted under
{'arthew’s window, and theve was a roar.

“Wake up, Carthew!”

“Carthew! Carthew!”

“Yahi”

“Hirrah!” "

The window did not open, but the prefeet’s
face could be seen within, pale wilh anger
and chagrin.

“Make him come oul!” ordered Tubby
Muffin. “Bust the window if he won't open
£

“He's a prefect, you
Jones minor,

“Captain of the
all prefects,” ans
ander my order

“Ha, ha, hat

“My hat! I suppose he is," said Arthar
Tdward Lovell. “Captain of the school is
always head prefect. Tubly is a prefect in
virtue of his position as captain. Chat's
Rookwood law.”

“Jolly good law, too!" chuckled Jimmy
Silver.

“Carthew,” shouted Tubby Muffin
1eutly, “open that window at once!
you!”

The window flew open, though probably not
in obedience to Tubby Muffin’s order. Mark

. Carthew’s furious face looked out.

“You young scoundrels ¥ he began.

“Silence!” commanded Tubby.

The prefect did not heed,

“Stop this ab once!” he exclaimed. “Go
indoors immediately. You will take five
hundred lines all round!”

know,” murmured
schoo! has anthority over
ered Tubby. “Carthew is
't he?”

tracu-
I order

-I'm down oa bullies.

ashplant!” com-

his |

un- |
expectedly, hiz ambition had been foiled;!

“Yaht®

“Blackieg!”

sPhat’s  it!”  exclaimed Tubby Maffie,
“Give it bim!? You're a bully, Carthew!
You're & cad! I'm going to keep rou iu

order!”

“Bravo, Tubby!”

Carthew's face was a picture.

“Muffin,” he gasped, “come to my study
at once! I'll give you the-ticking of your
lifet!” .

Tubby Muffia indaiged in a scornful sneer.
- “1 don't think!” he retorted. “lt's you
that's. going to have the licking, Carthew.
Remember that I'm
your superior now, now ['m capbain oI the
school 1 -

“You fat fool!” voared Carthew.

“You forget yourself,” said Tubby, with
dignity. . “That isu't the way to speak to
the captain of Rookwood, Carthew.”

“Come to my study!” roared Carthew,
brandishing a cane at the fat Classical, who
was fertunately beyond his reach.

“Rats! You come to my study!” answerced
Tubby. “Ip fact, I order you to. Come to
my study in hali an bour, Carthew. Don't
fail!”

“You-—you-~you

“Ha, ha, hat?
_“Come on,” said Raby. “Tubby’s rather
a weight,” " Good-bye, ‘Carthew--and don't
forget to come up to the Fourth Form pas-
sage to be caned!”

And the .procession marched on, leaving
Carthew gesticulating at his window in a
state of fury that was quite Hunnish,

The procession “processed” to the School
House doorway, where it came o a balt at
iast. The celebration was over, and Tubby's
weight ~was “telling on the ¥istical Four,
sturdy as they were.

My, Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
iooked out as Tubby Muflin wus set down
on the steps.

- spluttered Carthew,

“Boys, he ~exclaimed, “thig—this dis-
turbance—ycu must really—"

“Only celebrating the election, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver. “There's always a bit of

noise on clectioii nights, you kmow, sir.”

“Yes, yes; but—but—" Mr. Booties
blinked at Tubby Muffin over his glasses
“Quite so; but—hut—"

“It’'s all right, sir,” said Tubhy Muifin

cheerfully. “{ can keep the juniors in order,
Mr. Bootles.”

“What—what ?"

“Go to your studies!” said Tubby, with a
wave of his fat hand. “Orcder, please!

Leave them to me, Mr. Bootles!”
“Bless my soul!” murmured DMr. Bootles.
Captain Tubby Muffin was a little toc mucli
for him. He beat a retreat, and the crowd
of juniors dispersed in a more or less orderly
maunner,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Cancelled !
73 REPOSTEROUS!”
Thus- Dr, Chishelm.
The Head of Rookwood was frown-
ing, evidently very much aupoyed,
Mild little Mr. Bootles blinked at him, and
said nothing.

“Preposterous!’ repeated the Head,

He stared at Mr. Bootles almost aggres-
sively, as if daring bim to deny that it was
preposterous.  But Mr. Bootles didu’t! He
knew better than to argue with the some-
whab autocratic old gentleman.

He had reported the result of the captain's
election to the Head, and he could not help
wondering how Dr. Chisholmr would take
it. It was pretty clear that the Head was
not taking it in good parh.

“Preposterous!” said the Head for the
third time, as the Fourth Form master did
not speak. “Unbeard of! A junior captain
of Rookwood-—ahsurd? Such a thing has
never been heard of!”

“Certainly not—belore now!” assenbed Mr.
Bootles. “There is, however, no rule laid
down upon the subject, I believe.”

“Such a rule was not necessary; it is a
matter of common-sense,” gaid €he Fead
tartly. “Only a Sixth Form prefect can be
captain of the schiool. This election an
absurdity.”

Mr.. Bootles nodded assent to that. He
was quite of the Head's opinion there, but
he did not quite see what was to be done.
The election wds “au fait accompli,” and it
was rather too late to make new rcules on the
subject.

“I fully understood that Carthew would
be elected,” continued ¢he Head. “He has
my approval. He is the only one of the pre-
fects who had nob set himself in oppesition
to my authority. He has a sense of duty.”

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“He does not seem popular in the school,
sir,” he murmured,

“A sense of duty does mot always make 8
prefect popular, Mr. Bootles. Carthew, at
least, knows what i3 due to his headmaster.
This election is an absurdity, and the result
must be cancelled. I shall take steps. fo
that end immediately. Pray request Carthew
to come to my study, Mr. Bootles.”

“Certainly, sir!” L :

Mr. Bootles withdrew, perhaps glad to
feave the presence of the augry old gentle-
marn,

Dr. Chisholm was pacing his study with a
knitted brow when Carthew of the Sisth
tapped discreetly at the door, and entered.

The Head's brow cleared a little as ke
glanced at the prefect—the only prefect, at
present, that Rookwood School could boast.

“This is an extraordinary octurrence,
Carthew,” said the Head.

“I agree with you, sir,” said Carthew,

4 in the meek, ingratiating tone he alwavs

adopted towards the Head., “I was very
desirous, sir, of carrying out your wishes,
{ did my best——-" -

“I am sure of that, Carthew, You have
wmy complete. confidence.. I shail not forget
that you returned to your duty at ‘once.
when the . other - prefects took up their
present inexcusable attitude.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Carthew meekly.

He was well aware that his conduct was
fooked upon in a very different light Ly the
rest of Rookwood. Most of the Rookwood
fellows knew exactly how much “duty ” had
been Carthew’s motive in deserting the pre-
fects. But it was the Head whom Carthew
desired -to propitiate.

“This clection will be cancelled!” said Dr.
Chisholm. “I shall not dream for one
moment of allowing such: s result to stand.”

“1 suppose so, sir.”

“A mew election will be ordered. and you
will stand again, Carthew.”

“Certainly, sirt”

“The resuit will, no doubt, be different:
if not, I shall take.still more drastic steps!”
said the Head. “I asstre you of my cou-
tinued support as a reward for your faith-
ful to duty.”

“You are-very kind, sir.”

“I have written this notice,” added the
Head. “Kindly post it on the board for we,
Carthew.”

“Certaiuly.”

The prefect left the study with the paper
in_his hand. He read it in the corridor, and
smiled.

A few minntes later it was pinmed on the
notice-board for all Rookwood to read and
comment upoun.

A numerous ecrowd gathered before the
board. In the crowd was the niew captain
of Rookwood, and he snorted with great
indignation over the Head’s paper.

“Rot!” said Tubby Muflin emphatically.
“Cheek! That's what it is—cheek!”
“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“I've a jolly good mind to-go to the Head
and tell him so!” i

“Do!” chuckled Smythe of the Sheli,
“We'll comé and carry you away afterwards
—what's left of you.” :

“Tubby Maffin snorted again, but he decided
not to go to the Head. He was captain
of Rookwood, certainly; but the Head was
rather too terrible an old geutleman for
Tubby Muffin to face at close quarters.
Bearding the lion in his dem was not in
Reginald Muffin's line.

There was much comment on the Head's
notice, which had been rather expected by
the juniors. 1t was pretty certain, anyway,
that the Heéad would not have allowed the
election to stand without interference.

The notice stated briefly that the late
election was cancelled, and that a new
election would be held on Monday to fill the
vacant post of captain of the school.

“Tisn’t a vacant post at all, you know,”
said Tubby Muffin, in a greatly aggrieved
tone, “The Head’s right off the mark.”

“Can the Head cancel an election?” n-
quired Putty of the Fourth. “Isn't he
getting 'a bit over the limit?”

Jimmy Silver rubbed his nose thoughtfalis.

“Blessed if T know!” he answered, “I
suppose the headmaster has power to catwced
an election. But it comes to the same thing,

Tre Porurar.—No. 221
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Tubby Takes Command !

ONDAY was a day of come excite-
t st Rookwood School.

Savthew, who

esercise his solitary

wood was still without
anm wag to conciliate the
possible till the election overs He
vestrained bis bullying propensities, ‘and e
was remarkably civil even to fags im the
Second Form.
‘Caribew lioped to catch votes—and he
hoped, too, that the Head's displeasure would
prevent a ridieulous candidate like Mufliv
from bewg put forward again. 2

But it skilled not, as a novelist would soy.
©arthew was tos well known for his “soft
sawder 7 to bave any ecffect on the fags;
and, besides, the “lark ” of clecting the
egregions Tubby appealed to their semse of
humour. And the fact that they were, in a
perfectiy constivutional way, “dishing the
Head ¥ appealed still more to the juniors,

The “strike © of the prefects ctill continned,
and, though the Head gave no sign, the
otiwcr masters were growing restive.

A great deal more work fell upon them
in consequence of the prefects’ strike. A
prefect was not merely an ornament, by any
means, They had their uses and their duties
—and new their duties fell on the masters.

Mr. Bootics had to see lights out for his
Vorn:, and to attend to many other matters
that had usually been taken off his hands by
a prefect, ‘The supervision of the games,
too, was @ rather serious matter, and cer-
taiuly little Afr. Bootles was not the man
ito take the TYourth Form in charge at
ericket practice,

And the masters could not be everywhere
a2t ouce. Sliding down the banisters, shrill
whistling in the passages, “rows” in the
studies and the Common-room, became fre-
quent and painful and free.

Prohably all the staff would have been very
giad if the Head had decided to close the
matter by reinstating Bulkeley, and thus
conciliating his supporters, But the Head
did not waver. The faect that the whole
school was against his decision only rendered
him the more determined; and he was, to do
him justice, far from suspecting that his
firmness partook of the nature of obstinaey.

He would have been surprised, as well as
shocked, if he had known that the Rook-
wooders regarded hint not so much as a firm
man as & mulish one.

After lessons on Monday the mew election
teok place in Big Hall.

Rookwood came to it in a swarm,

The seniors stood out of the proceedings,
45 before, The Sixth were solid behind
Rulkeley, and the Fifth followed the Sixth.
In fact, the seniors regarded the proceed-
‘nes not only with disdain, but with a certain
arim satisfaction. Their captain  was
ciccted by the Head—and the Head counld
I'ue Porurar.—No. 221,
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authorit Carthew's
ws &5 much as

-

The School versus the Head !

make the best of Tubby Muffin—-and they
charitably hoped that he would like it!

Carthew’s hopes of a majority bad been
taint, and they were soon dissipated. The
clection was a still more overwhelming
iriumph for Reginald Muffin of the Fourth,
His majority was well over ten to one, and
could have been larger if more votes had
been wanted. -

Loud laughter and cheers
announcement of the result.

Tubhy Muffin beamed on his majority.

He had received the loyal support he
Jesired, and he was once more captain of
Rovkwecod, in spite of the cancellation of
the first election.

Tubby seemed twe or three imches taller

greeted the

cheering.

He grinned at Carthew, who was striding
with a savage brow.

Beaten You again, old top!” he remarked
cheerily. c

Carthew gave him a furious look.

“Pon’t- scowl at me,” continued Tubby.
“Xone of your cheek, Carthew! Tor two
I'd—— Yooop!”
ubby Muffin went spinning as the en-
raged prefect smote him, and he rolled along
the floor with a loud yell :

Carthew strode away.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!” roared Tubby Muffin,
citting, up dazedly. “Yow-ow! I'll thrash
you! I'll cane you! Yooop! Gimme a hand
up, somebody! Wharrer you all cackling at?

“Hay ha, ha !

Putty of the Fourth helped Tubby Muffin
to his. feet, and the fat Classical clung to
Lim, gasping. "

“Where's that rotter?” he panted.

“Mizzled ! answered Jimmy Silver, laugh-
mg.

Tubby raised a. fat hand commandingly.

“Silyer ?
y o e, hal

“Go and tell
study at once!” ordered Tubby Muffin.
going to put the stopper on his cheek.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And bring me a cane!” added Tubby.
“You can get Bootles’ cane from the Form-
room. [ authorise you to do so0.”

“You authorise—— Oh, my hat!”

“Po as I tell you, Silver! Tell Carthew
I expect him in my study in five minutes.
We'll see who's captain of this school, 1
can tell you.”

And Tubby Mufiin gasped away to his
study, leaving the juniors yelling.

“All the same, Tubby’s within his_rights,”
said Mornington. “We won't let him cheek
Bulkeley; but Carthew’s a bully, and he's
fair game!”

“Yes, rather!”

“T'1l give him our giddy captain’s message,
anyway!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.

“Go it!”

Captain Tubby Muffin's authority depended
on what support he might get; and the
juniors were quite prepared to support him
against the unpopular bully of the Sixth.
Calling Carthew of the Sixth up for judgment
seemed an excellent idea to the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver followed Carthew at once
to his study. He found the. Sixth-Former
with a black brow. Carthew fixed a savage
look on him.

“Does the Head——" he began. Carthew
was expecting a summons to the Head.

“I haven't come from the Head, old bean,”
answered Jimmy Silver. *“I've an order for
you from the captain of the school.”

“What !” roared Carthew.

“Tubby Muffin——" >

“0h, don't be a fool **

“Not at all,” answered Jimmy Silver
blandly. "I leave that to you, Carthew; it's
your stunt. Tubby Muffin requires you in his
study at cnee!”

“You—you—-"

“You're to go immediately.”

«Carthew clutched up a cane.

“Come here, Sjlver!” he rapped ount.

“No jolly fear!” answered the captain of
the Fourth, backing out of the study.

“1 order you—as a prefeet—-"

“My dear man, I'm acting under orders of
he captain of Rockwood,” apswered Jimmy
coolly. “I suppose yon know the eaptain of
the school has anthority over prefects?”

Carthew's reply was & rush, with the cane
brandishing in the air. Jimmy Rilver seudded
down the passage.

Yes, my lord!”
Carthew to come to my
1m

as he rolled out of all, in the midst of P

“Come back!” roared Carthew, from his
doorway. .

“Bow-wow !”

And Jimmy Silver went cheerily up the
staircase to report to the captain of Rooks
wood. He found Tubby Muffin in his study,
with a good many other fellows—all grinning,
with the  exception of Tubby. = The fat
Classical had Mr. Bootles' cane in his hand,
Lovell having obligingly fetched it from the
Form-room.

“Is he coming?’ demanded Muffin,
Jimmy Silver looked in.

Jimmy shook his head.

“He's refused, Tubhby.””

“Refused ! thundered Muffin, “Refuced 19
obey the ecapfain of the school!”

“Ha, hat Yes”?

“Don’t cackle,- Jimmy Silver}
respectful !”

“Qh "

“So he's retused to coine, has hef’
claimed Tubby, evidently greatly incensed.
“He won't obey the eaptain-of the schooi!
11l show him! Carthew is going G be caned

28

it's dis-

 —very severely caned!”

. “How are you. going to do iti” asked
Erroll, with a smile.
“Go and fetch hiny, Taubby,” suggested

Mornington. “As the mountain won't come
to Mahomet, you know, Mahomet will,have
to go to the mountain.”

Tubby Muffin shook his head.

Seriously as he was taking the new powery
and authority as captain of the scheol, he
had no desire to tackle Carthew of the Sixth
in his study—by ‘himself, Carthew was
rather too hefty for that. Besides, as €
mander-in-chief, Tubby felt that theve way
no necessity for him to go inte action, as it
were. It was the duty of his.loyal followers
—priates, so to speak—to go intd aectior,
while he directed operations from hend-
quarters. -

“Silver, Lovell, Raby—" he rapped out..

“Adsum!” grinned the jun 5

“Newcome, Mornington, Eir

“Herel” sk

“Conroy, Pons, Van Ryn

“Here we are, mighty chief!’

4

Ol {——

grinned the

Colonial Co. in the doorway.

Tubby raised a fat hand commandingly.

"get'cp Carthew of the Sixth here,” he said.

£0n 1

“I authorise you to use force!” said Fubky
grandly. “As eaptain of the school, ¥
authorise you, and will see you throngh. I
Carthew won't come, carry him.”

“Oh, my hat!®

“Get a move on!” rapped cut Tubby,

“But—" began Erroll.

“Silence !”

“Wha-a-at !”

“Obey orders, and no hack-chat, please!”
said Tubby, frowning. “Who's captain of
the school, I'd like to know? Fetch Carthew
herz! I command you! Ge!”

And Jimmy Silver & Co.—after a grinning
glance at one another—went.

PR

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Captain’s Orders!
UBBY MUFFIN sat down again with
lofty content.
His followers were obeying ordeve,
whichi—to Tubby's fat mind—was
exactly as it should be. Frue, they were
obeying with their tongues in their chee
but that did not matter—Tubby
aware of that.

Jimmy Silver & Co. intended to suit them-
selves exactly how far they obeyed the orders
of the new captain of Rookwood. But when
it suited them to do so their obedience was
prompt. It suited them in this case. Haud-
ling the bully of the Sixth was no trouble—
it was a pleasure—and the thought of the
prefect being eaned by Tubby of the Fourthi

wasn'y

made them chuckle with glee. And, ss
captain of the school, Tubby was acting
within his rights; and certainly Jimmy

Silver & Co. were acting within their rights

_in obeying him—if they chose!

The juniors realised that a Fourth Form
captain had his uses; it enabled them to deal
with the Sixth in a hitherto undreamt-of
manner.

True, if the other seniors interfered, there
was no doubt that Tubby's followers wouid
be driven in. rout from the BSixth Form
passage. But they were not likely to inter-
fere on behalf of the “blackleg ¥ who had

Lively Scenes Next Week !



