 OUR WONDERFUL ROBIN HOOD SERIAL STARTS NEXT WEEK!

Week F.m!i'ug -
April 21si
1923.

. New
Series,
No.
222,

Money :.:‘rixe.i

swenty-slght : The Etarj Book fer Boya, Woek !
-PRres. o

e Yoi LYy 7 @ " ﬁ:fu'" '-:

inside !

AN
AN

SRANAN

ﬂ,;ﬂ_;g_&wamm

THE "SCHOGLBOV STRIKERS T TR R TR

- {One of the Many Bxciting Episedes from Owr Thﬁmym Bmﬁwﬂm Tade.d

T

,.f
%
r.\i-
e
"&
p-
“_
o
.T".;_‘._ N
f’%
!-..
-’;"-*
i
:31\ 3



2 | Every week a Bumper feast of fiction!

Say, you Fellows, is_n't this Programme a
= FINE One? | |

NEXT WEEK'S THE WEEK!

Yhere will be avethier topping trinmph for the PoPULAR next
week. Eook out then for the start of the new sefial. It iz a real
;ln.'gnt*r-n}i in the way of & story, as you can imagine, seeing that
it is taﬂ about Robin Heod and the grand old days in Rherwoad
"orest. :

A QUARTETTE OF SCHOOL YARNS,

That’s what the Porvuin-always gives; and they are ail of the
best, In this respeet the budget of completes may be likened
to the four suits in o pack of cards, but there Is one Ilittle
difterence. In the PoPtLAR they are all trumps! :

“THE HOLIDARY sPOILERS! "

That is the coming Greyfriars yarn. Ne punishment is adegnute
for a fcllow who plans te wreck a well-earned holiday. Boiling
in ol is child’s play. In ihe new sboiy, Mauleverer, of the
generous heart, and the fat purse, arranges a week-end- party.
He wants his special chiums. BHut the burly Holsover las made it
clear he means fto join up. For coolness, Bolsover could give
points to a Bolshievik., What Bappens? You will sce, if von wait.
Various cads a.e on the samo Iny as PBelsever, and there are |
numerous surprising happenings,

" HOLBIMNG THE FORT T

There is, shoulder fo shoulder, real hammer and fongs work in
the gpirited defence of the (edar Creek Schoothouse agzainst the

seething for long enough.

Sherift's posse. No surrender is the motto of Frank Riehards and
hiz comyades, See next Tuesday's POPULAR for the very interesting
developments in this beroic fight for freedom and justice, :

-

“THE BLACKLEG PREFECTS!Y

i5. in the throes of rebellion. TFroable  has bedit
Matters fave not improved since the
ill-advised: Head made a pack of Fifth-Pormmers into prefects, As
we khow., honour cannot he given; it bBass to be won by merit,
Jimmy Silver & Co. think very small potatoes of the new batch
of prefects, There is a hattle royal arainst oppression, and it-is
toueh and go for the wew prefects. — Hew 46 things get fized?
I can eommend you to mext wesk's rattling Rookwoud story.

Bookwood

HTHE SCHOOLBOY MARVEL!®

Bob Kenrick is -the esntral character-in the new tale of St. Jim's.
He is a corker at cricket, but it Is the out and out mystery sur-
rounding hia personality which inteignes  Tom  Merry and his
crowd., There is no fairer-minded chap than Merry, but he feels,

and 80 do others, that- there is :c.mnef_;hinlg_-a bit uncanny here,
it

which onght to be explained. You wiil |
POPULAR'S next issue. _

A POLICE-CCURT NUMBER!

Mext week's number of * Bunter's Weekly * ean be Teécon-
mended  with  confidenee. It i3 characterizsed By wisdams
integrity, sportsmanship, and humour, Abave all, it brings thé
wheeze of the _amous pelice-court, so much appreciated at Grey-
iriars, back into the full glare of the limelight. A zreat
supplement this:

d the upshot in the

“THE DUTLAW KING!™

It is only right to end up with s reference to the superh serial
which starts next week. 1 made passing mention of the pew
sepsation at the start, but teo much cannot be said of this
magnificent treat, For full partieulars, see page 7. '

Ll)eur Editor.

STOP, YOU CHAPS—WHAT DOES IT MEAN ?

Solve the Picture Puzzle below and Win a Topping

Prize.

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0: Second Prize

T

£2100:
TEN PRIZES OF FIVE SHILLINGS EACH.

- What You Have To De.
‘Herve is a splendid Fooler competition
which T am sure will interest you. On this
page you will fimd the history of West
Ham Foothall Club in picture-puzzle forn.
What you are invited to do iz to solve
this picture, and when you have done so,
write your eolution on a sheet of paper.
Theén- zign the conpon which appears
belew, pin it to yvour solution, and post 1%
0 “West Ham” Competition, PorurLan -
Office, Gough House, Gough Square,
¥.C. 4, 50 a3 to veach that address not lator
than THURSDAY, APRE, 26th, 1923, .-

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be

3%‘ yffmﬁ
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awarded to the reader whe submils o
solution which is exaetly the same as, o
nearest to, the seolution wow in  the
possession of the Editor. Tn the event ofy
ties the prize will he divided. The other

prizes will be awavded in order of merit.

r\'\:-r'f‘-llac.' 7= O
o T Y

The Editer regerves the yight to add to-
gether and divide the value of all, or any,
of the prizes, but the full amount will ba
awarded. Tt is a distinet condition of enth

that the decision of the Editor must he
accepted as final, Employees of the pro-
prietors of this journal are net cligible to

compete.

This Competition is ¥ull in conjunction
with-the “Gem,” *“ Magnet,” and “* Boys’

Friend,” and readers of those journals are
invited to ecompeto. :

I -enter © West Ham ~° Competition,
and agree o accept the Editer's:
decision as finel, -
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The Popular Makes a Boundary Hit next week!

NO PREFECTS WANTED!

. ="FTHE FIRST CHAPTER,
The New Captain,
£
That expressive word, in large
W capital letters, emphasised by
three bhiz notes of exclamation,

It was daubed in white paint on the dark
oak of his study door.

As Mark Carthew came up the Sixth Form
a strub in his walk, thal imscription on his
study door dawned upon him. |

Carthew of the Sixth had been feeling very
wood was pleased with him; but that did
not matter to Carthew. He had reached fhe
goal of his ambition at last—he was head

True, Rookweed did not want him. He
had been imposed upon the school as cap-
tain by the autocratic will of the Head, in
traditions of Hookwood. Jimmy Silver &
Co, of the Fourth ¥Form had announced that
they sbill regarded "old Bulkeley " as cap-
any notice of Carthew. Buf the new captain
did not heed the attitude of the Fourth,
even if e was aware of it.
tain the “marble eye,” but even that did not
mar Carthew’s satisfaction. He hoped that
they wonld come round in fime; but even if
wood!

So his look was lofty and his face wore
a smile as he lounged along the corridor,

that daubed inscription on his
study door struck him.

Carthew stopped and stared at it.
spirits in the Lower School, whe wanted
Carthew to nuderstand what they thought of
qiz captainey.
tering eye. - A

But there was no junlor in sight of the
captain, and only two semiors—Bulkeley, late
then called to them:

“You fellows seen this?”

Neville fooked round, and then, withen?
George Bulkeley ealled hack:

- “What is it, Carthew?” :

“This foolery on my door!” shouted Car-
: Bulkeley came a step or two along the
passage and leoked at the inscription, Then
hic smiled.

“¥Yon den't know who did 1£?”
“Naturally, T-don't.”

“Perhaps you wouldo’t tell me i vou did!”

ATS LI

stared Carthew of the Sixth in the face.
passage, with his nose in the air and rather
pleased with himself. Nobody else at Rook-
prefect and captain of Kookwood School,
defiance of the rights of election and all the
tain of the school, and didn’t intend to take

The whole of the Sixth gave the new cap-
they didn’t he was still captain of Rook-
Tfﬂling a truly great man in his own eyes.
And Fhen

Evidently it was a message from rebellions

The head prefect looked round wi?h a glit:
captain, and WNeville, his chum. Carthew"
answering, furned his back on Carthew. Bug
thew.

“1 hadn't noticed it before,” he said. !
growled Carthew.

fCupyrngtt in the United States of America.)

STIRRING TIMES AT ROOKIWOOD?

What happens 7

“Probably wmo},” @ssented Bulkeley, wa-

moved, *As I am nof a prefeck vow it is
not my business to keep an eye on the
juniors. I suppese it is the work of some
junior.”

“I'll skin him!?

Bulkeley turned away.
angrily. Although he was capiain now, and
Bulkeley had fallen from his high estate, he
still felt his old awe of the former captain
of Rookwood. But that feeling only fed Car-
thew to assert himself all the more.

*Look here, Bulkeley!” he rapped ouf.

113 ".'I‘FEII?'T S

“I want the fag found who daubed tiaf on
my door!”

“You had hetier find him, then”

“1 leave that to you,” said Carthew. “I
believe You know $hat T am head prefect
now. You will $ake your directions from
me."

“Nothing of the kind, Carihew!”

“ Look here——"

“I do not think yon will find anyone fo
take your orders,” said Bulkeley. “Even the
fags will refuse to do so, I think. The fact
is, Carthew, you have pui yourseif into a
false position. You %know very well that the
Head Nas no right to appoint a captain of
the school, and the fellows will not acknow-
ledge a captain appointed without an elec-
tion. 1, for one, cerbainly shall not!”

And with that Bulkeley rejoined Neville,
and the chums of the Sixth walked away,
without another glanece at Carbhew.

The latter scowied blackly after them. His
first attempt at the exercise of authority had
noft heen much of a succezs,

He scowled again at the daub on his door.
The paint was still damp. Carthew shouted

-for a fag,

& Fag EI!

Carthew eved him !

]

His voice echoed along the corridor, but |

only the echo answered him,
Certainly some of the juniors musi have

heard him, but if so they did not take the .

trouble to reply or %o come,

“Fag!” roared Carthew.

Still no reply.

Carthew strode away furiously fowards the
big staircaze. On the staircase four juniors
were chatting—Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Eaby,
and Newcome of the Classical Fourth, Car-
thew looked up at them.

“Tac!” he shouted.

The Fistical Four went on chatting, as if
afllicted with sudden deaineszs, .

“Silver!” yelled Carthew,

Then Jimmy glanced dowan.

“Hallo, old top!" Lie said,

It was the first time on record -that a
captain of Rookwood had been addressed as
“old top” by a junior mn the Fourth Form,

But it was al=o the firat time that a Tellow

like Carthew had Eeen eaptain of the zchool
“You look rather excited, little one!” re-

marked Arthur Edward® Lovell, with a grin.
Carthew gasped.

1

Mark Carthew is elecica Capiain o] Hookwood by ovder of the Head!

it

e

“1 want a fag!" he howled. "Come down
at onee, Silver!”

i Eh?ﬂ

“Come fto my

#*What?”

“Will you ¢come at onee?”

“ Which?"”

Carthew's face was a sfudy in ifzelf as
Jimmy repled with that series of interroga-
tions.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. _

“You—you—yon " - gasped Carthew,
"Do you know you're talking to a prefect,

stndy at once!”

Silver?”

“The prefects are on strike, aren't fhey?”
smiled Jimamy Silver. “If you're not backing
up the rest Carthew, you’re a blackleg!
BLlacklegs don't count!” :

“You—you—-" stuttered Carthew.

“Run away and play! suggested Raby.

That was foo much for Carthew. He
charged up the stairs at the Fistical Four. -

He expected them to break into flicht, and
to smite them as the fled. But they didn't.
Thev lined up across the stairs aod waited
for him. ;
~“Come on, old nut!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Collar him, you chaps, and bump him—
hard!”

“What-ho!” chuckled Newcome.

Carthew halied.

“You—you dare!” he panted.

“Come on and see!” cooed Jimmy Silver.

But Carthew did nof come on and sce; he
corld see without eoming on. He was look-
ing for a fag, not for a scrap with four
sturdy juniors on the staircase, in which. as
he knew, there would be no aid for him from
the other semiors.

With a black and furious look he fturne:d
and descended fhe stairs azain, and a chortle
from the Fistical Four followed him.

They hiad won the first round in their
tussle with fhe new captain of Rookwood.

momr g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Head's Ultimatum.

HE next day, after lessons, Jimmy
Silver looked into Neville's =tudy, in
the Sixth, with a rather peculiar ex-
pression on his face.

“ Message for you, Neville,” he 2aid.

Neville looked round, and Jones major and
Seott, who were with him, looked round alse.

“Well, Silver?”

“From the Head!” sald Jimmy.

“#0h!” said Neville, becoming
“Well, what is it?”

“Dr. Chisholm told me fto fell vou,” said
Jimmy Silver. “He's coming to the prefects’
room to speak to you, and he wants all the
imrefects of Reokwood present—except Bulke-
EJ..H ==

“There are - no prefects at Rookwood. ex-
cept‘ng Carthew,” remarkedScott. “You'd

Tazs PorvLir.—No. 292,
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1]&“}?[‘ take your message to Carthew, young
un.?

“Well,” that's Head
pnswered Jimmy.

And he left the study.

Neville and his companions looked at cne
another,

“I—I suppose we'd hetter go,” Neville re-

marked. *“The Head is rather a trial, but
we're bound to treat him with respect. We
haven't had a word from him since we all
resigned in support of old Bulkeley.  This
lnoks as if he's coming round.”
_“He ought to have summouned us through
Carthew, as Carthew is captain,” -remarked
Lonzdale. “It looks as if it's dawning on
the Head the kind of captain Carthew j=.”"

" Well, the present state of affairs can’t
last for ever. It’s time the Head saw reason:
Who ever heard of a school without pre-
fects?” said Jones major. “I'll cut aver to
“mt Modern side and tell Knowles and the
rest,”

“Do!” said Neville. :

The late prefects of Reokwood were glad,
upon_the whole, to receive. that summons to
# méeting with the Head,

‘They hoped that it was a sign that Dr.
Chisholm was coming round to their point of
YW, 2

The “strike ” of the Rookwood prefects
Lad lasted some time mow; and none had
aeserted the cause, with the exception of
Mark Carthew, who had turned “hlackleg »
to serve his own ends—without mueh profit
to himself so far.

Sixth Form prefects formed a very im-
portant part of the administration of the
scliool; and co long as they were out of
office their work and responsibilities fell
upon the masters—not at all to the satisfac-
ticn of the staff,

But awkward as the strike was for the
Bead and the staff, it was not exactly agree-
able for the prefects themselves. They had
lost their powers and privileges.

_All pariies would have been glad to cee
the ‘present state of affairs come to an end.
but - Bulkeley’s supporters were determined
not to give in.  Unless Bulkeley was made
iead prefect again the rest of the august
body intended to remain on strike. Even
Knowles, Bulkeley’s old rival on the Modern
gide, had lined up with the rest. If the
thought had crossed his mind of faking per-
sonal advantage of the state of affairs, ile
£oorn and odium poured upon Carthew was
i@ warning to him.

hne by one the Sixth-Formers who had
held the rank of prefect dropped into the
prefects’ room in the Sehool House. and
_tiiere they awaited the arrival of the Head.

some of thiem looked a little nneasy as the
rustle of a gown was heard without.

. Dr. Chisholm was an awe-inspiring old
gentleman, and it was not easy to stand up
in opposition to him. -

Frampton and Catesby moved a litile to
sereen themselves behind the other fellows
as the Head entered. - :

But the rest faced him fimly enough.
They felt that they were in the right, and
that encouraged them.

Dr. Chisholm's brow was very stern. He
eregted the assembled Sixth-Formers with
the curtest of nods.

“I am glad to see you all here,” he said,
thongh there was not mueh gladness in His
leok or tone.

“All except Bulkeley, sir,” said XNeville.

The Head frowned.

“RBulkeley is not a prefect.” he said.

“Neither are we, then, sir.”
~“] accepted your resignations,” said Dv.
Clisholm. “I supposed, however, that in a
short time you would return to a sense of
duty. One of your number, I am pleased to
cay, has done so.” :

Carthew smirked,

“One of our number, sir,” eaid Neville,
“has acted in a way that the rest of us
regard with contempt.” :

There was a murmur of applause. The
~ixth-Formers had not expected s0 easy-
oing a fellow as Neville to speak up so
~hinntly to the headmaster. And the Head's
deepening frown indicated that he had not
expected it, either. g

“I did not ask your opinion on that point,
Neville,” he said tartly. “1 repeat fhat
Carthew has acted well and dutifully in re-

what  the gaid,”

EB@@E&EBEBESEBEB{BEBEﬁEBEBE‘BE&E‘BEBEBEBEBHE‘BEBE BEREHE0EHHEHM0HMHHEHHE

turning to his proper allegiance. 1 expeet
the same of the rest of you.”

Silence,

“The - present state of affairs cannot

'/ and amusing adventures.
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¢ The Blackleg Prefects ! *’ is Next Week’s Topging

-continye. - While- you are neglecting your

duties——-"

“ Really, sir——"

“Do not interrupt me, Neville. While yon
ar¢ mneglecting your duties they fall upon
others to perform. = This cannot continue.
1 have, therefore, come to speak to you, and
to offer to reinstate you all in your former
positions, I am willing to overlook your dis-
respectful act in resigning in a hody.”

There was a pause. .

“Does that inelude Bulkeley, sir?” asked
Neville, at last.

“Certainly not!"

“Oh iy

“Bulkeley was dismissed from his position
for good reason® “You kuoow the reasons.
That matter is cloged.”

“ But, sir ”

“I can listen to nothing further on that
subject, Neville. My decision was not taken
hastily, and it is impossible for me to re-
consider ih.”

“Yery well, sir.”

“May I take it, then, that you accept my
offer?” inquired the Head, looking round at
the serious faecs of the prefects. 3

“No, sir!” answered Neville. “We acted
in support of Bulkeley. Unless he is  re-
instated we ‘do unot desire to be reinstated.”

Dr. Chisholm closed his lips tightly.

“I hope that you speak only for yourself,
Neville,” he said,. A : :
“He speaks for all of us, sir,” said Lons-
dale. '

“Certainly !” =zaid Knowles.

“Very well,” said the Head.

sl slnlRlRlR Rl )

YOU MUST READS
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0 Stories of Jimmy Silver & Co.
0 Out West,
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given you this opportunity of receding from
the absurd and disrespectful  pesition ' you
have taken up. You decline. T shall now
take other measures. Other prefects will bé
appointed in your places.” .
“Not from the Sixth Form, sir,” said
Neville quietly. “No member of the Sixth
will become a prefeect until Bulkeley is re-
instated. We are all agreed on that. Only
Carthew is ead enough——"
“Silence! If the Sixth refuse, undutifully,
to act as prefects, I shall have no resource
but to appoint prefects from another Form.”
“The Fifth!” exclaimed Neville. X .
“ Precisely so.”
There was a grim silence in the room.
“I am still prepared to hear you say thﬁk _
you are ready to return to your duty!™ =aid
the Hezd. :
No answer. ;
“1 will give you,” said Dr. Chisholm, “ftill
this hour to-morrow. If you have not by
that time applied to me for reinstatement, 1
shall proceed to appoint prefects from the
TFifth Form in your places. That is my last
word.” ' i
With that Dr. Chisholm
rustled out of the room.
l_He left a rather dismayed silence behind
1im. 3
Mark Carthew broke it. : =
“You fellows had bhetter give in,” he re-
marked. “You can't keep this up.”
“8Shut up!” snapped Neville, g
“Where will the Sixth be—with the Fift-]t;'
Formers swanking over them as prefects?
said Carthew. “It won’t do, aud you koow
it! It’s not zood enough.” :
“It’s rather thick, I must say,” muttered
Frampton. 3
“Better toe the line while you'vé zot the

turned anq

"chance!” urged Carthew.

“And acknowledge you as captain of Rooks

F wood—what?” asked Neville.

“Of course!”

“Bosh! You're no more captain of Rook-
wood than Tubby Muffin is! Get out of
this!"” growled Neville. “We want to con-
sult, and we don’t want a spy present.” 2

“Get oubt yourself!” retorted Carthew:
“This i3 the prefects’ room, and I'm the
only prefect at Rookwood at present. You've
no right here at all, unless you accept the
Head's offer.”

Neville’s eyes gleamed.

- “T've {old you to get out!” he said.

“And I've told you I won't!”

“Well, I'll jolly scon make
claimed Neville.

He advanced upon Carthew. :

The new captain of Rookwood backed away
towards the door. Once more he had found
his authority break in his hands. .

“I'm not going {o scrap like a fag.,” hLe
said loftily. “If you touch me, Neville, I

youl” ex-

~shall report yon to the Head.”

“Report, and be hanged!” said Neville, '
He shoved Carthew out at the doorway,
and the captain of Rookwood did not resist.
He <certainly was not locking for a “scrap™
with Neville—whateéver his reasons might
have been, g
Neville elammed the door alter him,
After Carthew’s departure there was a long
and anxious consultation among the former
prefects.  Bubt the decision was to “ecarry
on.” There was to b2 no surrender. And if
the Head waited in the expectation of re-
pentant prefects visiting him he waited in
vain, 2 . !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Carrying the War into Africa !

3 TS up to usi” P
Jiminy Silver, the eaptain of the
Fourth, made that remark in the end
study. . _
There. was a gathering in ihat famous
study—aqunite a representative gathering of
the Fourth Yorm. ' :
The Fistical Four were there, and Conroy,
Pons, and Van Ryn, . the Colonials, and.
‘Mornington and Errol and Teddy Grace.
Tommy Dodd and Cook and Doyle, of the,
Modefn side, were there also—for once on
the best of terms with their Classical rivals:
It was, as both parties agreed, a time for
the lion to lie' down with the lamb. House
rows could stand over till the commeon enemy
had been dealt with—Carthew of the Sixth
beinz the common enemy.
“Right on the wicket, Jimmy!”® agreed
Tommy Dodd. “It’s up to us. And we're
coing to solve the giddy problem.”
“We are—we is!” said  Arther Edward
Lovell. . “What’s the programme, though?
Are we going to hoil Carthew in oil?”

Rookwood Yarn !



The feliow who reads the *Popular’’ is always Populay with his chums! 5

“Be serious, please!” zaid Jimmy Silver. ]
“This 48 & serious matier. Bookwood is
goinZ to the dogs.”

.- “ Hear, heart”

“Full sbeam ahead for the merry bhow-
wows!” agreed Morningfon. “What's goiny
io be donst” =

“Carthew is!” said Raby.

“Hﬂﬂl‘, h_garir?

“Go i, Jimmy " :

. “The Head isn't a bad sort,” said Jimmy
Silver considerately. <1t was owing to
Bulkeley pasiing Raby a bit toa hard that
lie sacked him from the captaincy. The
Head mcant well. ¥e went too far. The
fact i3, the Head i3 a bit of a mule.”

“More than a bit!” remarked Conroy.

“There was fhat trouble with the masters
lash term,” resumed Jimmy- Silver. . “The

Head simply forced them to go on strike, |

and now he’s got the prefeets up against him
in the same way, They've taken a leaf out
of the masters’ book., They’re in the right.
They ought to stand by old Bulkeley. Butb
it's a robten state of affairs, We elected
fubby Muffin to the captainey, o show the
Head whaf we thought of his precious candi-
date, Carthew, What does he do? Instead
of reinsbating Bulkeley, he cancels the elec-
tion, and appoints Carthew captain of Rook-
wood over our heads, simply ignoring all our
cights of elecfion, and all the historic tradi-
tions of Rookwood. Is that good enough?”

. TNo fear!”

& Neyer!” c ; g

“Now, we can’t exactly back up against
the Head,” said Jimmy Silver. “It’s rather
bod form—" = : = -

- “And might Tead fo lickings,” remarked
Yao Byn, : :
-Ha, ha, hal” .

“Never mind thaf. Carthew is our game,
Hes appointed captain of Rookwood, and
hie’s pot to be disappointed—"

“Ha, ha! Good!”

"M{Gn}ea is to lead him a dog's life till
tie pets out”

“Hear, hear!”- =,

Nobody will suppert him,” said Jimmy
Silver, “The Sixth turn their backs on him,
the Fifth sneer at him to his face. Even the
kida-in $he Third turn a cheery deaf ear
when he howls for a fag. I saw Wegg of the
Third walk off right under his nose to-day.”

. “Qood old Wepgoy!” e .

“Morny's cousin, in the Second, refused to
fag for Lim, didn't he, Morny?” :

“He did!” grinved Mornington. “And
Carthew didn'é piteh info him, as I came
along with a cricket-bat in time.”

“He’s reporbed several fellows to the
Head,” went on Jimmy. “Some of us have
been cened——" . Sy
. “We have!” said Lovell, rubbing his hands.

“PBut wo can stand that—"

: :{H'm!“

“Carthew can't keep it up. He fook me |
in t0o the Head this afternoon,” said Jimmy
Silver.  “The old bird looked wvery ratty.
He caned me, buf after I was gone Carthew
sbayed fo be %awed. i don’t know whaf the
Head said, but I can guess. He doesn’t want

fags marched into his study to be caned |

every ten minutes.”

““Ha, ha'” :

" Hitherto—" continuned Jimmy. -

“That's a good word!” said Lovell admir-
ipgly. “Go if, Jimmy!"

 “ Hitherio,” repeated Jimmy Silver, “weé’ve
iust cheeked Carthew, and made it a peint
to disobey all his orders. He's no more
captain of Rookwood than he's Emperor of
China, a3 a matter of fact. But he’s still
ciinging o the namé, thiough he can’t have
the game, and sfanding in Bulkeley’s way.
We've got fo take active measures now.”

“Hear, hear!” e »

“Like merry old Scipio, we're going to
carry the war into Africa,” said Jimmy
Silver, “Having deciared war on Carthew,
we'ye pob to take the clfiensive and go over
tha top.”

“Bravol”

#Weo're going fo fead him a dog’s life till
Bie resigns, or until the Head pebs fed up
and sacks him. We don’f care which. Now,
Carthew's gone onf; ¥ watclied him from the
window. I suzgest getting his study ready
for him when he comes in—"

“Fageinze for Dim?" exclaimed Neweome.

“¥es, in & way. We're going to rag the
shudy.” -

“Phew! study!”
Raby.

“¥es—when Carthew's the prefeet. That's
whatl T mean by carrying the war into Africa.
In this ¢nse, Carfhew's study is Carthace,

Rag a prefect’s said

The NMew Prefects of Rookwood—Who

T
B T B R
i

: LA i /

¥

imouth,

THE LAST STRAW?! With a brow of thunder the Head strode
towards the wunhappy captain and dragged away the duster from his
“ Who are you 7 * he thundered.

(See page 7))
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and we're the merry Romans. Gentlemen of
the Fourth, follow your leader?®”

*“Hurrah!”

Jimmy Silver threw open the door of the
-end study and led the way. The erowded
meeting poured out affer him, and followed
-him downstairs.

Three or four more juniors joined up on
the way, as the mnews of the expedition
spread. '

There were fiiteen or more in the party
when Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived in the
sacred quarbers of the Sixth Form.

Jones major met them in the .passage.

“ What the thump do you want here?” he
demanded. - E | :

“Calling on Carthew,” answered Jimmy
‘- Silver, 2 S :

“He's out.” - 3
*~That's why we'rg-calling on

“1 Know.

him."” : -

_“There was a 'chortle . fromi the army of
juniors. . : e :
3 ifiungs major locked af them very doubt-
fully.

“If this is a rag—" he bhegan,
“You've hit it.” '
“Well, look here—"

waste,” answered Jimmy Silver politely.
“What!” roared the Sixth-Former.

“You must allow me to point out that
you're nof a prefect, and you've mno right
to interfere, Jomes major,” said the captain
of the Fourth, with great politeness, but still
more firmness. “WWe'reé on the warpath, and
we mean business, Ree?”

“That's how it i3, old chap,” =aid Jones
minor, who was in the crowd, “Let's get
along, Bert.”

Jones major, with 4 very curious expression
on his face, backed ouft of the way, After
all,” it was none of his business, as he, was
not a prefect any longer.

Jimmy Bilver & Co, marched
phantly to Carthew’s study.

That apartment was empty, but it was
SoDNR swarming. :

There was nof really much rtoom for
fitteen or sixfeen fellows In the study, but

on - trium-

ther found room.

“Oh, we're game!” exclaimed Mornington. |
of Rookwood were simply unheard of.

“Sorry, old man, but we've no time fo

They swarmed all over it.
The rag was soon going strong.
Such proceedings in the study of a captain
They
were heard of now for the first time. :
Jimmy Silver started with fhe table,
which was up-ended into the fender. - Aslics

-and cinders were dragged from the grate and

scattered far and wide. The carpet was
dragged up and hung io festoons over the
ftable-legs, further adorned with a pile of
chairs and pictures from the walls,

Meanwhile, Putty, who had brought his

_paint and brush, was adorning the walls and
the glass and the windows with inscripbions,

such as “Rats!” “Blackleg!” “Qutsider!” till
the whole study reeked with uncomplimentary
messages to Carthew of the Sixth.

