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Famous all over the World for its Grand Programmes! 3

i ROBIN HIOOD AND HIS MERRY MEN!?
Feiting how GUY FITZHUGH, the dering youny ward of KING RICHARD COEUR DE LION, falls in with the
famzms OUTLAW OF SHERWOOD FOREST, and meeis with many exciting adventures !

BNIGHTS OF OLD?{

T\\
=

The Characters in the Story.

FITZHUGH, tho young ward of

N(i RICHARD CEUR DE LION, who has
frecn placed uunder the guardianship of
S HUMPHREY DE BRIONNE, o tyrannica

Norman baron,

§ I OF ROUEN, a gallan
ving under the black
ﬁtm;;:m(s

man-at-arms
ner of Bir

SWETNE®

THE HARPER,
g minstrels,

Guy’s first friends.
The Road of Adventure.

FitzHugh, unable to tolerate the
¥ - of his guardian, Bir Humphrey,
ils ¢scape from the grim Norman
, hotly pursued Ly the baron’s
and men-at-arms, flies into the
Sherwood. He outwits the pursuers,
vanders forth alone for adventure. And
an adveniure comes sooner than he antici-
pates. Riding through the {forest, he comes
upon a band of robbers who have in their
ciutches an old man and a pretty young girl.
Without thought of personatl danger, Guy
gallantly dashes to the rescue. A ficree fight
ensues, and pluck wins. {iuy drives the
robbers away into the woods. He then sees
the old man and bis daughter, whom he dis-
covers are wandering minstrels, on their way,
and then makes in the direction he hopes to
fall in with the famous outlaw, ROBIN
HOOD, of whom he has heard so much.
.Short!s after leaving the minstrels he is
stopped on the banks of a stream, over which
he #8 about to pass, by a fat monk, who
challenges Lim to a bout with the quai‘te!‘-
guickly accepts, and jumps from

rsg, erying: “You w lustily, but I
wiil ‘s(-un ring another chime. Now have at
thoel”

Ly
tye

(Now Read On.)

The Qreat Fight between Quy FitzHugh
and the Famous Friar Tuck.

HE stout friar steod stolidly on
guard, and Guy, making a quick
nt, nuddenlv hrought his hands

)

tu r, and smote a terrific blow

at hls The €r1fxr\ h good-

adre

humoured mouth widened info a smile, as,
with a deft movement of his wrist, he raised
the staff above his head and took the blow
upon its middle.

Guy darted back, and fook stock.of him
warily. The fat man evidently knew what
he was about. And when the boy sprang at
him again, quick as lightning, the friar’s pole

whistled within an inch of his ear, and he
He

had only just time to ward
retaliated with a circling swee
the friar on the thick of his braw
and a purple flush passed over his
the little eyes twinkled angrily.

Once the friar’s staff, sliding along Guy’'s
weapon, caught his hand and look the skin
off his thumb; but Guy was warming to the
work, and though his breath eame thickly
now, his face glowed with keen enjoyment,
for a combat-at-arms was as the very breath
of his nostrils to Guy FitzHugh, who had
beaten Sir Humph ¥'s squires and every
groom and horseboy in the castle until he
was tired of i, and longed for a foeman
worthy of his wood. He knew at the first
stroke that he had found one now in this
burly friar with purple face and the
twinkling eyes.

“Thou art a good jackanapes,” said the
friar suddenly, “but I have had encugh of it.
Now look to it, sir!”

And, with & sudden bound, Le came at Guy.

Up went the huge quarter-staff to its full
extent, and the arms that showed in the
evening light, as the brown sleeves fzli away
from them, were like pillars of iron.

There was only one thing for it, and as the
blow descended Guy dropped on to one kuee,
angd received it full upon his own staff, which
ho held in bofh hands above his bare head.
Of a surety he would have been kiiled had
that iron tip fallen upon his skull; bug, lo,
and behold, with a terrific crash, Friar Tack’s
quarter-staff broke in twain, and the iron-
shod end, flving high into the air, fell with
a splash into the brook behind him.

it off.
that

“How mnow, Sir Shaveling?” crled Guy,
springing up. “Do you give me the better
man 7’

The friar made no reply,
great astonishment, turned,
bound cleared the stream,

whistle as he did so. The

et /
/////

lut to Guy's
with one
g a loud
elamation of

scorn that hovered on the boy's lips as be
saw his adversary thus turn tail, died away,
for out of the bushes, in response to the
whistle, sprang six men, in short jackets and
hose of Lincoln grecn, and, leaping over the
rivulet, even as the friar had done, they sur-
rounded Guy with a shout, and he found
himself a prisoner.

“You had better come guietly, young sir.
By the mass, T would Robin had seen this
combat!” said one of the men, & tall,
bearded fellow, with a long sword by his
side. “Bring the horse, '1ff>"’

And, secizing Guy in his arms as easily as
lifting a child, he waded with him through
the river, and set him down on his feet,
where the friar stood with the broken stail
in his hand, laughing lustily, -«

“A murrain on the rotten stafl, and a curse
on the free that grew it!” said the friar,
tossing the shattered shaft into the stream.
“Now, boy, how do they call thee?”

“My name is Guy FitzHugh, father.”

“Ho, ho! A Norman whelp, and one whose
fangs can bite hard! Well, Master Guy Fits-
Hugh, 1 know not” whither ye be going, or
ulnt your business is, bub 'm our pleasure
that you come with us.”

Gur had taken stoc‘,»: of the =ix men who
had captured him, and found, in spite of a
certain roughness of bearing, that they were
by no means ill-looking.

Jome, lads, we have far ¢o go!” said the
friar, tummﬂ down the sleeves of his robe;
and, tumms: towards the forest, now grow-
ing grey and gleomy, for the sun had set,
they started off, one of the men leading
Guy's horse in their wake.

“1 have given you my name, father,” said
Guy; “give me yours in reburn.”

“All tn good time, boy,” he replied, with
r warning glance at the others. “First, 1
would know what brings you riding alone,
and where are thy companions?”

“gompanions I have noue,” sald Guy
bitterly; “no friends, either, except it bLe
stout Robert of Rouen, whom I shall meves
see again, and maybe a wandering minstre!
and his daughter, to whom 1 did some little
service."”

“Mean ¥you
pretty faehel?”

old greybeard * Sweyne and
caid the friar.

The Abbot of Merly falls info Robm Hood s c!ever-!y faid ambush.
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THE FIGHT BETWEEN QUY FITZHUQHK AN

///;//fr.f,/,-/,. BN

With a sudden bound Friar Tuck came at Guy. Up went the huge quarter-
staff to its full extent. Quy dropped on one knee, and received it full on his
There was a crash and Tuc;('s weapon broke In twalin.

pege 3.

own staff.

(Sce

“That do I, replied Guy. “Not long
ince, back on the road yonder, ¥ found them
t by ruffians, and but for my coming it
d gone hardly with them.”

The friar took Guy’s quarter-staff in his
hand, and, examining it with a critieal eye,
pointed to a tuft of red hair adhbering to it,
where the irom shoe was riveted on to the
wood.

“Methinks

I
I

there i3 bhut one rogue in
g died, who hath locks
of so bright ¢ at. Gramerey, if thou
hast truly slain him, then hast thou rid the
world of a ruffian, and earned the friendship
of one honest mamn, into whose presence we
shall shortly bring you!” |

Guy's heart suddenly began to throb
violently. :

Know you aught of Robin Hood, sir?® he
said.

The man gave 2 low whistle; and the fiiar,
who seemed to have ears as well as eyes for
cverything, turned quickly round and com-
fronted Guy.

“ What would you have with Robin Hood?”
he said, more sternly than he had yeb
spoken. “Are you here to spy upon him?”

The other men had closed round, and so
intense was the silence that had followed
upon the friar’s words that Guy could almost
hear the beating of his own heart as it
thumped against his ribs.

He was conscious that the tall man had
half drawn his sword from his sheath, and
he realised that he was in great peril. Then
hie told them of his escape, and hiow he was
even then seeking the great outlaw, with no
-t:their hope in life but to enrol himself in his

and.

“By the mass,” the friar cried, “yours is
the true mantle that we want! I will answer
for Robin Hood’s word myself, when we teil
him what we have seen with our own eyes.”

“"Twill not be long before we tell,” said
the tall man, whose sharp ear had heard
the sound of approaching footsteps. .

A peculiar whistle came from the gloom,
for it was quite dark in the wood by this

TrE Porvran.—No. 224,

time; and as the friar flung back his head
and laughed aloud, the approaching figure
came striding through the fern, and Robin
Hood stood before them.

How Quy spent His First Night in the
Forest, and made Friends with the Mepry
Men of Sherwood !

113 E are well met, Friar Tuck,” said
Robin Hood: “but did I not
counsel 'you to take mo

prisoners?
“Nay, now, Robin,” said Friar Tuck: “you
speak like a man in the dark. We lay on
the road beyond the brock all day, but the
knaves came mot our way; only at set of
sun this gallant lad here, whom I did thint
to trounce after my usual fashion, and yet
who did eome very nigh te trouncing - me
Moreover, he met the knaves himself away
back yonder on the common, and rendered
such goodly seccount to them that we shall
hear no more of their roguery—for the time,
at least.”

Guy could just make out the outline of 2
sturdy, broad-shouldered man rather above
the common height. He carried a bow in his
hand, and a long heron's feather stuck
jauntily in his eap. When he spoke, his
voice was very pleasant, though with a ring
of command in it.

Friar Tuck told Robin of Guy's adventure
with the robbers—how he had rescued
Tweyne the Ha and- fair Ysobel, and
how he would fain join the outlaws and live
under the greenwood. While fhe friar was
speaking, Guy was all of a tremble. He felt
that all his hopes depended on the outlaw’s
words. But the next moment his heart beat
gladly.

“You are right weleome,” said Robin.
stretehing out his strong hand. “I% s ever
my custom to try the mettle of such as wish
to join us, but the good ¥riar has taken that
trouble off my shoulders; and perhaps it is
as well for my shouldérs that he has done

50, from what he tells us. By the rood,

every weekf{’

Master Guy FitzITugh, vour name fr nof
unlike my own, for I am Rohin FitzOoth,
as you may have heard!” -
. “Aud Earl of Huntingdon, {f ever
his rights!”? said a tall outlaw, who
by, resting on his bow. ;

“Peace, Will Searlet—peace!” saig Robim,
langhing. “Perhaps the time will come when
I shall claim my own. Meanwhile, 1 am
content to bhe known as plain Rohin Hood,
and I have grown so accustomed to the free
life of the forest that I doubt much if I
would change it for the proudest hall in
England, even if I could. And s0 vom are
King Richard’s ward, Master Fitalingh.
Well, our King has done many foolish things
—with all due respeect be it apoken—hut I
marvel that he should have placed you under
the guardianship of Humphrey de Brionne.
Why, that man is one of the most rapacious
of all the barons, and he and hiz brother,
the Abbot of Merly, are far greater robbers
than we. 1 greet you all the more heartiiy,
Master Gny, that you have escaped from
their perseeution. Never did Robin Hood
turn his back on the oppressed, and t
time will be, when the names of these p
barons are forgotten, and that of Robin H«
shall be in every man’s mouth, as the fr
of the people. Come, let us return t
sylvan retreat, and show Master Fitz
that men can be happy under the bine =
of heaven, without stone walls arou: t
and rafters to keep out God’s sun.
live as royally as the King himself ur
greenwood tree!”