—starting in this week’'s issue of the * Magnet' —see page 27.

sold them. Tf they did rot, Cardew hadu't
much chance against niune sturdy juniors.

The cheery nine arrived in the Sixth Form
passage, and Jimmy Silver hurled Carthew’s
door-open. There was a whiff of tobacco-
smoke in the study. Mark Carthew was con-
soling himself with a cigarette.

He threw. it hastily into the geate as his
door flew open, and started to his feet, cateh-
ing up an ashplant.

“Carthew. you're wanted!” shouted Lovell.

“Clear out of my study!” exclaimed the
prefect angrily.

“You're wanbed!”

“(aptain’s orders!”

“This way, Carthew!”

Carthew came that way—with a rush.
T.ovell yelled as he cauglht the ashplant with
his shoulder, and Conroy roarved as he cap-

wred the next “lick.” But the bully of the
Sixth had no time for more.

Jimmy Bilver was gripping him, and Raby
and Newcome got hold, and Pons aud Van
fyn piled in, and Carthew was borne back-
wards. He went down on his carpet with a
crash, the jnniors sprawling over him.

“Hands off!” shrieked Carthew.

“Pile in!” yelled Jimmy Siiver,

“Down him!” roared Lovell,

“Hurrah! Dowa him!”

Like a wave the invaders flowed over the
wuhappy bully of the Sixth. Carthew
steuggled desperately, but he could not throw
them off, The odds were much too great
even for.the blg Sixth-Former.

His arms and legs were captured, and
Morny took a good grip on his back hair,
while Pons and Van Ryzn captured an ear
each.

Carthew, still wriggling, was a prisoner;
he could not do much more than wriggle
with so many hands on him.

“Bring him along{” shouted Raby.

Carthew, gurgling and wriggling spas-
modically, was brought up to the Fourth
Form passage, and to the dooirway of No. 2,
where the new captain of Rookweod sat in
state.

Jimmy Silver & Co. whirled him into the
sluady and set him upon his feet, dishevelled
and breathless.

“Here he iz, Muffin{” =

“We've brought the bounder!”

Carthew stood panting for breath, with a
crimson face, and in a state of fury that
was beyond words,

Tubby Muffin rose to his feet, with a lofty
iook, and plcked up the. eane.

“Carthew ”” he rapped out,

“Groooh !”

“You lald hands on me, the captain of
Hookwood! I'm going to cane you!”

. “Groogggh

. “T'm going to maintain disgipline in this
school, "or know the reason why!" said
Muffin, “Hold out your hand, Carthew!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

encel” roared Tubby.

laugh!”
s

s!” gjaculated Jimmy Siiver,

“How dare you

“0h, my
hat!

“Draw it mild, fatty !

“Do you want to be caned, too, Jones
minor? You'd better be careful. RNow,
“Carthew, hold out your hand! Sharp's the
word !
Hold out your fand, Carthew!" roarved
e jumiors, in great merriment.

Carthew did not hold cut his band, Having
recovered his breath, he made a rush at
Tubby Muffin. The new captain of Roskwood
rveared as the bully of the Sixth seized him.
Yarcoh! Help! Buck up!”

The cane was snatched from Tubby
iand, and Carthew, grasping the fat
by the collar, laid it on Tubby.

Whack, whack, whack!

It was a most disrespectful way to treat
the eaptain of the schwol. It was very pain-
i, too, as Tubby's fiendish yells testified.
tarthew laid the cane on as if he thought
ke was beating a carpet.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yoop! Help!

“Huy, ha, hat>

Rescue! Yaroooh!”

‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The High Hand,

Whuek, whack!
two, were laughing too much to go to

j the aid of the hapless captain of Rook-

. wood. . In those few moments Carthew

pui in & good many lashex with the cane,

You Can Read About Jimmy

IMMY SILVER & CO., for a moment or

and Tubby's frantic yells rang through the
study and to the end of the passage. in
those awful moments the captain of Rook-
wood probably repented of havieg sent for
Carthew.

But Jimmy Silver came to the rescue, ond
the other fellows followed his lead. Carthew

process.

But the bully of the Sixth was downed
again, in spite of his furious resistance. And
the juniors did nof let him go after that.
He was rather too dangerous to be let loose.

Carthew disappeared under seven or eight
juniors on the floor, who pinned him down by

sheer weight. His nose was grinding into
the carpet, as Putty of the Fourth sat on the
back of his head. A wild and inarticulate
gurgling came from the unhappy senior.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!” roared Tubby Muffin.
“I'm hurt! You rotters, why didn't you
draggimofi? Yow-ow-ow-ow! Yarooch! ['Hl
cane the lot of you! Oh crumbs! Ow-ow-ow-
wow "

“ Al serene now, Tubby—-"

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

“Aren't you going to cane Carthew?"”
chuckled Loveli.

“Ow! Oh, yes, rather! Gimme the cane!”

The cane was handed to the fat junior,
and he gripped it, with a vengeful gleam in
his eyes. It was Tubby's turn now, and
Carthew wag evidently going to get it hot
and strong. Certainly hie had asked for it by
the way he had treated the captain of the
school.

“Hold him!” exclaimed Tubby. “Face
down—that's it! Pin him, you know! Mind
you don't let the beast gerrup! That's
important "

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Now, then! Count five hundred, Jimmy
Silver!” »

“Five hundred! Obh erumbs!”

“No; a thousand!” said the vengeful

11

Tubby., “I'm going to give him a thousand!
Keep clear!”

Whack!

Part of Carthew was left clear for the
licking, the juniors standing or sitting oi the
rest of him to keep him pitned to the
carpet. The ‘cane came down with all the
strength of Tubby's podgy arm. It rang like
a pistol-shot, and it was answered Dy a

{ fearful yell from the Sixth-Former.

Whack, whack, whack!

Wild yells from Carthew answered every
whack. Tubby was laying it on, not wisely
but too well. The prefect struggled
furiously, but quite in vain; he was too well
held. Whack, whack, whack!

“How many's that, Jimmy?”
Tubby, pausing for breath.

“About a dozen!” gasped Jimmy, “I think
that will do, Tubby!”

“Shut up !”

“Wha-a-at !”

“Don’t argue with me!”

“Oh!” stuttered Jimmy.

“I'm captain of Rookwood! I'm going tn
give him a thousand, and you're to count.
Shut up ! : :

Whack, whack, whack!

Tubby Muffin was laying it on again. He
was smarting from the cane himself, and so
long as he smarted he was not likely to
think that .Carthew of the Sixth had had
it was fortunate for the hapless

gasped

enough.
prefect that Tubby Muffin was not aan
athlete.
There was a step in the passage. and

Smythe of the Shell eame through the langh-
ing crowd of juniors.

“You've got Carthew
“Oh, my only aunt!”

Adolphus Smythe stared at the scene in
amazement, as Tubby Muffin laid on the cans
again.

“You—you—you're whacking a prefect!" b
gasped.

“(aptain of the school can whack anybody

here?” he askad.

S

THE HEAD INTERRUPTS!
Flynn.
in the passage, outside.
Head appeared’in the doorway. Dr. Chisholm gazed at the scene speech-

lessly.

¢ Cave !
“The juniors refeased Carthew as Dr. Chisholm’s step was heard
‘The prefect sat up, howling with pain, as the

(See Chapter 6.)

The Head’s coming!" gasped
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jkes, can't he?” retorted Tubby Muffin
ndently.,  “1f .J have any cheek from
m»tht, 'l whack you!”

i yon, by gad! id Adolphus.

I \\xll" roar Tubby trueculently,

u \‘h‘

"Yes,

“1aogoing to have discipline in this selicol,
b can telt 30'1"’
~,

“Ha,

ha, ha

“Oh, gad!” id Adolphus. “That fat

b i- too funny to live! Look here, you

ds, the Head's sent me for Carthew. He's
in Carthew’ s study now, waitin’ for him. He
fooks Vi

“ Phow 7

tlet him clear!”

e said ‘Jormm,ton
“Rot I exelo -1med luhhy

“I've only given

himr ahe twenty ! You're not counting,
Hmmy Silver! You'd better be careful. if
yon don't want  some -of the same.

1sand !”
id Lovell.

going to give him a the

“But the Head—-"

“Let the Head wait!?

“Good old Tubby!” grinned Mornington.
“Isn't he swelling? Mind yeu don't busst,
lke the giddy frog in the fuble, fatty!”

; ln'r up!”
whack, whack

-l o ow-yooop! Help!” came in frantic
tones from Carthew. *“You young villains!
Heip! Yoocop! Help!”

“The Head will h(‘ﬂ this!" said Smythe,
with a seared look.

Puhl)y Muffin snorted.

“Let Lim hear!” he answered. “The
lc('ui s no right to interfere with the captain
of the school exeeuting his duty.”

Flynn put an excited faee into the study
doorway.

“Cave! The Head's coming!” he gasped.

“Oh erumbs!”

“Hold him!” shouted Tubby Muﬁ‘m, as the
juniors crowded off Carthew. ‘Keep him
pinned! I haven't ﬁ'nshed yet. He's got
to have a theusand——

“\(uu fat idiot! The Head—"

“Bother the Head!”

“Look here——"

“Hold ('ut,hcw I tell you!” roared Tubby
Muffin. “Do yuu hear?  Aren't I captain?
1 order you!”

His new dignity had evidently got into
Tubby Muffin’s head with an intoxicatiug
effect. But, captain as he was, his order
was not obeyed. The juniars released Carthew
ag Dr. Chisholm’s step and the rustle of his
gown were heard in the passage outside.

The prefect sat up dazedly, howling with
pain, as the Head appeared in the deorway—
majestic.

Dr. Chisholm gazed at the scene speeeh-
lessly.

The _mumrs outside the study had fled,
hut there were nine or ten inside the room,
and they were cornered. They showed a re-
markably unanimeous desire to avoid meeting
the Head’s eyes. )

AW, excepting Tubby Muffin. Th zt
egregious 3(mth was quite “beyond himself,”
20 to speak; “swank” had mounted to his
hiead like new wine. He stood, cane in hand,

&

and confronted the Wead, the juniors spell-
bound at his audacity. But Tubby was not
aware that he was being anda
acting with proper m~ nit
school, that was al
i '\\,'h.s‘—»\x hat
voice at last.
mffmnx sm- mean?
“(Come in, sir!
* What 2
“You're welcome €0 witness Carthew's
punishment, sir,” said Muffin, with dignity.
“1 have been compelléed to give Cartt hew of
the Sixth a rather severe lcking,
¥i

The Bead found his

“What dces this scene of

said Tal

yhy Muffin cheerily.

“()h, my hat!” r

‘Insubordination, 3 ¥, a8
thie Head blinked ai, hirg, speech! again.
“ Carthew was wanting in proy hect to

ex:
the captain of the school. He a«nnlly lajid
hands on me—me, siv, the captain of Rook-
wood. 1've had to give bim a rather severe
warning.”
“Yow-ow-ow !
01‘ deep anguish,
“Mudfin” thundered the He
“¥Yes, sin?

“You —Yyou

* came frem Carthew, in tones

have dared to assiult a pre-

ec

£ \*ot at all, sir! T've caned him.”

“Caned him—eaned a prefect—vyou, a junior
in the Fourth Form!”

“Captain of Rookwood,
Muffin respectfully but firin
of the school has authority
fects, sir.”

“Boy 17

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

“Muffin, I—I thirk yon
your senses. Give me ihat

~hse you ghiug Yo save Carthow, Sier.

“No!” thundered the Head. “I am going
to cane you, Muffin.”

Tubby jumped. ¥

“(-c-c-cane me!” he stuttered.

“Yes, decidedly. Held out your hand!”

Tubby Muffin blinked &t him.

“B-b-but, sir,” he staminer
captain of the school can't caned, sir!
1t's—it's against all the rules! Nobody ever
heard of the captain of Rookwood being
caned! Oh, no, sir!”

“You utterly absurd hoy——"

“Excuse me, sir, that isn’t the way to
speak to the captain of the school.”

“What?”

said Tubby
“The captain
aver the pre-

must he out of
v

4, *“the—the

“It’s liable to cause insubordination
among the fags, sir” said Tuhby Muflin.

sxpects to he sup-

“(aptain of the schecol
It’s always been

ported by the Head, sir.
the rule.”

Y Haz nasligt”

“Qilence!” thundered the Head. “How dare
you laugh at the absurdities of this ridienlous
hoy! Muffin, give me that cane at once,
and hold out your ha nd'“

“But, I—TI say,

Tubby Muffin broke aff in dismay. as the
Head jerked the cane from his haurl and
took him by the coliar. The eane rang upon
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Tubby’s plump person, and Tubby’s
resounded far and wide. :

Carthew staggered to his feet, and loo
on, gasping. Tubby Muffin wrxggled
anguish under the infliction.

He had woke up, as it were, and descended
with a rush from his exalted posiﬁon agy cap-
tain of the school, and he was once more
a fag of the Fourth, yelling under an un-
usnally severe licking. :

1t was a painful .w..xkenmg for the new
captain of Reookwood

“Yow-ow-ow! Yow-wow-wow!” howled ihe

yelig

hapless eaptain of the school. “Oh! AL
Ow! Stoppit! Yoop! Yah! DPhew! Ok
ernmbs ” 5

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on in stony

silence.” They had rescued Tubby from Car-
thew’s grasp, byt they could not rescue him
from the Head.” The captain of Rookwood
had to take care of himself when he came
into couflict with the. headmaster, and lie
did not seem quite equal to the task,

“There!” exclaimed the Head. “How,
Muffin, I trust that will be a warning te
you, you utterly absurd boy!”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

“Carthew, kindly come with me.”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Carthew.

He was wriggling paintully as he followed
the Head from the study. He had been well
licked before the Head arrived, and that
was some solace to the juniors. Tubby
Muffin was beyond solace, however, for ihe

. He was ruluug with woe and

W ow- ~WOW- wow"’ he moaned. “0Gh dear!
Ow-yow! TIs that the way to treat the cap-
tain of the—yow-ow !—school? Oh  dear!
The Head never caned Bulkeley—yow-ow-ow !
You ‘fellows ought to have stopped him—
wooop! I—I say, what’s a captain of the
school to do, you fellows, if the Head goes
on whoppmg him just as if he's a—yow-ow-
ow ‘-lag.f

But there was no answer possible to that
question. Jimmy Silver & Co. really didn't
know what it was proper for a ecaptain of the
school to do under sueh eire umstances, and
Tubby Muffin was left to work out the
problem for himself. But the general opinion
of the juniors was that Tubby’s days as eap-
tain of Rookwood were numbered.

e . s - e ° .

And' they were!

That ewmng a new notice appeared on
the board in the Head's hand, and it was
read with keen curiosity by crowds of Hook-
wood fellows. The notice was brief, hut to
the point. It stated that Mark Carthew
of the Sixth Form had hecen appointed exp
tain of the sehool by authority of the
ma»tu' and it was signed by Dr. CH

Ap]mmted captain of the zehool, mtholv
an election!” said Jimmy Silv oW ith a dee P
breath. “That's rather thi

“Unconstitutional I” said Lovell.

“Cheek !” said Mornington.

“The Head can't do it!"” exclaimed a dozen
voices.

“But he's done it,
Smythe of the Shell.

Jimmy Silver knitted his hrows.

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” he said.
“The Head’s overridden, all our rights of
election, and appointed a eaptain of tlie
school! We refuse to recognise any such
captain ! . : 4

* Hear, hear!”

“We refuse to acknowiedge Carthew as
captain of Rookwood, and any fellow who
does ack now}eage him  will be sent 1o
Coventry

“Bravo !”

There was a roar of assent. Carthew of
the Sixth had reached the goal of ]n*
ambition, but it did not leok as if he wouid
find the rapbamcy a bed of roses!

THE EKD,

by gad!® remarked

(The juniors of Rookweod hLave
made " up their minds not fe have
Carthew at any price — and when
juitiors ecome wup against their cwn
headmaster there is bound fo be
trouble. Every reader of the
POPULAR should make a point o
reading ncxt Thursday’s remarkable
story of Jimmy Silver & Co.,
entitled “ The Campaign Againsé
Carthew! * by Quwen Conquest.)

Week’s Story of Rookwood !
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§ UNTER miner! You were {orking!”
The deep, base voice of Mister
Twigg tinkled through the Form-

room.

“1 wasn't!
witdly.

“What!” roared Twige.
to deny it? I heard
eyesi”

“But 1 assure you, sir—"

“Enuff!” cried Twigg sternly. “You will
write out an indisposition of two hundred
lines!”

“It’'s a crcol shame!” I whimpered.

Twigg looked revolvers at me—1 mean
daggers.

“Another word, Bunter miner,” he sald,
“and I shall detain you for the afternoon!”

“It ain't fare!” I hooted. *“I shall go and
lay my greevanse before the Head!”

. At that minnit the door of the Form-
room berst open, and who should come
stalking in but the Head himself!

“Hallo! What’s all the merry rumpus
about?’ he asked.

“This boy Bunter, sir,” said Twigg.
ink-orrigible. Just look at him!
ink all over his face!”

The Head frowned,

“I'm fed-up with you, you young roiter!”
#1e cried, in his magisterial toans. “You
keep on getting into hot water—"

“Why, he hasn’t had a bath for weeks!”
chuckled Dicky Nugent.

“Dry up, Nugent!” thundered the Head.
# Bunter miner, I've a goed mind to give you
4 jolly good licking!”

The Head was stadding with bis back to
the fire as he spoke, and the tale-end of
#iis gown caught &alight.
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I mever! I didn't!” I eried
“Do you dare
you with my own

iy
He's got

“It’s a burning shame, sir!” I cried.
“Mister Twigg said I was {forking, and I
wasn't! Buy the way, sir, it mite interest
you to know that you're on fire!”

“Grate jumping-crackers!” gasped the
Head, leeping about a yard in the air. “Put

me out, sumboddy!”

I got hold of & gallon jar of ink, and herled
the contents over the blazing gown. Then
a crowd of us got hold of the Head, and
dragged him towards the door.

“Hi! What's the little game?’ he
roared.

"“We're putting you out, sir!” I said
meekly. “You told us to!”

But instead of being gmteful,- the Head
detained the whole class for the afternoon!
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Y DEAR READERS —I won't

M detain you (as Mr, Quelch said

when a felleow had got all his

sums right), but I just want to

say a few words about our Special
Detention Number.

I looked up my Dickshurary to find
the meaning of the word detention. It
gaid, “Detention” means ‘‘incarcera-
tion.”” That’s just like a Dickshunary.
1t eggsplains a word of nine letters with
a word of thirteen!