A quarter of an hour sufficed to make quife
a startling change in Mark Carthew's
quarters. ; . ;

Fellows strolled along the passage to look
at the juniors at work, and walked away
chuckling. Nobody seemed to think it was
his duty to interfere. The raggers were care-
ful not to make noise enough to bring
masters on the scene. And there were no
prefects to take a hand in the proceedings.

The only fellow who” came alongz and
showed a disposition to chip in was Hansom
of the Fiith, rather a lofty youth. But
Hansom's first expostulation was answered
by a roar of defiance; :

“Gef out!”

“Yah!”

“No Fifth-Formers wanted!”

“Rats!”

“Look Lere, you cheeky fags
the eaptain of the Fifth.

That was all Hansom had time to say.

There was a rush of the rageers, and
Hansom went spinning out of the study with
a daub of paint on his nose, a fist in his eve,
and three or four cushions crashing after
him. He sprawled in the paszsage, where he
madg a pgood target for several portable
articles belonging to Carthew. Hansom
picked himself up and ran for it, a sadder
and wiser Fiith-Former.

Then Jimmy Silver & Co. finished their
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work, conscientiously and thoroughly. By
the time they had finished, Carthew’s study
looked as ifi- a horde of Prussians had beep
let. loose in it. -

Jimmy Silver surveyed the havee with a
=atisfied eye.

“1 think that will do,” he remarked.

“1 should say it would! gasped Lovell.
“I'm blessed if I know how Carthew will
cver get this to rights again!” -

“That's his funeral,” remarked Conroy.
“ Hallo, we've forgotten the clock!
put the ink in it.”

“Ha, ha, hal!?

Their work well done, the raggers marched
aff in triumph.

Carthew’s study, in  an extracrdinary
state, awaited his return. And the raggers,
zatistied as they were with their handiwork,
- conld mot help wondering what would come
of it, and some of them rubbed their hands
in anticipation.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Going Through It!

13 ILVER " : 5
S ~ Hansom of the Fifth looked into

the end study. He found the Fistical
Four finishing their tea im that
apartment.

“Hallo, old gun!” eaid_ Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “Trot in! We don't oiten have
the Fifth to tea, and there’s still the tail of
a sardine——" :

. Hansom snorted.  Evidently he had not
come to tea, and was.not to be tempted by
the remains of the sardine.

“The Head—" he began.

- “No, the tail!” said Jimmy Siiver inno-
cently, - : REES '

“] tell you,” reared Hamsom, while the
Fourth-Formers chortled, * the Head—"

+And I tell you the tail—" :

“The Head wants you!” yelled Hansom.

“0Oh, you're alluding to the Head of Rook-
wood? I was talking about the tail of the
gardine.” . -

-« You'd better go, the lot of you!” snorted.

Hansom, . : 3 5 A

And he furped and strode away ino lofty
wrath. :

i ‘Lovell rubbed his hands. . -
. “Looks like trouble for little us!” he re-
- marked. -

“1f do—it does!”: sighed Jimmy 8ilver.
«arthew’s reported. us, of course. How
idid he guess we had & hand in wrecking his
study ?” : ZEHE

‘SHOwW, indeed?” grinped Newecome. “Even
Carthew's brain was equal to that, I should
L‘:ﬁ-]"i“ 5 2
-« And the Head's sent Hansom to iell us!®
vemarked Raby. “There’s a rumour going
round that the Head is going to make some
of the Fifth into prefecte. It looks as if
Hansom is getting ready for the job.”™ =

“f,of, me- eateh him prefecting!” growled
Jimmy Silver. - “I-—1 say, we'd better go.
Yather bad form to keep the Head waiting.”

“Ahem! We'd better go!”

There was really no doubt upon that point.
The Fistical Four agreed that they had
hetter go, and they went. Far g :

“Pronble?” asked Mornington, as he met

the chums_ of the Fourth in the passage,-

Fr,-azﬁng for the stairs with rather serious
aces. . .
“'he Head’s sent for us,” answered Jimmy.

“ Ahput rageing Carthew?”

“1 suppose g0.” e

“Then you're not going alone!” said Morn-
ington decidedly. “We are all in it, and
we'll all come!” :

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Xo0,” he answered. “No good the whole
erowd - getting licked; it may discourage the
ehaps. Besides, it mayn't be that affair at
all. You stay where you are.” L
And the Fistical Four went on to the
Head’s study. -

They found Mark Carthew with the Head.
The captain of Rookwood was pale with
yage: and even the Head’s presence could
hardly restrain him when Jimmy Silver &
(‘0. entered. The effect of the rag upon

tartliew had been like that of a red rag on

“a bhull! - -
-Pr: Chisholm’s face was grim and stern.
“Qilyer!” he rapped out. “Carthew’s study
has been, he tells me. wrecked during lis
ahsence this afternoon.”
“Indeed, sir?” said Jimmy.

“Ye suspects you of heing concerned in

the affair.”
“PDoes he, Sirt” o
Tre PorvriR.—No. 222.
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“Kindly tell me at onece; Silver, whether you
had a bhand in such lawless proceedings!”
exclaimed the Head.

Jimmy was silent.

“Do you hear me, Silver?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then answer me at once!”

“Of course it was Silver, sir!” burst out
Carthew. ~ “No other jumior at Rockwood
would have the nerve——*

“Let Silver epeak, please. T am waiting
ior your answer, Silver. Were youn con--
cerned in the ountrage in Carthew's study ?”

“T was-there, sir.”

“He was the ringleader!” exclaimed
Carthew. -

“You cannot possibly know that, as you
were not present, Carthew,” said the Head,
rather sharply. “Silver, did you take the
lead in the proceedings?

“Yes, Bir.? :

“We were ail

in it!” exclaimed Lovell

L “Jimmy did no more than the rest of us—

less, in faet.”
“All who were concerned in the affair will

he  severely punished!” exclaimed Dr.

Chisholm. *“Sueh a thing is too serious for a

eaning. I shall—" : .
Tap!

WHO IS GUY FITZHUGH ?

You will know Next Week !

The door opened, and Mornington of fhe
Fourth marcked into the study. He was
followed by his chum Erroll and the Colonizl
Co., and the -three Tommies and Putty,
and several other juniors. .

Dr. Chisholm gazed in astonishment at the

:m'my of fags that bad suddenly invaded his

quarters.

“Bless my soul!
he ejaculated.

“We're all in it, sir!” said Mornington
cheerfully. “We're all down on Carthew,
gir, for being a blackleg—"

“Mornington! How dare you!” thundered
the Head. - 2 '

“And we all took a hapd, sir,” szid Morn-
ington coolly. “If Jimmy's going through
it, it's only fair for us to take our whack!”

“We were all equally to blame, sir, if any-
one was to blame,” said Errell, in his quiet
way. . s

“Bless my soul!” murmured the Head.

He gave Carthew a look that was naf
exactly pleasant. Evidently he did not
expect his new captain and head prefect to
“land " him with fifteen juniors to cane at
once. He dismissed the idea of Rogging~from
his mind: fifteen floggings was rather. too
large an order. - e

He rose and took up his cane.

“As you were all coneerned in the outrage,
I chall punish you all,” he said. “You first,
Silver!” i e S : 2

Swish, swish, swish! == e '

Tor a zood ten minutes there was a sound
of swishing in the Head’s study. It was ac-
companied by othier sounds—eof woe and
suffering. : '

Carthew of the Sixth looked on with
clittering eyes. He was enjoyving the scene—
the only fellow tliere who did! There was
no enjoyment for the hapless raggers. =
» Dr. Chisholm looked a httle fatigucd when
he had finished with the cane.. He had put
in some rather hard exercise, and he was
not an athlete.

“'lrat.&ﬂes this ﬁleau?'-‘

‘schdol was no sinecure;

Something to make a nois¢ about next Tuesday, Boys!

He puointed to the door, and the unhappy
victims filed out, with suppressed moans and
mumbles. In the passage they looked at one
antother dolorously.

“Phis is what comes of carrying the giddy
war into Airica!” murmured Arthur Edward
Lovell: “Ow! Wow! Ye gods! My hat!
“t‘!o“r!rl

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“QOh crumbs!”

“Might have been worse!” groaned Jimmy
Silver.  “1t was going to be a flogging, if

| vou hadn’t come in with your crowd, Morny !

Yow-ow! Keep smiling! Yoopl” ;

“Oh dear!”

The raggers wandered away disconsolately,
They were still keem on the war  with
Carthew; but for the present their Eeenness
was damped.

Carthew was not exactly enjoying himseif
now in the Head’s study. As soon as the
door had closed on the last of the jumiors
Dr. Chisholm turned to bim with a very,
severe brow. -

“This is nobt- what I expected of Fyou,
Carthew,” he said. “In appointing yYou cap-
tuin of the school, 1 anticipated, of course,
that you would exert the usual autbority
over the jumiors. A dozen times, at least,
you have brought cases before me which
would naturally be settled by the head pre-

feet. My time is of value, Carthew!™”

“J—1've done my best, sir——" stammered
Carthew. ' ; :

“You certainly led me to.suppose that you
would be able to do better than this. 1t is
most wnpleasint for me to be put to {he
task of cening fifteen boys on a single
cccasion.” s 3

“They refused to be caned by me——"

“They did pot- refnee to be caned by
Bulkeley when he was head prefect,” said
Dr. Chisholm. “I was seeking a better cap-

tain of the school, not a worse one, Carthew.

Such ‘@ scene as this must not be repeated.

‘You must find some way of making yourself

respected in the school, or it will be quite
nseless for vou to retain the captaincy. You
see that,- of course??- - e
Carthew mumbled something indistinctly.
How he was to make himself respected in
the school was a problem far beyond lis
ability to solve.. He could only have done it
by “playing the game "—and the first step
would lave been to fesign the eaptaincy he
had “bagged ? by deserting his comrades of
the SBixth. The Head, in faect, was just a
Jittle unreasonable: but he was annoyed and
troubled by the wholesale execution that had
taken place in his -study. He felt that it
did not secord with the fitness of things, and
perhaps it was natural that he should lay
the blame upon Cartliew, instead upon Iiis
own error of jndgment in selecting th_aig_yﬁuf-ll
a5 captain of Rookwood. . _ =i
“Kindly bear in mind what 1 have said,
Carthew!” added the Head tartly. “Such a
scene as this must not réecur. You may: go,
Carthew !” :
And Carthew went, leaving Dr. Chisholm
shaking his head very seriously.
The captain of Rookwood was 1n need of
a fag te elean up his study—in fact, of a
cood many fags. - But he shouted for a fag
in vain. He took his ashplant and started lor
the junior quarters, but he stopped, and
turned hack. He knew that there would be
resistance, and he could not venture to make
more complaints and reports to the Head—
vet, at all events. _
The hapless eaptain of the school had to
clear up the wreck himself, and it k&ni‘i__lnm
busy for qguite a long time. Other Sixth-
Formers came along to glance in at him and
smile. : = e
Carthew’s temper -was at- boiling-point all
that evening. . . : 3=
But he had to control it, and consume his
own smoke, as it were. It was dawning
upon - his mind that the captainey of the
h and he was hegin-
ning to-doubt very -seriously whether he‘-lm{‘l
heen -s0 - very clever aiter all in “bagging =2
Bulkeley's place. . -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER:
The Last Straw !

{3 | £'S gone outd” - . R
- Tubby Muffin came up to tlie
Fourth Form passage with {hat
S news after lessons the next day.
Tuhhy hiad been on the wateh, and lie rad
seen the stately fipure of Dr. Chishelm crosg-

ing the quadrangle to the gates,

‘The Head Makes an Amazing Meve in the Great Rookwood Reheliion |
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~onee.

Carthew.

If it's in the “Popular'—It's the REAL GOODS!

“He's gone!” announced Tubby: and there

~-was @ buzz of voices_at once in the Fourth

Form passage. -
“This is where we begin!™ said Lovell.
“Come on, you fellows!”

“You'll eet into an awful row!” remarked
Townsend.

“Aren't you eoming, Towny?”

#“No fear!”

“Yah! Funk!” roared Lovell.

“Oh, we don't want Towny!” said Jimmy
Silver., “Half a dozen weculd be enough to
handle Carthew. Funks aren't wanfed,
anvway!” ¥ i

“Pienty of us, and no mistake!"” said Morn-
“We'll get along to the Head's
study, and Tobby can take the message to
He won't be suspicious of Tubby.”
your man!” said Tubby . Muftin at
“1 don’t mind taking a message.
‘What am I to say?”

“Bimply tell Carthew he's wanted in the

e i!m

~ Head's study,” answered Jimmy Silver.

“But the Head's gone out!”
“Carthew’s wanted there, all the same.

“Wa want him."”

“Oh, T see!” prinned Tubby.
And the fat Classical rolled away on his

i errand. Jimmy Silver & Co. repaired to the
- Head’s study.

That saered apartment was
nsually trodden with fear and trembling by

“ juniors, but the rebellious fags of Rookwood

awere: making free with it now. Jimmy

= Silver's latest scheme seemed to some of the
= Fourth rather the limit of prudence, but lie
& found plenty of followers. .

¢ - The juniors had a shrewd suspicion that

¢ incessant
-+ Carthew's appointment.

: tainlf‘

the Head was far from satisfied with his
new captain, and that he-was tired of the
troubles that had followed
. Jimmy's idea was
to make him “tireder,” as he expressad it.

While nine or ten gf the Fourth were en-

. sconcing themselves in the Head’s study Tubby

Muffin rolled away to deliver his. message
to Carthew. He found the new ecapfain of
Rookwood in his stidy with a gloomy bhrow.
Carthew had had his tea in Hall, his fag,
with- the general support of the Lower
- School, having gone on strike. Carthew, cer-
coulkd have. gone .on “strike” in

- another way—with his ashplant—but he had

- raged - fags about his ears.

had enough of rousing hornets’ nesis of en-

He was, in fact, a hopeless failure a3

', captain of the school, and he was no longer
in a mood to loolk for trouhles

—-He scowled at the fat face of Tubby
~Muffin, as the Falstaff of the Fourth looked
- Im. v rET e

... “You're wanted in the Head's study,

SCarthew!® said Tubby Muffin: and he dis-

appeared before the prefect could ask him

_rose to obey the summons,

quesiions. -

- Carthew growled under his hreathh as he
He was not
aware that the Head had gone out, and he

wondered whalt he was wanted for. He
little -guessed, e :

A few minutes later he was tappiog at
the door of the Head's study. As he was
not told to come in, he tapped again, and
cpened the door. .

Then he stared. -

Dr. Chisholm was not there, but nine-
members of the Fourth were there in a
state of hreathless excitement.

Carthew stood in the doorway and bhlinked
at them,

“What——" he bezan.

“Collar him!”

-There was a rush.

Carthew jumped back into the passage in
alarm, but the Fistical Four rushed him
down, and he was seized outside the.door-
wity.  The startled prefect struck out furi-
ously, and Lovell yelled as he caught the:
blow and spen over on the floor. But the
rest of the juniors swarmed to the .aid of
the Co., and Carthew, in the grasp of many
hands, was swept into the study.

He sprawled on the Head's earpet, with
three or four Knees planted on him to keep
him there. Puitty of the Fourth shoved a
duster into his mouth as he opened it to
yell, and Carthew’s yell died away in =n
suffocated gurgle.

Arthur Edward Lovell, with his handker-
chief to his nose, followed his comrades in
and closed tihe door. Lovell’s nose was the
only casualty. 3 .

*Jamp on him!".gaspad Lovell. " “Groogh!
Scalp him! Ow! Yook at my mose! Give
bim jip!” a3

“Gerrooooggghi!” came from the capfain
of Rookwood. i ‘

“Hold him!” gasped Jimmy7 Silveér. “I've
got the ropel™ - R

LB L e L e ST

Carthew struggled desperately,
was helpless in so many hands.

Jimmy Silver whipped ouf a coil of cord
aid  proceeded to bind the  senior’s wrists
together, and then his ankles. Meanwhile,
Teddy Grace secured  the duster in his
mouth by binding twine round it and round
Carthew’s head. It was fortunate for the
Rookwood captain that he had his nose to
breath through.

“Tp with -him!"

“Heave-ho!™

“Ha. ha, hal”

Carthew was swung ap azainst the Head's
desk. There, Jimmy Silver proceeded with
the rest of the rope. Carthew was secured
in an upright position fo the desk, facing
the door. R ety
~The expreszion on his face was extra-
ordinary. : : :

“Now, where’s the ink?" 2 :
Carthew ﬁurgied wildly as the ink was
applied to his face.  In a few minutes hea
looked like a Christy minstrel. The  juniors
chuckled spasmodically as they regarded him,

Buf he

grinned Mornington.
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“T think that will do!” said Jimmy,

“1_ . -rather  think so!” gasped  Lovell
“What on earth will £he Head sayil”

“Goodness knows!” :

Tt will be rather a surprise-packet for
him,”’ remarked Morpington. “It ousht fo
show him that Carthew is no rood az eaptain
of Rookwood.”

THa ha hat”

- Jimmy Silver & Co. streamed out of the
Head's study, closing the door carefully after
them.

The captain of Rookwood waz left fo faca
the Head when he refurned.

Carthew’'s eyes glittered. He made frantie
attempts: to et rid of the gag, to yell for

‘help and get released. hefore Dr. Chishelm

could come back. But Putty had done hiz
work too well, and the duster silencal
Carthew's voice effectually. He pave it up
at last, and waited.

The sunset changed to dusk, and the dusk
decpened into night.

Carthew still waited.

His feelings while he waited
yerse of enviable.. What the

woere _the re
Pead would

say.and do when he found him there hie could

hardly guess. — Cerbainly, be would be very
angry with the raggers. But what was he
likely to think of a captain of Reokwood
who was treated like this by the fags!

The =chemer of the Sixth felt that the
fame was up. Whatever severe measures the
Head took with the daring raggers, he was
not likely to sustain Carthew any longer in
a position for which e was so obviously un-
suited, The game was up-—and, indeed, just
then Carthew wonld ‘willingly have given the

-captainey, and a preat deal besides, to ezcape

from ‘his position,
But there was no escape for him.
The silence was broken at last by foot-
steps in the corridor. -
Carthew shivered. =
It was the Head returning
Dr. Chisholmm pushed open the study door,
felt for the light-switeh, and turned it on,
He came into the study, for a moment un
aware that anyvone was there. o
Then Carthew dawned on him, so to speak.
The Head stopped suddeply, as if trans-

1 fixed. - His gaze fastened in a fascinated way

on the blackeued face of the fizure tied to
his desk. For the moment, he did not recoz-

nise Carthew. =3
* he stuttered..

“What—wha-a-at—
“Grrrooogh!”
“What—what is it—what—who—"
SMmmmmmmimmm !

“Goodness graclous!”

“Mmmmmmmmmim "’ ;

With a brow of thunder, the Head strode
towards the ushiappy Sixth-Former and
dragred away the duster from his mouth. -
“"Who are you?” he exelaimed in greaf

wrath., “lIs it—is it—is-it Carthew?"
“Owr Testy =

“And what doez thiz mean?”
“Dh! Wow!"

“What does this mean, Carthew?” thua-
dered the Head. .

FOw-wow ! Wasnt my fault? Fags—
.;':mmjr Silver! I've been ragped! Ow!
OW: <

Carthew's voice died away.  The look ¢n
the Head's face rendersd him dumb.

_Five minutes later Carthew of the Sixéh
limped away from the Head's study, free at
last, but feeling as if lifer were not worth
living as captain of Rookwood School.

L] - - - - &

- That evening theére wera canings in the
Fourth—eanings numerous and painful, Buat
Jimmy Silver & Co., as they rubbed their
hiands, had rood news to zolace them.

For they had been successful: Carthew of
the Sixth had resigned the captainey!

Whether he had resigned eatirely of his
own accerd, or under pressuré {rom the Head,
the fellows did not know—or care.

And Jimmy Silver & Co., as they rubbed
their aching palms, rejoiced, nud rejoiced
stili more heartily when the pain had worn
off. They had led the new captain of Rook-
woed a “dog's life,” -and this was the re-
sult; and after fthe licking had worn off a
little there was a greater oclebration in the
end study over the fall of Carthew of the

Sixth,
: THE  END.
(Don't mizs . next week's story of the

famous Roolwood Chums:)
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THE TROJANS AND FTHE REMO VE !

An amazing cricket match

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker’s Joke! .

HERE was hilarity
Form at Greylriars,
hilarity in the Fifth Form

in the

and  there was

at the

- same famous school. In the case

of the Yatter Form, the reason for the hilarity
~ was rather obscure.

But the Remove had good cause to be
hilarious. They had received a letter from
the Trojans, the wonderful cricketers abont
whom. all England was talking, and that
letter had been an invitation to a mateh.

Only Coker & Co., of the Fifth, treated
that as a joke. The Remove were greatly
clated and very proud eof that invitation.
When they left Greyfriars in & ecar provided
by Lord Mauleverer, they cheered themselves
1; lustily as did the juniors who saw them
L1} -
In the Fifth Form that morning, ﬁudden,
irrepressible cackles broke from Coker & Co.
in the course of lescons, to the surprise of
their Form fellows, and to the annoyance of
Mr. Prout, their Form master, Mr. Pront
inflieted . lines upor Coker, Potter, and
Greene for their ill-timed ]evitf—hut they
did not seem to mind the lines. At intervals,
as. hidden thoughts moved their risibility,
they cackled again, unable {o Eeep their
mirth quite in check.

“What on earth’s the matter with you
ehaps?’* Blundell whispered to Coker, after
Mr. Prout had come dm*.n on the great
Horace a second {ime. “Have you got some
awfully good joké on, or is— rt o case of
i-ns&mt}"?"

“The joke of the season!” murmured Zoker,
Me felt that it was time to take the other
fellows into hiz confidence now.

“Well, what's the joke?" Blundell inquired.
“Up sagainst the Remove,” said Coker.
“Seems to me the laugh is on their side .

growled Blundell. “They've secured the
matt.*ﬁh of the scason, and the seniors are left
GH' 'u - 3
Coker gurgled.
“TIrey haven't!” he murmured, ;
“Dotty?” asked Blundell politely. “Ain't

ﬂw;f gone to play the Trojans:”
“Ne!”’ said Coker coolly.
“What "
“¥t was a jape!”
“A _]:1}]13 " murmured thL eaptain af the
Fifth. “A jape! “What do you mean?
.- “And I worked it!*? said Coker: Iaft:[y
“That letter—the challenge from the Trojans,
you know—I got a4 man to write jt!”
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C "What!” gasped Blundell.

“It was all spoof! They're not going te
play the Trojans. The Trojans have never
even heard of them!™ grinned Coker.

Blundell stared blankly at Coker for a
moment or two. Then, as the full gorgeous-
pess of the jape burst upon him, “he gave a
wild yell, forgetting that he was in the Form-
room, and supposcd to "he devoting his
atﬁhtmh to the classics. :

cHa=ha S ha e aes

Mr.. Prout swung round upon him .angrily.
Mr. Prout was already annoyed by the un-
accountable risibility of Petter and Greene
and Coker. He fixed a very exasperated look
upon the captain of the TFifth.

“Blundel ** he rapped out.

“Ha, hal—yes, sir—ha, ha, ha!” spluttered
Blundell.

“Phe Form-room is no place for this un-
seemly. merriment,”. said Mr. Prout severely.
“] am surprised abeyou, Blupndeil—you, the
head hoy of the Form!”

“I'm sorry, sir!” gasped Blundell. “Ha.
ha, ha, ha!i?

. “Take a hundred lines, Blundel] !”

“(Certainly, sir! Ha, ha!®

Blundell almost choked in the effort to
suppress his laughter. When Mr. Prout’s
back was turncd, he thumped  Coker on the
shoulder,

“0Oh, what a giddy jape!” he murmured.
“Apd all the fellows think you am ass,
Coker!”

“Do they?'’ said Coker, rather grimly.

“Ha, ha'—yes—but—ha, ha!” And
Blundell nearly choked again.
Whispers rtan throngh {the Fifth Form-

room now—the story of Coker’s great jape
was. spreading through the Form. And as
fast as they heard the story the Fifth-
Formers giggled and gurgled over it in
ecstatic enjoyment. Mr. Prout was in &
state of great and growing exasperation.
He could not understand his Form that
morping, Lines fell as thick as leaves in the
celebrated Vallombrosa, but the Fifth-
Formers did not care for lines. What were

impots to them, when they were anticipat-

ing meeting the returning Removites and
enjoying their Inahs as tlrey sneaked in dis-
comfited?

Lessons were over at last, and the Fiith-
Formers escaped irom the “Form- room, and
rushed down in a body to the school aates,
The ear-was not hack yet: but it might be
There wds no sien
of it in the road, liowéver.

“They can't be long mnow.,” gaid Coker,

E&EBEBEBEBES%EB@E&EBEE‘EE&EBEEBEBEBEBE&E&
A Magnificent, Long, Complete

Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
The Chums of Gréy'friars.

FRANK RICHARDS.

(Author of the Stories of Greyfriars,
appearing in the *“ Magnet.”’)

EB@EBBEEEBEBEEE&EQE&EIEBEBEBEBEBEBEBEBEBQBE

@@m@@@a@@@

“They've had lots of time to get to Lantham
and back by now.. I suppose they don’t care
to show their faces in the school. Ha, ba!”

“Ha, ba, hal”

The story was spreading like wildfire new.
Removites heard it, and- looked glum or
furious, as the ecase might be.. 'The Fourth
Form and the Shell heard it with rapture,
and gave loud cheers for Coker. Loder, of
the Sixth, was seen to double up when he
heard it. Wingate looked rather stern, bub
he burst out laughing, too, at last, 123 was
irresistible. A whole laughing school awaited
1:1:;:«33 :éeturn of the discomfited Removites,

u e

They waited in vain.

«The ecar was not seen.
Coker w atched the rcm-d
anyong coming,

Like Sister' Anne,
but he diq

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
e A Surprise!

ND how “had the Remove vl!"F!l‘j-'l‘t..I""‘:
fared?
Never had Harrr Wharton & f‘-‘*

been in suech high spirits as they
were that {fresh, ecrisp, spring movning, as
the bhig ear dashed along. TCheery voices
were raised .in a loud chorus as the ear
swept along the white road.

They were going to play the Tmmnt ~ 404
their cup of satnfaet-on was full,

The rapid car” seemed to eat up the
distance. Lantham appeared in sight at
Jast, and there was a stir in the crowded
car. Harry Wharton looked at his wateh,

“Hali-past nine!” he said. “Lots of time.
We shall be at the ground in tep miiputes
now."”

“Hurrah!”

The car glided into the streets of Lantham.

The faces of the jumior cricketers were
bricht with anticipation.

Truly, it was a day worthy to be marked

with a white stone in the ansals of the
Greviriars Remove. :
“Here we are!” said Bob Cherry,
They had arrived, . . :
The Lantham Cricket Ground had a seime-

what deserted appearance, so far as tliey
could see from the car. Evidently the
Trojans were not on the spot yet. But, after
all, a great team like the Trojans weuld @ot
make much fuss ahout meeting a schoolboy
eleven, They would prebably stroll dowe
from their hotel at the last moment,

—a Corking Long Tale of Greyfriars Hext Week !
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#Anyway, we're in time!” said Harry
Wharton. - ‘

“Queer that there's nobody aboul,
‘though,” Vernon-Smith remarked, with a

snmﬁwhat uneasy glance in at the gates.
The gates were open. A man eould be
seen rolling the piteh, and a couple of
"mundamen were chatting idly near the gate,
Tho car stopped, and the cricketers poured
‘out with their bags, and marched in., The
‘two groundsmen stared at tliem, and one of
“them came towards the (‘rﬁiimrw crowl.
“Hallo!” he said. ——
“Hallo!” said Wharton. :
“What do you youngsters want here?"
They stared at him. It was like his cheek
to call them: youngsters, of coursé. Not thab
‘they were anything else—but they felt at
-that moment all the dignity of a team tiab
-had come to play the mighty Trojans. They
“were entitled, for the occasion, at least. to
“ail the respect that would have been accorded
‘to the M.C.C.
< “What dd we want?” repeated Wharton.
‘- “Yes: what do you wanti”

- “We're frem  Greyfriars,” Wharton
-explained.
The groundsman looked puzzled, .
“Greyiriars!”  he repeated. ~ “What's

that?"

“Eh? I’s our schiool, of course!”