“That should not be difficult
Will Secarlet, “since we have the
for our meat!” »

And then, following their leader
set, out at a quick paee towards
of the forest. .

Guy had an eye sharp as a 1}
he marvelled at the skill with wl
threaded their among the de
and twisted hor ne, and t

of undergrowth that

ground. The Forest was a o
Guy's ear, but he was abo a
lesson in wooderaft before LS

mile on the road.

It was Will riet wh
elbow and whispered in b

“Ah,” said the ontlaw,
in his walk, “art sure there

“There is only one,”
in a low voice. “Keep y0
hitting Brand and I wil
may be.”

“What doss it mean?”
Friar Tuck.

“It means,” szaid the Friar, *
is following us. If it be a Ir
z00d, but if it prove a foe.
help him, for we are ov
intruders!”

Marvelling how Will Searle
tnown of the presence of =
tlence and solitude of that ds
went on in Robin’s wake: by
zone far when our hero was
‘oud yell some distance behind him,
response to a whistle from
inswering notes came to their e

“They have him, whoever
Robin. “Let us go baek.”

short

goi

othe

aware of a fierce strugele
men rolling over each
hushes, The noise ceased as
their pace and reached ti
dark figures of Will Searlet
hitting Brand rose from the
2 man to his feet hetween them.
“Who is he?” said Robin.
“PBy the bristles of hiz red beard and t
snap of his teeth, 1 take it td
Forest Reeve,” replied Will §
“And thou art right, ou
angry voice. “And thou sh:lt
insult to the King’s officer!”

Robhin Hood camic to a stand before the
prisoner,
“Well, Master Barford. you are up to jour
i

meaking tri gain. You are a bold map
to tread so ciose upon our heels. I subpose,
if we had mot discovered you, our slumbers
would have been rudely brokem to-night by
pikemen and bowmen, with the Sheriffi of
Nottingham at their head.”

“You say truiy, Robin Hood!” replied the
Forest Reeve. *“I thought I had run the
foxes to earth {his time!”

“*Twill take 2 sharper nose than thine o
follow our scent, Master Barford!” said

Will the Baron Arrive in Time to Rescue his Brother from the Qutlaws ?
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Bobin, laughi “And pow, since thou art
ford o? the forest, thou shalt spend a

n

t dn i, with the owls for your com-
Tie him to $he hornbeam, boys!
too far from the road for his ories to
heard, and the wolves are not so bold as
ter Barford at this season of the year.”

rain  did the wretched forest-keeper

@

strugg in vain did he promise terrible
vengeance to the outlaws. The sturdy

tellows soon fied him hand and foof, and
i d him like a fowl to a tree, where they
him breathing maledictions upen them
they retraced their way.
hen they had traversed some two miles
or more, Robin raised a hunting-horn to his
Yips and blew' a cheery mote. It was an-
wwered ab a little distance by another blast
and -a chorus of loud halloes, and in a few
moments they eraerged on to an open space—
@ wide glade surrounded by giant trees,
where tho turf was soft as velvet, and where,
by the licht of a huge fire, Guy saw some
forty or fifby men lying on the sward.

They sprang to  their. feet as the party
sipproached, and several huge deerhounds
earae bounding forward, leaping and fawning
on Rebin,

“Ho, ho, my merry men!” he cried gaily.
“We have a pew comrade to-night, whose
petite I doubt not is as sharp as mine.
‘furn the spit there, for, by the rood, i
emeli that fat buck a-burping! Where is

[

Maid Marian?” &
“Here I am!” cried a silvery voice. “XNever
far 1y when Robin callst”

And a buxom young woman, dressed like
the rest of the band in Lincoln green, her
brown hair braided unfier a cap of scarlet

3 ., in which glittered a jewelied brooch,
eame from a4 bower of green twigs that had

ccn seb up under a spreading oak-tree.

G the way through the forest, Robin had
gathered the boy's story from his own lips,
frowning Shoughtfully as ke listened to the
of wrong and tyrapnny; and now he pre-
him $o his wife, saying:

Sweeb, here s a young gentleman whose
elzim $0 our comradeship is well made out,
for he has suffered wrongs, and brings with
sore heart and a strong arm.”
he is right welcome!™ said
giving him her hand, over which
with a eourtly bow. :
panions all!” cried Rohin, as the out-
iooked critically at our hero’s sinewy
and honest, opeun face, “Master Guy
Haglh: hath made the Friar’s ribs to
le not long back, and he can bring no
er recommendations than that to your
friendship and goodwill.,” .

They gave a loud shout of welcome, for
Friar Tuck was one of the most redounbtable
champions at quarter-statfi in the whole
of merry Drgland, and that the blushing
Fad had planted a hit upon him was enough
for the outlaws, who straightaway hurried
fim to the fire and sat him down on
¥iobin’s right hand, while come of them
began to slice the roasting buck, and others
ihanded round white bread and cups of wine.
Guy could not believe his ggood fortune,
Hare was  the renowned Hobin himself

1z a slice of tender venizon upon his
with his own hands.

> Friar Tuck, nedding pleasantly
the edge of his wine-cup, The
y dogs, 80 keen to resent the approach of

ga

x stranger, came and lay down be him
and licked his hand. Bu$, above all, he
free—firee from the tyranny of

Bir
Humphrey de Brignne; free from the ste
1o of that comfortless Norman cas
its chill ehambers, into which the
sun go seidom found its way.

The Capture of the Abbot of Merly !

(43 E yniss Sweyne's harp, and the
voice of pretty Isobel which
charmed us all yesternight,” said

: Robin. “Ho, there, Litt'e John!

Have you no new song to sing us?”

The man whom they called Little John
turned on his elbow and looksd at Robin
with & smile; but before he could speak
there was a loud crash, as two figures sprang
through Ghe brushwood into the clearing and
sped up to the fire.

“'Fis Muaeh and Right-bibting Brand!” said
Robin, springing to his feet. “How now,
ho Wherefore this haste?”

il wherefore not,” said one of the two
sers, whose chests heaved as those of
cit who -had run far—"and wherefore not,

The Dramatic Mesting

en Abhbob
a goodly trai E
lieth for the night at

o ¥ i
te Mills, and

to-

morrow taketh his way through the forest.”
A yeil of delizht went echoing through the

“trees.

» “Now, this is ne

indeed V" Robin cried.
“The Abbot of Merly is an cld enemy of ours,
and brother to Iinmphrey de Brionns. Verily,
friend Guy, thou art eome in the nick of
time, and you ghall see by to-morrow’s sun
how we handie & fat abbot!”

©On Guy's righ$ hand sat a fall youth, with
a profusion of thick brown curls clustering
about his square forehead. He was a merry
foliow, and had kept Guy's platter well-filled
during the feast.

His name was
they had struck up some degree
ship.

“1 take it, from your face, Master Guy,”
said the young cutlaw, “that you bear the
Abhot of Merly little goodwill?”

“Of a truth,” said Guy, smiling, “I like
pot. I was for two yecars under his
rule, learning to chant in Latin, and to make
pictures on vellum, with great illuminated
letters in geold and fine colours, which is
work good enough for a shaven monk, but
not for a gentleman o i3 born to arms.”

“They say that t
too severe,
smiling.

“That i it not,”
think far more of fe H
and it is whispered even ameng the monks
that the abbot was concerned far more with
matters of State ¢han a Churchman should

2

B o

%ds

ws

Allan-a-Dale, and already
of friend-

]

be., He was always kind zenough to me,
though; but L have since heard things which
make me think that kindness had a
motive, and that he and his brother, the
Baron of Brionne, did but plot to get the

lands and moncy into their hands which
should be mine when I arrive at man's
estate.”

“Well, you shall see rare fun fo-morrow!”
said Allan-a-Dale. “And now curl yourself
up, with your feet to the fire, and sleep. I
can see, from Robin's eye, that he hath it
in his mind to play a merry jest upon the
abbot to-morrow. Never fear that you wilt
miss it, for the horns will wake us in goed
time, I promise you.”

Guy tried to take his new friend’s advice,
and stretched himself ont on the soft turi,
as the rest of the band did; but it was some
time before his eyes elosed in slumber, and
he lay looking from the cheery glow of the
buge fire to the stars that peeped through
the branches overhead, and from the stars
to the fire again, until at Iast his eyes closed,
and he gank into a dreamless slecp, his head
pillowing on one of the shaggy deerhounds
that had lain down beside him.

His eyes seemed hardly to have closcd
when Allan-a-Dale shook him by the shoulder,
and he sat up to find the grey dawn struggling
into the -glade, and the foresters rousing
themselves with mightsy yawns on every side.

Never had he slept more soundly, and neves
had he wakened sc refn i

“Come along, lad!” cricd Allan-a-Dale. “A
plunge of the head and hands in the sfr
yonder, and then we are ready for whatever
iz afoot. Rebin has been up betimes, and
some of the men have gone to watch the
road, lest Master Abbot should be mindod
to give us the slip.”

Guy had scarcely laved his ruddy cheek in
the rivulet, and druck a long draought of the
cool waters, when he beard his own mname

“Now, Master Guy, I am minded that yeu
should play a foremost part in the ad-
veuture,” said Robin, tapping him on the

5 Since thou ast so fond of the forest
Robin Hood. ¢ °Twill take a sharper
Miaster Barford !’

outlaws bound him securely to a tree.

. thou shalt spend a night in it,” said
nopse than thine to follow our scent,

Despite the gamekeeper’s terrific struggles, the two

(See page 5.)
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“ Do as these merry men are doing
—don that doublet of Lincoln green, and
over it place a shepherd’s smock. Myseif and
half a dozen of the lads will go disguised,
and you shall go with us.”

Guy was soon arrayed in his new garh, and
when he and Little John, Wil Scariet,
stuch the Miller's som, and several others
came out of the arbour of green bauglis tlicy
found that fresh eakes had bheen haked, and,
ereh man taking a morsel and drinking a
eup oi mead, they strode across the glade aud
entered the forest, the band dividing into

shoulder.

three. % e
Robin, who himseif weas disguised as a
countryman, led the way silently for nearly

hali a league, and then stopped, with his
hand raised.

“Now, Will Seartet,” sald he, “go you for-
ward into the dell among the fern. I wi
yant me you will find a fat deer erouching
shiere, and when you have slain it sound a
pote upon your bugle.”

Will Searlet drew ap arrow from_ his
sheath, and, stringing his  bow, glided

cautionsly away through the oak-trees, tl]e
vest remaining where they were knee-deep in
the dew-drenched undergrowth.