1 then looked up ¢

‘incarceration,” and
found that it meant “detention.” So I
was no forrader. However, Alonzo
Todd, who is a walking en-cycle-peedia
of general nollidge, came to my reskew.
“Detention, my dear Bunter, means
keeping back, rvestraining, imprisoning.
If Mr. Quelch detains you for the after-
noon, it meanz thai you must stay in
all the time.”

T thanked Alonzo for his eggsplanation,
which put an idear into -my head. Said
I to myself, said I, “What about a
Special Detention Number, Billy? It
will go like hot cakes. Your readers will
simply revel in if. They will rise up
and call you blessed.”

So hear we are with our Grand Deten-
tion Number, which is far and away the
finest issue of my WEeRLy which has
appeared until next week.

“What have you got up your sleeve
for next week, Billy?” I can pickcher you
asking. Ha, ha! T have a rare treat in
store, and 1 should advise you to rush
round to your noose agent at once, and
wisper horsely in his ear, “Don't forget
to reserve me a copy of next week’s
Porurar!” If you don't have a copy
reserved, yon will be in the soop, and
find yourself in a dreadful stew. So pay
heed to my words of warning, and fly
to your noose agent at once.. (If you
haven’t an airoplane, fly on your feet,
uging your ears as propeblers!) :

I will now wind uy, as the servant-girl
said svhen she got the alarm-clock ready
overnight. !

Yours sinseerly,
YOUR EDITOR.
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DETAINED !

By Dick Penfold.
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RANK - NUGENT'S face . was

falling fast,
As through the Form-room daoce
he passed.
ttering to his chums, aghast,
“Detained !

“Good Wharton
cried,
“We want you down on Litile Side.”
But Nugent's feeble veice replied:
“Detained !

gracious. Franky!”

“ What
Bull. .
“* A shadow haugs o’er Greyfriavs School.
We find this fatuous, frabjous fool
*Detained !”

rotten ‘'uck!” groaned Johnny

,” Bob Cherry cried, “with us!
zied Quelchy fume and fuss!”
But Nugent said, “'Twas ever thus—
“Detained !”

“We'll lose the worthy match, I guess.”

Said Hurree Singh, in great distress.

But Nugent groaned, in bitterness:
“Detained !”

Frank Nugent’'s comrades then withdrew,

And Tranky looked exceedingly blue.

“The sorriest day I ever knew !
“Detained !”

Through Form-room windows he espied
The happy throng on Little Side.
“0Old Quelchy is a beast!” he cried.

f Petained !”

But My, Quelch. the downy bird,

This epithet of Nugent’s heard.

Fravk got an extra hour (my word !)
“Detained !”

:5"3?‘)5‘35‘3?"?5‘%’(’%1"7?‘3("?{*‘35‘35‘3?"3@‘:(":{'5:
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TOM MERRY :

My favourite punishment is one wi

od, and then cance
ve nie five hundred lin
Just as I was craw
of his study he cal
I second thoughts,
“1 will rescind your pu
I prompt

pipe down the passage !

FATTY WY

My f
compeiled 1o e
the point of the ©
whai you might cgl
meng !

ARTHUR-AUGUSTUS D’ARCY :

I must confess, dear boys, that my
favourite punishiment is detention. I love
to sit in the Form-rcom and dream of
the next new suit I'm going to purchase.
I map out the colour scheme of my faney
wajsteoat, and of my socks and ties; ar
I dream ef glossy silk toppers and shi
ing patent-leather shoes. Detention i
ripping punishment to & fellow who dote
on dress.

BAGGY TRIMBLE:

My faverite punnishment is a public
flogging. To some fellows this is a
terribul ordee], and they yell before the
birch comes down.” But a Trimble can
always take as many as thirty strckes
with iron forty-tude. Have you aver
seen a '[rimble tremble? Of corse you
haven’t! I throw my arms round old
Taggles” neck, and held on tight, while
the Head belabers my back with the
birch. But I never -make a mermer, and
T always come up—or, rather, get down—
smiling. To tell the trooth, I simply
revel in publick floggings!

MONTY LOWTHER:

My favourite punishment is the rod—
and a hundred lines. You see, T am a
keen angler, and I haven’t a rod and
line of my own. So if the Head gives
me the rod, and one of the masters
awards me a hundred “lines,” T shall be
well set-up with fishing-tackle for the
rvest of the term !

EPHRAIM TAGGLES:

Which T makes so bold as to say that
my favourite punishment is the sack—
always provided it happens to be a sack
of coal, or firewood! I don’t hold with
any other form of punishment.

MANNERS MINOR:

i haven’t got a faverite punnishment
all forms of punnishment are crcol and
savvidge the birch and the cane ought
to be abolished and so did impotts and
gatings if there were no punnishments
there would be no crime some of you
may poo-poo this idea but it’s plain
lojjick !

THE KITCHEN CAT:

My favourite punishment is to ke
thrown into a churn of milk,

Tre Paeurar.—No. 221.
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1'm sorry for poor old Van Ryn,
Whose face never wears a broad grin.

Of trouble, no doubt, :

He can never keep out,
And that’s why he’s always “kept in!”

A fellow whose name I won’t mention,
Received a long term of detention.

He’s still sitting there

In distress and despair,
And soon he’ll be ripe for his pension!

I know a young fellow named Gower,
Wheoese face is decidedly sour.

In the Form-room he sits,

Having dozens of fits,
For he won't be released for an hour!

Peele grinned, as a large lump of toffee
He dropped in his Form master’s coffee.
The reckless young coon
For the whole afternoon
To the punishment.room must ‘‘buzz
offee !”’

I feel mighty sorry for Raby,

He broke down and cried like a baby.
He’s either been whacked,
Or lectured, or smacked,

Or detained for the afternoon, maybe !

That hot-headed youth, Tommy Doyle,

l Says “ Manders wants boiling in oil!”

But instead of old Manders,
Who gives the chaps ‘ handers,”
It’s Tommy himself who doth “boil |”

Tubby Muffin can’t spell for a pension,
To his lessons he won't pay attention,
So his Form master said,
With a shake of the head,
“You must now take a
detention I”

fspell’ of

Mark Latirey, the cheeky young pup,
In the Form-room once started to sup.
He gorged for a while,
With a satisfied smile,
But thg’ Form master soon
up !”

Detention is simply subline,

When you read a nice book all the time,
Or pick up a pencil,
Or other utensil,

And *“go for ” your master—in rhyme!

I once was detained for a week—
I had to “mug ” Latin and Greek.
I was feeling so fuyious,
It hardly seems curious
That I “let myself go,” so to speak!

“shut him

The Scream of the Week—HNext Week’s Special
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Of course, the amount of enjoyment you
can squeeze out of an afternoon’s detention
depends on_the number of fellows who are
detained af the same time as yourself. I_E
you are the single, solitary vietim, it is
rather too difficult to devise ways and means
of making the time pass pleasapﬂy, One
of the most soothing pastimes iz to draw
caricatures of your Form master on the
hlackboard, with suitable inscriptions under-
neath. A good -alternative is to take an
exciting story of Dick Turpin into the Form-
room. You will become so absorbed that the
time will pass on feathery wings!

* * *

Should there be a couple of you detoined,
you can make quite a_merry after_uqou -of it.
You ean kick off by playing a thrilling game
of noughts-and-eross This can be followed
up by 2 game of leap-frog over the desks. 1f
you are wise, you will smuggle a pair of
boxing-gloves into the Form-room, and in-
dulge in a friendly spar. You can also hu\:e
a wrestling mateh, rolling in fierce, frantie
frenzy from one end of the room to the ather.
By the time your period of detention is
over you will go to your tea with keen
appetites, and say to one another, “What a
perfcctly stunning afternoon we've had!”

* * *

If it happens that a whole crowd of yem
is detained, there is no limit to the lively
larks you c¢an have. If there are a dozen
of you, a six-a-side footer match is the
proper caper. Shift all the desks up
agaipst the walls, giving yourselves a clear
space in which to operate. A number of
handkerchiefs, wrapped inside a large duster,
will make a ripping football. The drawback
to a real football is that it has a tiresome
habit of smashing every windowpane it
happens to hit. A Form-room footer match
should consist of a quarter of an hour each
way. The door and the fireplace make suit-
able goals. It will be as well to lock the door
before the game commences. Then, if a
master or a prefect happens on the seene,
you wilt have time to clear away all traces
of the conflict.

* * *

Some fellows hate and loathe detention.
They talk of it as if it were penal servitude.
They have only themselves to blame if they
choose to make a funeral of it, instead of a
picnie. Personally, I simply love being
detained. I ean always find ways and nieans
of improving the shining hour. “Form-room
walls do not a prison make, nor window-hars
a cage!” You can be as happy and free
as the proverbial sandboy if you go the
right way about it. I know some fellows whe
simply pine for detention, and they de-
liberately misbehave thémselves in class in
order to get it. But there’s a certain
amount of damger in doing this. You might
get a jolly good swishing instead!

* * £

There is just ome point which I have lef§
out of my calculations. Your Form master
might he present all the afternoon! How
can you enjoy yourselves under his eagle gaze?
This is rather a poser; still, it can be dome.
One of you can pretend to faint, with the
result that the Form master orders you to
carry him -out. You can carry him out into
the quad, and pay a flying visit to the tuck-
shop, where he will soon revive! Then, whan
you get bhack to the Form-room, another
fellow can have a turn at fainting, and se
on. It's a nice game, played slow; but be
careful not to overdo it! Form masters are
horrid beasts when they suspect that their
legs are being pulled! ”

[Supplement IL.
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ILLY BUNTER trembled.
B It was not the storn eye of Mr.
Quelch  which  made  Buater
tremble. It was the haunting
thought that he would have to face
Bolsover major in fistic combat.

Morning lessons were in progress. And
the great Bunter-Bolsover bout had been
tixed for the afterncon. It was Wednes-
day; therefore the afternoon would be
iree for the great event. Rilly Bunter
was to be butchered-to make a Greyfriars
b{ohday, as Skinner rather ruthlessly put
1t
This is how the trouble arose. Early
that morning Bolsover major met Billy
Bunter in the Remove passage, and fired
at him, at point-blank range, with a
waler-pistol. A jet of water took the fai
Junior full in the face.

“Gug-gug-gug! Oh, you beasi!”
spluttered Bunter. “I'm mot going to
stand this sort of treatment! I must ask
you to meet me in the gym, Bolsover,
and I'll knock your head off I?

It was quite an empty threat. And
Bunter had no serious idea of carrying
it out, or even attempting to.

To the fat junior’s utter consternation,
however, Bolsover took the thing
seriously.

“All right, my fat tulip!” he said.
“T'lIl meet you in the gym at two
o'clock: And then we'll see whose head
will be knocked off. It won’t be mine.”

Billy Bunter tried to back out. He
said he .was only joking when he chal-
lenged Bolsover to fight. Then he said
that his threat was merely a figure of
speech.

But Bolsover would have none of st.
Bolsover insisted upon the fight taking
place. Bunter had thrown down e
gauntlet; and the bully of the Remove
had accepted the challenge. So there
was nothing more to be said.

Several fellows had witnessed the scene
in the passage. And they held Bunter
to his word.

Small wonder that the fat junior was
worried as he sat at lessons in the
Remove Form-room. He would as soon
have encountered Joe Beckett or Jack
Dempsey as Bolsover majot.

“How can I possibly get out of it?”
groaned Bunter to himself.

Suddenly a brain-wave occurred to
him. He would mishehave himself in
the Form-room, and get himself de-
tained for the afternoon.

Detention was not pleasant. But it
was preferable to being knocked round
the ring by Bolsover major.

Having formed his plan of campaign,
Bunter produced a slab of toffee from his
pocket, and proceeded to devour it in full
view of Form and Form master.

Mr, Quelch’s gimlet eyes lighted on
Bunter at once.

“Bunter!” thundered the Remove
master. “ How dare you consume sticky

Supplement 1il.]
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and obnoxious comestibles in the Form-
room, sir? You will throw away that
unwholesome compound into the waste-
paper basket, and in order to teach you
a lesson, I shall—7>

“Detain  me, sir?”
cagerly.

“Certainly not, Bunter.
take two hundred lines!”

“Oh crumbs! Must I stay in this
afternocn and write them, sir?”

““No, Bunter. You will write them in
your study this evening.”

Billy Bunter groaned. His first
attempt to get himself detained having
come unsiuck, so to speak, he embarked
upon a fresh attempt. Screwing up a
piece of paper into a ball, he hurled it at
the guileless and unsuspecting head of
Alonzo Todd, who sat in the front row.

Zipp!

“Wow !” yelled Alonzo, caressing the
back of his cranium. More by accident
than design, Bunter had hit the target.

asked DBunter

You will

o

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“Who threw that missile?” he de-
manded. Ve

“Guilty, sir!” said Bunter, rising in
his place.

“This is the second time I have had
occasion to speak to you this morning,
Bunter ! said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“Ahem! I suppose you're going to
detain me for the afternocon, sir?”

“Your supposition, Bunter, is in-
correct. You will stand out before the
class, and be caned!”

“Ow!l” :

Things were not working out at all
well for the unhappy Owl of the
Remove. He had received an impot;
he was now to receive a licking; but he
could not secure the coveted punishment
of detention. :

Mr. Quelch administered three sting-
ing cuts which made Bunter squirm and
yell.
. An hour elapsed before Bunter dared
to essay a third attempp at getting de-
tained.  This time he pretended to go to
sleep in the Form-room. He allowed his

By FRANK NUGENT

{Of the GreyfriarsﬁRemove.)

head to drop on to his chest;
closing his eyes, he emitted a
which reverberated through the room,
nearly making the windows rattle.

“I'm bhound to get it this time!” zo.
flected Bunter.

And he got it. But it was not deten-
tion that he got. It was a sharp rap on
the knuckles with Mr. Quelch’s pointer.

“Wretched boy!” thundered = 1}
Form master. “You have had the
paralieled audacity to sink into a state of
somnolence during the lesson. If you
transgress again, 1 shall take you before
the headmaster !*’

“I—I'd rather be detained, sir, if you
don’t mind,” said Bunter.
“What!” gasped Mr, Quelch, in

amazement.

“I simply love detention, sir,” Bunter
went on. “I fairly revel in it. I love
to sit in the Form-rcom all the afternoon
counting the flies on the ceiling |”

“Ha, ha, hat? ;

The Remove rocked with laughter.
They knew perfectly well why Bunter
was hankering after detention. He
wanted to dodge the coming confiict
with Bolsover major. Try as he would,
however, he could not get himsealf
detained.

Morning lessons ran their course, and
the position was still the same.

After dinner, instead of betaking him-
L self to the gym, Bunter went zlong to
the Form-room. He was quickly run to
earth by a crowd of juniors. 1

“Time for the scrap !’ said Skinner.

“Can’t come!” said Bunter.

“Why can’t you?”

“Detained !” said Bunter briefly,

“Faith, an’ who detained ye, Bunter
darlint 77 asked Micky Desmond.

“Mr. Prout—I mean, Wingate-—~that
is to say, Loder—I mean, all three of
them !” stammered Bunter wildly.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bring him along !” :

There was no escape for the Owl of the

Remove. He was marched along to the
gym by force. Bolsover major, his
brawny arms bared, and his hands

encased in boxing-gloves, was waiting
for his prey.

Bunter’s jacket was dragged off, and
his hands were thrust into boxing-gloves.
Then he was pushed into the ring, and
the great fight started.

It ended almost as soon as it began.

Only one blow was given; only one
blow was received. Bolsover major was
the generous giver; Billy Bunter ihe
recipient.

The fat junjor crashed to the floor like
a giant oak. And he took good care nos
to rise until the laughing crowd had
dispersed. Then he picked himself
and limped sorrowfully away, ha
quite determined not to issue any
challenges to Bolsover major.
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DEFIANT !

An ORDER IN TIME saves disappointment next Tuesday!

TROUBLESOME TIMES!?

i1 hen the newr headmaster arrives at Cedor Creek to tuke the place of Miss Meadowws, he finds the school wp in

arms aguainst him !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Early Birds !

ILLY COOK, the foreman of the

Lawless Ranch, raised his bushy cye-
brows iu surprise.

The ranchman was stand
door of his cabin, with a steami
of coffee in one hand and a h
corn-cake in the other.

The foreman was finishing

at the
pannikin
chiunk of

breakfazt

his”
az the early sunrays came creeping up over
the prairie.

Down the path from the ras

1ch-house came

a clatter of hoofs.

And Billy Cook,- loweriog pannikin
from his bearded lips, ejaculated;
“By gosh!”

Trank Richards and Bob Lawless

trotting down the trail, and they drew
I(- greet the surprised ranchman.

“Top of the morning, RBilly!”
Tsob cheerily.

“You ain’t off to school yet?”

came
rein

called out

asked Billy

Coox.
“I guess s0.” / .
“Yarly birds, you know!” said Fraunk

Richards, with & smile.

“It's a good two liours hefore your time,”
said the ramchman. “¥What little game are
you up to now?”

And Billy Cook wagged his head at the
two schoolboys.

“Nothing like being early, Biily, you
Lknow,” said Bob Lawless. “We've got a
new headmaster comaing to-day, too.”

“1 heard about that, too,” remarked fthe
foreman.. “I hear that Miss Meadows ain't
no longer mistress of Cedar Creek.”

“That's s0.”

“Fired by the trustees?” said Billy.

“Correct!”

“It's an all-fired shame!” said Billy Cook
emphatically. “Why, sirs, that little she-
critter, Miss Meadows, was the neatest filly
that ever stepped in the Thompson Valley!”

The chums of Cedar Creek laughed.

Billy Cook’s admiration was genuine and
well-founded. But they wondered how Miss
Meadows would have liked to hear herself
described as a “filly.”

“[t wasn't your popper's doing, Bob,” went
on Billy Cook., “I guess it was Mr. Grimm
and Old Man Gunten that did the trick,
and Mr. Lawless aun 5

“That’s the case,” said Bob.

stood up for Miss Meadows at the . School
'1”hteeo meeting, but ke was out-voted.”
~“A gol-darned shame!” said Billy Cook.
“And if I was a younker ab school, Bob,
X guess 1'd kick up & shindy. The purtiest
little she-critter that ever did step in the
Thompson Valley!" added the raanchman
warmly.