“Oh, a school!” said the man. “You're a
school team—eh? Well, you've made a miﬁ-
atake; this isn't the ground you want.
L.antham High School is on the other side
-of the town. I suppose that's what you're
-lpoking for. Keep straight on, and—-"

. “We're not looking for any old High
School!” broke cut Bob Cherry. - “We've
come here to play the Treians!”

-The groundsman almost fell down.
~*“You've come here
which?” he babbled.

“To  play the Trojans!®
-dignantly.
match on to-day?”

The groundsman recovered Ium«elf

“Don't be funny, young gentlemen!” he
said,  “Now, don't crowd in here—you nin't

allowed in here. Some of the genilemen are
coming down to practise presently.”

-“There's a match on!” howled Johnny Bull.

The man shook his head. _

= “There's no match on to-day, sir; the twa-
~day -match finished yesterday. If you've

‘ come to see a mateh, I'm alraid mu’ll be
.disappointed.”

o “We haven't come to see rmatnch-_we ve

« come to play a mateh!” said Harry- Wharton,
-in -bewilderment. “I tell you we've come to
play the Trojang. We had a challenge from
thie Trojans’ secretary.”

The man grinned -broadly.
= “I'm-afraid somebody has been having a

v=joke with you, sir,” he said, not ursympa-
thietically. *But—but, surely you didn'é
really believe the Trojans would play 8
acimalbo}* team—kids like you? Oh, my

,a !H‘

“Look here!'" said Harry Wharton testily.
“It's not a joke. W‘e had a challenge from
the Trojans, and we've come here to play

said Bob iIn-

“them. I suppose you haven't been told
about it. Any ul.' the Trojans down here
}Et‘;?

“Not yet. Mr. Lynn and Mr, Fialertyi@ye
coming down presently, I belicve, to pub in
an ‘hour or so,” said the groundsman. *~Butb
the
“Where are they nn-w?"
“ At their hotel, T s'poze.”
o “Well, we'll go into the pavilion, and wait
“for them " paid Wharton, with dignify.
e *“Oh, come off!™ exelaimed the grounds-
‘Taan., “You won't get into the pavilion,
'ﬁchualbcr:ra -ain’t allowed to rm-;e froe with
“this here ground!”
7T tell you we were aske
“Oh, stuffl”-
“Why, what do you mean? You-—"
- “ -a'pose somebody has been pullin® vour
* leg, or else you'ra fryin' to pull minel”™ said
the man testily. * Anyway, you &Gin't coming

'-"_E-n-imm. You can wait ouiside if you like
Ei - M. L}*nu comes dﬂw-n and speak o
him:"

And the man walked back fo his com-
panion, and the next moment the Greyfriars
Juniors -had the pleasure—or otherwise—ol
. Seeing the two of them laughing like hyenas.

o The Removites gathered in a dismayea
Cerowd by the car, looking at one another.
. They were astonished, chagrined, and be-
wilidered.

%I cean'ts nm}’e head or tail of it,” said
Harry - Wharton desperately. “Thea‘ can't

j-arranged in

to—to—what —to.

“Don’t you kuow that there's a

possibly have forgotten that they asked us to
play, I suppose.

“1t can't be a joke of thear secretary,

surcly ?" said Nugentk.

“ Why shonld he do such au n:lmtlc t.hmg?”

“ Blessed if T knowt™ -

“Anyway, there's no sign of a maftch fo-
day,” said Veroon-Smith, with a shrug of
the ahﬂuldera “And hhera goes ten o'clock?”

Ten chimed from a negighbouring cliurch,

It was the time that the stumps should
have been pitched, according to the terms
the letter of J. Smith, The
Greyfriara Remove were on the spot, ready
for saction, but there was nn “slon n:rf the:r
opnonents.

Harry Wharfon took J, Sﬂ.uth s letter i'ram

hiz .pocket, and the juniora read it over:

Agait. There - 1t - wag—evidently quile
genuine—written on the official paper pf the
Grand - Hotel, Lantham —evidently, there-
fore, written in the hotel where the Trojans
were ataving, And there was the signature
—J. Smith. . .

“It's - right enongh,” said Peter Todd—
“right as rain! I simply can't understand it}
But what's goihg to be done now?”

“They owe us an explanation, at Ieastl”
said Harry Wharton wrathiully.
don't want fo play, t!:e:r need nat but
thev've got $o explain,”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Vernon-Smith.
“Fauc:-' going back to Qrevfriacrs, and telling
ttﬁe; fellows there hwsn t been & match after
n L

Tlte juniora felt El}lﬂ nJl over at the bars
idea. ~ After their trinmph, after their
“gloat,” to have fo speak back to the school
and confess that there had been no match?
1t was impossible! They would never be
able to- face Greyfriars! A feeling of
desperation seized them. ' = >

“They'ra at the Grand Hotel,” said Bob

Cherry, “It won't take long to run the ear
there. Let's go and see them, and demand
an explanation.”
*1t's the only thing o he done, I suppose.”
“The man said Lyna was coming down fo
thie ground—we may miss Lijm,” said Veroon-

Emith. “Some of us had betber wuait
ere——-" :
“Hallo," halio, hallo* Therz hea is!”

: ex-
claimed Bob CUherry. .
“Oh, good!” :
The tall, handsome captam ol the Trojans
bad just appeared in gight, waiking down to
the cricket-ground with Flaherty. They came
up to the gates, glancing rather curiously at
the statiopary car and the crowd of excited
juniors.
Harry Wharton ran fowards Lyan.
“You're late, Mr. Lyan?" he exclaimed.

The big Trojan looked down af him in
sUrprise. S 3

“Late?” lie repeated.

“Yes; it's past ten>

“1 don't quite understand vou,” said Lynn
good-humouredly. “Wkhko -are you, by the

Wy

llIl‘m '“‘th:.t{}{l‘ll. -

“Oh, you're Wharton, are you?” said Lyan,
with a zsmile.- “1'm airaid l'm no - wiser
th*m beiore. I don't catch on.’

“From freviriara!” added Wharton,

Lynn leoked more puzzled than ever.

“Oh, vou're Wharton—from Greyfriars!” he

said, “Apnd what is yvour business with me,
Wharton from Geeyiriars?”

“You can’t have forgotiten!"” excl meil the
hE‘ wildered junior.
“Forcobten what?” -
“About arranging a mabeh with us to-

day.”
Lymn jumped.  Flaherty jumped, too, It
was oily too elear that Wharten's remark
had _caused fhem — the most
astonishiment.
#Arrange a mateh with you!™ said Ljyun
Yaintiy,
“Faith,
Mr. Flaherty.
“But—but—but—-"
“I'm afraid there’s some mistake,” said
Lynn good-humouredly. "1 suppose you're
not trying to puil my ez, young 'un?” -
“0f course nob!” said Wharbon: indignantiy.
Lynn . glanced over the  crowd;  their
excited, anxious faces showed plainly enough
that they were in earnest. It was certainly
no joke—so far as Ehﬂg were concerned, at
least, -
*“Then there's 3ama “mistake,” said Lyon,
with a smile. “This is the Lantham ground,
you know, which has-been lent- to us while
we'ra liere.  We are the Trojan feam.”

and that’s ton rich!™ murmured
“Too rich intirely!”

sbuttered Wiharton.

the

'r:f:h intirely.

- ROW.

T t-.he,y‘

profound.

“Yes; I know vou're the Tru;ans We've
¢ome to play youw.”

“Play usl”

“0f course!”

S I—=I—T'm afcaid we don't play with juniot

schoolboy teams, as a rtulel” gasped Lynm,

“We—we appreciate the—
but really—

“it's tog

almost overcome.
hﬂn{‘.l'll!' of the offer,
real — "

a, ha, ha!™ roared ?'aherty
Ha, ha, hal”

But the Gre;.frmra juniors did not "mfrlt
They did not feel like laughing., They were
teeling piizzied, bewildered, and sore and
avage. It was only too clear now that
there ‘had bHeen some misapprehiension some-
m‘lere, but where they could not guess. Buk
their cas*iea in the air were tumhlmg down

“=“But vou chqhenneﬂ us!” howled Bob
Uhern. i i =

_“0h, come, nom—-

“You asked us to p!a‘l"' =

“My dear kid—" °

“ We're the CGretfriars Remove!” shouted
Bob.  “Don’t you understand? We're the
Remove team. from Grevitiars!” S

“My  dear kid,” said Lyna soethinzly,

"t«haba atl vicht! I can sce there's. heen

_some misbake. But, 1 aAssure you, U'ye nevat
'hear{l of the I{emnva teamr———"

Whﬂt'”
“ And I've never heard of Greyiriars !
There was a dead silence. The Removitss
were dumb. It was the last straw.

i e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
After All!

YNN stood looking - at the dumh-

- founded” juniors of Greyfriars, and

they stood looking at him. Flaherty

was trying to suppress his merri-

meant, Lynn loocked concerned, but he could

not belp looking slightly amused alen, There

was a mistake, evidently, But for these

“kids ¥ to fancy that they ecould play the

Tmmnaﬂﬂeii it was, as Flaherty said, oo
rich entirsi

“You've nemr heard of Greyfriars!”
Wharton managed to articuiate at last.

#Never, I'in sorry to say!”

“Then what did your seccetary mean by
sending us o -challenge?”’

“Our secretaryt”

“Yes) yvour sec.ret;t Y,

Iﬂ'l[}l:l"iall'.ﬂ{‘l B

“T've gof it iere.”

- #] -should be very glad to sce .t
Lynn dryly.

Whartoit hianded over the famous letier
without another word. The juniors scanned
Lynn’s face eagerly ns he read it The
astonishment in Lynw's face was a plain
enough proof that he had never kpown of
the existence of that letter before.

“That's all richt—what?" demanded Frank
Nugent.

“I'm afraid it’s not quite all right,” said
tlie eaptain regretiuily. “Some siliy person
hias been p]fumg i ;:rm,tmsi joke on yoiL

“How"

Ale- Smith!'”

‘:I id

“This- Ietter isn’t in M7, Smith’s hand-
writing at all. It ecertainly was not writfen
by him.”

“On crumbs !

“Then wha did M.tL i£2"” exclaimed Tom
Brown w a_rml:,

Lynn shook his head. :

“ really don’t know, I've never scen the
writing before. I cbserve that the writer's
room i3 given as No. 16. -Mr. Smitl: shares
mwy  room—No. 4. Apparently - there _is

| another Smith staying at the same hotel.

It's not an uncommon namg,.  And this
Smith has played a practical joke on yoil-—
for some reason of lis own, I suppose!™

n‘ﬂh rll

¥y hat!™

Lynn handed the letter back fo Harry
Wharton. -He took it with a ﬂerme‘ew haned.
He understood enough mnow. Wihy a
rivsterious Mr. Smith, qta;m" at the Grand
Hotel, Lantham, should play such a voften
joke on the Greyiriars Rémove was beyond
all understanding, But it was clear that
he had done so. :

The lebter which had caused. so much
delizht to the Remove ab Greyfriara, was
not from the Trojanz’ secretary at all, " Ik

{ was from ancther Smith in the same hotel;

and £hat Swmith, of course, had received fhe
Remove's reply, the Trejans remaining n
hup;:}r ignorance of the whole affair.
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Smith, indeed, had written as if he were

the Trojans® seecretary, though Wharton
roticed now that he had not actually men-
tioned himself a3 such. But there was
wothing in the letier to exeite a suspieion
that a trick was being played, excepting the
one cireumstance of a junior schoolboy team
receiving a challenge from such a club as
the Trejans. = Wharton realised, too late,
that that ought to have astonished him
more than it had dene.

The utter dismay and woe in the faces of §

the junior ecricketers touched the Trojans’
eaptain—Flaherty ceazed to grin. Jt was
fupny enough to them, certainly; buf it was
a tragedy to the Greyfriars Remove. :

“}'m really sorry for this!” =aid Lynn,
kindly enough. “This man Smith ought to
wes kicked for playing such a trick! I
_ suppose it iz somebody you've had some dis-
agreement with#” o

Wharton shock his head. e

“I've never heard of him hefore,” he said.

“'Fhen it is very curious.” - - . -.
- “The rotter!” muttered Bob .Cherry,

elenching his fists, “We'll call on him
ha.:f:)re we go back, anyway, and smash him
ep !’ : :
Wharton langhed bitterly. 3B

“He won't be there to see us,” he said.
“Jt’'s a rodvlen trick, and he'll take care to
elear off before we ean get at him. It's a
jape, and there's no reason why & stranger
should foel us like this.. Somebody at Grey-
friars has fixed this up!”®

Bob Cherry gave a yell.

“Cokep!™: _

“Coker!” gasped Nugenf.

" Wharton's eyes gleamed. Only too well
mow ‘he remembered ' the - uncentroliable
laughter of Coker & Co. whenever the
Trojans’ match was mentioned. + ° =

“Coker, of course!” lie said savagely. “I
stiouldn’t - have {fancied he had brains
enough! I shouldn’t wonder if this was the
man Buniter saw him meet the other day,
too! Well, Coker has doné us this fime!
We shall be ‘langhed fo death!”

“The langhfulness will be terrific!”

“T say, I'm sorry about your being so dis-
appointed,” said Lynn, quite concerned. “It
was rotten of the practical joker fo use us
Jike this to take you in. If there's anything
I eould do—* -

Bob Cherry groaned dismally. =i

“Nothing you cenld do—cxeepting o play
us!” he said. -

“Ahem!™ g

Naow . that they were face to faee with
the Tiojan captain, the juniors realised that
it. was, ‘as .a matter of fact, a piece of
enlossal cheek on their part to have thought
of playing the Trojans at all. They really
ought to have “tumbled **; they could see
that now—too late.

Flaherty broke into a chuckle, and drew
his skipper aside. He whispered something
into Lynn's ear, and Lynn shook his head. .

“Impossible!” he murmured. “You wild
Trishman, what an idea! How could we do
anything of the sort—a junior schioolboy
team!”

“Sure, and it's a shame to disappoint the
kiddies!” said the good-natured Flaherty.
“And we're doing nothing to-day.”

“But——" . : .

“It. will be fun intoirely, and as good as
batting to the groundsmen. Teiephone to
the chaps and tell them to come.”

“ But—but——"

“Be a sport!” urged Flaherty. “The kids
have becay diddled—they've come over here
expecting to play us., Be a sport, old fellow!
It’'s not their fault; and they've had out a
ear and all. Play ‘em!”

“Play a set of schoolboyz——**

“Yes; for the fun of the thing, inteoirely.
They won't last a couple of hours.”

Lynn's face broke into a smile. Heé was
gond-natured, and he felt for the woeiul dis-
appointment that was expreszed in the faees
of the Greyfriars juniors. He made up his
mringd.

11l do it!”? he said.

“Bravo!” chirruped Flaherty.

The Trojans® captain turned back to the

iuniors. Some of them were geiting iijt‘a} the }

car.
“Hold on, you youngsters!” szaid Lynn.
“You've heen taken im, and I'm sorry; but,
if you like, we'll give you a game.”’ :
Wharton started, and eaught hiz breath.
“You'll play us, all the 'same!” he ex-
elaimed, scarcely able to eredit his ears.
TaE PoroLsr.—No. 222, :

| stumps?” asked Wharton.

L

Lynn nodded.

“All- the same;” he said. ~“It’s o roiten
shame to disappoint you,,after you've come
all this way. It won’'t-hurt us, anyway.
Would you care to playi? . :

Would they care! ==

The delight. and rtelief that flashed ‘nio
every face sufficiently answered the question
of the Trojan captain,

“Lynn smiled. -

“Then-it's a ro!” he exclaimed.

“Thanks, awfully4” = said Wharton.
“You're a jolly good sort! Of courss, you'll
lick ns—we know that———=" _

. “Ahem?! 1 think it probable!” murmured.

Lynn. _
= But we’ll give you the best match we

can. You see, if we go back to Greyfriars
without playing, we shall be cackled simply
to death o :

“1 understand! It's & go!” Lynn looked
at his watch. “Come in! 1'll telephone to
the hotel, and we'll have the men down here
in a brace of jiflies. We'll pitch the stumps
as soon as I can get my men here.”

- “And we'l] stick to six 12,1, for drawingz

Lynn burst into a laugh.

“Yes; if you last until six!" he replied.

“Right-ho*

And the Greyfriars juniors, in high spirits
again, trooped into the Lantham Cricket

| Ground—to play the Trojans, after all!

S

in_little doubt as to who was the japer..

— e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Play Up for Greyfriars!
TUMPS were pitched at cleven.
Harry Wharton & Co. had quite
recovered their spirits by this time.
They had heen japed, and they were

Coker, undoubtedly, was nearly killing himself

with- merriment at Greyfriars at that very.
But the laugh would be on the'

moment.
other side when Coker discovered how his
jape had turned out! : :

Lynn was a sportsman, and he had acted.
_nol They were:
going 1o have the match after all!

nobly; the juniors felt that.

“And we owe it to Coker!” grinmed Bob
Cherry, in the pavilion.  “Coker has got us
this mateh with the Trojans! Coker!¥
~ And the Removites shouted with laughter.
It was true enough. - But for Coker of the
Fifth, they .eertainly would never have
played the Trojans! Coker's plot had fixed
up the match for them—which was certainly
the last thing in the world that Horace Coker
had intended or dreamed of. -

The Trojans had arrived on the ground, |

strolling in by ones and twos, in a state
of astonishment and -hilarity, The idea of
playing a schoolboy team seemed to strike
most of them as funny.
seemed very disproportioned when they were
seen together—an eleven of Goliaths opposed
to an eleven of Davids. But the juniors re-
membered that David had beaten Goliath.

Lynwr tossed with Harry Wharton, smiling.
He won the toss, and elected to bat first.
His idea-was to pile up a big score in a few
overs, and then deelare, and let the school-
boys bat. Then lie would make them iollow
on their innings, and. their two totals not
equalling the Trojans' first score, the mateh
would be over. There was no need for it
to last after lunch. ;

That ' was Lynn’s plan—gratifying® the
schoolboys by: giving them the mateh they
wanled, and having a morning’s fun with
them. - Only, the Greyfriars Remove were
tougher ecustomers than Lynn knew. He
was going to find that out.

Lynn himszelf and Flaberty went to the
wickets for the first over. Harry Wharton
placed his men to field, He had watched
Lynn’'s performances once, and he knew what
to expect, and the Greyiriars juniors fielded
deep. And they looked very busipnesslike

‘as they took up their positions.

- The Trojans were smiling, a3 was only to
be expected. But the Greyfriars players
were not smiling. It was deadly earnest
with them, and they meant to surprise the
Treojans if they could. :

Tom Brown, the New Zealander, was put
on  to bowl first. Eynn swiped away the
‘ball, and three were run.. The next ball
gave Flaherty four. For the third ball
Flaherty  took . three, bringing his sklpper
back to the hatting end, Tom Brown sent

1.

Certainly the teams |

- were,

down the Tourth ball of the over, and Lynn
drﬁx'et it through the slips, and they ran,
(] T e

A white figure leaped up ifrom ihe groen
tiiere was a faint sound—something betwe
a click and a kiss—and Harry Wharton
Greyiriars was holding up the ball]

Apd the umpire gasped:

0T Al b EEEE :

Lynn -stood and stared. He had heen
caught out at the fourth ball of the first
over—eanghit out by a schoolboy! Xo wonder

¥
5 __il
a_-j_'

| Lie stared.

Up went the ball from Wharton's hasd,
to come down straight as a die into his palm
HELEER L :

Lyun’'s face hroke into a grin.

L " Well caught!” he said.

And he walked back to tlie pavilion,
laughing, and dnother man came ip %o take
iz place. :

The fieldsmen exchanged locks of satis-
faction. True, the Trejan captain had nob
been so alert as he would have heen in a
more serious mateh; but that did not aler
the fact that .he had been: caught out, and
one wicket had fallea in the first over. L&
was a good beginning for Greyfriars.

And it had taught the Trejans to be cire-
ful, toc. They played up now as if they were
facing a team of their own weicht, and dud
‘not give away chances if they ecounld help
it. But there were some they could Dot
help, and the juntors were only toe watchiul
to take advantage of them.

“The score was at 50 for one wicket, when
Tom Brown bowled Flaherty «lean a8 &
whistle. And there was a joyous yell from
the field: £ =i

“How's that?"e

“Qut:!” e

Flaherty stared down at his wrecked wicket,
and walked off, shaking his bead. He had
not expected to be bowled. But the. New
Zealand junior had performed the unex-
pected. . : _, :

“Lypn ~ grinned as  Flaherly joined Jhim
outside the pavilion, He,was wat<hing the
fielding of the Greyiriars juniors with an
approving eye. R

“ Hot stuff, those kids!” Lynn remarked,

“Paith, and you're right!” .zaid Flaherty.
“They caught you napping, but I was <lean
bowled—as good a thing as I've seen 4%
the Oval or Xord's. 'Theyre hot -stufl
intirely !” . : : 3

“We'll declare when we get the hundred,”
Lyun remarked:  ~They won't pile up a
hupdred in both their innings, of <ourse
A dozen, or twenty, perhaps, in their firsi—
as they scem to be rather hot stuffl—and
then we’ll make chem follow on.”

“But we sha'n’t zet more than the century
sefore Junch.” remarked:-Flaherty. “ We shall
lhe playing in the aiterncon after all, my
)Gv--’ s

Flaherty was right. The Trojans' two beit
bats were out; and the rest, good as they
found that the Greyiriars’ field was
véry hard to deal with. The bhowling was
of the best, Tom Brown aud Hurree¢ Jamset
Ram Singh doing their very best—and their
very best was good indeed. Vernon-Smith,
as a change bowler, was also at the top of

i form, and he accounted for a Trejan
&et. * Lynn’s idea of a hundred for no
wickets had had to be abandoned hefore
the first over was finished. Then he had io
abandon his intention of winding up the
matech before lunch. And, indeed, if he had
not resolved to declare at a hundred, iho
innings itself would not have heen finished
hefore lunch.

The runs were coming in more slowly now,
as the field warmed to its work. The quick-
ness, the alertness, the pace of tlie juniors
opened the eyes of the Trojans, Six wickets
were down by the time the score reached a
hundred. It was hali-past twelve.

Then Lynn declared,

Harry Wharton & Co. were zlad enough of
it. By deeclaring the innings at an end. the
Trojans deprived themselves of the additional
runs they might have gained, and Wharton
hoped that they would need them later on
in the match. . | . :

“They fancy we can’t get a hundred in
both innings,” Bob Cherry murmured te lis
leader, “and 1 fancy that we're going uo
undeceive them—what?” -

“VYou het ! said Harry tersely.

“You're going to liunch ‘with mng, ¥ou
youngsters,” said Lynn genially. “We'te
having lunch sent from the hotel, yeu know.
This way!* e x

.

_Bi!ly Bunter Means to ‘Go—and He Does !
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The junior crleketers lunched with ¢he
Trojans-in great spirits. :

They had oot donme badly, so far, in the
ofeat match, and they had high hopes for the
atternoon. With luck, they might-suceeed in

- astonishing the Trojans yet. And as they

lunched with the liospitabie Trojans, they
wondered what the fellows were thioking ab
Greyiriars.

“Coker will he expecting uz back,” Frank
Nuceni remarked, with a chbuckle. © He will
be rather surprised when we don’t come.”

And the juniors grinned.

The practical joker cerbaioiy would be
mystified by the failure of the japed eleven
to return to the scheol. Affer Iuneh the
juniars expected to see Greyfriars fellows
dropping in at the Lantham ground. They
went on to-begin their innings in greab
snirits.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry opened the
innings. The Trojans were smiling as they
trooped ouf to field, How long the school-
Loy innings would last under such bowling
as ‘the Trojans could give them they could
suess, Flaherty went on $o bow!l the first
cver—to Wharton’s wicket.

Filaherty wias a bowler of renown. County

hatsmen dreaded him, and sometimes gob
“rattled ” when he gripped the round red
tall in his sinewy hand, and took hLis little
Hopping run.
x But Wharfon was pob "rattled”
beeause he had never plaved Flaheriy's howl-
ing before. He stood up coolly to the bowl-
ing, and stopped- the first ball dead, declin-
ing to be tempted to hit out at it. He
stopped the second hall, and the third. He
ventured to hit the fourth, and if sailed
away, far beyond the reach of the field, and
*the Datsmen  ran—once, twice, and safe
home ! : -

They had broken their ducks, at all evental

“{tood men!” said Lynn, as he tossed in
the ball too late. :
~And they were soon proving that they
-were pood men, for Harry Wharton bhad
taken 20 off his own bat before hie was
howled, and Bob Cherry had pHed up 10 of
his own when he was caught in the ships.
Peter Todd pub 8 on the score, Nugent added
4, Peniold conteibuted 6: and then Vernon-
“Smith, the -Bounder of Greyiriars, was in,
with. Mark Linley at the other end. “Forty-
eight for Ave wickets. That was not bad
for schoelboys against the Trojans, But
there was better to come.— - — .=~

For the Bounder of Greyfriars was in won-
derful form, and Mark Linley backed him
up well, The Trojans opened their eyes when
the Bounder swiped away the first ball to the
houndary, and followed it up with another,
Their bowlers pub all they knew into if, but
‘the Bounder was firmiy planied.
went out ‘with 8 to his credit. and Bulstrode
joined Vernon-Smith. Bulstrede added 4,
“but’ the Bounder was scoting all zhe time.
“Lynn's face looked quite serious when the
100 rans were turned, 40 of them belonging
“to the Bounder of -Greyiriars. :
~ “Faith, and they've touched the
Flaherty gasped, : :
i And the Bounder was still scoring. - Bul
it was not to last much longer. The Grey-
friars score was 115 when the Bounder went
out, caught by Lyan. Five more had been
‘added by the time they were all down. And

-~ ‘the total read: Tirst ipningsTrojans, 100;
. Greytriars, 120, And Lynn and his merry
“men hind to bat again, :

—— e ——

- THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not as Per Programme!

& o ORACE COEER wondered.
H Where were _ - the
: cricketers?
For hours now the schiool had
‘been chuckling, waiting for their return.
.-But théy Had not retamed. Was it that
they dared nobt face the laughter of the
school, and were making a day of it in the
~motor-car? That seemed the only poszible
~explanation to Coker of the ¥ifth. = Butb.
. somehow, he was begiuning o feel uneasy.
Bolsover major of the Remove came up to

Lcmove

~him in the Close scon after dinner, Bolsover
was looking ratty. :
“Look here, Coker!"” he exclaimed. “Have

. you been pulling our leg—what?"

~-“3What do you mean?” snapped Coker.
“#Abonut that jape. It looks to me am il

they are really playing the Trojams, and

~vou prevenfted us from going over to sed

tuem! Is that your little game?”

The Catch of the

|
werhaps

Linley

cenfury!™ |

Coker snortad. 2 i

I tell you they're not playing! I was a
jape from beginning to endl” p

*“Then why haven't they come back?”

“Afraid to show bheir faces, most likely,”
grid Potier,

“Oh, that’s all rot!” said Bolsover major
decidedly, “If vou'd fooled them like that,
they'd come back top epeed and rag yon |
bald-headed, Coker! They've not come back,
and 50 I'm pretty cerfain €hey are playing
the Frojans. Own upi” - ‘

“They're not playing!” growled Coker,

“Well, - I'm golng over to seel” gald
Bolsover major. “I'm going to catch the two
o'clock train at Courtfield{” =

“You'lll have your journey for —your
trouble!” aneered (Greens. ' :

“1'll risk thas.”

Several more Bemovites decided bo risk if,
to0, beginning to believe that Coker, instead
of having japed Harry %Wharton & Co., as
he bad declared, was japing the scheol, to
keap them away from the great match.
Joker wore a worried fook as hali a dozen
Removites departed for Courtfield Station.

“i'm blessed il I quite understand itl”
he confided to Potter and Greene, -*What
that younpg ead satd i3 quite true—they'd
have eome back raging to scalp us.”

““But they can’t be piaying fhe Trojans,”
said Greene helplessly. “The Trojans weran't
expecting them—hadn's even heard of their |
existepce.™ :

“HYomething’s gone wrong,” said Polter.

“But they can't be playing!” 'r

“(Goodness knows!”

Caker & Co. were-Eeeling quite uneasy and
worried. The greht jape seemed fo be fall-
ing Hat. ~ Duripg the wnext hour or so
Bolsover'a opinion .gained ground, A good
many fellows fold Coker what they thought !
of him, and started for Lantham,

Coker fried to feel that they were going
to have their long journey for nothing, but,
somehow, he couldn’t Feel quite easy about
it, Something must have gone wrong with

the. great plot—what, he could not guess,
hut evidently something. i

1

~Coker & Co. were lounging idly at ti4

“uates when the telegraph-boy came from &he

post-office, 16t was qearly two hours since
Bolsover major and his comrades had gone.
The telegraph-lad went into the House, and
two minutes later a crowd of juniors came -

“rashing out, making for the pates’

“Halio?
Coker.