Searlet had not heen goune five minutes,
when Little John said: . e R
“Ah! There goes the twdng of his bow-
Jiring—and there is his signal!” :

4 colitary note from the outlaw's horn
samae to their ‘ears, and, sotting oub :tt”ﬂ
run, guided by a loud “Hallo!” from \K}ll
Searlet, they soon came WP with hnn,}mn-_j:
ing beside 2 taflh’;‘w buck that lay in the

geken at his feet. 3 3
hri]" (.:altoopcd 1 drew forth the arrow with
which he had picreed its head as it 'haﬂ made
its first bound of alarm, and, wiping the
harbed hiead on a handful of gmss,‘ho‘ Te:
piaced the arrow in his quiver and unbent
his bow.

«ADh, Wiil, your right hand has not: rlnst
ite ennuing!” said Robin merrily. “Now,
1ada, take up the deer, and we will to the
voadside Dy which the abbot will surely pass
when the sun is a little higher above the
horizon. Marry, bub he shali live to regret
that he tarried so long abed!”

Fhey eut a branch from 2 stout sapling,
and tied the deer’s feet together, and Allan-
a.Dale and Much, shouldering it between
them, the little party struck out in the wake
of their leader, who soon brought them to
the edge of the track.

“Xow, up with him to yonder hough!” said

Robin. “And while Wil flays him let us
make a fire hore on this pateh of smooth
sward.”

They busied themselves ab ofice, some
gathering armsful of fallen twigs and dry
hrushwood, while Allan-a-Dale Jay fall lengt{h
an the grass and tapped fiint on steel until
he had procured a light.

Fhen the red flame begap to crackle, and
leap higher and higher, and, hiaving concealed
their bows in the hollow of a neighbouring
tree, they cut some collops from the decy
znd set them. to broi.

“Now, pay no heed to any who may come,”
said Robin, “but leave me fo do the talk-
ing; only look as much like ignorant churls
43 yon ean when the abbot approaches.

«Where are the rest of the band?” said
Guy to Allan-a-Dale. who was holding 2
pieee of venison on the end of a green withy.

Allan laughed.

“You will have to learn how fo enseceal

yoursell at the approach of the King's
faresters,” he said, pointing widely towards
$)

the forest. “REvery man you saw is within
carshot of Robin's horn, But, soft! 1 hear
tie sound of hoofs! And younder, surely, is
the glitter of -armed men. Abbot Apseim
comes well attended.”

The spot Robin had chosen was where the
track in thoss days did duty for a high
road, and came winding across an open spob
before it plunged into the denseness of the
farest again on its way northward.

Ope side of the opening was in shadow, for
the sun was harely above the tree-fops. On
the other side, where the supposed shepherds
sat in a circle round tbeir fre, the sunlight
warmed the grass, and flung long arms of
yellow radianee among the oaks,

The birds were singing blithely, and {here
was the sweet morning scent of the woeds
in 'the air, mingling with the pungent smell
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of the smoke of the fire that drifted away
across the opening.
“Now be on your

-uard, lads,” said Robin,
in a low voice. Remember, we are bub
doits and churls for the present. And be
sure to make obeisance to my lord abbot,
whom I sec yonder, mounted on a white
mule.”

Guy was all eyes for the approaching caval-

cade, which now came in sight, headed by a
dozen armed men, well mounted.
Behind them rode a stout man, with a
grey hood drawn about his fat, red face; for
in spite of the sunshine the morning was
yet cool, and Guy’s heart throbbed quiekly
a3 he reeognised Abbot Anselm.

Beside him rode his almoner and the sub-
prior, while half a dozen serving-men led a
train of loaded mules in their rear, the tail
of the cavaleade heing brought up by ten
more armed and mounted retainers, with
steel caps, and lances in their hands,

“Reep your heads bent,” whispered Robin,
“and make pretence to eat as if you had
not broken your fast for a long time.”

The eavalcade had no sooner entered the
open space than they spicd the blue smoke
of the fire, and round about it a handful
of ‘men in smocks aund garments of hodden-

rey.

One glance showed them ibat there were
seven, and the abbot, who had laid hi

nand on the jingling bridle of iz mule, made
a sign to the wen-at-arms 1o go forward

without halting.

Very ric‘uly dressed was the Abbob of Merly,
in a long ridingrobe trimmed with fur and
worked with gold thread.

His hands were ¢overed with embroidered
gloves, and his feet thrust into short cloth
hoots, with long toes. Except for tai
flabbiness of skip, and save that had
three chins instead of two, as a result of
indolence and good living, Abbot Anselm
might very easily have becen mistaken for
his brother, Sir Humphrey, or vice-versa, had
the two exchanged garments.

He was a haughty, overbearing man, with
a high nose, and black hair just beginning
to grizzle a little.

“How now?” he said. *“Yonder rogues
seem to be making a mighty feast of it. And
what iz this I see—-a fat buck, fresh kiiled,
hapging there on the oak-tree? Now, by the
mass, unless they can give good aceount of
themselves they shall’ suffer for this!”

And he reined in his mule and came up io
the party, who at sight of so emiment a
persopage, hiad risen respectiully to their
feet, and stood with bared heads and faces
hent, down. :

“What mean you by this, kmaves? Do
you dare to kill the King’s venison to il
the vulgar emptiness of your common
stomachs?”

«May it please you, reverend father,” said
Robin, “we are but poor shepherds, tired of
mutton all the year round, and we ihought
it mo harm to taste the food of cur belte
once im the year.” o

“Intolerable dog!” eried the Abbob of
Merly, his eye fashing, and the blood of his
high Norman lineage hoiling furiously in his
veins., “So ye thought it mo harm, did ye?
Then, marry, shall yve eome along with me
to receive your deserts! Out upon it! Is
cvery foul churl in the land to do 'what
ne thinketh he will? Ho! - Some ol you,
there, bind these rogues, and let them.follow
in the wake of the mules! Il warrant me
their appetites shal be sharp seb ere they
taste venison again in this world! And I
have never heard whether,” he conlinued,
with a laugh to the sub-prior, “there are any
deer in the next” s

« And what, Father Abbet,” said TRohin,
raising his bead—“what if we say we have
no % to-go with ye?”

Ahbot Anselm beut forward in his comfort-
ably-padded saddle and glared at the man
in silent amazemend, his red face flushing

=

-redder, and his open mouth refusing to uiter

8 sound.

‘Then Robin threw baek his head snd gave
2 merry laugh, and, drawing from under his
smoek-frock a hunting-horn, placed it to his
lips and blew a mighty blast.

It was answered from half a dozen places

‘on the instapt, and from every side of the

clearing there came hounding men in Lincoln
green while the seven ehiwmrls sprang suddenly
baek from the fire, and, vunning to the
hollow tree, before jhe men-at-arms could as
much ‘as lower their lanecs they also drew
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their bows from their concealment, snd in
a few seeonds fifty glistening arrow-heads
menaced the cavaleade on every side. And
%he Abbot of Merly knew that he was in a
rap., =

Each forester as he arrived made a low
bow to Robin Hood, and Litile John, with
a voice expressive of surprise and inquiry,
said:

“What is the matter, master, that you
blow so hastilyy”

“The matter,” said Robin, with an amused
smile, “is this—that poor men must not eat
by the roadside without fear that Abbot
Anselm of Merly shall carry them away o
be hanged!”

“Off with his head, master!” ed Little
John, affecting great wrath. “We will bury
him here by the wayside, as & warning to
all proud rascals!™

The abbot’s face had lost its colour, and
his mouth twitched. He knew the man with
whom he had to deal, for it was not the
first time that he had seen Robin Hood.

“(Come, Master Outlaw,” he said, “you have
carried your jest far emough. Bid your men
stand aside and let us pass!”

“Nay, not so, Master Abbot!” said Robin.
taughing. “You shall not go until yon have
broken your fast with us, and after that you
shall pay the score. And, mark ye,” he
continued sternly, for he saw the sub-prior
whisper to the abbot, “as sure as there is
a blue sky above us, the first lance-point that
is lowered shall be the signal for my men to
shoot !”

The sabbot bethought him of those
sumpter mules laden with money and much
plate of silver, which he carried with him
for his own use. But there was no help for
it, and, muttering savagely, he turned his
mule’s head towards the roadside, and
heckoned Robin to appreach.

“Xow, ho, my merry men!” cried the out-
Jaw, " We will conduct this gallant party to

our eamp-fire, for it shall never be said that .

Robin Hood took aught without giving some-

thing in return. If the abbot’s purse be
lighter when he leaves us, he himself shall
be well iined with good fare.”

The Ransom and the Rescue !

weapons were taken away from them.
But there- was no resisting those
clothyard shafts, which were the

HE men-at-arms looked suilem ensugh .
when, at -Robin's - orders, their

terrible

‘pride of England’s bowmen and ihe terror

of their enemies,

And then, surrounded by the laughing out-
laws—who did not fail to make a rough jest
at the expenze of their captives—the caval-
cade was eseorfed intc ihe forest, and rode
up hill and down dale in the dircetion ef
the outlaws’ camp.

Escape as  impossible. Bubt  Abbe
Anselm was a wily mae, and had 551
his way to his present proud position witl
out good reason. MHe turned in his zaddle,
glancing thi§ way and that at the i
ficent oak-trees through which
passing, and then in a whisper {o
prior, who rode by his side, with

pressive of the utmost dejectlon, Le said
in_a low voice:
“Surely he who leads the foremost mule—-

tha one, alas! so beavily laden wita silver
drinking-mugs and costly platters—is the

man Tancred, who was onee a novice in ouf
house, until we found Lie had no vecation
If yon cap do so unobserved, bid him come
to my side. ) would hiave spesch with bim.”

The sub-prior teined his mule back a little,
and soon found an opporiunity of conveying
the abbot’s miessage.

Tanered was & sturdy, low-hrowed young
man of twenty-ome, of whom, having failed
to make a monk, they had glven a post
among the relainers of the abbey, and.
taking advantage of the inegnalily of the
ground, Tancred was soon beside his master,
his ears very wide open, but apparently pay-
ing no heed to anything but ithe gnaried
roots that twined and twisted aboub the
path, threatening {o trip vwp evemthe sure-
footed mules,

“Thou hast not forgotten the Latin we
were at such pains to teach thee, my sont”
sald the abheot, speaking in that language.

“F doubt not but thad ¥ shall wnderstand
your meaning, Reverend Fub *  replied
Pancred, seavcely moving bis

England ! #
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“That is well,” said the abbot. “II you
can do so without risk, when we leave this
wood and come among the thick undergrowth
that I see in front of us, sink down, and lie
still until everyope has passed you, and then
away to the castle of my brother, B8ir
Humphbrey, and bid him come with succour.
You shall have my blessing and a plece of
gold, my son, if you succeed,

And then, the abbot, looking straight in
front of him, rede on without ancther word.

Tancred fell back, aud allowed himszelf fo
be overtaken by the man behind him.

“When you see me lift myv left hand to
my face,” he said, “take the mule's bridle,
and say nothing.”

And the man nodded.