Bob Lawless smiled,

“Perhaps there's going to ba a shindy,
Billy,” he answered. “Perhaps that's why
we're going_to school two hours early this
moraing. Muam’s the W(\“d thouf'h"’
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And, with a wave of the hand to the ranch-
aian, the chums rode on towards the
timber, leaving Billy Cook' staring after
them with a peculiar ‘expression on his

bearded face.

In the dim light of
Richards and his
on.

They tad left the ranch-house before any-
cne else in the building was astir, and had
brought their breakfast—a {frugal one—in
their pockets, to eat as they rode.

The chums had their plans for that day,
which, for excellent reasoms, they did not
want to explain to Mr, Lawless just yetb.

They munched cold beef and erackers as
they trotted on in the fresh, clear air, and
stopped at a spring for a drm.f'ht of clear,
cold water to wash it down.

In the invigorating atmosphere of British
Columbia, and accustomed to outdoor life,
the sturdy schoolboys did not feel the need
of tea or coffee or any other stimulant.

They were all the better, from the point of
view of health, without such luxuries, and
so they did not miss their usual breakfast
very mueh.

They rode on into the timber, where they
found their chum Vere Beauclere waiting for
them at the fork of the trail on his black
horse.

The Cherub was also an early rizer that
OTuing.

“Hallo! Here we are again!”
Bob cheerily. “Still feeling
on the warpath, Cherub?”

“You bet!” answered Beauclerc.

“We shall find 2 good many of the fellows
there,” said Bob, as the three chums rode
on together. “I guess they're all “game.
You haven’t mentioned the matter to your
popper?”

Beauclere smiled.

“Better not yet,” he said. “My father
is indignant at the way Miss Meadows has
been treated, but I don’t know what he'd
think of the idea of a school on strike.
I don't think he'd disapprove, only -be
couldn't very well say that he approved in
50 many words.”

“Correct!” said Bob.
popper. It’s up to us to see that Miss
Meadows gets justice ~ She’'d be as mad as a
hornet, 1 guess, if she knew we were backing
her up like this; but that don't alter the
case. Old Man Gunten isn’t going to fire our
b(lJOOlmiatI(‘sw at his own sweet will.”

“No fear!” said Frank Richards most
emphatically.

The trio rode at a gallop by the forest trail
to Cedar Creek School.

The ghmmer.nn creek and the
buildings came in sight at last.

The sun was higher now, but the hour was
still early, and at that hour, as a rule, there
was no sign of life pbout Cedar Creek.

On this especial morning, however, there
were a good many signs of life.

The school gates were not yet opened, but

early dawn Fraok
Canadian cousin trotied

called out
game to go

“Same with my

school-

Stlrring Scenes at Cedar Creek Next Week !

outside the gates seven or eight fellows wers
collected. __ ¢

They had arrived earlier than ¥Frank
Richards & Co., having a chorter distance ta
cover to the school.

There was a shout as the three rode up
and jumped off their horses.

“Hyer we are!” hellowed Eben Hacke.

“Waiting for you, old scouts!” grinued
Chunky Todgers. *“Here we are, as largas as
ife, ready to scalp Old Man Gunten ifhe
shows up.”

“Hurrah!”

“And the noo ‘eadmaster, if ‘e shows ap '™
said Hopkins, the Cockney of Cedar Creek:
“We won't 'ave 'im at no price, as surs 03
I'm 'Arold 'Opkins!”

“'Bar, ‘ear!"” grinned Bob Lawiess, fn
playful imitation of the Cockney.

“Gate not open yet?"” said Frank Richards.

“We've got to get in!” :

e

“Black Sam isn't up yet,” said Tom
Lawrence.

“I guess that makes no difference,” said
Bob. “I'il soon have the gate unbarred.

Bob Lawless rode his horse close fo tue
palisade, and stood on his saddie; and then
drew himself to fhe top of the wall.

He cswung himself actively over,
dropped intc the school enclosure.

A minute more, and the bars of the g
were removed and the gate swung wide.

“(ome in!"” shouted Bob.

And the schoolboys crowded in, greatly
excited._

They had met at that early hour at Cedar
Creek School for an extraordinary purpose,
and what the outcome would be no one
could even guess.

But Frank Richards & Co., at least, wer2
determined ; and so long as they were in the
lead, the rest were pret-t,y certain to foliow.

Most of the fellows, indeed, regarded tha
matter as something of a “lark,” but it waa
a tark which would have its serious side

and

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cedar Creek Means Business !

§é ENTLEMEN and galoots——"
“Hear, hear! -
“Go it, Bob!”-

Bob Lawless bad mounled upon

a bench in the big playground, and his com-
rades gathered round him.

In the distance the doors of Mr Slimmey s
and Mr. Shepherd’s cabins were seen to open.

The two assistant masters of Cedar Creek,
astounded by that early and noisy arriva!
of a crowd of schoolboys, were looking out to
see what was the matter.

But the crord did not heed them;
attention was fixed upon Bob Lawle

“Centlemen and galoots,” continned”
“we've met here—"

“Bravo!”

ot

“To stand up for our rights, as fres
Canadian eitizens &

Loud cheer

L “And to back up Miszs M our

Watch OQut !



Now, boys, watch

#zspected mistress, who has been ﬁrecjl hy
the trustees——*

Groans for the trustees!

“Gentlenien, the matter's a simple one,”
wént on Bob, waxing eloguent. “Miss
Meadows is a lady we all respect. She
turned Kern Gunten out of the school for
gambling, and leading other fellows to
gamble, after warning him more than once.
kould She have done anything else? ”

* Correect !

‘Old Man Gunten is chairman of the
Scheool Trustees, and he got his mad up, and
ealled 2 meeting. My popper voted for Miss
Meadows ; ‘the other two, Old Man Gunten
and his friend Grimm, out-voted him. 'They
had the power to sack Miss Meadows, and
they did it. Miss Meadows is gone.”

“Shame! ”

“To-day Old Man Gunten noseys in, to
introduce our new headmaster in Miss
\leado\’\ place,”  eontinued Bob. “Naow,
we're going to talk plain Canadian to Old
Man Guntens”

“Hear, hear!?

“Trustee or no trustee, we
a1y notice of him.,”

“ Never! ”

“As for the
anything  abeut
name’s Peckover. But good,
different, he -doesn’t come here.

“Yrurrah!”

“As he may be a_good sort, we'll put it
to him politely,” -said Bob. "Bnt, in any
case, he’s not going to he allowed to take
on Miss ‘\Ie,uiovvs job.”

“4No fear!”

“We're standing wup for Miss Meadows.
She don’t know it, and sne mightn't like it;
but there it is. And we’re not going to gwe
in till Old Man Gunten toes the line and
lets Miss Meadows come back.”

“Brave!”

The :roar of cheering woke every echo of
Cedar Creek.

Black :Sam, the stableman, was staring on
from a dlstance, and Sa"), the cook, was
looking out of a window.

Mr, Shepherd and Mr.

don't take

don’t know
that his
had or in-

new master, I

him, except

Slimmey were ad-

vaneing - towards the exeited: group, with
surprise in their faces.

Both the assistant masters sympathised
with the scheolmistress, and. Mr. Slimmey,

indeed, had sent in his own resignation to
the Board.

They were indignant, and they .understood
the indignation of the Cedar Creek fellows,
hut this outhreak was rather startling to
them.

. “What is all this?” broke in Mr. Slimmey.
“Lawiess. why are you.liere so early this
mnrmng’ e

.Bob raised his hat rc:pectfully to the
Young master.

‘,‘.No harm intended, Mr. Slimmey,” he
said.  “We're on the warpath, that’s ail.”

“What can you possibly mean, Lawless?”

“We're not going to allow a new Head
to take Miss Mmdows .place, sir,” said
Frank Richards. :

“Bless my soul!”

Mr. Slimmey seemed  too astonished to
goy more than that.

“My boys, you cammot aet in
wianner,” said Mr. Shepherd.
think of allowin’ it.”

“Please understand wus, sir,” said Vere
Beauelere. = “We intend no disrespect to
vou or to Mr, Slimmey. But we won't con-
sent te Miss Meadows being sent away.
The whole school )5 with us in this, though
we're not all here.”

“Please  don’t mterfcre sir,”  said
Frank Richards. “We should be Very sorry
to have any dispute with you.

Mr. Shepherd coughed.

Frank expressed it very ecivilly, but his
meaning was eclear; the two masters would
not be allowed to interfere, in any ease.

Mr. Shepherd and Mr. Slimmey exchanged
glanees, and, after a few moments’ hesita-
tion, vva.}ked away together.

“It is mnot our business,
Slimiey,” remarked Mr. Shepherd.

“Not at all,” said Mr. Slimmey decidedly.
“Yt is a matter for Mr. Peckover to deal
with when he arrives.”

“1le is welcome to deal with it.”

And the two masters went back to their
cabins.

The lack of intervention by the assistant
masters had an encouraging effect on the
rehels,

Those
not to

a lawless
“We can't

I think, Mr.

were
and were

two gentlemen, evident!y,
be feared in any way,

The Cedar Creek Strikers Barricade Against the Sheriff !

cut for our Magnificent Robin Hood Serial!

not likely to offer much support to the new
headmaster when he arrived.

Meanwhile, several more fellows had arrived
at Cedar Creek, and two of the girls, Molly
Lawrence and Kate Dawson.

The erowd numbered sixteen or seventeen
now.

The excitement was growing.

It was pretty certain that Mr. Peckover

would put in an appearance well before the
hour for lessons to commence, and the school-
boys were eager to see him, wondering a good
deal what he was like.

There was a loud shout from the fellows
near the gate as the wheels of a buggy were
heard on the trail.

“Here they come!” yelled Tom Lawrence.

There was a rush to the gate.

On the trail from Thempsen a buggy
appeared, with Old Man Gunten at the reins.

Beside him sat a tall, thin man, with a
very square jaw and little keen eyes set
very close together.

The schoolboys could guess that this was
Mr. Peckover, and. they did npot like his
looks.

Behind him in the buggy sat a heavy-
featured lad, with a grin on his face.

That was Kern Gunten, Old Man Gunten’s
son, who had been turned out of the school
for rascally conduet.

The buggy dashed up to the gates and

stopped.
Old Man Guaten and Mr. Peckover
alighted, and Kern Gunten was about to

follow their example, when he saw the crowd
and the looks they gave him.

Immediately the grin died away from his
face. ¥

He scented trouble, and he decided
remain in the buggy for the present.

Unheeding him, Mr. Gunten and the new
master strede in ab the gates.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Warm Reception !

OLD MAN GUNTEN glanced in surprise

to

at the erowd of fellows inside the
school enclosure.
It was not yet the hour for
school to gather.

The {at, podgy Swiss storekeeper stared
at the schoolboys, who returned his stare
with interest.

They were not in the least awed by the
selt-important Mr. Gunten,

*“Come here, Richards!”
Gunten, recognising Frank.

Frank Richards approached.

“What are you boys doing here so carly?

the

called out Mr.

o

asked Mr. Gunten.

“Oh, we've wme, said Frank vaguely.

ol can see you’'ve come!” spapped Mr.
Gunten. “As you are here, you may hold
my horse.”

Frank did not move.

“These are some of your boys, Mr. Peck-
over,” said the storckeeper, turning from
Frank.

The new master nodded.

The boys were all regarding him curiously,
not at all favourably impressed by his tight
jaw and the cold gleam in his eyes

“Boys,” said Mr. Gunten, “t is your
new headmaster, Mr. Ephraim Peckover.”

There was a dead silence.

Mr. Pcckover was looking at the school-
bhoys very curiously.

He was sharper than the storekeeper, and
he could see at once that something was
Wrong.

“I will show you your guarters here, Mr.
Peckover,” said the Swiss. 1 think you will
find them comfortable.”

Mr. Gunten was a little puzzled himself by
the vague atmosphere of unrest that sur-
rounded him, but he led the new master
towards the lumber schoolhouse,

Mr. SHmmey and Mr. Shepherd were not
to he seen.
Under other circumstances, they would

naturally have appeared on the scene to greet
their new chief, bhut just now they wisely
decided to leave him to deal with Cedar Creek
by himself.

To Mr. Guniten's surprise, Frank Richards,
Boh Lawless, and Vere Beauclere planted
themselves before the perch of the school-
house.

The other fellows gathered round them.

Beliind them the door had been opened
by Black Sally, who wag locking ocut with
saucer-like eyes.

But hetween the new headmaster and the
open door there was a great gulf fixed, so to

-shall have no head hut Mis

1 thin lips eoming together in

| is your name.”

17

speak, represented by the insurgent echool-
boys of Cedar Creck.
Bob Lawless held up his hand as the twe

men ¢ime up.

“Halt!” he said.

Mr. Peckover and Old Man Gunten hLialied
in sheer amazement.

“Lawless!” studtered the
“What does this mean?”

“It means halt!” answered

*“ Are you mad, boy?”

“I guess not.”

“Stand aside at omce!” exclaimed My,
over, apparently making up his mi
assume his mew authority at once.
dare you speak disrespectiully o Mr.
ten?”

storekeoper,

Bob.

G

“We don't respeet Ar. Gunten,
explamed Bob.
“What!*

Old Man -Gunten's f.zt, face was
with rage, and his little eyes seemed 1o
from their podgy sockets as Boh slmp €,

“Lawless!” he tuttered.

“Listen to me!” said Bob. Pec kuwv
I am sorry for yeur dlcappomfmu e _We
mean no disrespect to you persopally
we have. decided that Cedar Creek
Meadows.

You see¢

“Wha-a-at!”

“Miss Meadows has been fired by a
triek,” said Bob wundauntedly. “¢id
Gunten knows ali about it ; he did it.”

“Are you aware that Mr. Guat
man of the Board of Trustees?
Mr. Peckover.

“Yep!”

“You must be out of your scmses, b

[ guess not. We're standing by
Meadows.”

“Boy,” thundered Mr. Gunten, purpie v
wrath, “Miss Meadows is no longer
mistress of this school! She has
charged. This gentleman is your
master.” :

“Not at any priee!”

“That is enough,”

said Mr. Peckover
a tght liz
“I am not the man to allow my anthority
be disputed!”

“Listen to me,
mean—-—"

“You have said enough; Lawless
Mr. Peckove
gleamed. “1 shall punish you =
your insolence to Mr. Gunten.”

“1 should say .so, by gosh!”
enraged storekeeper. “You
authority from the Board, Mr. P
enforce discipline in this school.”

“1 shall not fail, sir.”

Mr. Peckover had a stiek under his armi,

He let it slip down into his hand, and, i
a sudden movement, he grasped Bob Law
by the eotlar, taking the ranche 0B
surprise, so quick and catlike was his move-
ment.

The next moment Beb was spun round, and
the stick rose and fell aecross his shoulders
with sounding whaeks.

Bob roared.

“Let go! By gum, let go,

sir,” said Bab,

r it will be the

. worse for you!” he shouted.

Whack, whack, whack!
“Back up!” shouted Frank Richards
He rushed to his chum's aid at one
Mr. Peckover had certainly not expected
that.
Frank grasped his right arm.
it down so that the stick could not
the same moment. Verc
grasped the new master’s othe

aud dragged
be ns m

Mr. Peckover struggled furicusly
grip. -

“Release me!” he thundered. “How daove
youl”

But instead of relea\mg him the sc
boys tightemed their grip, and Baob L
«racped him, too.

Old Man Gunten stood rooted to
ground, staring as if he eould not
believe the evidence of his eyesight.

It seemed like a horrid dream to
as Mr. Peckover was whirled off his
his stick torn away, and the new headr
was sent spinning back into the play

Mr. Peckover staggered hack helpies 1
a dozen paces, and then collapsed, mie
ing lus length on the ground.

He lay there gasping.

Then Mr. Guunten seemed to recover
senses, and he made a spring towaids
schoolboys.

In an instant half a dozen pairs of
were laid on the fat storekeeper, and
went spinning after the new master.
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and the
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eame

1 e ldV snrawlmz. {,as

cropwd of schoolheys roun

a hre.‘tmccs cheer:
“Hurealt!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Nothing Doing !

. GUNTEN sat up,

He iuml\ed iike an owl at Frank

Ru tards & (o, s Lo sab iu tie
st aud gasped,

Tlie fd* storekeeper  was  so  surprised
that he seemed hardly to w what had
happened yet.

He staggered up at dast, bhowever, with

buiging eyes and flaming face
Ile r(ahce«l that it was no horrid night-

mare, but plain and scher fact, that he,
great man as he was, had been collared
and treated as if hewwere of no more
acepunt - than any “hobo”  who  tramped
the trails of the Thompson Valley,

He spluttered with wrath.

“By gad!” he gasped. “By zad! You

young scoundrels Oh, ak, oh!”
Bob Lawless pointed to the gates.
“There’s your way, Me, (mmun ite 3aid,
tascal!” -

“Same to you, old scout. and many of
Ghemn!” answered. Rob cheerily. “Botter
keep your hands off, Me. i he
added, for the 1oolinaster o be
about to spring at him. get hurt

it you don’t.” ;
“Boy,” gasped Mr, Packover,

hicadmaster,”

“Nothing of the kind,”

“Rats!”

“1 am your

“Bosh!”

It was a roav of repudiati from tha
Cedar Creek feilows, and it made quite
plain that they did’ ot intend to acknow-

hdge Eplcain

Peckover as thelr  head-

masier.

The schoolmaster turmed to Mr. Gunten.
“This mutiny must be quelied, sir,” he
gaid,

“1 guess so!” gasped Ol Man Gunten,
“1 reckon so, Mr. @Peckover. o’
powered to take any mealurss vou chio

¥ou: have my author
“There are assistant mast
A ,md servants,”
3

hege, 1

il them, then, to our assi:
tiese young rascals shail soon be
to order.”

and
redured

“Geod!” said Me, Gunicn,
He gave the rebe of - Uedar Creck 3
vemomous  look, and  strode i

ins UCCupl(d by

Mr, Slimmey and
side the cabins, looking on from a
and conversing in low tone

They

the as

glanced rather grimiy at the fat
gentleman as”he came pufling

The two young men kne hie
wanted, but they did mot | Mr

Gant en would get what he wanted.
! did Mr, Gunten ess them in
tactfu! way; oo furious
are afing  bete for?™ e

as he came lm

ejaculated By, S h indk-

the

geld rims
storekeeper. g
you see. what's golna on? ™.