“Lantham.” =

“I tell vou there's no maieh!”

“And T -fell wydu there i8!” - stouled
Skinner, waving & feélegram under Uoker'a
nose. “That's from Bolsover., fle's sent i
from Lantham. [ asked him to wire me if
there was a8 mateh.”

Coker gazed at the telegram in stupaioc-
tion. it read:

Where are you off tol" asked

“All serene.  fiemove playing Trojans.

{ioinz strong.—Bolsover,”
=

“Remove playing Trojans!” - shuiiered
Coker.
“Yes! Hurrah!™

“Bolsover must bhe spooling wyoul” yelled
Coker wildly. “¥ tell yvou they're not piaying
the Trojans! 1 tell you the man Smith who
wrote to them wasn't Smith at alll  His
name's Jones, and he's a bookmaker, and 1
naid him fo write from the Lantham Hotell”

“Well, they've fixed it up somehow, all the
same,” grinned Skinner, “Ta-ta, Coker! I'm
off to Lantham?!” :

The news of the telegram hiad spread, and
other fellows were off- to Lantham now in
crowds. Wingate of $the Sixth glared at

“Coker as lie passed him on the way out.

“8o you were japing us, to keep us away
from the match, you thundering ass, Coker!”
he exclaimed wrathfully,

#T—I wasn't!”™ said Coker feebly.
you there s’ a mateh!”

“Rot!” said Wingate,

And he hurried out,

(loker & Co, exehanged dismaved pglapness,
Potter and Greene were feeling ratty towarda
their great chief.

“Something’s gone wrong,”

“1 tell

~gaid Coker

“f HOW'S 'THAT, BIR ?

Brown bowled the Tamous Filaherty clean as 3 whistle.
““How's that ? "’
iHe had not expeciad to bs bowled.
pesriormed the unexpsctsed.

yoll from the Held.
wroacked wicket,

"The scors was at 50 for ons wicket, when Tom

There was a joyous
Flaherty stared ai his
But Browny had
{See Chapter 4.)
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dolorously. “The Trojans must have taken
pity on them, and played them, or some-
thing!” .

“Might have known you'd make o muck of
it, Coker,” said Potter; in measured tomes.
“You trying to jape the Remove! Yal!
You couldn’t jape a-bunny rabbit}"

“Yon couldn’t jape a stuffed tadpole!”
snorted Greene, equally incensed. “You've
sot them the match—a mateh with the
Trojans—that’s what you've donel™
- “Oh, you ass, Coker!”

“0h, Coker, you fathead!”

Coker sank limply against the gatepost. |

There could be no doubt of it now—the
Remove, a.fter all, were playing the Trojanga.

%E@@aamaaaa@a@a@@é
e A Great Masterpiece:—

&I

2 “The Outlaw King!”
8 - eree .
%Stunnfng New Serial—
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With 2 good nature and kindliness that had
net been calculated upon, the Trojans had
evidently consented to play the schoolboy
team; but how could Coker have foreseen
that? :

He certainly couldn’t have! It wasn't
Coker’s fault. 'The jape had heen a greah
jape—the plot had ‘been a first-class plotl
Only—only it had werked out into a tre-
mendous triumph for the Hemove, and inta
a crushing blow for the plotters! Coker—
the astute Coker—had only suceceded in
securing for the detested Remove the maich
of the season! Coker groaned in bitterness
of spirit, and felt inclined to kick himself. .

Potter and Greene, utterly exasperated
and enrageéd, comntinued to tell Coker what
they thought of his intellect in mnmeasured
terins, - Coker listéned 'like o fellow in a
dream, without heeding.

“Qh, shut up!” he said at last.
fellows were in it, too—you made
of it as much as I did!” e

“«We left it to you, you thundering idiot!
It was your idea!” T e

“Now there won't be any holding the Re-
move! My hat! Even if they're licked,
they've played the Trojans—and the wire
said they were going strong, tool” s

“Going strong!” Coker snorted.- “Yon
don't mean to say you're idiot enough
Greene, to think that they could possibly
heat. the Troians!” Sk By Bihas

Greene shrugged his ghoulders despairingly.

“T .shouldn't wonder; there’s no telling
what thoge young villails may or may mnob
do! T shouldn’t be surprised now if they
beat the Trojans with an innings to spare!®

loker detached himself from the gatepost.

“I'm going over to see!” he growled.

And ten minutes later Coker was huzzing
away on his stink-bike for Lanthan,

Coker was.in a state of excitement and
supressed fury, and be rode that stink-bike
at a reckless speed, with fatal results to
several geese and a dog, and very nearly with
fatal results to himself. But he buzzed and
puffed into Lantham at last, put up his bike,
and rushed for the ericket-ground.

Quite a crowd filled the enclosure hy this
time.

“You
a muck

News'of the matech—that the Trojans were 1

playing with the schoolbhoys—had spread,
and the townspeople had erowded in to sec,
attracted all the more by the fact that there
was no charge at the gate on this ocessiom
And Greyfriars fellows had already arrived
there in scores.
- Phere was a sound of cheering and hand-
elapping as Horace Coker cime tramping in
ab the gates. He got a view of the field. It
was true! There was Harry Wharton, there
was Bob Cherry, going out from the pavilion
tﬂ‘ I}atl x ; =
Wingate of the Sixth, head and shoulders
ahove the ‘crowd of Greyfriars fags, was
clapping his hands to encourage the batsmen.
(‘oker hurried to him. SR .
“They're really playing?”
- Wingate laughed. :
“Looks like it, doesn’t it?” he remarked,
“What innings is this?”
“Greyfriars’ second innings,”
THE Porvrar.—No. 222.

he _::-tnt:tereci.

said Wingate

¢cheerily. “Trojans hatted first; in- the morn-
ing 'n - - ' TN }

“You—you don't mean to say that the
Trojans have had to bat twice?” murmured
Coker, feeling as if the Lantham cricket-
ground were swimming round him.

“But I do!”: chuckled: Wingate., “I got
here while they were batting a second time!”

“How—how is the seore?” muttersd Coker
dazedly. o

“Trojans® first. innings, 100 7tuns; Grey-
friavs’ first, innipazs, 120—7

- “0Oh, my enly aunt!” :

“Trojans’ second innings declared closzed

for .150," said Wingate, greatly amused by
Coker’s expression. “They deeclared in the
first nings—never expected to have to bat
again, I suppose. .But they had to!”

“I think I'm dreaming!” said Coker. “Do
Fﬁl-l}- know how they came to he playing at
all = i

Wingate chuckled.

“Yes; I've spoken to Wharton. It turned
out that some rotter had japed them, and
the Trojans gave them a match so as nob
Ea}}ﬁﬁﬂﬂppmnt them. Very decent of Lynn, I
hink 47 :

“Who'd have thouzht it?" groaned Coker.

“Oh, Lynn is topping—a first-elass sports-
man,” said Wingate. “It was a very decent
thing to do. Of course, they had nothing
on to-day; but—well, it was decent. 1 fancy

| they expeected to polish the kids off very

quickly; but it’s turning out to be a whole-
. day mateh, all the same, OB, well hit,
r Wharton! Well hit, sir!? .

And there was a ripple of hand-clapping as
the round red ball sailed away to the
boundary.

“Good man!” roared Bolsover major, quite
forgetting that he wasn’t on good terms with

—Introducing

' ROBIN HOOD

and his Merry Men :—
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Wharton. “Oh, good man!

“Hurrah " .
Coker almost eollapsed.

G

Brave!"

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
 Thanks to Coker !

REYFRIARS Remove were
“going stropmg.”

‘Harry Wharton & Co. were in

high spirits, and at the top of their

indecd

Trojans plenty to do. :
The result of the first inmings had been
that the Trdjans were compelled to bat a
second time, and that second innings, instead
of being the rapid pile-up of runs that the
Trojans intended, was a hard-founght fight.

The Remove bowling and the Remove field-
ing were both top-hole. True, the Trojans
conld have kept at the wickets probably
until the time for drawing the stumps, if they
had cared to do so. But im that case,
although they would have piled up runs by
.the century, the match wounld have been an
unfinislied one, and would have counted as a
draw. - e :

To draw a match with a junior schoolboy
team was not what the Trojans wanted.
Anything would have been better than that.
So Lynn had declared the innings at an end
for a hundred and fitty runs. Greyiriars
Remove were left a littlke over an hour to

In an hour, against such opponents as the
Trojans, there was little chance of the juniors
piling up a winning score, so Lynn's declar-
ing had been quite safe, so far as that went.
But in an hour, the Trojan captain fondly
believed, thers was ample time to down all
the Greyfriars wickets, and so save the match.

But Harry Wharton & Ceo. had their own
ideas about that.

They wanted 131 runs to win, and they
meant to make a desperate effort to get
them. But even if they did not get them,
they intended to keep possession of the piteh
till time came for drawing the stumps, and

make it a'draw. Not that they intended any

EEDENENNN00BR0RBOH

-l

play again. &

form, and they were ziving even the mighty }

dawdlinz tactics, suelr a3 ireqtut-ui-}y havesuch

a soporifie effect upon spectators of e¢ounty
ericket matches. s

They were there to play the game, noth
to dawdle out time to make an unfinished
mateh. But, without a moment’s unpeces-
sary delay - in playing, they felt that they
could stand their ground against the Trojans
for an hour—anyway, they were going to do

‘their hest.  And a draw with the Trojans—

that would be a never-dying glory for the
Removye. * e
True, it wonld be due to the fact thias
the Trojans had declared in their innings;
the balance of runs and wickete would b2
on the Trojam side. But a draw was & draw,
all the same for that. Ii it had beed o
single-innings mateh, the Trojans woulld
have wiped them off the field, undoubtedly.
But, then, it wasn't a single-inpings match.
Facts are factsr and if they drew with the
mighty Trojans—why, it would be a draw—
there would be mno getting out of that.
But it was not going to be a draw if thse
Trojans could help it. Lynn and his meriy
men were playing up splendidly now, :
If they couldn’'t settle a- schoolboy inhings
in an hour, as Lynn remarked, it was timec
they took to playing marbles instead 1
cricket. But the schoolboy innings proved a
very hard nut to crack. - . '
Harry Wharton was fn wonderinl form.
He was playing the game of his life, an-d
he was as cool as a cucumber. Filaherty
tried him with every kind of ball, bu?
“paid ** was put to every one of them. And
the pace of the  juniors surprised their
opponents. Lynn himself never crossed th=
piteh with more celerity than Wharton was
displaying now, - 3 2
Greyiriars fellows were crowding in €verv
minute now, adding to the crowd, and te the
volume of cheering for every good hit.
Bob Cherry’s wicket went down, and
Nugent followed him in, and fell, and then
Penfold. Then Bulstrode and Johnny Bull.
But Wharton was still set. Five down for

-

60 runs: and now the Bounder came 1a

to join his captain. And a loud ¢heer
greeted Vernon-Smith.

“Go it, Smithy!”

“Play up for Greyfriars!”

And Vernon-Smith took up his stand, pre-
pared to do his level best for the old schoci
and the Form he belonged to.

Had those {wo clever bats played a purely
deiensive game, leaving the runs alone, and
concentrating their efforts upon wasting
time, there was no doubt that they couid
have dawdled the mateh out. But they

never even thonght of. that. They were

~ | there to-play the game, win or loge.

They played up for all they were worth,
taking plenty of risks, but without the leass
recklezsness, -And the runs came thick and
fast. The score had jumped to 90 by
the time Vernon-Smith was caught out, and
ten minutes remained before the time fxed
for drawing the stumps. 4

Six downr for 90. Peter Todd came In
to join Wharton at the wickets. Eynn
tossed the bhall to Flaherty with a comical
gRIMACE. & oae b P
- “For goodness sake go in and finish them?
old scout!” he muttered. “We can’t dray a

@é@@@@@@@@@@ﬁ@@@@%

—Starting in next

- week’s issue. -%
Order YOUR Copy %

~ Now!
BONO0RERRERRREEEES

mateh with a set of giddy schoolBoye, c¢oo
we now?”’

Flaherty grinned ruefully.

“Faith, and it ‘isn't so dashed easy!® he
remarked. “For 'a set of schoolboye, it's u
wonderful gaime they play, intirely.” oo

Fiaherty put all he knew into that over.
The firat -ball Wharton stopped dead, the
second knocked his middle stump oud of thie
ground. '

“0h good!” exclaimed Lynn.

Harry Wharten, gave one regreiful giance
at his wrecked wicket. His hopes had been
wrecked along with it. But he walked
quickly back to the pavilion, and hurried up

(Continued on page 3.}

The Men Who Stood by King Richard Ceeur de Lion i
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By BILLY BUNTER.

(Rlzlnlalnisllalslalainlalnilels

My -Dear Readers,—Life 1:1-'1:::311{1 be a
very dull and dreery affair if it wasnt
~for the postman, ;

HE000
52 58] 53221 5%

.I have no wish to wrile like an eye:
(that is, a person of SoOperior

brow
edducation); but I regard the postman as
a harbinger of hope. Somelimes he 1s a
harbinger of gloom as well, When he
brings me a letter kontaining a postle-
order, I could fall on his neck and
whisper words of grattytude in his ear,
But when he brings me nothing at all I
feel like booting him through the school
gateway! . . :

The postman plays such a promminent
part in the joys and sorrows of school
life, and he is such a highly-important

. person that I felt I counld not do better
.than publish a special number of my
I WEEKLY for his bennyfit.
- 1 sinseerly trussed that the Greyiriars
- postman—an ancient, bewhiskered
_ **beever ' named Blogg—will appreciate
- my kind thought, and bring me lots and
lots of letters kontaining postle-orders
in the near future. When I meet him in
the Close, in the early morning, and say,
““ Any for me, Blogg ?" I shall eggspect
“him to brighten up and say,
Master Bunter, there's duzzens and
“duzzens!? But if he shakes his head
- gsorrowfully, and says, **Nothing doing,
. Master Bunter!” I shall feel like taking
- his sack and giving him a swipe over the
s ‘mapper with ¥t ! .
.. As for you, my dear readers, I fecl sure
i vou will larf and glote right merrily over
“~this Special Postinan Number, which 15
the best I have ever produced until next
“week.

I can imagine you saying,
Billy ! What have you gob up your sleeve
for next week?” To which I reply, in
the langwidge of the lady named Polly
Tishun, *“Weight and sea !

° I will now bid you a dew, and I sin-
“seerly hope this number won't prove a
frosf. -
i Your plump pal,.
YOUR EDITOR.

=5 u,-ﬂplement L]
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The Finest Humorous Sup
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POSTMAN'!

By Dick Brooke.
(of the Shell Form, Si, Jim's.)

DPROODEHNDONNDHHOR

Who ehuffles with unsteady gait
Into the quad at half-past eight?
For whom does everybody wait ?
The Postmun !
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*Who bears a bag upon his back,

And sometimes heaves a bulging sack?
Who has the whole school on his track?
The Postman!

Who comes with shoals and shoals of
letters

From comrades, creditors, and debfors?

Who bids gocd-morning to his betters?

[ =]

The Postman !

Who once within his post-bag took

A lengthy and exhaustive look,

And szaid, * Fifteen-for Master Brooke !”
The Postman !

Whe brought me, by a stroke of luck,
A topping hamper crammed with tuck?
And asked for cranges to suck?

The Postman !

Who has to come three times a day

To the big college Rylcombe way?

Who growls and grumbles at his pay?
The Postman !

Who calls for “tips 7 at Christmastide,

And taps his pockets with great pride

Because there's so much wealth mside?
The Postman !

Who once went flying through the aiv

When Towser did Ins trousers tear,

While letters scattered everywhere?
The Postman |

For whom does Baggy Trimble wait?
To whom does he exelaim, “ You're
late "
When there's a step outside the gate?
The Postman!

Who is the school’s most welcome guest,

Bringing us letters of the best, ;

And others—— (Néver mind the rest!)?
: The Postman!?

1

~well, as it leeves her at present.

from anybody.

R e e e R e R s e

&MY POSTBAG FORZ
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= THIS WEEK! g
% By Sammy Bunter.
= GubEdiory -
DENSR0EN0R00003D0
MONDAY. ==

Letter from Auunt Prue hopiug I am quite
Wish she'd
leeve me a present! I wrote and asked her
to send me a hoarse, s0 that I could gallop
routid the Close, and make all my scheol-
fellows jellus, And what do you think she
sent me? A rocking hoarse! Dah;

TUESDAY.

Posteard from Uncle Bob wishing me many
happy returns,  The silly ehump seems £o
think -it’s my berthday He ought to know
by now that I have a berfhday every Satter-
day, not every Tuesday! In any case, he
might have sent me sumbhing a bit more
substantial than a postcard, Ob, these aunts
and uncles!

WEDNESDAY.

Nothing arrived this morning. No lettera,
no posteards, no parsels, no pothing! I asked
the postman what had happened fo all my
korrespondence, and he said perhaps it was
hung up. He speaks of it as if it were
Monday mornin’'s washinz! T feel very sav-
videe at the thought that noboddy loves me
eoufi to send me a letter. -

THURSDAY.

Another blank day.  Hall a duzzen letiers
for my brother Billy, but nothing whatever
for me: I feel very sick and sorry about thes
whole bizziness,

FRIDAY.

- [ reelly can't understand it. Not a lins
All my friends and relations
seem to have cast me off in my old age. 1
berst into tears when I found there were o
letters for me.

SATTERDAY.

At iast! No lesz than twenty Ilctiers
arrived for me this morning. I paraded them
under the noses of the other fellows, apd
made them all jellus. They simply coulda’t
understand me having twenty letters in one

delivery. “You lucky little beggar!” they
ezesclaimed. Butb I wonder what they would

have said if they knew that T had written all
those letters, aud posted them to myself?y

NEXT WEEK!
ROBIN HOOD!1
- 'NUFF SAID!!}
gE PorULAR —No. 222
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& BY PERCY PLODDER. &

(The Rookwood Postman,) (3

HEN you're jog, “jog, joggin’
“along the higl%‘im]g-',m“fitig a
weighty sack of letters or
parcels on your back, life is
but a bed of roses.

W

anything
How many of the young gents at
Rookwood stop to think what the poor

postman has to go through? If he
happens ta be five minutes late with the
letters, they goes for him baldheaded,
so to speak. They don’t realise the
miles and miles he’s had to tramp.  They
forget that when it’s a wet morning the
roads. are like quagmires..
torgets that I suffers cruel bad with the
gout, and finds it difficult to hohble
along. Besides, I'm nigh on sixfy years
of age, and can’t be expected io sprint
along the roads like a two-year-old.
- I'll tell you the sort of experience T
has to put up with. I arrive at Rook-
wood about half-past eight in the morn-
mg, and Master Muffin rushes up to me,
and he says, says he:

*“ Anything for me, Plodder?"

“No, Master Muffin,” says I.

They also.

} “Then you're a beastly fraud!” says
he. “You're a snare and a delusion.
Yah! Beaver!
your beard %
Then Master Peele comes running up.
‘ Mornin’, Plodder !’ savs he.
“ M ) ;
* Marnin’, Master Peele ! says 1,
“Have you brought me a parcel ?”

Why don’t you trim

L says he,

“Nunno,” says I

“Then youre a baldhcaded old
buffer!” says he, fierce-like. “I hope

you fall in a ditch on your way back
to the village, or get knocked down by
a stray cow.”

These ;are the sort of insulis that I

gets showered upon me morning after
morning. It fair gets a man’s goat, to
be treated like a slave instead of a human
being.
) But there iz a brighlter side to my
existence, thank goodness! Not all' the
young gents at Rookwood are like
Master Peele and Master Muffin.

Christmas holidays last Master

vear,
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AVE you ever studied the lang-
H widge of letters? Ii's quite a
fascinating hobby. :

By simply glancing at the
outside of an envelope, I can tell eggs-
actly what sort of & letter that envelope
contains. -

“ Fiddlestix ! I can imagine you say-
ing. ‘“Poo-poo!” ‘

Of corse, it does seem pretiv wunder-
ful; on the face of it.. But then, I've
made a lifelong study of letiers, 2h

What do I go by 1n order to form my
deductions ? The handwriiing? Not at
all! I go by the position of the stamp
on the envelope. And I will now let vou
into the secrets of the bizziness,

1f the stamp is stuck on the top right- |

hand corner of the envelope, in the usual
way, it means that there’s just an ovdi-
nary letter inside from one of yvour rela-
tions, hoping you are quite well as it
leeyes him at prezzant.

I the stamp happens to be upside-
down, it means that there is trubble in
the fambly, and that everything is topsy-
turvy at home. :

Tre PoruLar.—Ne, 222,

Get on the Run, fe
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& BY BAGGY TRIMBLE. &

€3 (Sub-Editor.) -
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If the stamp is on the top left corner
of the envelope, instead-of on the right,
you can jump for joy. There's a remit-
tance inside that envelope ! ;

This is not a hard-and-fast rule, how-
ever. I once threw. a couple of letters
away bekawse they didn't happen to be
stamped in the top left cormer. And it
afterwards transpired thas both letters
had contained remittanses!

I the stamp is situated right in the
middle of the envelope, instead of at the
side, it means that you may eggspect
a remittanse in the near future., The
letter inside the envelope will say, “ Dear
Tom, I am sending you a fat check, but
not this time!" ' e

If the stamp isn’t on the face of the
envelope -at all, but stuck on the hack,
.you'd better not open the letter, bekawse
it’s a “ficking-off " fromi your people.
The Head has just sent them your school
report, and they are simply
think you are at the boitom of the class,
' Beware of the envelope with the stamp
on the back ! - : :
If you find a letter with only a half-

| penny stamp on it, .and the envelope

4

Before the school breke up for thet

furious to

Silver says ta his friends, ¥ What abeut
poor old Plodder, the postman? Ti's
time he had a good fat tip.” :
“Hear,. hear!” chimes in Masier
Lovell. “Let’s have & whip-round for
Plodder’s benefit.” :
The result was that I received nigh
on two pounds, and was able to gct =
fine plump turkey for the Christmas
dinner; as well as some toys-and sweets
“to put in the youngsters’ stockings,
But Christmas only comes once a year,
more’s the pity, and I shall have o wait
many weary months before I gats any
more tips. : '
Wet or fine, snow or hail, wind or
blizzard, you’ll see me plodding along
the highway with my sack. They offerc.d
me a bieycle onee, but I don’t hold
with these newfangled invention:.
“What was we given feet for ¥’ says I.
“Fo push pedals round with? No, to
walk on!’* None of your bicycles and
trieycles and motor-scooters for me!
Mine’s a hard life, mine is. And it
don't carry no princely pay with if,
neither, There’s a slight difference be-
tween a Cabinet Minister’s - salary and
a postman’s. And yet the Cabinet M:in-
ister toils not, meither do he spin,
whereas the postman is always on the go.
If you've got a spark of ambition, if
you wanits to succeed in life, don't
become a postman. That’s my advice to
the young gents of the present gencra-
tion. You spends all your {ime fetching

beck and ecall.

The call of duty demands that I should
lay down my pen. I've got a couple of
sacks of letters to cart up to Rookwood.

Oh, my poor feet! Anybody got =
couple of artificial legs to spare? -

O10JOXOJOLCLOCIOXO CXOLOIOROLOLCLOXO)]

unsealed, you can bet your bottom dollay
it’s a bill. Don’t throw it away. Bills
are very useful for highting study fires,
tand so fourth. : :

When the stamp happens io slant “to
the right, it is a token of affeckshun.
You may eggspect the letier to read as
follows: “Dear Billy,—I have grate
plezzure in enclosing my fond love and
good wishes.” Personally, I °always
throw such letters away 'in disgussed.
You can’t get very fat on love and good -
wishes.

But-when the stamp slants to the left,
everything in the garden is lovely! The
letter will kommence:  *“ Dear Joe,—
t Under separate cover I am sending vou -
a hamper crammed full of delisha®
tnek.” And yon will danee a hornpipe
in your delight, and eggsclaim, “That’s
 the stuff to give ’em!”

When a letter isn’t stamped at all,
don’t take it.. If you do, youw'll be letting
yourself in for aboui fourpence sur-
charge. You can safely konklood that
an unstamped letter will be a rood or in-
sulting one. Give it back to the post-
man, and tell him he cah take it away
and berry it! :

I am making no charge for all these

valewable hints, which I trussed you wilk
find of grate service to you. ; '
~ In future you will be able io tell at &
| glanse what sort of a letter you've goi—
weather it contains .a remittanse, or
someboddy’s love and good wishes, ora
jolly good ticking-off, or the prommis
of a remittance in the near future.
" As T remarked at the beginning of
this artikle, the langwidge of letters is .
a very faseinating affair, and every’
sensible fellow will not hezzitate to take
it up.

¢ there’s Plenty of Fun in Next Week’s Special Issue !
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and carrying, and you're at everybody’s *
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LOGG, the postman, was wending his
weary way across the Close at Grey-

{riars. The metallic clank of his hob-
nailed boots on the flagstones made
MEeTTY Inusic.
].Urowda of fellows were waiting to waylay
jim.

“Buck up, Blogg!”?

“Put a jerk in itl*

“Any for me?”

The postman halted.

“Go easy, young gents,” he sald.
a man time to breathe.”

The sack was opened, and Blogg plunged
his hand into its yawning depths. The hand
came up again, clasping a bundle of letters.
They were the Remove letters, already
corted, with a rubber band round them.

“1 say, Blogg, hand mine over first, there’s
2 good fellow!” urged Billy Bunter.

“Expecting a postal-order, Bunty?” aszked
Bob Cherry, with a chuckle,

i YEE'JJ’ -

“Blested are they that expect nothing, for
they shall not be disappointed!” said Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal’ 3

¥ Give

But Billy Bunter was obviously expecting

something, the

And, what was more to
noint, he got it.

Blogg suddenly exploded a bombshell.

“Fifteen for Master Bunter!” he amn-
pounced, .

There was a buzz of amazement.

- *Great jumping crackers!”

© “Blogg must be pulling our legs!”

- But the aged and venerable postman was
no leg-puller. There were fifteen letters for
Billy Bunter, right enough. They were
handed over to the fat junior, who counted
them, and found the number correct.

Bob Cherry blinked at Bunter. Like the
prophet of old, he was amazed with a great
amazement.

“Jove, what a collection!” gasped Bob.
« Where did they all come from, Bunty?”

“From my titled relations, of course,” said
Bunter, with dignity. “I've been expecting
rempittances ever since the term started, and
now they’'ve all come in a bunch.”

“You—you don’t mean to say that all those
letters contain remittances?” gasped Harry
Wharton.

Bunter -nodded. _

«I don’t believe it!"” said the capiain of
the Remove bluntly.

“Phen I'll jolly soon convince you, .and
any other doubting Thomases who happen
{0 be present.” :

8o saying, Billy Bunter opened the emve-
lopes one hy-one. And {rom each envelope
he extracted a postal-order. : :

The fellows looked on in growing amaze-
ment. The old, old story of the expected
postal-order had come true at last, with a
yengesnce !

By a curious coincidence, each postal-
order happened to be for the same amount-—
gixpence. But fifteen sixpeuny postal-orders
were not to he sneezed at. They could be
converted into seven shillings and sixpence
hard eash.

There were letters with the postal-orders.

But Bunter dido’'t trouble to read them.
He thrust them into his pocket.
“My - tigled relations have turned np

{irumps at last,” said Bunter. "1 expect 1
shall get another crop of remittances by
ibe midday post.”

Nobody <else expected the same thing. Oune
miracle had already happened, and to expect
2 couple of miracles {o happen in ome day
wag absurd.

But when the midday post arrived. the
fellows Tubbed their eyes, and asked them-
selves if they were dreaming. :

Suppfementr 1113

| each of them contained a

A further consignment of letters came for
Billy Bunter. There were seven in all, and
postal-order for
sixpenee !

Althouch Bunter insisted that the postal-
orders had been sent to him by his titled
relations, he was careful not to exhibit any
of the letters. And this made lots of fellows
suspicious.

“ Bunter’s working some stunt or other, and
I mean to find out what it is,” said Skinnery
who rather fancied himself as an amateur

‘detective.

Next day a further flood of postal-orders
arrived for Bunter. And the fat jumior
spent most of his leisure time perched on
a high stool in the tuckshop, sampling Mrs.
Mimble's jam-tarts.

The fellows were more and more mystified.
But Skiuner soon got to the boptom of the
business. He was secanning the advertise-
ment columns of a certain weekly journal,
whe% he came across the following advertise-
ment :

. “HOW TO PUT ON FLESH! Simple and
effective method., Fully explained, on re-
ceipt of sixpenny postal-order, by W. G.
BUNTER, Greyfriars School, Friardale.”