When the cavalcade, with its escort of
bold outlaws, descended into the dell it
numbered twenty-six men, not includiag the
abbot, the almoner, and the sub-prior. When
it had plonged girth-deep into the green
fern and the dense undergrowth that clothed
its sides, it numbered only twenty-five, and
Tancred, crouching awmong the roots of a
thorn-bush, waited, with “his knife in his
hand, until the tramping of fect and the
hum of voices had passed out of earshot;
then, with the cunning of a gerpent, he
threaded his way back by the way they
had come until he had reached the road, and
eped away in the direction of the_gastie.

“Now, Father Abbot,” cried Robin Hood,
approaching his stireup as the party drew
rein in the glade where the fire still
smouldered, “for the present you are my
guest, and shall be treated with such rude
courtesy as outlaws may bestow.” i

The abbot disdained his captor's a
and dismounted from his mule w

Istance,
h more

agility than one would have expected from & |-

man of his bulk, and, taking him by the
fiand, Robin led him to a seat on the turf,
and bade them serve dinner,

Then from seme hidden larder were pro-
duced a goodly array of viands, for Maid
Marlan and her women had been busy
against the return of the band.

There was venicon broiled on the embers;
there were capons done in gobbets, well
peppered, a roast hen, basted with lard, and
some trout cooked in wine-and-water,
among the delicacies, whichh showed that
the outlaws fared very well.

Several large jugs of excellont wine were
brought from the cool of a neighbouring
cave, and ¢he men-at-arms had solace in
ale and mead, of widch thers scemed to be
no stint.

It was abouf nine o'clock in the morning—
the hour at which folk dined in those days;
but though, from force of habit and the
promptings of an ever enormous appetite,
the Abbot of Merly ate heartily and drank
deep, his face was full of care and fore-
boding, for he knew that many hours must
elapse before the messenger could reach the
castle, and in the meautime he would have
to piy a heavy reckoning for his banquet
under the greenwood tree.

Once the sub-prior whispered in his ear,
and his word deepened the shadow of the
abbot’s face.

“Mark ye yon kmave with the auburn
locks?” said the sub-prior. “He talketh now
to a brown-haired mao a llttie older in
vears. Unless my sight betrays me, 'fis no
other than the King's waed, once & scholar
in our house, and of late under Rir Hum-
phrey’s guardianship.” =

“The likeness I8 strong, but' the thing is
impossible,” said the abbot. “And yot—"

“A second helping of the warden pie,
Master Abbot?” erled Rohin, breaking in upon
his reverie. “No! But you will not refuse
another cup of this red wins of Bordeaux?
‘And then, Abbot of Berly, weo will talk of
the reckouing.”

At these ominous words the abbot's face
grew darker and darker. He had been hop-
ing against hope that his messenger wmight
have-met some bold baron ridinz along the
way, and brought him to thelr help. Buch
things had been, and why not again? But
the arxious glance he cast across the glade
showed him nothing but the tree-trunks
standing sentinel ali round, and already
several of the outlaws were leading wup
sumpter-mules, who had been cropping the
grass ‘a libttle distance off,

Robin Hood smiled: no longer, and ho spoke
Barshiy.

“Now, Master Abbot, I am going to teach
thee a lesson ” he said, “and ease you of

THE ALARM !
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“The warning from the forest was repeatsd, and a young forester, who had
been left behind to watch, burst into the glads.

oried. ¢ Here comes Sir Humphrey de Brionne with half a hundred men at
his back. You can see their headpieces through the trees even now ! (Ses
this page.y \

‘i Beware, beware ! "’ he

some of the ill-got
wrung frora the

Rohin, although he did not appear to notlce
it, had marked how the sub-prior had whis-
pered to his master and pointed to young
FitzHugh, and Robin now called to Guy by
name.

“Come, Guy, lay out the abbet’s cloak on
the sward here, while you others untie those
packages and let us see what they contain.”

The coverings wers speedlly torn off, and,
apreading the furred martlec upon the grass,
Guy helped to pour out the contents cf the
bates, the outlaws giving a cry of delight
as they looked on. Gold and silver money
poured out in a great shower, many. a Tich
piece of plate, and carved rosaries of ehony
and silver.

“ITwere easy to despoil you of 1t all,
Abbot of Merly,” Kobin said, stirring the
pile of coins with the end of his bow; “and
*tis right that you should smart for your sins,
Tell out six hundred pounds in good money,
Guy FitzHugh, aod place-the other back from
whence it came.”

The abbot crimsoned when he heard Fitz-
Hugi's name, and knew that the sub-prior
had been correct 4n his sarmise,

“Hi, now!” he cried, turning to Robin
Hood. “Do ye, then, kidaap boys from thelr
fawful guardians? Know ye not that That
stripling iz the King’s ward, and placed
under the charze of &ir Humphrey de
Brionne?” 3

“I koow that the lad came to us of his
own free will,” said -Hobin, with = laugh.
“He was tired of your brothet’s savage rule
—tired of a sreat smany things, abbot.”
the outlaw looked him full in the eyes with
a searching glance that made the abbot guail
before him. “When Richard returns from the
Crusades, your reckoning to-day will be light
compared to that which Baron Humphrey
will have to render. 1t is, indeed, common
talk that both he and you have plotted with
the usurper John, who now sits upon the
throne of England. Ia short, Abbot of Merly,
1 have been in two minds this last Baif-hour
whether I ought not to hang you to the

n gold that you have

And

nearest tree as a traitor and a bad man”

“Beware how you lay a finger upon me!”
said the abbot, his face visibly paling.

“Nay, have no fear!” laughed the outlaw.
“The spoils are good enough for me, and
you shall keep your black heart in a wholg
skin a little longer. Hast told the money
yet, boy?”

Guy logked up from his knees, and peinted
to the coins, which he had piled up in rows. -

““There are fifty marks over,” sald Littie
John, glancing at his leader as though he
felt it was a shame to let so much good
money pass out of their hands.

“Give that back to the abbot,” sald Robin;
“and, sinceé we have no use for silver dishes
and gewgaws of that sort, let his men pack
them once more on the mules. And now,
Abbot of Merly, thou art free to get thes
gone!l”

The abbot rose to his feet, and drew his
gown about him.

“Think not, outlaw,” he said, in a volca
that trembled with passion—“think not that
the matter shall end here!”

“Well spoken, my friend!” said Robin, leap.
ing to his feet. “Strike up there, pipe and
tabor—the abbot shall foot it in the dance
before he goes!”

And, seizing his hand in an, fron grip,
Robin half led, half dragged, the infuriated
ecclesiastic to a patch of greensward, where,
amld the uproarious shouts of laughter from
the outiaws, he compelled him to dance,

But while this merry-making was in Pull
swing, the warning note of a bugle fell upon
Robin's ears, and he stood still, lifting his
hand, the smile dying from his face. The
waraing was répeated, aud a young forester,
who had been left behind to watch, burst
into the glade. |

“ Beware—haware!” he cried. “Here comes
Sir Humphrey de Brionne with half a hundred
men at his back! You ean see their liead-
pieces through the trees even nowl”

(Another exciting long instalinent of our
powerful serial will be found in next week's

issue.)
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THE SCHOOLBOY PROFESSIONAL!

FORCED TO PLAY FOR ST. JIM’S;

Why has Bob Kenrick, the marvellous boy cvickeler, refused to play foy his form ? That is the question which is
‘guzzling Tom Merry & Co, There is something very mysterious about the new boy ¢

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“The Maich with Greyiriars!
tapped on the door of Study No.

in the Shell passage,

Tom Merry's brow was overcast.
and_his mood was not in tune with that
sunny spring morning.

“Come in!” callea a voice.
Tom Merry stepped into the study.

'TOM MERRY, captain of junior uwkct

Neither

‘Falbot, Gore, nor Skimpole, its three regular
-)uupants was present.

But it was not in quest of any of these
He wanted
boy-—~
the
hoy

three that Tom Merry had come,
a word with Beb Kenrick, the new
the fellow who had wen for himself
proud  distinction of being the best
ericketer in Britain.

Kenrick was - there. THe was par
ewallowed vp in the armchair, and he
fmrning over the pages of “ Wirden's.”

‘The new boy looked up as Tom mm came
in. He could guness tho nature of Tomt's
errand, and he flushed umcomfortalily.

“1 suppose you've looked in to zee me
&beut the cricket?” he said.

“Right on the wicket!” said Tom Merry.

“We're playing Greyiriars this afternoon, a

xou know—the first mateh of the season. The
wther day, when I asked you about playing,
¥ou said you wouldn't.”

“Well2?

“%0 I dropped in to see if you had changed
vour mind in the meantime.

Bob Kenrick shook his bead.

“Sorry,” ke said, “but my decision
#ral.”

The frown on Tom Merry's

“Look here, Kenrick,” he said,
weonderful cricketer—"

S0 they say.”

“And with truth,” said Tom.
gave o display of batting in the quad the
ether day, it was like an exh n of fire-
works. You're far and gway the best hats-
man 1've ever secn.”

“Fhank you!”

“Then why won't you play?™

the new boy looke tro ahled.

“¥ can’t evplaln—nel In a way that you'd
wmferstand,” he said. “The fact is, I car't
pisy, and ¥'d rather you didu't press me
the why and the wherefore.”

is

row deepened.
“you'fe o

“When you

50 jolly st said Tom

7Y ‘re & horn ericke ou'd be

= tod in pickle for us this af son. The
¥riars have got some topping bowiers, but
yeu'd knpoek spots off t 1. You belong to
st. Jim’s, and-you're-in the Shell, amd yet
yex won't turn oub for us ]['ufjs ¥. I cant
mmderstand it. Ceme, be & ort, Kenrick,

e zww 32
cpyick sxmicu me»

yw’uh cd e tl'
Par POrrLan.—

who ha
on the

P
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| pressed him to pla
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“TO HIS SIDE"
By Martin Clifford.
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(By the author of
of St. Jim’s

Do you know Bob Kenrick? If not,
meet him below.
character, bright and breezy at times,
very mysterious

This story will Thurill yoh!

He's an amazing

in  manner.

the Topping Tales of ihv (,hm.m
appearing in the * Genr.”')
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subject,” he said. “Talbot started it, but
he soon gave it up when he saw I was firm.
Then D’Arcy came in, and #aid he was a
fellow of tact and judgment, and would
easily be able to persuade me to play. But
he couldn’t. After that I was coaxed and
entreated by Blake. And now you come
along. I appreciate the compliment of
ha'»mg my services so eagerly sought after;
but, once and for all, Merry, I can’t play.”

“Not ever?”

“No, not ever.”

Tom Merry clenched his hands.

“If you're standing down from the team
cub of selfish motives, Kenrick, you're a
cad!” he said hotly,

The new boy shrugged his shoulders.

“My motives needn't trouble you,” he
said. “I can’t play for St. Jim’s, and there’s
an'end of it.”

“Oh, very well!” said Tom Merry. “I'm
not going down on my bended kmnces t¢ you.
It strikes me very foreibly that you're a bit
of a snob.. You happen to be a first-class
ericketer, and you imagine you're too good
for our company. If Kildare asked you to
turn out for the First Eleven, you'd accept
like a shot!”