‘of his at

Perfectly well, Mr, (unten,”
‘fan’t it your duby to keep your con-
fonnded boys in order?” roared Mr. fjunsen.
Luy hold' of somebhing sticks or
t n'“—-and come and heclp!
ATr, Shepherd eyed him cahniy,
“Help restore order, do sou
asked,
“0f course T do, gou pesky ia
‘ie Gentle Shepherd smiled.
“You appear to allow wour
great freedom of Janguage, ai
aquietly. “As it happens, Mr.
sent in his resignation, as a prot
Meadows' unjust dismissal. 1 have
decided, after consultation withh hiw, to
foliow his example.. We ate not. therefore,
under Mr. Peckover’s ‘orders, or under
yours, Mr, Gunten.”
“Confound you!” burst out
Tue Porurar.—No. 221.

he

mean?”

has
wgam:—;t

nnm By

My, {(unben

turiously. “I believe -Jou re in league with
those young scoundreis!”
The Gentle Shepherd made

a step towards

fim.
“Moderate your language, please!” he sald
sharply.
What !
“Address me civiily, or—-"
i nx what?” roared the _storekeeper

down!” said Mr.

“You ¢ ot bully ws, Mr. Gunten. You
have raused this riot bg,r" your shabby treat-
ment of Miss® Meadows, and you can deal

with it yoursell. 1 leave Cedar Creek this
day.” &

“And 1 go with you,” said Mr. Shepherd.
Lo My, Siimmey, let us pack and

ig goi:\g
nly we
sed our

aw . We canpot remain while this
en, and countenance it, and cert
cannod assist these who have dismis
respected colleague.”

Mr. fiunten, ga
fat, clenched fist.

Tne Gentie Shepherd looked him in the
eyes and waited. Bub the fat fist dropped
again and uaclienche

ng with rage, raised hLis

.d

Mr. Shepiaerd sm slightly, and went
to hi i .

d " rnnred Gunten. “Do

¥ou hear? Dsscharﬂxd ! Fired!

no answer from the masters,
and -he s » away with a purple face.

Catcliing sight of  Black -Sam, whoe was
staring at the crowd at the poreh, he calied
to the negro.

“Come here, man!”

Black Sam ecame up.

“Your help i3 wanbed,” said Mr.
“You know me, 1 mppom"”

Gunten.

“Me kuow BMass’ Gunteu,” agresd Black
Samn, showing his teeth in a grin.

“That gentlemaa, Me. Peckover, is the new
headmaster here. You are to as him in
dealing with those boys. Get a cart-whip!”

Black Sam shook his head.

“Me 'bey Missy Meadows,” he said. “Mis
Meadows gib- me orders. No take odde

{ Missy Meadows no come back, me go.”

¥

Mr. Gunten trembled from head to foob
with rage.
Fven the black man of all work had

raised nis heel ag,).uut him, and to be defied
by a “nigger ® was the last straw.
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There a
country than

¢ older football teams in the
tbs Coeunty. it gees back
practically to the commencement of the
game. The club gade swift headway, and
reached a maguificent position_on the First
League $able,
and fdowed.

Will Miss Meadows Return to the School, or the

and 50 wiil I!” said Mr. Slimmey..

Since thean, fortune hias ebbed
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His rage overflowed, and he raized his hand
and struck at the negro's black face with all
his {orce.

His blow did not reach the marl

A black hand gripped his wri 5 L
that the fat man gave a vell of f\guuy and
m’s black fa rmued &t him.

“You white tmsh said Black Rfaw
temptuonsly.  “Low whitf: trash, 2
Gunten! You vamoose!’ ¥

He swung the fat storekeeper round by the
wri ist, and “sent him gpinning away
Mr. (nuten chg:rered qe;eml ¥
ing, and Bla &
to his own quarte
From him. it was
ig

clear, there

Mr (uv

5 time,

mmnd Mr. Peu(o»er
t.mi masters refuse 1
gned,” choked Mr. Gunten, “ Eve
the mgwer is (heekv' Good gad!"”
Mr. Peckover set his Yips.
What wus £o be done in that st
junction of circumstances was a myste
could not solve ab g
His cold eyea were gleaming, and th
was no doubt as to vh-zt fe would
liked to do, but the power to do it wa
in his hands.
The insurgent

ui,

TY ¥

Aboya had watche

Gunten's progress with grinning faces, a

good deal enceuraged by his faidure to

obtain aelp.

© Me, Gunten turned o the boys at last.
“You will be punished fo he gasped.
“Come and punish us!” jeered U_uml\j

Todgers.
“We're ready for
roared Eben Hacke
“Come on, Fatty!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“1 order you to mak
schoolmaster o enter the b
Mr. Gunten.
o and chop chi
'11‘6 storekeeper clenched his hiands.
“Do you know what will happen to voi?
If. you persist in defying i i
m',l on the sheriff for
(uli, and be

Wi il be
!

1, 'm not t
v: "and there']
Mr. Gunten,”

“That’z enough from you, Mwn
mu«l Frank Richards. “You'd bett
YOur new s«,hnolmaxtu* with 3
“ Vamoose the

hit,h a

re was a howl
QRH.{,)\. him under his

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Now light out!” th(’l tul ¢t nu.«v
get son’w mot\
(}"un'c
“¥a
My

double-gchin.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
¥ Fived !

was ¢lose upon school-time

mora and more bhoyi and gz
arriving at Cedar Creek.

I

Most of them "'xﬂwred vound Freank
Richards & Co. at the poreh,
I ; to see upon which side in

neir sympatiies lay,

shose whoe did not joia in the r
gave the rebels their moral support,
were, and wished them well,

There was a buzz of excited talk  wiilie
Gunten and Mr. Peckover, ab a distunce,
were consulting desperately as to what was
to be idone.

Outside

the gates, Kern Cuntem shili =aaf
in the huﬂw, feeling thankiul that he
had the sagaeity tc remain there and
ventura within the walis.

There was no question of ciasaes thisb

moruing.
Nobody wenf into the school-room. .
The . unaccustomed holiday added to tho

Mew Headmaster ?
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general excitement, and perhaps to the
yeneral cheerfulness.

Frank Riehards & Co. had laid it down as
a law that no more lessons were to he done
at Cedar Creek until Miss Meadows came
back; and in that, at least, they had hearty
and unanimous support.

While the buzz of discussion went on

Shepherd and Mr. Slimmey were seen to
leave their. cabins together with bags in
their hands.
“Hew is it going to end?” murmured
Molly Lawrence. 3
“It's going to end in_Miss Meadows

eoming  back, I reckon!” said Bob confi-
dently. “Don’t you beé afraid, Molly.”

* But—but——"" murmured the girl.

“We're going to give Old Man Gunten our
ultimatum—good word that!” chuckled Bob.
“Come on, you chaps!”

Frank Richards & Co. marched {o the
spot  where Mr. Gunten and Mr. Peckover
were standing talking in low fomes.

A cheering crowd followed fhem.

“Made up your mind yet, Mr. Gunten?”
eatled out Bob. i

The sterekeeper scowled by way of repiy.

“ I8 Miss. Meadows coming back?” demanded
Frank: Richards.

“No!” roared the storekeeper.

“Then tke school’s on strike till she dees
come!” said Bobh Lawless . determinedly.
“We won't have lessons, we won't allow
lessons to be given, and we won't have your
pesky new schoolmaster. So you can put
that in your pipe and smake it, Mr. Gunten!”

The storekéeper clenched his podgy hane

“Enongh of this!” he said, in a gaspi

voiée. “For the last time, will you receive
your mew master and submit to iz
anthority?”
“Nope!”

“Never{”

“No fear ™"

There was no doubting the éarnestness of
that reply, which was yelled at Mr. Gunten
by Yhirty voices.

“Then I shall leave Mr. Peckover here, and
go-at once for the sherifft” said Mr. Gunten,
in a choking voeice. &=

"You can go for the sheriff; or for the
zovernor-general if you like!” answered Bob.
“But you won't leave Mr. Peckover here!
We don’t want him, and-we won't have him!
‘That's fiat!” - '

“Mr. ‘Peckover, kindly remain here till
¥ return!” said Mr. Gunten, taking no heed
of Bob.

“Certainly, sir!” said Mr. Peckover. “You
will lose no time?” k

“Rely on mel”

Mr. Gunten walked away fo the gates,

w!gere his son was waiting in the buggy.

The new schoolmaster took a step to-
wards Mr. Slimmey’s cabin, with the inten-
tion of remaining there till 0ld Man Gunten
ret‘umed with the necessary force to restore
order,

But Bob Lawless meant business—and hiz
followers meant it, too.

At s sign from Bob the schoolboys made
a rush and surrounded the new master.

Mr. Peckover halted, his eyes glittering.

“sStand back!” he said, between his teeth.

“Collar him!”

“Fire him out!”

_The angry man struck out fiercely on all
sides as he wag collared by the schoolboy
strikers.

Twa or three of them yelled, but Mr. Peck-
over’s blows were soon stopped, as he was
seized frem every side.

He was whirled over in the grasp of many
hiands, and was swept from the ground and
carried bodily after Mr. Gunten.

In a yelling ecrowd, the schoolboys
yvushed down to the gates, with Mr. Peckover
struggling and wriggling in their -midst.

My. Gunien spun round in the gateway, his
eves almost starting from his head at the
sicht- of what was happening.

Without heeding the storekeeper, Frank
Richards & Co. rushed Mr. Peckover up
to the buggy, and teossed him bodily into it.

Kern Gunten gave a loud how! as the
schoolmaster crashed upom him, and they
disappeared into the bottom of the buggy
together,

“Good gad!” stuttered Mr. Gunten dazedly.

Bob Lawless and Frank Richards caught
him by the arms,

«Jump in!” rapped out Bob.

“What 1” 5 i

“Jump in,. or you will be echucked in!
Sharp’s the \\‘c'n'd!“

Mr. |

FIRED OUT!

Frank Richards & Co. rushed the wriggling headmaster
down to the gates, and tossed him bodily into the buggy.
gave a loud howl as Mr. Peckover crashed upon him, and they disappeared
into the bottom of the buggy ftogether.
yelled the excited schoolboys.

Kern Guntemn

" Hurrah !  Fire them outl!’
(See Chapter 5.)

“0f, chuck him in!” roared Chunky
Todgers.

“Let me go! I-—I will get in!” gasped the
storekeeper.

“Get a move on, then!” "

The fat siorekeeper serambled wildly into
the huggy. ‘

Frank Richards took the horse’s head, and
led him round into the trail, while Mr.
Gunten and his son and the schoolmaster
sorted themselves out in the vehicle, gasp-
ing and fur 2

“Ofr 1 shoute

“Off they got”

Frank gave the horse a light fiick, and the
animal, startled by the shouting, dashed
away up the trail, the buggy recking hehind
him.

Mr. Gunten made a grasp at the reins and
controlled the horse, but he did not step.

The  fat gentleman was glad enough.to
get away from the excited school, and Mr.

chere by himseli—he had too much regard
for his skin.

A roar from the Cedar Creek erowd
lowed the buggy as it spun away up
trail to Thompson.

The vehicle vanished from sight with a
clatter of hoofs.

Mr. Gunten was gone, and his new school-
master with him; and Cedar Creek was left
to itself.

“Well,” said Bob Lawless, with a deep
breath, “we're in for it now, you chiaps!”

“Y guess so!” said Chunky Todgers. “Whp
cares?” : 3

«In for a penny, in for ‘a pound!” said
Frank Richards. “0ld Man Gunten will bring
the sheriffi and his men. Are we going to
give in®”

“No fear!” -,

“] guess we can't handle the sheriff as
we did Old Man Guaten,” said Tom Law-
‘rence, with a whistle. :

“1 guess we're not giving in mﬂesq Miss
Meadows comes hack!” said Bbb Lawless.
“Hear, hear!”

fol-
the

kover had no desire whatever to remain

“Cedar Creek is on strik
goes on till we get justic
“No time to lose. The sheriff will b
before the day’s mueh older. Lvery f
that isn't ready for a fight to 2 fi
better hop out while he' t 4 Chance.
We're going to bar the
school against all comers!”

“Bravo!”

“All the gi

s and all the ki
go home,” said Bob, in a busines
“There will be some bard kno
likely, and pretty faces mustn’'t get «a
Every chap who stays after the
barred is in it to the finish. even
wind up in the ealahooze at Thompsou!
And Bob Lawless, like a good gen
his plans into execution at onee.
The little scholars and the girls
accompanied by the few who did poy ur
to keep on to the end.
rank Richards & Co. and a
choice spirits remained, and ti
cate and prepared for defence
Ere long, they knew, outraged
would be there, with force te g
and it would be a grim strnggl
How the affair would - end no one <
foresee; but upon one peint Frank Hicths
& Co. were grimly determined—{il
to be no surrender, and until their
schoolmistress was reinstated 1
would remain on strike.

THE EXD
’;\C( e P ¢ ‘f\f 34/ »-,{2‘
4 .
"L There will be another Splendid
L Story of the Chums of Cedar (
;; Creek, entitled: ‘‘The Siege |
 of the Lumber School,”” next
X week.
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Sticking to Their Guns, the Chums Fight Shoulder to Shoulder !
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Dick Redfern
i weary end dispivited,

A Wonderful Story that will make a greai name in the history of the

T AND WANDERER!
Tarts out on his first morning in London with the world ot his feet,

in the

Next week’s Bumper issue contains the REAL GOODS !

DICK REDVERN'S FATE?®
But the end of the day finds
What chances has he of finding work —of carning o Hiving 2
whole great melropolis !

ALONE IN LONDON'!

He i3 withont a fricnd
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Author of the fine storvies

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Drama of the Night!
Wake up-—wake

L ONTEITH! “ak 11—y
: up at once!”
- Mr, Ratcliff bent over the

slumbering form of the New

House prefect, and gave it a shake,
“Po you hear me, Montcith?”
3 6 ’l})[!t‘l g
The prefect rolled over in bed with a
It was one o'clock in the morn-
id the conditions were very cosy
bed, OQutside, the wind howled fit-
making windows rvattle and doors

he

23]

Mornteith
1 hasan't gone yet.”

“ Gerraway
drowsily, 1]
“*Walke up
Mr. Rateliff’s voice
crescendo,
onteith heard the voice—-he
hardly help doirg so—but in his
berous sfupor he imagined 1t was the
voice of his fag.

Juzz off, you young
growled. “I told you not
until seven,"

“ Monteith

“Buzz off, T tell rou! I'm ioo fagged
to turn out now; but U'll tay my ztxhp‘um’
across your showldma in the morning for
disturbing my sleep. Cicar off, you
young sweep » “The prefect’s voice
trailed off drowsily,

Mr. Ratcliff, finding that shaking was
no use, resorted to more drastic
weasures. He took Monicith’s nose
between his thumb and forefinger, and
tweaked it violently. .

“Yooooop !"

James Monteith sat ap in bed with a
wild yell of anguish. Tle blinked at Mr,

Tue Porurar.—No. 221,

IGse

to a

idiot ! he
to call me

Merry &

of Tom

then he

‘::M;

gave

Scoir! I-T'd no idea it was
fre stuttered,

v not, or you would not
ed me as a young idiot and
ep ! said My, Ratcliff ialy.
up at once, Monteith.”

theust out "a pair of
s from bencath the bed-

have
a young s

“ (et

& ” he asked.
not rouse you al oune o'clock
orning if there was nnﬂnu. s

id m‘. Huncmm ter. “Oune of

wrong, sir?

the ju -Redfern—has run away
fi‘r:m the

Mr. Rat

“Pray do not make use of such cppro-

Monteith.”
Rediern has

brious expressions,
ey, Bir, You say

“Certainly rot! T should be the last
person in th- world to make use of such
a word as ‘ bunked,”” said Mr. Ratcliff
sourly.  “The- L-ov has run away.
apprehended him in the quadrangle a
few moments ago, but he outwitted me,
and got away.”

Monteith lighted a candle and hurriedly
dressed.

“(Can’t see why Redfern should have
run away,” he muttered.

“1 will explain the circtunsiances,”
said Mr. Ratcliff. “Last evening I gave
a lantern lecture to the junior bOVa of
both Houses. I arranged for Redfern
to operate the magic lantern. He gave
me his word of honour that he would use
the slides in their proper order., Instead
of doing so, he changed them about, so

Co,, nore appearing in the  Gem ™ Libroary.)

that the wrong pium‘;\ ap
did not fit in with my lectn
Monteith gave a lmv w
“1f Redfern broke his wors
sir, he's a ecad,” he said,
“Qui ' said Mr, Ra
him before Dr, Holme
him o apcdng:.—,'e to
m!eved ¥ i J

th(-rennc sem ish
room for the lzi-"hl. ’.\_, suble: -

iuqs riii

3 a
away from tue school,
iwo olher me ects, to
him at onc

Monteith 110':139’(‘\

"Ul wake (.nav
said, “and we'll
irack, You
iong, sir?”
“That is so, Mouteit}
“Have you any idea h way he
went, .uf‘f”
Mr. Ratcliff stroked him chin thot
full
fully.

“1 should imagine he would go to thoe
railway station, “;Ih the idea of cateh
ng the mail tram, which stops
Rylcombe at or;e-thirty, he said.
is only a surmise on iy port. Still, ¥
raight do worse than call at the station
first.”

Monteith glanced at his watch,

tE I‘;',\ m arly ten past one now, sir
said, We shall have to hustle.
mn'ro!;, on me to do my best to br
Redlern back within the hour,”

“Thank you, Monteith.”

Me. Ratcliff retired ko kis
quarters, confident that the search pa
would 5007 succeed in capturing the run
away and bring him back to the sch

Monteith, now thoroughly awake,

€ The Return of the Wanderer '7’—Next Week’s $t. Jim’s Tale !
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no time in rousing Gray and Webb, his’

fellow prefects. They were as reluctant
to turn out as Monteith had been; but
when he explained the urgency of the
situation, they jumped out -of hed and
scrambled into their clothes. *

“We'd better bike down to the
station,” said Gray. “It’ll be quicker.”

Monteith nodded. ;

¥ Buck up!” he said.

‘Ehe trio were soon battling their way
across the windy quad to the bicycle
shed. = They lighted their lamps, and
rode their machines down to the school
gates. g

Taggles, the porter, was awakened by
the simple expedient Jf throwing gravel
at his bed-room window. His head, sur-
mounted by a tasselled nightcap, was
thrust through the aperture.

“Wot's up down there?”

“It’s all  1ight, Taggles,” ecalled
Monteith.  “We're not burglars.- One
of the kids has belted, and we're going
to bring him back. Shy down your keys:
80 that we can-open the gates.”

Taggles,. the porter, was awakened by
grimbling and growling.

4 Nice goings hon, hindeed!” he mut-
tered.  ‘‘Galliwantin’® around in the
mifldle of the night, as ever was!”

“Fhe keys were under Taggles’ pillow.
1ig fetched them, and tossed them down
toithe prefects in the gateway.