Greatly excited at his discovery, Skinner
went along to Study No. 7.

“The game's up, Bunter!” he said.
- “Eh? What gamei” asked the fat junior,
in alarm. :

“T've spotted your advertisemeni in the
paper.” :

“0Oh erumhs!”

“You've been advising people how to put
on flesh. What have you been telling them?”

“Look here, Skinner, you beast, this is
no business of yours!”

Skinner’s eye, roving round the study,
alighted on a number of elips of paper on

the table, ready for dispatch. Each slip
of paper <¢ontained the “simple and

effective_ method ” for putting on flesh. It
consisted. of four words only:

4LARF AND GROW FAT!"

“My only aunt!™ gasped Skinner. “Zo
this is the advice that you've been charging
a tanner a time for! You'll get
neck for this, you fat swindler!”

Skinper reported his -discovery to Harry

e b e e e e e e
' By DONALD OGILVY. &

{of the Remove, Greyfriars.)
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As soon as Bunter's trick was exposed,
Harry Wharton summoned @ Form meeting.
Billy Bunter was court-martialled, found
guilty, and lammed with a fives bat !

&

Wharton, who decided to decal with the
matter himself. If it got to tile ears of
the authoerities, there would have heen serigus
trouhle for Bunter.

Wharton summoned a Form mceling, and

Billy Bunter was court-martialled, and
lammed with a fives bat. :
_ The Owl of the Remove had spent &l his
ill-goiten gains. But Wharton was deter-
mined that Bunter’s victims should reeeive
their money back. There was a whip-roand
among the fellows, and the sixpenny postal-
orders were refunded to Bunter’s clients.

Bunter was ordered to repay dis sehoo!-
fellows by instalments. “And if you dou's
setile up by the end of the term,” said
Wharton grimly, “you’ll be made 1o run
the gauntlet!”

Moreover, the editor of the paper was
writtenr to, and further insertions of Bunter's
advertisement were ecancelled,

The deluge of postal-orders ceased Torih-
with. And Blogg, the postman, no longer
astonishes the Greyfriars Remove with ihe
remark : :

“Fiiteen for Master Bunterl®

.—mw
GREAT
EXPECTATIONS

By Dick Penfold.
(The Greyfriars Bard.)

With heavy sack upon his back,

" The postman staggers in; =

“He's like a blessed Santa Claus,”
Says -Cherry, with a grin.

“Hi, postman! Anything for me?” _
“Nay, oot this mornin’, sir,”* says ke.

There's one for Bulstrode, one for Brown,
And one for Johnny Bull;

There's one for nearly every chap
At good old Greyfriars School.

“Oh. postman! Surely, opne ifor mc?”
* Nay, not this mornin’, sir,” says he.

He comes again at twelve o'clock,

~ His sack is somewhat smaller;

He does not have to bend or stoop,
He seems six inches taller!

“Hi, postman! Anything for me?”

. “Nay, not this noontide, sir,” says he.

There's one for Spoop and one for Stotf,
And six for Harold Skinner:

The postman brings. a further hateh
4c sgon as we've had dinner.

“Kind postman! Anything for me?”
“Way, not this arternoon,’ says he.

For weary weeks I wait and wait,
But nothing ever comes;

Letters and posteards by the zcore
Are showered upon my chume.

“Say, postman! Anpything for me?”

hl

“Pon’'t keep on worritin®!" says he.

YVears pass: in nineteen-ninety-nine
The postman comes again;
Not: shuffling on his gouty ping,
But in an aeroplane, :
“Hi, postman! Anything for me?”
“Ten thousand letters, sir!” saye lie.
'THE POPULAR.— Na. 222

Riot in the Greyfriars Police Court—Next Week :
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FU(}IB%L iN LONDON!

Next week's Great Attractmn-—“T‘\e Outlaw Klng' " Don’t miss it!

A DRA 1.L1T1{7-' ABRRIVAL?

Dick Redfern, thie St. Jim's exile. falls in with Ins old chums under strange circumstances, and a ysiery is

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Schoolboy’s Honour!

64 NY npews of Redfern®?l
Tom Merry asked the queztion
almost hopelessly,
- A long week had elapsed since
Dick Rediern, of the- New House, had run
~away from St. Jim's by night. And nothing
had been heard of him since.

If any news turned :m..Lawreu{:e and Owen
wotild be the first to geb it, They were
Reddy's closest chums. Tom Merry, seeing
them walking together in the guadrangle on
- that sunny April morniag, apprna-:;-ﬁe([ them
- with his question.

Lawrﬁﬂce shook his head.

“Not a line from RE{M?. he said. “We've
haunted the letter-rack for days, but nothing
hias turned up. It may be that hEﬁ-"l‘r’b
afraid to write to us, because the postmark
would betray where he was. And, of course,
if the Head knew, Reddy woull he brought:
hack to St. Jtm‘s——-and then sacked in
diszrace. |
~ Tom Merry nodded

“P'm still convineed that Bedfern wasu't

guilty of playing that trick on Ratty—mizing
up the lantern slides, I mean,” he said.
“Reddy gave his word of honour that hLe
wouldn's tamper withh the slides, and his
word is ns pood as his bond. And yet—if
Reddy didn't do it, who adid?*-

" “Chowle,” said Owen promptly.

~ “Well, he's certainly cad enough.” asreed
- Tom Merry.: “It’z quite on the eards that
he E.nEaLed into Ratty's stmhr mld meddled
with the slides. But there isn’t a tittle of
¢vidence against him.”

“¥es, there i3, said Lawrence.

- “What! Yeu've found out someihing?™

“Yes.  Chowle has givern the whoule game
away.” :

“(Great Scott!™

Tom Merry stared

ment,

5 ’i’:}h—-}fru mean to Eav that Chowle has

confessed?’” he gasped.

“In a way, yes,” replied Lawrcnee, “But

he ‘"hasn't confessed openly and publicly.”

Tom Merry locked bewildered.

at Lawrence in amaze-

“You're talking in riddles,”” he said.
“Wowld you mind ftelling me what bhas
- bhappened?” =

Lawrence cxplained, as the thrce juniors
strolled along together. '

“We happencd to be rwake till after mid-
night last night, jawing aboult poor old
Reddy,” he said,  “Presenily, we werse
startled to hear a chap falking in his
sleen, It was Chowle. He was- jal:uh&rmﬂ ii1-
{-aherenth at first, and we -tlidnt take any
nofice of him. But after a time he started
talking about the lantern slides, and, of
course, we were all attention. Uhﬂwle
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described the whole business—how he sneaked
into Ratty’s study just before the laotern
lecture, and got. all the slides out of order.
He didn’t do it with the idea of glt‘tln"
Redfern blamed for it. It was just a jape.”

Tom Merry gave a low whistle,

“(hm“ le said al this in his sleep?”

“Yes. I suppose it had heen preying on his
mind—Reddy being unjustly blamed, and all
the rest of it And even in his s‘lcep it
haunted him.'

“Have you spoken to Chowle aboub this

“Not yet,” said Owen. *“ But he's gutIfh
richt enough. Reddy’s name is cleared, and
he'll be found and brought back - to the
gcliool.” :

But Tom Merry was nol so sanguine.

“What a fellow says in his sleep  is not
evidenee,” he said. “That point has been
thrashed oul in & court of law, many & time.
If a man happens to say in his sleep, ‘I am
a murderer,’ it doesn’t really follow that he's
killed anybody. 1 don’t doubt that Chowle
is guilty; but the Head wouldn’t accept his
hI«EEp-tﬂTklﬂL as E‘.FI{IEHEE"

“lt s pood enough for us,” said Lawrence.

“But - it’s not good enough for the Head.
0ld Ratty bas got it Hrmly wedged into his
mind that Redfera’s guilty, and so has Dr.
Holmes. Nothing short of a frank confession
from Chowle will alter their convictionsz.”

“Then Chowle must be made to confess,”
said Owen grimly. “Why should Reddy's
reputation and honour have to suffer because
of a worm like Chowle? We must force him
to own up.” :

“Well, we'll have a shot at it,”” said Tom
Merry. “We’ll go and interview Chowle; in
faet, 'l bring a whole crowd of fellows
along. The more the merrier, in a matter of
this sort. Chowle will see that puhiic feeling
is- against lim.”

It was not difficult to collect a cruw{l Ihe
quadrangle was alive with fellows.

Tom Merry signalled to Jack Blake & Co.,
and Figgins & Co., and Talbot and Harry
RNoble. Manners and Lowther aiso joined the
party,

The fellows were 1m‘1?u1 when they heard
of the admissions. Chﬂw : had made in his
sleep.

“Tet's go and t“c‘le the ead!™
impatiently.

It was a strong force of juniors that went
to ecall on Cyril Chowle. There were fifteen,
as-a matter of fact, and they inu.nf-{: Chowle's
study to overflowing.

Chowle sprang to- This feet, ahlrmcﬂ at this
wholesale invasion. ' He was nobt mildly
alarmed, but very seriously alarmed. The
sea of accusing f""f.‘Ea graatlv disconcerted
him.

Tom Merry acted as spokesman,

“We want a few words with you, Chowle,”
lia said.

Ln{l Figgin
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*What—what about?” stammered the ead
of thie New House, nervously fingering: the
back of a chair. ;

“ A little incident that occurred last m"ut,
You were talking in your sleep.” :

Chowle turned pale.. He was not aware
that he was in fthe habit of talking in his
sleep, and he wondered what he had said.
Had he given himself away? Had he unwit-
tingly deelared Redfern’s innocence, and his
own guilt? The thought was truly ternrjmr

Never was guilt more plainly written en a
fellow's face. than on Chowle's at th ab
moment,

There was a silence in the ﬁtud?—&ne ot
those silences that. could be felt. -

The s=pell was at Iast brokenm by Clmw i¢
himself,

“How—how do you know I was tallx:ng in
my sleep, Merry?” he faltered. : :

“Lawrence and Owen heard you.'

“What was I saying?"’

“You described how you snmk-e:d into
l}a{fw 5 study and tampered with his l{l'ﬂtﬁ'*ﬂ
slides

Chowle gave a violent start.

“I—I—" hc stuttered.

“The game's up, you cad!” said Lawrence
“We know perfectly well that it was ¥ou
who played that jape on Ratty. The jape
itself was quite harmless, and we ‘reg not .
sitting in judgment on you for tha. What
we're furious about is this.  Suspicion feli
upon Redfern. He had given Ratty his word °
of honmour that he wouldn’t interfere with
the slides; and it loopked as if he had brokea
his solemn word of honour. He was believel
to be guilty, and sent to the punishmeni-
room. He refused to apologise to Ratty when
the Head ordered him to do so, and he would
have been flogged—possibly sacked—in ‘tha
morning. But he didn’t wait for the moru-
ing. He bolted during the night, If vou

{ had owned up in the first place, all this

would have been avoided. It was to save
your own precious skin that you ailowed
Redfern to be blamed. But a belated con-
fession :3 better than no confession at ali—
and you're going to confess now!”

This was quite a lengthy speech for E{lgar
Lawrence, But li.'.- got home.

A denial hovered on Chowle's lipa. Liue
was about to protest his innocence. But he
realised that this would not avail him mueh.
Everybody in the study thought him guilty.
He was driven to the wall with a vengeancs.
If he continued ‘to brazen it out the fellows
would make his life not worth living,

After much mental torment, Chowle de-
cided to confess.

“I—I own up,” he panted. *“It was I who
changed the slides. But I didn’t do it  to
ret lei‘ern into trouble—believe me, I
duln’t

“We're willing fto believe that,” said Tom

‘Meet Him Next Week !
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Merry., “You’d have zaved a tremendous lot
of hother if you had confessed a week ago.
Still, as Lawrence says, a helated confession
is better than no ceonfession at all, Come
along, Chowle!”

“Eh? Where to?" asked Chowle, in alarm,
"~ "“To the Head's study, of course.”?

Chowle’s legs trembled under him,

“"I—I say, Yyou -<chaps,” he muttered.
“Can't you keep this to yourselves—sort of
nush it up, I mean?”

“Certainly not!” said Tom Merry scorn-
fully. "You seem to forget that Hedfern’s
honour is at stake, You'll come to the Head
right now!”?

The wretched Chowle had no alternative.
He was marched away to the Head’s study,
trembling in every limb, and already hali-
regretting his confession.

Tom Merry tapped on the door, and the
«leep veice of the Head said, “Come in!”

The door was opened, and Chowle was fairly
pushed into the study. In fact, he was given
so violent a push that he landed on all fours
on the Head’s carpet.

“Bless my soul!” exelaimed Dr. Holmes,
in amazement. “How dare you enter my
study in this precipitate manner, Chowle?”
~ “*“1 couldn't help it, sir. I was pushed!”
muttered the unhappy junior, staggering to
his feet,
- “Have
Chowle "
- Chowle moistened his dry lips.

you anything to say te me,

“I—I've come to confess, sir,” he faltered..

And the whole miserable story came out,

The Head’s stern face did not give Chowle
mueh enecouragement. Bubt he siruggled
‘through his confession somehow, knowing
full well that his schoolfellows were at hand
to prompt him if he showed any sign of
~hesitation. '

Dr. Holmes looked very grave when the
confession was over.

“¥our conduct- has heen most abominable,
Chowle!” he said sternly. “You have allowed
* Redfern to bear the whole brunt of your
guill. He has now left the school, and
cannot be traced. It is possible you have
done him an irreparable_injury. Why had
yeu not the manliness to come to me before
with this confession?”

Without waiting for Chowle {o reply to
that question—indeed, Chowle would have
been hard put to it to make a reply—the
Head sent for Kildare of the Sixth, and
instructed him to take Chowle away to the
“punishment-room. :
Dick Redfern’s name was now cleared. His
« htonour was vindicated. The old school, from
the Head down to the smallest fag, would
weleome his return.

But where was Redfern?

- London seemed the most likely place.

: But,
in that vast city, %

wiiere millions came and
went, what hope of finding Dick Redfern?
It would be far more feasible, the Head
reflected with a sigh, to hunt for a needle
in a haystack. '

The situation was tantalising to Tom
Merry & Co. But they could do nothing.
It was for the Head to employ detectives—
to use every means in his power to find and
restn}rerthe runaway,

The juniors of St, Jim's could

—and-hope. Saly el

THE SECOND CHAPRTER.
Reddy to the Rescue!

ICK REDFERN was indeed in London.
Not  an ounteast--not one of the
wanderers who tramped the streets
of the city by day and shivered on
the dreary Embankment by night. Though
he might well have become one of theze hut
for a stroke of fortune.
Keddy had obtained a job —only a
Ctemporary job, it was true—as a reporter on
the “Athlete.” He was no noviee at the
game. A keen observer, a clever journalist,
-and a speedy shorthand-writer, Redfern made
a splendid reporter.
- His editor was pleased with him. His
colleagues liked him, but there waa some
mystery about him that they could not quite
-fathom. Redfern was very reticent, and he
told: nobody that he was a rtenegade from
school. Had he imparted that information
it might have meant the sack from his billet.
Bven as it was, Redfern was afraid he
would not hold the job very long. The man
whose place he was taking was ill, but he
was making a rapid recovery. ‘As soon as he
was fit enough to resume his duties Redfern
would have to go.

Reddy’s first working week came fo an
end on the Saturday. The editor sent for
Limm and paid him his salary.

He glanced keenly at Redfern as he handed
over the money.

“You have performed very creditably, kid,”
he said. “You ought to develop into a very
fine sporting journalist!”

Redfern flushed at the compliment.

“Is there anything for me to do this after-
noon, sir?” he asked. )

“Yes. I want you to report the school
football match which is being played in
town—8t. James’ College versus The Rest.”

Redfern gave a violent start. He remem-
bered that this was the day en which St.
Jim's were coming to London fo play a
representative team of public schools.

Having won the Public Schoels Cup, St.
Jim's had been challenged by “The Rest.”
It was a friendly fixture, but a very im-
portant one, for all that.

“Match starts at three,” said the edifor.
“You kmow which ground it’s being played
at, I suppose? Make your report three-
quarters of a column, will yon?”

Redfern nodded, and quitted the editorial
sanctum, He could searcely trust himszelf to
speak. : ' '

A startling situation had arisen. Redfern
was to go and see his own schoal play, and
report the match for the “ Athlete.”

Although he had doffed his Etons, and was
wearing ordinary clothes, Tom Merry & Co.
would recognise him at once—if they saw
him. And, impelled by a cense of duty, they
would probably take him back, by force if
necessary, to St. Jim’s. -

That must not happen. Redfern would
have to see, without being seen himself. He
must bury himself in the Press-hox, and not

budge from it until the match was over and

the players had departedq.

Dick Redfern ate a lightning lunch at a
small restaurant in Tléet Street. Then he
hoarded a motor-bus which would take him
to the ground. He wanted fto get there
before the teams arrived.

It was a ‘glorious afternoon—a- trifle too
warm for football. But it would be a great
game. Reddy felt sure of that.

- The Rest bad a fine team out. Tncluded
in their ranks were Harry Wharfon amd
Vernon-Smith, of Greyfriars; and Jimmy
Silver and Dicks Oswald, of Rookwood,
There were very few people on the ground
when Redfern arrived. He went straight to

-the Press-box, and was delighted to - find

that there was not much chance of being

observed in his lofty retreat.

Another reporter joimed him just hefore
the game started. Reddy knew him by sight.
He was on the staff of " British Sport,” abd
his name was Belton. ¢

“Topping afterncon!” said Belion, -

“Yes, ratheri”

“Going to be a good game, d'vou think??

“I've mo doubt about it;” said Redfern.

At that mement one of the teamis sprinted
on to the field. It was the Rest.

Then the 8f. Jim’s team came out. - Fed-
fern, surveying them withont exposing him-
self, noticed” that they looked far from
happy. Tom Merry led them on to the field,
and his face wore a worried look, 5

Redfern counted the players as they cams

out. There were only ten! : :
“Hallo!  They're a man 'shori,” §Le
remarked,

Reddy’s companion nodded, :

“I've just come from the dressing-room.”
he- said. “I was talking to ‘the shkipper of
the St. Jim’s team, and he told me that oine
of his fellows wias taken queer in the train.
Chap called Noble, who was to have played
at cemire-half.” :

“Great Secott!™ =

“There's no time to get a =nbstiiuie, 56
the Saints have got to play with ten men.”

“Jove, what a handicap!” mutlered RBed-
fern, : e e

His heart ached as he gazed out across tha
green  field., . His own position in the Si.
Jim's team had heen centre-half, If oaly
he could fill it now! i

A wild impulse came upon him to rush on
to the field and offer his services to Tom
Merry. But that would not do. Em-
phatically it would not do. It would bg
an act of madness. 2 '

OLD FRIENDS MEET AQAIN!

and there was a yell of amazement from the St. Jim’s footballers.
““§ want to help you out, Merry—I want to play in the
second half, if you’ll let me ! ** he said. (Sec Chapter 3.) -

Redfern spoke,.

The door of the dressing-room cpened,

Then °
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The referee blew his whistle, and Tom
Merry lined up his men.

Levison dropped back frem the forward line
to fill the centre-half vacamey. This !].’FEﬂltt-
' tnaf 28, Jim'’s had only four forwards, 3

To o crown his misfortunes, Tom Merry lost
fiig tl}a&

The ball was kicked off, and. Dick Redfern’s
peneil hegau to race. over his notebook.

JThere was a censational cpening. Vernon-
Smith dashed down the wing witl Lhe speed
- of 2 hare. He pulled up withiz a foot of the
corner-flag, and sent acrosg 4 square pass to
Harry Whatton, who let drive at the goal
from -peint-blanmk  range.

‘There was & TOar of “{aﬁa_l! But the
- spectators were too premature. For Fatty
Wynu, -with the a"tht"r of & panther, leapt
_at the hall and puﬂeﬂ. it down.. He bounced

it, awerved to oné side as W hvtnn rushed.
Fam. and puutr: the leather far up the
ield : .

%ﬂ*eﬂ sirt”
_“Oh, well cleared!”
Thenders of spplause f:l:eeted Fatty an 8
grept eifort.
But tlie Rest were £001 awarmmg *chmﬂ&

Fatty's goal again, and. hie had- his Iwnds-

#nil keeping them at bay.
1t was z case of & spmied attack 1rram=t
a dour defence. And the {iffenae was Lnnund
to cave in zoonet or kater..
‘Nothing was seen of the sS4
wards, They were utterly disorganised.
Cardew wandered about n;mle:alv waiting
for the pass that never came. ‘Fom Merry
did likewizse. ~ Taibot and Clive, finding no
work to de, fell back to nssist the defence.
~— After twenty minutes® play, Jimmy Silver
headedt a fine goal for the Rest. The ball
_whizzed in like a stone from a catapult, and
Fatty Wynn scarcely saw it.
It was not until close on the inlery :i that
Fattv was beaten agzin.
The inside-left ot the Rest—a boy from
- Wellington College—fired in & shot which no
goalie on earth ceuld have stopped.
“rwo up!” said the. yaung reporter who
wns seated at Dick Redfern’s elbow. “It"s
all over, bar shouting.” - -
fedfern scarcely hear& He noled the
look of distress on Tom Merry's face: and-a
guéeer gulp came into hiz thmnt

the defeat of his old sechool.

“Play up, the fen men’
E-i!emlm"mfl:,r :

But the alhnt— ten 'ﬁf(ﬁ(‘ﬂ an {:!-e»enﬁ{
Aad a ”l‘i’:a% strugele was zoing on in Dick
Redlem% breast. Presently, ijust as the
teams were coming off for the mlcndl e
sprang to his ieet,
At him=in E-ur{m::e

-E“:Ml th. erowd

“Not poing to eiear off. surel;r?“ he
exclaimed. _

S ¥esis .

ﬁmd mth{mt anothcr word he made 18

way to the dressing-room.

THE THIRD GHAFTER
Radfern for 3i. Jim’s ! _

66 'IC‘-K'REDFERH" =
D Ten - voices uttered

| tht name
-simultaneously. :

- Had .an “appariticn alldﬂf‘ldf
entered the dressing-room, Tom Meriy & Co.
coulit not have been more startled.

Tor & moment there was @ =tu;:ehm silence.
It ‘was broken by Figgins,
“ Well, 'm dashed!” said Figzy.
of our finding you, you'vé founil us "

“Tnstead

~*I'yve been here all the hme,’ sald Reddy. -

L Whatt

“1'm supposed to be rﬁrﬂrtuw {lie match— |

P've ot a temporary job om the * Athlete’
{ stuck it out until bali-time. But 11
couldn't go on s=eginZ ¥ou fetlows struggling
azainst odds. - I want to help you out—I
wank to play in the second hszlf, if you 1
iel me’

Tom '\i-:xrr? rushed up to Redfern, and
grazped his 'i‘*ﬂl’!fl tight:y. ; : =T
“ (b, rlppm" £ fie e ch-mcfi ¥ We -shall
fia st full strength for i.ﬂre second half. f:ru:h.

old sport, you coulésr i have popped up &
a more -critical time!”

= Ynu—-you’re sure you —don't ind™ me
playing ?” = e
“Mind vou playing?  Great pip! We'd;

simply love you to!” _
“Yos pather?™ : -
C #put you seem fo formet that 'm under &

THF PDPI.'LARt"'_NG.+ 222.-

The Saints had fo battle against'a
blustering wind that buffeted into their fuces.

Jim's fcyr--

Hiz cumpmun'l glaticed.

o

It was |
hard—cruelly hard—to-have to 10ﬂn_ on_ &t

1 There zoes the whistle!”

He's watr-hmq the mateh Jrom the grand-

“cluteh and or ashed mfﬂ +1 ¢ I"’"‘

“ And now for the egualiser!”

;by the Saints, “Uardew forced n corner.
L took the kick h:-m elf, and it was a beanty.

avith his - 'I::&.!’.'l Reddy sent it whizzing

| He dropped the ball,

attack.

himszelf at-fall le_ngtll
fingers

cloud. I :innt reatly belong fo 8, Jim's
now. I'm as good as sacked!” -

“Rats! You're cleared!”

“A new light came into Dick Redfern's ayea. |
He gazed round at the smiling faces ol his
sC hmlt‘ﬂtm“a like one in & dream.

“H's-a fact, Reddy!” said Fatty Wryan.
“Chowls has cuﬂfe%ed and the Head has
engaged detechives {o hunt you up and bring
you back, You've saved them a joh!”

“So it was Chowle who played that prank
on - Ratty?™ said Redfern, “T thooght as
much all along, But there was no evidencs.”

“We wrung a confession oub of him,” said
Tom Merry., *He had to make a clean breast
of it to the Head, and I' believe he's going |
to be sacked. Auyway, your name’'s gleared,
and the fellows are waifing to welcome you
hback. There isn't time to send a wire fo
the Head, telling him you've turned up.
Still, 1471 be ail the bigger aurprise for him
when you roll up this evening, Halic!

““What about togs?’ asked Redfern quickly.

“Kangaroo's are here. e was taken
queer on fhe train—unothing  very serions,
hut enough “to prevent him from playing.

stand,  Jump into s . togs, and- join 03 as
s0on 85 you liket”

“Tom Merry led “his team on to the .wid for
the second hall. -

Dick Redfern efiected a swilt transforma-
tion, und the game had only been resumed
s couple of minutes when he sprinted on to

the field, and took wup his position at
centre-hall, Levison gamv up with the for-
wards,

Sf. Jim's wen two goals down, and their
chapees -of victory were remote. But they
were a difierent teamy’ now. The presence
of Dick Redfern in their canks cheered and
inspired them,

The ferwards cnm* into the hm"h;,ht for
t’cle first timee.— - =

Levison sped away oit the wing, {ricked -a
Bbalf and then a back, and Mi:upeﬂ the hall
soross to Tom Merry, who shot: without
hesitation.

It was a swilt and deadly [:ranml shiot,
and the ball evaded the goalie's frantic

“{J‘:}ﬂl'“ 1 :
““That's one to uﬂ” cuortied 'icm hrw_

But the Rest, not velishing- this sort of
ireatment, sef up & stern deleace.
It -was-a [hnff-dm}rr strugeie.

Dick Rediern pla}e{' the pame of ’ht:, life.
He was very happy now. The clouds had
rolled” by, and hiz~ horidur “had been. viadi-
eated: — Surely that was ‘sufficient incentive
to him to pl.w az e hai never p‘mcnl

hefore?

Reddy swang ti:{r htII ahout with finc
judgment, And the Saints were more than
holdinz their own nDow. :

But the time passed.all too swiltiy, and no
iurther goals seemed to be fortheoming.

“After a lonz spell of iraitless attaeL;ﬁ,

2

~Dick Bedfern was standing uumar‘ ed about
eight yards from the goal The bLall came
sailing- through the am in a line with his
h=ad.

Meeting 1he leather fairly ‘*ml 'sr;i‘iu‘e:;.

ifl.

The gzoalkeeper saved, but omly partmli}
and Clive was upon it

in a flash. He rtlaheﬁ it over tlie ]me amid
wild cheering.

(13 (‘Gd']! 1 ; = .

The teams were 1evel now, with ten

minutes to go.

Quife - a lot of m{ ‘dent was crawded -into
those ten miniie

The ball -was i:chtd off F"um the centre
oi-the hield. and-the 1{=-~t set up a hurrieane

Fatty Wmu dealt with a couple of power-
ful- driva Then ecame a terrific shot from
the fﬂDt of Harry Wharton. Fatty threw
apd the tips of his
touched the balI_ but  could not
deflect its coitrse. T crasted infto the net
with such foree that it broke the rigging.

It looked like the winning goal, But the
Saints were undavnted. Gamés had been
pmlied out of the fire hefors now. And
every man on the St, Jim's side worked Iike
a - Trojan, mth the object of levelling the
scores again,

With only five minutes to go, Dick Red-

fern trapped the ball, rushed it past two

Bobh Kenrick Surprises Tom Merry & Oo.

men, aund swung it out to Cardc’w on the
extreme right:

~Mardew showed his nppﬂnents a clean paid
of heels,- He was away like the wind, and -
thefe was no stopping him. He turned bis
head t0 sce where his men were, buf they
were not up with- him. - So Cardew. did “the
crnl!tv thing possible. He took a siot him-
se :

And what a glorious shot! The gﬂa!neerler
said afterwards that it was like a cannosn-
Gall-being fired,

The ball struck the far uprr-ﬂu nu_d ra-
bounded into the neb. S
“Three alll” - exclaimed Tom =~ Merry.

“Bravo, Cardew! Youw've.saved the game!”
“Time- for another goal yet™ mutterai
Clive hreathiessiy. =
The players lined up for uhe
minntes of that titanic tussle.- .
With - a d‘.mng wind-at their hacka, tha
Saints attacked. It was a last df“*{‘-‘fr’tfﬂ
rally for the winping goal.