“You've no right to say that,” said Ken-
rick, flushing.. “You've already bhinted that
I am a cad, and now you say I am a snob.
Names like that leave & masty taste in the
mouth. I'll trouble you not to repeat them.”

“If the eap fits, wear it!” said Tom Merry.
And he swung angrily out of the study.

anners and Lowther were waiting in the

W hat tuck, Toramy?” asked the former.

“It’s no usfc,” growled Tom Merry.. "“'lhe
fellow’s -as obstinate as a blessed mule. 1
ys but he won't hear of

“What's he going fto do this afternoon?”
asked Monty Lowther. “Is he going fishing
for tadpeles, or sitting in & meadow making
daisy-chains, while we're playing ericket?”

“Ask me another!” said Tom Merry. “He
hasn't discussed his plane with me. Seems
to he a bit of a mystery about the fellow.”

“Oh, well! Let him go bis own way, and
be hm!%d"’ said Manners, “I expect we
shall manage to liek Greyiriars without him.”

The news that Bob Kenrick had definitely
refused to play for his school eaused quite
a sensation.

The new hoy, who had heen reccived at
S8t. Jim's with open arms, was BOW Very un-
p@pular Most of the fellows he happened to
pass that morning cut him dead. They had
no use for a fellow who deliberately stood
down from the cricket team at a time when
Lis services were urgently meted

Greyfriars were Dbringing over a strong
side, and the ahsence of Bob Kenrick from

t S8t. Jim’s team might make all the
difference hetween tietory and defeat.
rom Memty & Co. ehanged into their

flannels directly aiter dinner. So  did
Kenrick. 4"
A fleeting hope came into Tom Me

mind that the new boy liad decided to 3
for the school after all. But it vanished
when Tem saw Kenrick going down to the
gates, earrying his ericket-bag.

Tom Merry stared angrily after the m
boy’s retreating figure.

“My hat!” he elaculated. “1 believe (Isc
fellow’s going to play for some other team!”

“Rats! He'd never have the nerve,” gaid
Manners.

“But he wouldn't take his cricket-bag if
he was just going for an ordinary stroll
And he wouldn't be wearing flannels, either.
Great Seott! If I get proof that, he’s been

sight of Bob Kenrick, calmly strolling
of the school gates, maddened him. The
fellow's services were needed at St. Jim's,
Why, then; did he go oft like this?

The Terrible Three were not the only
fellows who saw BDob Kenrick depart. Th
were a dozen juniors strolling about the gu
and when they saw the new boy proceeding
out of gates they yelled aiter him:

“Traitor!”

“Come back!”

The colour mounted to Dol Kenrick's chesk.
But he took no heed of the clamorous cries.

Tightening ‘his grip on the handle of his
ericket-hag,  the best boy cricketer
Britain disappearcd along the dusty read.

bR
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THE SECOND CHAPTEHR.,
Talbot’s Qallant Effort.

““ ALLO, hallo, hailo!”
. That checry grecting emanated
from Beb Cherry, of Greyfria

~ The visiting eleven had arrived,
cheerful and confident, apd in the pink of
condition.

Tom Merry shook Hhands cordially with
Harry Wharton, the Greyfriars skipper.

“Here's to a from} tussle!” be zaid.

Tom Merry & Co. escorted their rivals fo
the cricket pavilion,

It was a glorious afternoon,
shone bhrightly from a eloudiess sky.

When the Greyiriars fellows were ready,
Tom Merry joined Harry Wharton on the
pavilion steps, and spun a coin,

“Tails!” said Wharton.

Tails it was,

“You'll put us
Tom Aerry.

“Do you see any

o

and the sum

in first, of course?”

green in my eye?” ehuckle
Wharton. “It’s a good wicket, and we'l
make the most of it. Geb your padsz on,
Smithy. You're coming in first with me

Kildare and Rnshden, the two umpice

If the School House Lose the Match there will be a Temble Reckoning for Kenrick !

o

playing for a team “outside the school txil‘?‘~‘*““"’-
will be ructions!”
Tom Merry spoke almost flercely. Th



A Friend in need is a friend indeed—that's the * Popular’’! 9

strolled lcisurely on to the greemsward, The
St. Jim's eleven followed them.

Fatty Wynn and Levison were dataiied to
bowl, and they indulged in some preliminary
practice whilst waiting for the hLatsmen to
come out, .

When Harry Wharton and Vernou-Smith,
padded and gloved, and lookinz capable of
wmighty things, came down the pavilion steps,
‘there was a cheer,

The first match of the season was nbout
to start.

Fatty Wyna bowled the first bail —And
he very nearly captured a wicket with it
Wharton went forward to meet it with a
straight bat, but the ball broke in suddeoly,
eluded the bat, aud just shaved the leg-
stump.

“Phew! Narrow squeak, that!”
Noble, who was keeping wicket.

"The batsman nedded.

“That fat conjuror of Fours wants waich-
ing,” he sald. “I'm not going to take any
rigks with him.”

And Wharton didn’t, with the resuit that
Fatty Wynn had a maiden over.

Vernon-Smith scored the first rua of the
matelr. He snicked a eingle off Levison.

The latter was a cunning and somebimes a
deadly bowler; but every now and again he
sent down a loose one, and the batsmen did
not hesitate to bang the ball to the boundary
when this happened.

Figures bogan to appear ou the telegrap
board. TFirst ten- went up, then, after a
long interval, twenty. A still ionger interval,
and thirty appeared. And the Greyfriars

said Harry

opening palr  were still together, and
apparently well set.

But at last the first wicket fell

A wonderful left-hand eateh, o~ ia the

slips, by Talbot, disposed of Harry ~WVharton,
And Tom Merry hegan to Lrightenm up. and
to hope that Greyfriars mighi be got rid
of fairly cheaply, after all,

Alas for Tom Merry's hopes!

Bob Cherry was the next man in, end he
laid about him with vigour., DBob was not
such a stylish ericketer as Wharton, but he
had a very good idea where the boundary
was eituated. His batting mizhi have been
of the mstic order, but it was good to
watel,

With the seore at §0 for cne wicket, Tom
Merry changed the bowlers. e told Figgins
and Blake to ses what they could do. But
Figgins and Blake were impotent. They had
not yet got into form, and the batsmen

made merry.

It was to be a single innings mateh. And
the St Jim's juniors, fielding in the brilliant
sunshine, wondered if they would ever get
an innings that day.

After a tong rost Fally Wyan rcturned to
the attack. And at last the wickels began
to fali {alrly frequently. But Greyiriars Liad
run up & score of 175 befors their fast man
was disposed of. Bob Cherry had contributed
72 not out.

“We'ro up agalnst sometling this tlme,
and no error!” said Dick Redfern. “Ii's up
to you to make e century. Merry.”

“1 shall feel more like doing that when
I've had some tea,” said Tom,

Tea was served on tables set out under
the preen trees. The Greyiriars fellows ate
heartily, as if they were already celebrating
a victory, But the only hearty eater in
the St. Jim's eleven was Fatly Wynn, It
took o good deal to upset Fatiy's appetite.

After tea, St. Jim’s started on their for-
midable task. They started badly, too.

Tom Merry's wicket was taken bLefore a
run had been scored. A brilliant running
catch at cover-point sent Tom back to the
pavilion. And while the captain of - the
Shell retraced his steps, Monty Lowther
whistled “The Doath-of Nelson.”

Figging went in to join Talbot, and
together they pul a belicr complexion on
things. : -

The Greyfelars bowling was moderate, bhut
the ficlding was dagzling. Many a mateh
has been won by good fielding-—a fact which
every man in the Greyfriars team seemed to
realise,

‘With the ecore at 40, Figgins attemptied to
steal a4 run.  Bharp sprinter though Figgy
was, the wicket was put dowm before he
could get to the crease. I wnrs a wonder-
fully smart throw-in, for whick Tom Prown
was responsible, -

Jaok Bleke came in uext, Lit-up a ively
twenty, and was clean bowled. Harry Noble
followed, -and plaved careful cricket. He had
made fiftcen, and secmed o be well seb,

Talbot Stands By the New Bo

when Bob Cheery, {eaping high in the air,
brought of a brilliapt one-handed eateh,

ANl this time Talbot had bheen collecting
runs, He had well over fifty to his credit.

This was not the first time Talbot had
come o the rescue cf his elde when i was
in a bad way. He was determined to pull
the gama out of the fire, if possible. And
when Dick Redfern jolned him st the wickef
thage was some lively hitting.

The hundred went up amid thunders of

= iust the chance that we ghall puil
it off yet,” said Tom Merry, looking on from
the pavilion. “If only old Talbot can get
somebody to stay with him for any leagth
of time—-

“Bob Keneiek's the man we want,” said
Manners.

Tom Merry frownad.

“Omly too true,” hwe said.  “1f Kenrick

gether, I'm positive they'd
puall it off, Redfern's playing badly, buat
he's taking too many fis Look at that!”

Bven as Tom Merry spoke, Dick Rediern
ran nearly half the length of the pitch to
meet a slow, ionccent-ooking loh.  Reddy
had hopes of scoding the ball on $o the
roof of the pavilicn, but, to his horror, he
missed it altogeiher.

The ball was wide of the wicket., But
hefore Redfvra counld get back o his crease
be was smartly stumped.

“ A hundred for five,” said Manners, glane-
ing at the telegraph-Loard.

¢ Your turn now,” said Tom Merry., “Go
and knock spots off the bowling”

Bat Manners, after making a few siagles,
put his lsg in iropt of a straight one, and
was given Lb.w. 4

Batsmen caine, and batsmen went ; but stiit
Talbet went on bitting. Xe had thoroughly
mastered the Greyfriara bowling, and when
tie seored three successive boundaries there
was a positive Lowl o? delight.

“Good old Talpol!”

“Keep it upi”

But Talbot, alons and unaided, could not
work miracles, His partners failed lament-
ably. Monty Lowtner, D'Arey, Fatty Wynn,

and Talbot were toget

and Kerr were {reated as “rabbits ¥ by the
Greyfriars bowlers.

The end came with Talbot still undefealsd,
and the St. Jim’s total at 135. - Tathot had
made 88 not out; buf, notwithstanding this
mighty feat, St. Jim’s had becn beaten Hy
40 runs.

Tora Merry took the defeat in a sports-
manlika spirit. But there was one thought
that he could not drive out of his mind.

How different it might have been had Bok
Keanrick played!

It was safe to say that if the marvellous
new boy had given his services, St. Jim's
would have won. Kenrick would have helped
himself to boundaries galore off the Grer
friars bowling. E

Harry Wharton & Co. were delighted at
their success. It was a big feather in theis
cap te have won the first match of the
E£~gtsc~n, They went back rejoiciug to Grey-
riars,

But there was no rejoiclng in the St Jim's
camp.

Tom Merry, like Rachel of old, mouracd,
and would not be comforted. It had been u
disastrous afterncon for the capfain of the

Shell. e had made an inglorious *duck’s
egg.” and he had looked on at the defeat of
his te a defeat which would not hawve

ceme ut had Bob Kenriek been loyal o
his school. ;

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Forced to Play !

r OM MERRY & CO., seated at their
study window, waited and watched
for the new boy.