Giray picked them up and unlocked the
gates. Then the prefects passed through
with their bicycles, and rode rapichy
away in the direction of the station.
Fortunately, they had the wind behind
them, It "would have been well-nigh
impossible to have cycled in the teeth
of the gale. ;

“It's a toss up whether we shall find
Redfern at the station,” said Monteith.
« Still, as Ratty says, we.might do worse
than try the station first.”

‘“And if we draw blank——"
Webb.

“We must go on to Wayland.”

‘T don’t fancy the idea of fooling away

said

ihe night on a wild-goose <chase,”
grambled Gray. ) E
“Nor 1,” said Monteith. “But, T

promised Ratty I’d do my best to bring
the young sweep back.”

As a matter of fact, the three prefecis
were on the right track. g

1t was to the railway station that Dick
Redfern had wended his way.

Reddy was entirely innocent of the
charges which had been laid against him.
He had not changed the lantern slides;
he had not broken his word of honour.

* And this was why he had refused to

apologise to Mr. Ratchiff when the Head
ordered him to do so. He could not
apologise for something he had not done.

Having been sent to the punishment-
room; Reddy had imagined he was to be
expelled next morning. He had no in-
tention of submitting to the humiliating
ordeal of public expulsion; and finding
a ‘way of escape, he had taken it with

‘beth-hands, so to speak.

His plans for the fulure were vague
and indefinite. But he was not unduly
worried. He would go to London and
tramp around until he found a job. He
was not without previous experience,
having once worked in newspaper
office.

Redfern was now pacing up and down
ihe: dimly-lit platform of Rylecombe
Station.

Avart from s sleepy-eyed porter, the
junior was the ouly person on the plat-
form, . 3

The night mail was signalled, and at
any moment Reddy expected. to see it
swing round the curve with a glimmer
of lights,

a

_ Presently it came. And at the same
‘instant Dick Redfern saw three tall forms
appear on the platform. He knew in-
stinctively that they were St. Jim's
fellows, sent to fetch him back, but in
the uncertain light he could not identify
them.

Reddy did not lose his head and dart
wildly away, though he might well have
been excused for doing'so. He saw that
the train was slowing up, and he bhoarded
it before it stopped.

Opening the ‘door of an empty first-
class carriage, Reddy leapt nimbly inside.
But he didn’t stay there. He passed
right through the compartment, opened
the door on the other side, and jumped
out on to the metals. 'Then he faded
away into the darkness.

Monteith, Gray, and Webh knew
nothing of these manceuvres, beyond the
fact that Redfern had boarded the train.
They had seen him do that.

“Hop in quickly!” muttered Mon-
teith.  ““The train only stops here a
couple of ticks. Any earriage will do!
We know that Redfern’s on the train, and
we'll collar him at the next” stop—Way-
land Junction.”

The three prefects jumped. into the
hearest carriage. There was a shout of
“Right away!” and the mail train
puffed its way out of the little station.

Dick Redfern, safe [rom his pursuers,
gave a chuckle.

“This has queered my chance of
getting to London to-night,” he mut-
tered.  “Still, I've given those fellows
the slip. Wonder who they were? Pre-
fei-lt‘s. I expect. They seemed pretty
tall.”

Now came the problem as to how Dick
Redfern should pass the remainder of the

night.
The next frain to London did not
leave until seven in the morning. There

were nearly six hours to kill.

It was too late to go hunting for lodg-
ings. In any case, this course would
have arousad suspicion.

“T'Il find a barn or a shed somewhere,”
mused Redfern.

He tramped across several fields, and
eventually he came across a little wooden
shanty, which he decided would answer
his purpose.

The floor of the shanly was littered
with straw, and Reddy threw himself
down upon it, and made himself as com-
fortable as possible.

“'This isn’t exactly a first-class hotel,”
he murmured as he composed himself to
slumber. “Still, it’s better than nothing,
and T can’t pick and choose.”

Before dropping off io sleep he re-
viewed the events of the evening. His
whole world had changed during the last
few hours.

First came the lantern-lecture given by
Mr. Ratcliff, and the affair of the slides.
Then the scene in the Head’s study, when
Reddy refused to apologise. Then his
banishment to the punishment-room, and
his escape therefrom. And, finally, his
outwitting of the three prefects.

Now there was the future to be con-
sidered. But Reddy wisely decided to
go to sleep, and not meet troubles half-
way. He closed his eyes, and made his
mind a blank. And he was soon in the
arins of Morpheus.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fighting for a Pal.
T. JIM'S was in a state of seething
S excitement next morning. -
Dick Redfern had run away,
That was the first bombshell. And
everybody wondered how Reddy had
managed to escape from the confines of
the punishment-room.

Is Redfern Innocent or Guility ?

Three prefects had been sent fo ¥ud
t]}e runaway back. That was the nexi
piece of breathless news. The pref
had returned, baffled and exasperate
The runaway was. still at large!

Monteith, Gray, and Webb had ex-
plored every compartment of the i
when it reached Wayland, only to find
that the bird had Hown.

“Fancy old Reddy doing a holi ! >
claimed Lawrence, of the New Héu
“I jawed to him last night, through
keyhole of the punishment-roour,
he didn’t say he was going to bunk.

“Made up his mind at the last nun
I expect,” said Owen.

“This is all Ratty’s fault,” growled
Tiggins. “If he hadn’t tried (o inflics
his mouldy ‘lantern-lecture on -us this
wouldn’t have happened.”

“I don’t believe it was Reddy who
mixed up the lantern-slides,” said Fatiw
Wynn.

“Pm jolly cerlain it wasn't!
Lawrence. *T asked Reddy n
he assured me that he didn'c tov
beastly things.” t

“But he mwust have
Chowle. >

All eyes were turned to the cad of i
Fourth. &

“What makes
Owen.

“Well, use your own common-sense,”
said Chowle, ‘‘The slides were in a Lo
in Ratty’s study. = Ratty sent Redfern
to fetch them, and Redfern thought it
would be a fine jape to mix wup the
slides. There was nobody there to see
him do it. The hox was on the yight-
hand side of the table as you enier the
door:

‘“Hallo!
lot about it said
searching  glance
Fourth.

Chowle flushed. He realise; iha
had let his tongue run away with hin.

“How did you know the box of stides
was on the right-hand side of the talic
Chowle? ” demanded Figgins.

“Well—er—that’s where Ratlty alwavs
keeps them,” stammered Chowle.

“Chowle seems to be jolly familiar
with the geography of Ratty's study,”
said Owen, “I believe he could throw
some light on this.”

Chowle looked very uneasy, The eyes
of every fellow in the Fourih 1
dormitory were fixed upon him ac
ingly.

“Are vou fellows suggesting that i
was I who muddled uwp the laniern-
slides? 7 he asked. i

“Yes; it’s just the sort of rotten {irick
you would do!” said Kerr,

Lawrence strode towards Chowle @
gripped him by the collar.

“If you did it, own' up!* he
fiercely.

Chowle struggled to shake himseif ireo.

“Leggo! ” he panted. “I don’t know
anything about the beastly slides it
must have been Redfern who tampered
with them.” :

“But Reddy would never hreak lis
word of honour,” said Owen. “He
solemnly promised Ratty that he woulin’s
meddle with the slides, and F den'
believe for one moment he did, Some
body must have gone into Ratty’s study
beforehand and played the jape.”

&

but.

ute,

dotie,* ' said

Coat
atred

you say that? *

You seem to know a mighiy
with g

a
the

Lawrence

at the cad of

Tk

i

saaa

“And that somebody was you, I
believe !’ said Lawrence, shaking L;howm
like a rat. ‘““Own up, you rotteri"

But Chowle was not likely to confess
at this stage. Matters had gone too i
for that. He was guilty, right eaou
and if he had owned up at the beginning
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he would have got off with a swishing.
Bui the blame had fallen upon aunother.
Dick Redfern had been made the scape-
goat, and _he had ran away from the
school in consequerce,

If Chowle owned up nosw, after so much
iischief had been done, it would mean
a public flogging at least. And Cyril
(thowle was too weak-kneed to brave such
an ordeal.,  He decided to brazen it out.

Lawrence, furious at the thought that
there had been a miscarriage of justice,
shook Chowle, until his teeth Y'dHI"d

3ut he didn’t get a confession out of him.

“I had nothing to do with it, T tell

vou! " gasped Chowle. And he was so
wngistent that at last Lawrence let
him go.

But Didk Redfern’s chums had no in-
tention of letting the matter rest there.

They were convinced that Reddy was
innocent, - And they decided to go and
interview the Head with the Ob](‘(\ of
clearing ‘Reddy’s name,

Tom Merry & Co.
vinced of Dick Redfern’s innocence. They
discussed the affair with Lawrence and
Owen before breakfast; and when the
reeal was over a little deputat\on made its
way to the Head’s study. The deputation
consisted of the Terrible Three of the
Shell, Lawrence and Owen, and Arthur
Augustuq D’ Arcy. Gussy insisted on join-
ing the deputation, because, as he pointed
out, a fellow of tact and judgment was
needed.

Dr. Holmes was seated at his desk. He
looked very worried, as if he carried the

veight of the world on his shounlders.

The Head had sent a telegram to Red-
fern’s father, asking if the junior had
arriy ed home. ~And he was awaiting a
veply to his wire.

Mr. Ratcliff was present in the Head's
stndy. He was looking more sour and
irritable than ever. He had just heen
telling the Head of the events of the
night before.

Ti was Edgar Lawrence who led the
deputation into the Head’s study. 1lle
took the lead by virtue of being Redfern’s
best chum.

Ur. Holmes looked up, with a frown.

were eqaall‘y coti-

“What is the meaning of this—er--
wholesale invasion?” he demanded, as

the six juniors filed in one after the other.

“We've come to see you about Red-
fern, sir ” hegan L:m!‘ence boldly.

T'he Head raised his hand.

41 wish to hear nothing concerning that
wretched boy,” he said sharply. “He
has been guilty of the most abominable
conduct—-->"

“He's not guilty, sir!”

Six voices rang out in chorus.

Mr. Rateliff glowered at the juniors.

“You forget yourselves!” he said
harshly. “How dare you make a scene
in the headmaster’s study? It i3
monstrous !

“Leave them to me, Mre. Ratcliff,”
said the Head, with asperity. “I wili
deal with them. Have you boys any
special reason for saying that Redfern is
not guilty 7’

“There’s only one
that’s all-sufficient,’
“Dick Redfern

rord of honour.”
“But he has done so--—
- “Pway pardon me, sir,” interjecled
Arthur Augustus D'Aecy, “but 1 think
vou have done Wedfern an injustice.”

The Tlead’s brow grew black
tlmudel

“D'Arey ! How dave you?

“{ do not mean to be rh\"e'\nprifu},
sir,” said the swell of 8t Jim's. ¢ But
VGL don’t know \‘v edfern as well az we
cdo. We've nevab yvet known him lo
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reason, sir, but
said Tom Merry.
would never break his

as

Topping Tuck Hampers for short pars.—see this week's

a thing
He
~not
he

bueak his ‘word "of “honah. It’s
he would ‘nevah dweam of doin'.
pwomised My, Watcliff he would
interfealy with the laniern-slides, an’
kept his pwom

“On the con he broke it,” said
the Head. ¢ He deliberately changed the
s, and showed the plchueq in their
wrong sequen((\, in order to hold up. Mr.
Ratcliff to ridicule.”

“That is so,”’ snapped the Houze-
master, . )

"Redfc-rn's not guilty!”  broke out
Owen. “If he had played such a prank,
he'd have been perfectly \\ﬂlmd 10 own
up, and face the music,

‘Yes, rather!” chimed in Lawrence.
“ Redfern didn’t do it. T'll stick to that,
if it means My being fired out of the
school.”

The Head mpuod sharply on his desk
w 1th his clenched hand.

‘This wild oufbm‘:t will not help Red
fern’s case one iota,” he said. “1 appre-
ciate your loyally to a friend, but justice
must be done. There can be no sentiment
in this matter. T am satisfied that Red-
fern is guilty. T sent him to the punish-
ment-room, intending to flog him this
morning, for the dual offence of tamper-
ing \\nh the slides and vefusing to apolo-
gise to Mr. Rateliff. The reckless boy
ewcaped from the punishment-room during
the night, and his present \\heleabr\uta
are nnl\no.ni But I have no doubt he

8

will sson be fonund and brought back to
the school, when I s}mﬂ have no alterna-
U\c but to expel him.’
But he’s innocent, protested

Lawrence.

The Head rose to his feel.

“1 refuse to hear another word in
championship of that wretched boy,”

he said sternly. %
all of vou.

Mr. Ralclif Aung open the door, and
fairly pushed Lawrence and Owen into
the corridor. The other members of the
deputation followed.

Out in the passage,
changed glum glances,

“No go!” said Mauners lugubriously.

“Well, to tell the truth, I hardly
thought we should be able o convince
the Head,” said Tom Merry. “We
didn’t go about it in guite the right way,
to bogm with., Tf Gussy hadn’t ru fled
the Head's feathers by taxing him with

injustice——""

Leave my study at once,

the juniors cx-

| Do vou like a yarn with
i a thrill in every line—
fia a story that grips and
keeps wou breathless
with exciteraent from
firat word to last? 1f
you do, you'll like this
new thriller of the racing
track, which commences
in this week's BOYS’
: REALM (outcon
i Weandav April llth)
: “ Behind the Wheel ”

the finest motor racmg
¢ story ever written—
don’t mis3 a line of it!

BOYS' REALM 2

Fvery® Wednesday. ‘

H"Gem g

1 Mewwy! !

T considah I

nce dnpondentiy
to have poisoned the Head's mind aga
Reddy. He'll be sacked as soon as th
found hita. Poor old Reddy !”

“They haven't found him »
Monty Lowther. “ And if they
sack him as.soon as they collar him,
hope they never will,”

““Hear, hear!"”

The party broke up. and Tawrence ¢
Owen walked dejectediy back to the !
Houze.

Life at 8t. Jim’s would not be the sama
without their chum, Already they mi
him sorely. .

They kept a watchful eye on the post-
man, 1n the hope of getting a line from
the runaway, But no leller came. Red:

£ osaid
meats to

let’s

ned

ferr was wise enough not to betray his
whereabouts by a postmark.
“We must live in hopes, thal’s all,”

said Lawrence. *' I'm prefty certain that
Chowle's at the bottom of this busi
and that sooner or later he'll give his

ie better,’
t it ‘at that.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Stroks of Luck!

FANWHILE, what of the run-
M

After a sound sleep in the

wooden shanty which he d

discovered. Dick R:df(-n. awoks to
glory of a Spring morning. Biue
aml bright sunshine, and the tw
of birds groetui Reddy when he emerged
from his sleeping-quarters. ;

Redfern washed his face and ban
the brock near by, drying himself
a towel he produced from his haversack.

There was no immuediate prospect of
breakfast. That would have to wait.

Y Now for London Town!” muties
Redfern gaily,

He was surprized to find himself in
such good spirits. The glorious morning
probablv had something to do with Jm('
Had it been a wet or a muggy morning,
things might !‘.a\e been different,

Dick Rediern set out with a light siep
and a light heart for the railway station.

He half expected to see sorme St. Jim's
prefects on the platform, waiting to
pounce upon him, But his luck was iu,
It did not seem to have occurred to any-
body {o infercept the early irain to
London. ;

The sleeny-eyed booking-clerk did not
take any particular notice of Dick Red-
fern when the latter bought his ticket.
He issued it without comment, and
Reddy boarded the {rain in the ardinary
way, when it came in,

B‘, nine o'clock he was in Loundon.
And here he feli no further fear of pur-
suit. The mighty nletropolis, with ita
teeming millions, was the safest hi g~
place in the world,

Redfern had a litile money in
pocket, and he was likely to need it

The first item on the progiamme was

hisy

breakfast. Reddy entered a modest-
looking restaurant, and ordered eggs and
‘i:»acon, hot volls, and coffee. lle fiad

fasted for many hours, through force of
ircumstances, and the fo ucked b

up, and made him fee! his own man
af'd;h
"3[!’1.’ {ons KK\,"‘Y ? he
self. Now I must al
a bit. I'll wear my
Ltons, and I shall have

The Eleventh Man—a Surprise for Tom Merry & Co. in London !
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ordinary cap in place of this ome. 1
don’t want to advertise the fact that 'm
fresh from St. Jim’s.”

The alterations to his atiire having
been completed, Reddy set out in quest
of lodgings. Eventually he obtained a
hed-sitting-room at a house near Victoria
Station. It was not a luxurious room,
but Reddy was not in a position to pick
and choose.

““Now I must start locking for a job,”

be said. “Wonder if 1 shall fall on my
feet, or if T shall have to chase around
for days?’? »
~As he stepped briskly through the
Fondon sireets, his thoughts strayed to
St Fim’s.
He would sorely miss the green playing:
fielde, and the. comradeship, and the
thousand and one things that helped to
make school life enjoyable. Yet he did
not regret having taken the plunge and
run-away. L

! The truth will come out in time,” he
said philosophically. “The fellow who
mixed up Ratty’s lantern-slides will own
up,. and my wpame will be cleaved.
Lawrence and Owen will stand by me,
anyway. I can count on that.”

It was towards Fleet Street that Dick
Redfern wended his way. Ile hoped
there might be a job going on one of the
papers. But he soon made the discovery
that it was not easy to walk into a job
without references. He went and saw
several editors, and they wanted to know
who lis was and where he came from.
They eyed him with a certain amounnt of

ion. And as he was not able to
produce any credentials, they showed
bim the door.

This went_on pretty well all day, until
Dickk Redfern was tired and footsore.

e had started out that morning with
the world at his feet, or so it secemed.
But the end of the day found him weary
and. dispirited. He retired early to bed
ai his lodgings, hoping for better luck
nexs day.

’ The next day happened to be Satur-
day.

Redfern pursued his quest for a ioh all
the morning, but without result.

In the afternoon none of the offices of
ihe weekly journals were open.

“J shall have to mark time till Mohday
morning, and try again then,” was
Reddy’s reflection. ‘“Meanwhile——"*

Hig attention was suddenly arrested by
a nuomber of motor-buses. They were
packed with passengers and bound for
Hornerton,

“What's on at Homerton, I wonder?”
mused Reddy.

Then the explanation dawned wupon
him in a flash. His favourite footer
team—=Southampton—was in town. They
were due to play Clapton Orient that
afternoon.