Levison made ground on the left. i"uifmh
hoyering pear the goal, clapped his bands
quickly, inviting a pass.  Levison lobbed the
hall across just as he was howled over Ly 2
back, and ‘Talbet shot hard and frue.

The gzoalkeeper saved miraculously. Huj
e was hard pressed, and lie got rid of fhe
ball as quickly as p{mrhlm hurlmg it Gh
with an overarm throw. -

Fortune was indeed smllmw on Dick Rm
farn that afternoon.-” For® the ball- cam=
straight to him. He was a good way ous,
but he venbured everything on a long shod.

It was the best shot of the mateh.

The ball, speeding fhreugh a forest ot
legs;- found- a home in the rwht hand cornes
of the net

“Goall”

“Hur"uh* '

Jim's had defeated the Rest by four
gcmis to three!

Dick Redfern’s back was thumped and

1.1:.[: -i“ei:l

1 clumped. by his exuberant schoolfellows a-.

they came off. And it was a moment of
supreme triumph for the fellow who had
gone 50 cpportunely to the rescue of his old
school. = - .
. - - - - ] - e T

After the match Dick .Rt'!df{'t'n rang up tha
editor of the *Atblete,” and explained tho
whale matter quite frauhlv to- him.
_ Reddy msked to be released from his dutica
50 that. he might return: to Sf. Jim's, aad
permission was readily fortheoniing. :

The -editor was naturally astonished £o
learn that his temporary reporter was o mers
schoolboy, & fellow  swho had left schoal
under a cloud, and was. now able o ru. i
bo it with hiz name unsullied.

“You've a brpizht {uture hefore vyou, iy

hoy,” said the editor. “Going o fake to-
journalism wheu You grow up? =i
“Yes, sir.’
“Well, -it’s ﬁne prefession for tﬂnse who

cner”* Aud yoit've au

have i;m-'!us: ﬁn{l ;
[ should hna t{r wisii

abtindance of both.
vou the best of - luck.”

“hanks awfully, sir!” said ‘Heédy “xnd,
by the way, sir, I'm sending the "epmt of
this mateh alodz by-a special messenggr.
Good-hye !”

And he rang off;- retieved t@ think that tiie

Wiy was clcar for “him fo ret urn tu L
Jim's.

It was late that evening when the yie-
torious team came tmﬂpmfr in ':E the schoo!
gatess—

A crowd of fellows, having already seen
the result of the match in the evening
paper, was waiting in the aateway to greet
and concratulate the happy victors.

Lowrence and Owen were among the crowi,
and when they caught sight of Dick Rediern
they rushed at him with whoops of delig “ht
and nearly swept him off his feet.

Az for the wretehed Chowle, whose conduct
had come so near to wreeking Dick Redfern’s -
scheol eareer, he received a Iml'-nc flogging.
Hud Redfern failed to return to St Jim’s,
the cad of the New Housze would prﬂl;_ﬂﬂr
have been expelied.

Both- the Head and Mr. “Ratclil . wera
sincere in their regrets at- having unwit-
vingly wrohred. Redfern. “And that mpultw

junior was restored to his old place in the
sehool—more popular than ever by reasoa
of the wonderful game he- bad played for
St. J|:11-

s THE END.

I:Th‘ﬂh will be another topping ta?e of 6%,
Jim's in rext week's issue, entitled; “The
Schoolboy Marvel ™)

Mext Week !
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A TITANIC STRUGGLE!
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_ _ SHERIFF'S POSSE v. SCHOOLBOYS!
The great battle of Cedar Creek conunences, and Frank Richerds & Co, stand gallantly shoulder to shouldcr

against the strong invading jorees !

- Iy
U e
R ) B el

R N

'..'I'.l-t. i, ;
SRl L
ey ‘- b s ”{l”t'

.“'-

A Rousing, Long, Complete Story of Frank Richards and Co., of Cedar Creek Schoel.
If you don’'t know the jolly B_ackwoods Chums, make friends wi_th' them now—they're

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Enemy at the Gate !

i€ ERE they comel” :
Frank Riehards was standing

upon @ pine-bench  inside the

bharred gate of Cedar Creek School,

His head rose above the level of the gate,
and he was keeping wateh om the trail that
ran {0 the “school from the direction of
Thempson Town.

- Behind him, in the playground, a score
of Cedar Creek fellows were engaged in
éxeited discussion,

From the doorway of the lnmber school:
house Black sally, the cook, looked out with
a1l ‘almost comic _expreészion of amaZement
on her ebony face,

-The happenings at Cedar Creek since the
headmistress, Miss Meadows, had been dis-
missed, quite dazed old Sally. :

The school was in revelt—an unheard-ok
thing in the history of Cedar Creek.

Under Miss Meadows'
gone on the even tenor of its way with
cheerful contentment.

- But theére was a change now,
vengeance.

'edar Creek was on the warpath!

As Frank Richards called out thie alarm
there was 4 rush of the fellows to join him
at the gate,

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclere jumped
up on the pine-bench beside him, and looked
over the gate into the trail, '

On the trail there was a clatter of horses’
hools, :

Big and bronzed, with a grim brow under
his Stetson hat, mounted upon a large-honed
“ American ¥ horse, came Sheriff Henderson,
of Thompson,

With him rode Mr. Gunten, the fat store-
Lkeeper, and Ephraim Peckover, the new
headmaster of Cedar Creek, the gentleman
whom his new pupils refused to admit to
the school, :

Behind them trotted Big Dave Duckers,
the sherifi’s man, a terror to evil-doers in
the Thompson Valley,

" There was a buzz from the .zehoolboys at
the sight of the grim, bromzed face of the
sheriff, - _

. Mr. Henderson represented law and order
in:the Thompson Valley, and he was not a
man to be trifled with, -

Frank Richards & Co., determined as they
were, knew very well that it would not be
so easy to'deal with Sheriff Henderson as with
Mr. Gunten or Mr. Peckover,

1 say, now the circus is going to begin!”

-

with " a

rule the sehool had

 himself.

great lellows!

murmured Chunky Todgers, with some signs
of uneasiness in his fat faee,

“I guess it is!” said Bob Lawless. He
swept off hizs hat in salute to the sheriff as
the latter drew rein outside the gates.
*Good-morning, Mr. Henderson!?

“Morning !? said the sheriff gruffiy.

“Nice' morning, sherift!” said Frank
Richards, smiling cheerily over the gate,

Grunt!

“HBo glad 1o see you here this morning,
sheriff I said Vere Beauclere, witlf great
politenezs, “Sorry we ean't ask you in!”

“Order them to open the gate at once,
sheriff !” snapped Mr. Gunten. :

The sheriff gave him a stare. :

Mr. Gunten, rich storekeeper, postmaster
of Thompson, and scchool trustee, was a
great man in his way; but Sheriffi Hender-
son’s opinion of him was not high, and he

was net disposed to receive directions f{rom

the fat Swiss,

“You've asked me to come and restore
order here, Mr. Gunten,” said the cherijff,
in his deep voice.

"Yes, yes! Get on with it!”

“*Leave it in my hands,”

“Whatt” :

“'Nuff said!” grunied the sheriff,

Mr. Gunten began to glare, but he checked
He <could not “bull-doze’ the
sheriff, and he was aware of it. _

He choked back the angry retort that
rose to hiz lips,

Mr. Peckover did not speak, but his
narrow eyes glinted at the line of faeces
over the gate,

If Ephraim *Peckover’s authority was
once established at (edar Creek, it was
likely to go hard with the schoolboy strikers.

But it was not established yet, and Mr.
Peckover had ito abide his time,

Sheriff Henderson rode closer to the gate,
and fixed his grim gaze on the cheery,
youthful faces on a level with his own as
lie sat on his big horse,

“Now, what's all thisf? he growled.

“AH what, old scout?” asked Bob Lawless,

“I don’t wand any chin-wag, Lawless.
What game are you playing here?”

“It isn’'t a game, I guess, We mean
bhusiness 1®

“Open that gate at once!®

“Can't be did!”

“Now, look here, youngsters,”™ said Mr.
Henderson patiently. " This gentleman hyer,
Mr. Peckover, has been appointed head-
master, in_place of Miss Meadows, by the
Board of Trustees. You are under his
authority. He must be admitted to the
school at once, and his orders oheyed.”

“We don’'t recognise him as our head-
master,” said Frank Richards calmly. " blisg
Meadows is headmistress of this schocl.”

“Hear, -hear!” _

“But Miss Meadows has been dismissed by
the Board!” said the sherifl, =

Frank’s eyes flashed, _ e

“And why has she been dismiszedi? he
exclaimed. “Because she “turnied ¥Kern
Gunten out of the school for being a black-
guard and a rascal,”and his father, Oid Man
Gunten there, worked it to get her dis-
mizsed by the Board, so that his prscigcus
son could come hack!"™ : :

“You insolent young rascal!” roared Ar.
Gunten. i '

“Oh, you dry up!” said Frank Richards
uneeremoniously. “What iz the Beard,
after all-yon and old Grimm and' my uncle,
Mr. Lawless! Mr. Lawless stood up for
Miss Meadows, and .you Know it You and
old Grimm had your way, because you're
a pair of foreign cads, and haid-in-gicve
with one another!”

“That’s straignt

talk?* grinned Bob

Lawless.,

and

0Old Man Gunten had turned purple,

he seemed to have .some difliculty in
breathing,
Probably the wealthy storckeeper of

Thompson had never listened to such direct
remarks before. - = -

But I'rank Riehards & Co. had ne pelite-
ness to waste upon him,

“We're standing up for Miss Meadows,”
continued Fraok. "“Miss  Meadows 13 stiil
Head of Cedar Creeck School, so far as we're
concerned.  She’s  appealed against  the
deeision of the board, as we happen to know,
and she may be reinstated by {he
authorities over the head of that {at Swins
bounder! Whether or no, we refuse toc ad-
mit any other Head to the schooll”

“Bravo!” :

Mr. Gunten spluttered.

“Miss Meadows has put them up to this!”
he gasped. _

“That's not  true!” said Frank Richards,
at once. “Miszs Meadows left two daye age,
and doesn’t even know that we have gone
on strike. - But we mean business. and we
won't give in till Miss Meadows comes
back1” R

“Never!” shouted Tom Lawrence. “So you
can put that in your pipe and smoke it, M.
Gunten !’ :

The sheriff had listened quietly.

As a matter of fact, he sympathised a
good deal with the schoolboy strikers, as he
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¢ knew Miss Meadows well, and respected that
fhdrﬂhinhly, and did not respect Mr. Gunten
aboa

But the law was the law, and the sheriff
hiad his duty to do.

- As so often happens in human da_{mtes,
it was not a case of right against wrong
'.lmt of one right in conflict with another.

“You understand now, Mr. Headwmn?'

asked Beaunclere.

“1 nnderstand,” aaid the mcnm with a
nod. “That's nil beside the gquestion. ['m
tiere to-uphold the faw. The Board has
power to dismiss a schoolmisiress, and has
done it. It has power to appmnt a- new
schoolmaster, and has done it I'm as sorry
a3 vou bova are that Aliss Meadows has
gone, But, az the matter stands, Mr.
Peckover is master of Cedar Creek, and you
musé obey him."”

“We won't,”
end of i _ s
“I have my dubty to do, Richards!™

Said an‘{ “and there's an

% And we have ours,” sald Frank. “Ours
is to stand by Miss Meadows, and see that
ustice is done.” :

“You bet!”  saill Bah Lawless - en-

phabically.
And there was a cheer fmm tln, crowd of

Canadian schoolboys lining the gate.

o (‘.ame, come, that's enough -of chewing
the rag!” sald the sheriff.  “ Now, let in Mr.
I'EPLGYE‘T at once, and submit to proper
anthority, and I have no doubt that Mr.
Peckover will pass over what has happened,
and pardon you all if you return to your
duty at once.”

And the sherift glanced m{;mrmg]v at Afr,
Peckover, for that gentleman to confirm his |
statement,

Mr. Peckover's
thin lips. .

“Nothing of the kind!® he said coldly,
“Tvery boy who has faken part in this
rebellion will be severely punisied.” .

The sheriff made an impatient gesture.

By the promise of a pardon the matter
miglit have been ended there and then—at
feast, the sheriff believed so.

“Bat it was evident ¢that nothing was
facther from Mr., Peckover's thoughts than
a pardon for the rebels,

~That way out of l;lm trouble was closed
itp at once—if it had been a way oub, as
:m_[r._iie-mie.rsou thonght. :

“Thie sheriffi seemed at a loss for a monient,
and the schoolboys grinned "at hitn over fthe
‘wate, rather amused by the rebuff the thin-
Tipped genileman had administered.

That agecimcn of the new scheolmaster's
nature, too, strengthened them in  their
determination to resist.

- Severe punishment for. what they had done
already was not exactly an attractive pros-

reply came acidly from his

.pect, and there was nothing worse than
that to be expected i they made it a fight
to o finish,

- SWell,” said the sheriil, aft last, “with
tiiat I have nothing to do. Mr. Peckover
is . your schoolmaster, my boyz, and my

business iz to see him admitied here and
placed in authority.,  Will you open this
fate?”

“Sorry, sheriff! ¥o!”

“We don't want €rouble with “wvou, Mr,
Henderson, or with Dave there,” said Dick
Dawsony “but  we'rg holding the fort till
_ Miss. Meadows comes back.” -

“ilolde2 oufee, you bet!” chimed in Yen
Cliin, the Chinee. ‘I"uncl‘ee nosee il tly to
fﬁme iti, shetiff. Oh, yest”

“Will vou open t!u‘a gate‘?“ roared the
sheriff, his anger rising at this {:ci‘ance of
his- authority.

Tie_—~tou ghesf fhad  man® —in - the
Thompson Valley trembled at the frown of
Sherilf Henderson, and it was too much to
e defied by a parcel of schoatbovs,

“No!* erid Trank Richards. “We won't
open the gafe, sherill! Sorry to row with
yoal, bab there it is.” - —

i Furce will be used.”

Samé on this side.”

Aml I'll - lay wmy trail-rope
“to0!” roared the gheriff,.

“ o ahead, then!”

The sheriff signed to his man to approach,

about won,

. “ﬂ(.f:t in and open the gate, Dave!” he
SR

- “I'ta your man, sheriff!” said '_Fig D:n'e
chigerily,

And he rode his horse -clase iﬂ ihe gate
and grasped the ftop to tlimb over. -
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Holding the Fort. .

AVE DUCKERS was & big and power-
ful man, and certainly equal to any
four of the (Cedar Creek fellows in
single combat.  He had not the

remotest idea that the hﬁjrﬂ would venture
to dispute hiz-entrance,

But he was Bp&edalv undecelved,

As he grasped the top of the gate with
his big, sinewy hands, I'rank Richards and
Bob  Lawless produced thelr riding-whips
znd ra.npecl on his knuekles imrd

Btg Dave gave a -yell,

cui young 1armmt5‘

Rap, rap, rap!

The schecolboy
business.

But so did Dave Duckers, and in spite of
_the rapplog on his knuckles he threw &
brawny leg over the gate to climb over. -

“Will ~you get back?” shouted Bal}
Lawless.

i’..et up!”

smkers endent]v me;mt

“I guess not!” p_ant-a-{f tiie sherifl’s man,
“Then here goes! Look out {or your

ecabezal” : -
Crazh!

on Dave’s Stetson hat, smashing it #at on

his head, and mmsiderabl:.r hurting the head.
“That’s a hint!" said Bob. “Get back, or

vou'll zet some more, and worssel”

" Let that man alone!” shouted the sheriff,

while Old Man Gunten and Mr, Peckover

looked on speechlessiy.

“(fall him off, then!” said Frank Richards,

- “Geb on with. ik, Dave!” -rapped the
sheriti,

“Yooop!” was Dave Ducker's reply, as
two or three “sticks rapped on his unfor-
tunate cranipm,  “Oh, Jerusalem! Oh,
gum !

“Ha, ha;-hal™ :
With really heroic l‘urt#ude Dave Duckers

essayed to clamber on
He released one hand from the gate to

punch furiously at the schoolboys within.

But  hiz arms were rnuped by several
pairs of hands and heiu, and he was
hielpless :

At the same ts.me Bob Lawless leaned over
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That's good enough, eh!

'n;d gave the horse below a flick with his
whip.,

Big Dave’s hotse starfed and reaved, and
another ﬂwL sent him jumping away.

Duckers’ legs were dragged from  the
saddle, and he bumped against the gaic,
holding on to the top with one hand.

His fingers, seized from mthm, were
forced open, and he lost his bhold, and
dropped with a heavy bump to the grc,un::i :

There he sat and roared.

“Yah! Oh! Oocopoop! Oh,
Jerusalem crickets!”
hA vell of Jaugliter from ahm*e answered

im,

Big Dave Duckers crawled away-from the
qate, with more bruises on his burly persun -
than he had ever collected in a row *-vit,h
the Red Dog gang in Thompson.

The sheriff’s face was a study. :

0ld Man GQunten rode close to the ﬂaft*.
his fat face purple, and slashed aft the
schoolboys with his riding-whip in his fury.

‘Bob Lawless howled as he received a'lash,
but the defenders of Cedar Creek were noi
stow to return it

Three or four riding-whips slashed on Mr,
Gunten’s fat face and podgy shoulders, and
the storekeeper retreated faster than he had
come, spluttering with wrath.

“Come and have some more, ¥ou fat oid
coyote ! shouted Bob, in great wrath.

But Old 3an Gunten did not aceept that
invitation:

Big Dave Duckers picked himseif up, and
stood rubbing his injuries and blinking un-
certainly at the sherift.

He was ready to obey orders, if he could,

Yooooop!

but how he was gn:r]nﬂ to do it was a
mystery to him. 2 .

Mr. Henderson's face was dark with
anger. :

The rongh handling of this man showed
himy that he had taken on a bigger order
than he had supposed; but he did not even
think of retreat.

“Come and have some yvourseli, shepiff!”
yvelled Chunky -Todgers, much encouraged
by the sunecessful defence.

“Shut up, Chunky!” -said Fr ank. “Don’t
cheek Mr. Henderson. I hope you'll zo back
to Thompson now, sheriff. Nothing “doing
here.” : :

Mr. Henderson squared hisz jaw.

“Wiil you open that gate?

“No fear!? e

“Come. on, Dave!” said the sherifll. - “ Back

me up, man!’
“I'm with wvou,
rather dismally,

Mr. Henderson rode up teo the gate, and
Dave Duckers climbed on hLis horse and
followed him, e

A line of determined facez met them,

“You'll get hurt,. sheriff!”  =said Fraok
setting his  tecth, “We danlt
want fo touch you, buf you're 1ol coming
in here” ] :

The sheriff did not head. :

He grasped the top of the gate, and
essayed to pull himseli over, Dave Ducker:
tollowing his example.

“Go for them!"” said Bob

Lash, lash, lash!

The two pairs of hands on the gate *wers
mercilessly. lashed,  but in spite of the
fashing the -:laerjff and hm man caine o
orimly.

They gotb le..kf chests on tlm f&t{: t(frp, '1::1
each gobt a leg over,

The matter-was critical then, for-in a fow
more moments- the two brawny men would
have rotled over and dmppﬂi into the genoal

sheriff ! said - Duckers,

aniesa.

1 enclosure,

But Frank Richards & Co. were ready,
The two legs, as they came over the gale,

Were L[‘.iH{IIE‘!_l by many hands, ;.ml shoved

up and back.

Dave Duckers overbalanced, and  hing
down outside the gate, hizs hands' losing
their hold, and he hung head downwards,

only held by the grasp a:-r three—or, i\m

The -sheriff clung on desperately, but
too, was pushed over, still clinging.

A fierce rapping on the fingers unloosened
his hold at last, and he ieft go, and as seon
as his hold was lost he fell back in. a hepp
on his horse, and slid fromw the horse's back

to the ground with a bump.
‘There “he lay for a moment or two,

“fellows on his leg.

Ll'-]' .

qu ite

izzy,

‘Dave Duckers, held by hiz leg, was
howling with wrath and apprehenﬂ on, a3 ha
a.ntlmpated every moment a fali on his head.

“Let up!” he yelled. “I mean, hﬂld on'!

th_e'-l.ast i
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"~ Don't rvon let me drop on my cabeza, you
. young varmints! Oh, gum!”?
“~ - “Ha, ha, hal” - - .
«.. “Keep him there for a bit!” gasped Bob
“Lawlesa. “It will cool him down.”
- “How do you -like it, Davei”
-Todgers,
.- “Yarooh!
- howled Pave,

chuckled

Oh, gum! ©Oh, holy Moses!”
“Sheriff, lend a man a hand!

I guess I shall erack my cabeza if 1 drop! |

. ©h,. Jerusalem!” : -
sheriff Ilenderson staggered to hig fcet
.and grasped his unfortunate follower.
Then Framk Richards & Co. kindly let go
..the captured leg, and Dave Duckers
- helped te the ground.

“0h, holy smoke!” he mumbled. . Sheriff, }

I guess T've had enoungh of this! I realiy
reckon I've had quite enough, sherili{”
Sheriff Ilenderson did net- repiv. :
. He glarea speechlessly at the grinning
.faces over the gate.
o - “You young rascals!” he gasped, at last.
e “We  warned you, sheriff!”
Frank Richards.:
- “L guess you'll -suffer for
. the sherifi.
o “We're chaneing that!” ]
- “Are you going to get that gate open.

this!"” roared

or. . Henderson?” . spluitered 0Old Man
Gunten furiously. : ; :
“T guess F can do nothing more at

“present,” the sheriff said. “Vouwve got the |

~e®iool into a state of riot among you., and
~there’s no getting in mow. I shall have to
get more foree.” :
o "Get i, and
» Mz, Ginten.
Mr. Henderson signed teo his man, and
.%hey rode away -together at a gallop up the
trail to Thomp=on.
- A loud cheer from the Cedar Creek fellows
- followed them, =
The. retréat of -the sheriffi and his
was an acknowledgement of defeat,
*0ld Man Gunten shook a fat fist at the
¢ gchoolboy strikers. J5s
Me was Dbitterly disappointed by
- result of the sherili’s wisit.
Not for a moment had he imagined that
-Ledar Creek would venture to resist the
representative of law and order.

He had begun to realise that he had
etirred up a wasps’ nest, so to speak, at
tCedar Creek School, and he began to have

“doubts as to how the matter wonld end.
~ Bubt he was none the less determined to
“have his way, Seies

As he shook a podgy fist at the rebels, a
¢lod of earth from Eben Hacke ecaught- him
mnder his fat chin, and he nearly fell from
his horse. . ;

5r. Peckover hastily rode back out of
range, and the storekeeper followed him,
Cspluttering, © '

They trotted away at last up the trail
in the direction taken by the sherifi and
his man.

“Looks like a victory for us, yon chaps!”
grinned Chunky Todgers.

“Hurrah !

“Zo far,” said Frank Richards soberly.
“But yen heard what the sheriff 2aid. He's
gone for more men.”

“Let 'em  come!” said - Bob Lawless,
“They'll find us ready for them. If they
#get in over the femnce there'll still bhe the
schoolhouse, and we can hold that against

don't loge time!® snapped

man

the

all the Thompson Valley.” ¥

Frank Richards laughed. '
- “J don’t know about that,” he said; “but
we can hold it against the sheriff and his
wen, We'd better get ready for a tussie”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Attack in Force.

ATTERS were growing serious for
the schoolboy strikers, but there
was no thought of surrender, only

3 of preparation for® the tuszle to
conle,

- ¥t was probable enough that ihe enemy
would effect an entrance at some point in
~the scheol enclosure, if they came in force:

But the schoolhouse itself was a stranghold,

that was not likély to be taken easily.

In the interval before the sheriffi could
veturn, Frank Richards & Co. improved the
uhining hour. as it were, by making the
echoolhouse Tteady for defence if the
CTETEency arose,

Blaek sally was politely, bui firmly, re-

s«uested to vaeate her quarters, which she

Was y

answered |

fusiiade from behind the wallis.

ROPING IN THE SHERIFFE! Mr. Henderson was dragged free of the |
ground, and half-way to the top of the gate, and hung there. There was

an immediate rush of his men to help ; ]
“ 1 guess that puts a stopper on you,

him, but it was met by a regular

did, and the Chinese¢ servant wasz also given
notice to quit,-and the schoolboys had the
honse to themselves.

Lumber was carried into the house by
many busy hands, and boards nailed across
windows inside, and loges piled against the
doors.

In the course of an hour the schoolhouse
was turned into a veritable fortress, and
only the main door was left open on the
poreh, all ready to be closed and barred if
the rebels had to retreat into the bhouse.

Every fellow obtained a stick, a whip, or
a pole to defend the walls as soon as the
attack came, and Bob Lawless appointed the
defenders to their places with the skill of
a born general.

Meanwhile, Yen Chin
wateh af the gate,
trail.

All preparations were completed by the
time the Chinee gave the alarm.

e was heard yelling at last:

“Sheliff comee! Gettee movee on!”
| There was a rush to the gate,

Frank Richiards jumped on the beneh
within, and looked over.

--A bunch of horsemen. came
galloping towards the school.

waga left to keep
with his eyes on the

in sight,

the town of Thompson, and observed tha

They were the sheriff’s “peosse,” citizens
of Thompzon who were ecalied upon when
necessary to maintain the law, to lay some
“bad man ” by the 'heels; or to run down a
Hrorse-thief. - > -

From' their looks it was evident that they
regarded it as a joke their being called up
to quell a schioolboy rebellion at the section
school.

Dave Duckers and the sheriff were not
grinning, however.. They had had some
painful experiences alveddy, which convinced
them that it was nof a joking matier.

There were ten men in all in the party,
and it was evidently a force that the
schoolboye could not deal with if they once
got to close quarters. _

Behind the party itroited Mr. Peckover
and Old- Man Gunten. S

They were looking wmuch maore satisfied

He recognised them as men belonging to |

most of them were grinning. o)

sheriff ! * cried Bob Lawless. (Sce Chapter 3.)

now, in the confident anticipation of putting

down the revolt at Cedar Creek,
With a clatfer of hoofs. the hdrsemen

stopped outside the gate, and there was &

| general chuckle among them at the sight

of a row of schoolboy faces looking over at
them.
But the sheriff was cold and grim.
“Richards! Lawless!” he rapped
“Hallo, sheriff! Back againt”
“Open that gate!” ;
“Can’t be done!” ¢
The sheriff raised his hand and pointed
to the gate. e

Ot

“(et over the gate, my men, and lay
your ropes Toumd those pesky young

rascals!”

“You bet, sheriff!”

There was a clattering and crashing a8
the horsemen rode close to the gate io
clamber over. S

But the task was.not so easy as they had
supposed. : g2 e .

The defenders were in deadly earnest; and
their cudgels came into play withont mercy,
and there were loud yells among the sherii's
posse.

it to

“Sock
Richards.

“Give 'em beans!” roared Bob Lawless,

“Oh, holy smoke!”

“You young rascals! Yarooh!” :

The reeeption was a little too hef, and
the horsemen backed away from the gaie,
with a wild elatter of hoofs and jingling of
bridles. : : :

“Go on—go on!” yelled Old Man Gunien

them!”  sliouted Frank

furiously. “ What are you backing out -for?
Get on with it!”,
“Get. on with it yourself, ¥you fat

coyote!” roared Dave Duckers. “Go and
get- your own silly cabeza cracked, i you
like t” :

“Yes, .come on, Old Man
shouted Bob, flourishing his. cudgel.
on, old sport!” ey

Old Man Gunten did not come on, bui he
addressed the sherill’s men in language thad
was more plain than polite, tili M
Henderson gruffly told -him to “shuy his
chin,” :

Guuten!”®
“Esng
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The faft storekeeper waz jostled out of
the way.

His warlike urgings were, in point of fact,
a little out of place, as he was mnot taking
any part in the fighting,

He resembled the famous Duke of Plaza-
Toro, who led his regiment from behind,
because he found it less excifing,

The sheriff rapped cut an order to his
men, who were not grinning now by any
means.

Their first  brush _with the schoolboy
strikers had convineced them that  the
mathber was serionps;

“Cab -—down the gate!” rapped BMr.
Henderson. :

Pave Duckers and another man unslung
woodman's axes from their saddles. They
itnd -evidently come prepared for that last
Fesalroe,

They advanced to the gate, and started
on it with the axes. :
-The pgate was thick and strenz, but the
splinters flew fast under the hefty blows
that rained down. - :

“By gum!" said Chuaky Todgers, in dis- 1
imay. “This lets us ount, you chaps!”