Dusk began to fall over the sileat
quadrangle. But Kearick had not come in.
“The mad duffer will be late for locking-
up, if he's not careful!” growled Manuers.
“Hp won't escape a jolly good telling-of,
whatever time he turns up,” said Tom Merry
grimly.
“1 say, you fellows—-"
_ The Terrible Three turned their
Baggy Trimble hailed them

heads.
from ths

weard spread-sagled. ‘' Outi?

Kenrick.

being forced to play { **

ACCIDENT OR DESIGN ? Thers was a crash, and Kenrick’s stumps
Tom Merry went striding up towards
i You didn’t try to play that ball, you cad ! *' he sald fiercsly.
“ You deliberately allowed yourself to be bowled first ball, in revengs for
Kenrick was white to the lips.

(See Chapter 3.)
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asiyway. Baggy ! iper in bis

Band, and lu‘:‘ ing  with
exciternent, ]
“Buzz off, barrell’ v Lowther.

“But I'vo bron i evening
5

gap
s

ahd

it away

EEapn

< &h, \ery welll”? i il 1 ¢
yeu don't want to read .m- ut lenrick——"

“Ek Kenrick’s name in  the papers
again?” said Tom Merry. “What's it ail
aBout this time? X they finished
wmeaking o tin god of Lim?" -

Baggy LPrimble handed Tom Merry the
geper., It was open at the sports page.

‘fhe 'Terrible i‘hrm: seanned the paper
Rageth ing paragraph

grected their ga

“BRITAIN'S BEST
BRILLIANT DIS
W

BOY CRICKETER,
AY FOR WAYLAXND

“Wayland W o of the mowly-
fepimed professio o their open-
sag match of the st Bur-
whhe Their suee y dde to
a brill : dizplay of . Kenrick,

ihe marvellous boy
= uch in the public eye of |
# bat at a critical time,
masterly hihition

sat  oud wabled
mariow victory.

has been
>, Going in
I\r‘rmd\ gave &
af };'*tmg:, sl hig 70
Wi o snateli a
The scores are appended.”

wed Manners, when e

“The M!mz',- been
ik "MUHH
>Ral team !” said Tom
lie's | been playing

Yur mmu\

the eyes of the

mas o ieinous offe

)*‘c mx the pra
t.

juniors that
hiad nothing
als who played
rs  their 1mng
i bat and ball,
‘v on an office
fo 3 heeause they
Only the wealthy could
a8 apuiteurs in county cricket.
it came to ool boy

vm‘ mmpmhd m
sfierd to play

But whet

: ket for momey, it was a4 very
n{ thing.
Bob Kenriek's duty to his school, He

no right to go off and play
fessional team.
Tom Merry's 1

for a pro-

o

ted contemptuously.

p cm

“The fellow *vank ider!” he ex-
elaimed. “I ean see now why he didn’t play
for us. There w no money in it. I I'd

offered him half-a-quid to turn eut for St.
Jim’s e would have d-;nu it. But as there
was nothing to b mu out of it, he u:dn’t
see the fun of as own scheol.”

“The ead!” sald Man s hotly.

“He deser to be gailed in oil!” said
Monty Lowther:

Temn Merry tumed to r Trimble,

“Finished with this pay

“Yos”

“Then 'l stick this
hoard,

Baggy?”

on .the motice-
And hemxck

pag
for all the school to

will get a hot reception when he turns up.
St Jim’s was cshoc®4 when they saw the
Hews,

Bob Kenrick
gnd scathing

Only one feliow v disposed to make any
allowances for Bob EKenriek's aviour.

That fellow was T new
study-mate.

“It’s hardly fair to sib in jndgment on
Kenrick until we kunow all the facts,” he said
quietly.

“But we know them!” said Tom Merry.

“We know that Kenrieck played cricked
for money. But, for all we know, lie may
have been forced to do it.”

“Rats! He's a mean, money-grabbing cad!”
zaid Manners. “I ¢an give you some good
examples of liis meanness. In the first place,
ha walked all the way from Winchester to
St, Jim’s simply to save his Paxl\yay Tare,
Secondly, hebroke one of Taggles' windows,
and wouldn't offer to pay for a new pane
of glass. And now we find him plawu“
ericket for a professional team so that he
can rake in the dollars. What have you
zot to 51y to that, Talbot?”

Talbot's face wore a troubled look. Tt was
not easy to find excuses for Bob Kenrick.
Certainly his recent conduct showed him np
as a traitor and a money-grahber. And yet
Talhot felt drawn to the fellow.’ Kenrick
irad many pleasant ways and a certain charm
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¢ Shunned By the School !

duct
m.

came in for severe

hoy's

¥ ALl for a Wager "

Yet it was difficuit to ¢lear him
ent charge.

ol manner.
of the pre

“PBetter wait till Kenrick 3 im, and
give him a ehance to explain,” said Tatbot.

e words were scarcely out of albot’s
mouth, when Bob Kenrick came into the
hall. He glanced curiously at the group of
fellows assembled in front of the notice-
hoard.

The new boy's face was flusied—the vesult
of an afternoon in the open air. He looked
very handsome in his well-fitting flannels.
His blazer was rathcr shabby, but it suited
bhim well

. Bob Kenrick halted. Suddenly there was
a shout irom the embled throng,

“Here he is!”
~ “Her he traitor!”

The cclour ebbed from the new boy's

checks, 'This was not the first time he had
been called a traitor that day, and the name
stung.
Tom Merry stepped forward,
nwd ace usingly on Bob Kearick,
¢’ve heard all about
ploru this afternoon, Kenrick,” d the cap-
tain of the Shell seornfully. “Seventy not
{ was a ripping seore. ity you didn’t
it for your school,
stonal team!”

Kenrick stood
“What have
demanded lrm M

“\otunm

Suu don’t deny that you've been Ma\mx

i suppose? 7
y should 17"
There was a roar.
“Bump the cad!”
“He’s heing brazen about ib!”
Tom Merry continned to glare at the new
bﬁ)’.

“Yaou belong to 8t. Jim's, Kenrick,” he said,
mxd it’s for St. Jim's that you ought to

hig glance

sallant ex-

nt.
n got {0 =ay for yourself?
Y.

0 mw against
team that

ving‘
he

& -eHov& ]J‘

for an outs I'm aware of,”
R

“’\0 written law, 1t g
unwritten law, )
to oue’s school. \’hat do
happen if Kildare of the g‘\th went off l\ud
played for a professional team?”

“'He'd hecome pretty unpopular, T should

But there’s an
o l \ 1l

say. And that’s what I am, it s But
ummruldntv doesn’t wotry me. It won’t
cause mwe any sleepless nights.”

Kenriek’s attitude nettled the ecrowd, The

new boy would have received a very rough
handling if Tom Merry bad unot kept hh
sehoolfeliows back.

“Have you signed on for Wayland Wan-
drnrs for the season?” demanded Tom.

ell, vou're not going to play for them
any mo‘ )
* Who & g
“1 do,” said Tom Merry cmphabically.

“Your duty is towards your school, and the
sooner you wake up to that fact, the hetter.”

Kenrick’s jaw was firmly set.

“I shall go on playimg for Wayland,
unless ordered to do otherwise by the Head,”
he said. “I take my orders from the Hc.ld~
not from a fellow in my own Form.”

Tom Merry clenched his hands, and he
Jooked as if he was about to hurl himself at
the new hoy. But he restrained himsel? with
an effort.

“T’1l deal with you later, you ead!" he
said, .

Without another word, Bob Kenrick
passed on through  the hall, carrying his
cricket-bag.

A lond hiss followed him—a hiss In which
evi erybody joined save Talbot.

“Well, you certainly spoke your mind,
Tovnmy,” said Manners, when the new boy
had gone. “But how are you going to stop
the rotter playing for W ayland ke

“I shall forcn him to play for us!”

“My hat?

“The House match comes off on Wednes-
day,” said Tom Merry. “We chall want
I\mek‘s services. I shall ask him to turn
out, and if he refuses, we'll collar him, and
hustle him on to the ground, and force him
to play.”

“A somewhat Hunnish method, Tommy
lad,” said Monty Lowther. “Still, it's the
only way. No use appealing to Kenrick’'s
better nature. He doesn't seem to possess
one. If he won't play on Wednesday of his
own aceord, he mugt be made to.”

During the next few days, Bob Kenrlek

A Rattling fine Boxing Story—

kept very much to himself. He was eold-
shoulderet by umsbod, except Talhot.

Talbot was deeent to him. Talbot, wiser
than most fellows of his years, saw bene:
the surface of things. bomehow he could noh
believe that Bob Kenrick was a willing
traitor to his school. There was something
behind it all; but it was not Talbot's way
to start “pumping ” a fellow, and he kept his
thoughts to himself.

Wednesday came at length—the day of the
House mateh.

Tom Merry pinned the list of School House
players cn the notice-board. Kenrick's name
appeared on the list. The new boy saw i%
there, and wrote against it, " Services nob
available.”?

This annoyed Tom Merry intensely. e
was quite resolved now to enforee Bob
Keurick to play in the House mateh.

After dirner the new boy donned his
flannels and proceeded out of the gates with
his ericket-hag, a8 before. But he didn’t geb
very far. A horde of School House fellows
pursued bim, and ealled him back,

Kenrick haited in the roadway.

“Oome along, you cad!” panted Tom
Merry. “We're going to make you play for
your House!”

“But 1 ean’t possible manage it!” raid
Kenrick. “1'm engaged to play at Wayland.”

“Better wire them that you're wanted
here!” said Tom Merry curtly.

“ Look here—-"

“Are you coming quietly, or do you want
to be hustled along by the. scruff of yowr
neck??

Boh Kenrick saw the futility of offering
resistance. The odds against him were 2%
least twenty to one. He would h
overpowered in a t‘vmkling So he y

“Ill e 1e quietly,” he said. f:
you've nifide things jolly awkward for rm,
Merry.”

He turned without another
followed his schoolfellows to
gronud.

Tem Merry picked vp a couple of bals,
and offered one to Kenvick.

“Here, take this bat,” he said.
keeping the New House fellows

and
ket-

word,
the ey

“We're
ting.”

“Half a minute!” said Kenrick. “7This
bat’s no use to me. 1 want my own. It

only means opey
two ticks-—7"

Tom Merry was in no mood to be tempor
with, e fairly thrust the bat into his eom-
panion’s hand, and bustled him on to the
playing-pitch.

“You'll take first knock,” he sald.

Kenrick went to the wicket, and took his
guard. Fatty Wynn, embracing the bali wi
a chubby hau.d, prepared to bowl.

The speetators looked on eagerly, They
had seeu the sort of cricket that Kenrick
could serve up, and they expected to finl &
few tiles missing from the pavilion roof by
the time Kenrick’s innings was over.

“Play!” said the umpire.

Fatty Wynn took his run. His arm swepb
wu;ld, and tlp ball whizzed along the green
tar 2
“Now mind your hequ' * muttered Monty
Lowther.