Instantly Reddy brightened up. He
forgot, for the time being; his disappoint-
ing search for work. Time enough to
worry about that, he reflected, when
Monday morning came.

“T’ll go and see the Saints!” he ex-
claimed. “It will be like a tonic to see
my old favourites!”

Ho jumped on a passing bus, and
fonght his way to the top, and felt quite
excited as he was whirled away north-
wards,

The turnstiles were clicking merrily
when Redfern reached the ground.

“Not much fun being wedged in
among the crowd,” thought Reddy., “I'll
get o seat in the stand.”

Te got a very good one, too—right in
front. Next to him sat a young fellow
of about two-and-twenty, with a note-
book resting on his knees.

Redfern glanced curiously at his com-

Teli Your Pals to Look Out for ¢ The Cutlaw King ! ”

ciosed eyes. Inetantly Redfern
whacked ! ** muttered the reporter.

DICK REDFERN AT HOMERTON!
about a quarter of an hour when a startling thing happened.
of ¢ The Athlete *’ suddenliy fell back In his seat with a blanched iface and
bent over
“ Can’t keep geoing any
(See Chapter 3.)

The match had been in progress
The reporter
the young man. “Pm
tonger ! **

panion. The fellow looked white and
worn, as if on the verge of collapse.

It was on the tip of Reddy’s tongue to
ask if there was anything the matter;
but he reflected that it was no concern
of his, and said nothing.

Presently the teams came out, and
roars of applaunse went up from all parts
of the ground.

“Play up, the Saints!” shouted Dick
Redfern, craning forward to take stock
of the men he admired.

The, young man with
siiled faintly.

“ Southampton supporter 7 he queried.

“Yes—a red-hot one!” was the reply.

the notebook

“Good! Let’s hope we shall see a
decent game. Dashed if I feel like.
reporting it, though!”

Redfern looked interested.

“Are you a newspaper man?”’ he
asked.

“Ves. Reporter on the staff of the
Athlete.” I've been a bit overworked
lately, dashing about all over the

country. What with a Cuptie here, and
a boxing-match there, and a golf tourna-
ment somewhere else, my hands have
been pretty full.”

“You don™t look very fit,” said Red-
fern.

“And I don’t feel it. T had a nervous
breakdown once—a couple of years back
—and 1 remember feeling exactly like I
do now when it came on. - Hope I'm not
booked for another. Hallo! Now
they’re off ! :

The young reporter’s aitention became
focused upon the match. His keen eyes
took in every phase of the play; and his
pencil fairly raced acrobs the paper.

Dick Redfern found himself interested

in his companion almost as much as in

the match.” He divided his aiteniion
between the two.

The game had been in progress about
a quarter of an hour when a startling
thing happened.

The reporier of the “ Athlete” sud-

- denly fell back in his seat, with blanched

face and closed eyes. His notebook and
pencil clattered to the floor.

Instantly Redfern bent over the young
man, and loosened his collar, and did
what he could to revive him.

Presently the reporter opened his eyes.

“TI’'m whacked !” he muttered. “Can't
keep going any longer.”

“Here’s a bobby,” said Redfern, 25 a
policeman hovered into view in front of
the enclosure. “He'll arrange for you
to be taken home.”

“But my report—it’s got to be in {o-
night 1”

“Perhaps I can do it for you,”
Reddy. “Don’t you worry.”

“’But you—you—a kid! You can’t do

said

it !’

“I’'m an old hand at veporting footer-
matches,” said Redfern cheerfully.
“T'll take over the job, and hand in the
report at the office of the “ Athlete”
this evening, if yowll let me.”

“1 say, that’s awfully decent of you !”

“Rats! It’s a pleasure. T'll tell the
editor you were taken queer at the
match. Would you mind telling me
your name, by the way?”

“Winthorp,”” was the reply.

Redfern picked up the notebook and
pencil and goi busy. Meanwhile, the
policeman assisted the young reporte:
from the ground, and had him sent home
in a taxicab. ;

Dick Redfern found it quite a simple

(Continued on page 27).
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CAPTUCRED AT LAST!

DICK TURPIN'S RESCUE!

Dick Neville comes up against the grealest sheriff of the country, and falls

into u cleverly-iaid trap !

with

young
on the Broad Highway.

comrade
Get to know Dick and his chum—they

A Thrilling, Full - of ~Action Yamn, dealing
the
TURPIN, HIGHWAYMAN, and his merry

amazing adventures of DICK

RICHARD NEVILLE,

will take you through many wonderful experiences!

By DAVID

GOODWIN.

. Dick Neville, the vyoung squire of
Faulkbourne, is turped cut of his rightful
inlicritance by the low-down treachery and
deceit of an adventurer who ealls himself
Hector Neville, Dick ousin.  Hector is
helped in his yile pi 2 by reason of the
fact that Dick has £ lisgrace with
the Government, cwing .to the as
he has rendered the notis highwayman,
Dick Tuarpin. The i
ancther deadly enemy
@ notorious footpad. Hector Neville is
determined to obtain possession of the
jordly mansion wherein Digk kas taken up
his abode. The rogue has been foiled the
first time, but he return: to the charge
armed with legat warrants. Dick first of
all resists Hector, but when news comes
thirough that he een cutlawed, and
that the King's Riders are after him, he

1 Laptain Sweeny,

BRIEF SYNOPSIS OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

leaves Faulkbourne with Dick Tuarpin.
The two comrades meet with many adven-
tures on the broad highway, making many
friends and enemies. They fali in with a
party of gamesters, Captain Spott & Co.,
who fave in their clutches a young nobie-
man, Sir Cecil Stanhope of Basing Hall
Sir Ceeil is almost penniless when the two
aymen arrive at the hall, but the
r conspire togethier to devise a scheme
saring out the thieves. Their plot
turns out a t success, the hall is rid of
the “guest and Sir Cecil saved from
ruin just in time.

i)
A

18 HERE to now, sivr Knight?” said
Turpin, as they trotted dowm
the Hutton road. “These little
crusades of yours are very

stausing, and 1 think Sir Cecil Stanhope may

thank his stars vou. But they do

my vurse begins 0

the knaves we tied

, and
over

“You have indirectly to
8ir Cecil’s mone
graftiy, o
i3 where it
“ And cheap, too, ab
himself of the Spoif cr * gaid Turpin im-
perturbably. “1 find o1 uinea as good as
anotlier, Dick. Bub my very pistols itch to
meet some fabt burgess with a belt full of
gold. 1 never tock hand in so many un-
profitable labours before 1 met you, my
Where shall we turn

s bad any, that

the price of ridding

sonthward,” replied Dick.
, and then we will turn %o
our pr in earnest. If I'm to be
banged at last, I'll have something in pay-
ment for it. But it iz not well to make a
stir too mear to Ralph's school, and as the
country will soen be humming with us here
we will 1 it to settle down. 1 can pay
a flying t to Ralph whenever necessary,
till ‘the time comes to strike home, I will
tell you of that anon.”

¥or three hours they rode, putting up for
the night at a turf-cutter’s hut at last, for
Turpin opined i was besi to leave inms
alone after their recent escapades. Next
day they were on the road betimes, and
towards evening, as they came oubt upon the

I'ne Porurar.~—No. 221

Dick, rather

Soon after the departure of Captain
Spott & Co., Turpin and his chem ride
forth from Basing Hall in- search of
further adventure.

{New read on.)
lonely heaths beyond WHarho Tarpin
announiced his intention of leavipg his com-

rade for a few hours

“1 must strike across
stone here, Dick,” he
matter, of which I
present. It ay
later on, as I will explain to you to
Do you ride on and await me at the Co
Arms at Bo iich i3 a
hostelry, and . the daylight
men of our pro 1. "Tis not ten ©
ahead, and you
will be near midnight before 1 join you.”

Tle waved bis hand, and rod
right-angles across the heath, le
wendering what s in the wind.

“He is not wont to be so my
thought Dick. “Nor have 1 known h
pull off so suddenly before. But it is a
queer day when Turpin does met knew what
hie is about.”

He pushed ou at a canber, gaining
higher part of the road, where tr
coppices fringed the way, and the light
dimmer as it filbered through the bra
that nearly met overhead.

“1 begin to feel the lack of him already.
What a merry rogue he is! 'Twould be littie
sport to ride the highways without him.
Hallo, yonder comes a traveller, and in no
good humour, by the sound of him!”

A large, bulky form on horseback wis ap-
proaching slowly, and a torrent of curs
came from the rider. He bestrode a fine,
handsome chestnut, which had fallen
almost dead lame in its near fore, and he
flogged the poor beash savagely. .

“@et om, you lagging, good-for-nothing
slotht” he cried, lashing it brutally with a
heavy hunting-whip. The poor beast winced
and staggered, but it could bear no weight
on its lame fooff, nor go amy faster. “Get
on! Am I to be late for dinner? Hang

comntry by the mile-
id, “to settie a little
nothing at

you, I'll cut the lazy hide off you!”
Dick’s blood boiled at the sight, for

Always something new and thﬁrmiﬁg every week!

nothing made him more savage than cruelty
to a horse, and he pressed forward.

“Yor shame, sirt” he said hotly. “Are you
mad to flog a lame horse like that? Get
down and lead him like a man, or he will
naver stand on four sound legs again.”

“Blood and hounds!” cried the stranger,
a big, portly man, richly dressed, and with
a bullet-head and brick-red face. *What the
fiend i3 it to you? Mind your own affairs,
puppy, or I will serve you worse than the
horse!”

Dick’s reply was to whip out a long, black

pistol.
“By the rood,” he said, “I had no thought
to strip you, and, in truth, business was not
in my mind; but you have fairly earned it!
Down from that horse and out with your
purse, or he will go home riderless!
Quickly, for I am in no mind to wait!”

The man looked into Dick's pistol-muzzle
blankly, and then fairly gasped with rage.
He was beyond speech.

“Move no hand towards a weapon, unlesa
vou want a bullet through your skuil!” eaid
the young highwaymau. “Down with you,
sirrali!”

“A highwayman!" shouted the stranger.
But he dismounted rapidly enough, glaring
at Dick the while.

“Yool!” ke cried, as he stood in the road.
“You have put your own neck in the nocose!
Do you know sho I am?”

“1 shall be blithe to hear,” said Dick.
“for if I find you ill-treating a horse again
I will cure you of it for good and all. I
fet vou off with a fine this time, provided
you pay it swiftly.”

“Braggart! [ am Vincent Grafton of
Claverhouse, 10td of this mancr and Justice
of the Peace, and the terror of evildoe
You had best ride for your life, you know,
and make the best of it.”

“They call me Dick o' the Roads,” said
the young highwayman coolly, “and better
men than you have threatened me, to their
own undoing. Tor the last time, your purse,
for my finger itches upon the trigger!”

The magistrate, seeing there was mo help
for it, surrendered his weli-filled purse with
another oath. He was a good enough judge
of men to see that Dick would be as good as
his word.

Dick dismounted, tock the purse, motioned
the man back, and advanced to the lame
hor: e undid the girths rapidly, threw
the stirrup-irons away, took the saddie off,
and flung it into a boggy diteh by the road-
side. He took the bridle off, unhitched the
bit, and flung it far into the wood, and re-
piaced the bridle as a_plain halter round
the neck. '"Then he took the magistrate’s
whip, tore the thong off, and broke the crop
across his knee.

“You may now lead the horse home,” said
Dick coolly. “I doubt you are not mai
enough to ride him witliout saddie or bit.
Be thankful I have not laid the thong about
your shoulders! You were very near it
Away with you, sirrah, and treasure this as
a lesson!”

Paying no heed to the man’s muttered
threats, Ddick mounted Black Satan, and
trotted on towards Boxley, well pleased with
himself. When a mile or two along the
road he pulled out the captured purse.

“Well filled!” he said, opening if.

“wp

very just fine. It is strange that yonder
rufffer should be lord of a manor, and
magistrate besides. He is wealthy, cer-

But this is

'

tainly, but plainly of no birth.
a plaguey long road to Boxley, on my wor
That is a pleasant-looking cottage yonder,
aund T am so hungry that even bread and
cheese would be welcome, while Boxley is
tar ahead. Doubtless, the owner will take
good payment for half an hour’s rest here.”

He dismounted, and a fine-looking, white-
haired old cottager, poorly dressed, but very
i clean, came out. The man looked
worn and troubled; bub he greeted Dick
eivilly.

“Can you rest man and beast for a space,
cood man,” said Dick, “for the price of a
King George's guinea? We are both weary.”

“Come in, sir, and say nothing of pay-
ment, said the man. “I shall have little
chance of harbouring a guest soon, gentle or
simple. You will be the last, I doubt.”

Dick hitched Satan to the fence af the
back, where some outhouses screened him
from the road, and saw to his wants. Then
he entered the cottage.

“You have a snug home,
father,” he said, “and well kept,
should I be the last guest?”

indeed, good
Why

The Trial of Dick Nevilie—and an Amazing Interruption I See Mext Week !
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The cottager sighed wearily.

_“The old place is to be takem from me,
gir, and pulled down. Our family—good,
wnest  folk—have lived here for three

liundred years past under the Kerrisdales,
who were lords of the manor., I would they
were back, for they were gentlefolk, and
dealt well by their tenants and the poor.
But since the present owner bought the
manor, two years ago, things are changed.
He grinds those who are under him to the
ntmost farthing, and is bitterly cruel. He
iz free to do as he likes with his own,
and it is not for us poor folk to judge our
hetters, But it goes bitter hard with me to
part with this old place, whieh he is about
to pull down to build a shooting lodge in
its place.”

“That is hard indeed,” said Dick.

“My work lies in this neighbourhood, sir,
yet I cannot get another cottage, for he has
forced up all the rents, so that a poor man
cannot live there, Moreover, his agent
makes me out fo be in his debt, which I
know I am not, yet I cannot prove it. So
my little household is to.be sold up, and I
to be turned on the roads.”

“’Sdeath!” exclaimed Dick. “He is as
seurvy a knave as ever 1 heard of, this laod-
lord of yours! What is his name?”

“Squire Grafton, of Claverhouse.”

: “What!” cried Dick., “Do you tell me he
18 8’

Dick broke off suddenly, for the sound of
hoofs outside the gate reached him, and
through the window he saw a riderless chest-
nub horse without a saddle, and a leather
halter round its neck, hitched to the femce.
He recognised it at a glance, and a grim
smile stole upen his lips. He sat down again,
in the shadowy corner of the room.

I think amother guest is at your door,
gcod man,” he said.

The little gate outside was flung roughly
open, the cottager opened the door, and in
strode the very man Dick had stopped half
an hour hefore.

“How mnow, fellow?” he cried roughly.
“Have you started to put this place in
order against your out-going?”
hall be ready when you bid me go,
ir,” said the cottager, with a sigh.

“You'll go to-morrow, sirrah, for then
vour leage is up! And a good riddance to
yon? The place will be pulled down, and
the roof shall come off the same day. And,
hark ye, for your debt to me you shall
labeur fourteen days at the pulling down
with my men, and the clearing up of the
ground after!”

“Will you not spare me the old place,
sir?” pleaded the man, elasping his hands.
“It tears the very heart out of me to
leave it, and I shall be a beggar! 1 will
pay any renmt you choose, even to starva-
tion, if you let me stay!”

“Enough!” eried Grafton, striking the
table heavily with his whip. “You bave
chedted the estate long ‘enough with your
low rent.”

“T am in your power, sir,” sighed
eottager.

the

“Ay, you are,” said the squire, with an
ugly look, “and you shall know it. I've
had hanged ill-luck enough to-day, aund
some of you shall pay for it! Ninety good
guineas gone to a—— Hallo!”

He stopped short, and turned a duli,
siekly green, as his eyes met those of Dick,
sitting quietly in the dark corner.

“The highwayman!” muttered
hoarsely.

The squire of Claverhouse was completely
thrown oft his balance. That he, the mag-
nate of the borough and a justice of the
peace, should fall in twice in two lLours
with the same highwayman was disconcert-
ing.

“Blood!” he exclaimed.

“We hope it will not come to that,” said
Dick coolly. “I see at present no need to
shed any so long as you behave yourself.”

“80,” roared the -landlerd, turning s:
agely upon the astonished cottager,

Grafton

2 you
barbour thieves and malefactors,” do you!”

“x
host.

“Stay!* said Dick. “This geod fellow
knows nothing of the matter. Neither can
anything be brought up against him, even
by you, Master Justice. But let me point
out that you have used two or three un-
palatable expressions.”

did pot know——" stammered Dick's

{$ DICK MAKES A RETURN FOR |
! !
, i

HIS LODQINGS!

HE magistrate’'s face was dark-red
with rage; he gobbled like a
turkey-cock. His fingers began to
steal slowly over his coat towards

his side-pocket.

“Your hand begins to play truant, sir,”
remarked Dick, producing one of his long
pistols, which he cocked and laid on the
table. “If you are seeking your pocket to
offer me a sugar-plum, allow me to say
that I do not care for sweets.”

“I was about to offer you a medicine,”
growled the squire; but his hand went no
further.

Dick placed his own weapon to the man’s
head, reached forward, and drew a short,
silver-mounted pistol from his prisoner’s
pocket, He laid it and his own on the
table, the butts towards him.

“For a magistrate, you carry strange
medicines,” said Dick. “Your authority
as a justice must be weak, if you are not
safe without arms in your own district.”

“Small wonder, with so many gallows-
born knaves about the country!” said the
justice, scowling at Dick. =

The young highwayman looked at the red,
squab hands of the speaker, and smiled.

“Perhaps we had better not discuss the
subject of birth,” he said blandly; * there
aré other matters to be dealt with of great
moment.”

“Y have nothing more about me—not a

HOLDINGQ UP THE SHERIFF!
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groat!” snarled the squire of Claverhouse;
“you have ripped me of all I had.”
“Let that pass,” said Dick; “it “is your

manners rather than your money which
coucerns me. 1t appears, Master Justice,
that you treat your men no bLetter than

your horses. From what I have seen, you
have used this honest cottager very ill.”
“Blood and hounds! What concern is it

of yours?” roared the magistrate. “Am I
to ask ycur leave how I shall deal with my
tenants? Be not toco cock-a-hoop, my
ruffler! I all miss that imnteresting spee-

“You may miss that interesting spec-
tacle,” rcturned Diek; “for if you use
another uncivil word, and if you do not
instantly mod ¢ your voice and adopt a
tone wmore able in  addressing -your

superiors, I shall empty both these pistols
into your base and adipose carcase.” -

“ My superiors !’ gasped the magistrate.