Crasi! Crash! Crash! :

Buf the deferiders were quick to retort,

¥rom within clods of earth and chonks of
wood rained down on Duckers and his com-

panion so-hotly that they retreated at last, |

“Better keep your distance!” ecalled out
Bob Lawless. “This isn’t a game, and any
gal?ﬁt that comes within rangze will get
—aurt i

“Cut down that
Henderson !

He seized one of the axes and rnshed at
the gate, and another mun followed.

The crashing blows resonnded again. and
the .gate creaked —-and rocked under the
assautt, = : :
From above came a shower of missiles,

gate!” roared- Mr.

and the  sheriff's companion retreated,
velling, — - :
But Mr. Henderson stuck to if, crasling

blows on the ylelding gate, while clods of
earth struck him like snowballs from ahove,
“Get my trail-rope, Tranky!" whispered
Bob, a3 he sent elod after clod down on the
angry,  perapiring sheriff.
T'rank Richards ran for the rope, and was
back in less than a minafe.
Bob noosed the erid, and looked over at

the sherift ~labouring below with un-
diminished vigour.
“Look out, Sherif!” shouted ~Dave

Duckers, as be saw the lasso whirl in Bob's
skilled hand,

The sheriff did not heed.

Crash! Crash! Crasht .

The Iast blow sent the quiverine axe-
head fairly through the gate, prd it stuck
in the hard wood. E

As the sherlff dragged at it fierecly to
release if, the noose of the lasso dropped
m'fi;_ his lghou!derg.

e released the axe then, and jumped
back; but it was too late. L

Half a dozen hands dragged on the rope
from within, and as the noose slipped lower
down round the sheriff it tightened, and
fiis arms were pinned to his sides.

“Pull” velled Bob Lawless.

Three or four fellows threw their weight
on the rope inside the gate. -

. - The result was ' that the sheriff was
dragged oif his feet and bumped on the
gate, suspended on the end of the lasso. 1

He was dragged free of the ground, and
haif-way to the top of the gate, and hung
there, gaaping. ;

-~ Bob Tawless took a furn of the rope round
& post inside, and knotted it.

“You can let go now!” he gasped.

The schoolboys lined the gate again.

Below them the sherifft was hanging in
the lasso, which was taut round his arms
and Dody, quite unable to release himself.

“1 guess that puts the stopper on vyou,
steriff ! sald Bob Lawless:-

“Oh, ah, ow!” gasped the sheriff. “Let
go! Tet mp! I'l skin you! (ome and
get me loose, you fools!” i

His big boots beat a furious tattoo on
the gate as he swung.

- There was a tush of his men to help him,
but it was met by a regular fusilade from
within, and the assailantz fell back again.

- Dave Duckers -rushed in, knife in hand,
to mﬂ-: the rope, but Vere Beauclere had a
lasso in hand now, ready to cast, :nd Big
Dava dodged back just in time to aveid
heing roped, BT 2

“There was a pause, while the sherill's
heels fattooed on the gate like ecastanets,
and the sherifi’s voice resounded through
the air -like unto the tounes of the Bull of

Basham,
B on the shoulder.
Mr. Henderson glared up at him.
The grip of the rope round his arms and
body, with- all his weight thrown on it, was
hurting hina,
“Let

“You young viillain!" he gasped.
me loose!™

“Soon as you like, sheriff, if you'll give
your word to light out for Thompscen and
let us alone,” said Bob, :

“I'H skin you!” raved tle sherifl.

“I guess I'm not looking out for a chance
of being skinned, sheriff!” chuckled Bob.
“Will you let up and light ont if we east
you loose?” - '

“No!” roared the sheriff,

“Then I guess you can swing thore $ill
you get tired.” s - :

The sherift was tired already, to judge by
his wild wrigglings and his flow of language.

“Will you eome and let me loose, you
i pesky fools?" he raved to his followers.

“Come on!" invited Frank Richards.
“We've got no end of ammunition ready!
I you like logs heaved on you, come oni!”"

“Surround the plaee, and pet in Where
you can!” snapped Old Man Gunten.

He was not heeded, but the supggestion
was good, and the sheriffi shouted to his
“posse " to do so, and the horsemen rode
round the school fence in a wide elrele,

“This Is where we beat a retreat, I
think,” —remarked Frapk  Richarda. “We
can’t keep them out in a dozen places at

i —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mo Surrender !

OB LAWLESS leaned over the gate,
and tapped the raving sheriff gentiy

—

once." ;
~Bob Lawless nodded.

~Over the high fenee the heads of the
riders could be seen, surrounding the school
enclosure, - and the defenders were mnot
numerous enouzh to man the whole extent
of the spacious fence,

On all sides hands were laid on the wall,
and grim faces looked over.

-Bob Lawless marshalled his men, and
there. was a rebreat from the gate, but
missiles flew thickly at the assailants, and
more than one of them dropped fo the
ground outside, yelling,

But one dropped inside at last, and then
another and another. :

They came on with trdil-ropes coiled in
their hands, with the very evident infention
of —administering terrific thrashings to the
schoolboy strikers as soon as they were
within reach.

But by that time ¥rank Richards & Co.
had retreated to the poreh of the school-

-| bouse, and were ready to disappear from

sight,

Bob Lawlezs saw all the
and was the last to follow.

Biz Dave was within a dozen feet of him,
rope in hand, when Bob stepped inside the
house, and the big door was slammed.

A bar rattled into place, securing it.

Dave Duckers eame on with & rush, and
hurled himself against the deor, in the hope
of bursting it open before it could be
fastened. 3

But the bar was in piace, and the big
door stood fast, and Duckers reeled back
from it with a gasp. :

“Not this time, I guess!” called out Bob
Lawless from within, _

“Oh, -you pesky young varmint!” gasped
Big Dave. *“Open that door at once! You
hiear me?” .

“Go and chiop chips!™ _

Big Dave hestowed a tremendous kick on
the door, which made it shake, but did no
damage, excepting to the paint. :

Then  he hurried away to the gate to
release the zheriff, who was yelling to him.

Mr. Henderson, cut loose from the lasso
-at last, rubbed his aching arms, with a string
of emphatic ejacuiations.

His remarks gréw still more emphatic when
Big Dave reported - that thie schooiboys had
barred themselves in the house. and were
still holding out, -

The sheriff strode towards the schoolhouae
in a towering rage. _

He struock with his clenched fist on the big

others inside,
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“Let me in-at onee!” he shouted.

“Not to-day; sheriff!’ answered
Richards. 3

“The door will -he broken in!”

“Go ahead!”

“Get the axes!” exclaimed Mr. Henderzon.

“You're doing a lot of damagse %o the
school, sherift!” chuekled Bob Lawless.
“Mind the trustees don't bring an action for
damages against you."”

“Buck up with those
Frank.

The garrizon were dracging the forms and
dezks out of the biz schoolroom fo pile
against the door. ' :

Outside the axes were already sounding.

But inside a solid array of heavy desks
and forms was piled up, and behind that pile
was another pile, and behind that another
and another, till the hall was one huage
bharricade. ' :

A gleam of daylight came through the
door as the blows were plied without and
the stout wood was split. :

As a panel burst open the assailants ceaged
to smite, snd the sherift applied his eyes to -
the opening. :

“¥You can see it's no good now!" he ex-
claimed. - “Now open the dcor hefore further
damage is done!” -

Then the sheriff gasped. —

Instead of a crowd of schoolboys within,
what he saw was a mass of desks and forms
of heavy pine with iron legs, extending haeXx
to the depth of a dozen feet or more.

It was evidently impossible for his men {n
hew a way through such a terrific barricada

Fraok

forms!” shonted

.as that, to say nothing of the damage to

the school property that would have been
entailed. : o

“By gum!” gasped the sheriff, gnite f{akea
aback. ; . =
~‘“Aire we goin’ on, boss?” inquired Dave
Duckers. e '

‘Mr. Henderzon shook his head.

“No good breaking in the door; we could
never get through that,” he said. “Break in
a window!” = -

Dave Duckers took his axe and advanced
to the window of" the school-room nearest
the porch. . 3

Tha wooden shntters within were =zlosed,
hilt they were soon shattered by the power-
ful blows of the axe. =

But as they splintered it was perceived
that thick planks were nailed across inside.

“0Oh, by gom!” gasped Duckers.

“Get on!” snapped the sheriff.

Crash, ecrash! T

The axe smazhed fhrough one of the
planks, leaving a wide zap. &

But the defenders were ready inside.

Through the gap a long pole was suddenly
shoved, and the end of it caught Big Dave
under the chin.- i = -

With a wild howl Dave Duckers dropped
the axe and stageered bhaek.

‘The pole- was “instantly - withdrawn,
there was a loud chortle within.

“Come on again, dear boy!” called out
Frank Richards. -

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !” howled Dave Duckerz,
clasping his chin with both hands. “Yow-ow-
woop!  Sheriff, I fuess I'm no hog, andl 1
know when I've had enough. Yow-ow!"

“Get on! Get on!” vyelled Old Man
Gunten, almost dancing with rage. * You
coward! Get on, I tell you!”

Big Dave made no reply, but he strode at
Old Man Gunten, took him by the collar,
and shook him like a raf.

The fat storekeeper sliook in his strong

an:d

grasp like a jelly, his teeth. chattering
tocether.
“Help'™ he stuttered. - “Ruaffian! Mr.
Hendersen, help!. Yaroooh! Ob! Ah!
Gurr!”

-Shake, shake, shake!

“Help!" shrieked Mr. Gunten. :
_Big Dave took him once more, and then
pitched him away, and Mr. Gunten rotled on
the ground. -

Then Big Dave strode away towards the
gates to his horse. He had had enough of
the schoolboy strikers and of Old Man
Gunfen. - s

The storekeeper roft up breathlessly, hardly
knowing wliether he was on his head or his

heels.
i Sheriff!” he spluttered. * Arrest that
man! Place him in custody! Do you hear?”

“40h, don’t be a jay!” was the sheriff's
reply.

“What—what?” :

“Stow your chin-wag!” exclaimed the
sheriff. “Ii you talk to a galoob like thad
you musft expect to be handled. Dry up!”

Fighting for Miss Meadows ! Will They Win ?
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0ld Man Guni:a almest choked.

Mr. Peckover gave him a hand and assisted

him to his feet.

The storekeeper brushed him aside by way
of recompense. Tempers were failing on all
cides among the attacking party. Within

‘ the schoolhouse cheerfulness reigned, but it
* was not reflected without.

Mr. Gunten strode towards the sheriff and
shiook a fat fist under his nose.

Mr. Henderson started back.

“ Are you mad?"® he ejaculated.

~ “You insolent raseal!” raved Old DMMan
* Gunten.
© “What?" stuitered the sheriff. .

The fat storekeeper was trembling with
rage.

-~ “What do you call yourself?” he hooted.
“Sheriff of Thompson! And you're beaten

" by a parcel of boys! By gad, I'll have you
sacked! TI’ll have you turmed out of the
cherifi's office if you don’t put that man into

" the calaboose at once, and if you don't bring
those ‘boys to order! You hear me?” :

“ Mr. Gunten!” murmured the schoolmaster
deprecatingly. :

“You bold your tepgue!” snapped Old Man
Gunten,
" And Mr. Peckover subsided
with a glint in his eyes.

. It served his purpose to be subservient to
his patron, but the sheriffi of Thompson was
‘ made of very different stuff. -
. “He locked grimly at the furious store-
* kEgeper. - a : -

“By  hokey!” he said. “You'll have me

“sacked, will you? © You’'ll have me turned

“‘out of the sherifi's office? I'll give you some
“plain talk, Mr. Gunten. It’s your own faulf

““that this trouble has happened. It was a
_dirty trick to discharge Miss Meadows for no

“yault of hers, and I guess you did it because
she turned your blackguard of a son out-of

““the school, as he deserved, just as the boys
say. Jf I was a boy here I guess I'd stand
up for her, just as they're doing. And now,
Mr. Gunten, as you think I'm ne use, I'll

- vamoose the ranch, and you-can handle the
fgilfair on your lonesome, and just as you
ike.” :

.~ And with that the sherilf called to bis
men and strode away to the gate.

-~ 0ld Man Gunten stood breathless with rage
for some moments, then he shricked after
tha sheriff :

;.. “Come Dback! Do you hear me?
back! "I order you!” T
Sheriff Henderson-did not heed.

He strode to his horse and mounted, and
hizs men followed his example.

into silence,

Comeo

i Probably Mr. Henderson was glad enough, |

in any case, to be relieved of the difiicult
task he had undertaken, and his -men were
- eertainly glad to be done with the rebels of
. (ledar Creek: but to have the inzolenee of
the storekeeper added to the dificuity of the
task was the last straw. _

The sheriff had washed his hands of the
- business, leaving Old Man Gunten and the
new .schoolmaster to deal with it as they
thought fit. e

There was a clatter of hoofs on the trail
as the sheriff and his posse. rode. off to
Thompson, unheeding the_frantic commands
-of 01d Man Gunten.

Mr. ‘Peckover stood silent in dismay. The
hoofbeats died away. on the trail. From
within the barricaded schoolliouse ecame a
derisive yell. : - :

“(fome on, Mr. Gunten!"-

0 Hlﬂ'rah I" ; =

‘“Ha, -ha, ha!” =i 3

Old Man Gunien did not reply. . He seemed
t0 be on the verge of an attack of apoplexy.
The firet round of the contest was over, and
Frank Richards & Co. were the winners,

THE END. .
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%“ The Greyfriars Cricketers!”

e

Mark Linley, who was coming in. He
wanted to give his generous opponents every
chance of finishing the matech. -

Mark Linley received the next ball, and
ill-luck betided it. It was a good hit, but
the round red ball sailed right into Lynn's
ready palm.

“Well caught!” R ==

Eight down! Another man- in, and the last
ball of the over scattered his bails! The
finish was getting sharp.

“We shall just do it!” murmured Lynn,
with a breath of relief. “Just do it. The
Trojans against a set of schoolboys! My
word ! : :

“Last man in!” rapped out Wharton.
“Hurry up!” -

The Trojan fieldsman heard the “Hurry
up !’ and smiled. The ecaptain of the school-
boy team was a sportsman to the finger-tipe,
evidently. For there . remained. only four
minutes to play, according tc the time
agreed upon for. drawing the stumps, and a
little dawdling would have left the mateh
unfinizshed. o :

But there was no dawdling.

Last man in fairly ran to fthe wicket. =

Peter Todd was getting the bowling now,
and it was certain that it would be fthe
last over. But Todd was as good a sports-
man as his captain. - He played for runs, noft
for time.- Away went the leather, and 3
—4 were taken before it came spinning in
to the wicket-keeper, too late! - Lynn was
bowling now, and bowling his best! Downp
came -the ball again, and Todd swiped it
away for 2! Down once more, and again
Todd swiped, and there was a leap in the
slips, and the click of a palm on a whizzing
ball, and short slip held it in the air,
grinning. Sy :

. “Caught!” :

“QOh, caught, sir!”

; L.OOK ! SR
Another £10 in Prizes
RESULT OF =

HUDDERSFIELD PICTURE-
PUZZLE COMPETITION.

In this competition no competitor sent in
a correct solution. The first prize of £5
has therefore been awarded to the following
competitor, whose seolution came nearest to
correct, with one error:

THOMAS COMBE,
© 70, Hawthornvale,
Leith,

The second. prize of L£2 10s. has been
divided among the following eight competi-
tur%, whose solutions contained two -errors
each: 7
Charles H. Morton, 7, Eyre Street, Pallion.
Sunderland ; Frances Morton, 7, Eyre Sireet,
Pallion, Sunderland: Jane Hamilton, 20,
Duke Street, Motherwell: Joan Frisken, 21,
Church Street, Lochgelly ; Mrs. Pattinson, 17,
Clementina, (Carlisle; Harold = Lee, 23,
Ainscow Streeft, Bolton, Lanecs; Miss V.
Shaw, ©1, Pontypridd Road, Porth,. Glam;
Bernard Wallis, 14, Egerton Road, Bishop-
ston, Bristol. - ; :
Forty-eight -competitors, with three erruis
each, divide the ten prizes ol 3s. each.
The ‘names and addresses’ of these prize-
winners can be seen on application at this
ﬂ[ﬂce.- e : :
: e SOLUTION. = :
Huddersfield Town might be called the
kiddies- of the First Division. - A few yeurs

J'ago they were in great financial difficulties.

hut they played such brilliant football that
the gates increased amazingly. Huddersfield
won the English Cup last year, and wili
fight hard to keep it. S5 '

(Continued jrom page 12.)
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Todd made a grimace. But he was not
sorry. He had done his best. Wingate
clapped his hands, and eheered.

* Bravo, the Remove !”

The Trojans had won the mateh.  TLynn
strode away to the pavilion, and shook hands
heartily with Harry Wharton.

“You are a sportsman, and your team are
all good sports,’’ he said cordially., “I'm
glad we played you—jolly glad! And glad
I've met you, by Jove!”

" Wharton flushed with pleasure.

“0Of course, we knew you were too strong
for us,” he said, with a smile. *“What we
wanted was to play the Trojans, and we've

-played you, and we're satisfled. Bui—but §

think we've put up a fair game, considering,
don't younf" : :
“1 should jolly well say you have!” ex-
claimed Lynn. “Aund I hope that you'll be
playing in the Trojans some day, Wharton,
when you're older—what?" . '
“What-ho, if 1 get the chance!” said Harry
joyfully. :
" Wingate elapped Wharton on the shounlder
a5 the TRemove team eame out of the
pavilion with their coats on, their bags in

tlseir hands.

“Well played, kid!” he said. “Well
played, indeed! It was worth® watching!
Greyiriars will be proud of you! :

‘“And all owing ‘to Coker!” said Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle. “Goocd old Coker!
We owe Coker a vote of thanks!” :

“He's here!" laughed “Wingate. “He
doesn't look joyful. You'd better go and

“Ha: ha;ha = ] e

The iuniors looked for Coker, and found
him. Coker looked at them with feclings too
deep for words. e :

“It was yon that japed wus, Coker?”
Wharton demanded. = SOl

“Yes,” groaned Colier.  “How was I to
know it was going to turn out like this—eh?

You young rotters! You always seem to fall

on your feet, somehow.”

* 4 We do—we does,’”  grinned Bob Cherry.
“Gentlemen, a vote of thanks to Coker for
getting up a match with the Trojans for
us!”

““Ha, ha, ha!* :

“Passed unanimously !” grinned Wharton.
“{oker, old fellow, you're a brick!”

“Good old Coker!” : '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the ecricketers trooped away to the
waiting car, leaving Coker feeling that the .
life of a fellow who planned first-class japes
was not worth living.

The only eonsolation Coker & Co. had was
that the Remove team hadn't beaten the
Trojans. If they had done that, certainly
the junior eleven would have wanted a larger
sjze in hats all round; and, really, Coker
wouldn't have been surprised at it, consider-
ing the awfully good luck that seemed to
attend those obnoxious young.bounders.

But the mere fact that they had played
the mighty Trojans at all was glory enough
for the Remove. = .

And they persisted in thanking, Coker for
having given them the chance, and lost no

opportunity of expressing their gratitude to

Coker and Potter and Greene: till the chums
of the Fifth grew positively dangerous at
the mere mention of Coker's plot! . :

' THE END.

EEHENRNEEEEENBHN0BHH

Another Grand Story of Harry
Wharton & Co., NEXT TUESDAY !

‘“The Holiday Spoilers !”

by Frank Richards.

A STORY THAT WILL CAUSE
A SENSATION.
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THI MEETING OF GEORGE THE SECOND AND DICK NEVILLE !
Hector Neville plays his last card against his young emrsin and loses !
pays the penaliy !

He

with
TURPIN,

© S~ = ybing
on the Broad Hichway.

comrade
Get to know Dick and his chum—they

> A Thrilling, Full-of-Action Yarn, deahng
the

amazing adventures of DICK
HICHWAYMAN, and his merry
RICHARD NEVILLE,

will take you through many wonderful experiences !

By DAVID

GOODWIN.

- Dick  Neville, the young squire  of
lﬁuﬂkhﬁume, is turned out of his rightful
inheritance by the low-down freachery and
deceib of an adventurer who calls himself
Hecfor Neville, Dick’s cousin.  Hector is
lielped in his yile plobting by reason of the
{ach that Dick has fallen into disgrace with
the {overnment, owing to the assisfance
iie has rendered the famous highwayman,
‘Dick Turpin. The young sguire has also
anpther deadly enemy in Captain Sweeny,
a noborious footpad. Hector Neville is
determined to oblain possession of the
fordly mansion wherein Dick has taken up
fiiz- abode. The rogue has Leen foiled the’
first time, but he returns fo the charge
armed with legal warrants., Dick first of

5 BRIEF SYNOPSIS OF THE FIRS T CHAPTER.S;

all resists Hector, bub when news ecomes
thirough that he has been ocutlawed, and
that the King's Riders are after him, he
leaves Faulkbourne with Dick Turpin. |
The two comrades meef with many adven-
tures on the broad highway, making many
friends and enemies. Dick Turpin is called
away on a secret mission, and whilst he is
gone Richard Neville falls into the hands of
the sherifi of Boxley. Dick is brought to
trial before the court at Claverhouse. The
meeting is aboubt to commence when sud-
denly & figure stands wup among the
audience, and there iz a lond cry from
the magistrate: “Dick Turpin! He is
here!” ' 1

(Now read on.)

8! Tue amazinag RESCUE. !

rood!” crled

11y, T‘":‘-.PII-., by the black
the m&gﬁ-tratc fiercely. “Seize
- him! Arrest him, men! We've

-gof the brace of them!”

“Nay,” said Turpin coolly. “We are three,
not two. Dick o' the Roads, mysel, and—
Six-String Jake!” :

Tha Sauire of Claverhouse turned white as
ashes. For a moment it scemed as if he
would drop to the floor.

Then he heid up his hand.

“Release him! It was my mistake.
is-nob Turpin!  Sir, my apologies.
tlie prizoner is committed to assizes,
move him 6o the cells!”

Turpin smiled blamdly, and made a deep
how to the magistrate's apology. He nodded
ta Diek,  who, utterly mystified, -was being
I - away to the cells, Tuarpin's eyelid flut-

rcﬁ for & moment on his cheek.

That
The—
Be-

That almost invisible wink cheered Dick 'y

n u‘t wiore than a gpeech for his defence

from the most eloguent lawyer at the Bar

conld have done. What was afoot hé could
ndt guess, but he felt a gleam of hope.

“ We—we will now adjourn for luncheon,”
zaid the magiatrate, coughing violently,

He turned out of the court-house into the
corridor, looking uncommonly glad to go.
’iurpm gmned the passage by anc«ther door,
and overtook him. -

¢ will trouble your worship for a short
interview,” he said, grinming. * Your worship
will not refuse me, I trust. In the inner
room, if your ‘W{I-T“-hlp pleases.”

The magistrate bit upon an oath,:

“In here,” he said, throwing open a
CLoor. 'l‘hen, after \'.Iu.ﬁpermg a few words
to an abtendant, he followed Turpin into the
'I; +I'i'h
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The Sguire of Claverhonse threw himself
into & chair, and glowered with mingled fear
and dislike at his neigitbour,

Turpiu, still smiling politely, perched him-
self with easy grace ou the cormer of the
table, and looked his companion over from
head to foot with an appreciative eye.

“Gold - buckles, set with diamonds,” he
ohserved, “sprigpred vesh, fox-hunting boots,
ruby pin as big as a muf, gold signet with a
coat of arms! Pink me, it gives a4 man
‘heart! I may make my fortune yef, Jake,
If you could do if, why shouldn't 9

The squire fought for breath.

“Y sgbtrolled in here withouk a weapon,”
said Turpin. “Isn't it pleasant €o think of?
-Walking about as if I were a London citizen
on Sunday afternoon, and feeling safe as a
Quaker. What a thing an old friend is! Ewven
if 1 were captured by some other court’s
men, you'd see me through, wouldn't you,
Jake? Omnly to see your old brick-red face
again is a p‘eaaure—how ik rc-mmds one of
old times! Do you

“Hush!" said the squire, in
v(._-ice. “Not so loud!”

“I think I shail come and settle down in
this district,” continued Turpin, eyeing the

an Agonised

trembling form of the man before him, and |

noting his bloodless face.
charming to ride abread fecling sure that no
meddlesome Riders or bailiffs would interfere,
and occasionally dropping in t{n dine with you
ati Claverhouse, just to talk over some of
our——"

“Take eare!” hissed the maplstrate, stark-
ing up, the veins on his forehead suddenly
swelling with rage. “Do nobt push me too
far! I am repenting of my Ienience already!
My men are waiting outside the door fo
take you, and you shall swing by &he side of
Richard Nev ille if you say amother word in
that toneg."

“1 think nol” repliasd Turpm
pinch of snuff;
a special a,llm-.a to hold the three of
uz, Pish! \Ehataswhb it would be{ Dick

taking a

“It would be-

“they would have to build.

The Universal favourite—The * Popular” !

Neviile, Tarpin, and Six-String Jake, all on
one glhbet arm!"

The Squire of Claverhonse sank back with
a groan,

“1t was semething of n surprise to me, [
confess,” said Turpin. “The loss of your
beard and moustache make a large difterence,
and you are much stoufer than of old. I
do not wonder you feel so safe, But we rode
together so mn%, comrade, and I know you
so well, and all your charming little ways,
that it did not take mgc the twinkle of an
eyelid to recognise you,"

“Hang you!” muttered the squire,

“It is & transformatien scene, in truth,
comrade. But you were luckier than most
of us on the roads, and you had mo niceties
of choice, like some of us. I don't know what
the rising generation i3 coming %Yo. This
voung friend of mine, Dick Neville—you
would not credit the ridiculous scruples he
has. But there was none of that aboub you,
Jake. Rich or poor, man or woman, sick
or strong, you stnppcl them all equallr. and
you were very industrious. Seldom you came
across the King's Riders elther, or had any
little professional troubles.”

“Not so loud, for Heaven's sake!” groaned
the magistrate, wiping the beads of perspira-
tion from his brow. “Somchody may hg
listening at the door.”

“1 hope not, for your sake. Bub you wem
ever & careful man, Jake. When you were in
the profession, never a groat did vou spemd
if you could help it. Never a jolly carpuse
with boon companions, neither a fistful of
guineas for a companion who had fallen on
evil times, mever a coin for the poor out of
the rich man’s purse you took., ¥You
hoarded it up, and treasured it, and added
to it day by day, and you had rare fuck!”

“Is it a crime for a man to save Lis
money ¢”

“"Tis a crime to save other penple 8 maney,
my good Jake, and s0 you will find, if any
of your parishioners hear of it. But doubt-
less they never will, unless they are told.
Now to return. T lost sizht of you after we
parted at Lincoln, following our little
adventure with the corperal and his men,
but I heard of your great piece of fortune
at York, when you and Will Caldecott and
three others lifted fiffeen thousand guineas
from the mail. It is such a plum as does
not fall to one once in & cenbury. A lucky
stroke, indeed!”

The magistrate glanced with an agonised
face at the door.

“Then it was noised about that a sad
accident happened to Will Caldecott and the
others scon after, They were found dead i
their beds, all four of them, at the moorland
cottage on Gorley Wold. - How it must have
grieved you, Jake, to lose four such dear
companions at one stroke! And there was
the added grief of the money—tliere was
nobody to divide it with. You had to be
troubled with the whole of it. With what
you had before, I dare say it made twenty-
five thousand pounds. Bunt you were always
a lucky man, Jake." :

“Hang you! Did you come here to drive
me mad?” muttered the other.

“After that it was said you had slipp®ed
out by ship and gone to the Indies with your
booty, and next we heard the ship was lost.”
It must have been great sorrow- to the
sheriffs, but you were never greatly sﬂught-
after, being such a quiet worker,

“So now you have bought a country
gstate, and are & lord of the manor, Jake,
and & man of weicht in England—eh? Esm-
String Jake is lnng dead, but it must be
‘as good as & play to see you storming at
some poor cub-purse from the bench and
sending him to the gallows for the good of
the King's peace! Do you remember, Jake,
how we once took six purses in one day—
ouly zenteely, at the pistol’s point, and nob.
by cuntting pockefs. I hear you had a muy-
derer before you only last week, and com-
mitted him to assizes, where he i3 under
senbence of death, Do you remember the
two Riders yon sghot the day before we
parted at Lincoln, Jake?

“Now, it is J;wt money T will tahe fmm
yon,” continued Turpin. < But you will do me
a small favour, and that forthwith, Under-
stand, Jake, no nonsense; it must be done

at once. You are to release Dick Neville
within the hour.” :
“Dick Neville! It's impossible! And,

what's more, I'won’t do i6! The hanged cub
*has used me in a way I never forgive, and

if I had the power I would have him roasted

- The Openmg Chapters of Duw W{mﬂerful Serial Next Week !
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Eotd"’mﬂh not hanged! I refuse, and that's
4t

“Then you will swing upon the zame
gibbet as he! I will proclaim you for what
you are. Before the sun has risen and szf
again, the Squire of Claverhouse will be
stripped of his estate and his office, and
flung into the felon’s cell. They will believe
me, Jake—ha, ha!” Turpin laughed loudly.
“My testimony is sound, and my proofs
good. I shall soon show them the truth.”