There was a crash,
were spreadeagled.

“Qut!”

“Oh, my giddy aunt!”

Tom Merry went striding up the pitch
towards Kenrick.

iing my bag—it won't take

and Kenriek's stumps

“You didn’t try to play that ball, yon
cad !’ he said flercely.

“1 dig——-"

“I say you didn't! You deliberately

allowed yourself to- be bowled first ball, in
revenge for bheing forced to play!”

Kenrick was white to the lips.

“I've had enough of your rotten aceusse
tions!”> he said, no less angry than Tom
Merry. “I' meet you in the gym after the
match—or anywhere you like.”

“Very well!” said Tom Merry grimly,

Boh Kenrick walked back to the pavilion,
amid a chorus of bhooing and hissing. He
found himself at war with his schoolfeliows
—scorned and derided on every side. If the
School House lost this match, there would
be a terrible reckoning, which Bob Kenrick
knew in His heart he would not deserve,

The outlook was hlack in the extreme for
the boy who was believed to be a traitor to
his side!

THE END.
(Full parttwlare of next weel’s great tale will
- 'be found on page 2.)

17—Next Week’s Grand Tale of the Chums of St. Jim's |
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THE REBELS STILL AOLD OUT!

The amazing situation at Cedar Creek School is growing very sevious for all purties concemed
és still leld at bay - but how lony can the schoolboys Leep buok the invaders 2

1

TOPPING BACEWOQODS TALE!?
Mr. Gunten

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Still Holding Out!

88 IS8 MEADOWSHI®
“By gum!" 3
There was & busz of excited

voices in the lumber gchoolbouse
at Cedar QOreek.

Misz Meadows, the Canadian schoolmistress,
had dismounted from her pony at the gdtes.
a0d, with the rein over her arm, she walked
towards the schoolhouss,

Frank Richards & Co. crowded at
windows.

Miss Meadows' face was very grave.

1t was evident that sho knew of the peculiar
state of affairs ruling at Cedar Creek.

Frank Richards glam,ed rather dubiously

the

at  his chums, Bob Lawless and Vere
Beauclere.

The lumber school was “on strike” as a
protest against the dismissal of Miss

Meadows, but it was very doubtful whether
the Canadian girl would approve of her cause
being championed lo that way.

In faet, it was pretty certaim that she
would not.

Certainly her expression, as slic came to-
wiutds the schoolhouse, could not be construed
28 approved or satisfied.

“I say, this is too badi{” sald Beb Law-
less, with a comical expression of dismay.
“We're standing up for Miss Meadows, and
she locks as if she's come ¢o rag ust”

“1 guesgs it’s going to be a jaw!” remarked
Chunky Todgers.

“And we can't apswer BMiss Meadows as
wa did Mr. QGunten,” said Vere Beauclere,
with a smile.

“No fear!”

Miss Meadows caught sizht of Frank
tichards & Co. at the windew nearest the
barricaded door of the scbieothouse, and she
stopped under the window.

The schoolboys saluted her politely.

“ Good-morning, Miss Meadows!”

“8o glad to see you again, ma’am'”

“Very kind of you te give us a look-in,
Miss Meadows.”

Apparently the schoolbieys of Cedar Creek
were teying the efficacy of the “solt answer ¥
in turning away wrath.

But the schoolmistress® face did nol relax,

She eyed the rebels of Cedar Creek very
sternly.

“Richards!”

“Yes, ma'am?”

“What does all this mean?”

¢ Ahem!”

“1 have heen Informed by Me. Gunten of
tlie state of affairs here,” satd Miss Meadows.

“It is shocking, Richardsi”

“Ahem!”

“1t appears that the whole seliool i3 in
revolt!” exelaimed Miss Meadows. “Mr.
Cunten, the chairman of ¢he &mqrd of
tmctecs, has Been driven away—-—"

# Ahem!”

“My, Peckover, the new hLieadmaster. ap-
pointed by the bLoard, Las been turned out,
and refused admittance to the school!”

“Ahem!”

“And all this has been dona in my
name, Me. CGunien tells me!” exciaimed
Miss Meadows,

“Ahem!”

“ Richards, Lawless,
at onece!” sald the Canadian schoolmist

“Phe—the fact is, ma'sre—" hegan Frank
dichards—“the fact is, we're on strike at
Cedar Creek.”

“ Absurd !

“Lt’s o0 your account, ma'am.”

“That is very wrong of you.'

“Oh por

“The fact Is, we mean business!” said Bob
Lawless resolutely, “0Old Man CGunten had
no right to dismiss our schoolmistresa to put
in a friend of his owa, especla-lv & pesky
coyote llke that zaloot Peckover.”

Miss Meadows coloured a little.

Her sudden and unjust dismissal feom her
post at Cedar Creek i’maj been a bitter blow
to the schoolmistress.

“My dismissal,
yours,” she aid.

“Qurg, top, ma'am!” guid Bob., “We dou't
want to kese you, you kuow. And it wasu’t
fair play. And we stand up for faic play
at Cedar Creek.”

“Hear, Liear!”

“We wou't ha > the new man, Peckover, at
any prio i’ Bob quietly, “We wou't
fet Otd Man (.t.u en tun the scheol on his
owi. re keeping up the strike till our
schoolmistress comes back., If you've come
now to take your pmrr- here as headmistress,
Miss Meadows, you've only to say the word,
and the strike's over this minube!”

“I—I have wot{ Tt is not that,” said
Miss Meadows hastily. “But Mr. Gunfen
called” on meé and Aasked e Lo uze my
mﬂunnm to restora order here.”

“Cheeky  old  rasesl]”  exclaimed I‘raz\k
Richards mdx»-nmﬂv
“Richards?
“Well, so ho is, ma'am! fle ha
to ask you to iut-ert’e‘r(‘, after dism
It's like hiz nerve!”

“1 should jolly well think so!” exclaimed
Beauclere warmliy. . his new headmaster
restore order, it he can!”

“1 guess hie can't work the oracle,”
Eben Hacke.

“No takee muny!” remarked Yen Chin.

“My dear b * said Miss Meadows,
am very gratefnl to yen for
you appear m take in my afl hrq
cannot allow this. You must not
lessty in my nanie,”

“But were not, ma'am,” said
Richards, ©“We're acting in our own name.
We won't allow qur SLh(lem'%tTE‘SS to be senb
away. That’s the polnt.”

“Phis state of affairs iz very distressing

to me.”
“Not 30 dlﬁti(ablﬂ“' ‘as it is to Old Man

I Gops this will cease

Lawless, is my aftair. not

-

no right

gripned

O
the interest

But 1
act law-

Frank
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A Topping story of the Rebellion
at Cecar Creek School, intro-
ducing Frank Richards & Co.
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Gunten, ma'am,” sald Bob. “He'll come
round in the long rum, and do the vight
thing, I guess.”

“ But if he does not do what you call the
right thing, Lawless—-"

“Then we keep on strike!”

“Yes, rather!”

“This  cannot continue,” said  Miss
Meadows. “I entreat you, my boys, to cease
these proceedings at once and admit My
Peckover to authority here.”

“Do you tell us as our schoolmlistress,
ma'am?" asked Frank.

“I cannob do that, as { am no longer your
schoolmistress, Richards.”

“Then wers not bound to obey you,
ma'am; and it can’t be done. Bub there's
an easy way of settling the matter. Teil Mr.
Gunten that if you come back as head-
mistress of Cedar Creek order will be
restored at once, and there won't be any
more trouble.”

Miss Meadows smiled slightly.

“I ecanunot give Mr. Gunten that message,
Richards.”

“Yery well, ma'am; the strike gocs on.”

“But, my dear beys,” said the distressed
schoolmistress, “you are laying up for youi-
selves severe punishoent!”

“I puess not!” sald Bob confidently.
“We've been here some days now, and we've
got the best of it so far. Old Man Gunten
pu* the sheriff on to us, but the sheriff didn’t
cut any ice with us, ma’am. Then the old
[0

“Lawless!”

“1 mean, the old galoot brought the Red
Dog gang «kmg ifrom Thompson, and thex
tricd it on,” sald Bob. “Fancy that for &
schoo! trdstee!

They tried to smoke us ouaf
like badgers; but the cowboys came along
from the ranch, and the Red Dog gang were
glad to light out. I guess they won’'t come
back again, either. Now, Old Man Gunten iz
at the end of his tethar, and he's asked you
to chip in. Like his cheek!”

“1 guess it shows he’s weakening,” re-
marked Chunky Todgérs. “He's afrald of
he authorities hearing what's on here, and
inqairing into the matfer. He wouldn't stay
on the board of trustees long if ihcy knew
about hls setting the Red Dog crowd on us!”

“1 gness not!"” said Bob.

“Lut—oub»———" said Miss Meadows,
parents——

“There's the rub!” said Bob. “Wao started
here twenty sirong, but some of the chaps’
fathers have humped along and called oft
scme of us. But there’s still a dozen here,
and we'll hold Cedar Creek against ali
ecomears !

“Your father, Lawless—"

“AMy poppa won't interfere, Miss Meadows.
0Old Man Gunten started the trouble, and
he's leaving it to Old Man Gunten to end it.”

Miss Meadows sighed.

TrE POPULU" —Ne. 224,
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this?” she asked.
till 0l1d Man Gun-

“Then you will not cea

“(an’'t be done, na‘am,
ten sees reason.”

‘Then I have
here,” said M

“Borry, ma ”  said  Frank Richards
rospeetfuliy. * But we feel that we're in the
right, and we’re bound to hold out.”

Miss Meadows said no more.

With a clouded face she turned away and
mounted her pony, and rode out of the
gates of Cedar Creek,

wasted my time coming
Meadows.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Chunky is Too Hungry!
RANK RICHARDS wrinkled his brows
a little as he looked after the grace-
fut form
mistress,
son trail,

“All serene, Franky.” sald Boh Lawless.
“It was a thundering cheek of old Gunten
10 ask Miss Meadows to chip in after sacking
ltey for nothing. I wonder she consented.”

“That old mlmt mean encugh for any-
thing,” said llunny Todgers. *“We're not
giving in!”

“It shows he’s at the end of his tether,”
fald Beauclere. “He simply must come
Jmund in the long run, He can’t touch us
were,” 2

“And the authorities will be down on him
zoomer or later,” said Hacke. “This ean’t
¥0 on muech longer without a lot of talk.”

Frank Richards nodded.

“We're holding out!” he said.

“Yes, rather!”

“Dinner-time!”

of the Canadian school-
disappearing on the Thomp-

remarked Chunky Todgers,
and he ted the way to the dining-room,

The rebels of Cedar Creek were cheery
ough as they assembled for dinner.

They had had an exciting time, but so
far thoy had succeeded in holding the fort,
and th(‘y did mnot doubt their ability to
cantinue to do so,

The schioolboy garrizon had had a narrow
:smpo when Old Man Gunten called in the
Red Dog crowd to deal with them, but they
irad survived it.

And the fact that the Swiss storekeeper

had been driven to ask Miss DMeadows’
assistance Sshowed that he was getting
desperate.