“Certainly, sir. I am your superior, if
only by right of capture. This cottager is
your superior; for, if of lowly station, he is
at least no swaggering bully, and I prefer

his manners to yours. Encugh!” Dick
struck thé table sharply. “We will now set
right this matter of the cottage. My good

host here wishes to remain in it.”

“It will be levelled to the ground in
three days!”?

Dick picked up his pistol.
’ "‘Cnm you write?” he said to the magis-
rate

an I! ‘*Sdeath,” spluttered that gen-
tleman, “this is too much!”

“Excellent! Good  man,
Silag Bardweli? Master Bardwell, pray
bring pens and ink, and set them before
your landlord. A -sheet of paper likewise.
Al, parchment? Better - still.  Seat your-
self at the table, squire. Square your
clbows and begin!”

The magistrate gasped.

“Your mouth is no thing of beauty at the
best, but it looks better shuf. Sit down and
write a lease, assigning this cottage to
Silas Bardwell and his heirs for 999 years,
at the annual rent of a peppercorn!”

“hiay death strike me if I do!” cried the
squire furiously. i

“It will strike youn with exceeding sud-
deness if you don’t!” said Dick, flicking a
speck of dust from the barrel of his pistol.
“I am mnot sure, on the whole, that it
would not be simpler to shcot you. There
will then be mo question of pulling down
Master Bardwell’s cottage.”

The steely-biue eye behind the pistol-
sight convineed the squire of Claverhouse.
He took up his pen and began to write at
Dick’s dictation, and, having some know-
ledge of the law, the young highwayman
drew up a very goed and binding lease, by
which Silas Bardwell was to pay the lord
of the manor one péppercorn ycarly for the

your name?

messuage and appurtenances of (ross-
Roads Cottage.”

“Sign it,” said Dick—“your full name
and titles, please. Very good. You have
wax and siguet—affix your seal. Add your

he cried indignantly. *‘Get

As Dick came up to the rider he whipped out a long, black pistol.
down at once, and move no hand towards a weapon, unless you want a bullet ]’

highwayman ! * shouted the stranger, looking at Dick’s pistoi-muzzie blankly.

'* By the rood!

You are not fit to own a horse !
£ A
(See page 24.)
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Robin Hood, the Great Qutlaw of Sherwood—Coming Scon !
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name beneath, Master Silas. So. Hand
it t0 me, and I will witness it.”

Dick signed, with a flourishing hand,
“ Richard Neville, iate of Faulkbourne.”

“An odd signature to be under a lease
of yours, Master Justice,” he said, with a
grim smile, and tossed the parchment
across to Silas. “There, friend, please
vou to accept that in return for the meal and
vest you so freely gave me. One good turn de-

serves another. No Court in England can
mheb that lease, and the cottage is yours,
renf free, for the next thousand years.”

“Ah, sir, you are too good!” said the
ecobfager, with brimming eyes. *It is greater
fortnae than I ever dreamed of!”

“As for you,” said Dick, turning to the
magistrate, “you have had two good lessons
iz one day, and I will leave you to think.

them over, to your great profit and advance- |

woent, Do not, after this, maltreat a horse
®r oppress the poor, lest worse ﬂwacter fall
on you. Here is your purse back "~
it on the table—"nope the ligh
yay rule not to strip the same f
is one day, so we will call qu;t
“We-have
'mut!;ex‘f\d &
prassion: “my turn i
Dick laughed.
“You are ¥
> said,

with

¥ nhnr
et to comel”

come to it when it comes,”
nf‘ casily towards the door;

t burn your fingers.
then! Farewell to you,

do
‘o our ne: \t meetm"
good master Silast”

And, unhitching Black Satan's bridle from
the rails behind the shed, Dick swung on to
fiis back, and trotted away down the road
s Boxley.

“Yonder sauire is a
r,” he said to hin
e him. He is no hu as I thought,
and very plainly no gentleman, either. He
may be some ship-m r out of the slave
@rade whoe has made fortune; but he does
wot quite smell of the g Either way, the
thy Silas is safe enough-—they can now
1 with ome another man to man,
ier will the buollying justice noise the
ter abroad—it would make him the
zhing-stock of the county were it known
© hie was pinned twice b shwayman,
torced to give one of h nts a free

Is that Boxley re me here? Ay,
yonder is the s f the inn which
Farpin spoke of. e It is growing dark, and he
sheuld be there by pow. T am all anxiety
to hear what it was that took him away in
such & hurry)

Dick dismounted, and
which was a very cosy
weuired if another traveller, on a black
anre, had yet arrived. The mndlord smiled
setly, and hpll(u in the n iy
“IL expect a friend shortls
“iat dinner for two, and of
prepared, and mull two hot
Guscony.”

‘lt shall be

“tuml puzzle than
“I cannot yet

entered the ion,
little hostelry, and

said Dick;
v best, be
of your best

frost, howinz

the

said

done,”

He evidently knows well
thought, ]Ju)

enough who we
satan round to

stable and tending hiz wants, “It is a
little place enough, and Turpin
= anteed it safe. He never makes a mis-

take in these matters. I will stroll along
#he road a little way to meet him—he can-
w08 be far off.”

e walked back a little

sad till he come to & erosswa)
itated a moment, wondering
Turpin would arrtve.

he steod there, a
ed, who was coming down the left-hand
d on foot, took a glance at Diek, and
lmmcdmmh walked tmmms him.

“Pr, sir,” said the stranger, raising his
Iy, “are you awaiting a companion?”
es,” said Dick, lookiug shrewdly at the
BIWCOMETr.

“He upon the black mare?”
5 a hall-smile.

along the
where he
by whiech

stranger, oot ill-

said the man,

FMay ) with what warranty von
ixgnire, sir?” said Dick.
£ come from him: and I hepe T am so

to find the gentieman he bade
e will mention no names, but 1
for the late squire of Faulk-

te as

ab last)”
age?”

e chtinmdn on the black
¥y not enter Boxley.
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said Dick.

mnre‘ finids
He would hHe

Neville Has Been uauum at E..ast H

IMPRISONED !

k/

Dick Neviile sat down on a wooden
banch and stared moodily at the
prison wall.  What a fool 1 was to
have been taken in by that simple
trick.” he muitered. ‘fThe game
is up at fast, and the g:bbet is my
portion ! (See this page))

glad t
whe

you at tl
13 pews of

le shaw youder,
mportance to com-

hetter get my said

Le no mneed. Te
ew .wrdq he would

horse,”

o take you to him.”

i Dick, “What has hap-
urpm caanot come to the inn?
upon some matter that needs
does not wish to be scen in
doubt. Lead on, sir!” he added

s little wood that had
Dick looked at his
hard, sir," said

', looking down
v were flecked with the
omt a hard-ridden horee.
u m the hostelry when

the mm looking rather
‘1 iexr wmy horss there, having
ridden in to give vou this message. Tt was
not wise to speak to you there, so I made
a detour to meet you on the road. Our
nutual friend was most anxious I should
not fail to fud you. Here is the shaw,” he
added, as tb ‘reached the wayside copse.
it s the thicket here, and our
ive you his message. I will

disconcerted.

ve a ghrill whistle, and at the same
apped his long arms round Diek’s
4 on with all his strength.
v of wrath, the young hl"
man tried to wrench himself away, but thc
ght six or seven lusty fellows
coppice, and they flung
on Pick, He struggled
two of them flying with
@ out of their bodies; but
and they over-
3 Down he

1 house's

went, with the assailants on top of Mim,
and in a few moments they had bound his
arms tightly to his sides and disarmed him.

“8o much for Dick e’ the Roads!” said
the man who had decoyed Dick to the place.

“You tfreacherous dog!” cried the young
highwayman. “You are one of Hecbor'
mongrel crew, then! You and your &
rufflers could not take me withous playing
the fox! I would have made sbort work of
you, buf for the lie that put me off my
nua.rﬁ"’

“I know nothing of Hecter, unless he is
anobher -candidate for the gallows,” said the
man. “As to my strategy. I think it a very
pretty one, and I grieve that it does not
please you. I am not paid to fizht pitched
battles with young gentlemen of the ‘roads.
It is my duty po take them whole and sound,
that "they may be duly and decently hanged
as an example to those who sbray from the
straight and narrow path. Gopd Dick o the
Roads, I am the head Dailiff of Great Bax-
ford Court House, and I take you om the
information .of his Worship of Claverhouse,
whom you this day pui in peril of his life
and robbed of his gold.”

“Do I owe my capture to him?' mutiered
Dick; and the thought was a harder blow to
itis pnde than the dan"er

“Nay, rather to me,” gaid the head bailift,
i e taken more highwaymeu in this smal
m\bmt than any man in England. And
now, by your lem'e we will escort you to
the court-house.”

“I will give you eredit for a neatly
‘\pture, aaxj Dick, as they marely
; is a creat comforu for me to kuov
squire of Claverhouse had =o little to
with it. To fail into the hands of a fool is
humiliating, and when you menticpned his
uame I feared I had done even that. A
shrewd court-bailiff is another matfer, and

i suppose it was your duty to le. You did
it well!”
“1 am fattered,” said the bailiff, with a

pleased smile. “You must underst
it i3 not a persomal matter with m
of your career, and somewhat admire it.
It is a pity you should be hanged. Yet b
ety sure that Claverhouse, whom I have
never eeen in a worse humour thaan to-day,
will commit you, and there is nothing for it
but the gallows. Yet, cheer up! When
you are swinging in chains on Gorse Hill, I
will come and sit below you sometimes of &
night te bear you company, and to remind
me of the very pretty capture I made by
Boxley Wood!"”

AN AMAZING
INTERRUPTION !

6 HAT ever I should have 1 such a
fool!” thought Dick =avagely, as
he paced up and, down the dimiy-
lighted cell at Great Baxford

Court House. “1 had not even a -hand on the

butt of a weapon. Yet how plausibly the
fellow lied!”
He. sat down on the wooden bench, and

stared moodily at the wall,

He had ridden in on the squire of Claver-
commmand, and overhieard me ask the
landlord of the inn if my friend ou the black
mare had arrived. That gave him the clue
wherewith to decoy me away. 1 wonder
if he guesses my friend was Turpin? Thank
goodness, he is safe, ab least! I think he
will be a little sorry when he knows what has
befallen lis old comrade.

“Well, it was my own fault. 1f I only had
Pah! What is thie use of thinking of
rt, n0w9 I have foiled a score of schemes ten
times more subtle wnd dangerous. To be
taken by this simple trick, without the
chance of striking a blow—1, who swore I
W ould die weapon in hand, and pever let any
man take me to the gdHO“S Well, the game
is played, and the gibbet is my porbion.
There' is no Sir Henry Stanhope to win a
pardon for me this time. Nothing on earth
can help me now!”

Grimly be laid down on the hard brackle-
bed, for the night was advanced, and com.
posed himself to sleep. This peril did not
keep him awake, and not till the gaoler
brought him his meagre fare in the morning
did he rise. The cooped-up cell drained
Dick’s spirit more than a blesding wound
wonld have done, but he bere it with a
stiff lip

Where is His Comvrade, Dick Turpin ?
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The door opened, after a drcary hour had
passed, and the head bailiff appeared.

“You are called upon for the courh,” he
said, smiling.

Dick was brought into the old ocak-framed
court-room, and placed in the prisoners’
doek. The usual crowd was there—the

| ALONE IN LONDON! |
1

(Continued from page 23.)

e

e

county atterneys, the tipstaffs, the witness

for the cases; and on the beneh, alone im his
glory, sat the red-faced squire of Claver-
nouse, whose face turned yet a deeper tinge,
and whose deep-sunk eyes gleamed with
savage satisfaction as his gaze fell on Dick.

The worthy magistrate of Claverhouse was
soted the county over for his bullying tirades
from the bench, and his favourite hero was
Judge Jeflreys, whose manners and speech,
as handed down, he imitated to the best of
his eapacity. But to-day he fairly surpassed
himself.

“Qf all the beasts that erawl, there is none
more foul than a highwayman, wor any high-
wayman more vile than the one you see
before you. Look upon him, all who are in
the court! Mark him well! He is fruit for
the gallows. Ripe! Ripe! We are about to
pluck him now! See him tremblec and cower!
See his cheeks blanch and grow white!” :

Dick laughed aloud, so coolly amd clearly,
that everyone in the court stared tue harder.

“% had not thought it till you gave me
the news,” he said; “but I have seen others

cower and grow white, no longer than
yesterday.” : 3
The magistrate became speechless with

Ta (i His face turned the celour of a purple
dahlia,

“Ha! But mo, T will not return him to the
cells again for this insolence! Nay, it were
better to send him the quicker to the
gallows! Master bailiff, into the witness-
box with you, sirrah, and let us have your
evidence!”

The bailiff was swern, and
testimony as to the capture of
Boxiey Wood.

“And 1 think, your worship,” lie coneluded,
“that the prisoner has a companion of
much the same character as himself, and
whom T hope soon to place before your
worship, When at the inn he spoke of a
ecomrade upon a black mare, who, I doubt
not, is another highwayman. I may say I am
on the man’s frack, and he will not long
elude me.”

“Are there any more witnesses?” asked

gave his
Dick at

the magistrate. “There iz no need to
call them. The prisoner is outlaw and
forfeit on twenty counts. Amswer, fellow!

Are you or are you not Richard Neville,
known _for your crimes as Dick o’ the
Boads?”

“None should know it better than you,”
replied Dick.

“We shall cure that {fongue of yours
shortly! The ass commencs in two
days, and I shall you to them for
immediate trial, which will cccupy ne more
time than it takes to hang a dog, for your
crimes are known! You shall dry in chains,
knave! Listen now to your doom! I com-
mit—— 0d’s death!”

The magistrate broke off, his face changing
colour, and started as if dumb-struck at the

back of the court. The pause made every-
hedy look round, and as Dick followed the
squire of Claverhouse's gaze, he stared

in amazement and dis

Among the spectators, looking straight
the magistrate, with a cold, ci grin, w
Richard Turpin himself. =

For a moment the justice scemed at a loss
what to do. His face was am unhealthy
colour, and his jaw had fallen. But everyone
present gazed, nob at the magistrate, but at
ihe strong, dark face of the highwayman.
i “*Tis Diek Turpin!” said a voice, cutting
sharp through the silence. %
{(Included in next u
gramme will be another
af our powerful seyial.)

3
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veel’s  fine
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pro-
ong instalment

matter to describe the changing fortunes
of the game. Thanks to a close study of
League football he Lknew the name of
every player on the field.

Although a lkeen Southampton sup-
porter, Reddy was not blind to the stex-
ling play of the Ovient téam. He
reported every incident fairly and faith-
fully exactly as it occurrved,

s soon as the maich was over Dick
Redfern huiried away to ihe office of
the ““ Athlete.” He stepped straight into
the editor’s sanctum. [lere he was con-
fronted by a rather stern-faced gentle-
man, who sat in'a revolving-chair. This
gentleman, Reddy rightly assumed, was
the editor.

“Who are you?”’ demanded the laiter.

In a few words Reddy explained ihe
position. -
old Winthorp ! muitered iho
“This means another nervous
breakdown, I expect. But surely you
couldn’t have reported the match “for
him? You're a mere kid!”

“The job’s done, sir,” answered Red-
fern. “If you'll allow me to usé a type-
writer, I'll transeribe my notes. I'm
sure you'll be satisfied, «p,”

The editor nedded.

“All right!” he grunted. “You can
try your hand at it, if you like,”

“Oh, thanks, sir!” :

“There’s a machine outside which you
can use,” sald the editor. :

Reddy left the room, and found the
machine in an outer office. fle was soon
making the sparks fiy,

When the report was finished, and
handed to the editor, that gentleman
perused it in growing amazement., Ho

had expected to see a clumsy, amateurish
effort.  He had been quite prepaved for
such phrases as “Bill Jones kicked a fine
goal,” or “John Brown chucked his
weight about.” TInstead of which he read
a well-written account of the tussle at
Homerton.

“You've had a little previous experi-
ence, kid,” the editor said,

Yes, sip.¥

“I suppose you're alveady in a inhi”

“No, sir; I'in wanting one,” said
Reddy eagerly.
“Would you care to take Mr. Win-

thorp’s place—just a iemporary engage-
ment

Dick Redfern jumped at the offer, e
had indeed fallen on his feet. and he felt
like executing a cakewalk on the edilorial
carpef.

Reddy was instrucied to
office on Menday morning,
his new duties,

From the Fourth Form at St
to temporary veporter on the ““ Athlete ”
was a 'bhig jump, and D Redfern
walked en air as he made his way back
to his lodgings.  The fates had been
kind to the fellow who was Alone in
Londan.

report at the

aud take up

. Jim’s

THE END,

(Don't miss next weelk's topping tale of
St. Jim’s.)
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FIRST £1_1 -Q

PRIZE
and a

Ceonsolation prize of 2/6 for ail
efforts published.

In ovder to win one of the |
prizes, all you have to do is to supply th
last line of the verse given below, tak-
ing care to see that your effort hears
some apt relation to the theme
Governing The *‘ Magnet”
Limerick Competition.
~1—The First Prize will be awarded to
ihe sender of what, in the opinion of

Rules

Yditor .and a competent staff of
adjudicators, is the best Last Line
received.

2.~Consclation Prizes of 2. 6d. will
be awarded from week to week to those
competitors whose éfforts show merit.

3.—The coupon below entitling you io
enter for this competition must be either
pasted on to a posteard, in which case
vour line must be written IN INK
directly beneath it, or enclosed separ-
ately in an envelope with your last line
effort attached.

4. —Competitor’s name and full postal

address must accompany every effors
sent in.
51 must reach us - not later

than April 19ih,
be enclosed with entr;
other competition. They must be ad-
dressed  “Magnet Limerick No. 1,7
(.‘%le‘tgl} House, Gough Square, London,-

and MUST NOT
ice forms for

6.—Your Rditer undertakes that every
effort sent in will receive careful con-
sideration, but he will not hold himself
responsible for coupons lost or mislaid,
or delayed in the post. Proof of posting
will not be accepted as proof of accept-
ance,

7.—This competition is open to all
readers of the Companion Papers, but
ihe result each week will appear only in
the “Magnet.”

8.—It is a distinet condition of eniry
that your Rdii decision must be
accepted as binding in all matters.
Acceptance of these rules is an express
condition of entry.

o

THE “MAGNET ” -LIMERICK
MPETITION,

No. 1.
“1 fear there's a burglar about,
With my rifle Tll ferret him out,”
My, Prout did exclaim.
Then he took careful aim,

This example will help you,
Andsmashed the Head’s window,
no doubt !
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