“You dare not! To do that, you would
hang as well as me. He, he! I have you
there!"” :

“F know that. But I'll do it, unless you
let Dick Neville go free! One go, all go,
Six-String Jake!? -

The magistrate looked into the highway-
man's grim-eyes, and saw he spoke the truth.

“But, Turpin, I can’t! It will mean my
ruin if- I let him go! They will blame me
for it. I shall be disgraced!”

Turpin shrogged his shoulders.

“They may strip youn of vour office as
magistrate, but I do not see that your are
much fitted for it, and you get no pay. It
will _be no loss fo the country or to you.
Besides, you will throw the blame on the
turnkeys. It is hard on them, doubtless, but
you cannot expect one of my profession Lo
have muech feeling for turnkeys. However,
all this is air. If it ruins you ten fimes over,
. You are going to let Dick XNeville out—or
he hanged yoursel.” - : :

“I shall have to bribe the turnkey!”
muttered Jake.

__“As you please, so long as it is done. But
in your place I should ehange my coat, and
steal the keys from the turnkey's office,
which you ecan easily do; put on a mask,
and open the door of Dick’s cell when the
coast is elear. You know the ropes here,
and can well make it sure. For, look you,

the turnkey mighi refuse to be bribed, and.

then the fat would be in the fire. I am not
gnLng to take any risk about getting Dick
out.” : . :
“Ay, that will be the best, doubtless,”
said the magistrate gloomily.

“It will be a change for you—quite like
old times. I will lend you my spare mask if
you like.”” Turpin grinned. “1t would not
bz well for you to be recognized.”

“I have still a mask. It shall be done as
your said. About seven o' the eloek 1 shall
e able to let him out.” >

“Very good. Make no explanations to him,
hut bid him go straight to the milestone at

Boxley Wood, and lose no time on the way.” ;

The magistrate nodded sulkily., 1t was
the place where his men had captured Dick.

“And mind, worthy Jake, there must be
no mistake,” said Turpin, his fierce eyes fix-
ing the man. - “1f he is not there by half-
past seven, within an hour the story of Six-
String “Jake shall he in the hands of the
sherift of Lincoln. Diek Neville joins me on
the road to-night, or you shall bang heside
him. See to it well!”

- L] - L] L]

As the shades of night fell, a tall figure
on a black mare sat silently by the corner
of  Boxley Wood, "holding the bridle of
sreat black horse that stood riderless beside.
Suddenly the black horse pricked his ears
forward, and gave a wild neigh of delight,
stamping excitedly. and arching his neck as
his flerce eyes strained foarward into the
durkness. Out of the shadow of the wood
came a dim form afoot, hurrying forward
t-wards the horses.

“Turpin, is it you? And Black Satan!
Od’s wounds! I can’t believe it!?

“Ay, ‘tis ¥, right enough,” said Turpin;
“np into the saddle, and give us a grip of
your fist, Dick. - Blood! But this does my
heart good! Rein round, and let us ride
on across the open, for a shot or two out of

the wood might grass boih of us, and re-

lieve the squire of Claverhouse of a lot of
anxiety.” : z

“1 think I must be dreaming!” said Diek,
a3 they trotted across the heath. *I shall
wake up in that hanged cell, and find my-
self lying on the cold stone in the dawn.”

“PDoesn’t  Black Satan feel real between
your knees?? said Turpin, with a chueckle.
“Nay, you are out of the clutches of his
worship. A gentleman in a black mask let
you out—eh? And was in po very good
temper, I doubt.”

“Zounds! I kpew you were at the bottom
of it!” cried Dick. “Who. was the man?
When I saw you in the courthouse, when

they put me up for trial, I made sure they
had the pair of us at last, snd wondered
‘what mad folly brought you there. And the
pig-faced magistrate refused to arrest you—
he was in a blue fright! Tell me, comrade,
Itow was it done, and what’s the reasoni”

« “I have some little influence over - his
worship,” said the highwayman, with a grin,
‘and after a little discussion in his private
.room, during which lie used a very pointed
argument, he agreed to let you go.”

“You have a life-and-death hold over him,

then, of some sort. What is it?”

¢ “Nay, that would be hardly fair to tell
you,” said Turpin, chuckling. *His red-faced
worzhip has done his part as agreed, and I
must keep his seeref. Be thankfuf you are
out of it, Dick, and let us put the horses
to the canter. For I do not trust Claver-
house overmuch, and it would still save
-him awkward questions if he could rid the
earth of the pair of us to-night. He has
‘many men in this district, and I count it
‘due to my honour to see you safely away.”
- “Little we care for any blow in the open,”
:said Diek: “but you have saved my life,
‘comrade, when it was not worth a penny’s
-purchase, and it shall never be forgotien!"’
i ‘““As to that,” laughed Turpin, shaking out
his rein, “we have gaved each other’s lives
80 often that I have lost count, and do not
know at the present moment which of us
_is the creditor. But let that go—it matters
not a straw. Which way shall we ride to-
night, Dick?”

. “8Bouthward,” replied the young highway-
.man, “away towards the Norfolk border,

-where we will ride the marshes for a couple

of days, - Old Sapengro and the gipsies are
«down that way, and there is some Kkittle
news tiey should have for us. Aftfer. that,
-hack to St. Austell's for a flying visit to
‘Ralph, by which time all will be ready for
my plan, which shall shake the teeth of
Hector Neville in his head.”

“Apd what is that same plan?"
Turpin.
. “You shall Jearn very soon. It is better
deft unspoken until I have it complete. You
shall help in that affray, comrade, and right
good sport it will be.”

“Will it set you bhack in your ewn place,
to enjoy Faulkbourne again?”
- “Why mno,” replied Dick. “I see no hope
‘of that ever coming to pass. 1 am cutlaw
beyond all saving, and every day the hue-
and-cry for me is greater. Buf. at

asked

cheat and miser! I will sirip him of it, and
drive him outf, as he drove me!”

“You would no longer find the life of a
country gentleman foo quiet—eh?’* chuckled
Turpin, “were you in possession again$”

“No,” said Dick, with a sigh. “I am free
to own I begin to sicken somewhat of this
immnted life. The freedom of the open, the
wind, and sky, and the danger, all these I
love. But the treachery, the constant deceit
and lying and espionage that T meet with,
the vileness of the vile men. all have entered
like eold iron into my spirit. It would be
pleasant to escape from that. and enjoy my
own once more, and do to others as I wonld
be donme by. It wearies me to find every
man an e€epemy, save You, staunch old
comrade.” - . - -

“Pretty sentiments theze for a Lnight of
the road!” laughed Turpin. “I can see you
are beginning to fail us.”? h -

“Not I!" sald Dick stoutly. “This is {he
only life that remains for me now, and I

shall live it while I may, and die fighting

when the end comes. They drove me to it,
but they shall pever hang me!”

“Well, let us cover anotber dozen miles,:

then put up fer the night,” =said Turpin;
“we will take many a purse together before
that time comes.”

They -settied themselves at last at a
cottage in the woods, and next day rode far
to the southward. Unfortunately, Black Bess
fell Jame by a sharp flint—a thing that did
not happen to her once in three years, They
had to le up for a day, but the evening
afterwards, as the dusk hegan to fall, they
found themselves on the Nerwich hich-road.

“I know not how it is,’? said Turpin, “but
I've had muech experience in this way, and
though I've seen nobody, ‘tis borne in-upon
me that we are followed, Dick.”

* “By whom—and how?”

“That remains to be seen. We must go

warily, I have learped that your escape

from the prizon’'has made a great siir,” and

Another Great Tale of Cutiaw Life !

least
Faulkhourne is not for Hector Neville, the

that the sheriffs around azbout have sworn
to take us.”

~“1 have heard such resolutions too many
times before,” said Dick, grinning. “They
come {0 very little save woe for those who
try it.  But I hear hoofs upon the road
round the corner.’? '

“Draw in among the trees liere,” peplied.

Turpin, leading the way,
they are.
be seen.” .

“None too soon, by the rood!” said Dick,
as they reined back behind the rather scanty
cover of the spruce fir-branches. *“See their
yellow-laced hats over the gorse! 'Tis thc
King’s Riders, and no others!
shall he seen here, too.” :

“Bide a little, and sit quiet,” murmured
Turpin, as five or six Riders ¢ame round the
hend.
prisoners,

i “till we knoyw who
‘Tis always better to see-than to

Four in all.

’Tis odds we!

“They are mot after ‘us—they have:.
'0d’s death!” he.

mutiered, in sudden amazement, “they've sot

the footpad Sweeny and three of his men'”

“What!” s=aid Dick, beneath his breath, .

“Zounds, you'te right!”
Bound like new-takein wolves, lashed round
and round with ropes, with their feet tied
beneath the bellies of the farm-lorses they
were om, the four footpads were escorted hy
six King's men
in - their hands.
himself.
“Taken at lasi!"” theught Dick.
At that moment a gu

screeped Dick’s face, and the evil ejyes of
Sweeny lit full upon Jhim. ; X

with cocked and ready pistols -
In the centre was Sweeny:

1 gust of ' the eroﬂiug.
hreeze blew aside the unlucky bough that

“Blood!” he eried with -an oath of savage.

delight. ~ “8ée there, fellowse—Dick o' the
Roads! You've taken 'us for the wallows;
after him, and bring him in beside us!®

HTht_a moment Sweeny opened his  mouth,
Turpin wheeled and clapped spurs io Black

Bess, and the two comrades erashed away

through the weod, followed by shouts and:

piztol-shots.

In a few moments they were through the -

belt of trees and on the open heath heyond,
where they galloped at

lightning: pace

straight across’ country for some minutes, .

when Dick drew rein.

“Hold hard, Turpin'" ] ed.
not after us!” pin!” he ecried

“Nay,” said Turpin; “they were oo few

to dare leave their prisoners. I knew -that
well. But none the less, we shall do well to
getrout of the neighhourhood.” :

“Zounds, buf it '
turn tail like that from so few, and beeauvco
that villain Sweeny betrayed us: yet when
you turned I-suppose there was nothing for

‘it but to gallop off 17

“There is something in the air T don't like,”
said Turpin, after a while. “Like an oid
hound, 1 ean sniff the fox long hefore I see
him. Who comes there? A litile Romany
!{afg;)ta:“i I live! Now for news, if there’s any

e

SURROUNDED !

BROWNXN - FACED, healihy -looking

little gipsy-hoy started up from the

: heathier like a partridge, and came

running eagerly towards the
horzemen.

“Is it Diek Neville?” he eried,
he praised! At last thou’rt found. All ihe
Romanies Are seattered over the heath io
find ye, and it falls to me. I fear ye'll he
in sgorry casel!”

“Now, atl

“What! What's afoot, little man?" said
Dick. 4

“They have surrounded you.”

“Whoi"

“The Riders. The sheriffs of three counties
are ont, with every man and liorse; soldiers

withal, and they ecount in hundreds. The

news of thy eseape from the courthouze is
abroad, and 4 great outery has been made
all over the couniry. They have all sworn
pever to rest tili they take ye, and yon have
been spied-upon till you came to this heatih.
They are closing in on every side, and there
is no gap!” : :
“What did I tell you, Dick?” said Turpin
coolly. “They mean business this time.
There'll be no second escape. if they take
us.”
Tue PoPurLir.—No. 222
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went against the grain fo
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dressed man stepped out.

The splendid coach and four pulled up opposite Dick and his cousin. A
#ootmman flung open the door, and a largs, podgy-lockin
“ Wass is hiere 7 " he cried.
is nodings better as 1 like dan a goot fight ! "’

g, splendidly
- “"Afight? Ders
(See page 27)

“Why, we have bub to steal up quietly,
and then charge through the ring, as we
have done before,” said Dick. “’'Tis ‘but the
chanee of a bullet as we go, and they have
ne horses that will ever sée ours, once
through.”

“Nay, bub they are too thick for that!”
ex¢laimed the boy.  “There i3 no way
tinrough, - And it is thou, Dick Neville, that
they seek far mnore than Turpin this time.

The country is ablaze with the noise of
thee.”
“Quick, then! Huve you any plan Trom

those who seat you? Flse we must fight
to the end, and go under.”

“Jdasper Sapengro bids me say there iz a
single safe hiding-place that will hold but
ong, It is sn old hollow tree, to be cntered
irom €he zround, and 1 will take you te it

“Hhere’s vour ¢hance, Diek!  Away with
the Iad while there’s time!” cried Turpin.

“Nay,-pink me, il 1 take the only place!”
said Diek, “ You go with him, comrade, and
U1 take my ehance.”

“1'H hang Aty Teet high before I do! You
are in most danger.”

“Then peither of us will,” returned Dick.
“Nor will we bang, ¥f it's as bad as the
iad anys, we'll ride at them and empfy their
saddles Gl they sbrefeh us dead on the grass!
Come oni”

“Stop!” cried Turpin,
Give me your goat.”

“What fory™

“Give it me! It may be the last thine I
azk%, and you won't refuze?”

“I. have-a plan

Dick took off his handsome pink and gold- .

Iaged ridinz-eost, hy whieh he was so well
known to traveilers, and 'mave it to Turpin.

“Pug thiz on,” suid Turpin, taking off his
o¥n black-and-silver jacket, and handing it
to Dick.

TWhat tie plague fs fthis for?” said Dick,
as be glippad info it.

“1 am going to charze the lines in this
coat and wy mask, and they will think they
Lave caughk you! The instant the word

Tue Porunae. —No, 222,
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spreads they wil relax their vigilance, and
with luek you may dash through safely. So
hold yourself ready. Good-bye, Dick!”
“What! No, burn me i you shall?” cried
Dick, as. Turpin galloped off like the wind.

“Turpin, come back!" shouted Dick, spurring

You sha'n’t
Where's he

after him. “1 won't do it!
fling ' your life away for me!?
gonet”

Tarpin dashied into a cover, and was oub
of sight in no time, and, using all his skill,
he soon was lost te Dick, who rode up and
down digtractedly,

“WWhy did I change coalts with him! If
lie i3 taken, I won't saye my neck at the
coat of nis. 1'll ride into the thick of khem
amd -use- the butt till they shoot me
down. Oh, comrade—heart of gold!—why did
you gof” :

He looked down, and saw the swift-footed
tittle Romany, who had overtaken him while
he circled to and fro.

“Hold, sir! Yonder iz one who secks you!”

“Zounds, who's this!” said Dick, his hand
darting fo his holsters as he saw a horse-
man appreaching ab the gallop, “One of Lhe
Riders¥ Nay, ’tis a boy.”

“He has been seeking you, Dick Neville,”
said the litile gipsy. “He rode on to the heath
two hours age, before the Riders surrounded,
aszking us about vou.”
~ “0d's wounds!” said Dick, a3 the rider
dashed up on a foam-covered, exhausted
horse. “Ralph, what brings you here?
How did you find me?”

“1 learned from the gipsies where yon might
he," replied Ralph—for it was indeed he—
“and, thank Heaven, I have found you! I
heard that a great effort was to be made to

capture you, when 1 was at 8t. Austell’s, and ]

that you would have no hope of escape. I
ran away, and got this borse—I leit ore
dead ou the road—ard rode & day and sight
that I might be with you. If you ro <down,
Dick; so wilt 11

cried Dick. “but I would give my right
hhand il yoit were wmot here.
be no work for you?! It meeans all but certain

This will |

L
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death! Ob, hor, what folly have you dona¥
You must ride back, and save yourself!”

“Not 1! You shall shoot me with your.own
hand first! I am the master of Hunber-
combe, and have the right to sland bemde
you, Dick, And if you die I don't give a
fiz to live on by myself!”

“1 zes piainly nothing ean stop you now,"
said Dick, with a sigh. *“1 pray you may
pass through it safély, whatever happens te
me, Bub if we are tp strive gide by side
fhiere is no time to waste. Have you any
news Of how the Ridera are advancing?”

“¥Yes; they are closing in in a large circle,
with scouts and vedettes ahead, but yebt well
away from us. They are narrowing in slowly,
and the heath is a perfect place For it.-
There are five sherifis and all the Riders
and levies ©of three counties™

“Al to capture -one lomely highwayman!”
said. Dick grimly.

“Av, because thers will be woe for them if
they fail; and also the King is traveHing
North, and -the sgheriffs ‘were frightened lest
you might ‘stop him, for which they would bhe
sorely calied to account.”

S The King?”

“Yes. He will travel by another road now,
of course. But tlie chief news ia this,
Hector Feville iz the first mover of all this,
and it is he who stirred the sheriffs up and

1 has spent much of his beioved gold in paving

for the force. He means to have you caught

now, at any costi™

“Ha, that explains it! T €honght there was
some motive eut of the common %o lead to
all this fuss. Well, he is likely to geb his
way af fast, He sits at home at Faulkbourne,
doubtlezs, and gloats over the trouble he
has set moving.”

“Nay, he is here, helping direct the men.”

“Here?” cried Dick, leaping in his saddle.

“Yes. The sheriffs are no great hands at
such work, you know, and they find &is cun-
ning useful, He is full of zeal, spurring them
up to the mark, for Hector i3 consumed with
eagerness to make sure of you this fimet”

“You mean he is on the heath?” exclaimed
Dick.

“Yes, I caught sight of him right acrosa
the middle, by the fir-woods vonder, where
the road rums, with several of the Riders’
scouts. I pald no heed to him, being so
anxious to find and warn you.”

“0d's death!” cried Dick. “If T can but
come face to face with him before they get
me all will pay for itself! @Quick, Ralph®
Spur on, and show me where you saw him!”

“Gently now!” said Dick, as they approached
the fir-copse to which Ralph pointed. *Rein
your horse in. Is yonder the wood where
you saw him?” : -

“No; 'twaa the other, rizht down the road’
there. But he was moving this way with his
men‘lh

“Well done, Ralph! Dismount here, and
we will walk the herses very quietiv into the
wood., Have you the pistols? Draw fliem
from the holsters and keep them ready.
Quickiy—into shelter! ¥ see forms approach-
ing along the road already.” :

They placed themselves in the {hickest pArt
of the dark pine-wood. :

The broad white ribbon of the high-road
showed just oputside the copse, not five yvards

from Dick’s dark hiding-place, and in the

starlight he conld see five dim forms
approaching on horseback, and thought he
recognised the outline of one of them. They
hulted at the corner.

“Shall we search the wood, sir?” said one.

“No,” said Hector Neville's voice: “he wild
not be in hiding, If 15 not likely he knows
yet what ia afoot. Do vou four ride om
separately, one to each of the four knollz
away yonder, and keep & lock-outb there. I wili
watel: here, whenece 1 can see any mounted
figure for a long way round. The first whe
sights him is to gallop back to the lines and
give the word.”

Ralph nudged Dick in delichd as the four
riderz departed. Heetor Neville sat motion-
tess on his horse for somez time t&ill they
were out of sight below the rise.

Presently he dismounted, to leoszen the
curb-chain of his bridie, which was causing
the horse to fret and stamp volsily,

‘Dick touched Ralph's arm, and, drawing
his rapier, stele forward noiselessly. He
reagned the edge of the wood in a fow

§ strides,
“You are a Neville to the core, Ralpht”:

A pbound, and he was out upon the road,
with his rapier's point at ¥ector's breast.

“One cry of alarm or warning and you
diel” he said. :
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Hector pave a-great gasp, and turned white
as ths chalky read. :
- “¥on have me fast, perchance,” said Diek
grimzly; “4t has tasen a few hundred to cateh
~me, and your men are closing in, but before:
thay grrive you and I will settle the matter:
ane way or the other! Out with your sword,.
and feee e a8 man to man!”
Hoctor stared stupidly, and tried to speak,
“Praw; end fall ont” said Dilek, *’Tis.
vour only chance? See, T will fight you left- |
handed, that your swordsmansliip may eqgual
minet” : :
‘Heector srew livid with fury, and at this
his rapier jeaped from its sheath.
“On guurd, then,” he cried, "and meet:
me with the left! 1 hiold you to vour wordl”
Up and down ruged the fight, and Diek
fonnd he bhad given wo smwall advantage by
using his Jeft hand, skilfnl ac he was.  Tor
Hector, always a goeod fencer, had bheen per- |
fecting himsel! under a famous master-at-

arms, and had enormiously inereased his skill |

<ince the encounter with Dick at Taulke- |
hourne. - ]
By changing bands the young highwayman
woitld hieve had Heetor at bhis mercy at onee,
but this he weuld not do. He kepi to his
word, and, warming te Lis work, he shewed
Hactor that, left-handed or not, hic was yet
likely to pink bis adversary. L3
_“‘];Iﬂldl_” cried Ralph.. “What's thiz on the
Ry T :

AN UNEXPECTED
: INTERRUPTION !

N the thick of the fight the sound of |
hoofs and wheels rang down the high-
way, and a splendid eoach-and-four
suddenly drove along, with Tour out-

riders; evidently escorting some Zreat lora
an his travels.

The combatauts liad to stop and jump
azide, or the coach would have driven over
them, when a eompmanding voice called oub
<harply, and the vehiele and its escort pulicd
up at once. A hemd was put out of the
window, -

“WWass is here?” cried tle head’s owner,
u'iﬂtl a stromg foreign accemt. “Is il a
Eaht 7

“Yes, a Hfzht!" returned Dick
“(uard yourself, Hector Neville!”

“Wait!” eried the voieg, and, a8 a fooiman
flung the coaeh door epen, a lirge, podzy-
lcoking man, splendidly dressed, with a fat,
- woaid-natured face, stephed out,

- “Tere 1= nodings better as T like dan 2

qoob fight,” Lie sajd. “Veot vas it about? 1
vili see fair play.” T

“MWhy, sir, if it interestz you,” szid bick,
“I have lLere before me at last the knave
who has rebbed wme of niy estates and
fortune, and by ftreachery caused me to hHe
hunted acrozs England. He thinks now to
have brought me to the galiows, and 1 am
calling him to account for it.”

“Very goot!” zaid the stranger, glancing
at Heector. *And a very ifl-looking knave be
seenis, for all his e clothea” 1

The swords clashed together again, and
the rapier thrusts gieamed like silver. Only
the elink of sleel broke the eilence. Bub
now Dick pressed his rival hard, and Hector |
hezan to fall back. Year shone on his brow.

“Deog of the highways,” he panted, “I'll
Iny you 1n the duost yet!” :

Suddenly, after a quieck thrust, e whipped

curtly.

s pistol from his peeket with his left hand | |

A warning ery came from Ralph.
But before Hector ecould pull the trigser,

L raffler

Liiek’s sword-point struck like lightning upen

ti1e stoundrel’s wrist, and the plstol fell, ex:
plodin

Dick’s blade passed through his bedy, and
ho fell dead upon the road.

“Vell slone!” cried the sfranger.
knave, he is vell served! Vot a vile trick
mit der pistol) _
and a aplendid swordsman,
name?’ :

“Dick o’ the Roads, at your scrvieo (¥
“Ponnerblitz!” said the styanger. “You
are der yvoung highwayman?”

“The same.”
~“Herr licher! It is I who order your
capture, ?ﬂd hiere I find you, 1o cowardly
o
shenfleman, fighting agsinst edds,  and
stripped of his rights by fraud. 1 remember
something of der story.
you eondguer yonr ¢nemy, who shéwed himself
a villain by his dirty triek!”

Dick bowed, marvelling who tha stranger
could -he»-wa?pare'nﬂy the MHivh Sherifi—
when sudden

Yot is your

“¥our Majesty!” gasped the eaplain of
the troap. -

“Back!" e=ajd the stranger, waving his
hand. The Riders pulled back hurriedly ani
respectfully, “Back—all is arranged !”

Dick stared in astonishment, and
stranger smiled. :

“May I ask your name, sir?” said Diek.

“Jal” replied the stranger, laughing. “JMy
namae is King George der Second.™

“King George!” cried Dick. And then,
mastering his amazement, he swung bis bat
oft and bowed Iow,

“Your Mnajesty reconeiles me
capture!” said Dick to the King, :

“I—1 beg your Majesty’s pardon,” said the
captain of the Riders, *but this is the——"

“Ach, you beg my pardon! Ver goot—
dat is fine idea, and I gif it! Nod to you,
good eaptain, but to my new yvoung friend
hera.
from der coach, and a pen!”

And, resting the paper against the sida of

fo- my

 the eoach, the genial monareh—who, like his

father, was brought up at the Hanever
Court, and talked . queer English—wrote
rapidly with a grey goose-guill, and serawled
his beld signafure below. : ;
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Said Bunier, “There's nothing for
tea, 2
And 't hungry as hungry can ba.” [
Jut when he asked Brown
"Po advance half-a-crown
This example will help you,
Browney turned a dé{f}‘“{:m' to his
[ wleal

=

g &s ih struck the ground. With a cry |
of despair, Heetor turned on him ngain, but.

“Tor

You are a brafe man, sir,

der highways, -but a eallani

And 1 hLiave séen-

_ nly down upon the coach chargad”
& whole treop of Riders, ecompletely sur- |
-rounding it and the spectators.

the :

Julius, git me paper apd ink-horn

et dero

|

out to Dick.

-sternly ; “say no morel”

- name?

nlace,

mand that all be made ready.

F

=3

“Your free pardon, Richard Neville won
Faulkbourne!” he cried, holding the paper
“ To-merrow we shall set cur
seal to it. Blitzen, vot haf we here?”

A second troop of Riders eame up, and in
thetr midst, bound with rope, and seated on
Black Besz, was Turpin—a prisoner ab last,
- “¥on are in luck, old comsrade,” he suid;
“all my wishes go with you. Good-bye,
Diek ; don’t ¥e mind for me!”

Diek torned to the Kine,

; .".Ymu_' ~Majesty,” he eried. “yon- have
loaded me with kindness, But though I lose
your lavour. I must ask one more thing.
That is my old and staunch comrade whom
yYour nien hold prisencr. I pray-you. zet
him froet™ '

The Wing shook his head.

“Pot iz  Tuipin,” . he said="Richard
Turpin, a notorious rogue and malefactor,
mit der llackest of receords. He must diet®

“Your Majesty,” said Dick bhesecehingly,
“Jet him go, and hang me in his place! 1
ecannot see him go te the gallows while I
aime free!” : 2

“He- shall be hanged!” said the Kine
“Then, for my honow’s sake, hang me
beside- himn! 1 shall be worse than a
poltroon to live while he i3 dead. Sce, your
Majesty. ie has my eoat on! He wore it,
and -gave himself into the hands of tihe
Riders, that T might chiance to go free!”

“Himmel!” he eried; "but you do some
brave things for each other, vou knights of
der read! I haf never heard der like of dot!
Blitzen! 1If he did dot, he piust go free!
But mind; I cannot gif him a pardon. He i3
too black a rogue for deé. -1 know his
crimes. But he siall be set loose, and given
his horse, and der Riders not follow ‘him till
daybreak. Den if dey cateli him, dey must
hang him.* e
- “He'll laugh at all the Riders in England
in-two houral” said a voies, s

“I stand to my vord,” gaid the Xineg
“Take ofi dose ropes!”? : . =

“Three cheers for his Majesty ' . eried
Turpin, swingintz his bat in the air the
mement his arms were free, The huotrahs
made the night ring. ;

*Good-bye, Dick [ -said the highwayman,
holding out hiz hand; “you've been the best

“of vomrades, but my company is little good

for you, and we must part. I shall keep
your coat for a2 remembrance. Do youn keep
mine, and a corner in your heart for Turpin
the Outlaw 17 -
Wheecling Black Bess ronnd, he shot past
the Riders, and sped away into the night.
Nor did they Iay bands on him fhen or

“after.

- “And now,” said his Majesty,  stepping
into the coach, “eome mit me, Dick, for I
ind you very goot company. Dis iz your
young broder, of Huntercombe? Ralph, his
i) Come in, Ralph. Now, Dick, 1 hear
dis house of yours, Faulkbourne, is ver’ fine
Only fifteen miles? We will go dere,
and yon shall be my host. Send your
gallopers on ahead dere, captain, and,com:
1 go to
eelebrate - Dick Neville's return $o his own
agiain. We make jolly night of it when we
Forward !”

And less than two hours later the royal
coach -rolled up to Faunlkbourne's deors
between long lines of torch-bearérs. The
walls of the grand ¢ld mansion enelosed high
revels and glad hearts that night, when

Dick Neville sat on the right hand of King .

George the Jovial at the head of the great
banguet-table, and entered into Lizs own
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