For three or four days now the revolt had
continued.

The garrison had been reduced in number,
for the reason that some of the boys’ parents
had taken a serious view of the matter, and
had ridden over to the school to call their
zons out of the barricaded schoolhouse.

But Frank Richards & Co. were still there,
znd they had had enough supporters to
tnable them to bid defiance to Gunten.

There was a strong feeling in the section
sm the subject of M Meadows’ dismissal,
and some of the boys’ fathers took the same
view as Rancher Lawless, that Old Man
Gunten had started the tronbk, and could
cnd it without any assistance from them.

For two or three days now the rebels had
heen left alone, Mr., Gupten perhaps hoping
that they would get tired of the advemture,
and- disperse of their own accord.

But they were not getting tired of
any means.

Chunky Todgers, indeed, averred that
striking was ever so much better than
lessons: and, really, there was something to
be said from that point of view.

There was one cloud on the horizon, how-
ever.

Az many of the Cedar Creek scholars took
their midday meal at the school, there was
2 good supply of provisions om hand, which
had been very fortunate for the 'schoolboy
rebels; but feeding the garrison all day long
had made a very serious inroad upon the
supply.

And Chunky Todgers, whose appetite was
of pargantuan proportions, had made some
torritic raids upon the supplies, till a severe
application of Bob’s trail-rope had warned
him off, -

‘Fiic schoolboys turned out after dinner to
take exercise-in-the playground.

Doors and windows -of the schoolhouse were
~till securely barricaded, but one window was
left, open for egress and ingress. )

A sentry was posted at the gate to give
warning, in case of the approach of the
enemy, in which ease the -rebels were to
retreat into their stronghold at once.
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Chunky Todgers did not leave by the
window, however.

He waited till the rest of the garrison
were out of doors, and then he scudded inte
the kitchen where the provmons were kept.

Chunky did not mean to “play it low-
down ” on his comrades, by any means; he
really did not stop to tHink,

All he thought of was that he was still
hungry, and that there were some eatables
within his reach.

That was enough for Chunky, and, throw-
ing all othier considerations to the winds, he

proceeded to “scoff ” the supplies in the
larder.
Fortunately, Bob Lawless had his sus-
pictons,
Chunky was devouring stale bread, the

last of the butter, and making huge mmads
upon the final cheese, when Bob Lawless
came back with a trail- rope in his hand.

He did not stop to speak. 'The coiled rope
desecended upon Chunky’s fat person with a
terrific swish, and Chunky jumped with a
wild yell.

“Yaht! GQGrooogh! Grooogoch!”

In the sudden shock the cheese had gone
the wrong way, Chunky's mouth being a
little too full.

Swish, swish!

“You greedy gopher!” roared Bob Lawless,
as he laid on the trail-rope. “Take that—
and that—and that!”

“Gerrooogh!” spluttered Chunky.
I'm chok-chok-choking!

“Yoooeh!

Yaaaaa-
uuuch

Swish, swishf

“(roogh-hooh—yooogh!”

Spluttering wildly, Chunky Todgers bolted
for his life, with Bob behind, still making
rapid play with the rope.

Chanky went head-first out of the open

window, and landed on his fat hands and
kneeg, roarmg -
“Hallo! What's the row?” called out

Frank Richards.

“Scoffing the grub!” shouted Bob. “Collar
him! I weant to give him some more!”

He clambered out of the window, but
Chunky was up before he could be collared
and streaking across the playgronnd,

“ After him!”

“Rope him!” yelled Eben Hacke.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Chunky ran like a hare, in spite of the
weight he had to carry, with all the garrison
of the lumber sehool whooping in pursuit.

The unfortunate glutton dodged round
the outbuildings and the wood-pile, and then
round the schoolhouse, with the chase close
at his heels.

At last he clambered on the rcof of Mr.
Slimmey’s cabin, where he was allowed to
rest, palpitating.

Bob Lawless sheok a wrathful fist up at
him.

"1~I say, Bob—-" splubtered Chunky.

“You come down again, and 1'll maKke
e\amp]e of )ou' roared Bob.
“I—1 say—-"

* Ratgh”

And Chunky remained there, and it was
not till dusk that he ventured back into the
schoolhouse, when the garrison were all
indoors again. ]

And that evening Chunky Todgers Had no
supper, as a warning to him, and his suffer-

ingg, as he watched the other fellows at

supper, were so acute that hic almost resolved

to “light out” for home, at the risk of

having to work ‘on the furm while the
school remained shut. =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught! :

OMETHING'S got to be done!” re

marked Bob Lawless.

(13
It was after supper, and most of
the fellows were playing leap-irog hy
lamplight in the hig school-room.

Chunky Todgers sat on a form,
lugubrious look that might have
a heart -of stone.

Chunky was not fecling
in the game.

He had eaten only enough for
three that day, and, conseqt ently,
feeling famished.

Missing supper was the last straw,

But his comrades were inexorable, and
Chunky Todgers was in. the depths of woe.

Frank Richards & @o, were discussing the
situation, which was ‘their business as
leaders; and Y¥rank and’ Beautclerc agreed
with Bob that :.omethmg had to be done.

with a
melted
inclined to - join

two or
he was

See page 21

“Y guess Old Man Gunten knows the grub

must give out, and very likely he's counting
on that,” went on Bob. “The fact is, we
can’t hve without grub. 1've got a4

appetite mysell.”

“Same here!” said Frank, laughing,

“Jf Chunky gets at the grub again we'll
boot him outl” said Bob decidedly. “But
that won't unde what he's done already, the
fat jay. Bub apart from Churky - spread-
ing mmself, it wouldn’t hme lasted mncn
longer, g

“Well, what's
Frank. ’

“When a fortress is running out of pro-
visions it has to be provisioned,” said Bo!
oracularly. “We ve got some dust, anyw
The question is, how to spend it on g ub
and get the grub -here.”

Frank whistled,

“What’s the answer to that quesiion, old
chap?” he asked.

“It’s gob to bhe did!” said Bob.
here, we’re free to come and go, as you 1
\u;ppose two of us clear off now it’s ds
and try it on¢”

“We couldn't zo %o Thompson,”  sa vid
Beauclere. *“0id Man Guntern would very
likely spot us, and we might be collared.
Ha lives there.”

the  programme?” asked‘

Bob Lawless nodded.
“Thompson isn’t the ounly town in
valley,” he answered. *“Of course, we sh

have to hoof it, as our horses are not !}
now, We had to send them home to the
ranch te be fed. But we ecan hoof it, A
few miles won’t hurt us.- We can get down
to Cedar Camp, bny the grub, and carry it
hack before dawn.”

“I don’t sce why mot” said TFrapk
| Richards thoughtfully, *1t’ is} i
well, something’s got to be done, or

be starved out in the long run.”
“That’s the point.”
"Wc three had better g20.”
“Nope!” said Bob. “One of us will have
to stay here in command. The Cherub will

come with me, Franky, apd you can stay
here.”?
“AHl serene!” said Trank. “I-—-T suppese

it's not likely that Old Man Gunten will be
up to sueh-a move?”

“We've got to chanee that, T guess.”

Bob Lawles»x and Beanclere proceeded - fo
make their preparations for the expeditiom:

There was a coticction of eazh, to be ex-
pended in the store at Cedar Cawp, and the
chums took two large haversacks to econv
the provisions to the school when purcha

They dropped quictly from the window te
the playground.

The night was fine and elear. with myriad
stars spangling the deep blue of the sky.

Trank Richards went with them as far as

» the zates; the rough rail to
Thompson lay shadowy under the trees, and
no sound was to he heard from t timber.

Frank had had o lurking suspicion that a
wateh might be kept on the school.

Old Man Gunten, certainly, was Jikely
to he 'too busy in his store dt 'lhomp on m
have any time for lingering about Ce

Creelk; but Mr, Peckover, ihe new master,
was  withont oceupation =0 and mn
rough crowd who had h(‘lp\ r. Gunten
before might be still in his pay.

True, the cowboys from the Lawless Ranch
had cleared off the Red Dog crowd aud

taught them a severe -lesson.

Still. Frank could not quite helieve that
0Old Man QGuanten was ul\mg the present
state of affairs “lying down.”

He looked up and down the trail sus:
piciously and listemed; DUt there was no
sign of danger. . . = 5

“All 0.K., Franky!” =aid Bob reassur-

ingly. ]
back to the sehoolio
us to-might.”

“Right-ho!” answered Frank.

Bob Lawless and Beaeclere disappeared into
the shadows of the trail, Frank standing at
the gates to watch them iill the last glimpse
of his friepds was |

For a dozen yards or so_thie two s schoolboys
went along the trail towards Thompson,
where they had to turn ofi to-take a shorter
cut through the forest .in the dirvection .of
Cedar Camp.

1t was dark .under the trees, and they
slowed down where the trail forked, looking
well about them.

(Continued on page 16y

off now, and you gct
¢ aird keep watch for

Frank Richards & Co. in a Desperate Position—Next Week !
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DEN!

By BILLY BUNTER.
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My Dear Readers,—In the corse of my
duties as editor of the finest schoolboy
jornal in the world, I get lots of visitora,
People are constantly dropping in, as the
man said when he fourd scmes fellows
skating on thin ice.

My visitors are of many types. Some
1 am delighted to see; others make me
shake like a table jelly in sheer terrer.
Some clap me on the back, and say,
“Your ¢ Weekly’ is the finest paper In
the world, bar nua!” Others throw
mud at my wunderful production.

1 thought it would tickle your paliets
it I pubﬁshed a special number dealing
with interviews. My subb-editors at St.
Jim’s and Rookwood also reseeve visitors
and they describe some of their eggsperi-
ences in this issew. :

Tiven the Head drops in now and again
to ask how my “Weekly " is getting on.
He looked in just now. ¢ What-ho,
Bunty!” said he. (This is his unofficial
manner.) “How goes the merry game?”
“ First-rate, sir!” I replied. “I say, old
bean, when are ycu going to write me
an article?”” The Head yawned. *Too
much fag, Bunty, old top,” said he.
¢ Aak me another time, when I'm not
busy. Got any cake in the cubberd?”
I answered in the infirmative. “Trot if
out, then!” said the Head. And he was
soon digging his teeth in & slice of Mrs,
Mimble's best currant cake.

The Head’s quite a decent old buffer
in private life, and we are grate pals.
Quelchy and Prout often drop in for a
friendly jaw, too. Serprising how pally
1 am with the masters!

1 trussed you will enjoy this Special
Interview Number. Don't forget to
write and tell me what you think of it.

Next week I have a wuunderful aumber
for you all—it is & Grand Cricket issuo,
and it will score a great hit. I have
packed it full of the very = best—you
watch out, chums.

1 must ring off now. Quelchy's just
iooked in to challenge mea to a game -of
dommy-nose! Yours sincerely,

YOUR EDITLR.

Supplement 1.J
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People I Have Interviewed!

: By .
THE HEADMASTER OF ROOKWOOD.

ANANARANAATANANANANAN ARAN ARANAN AV AN N AN ANAN ANANANAN AVVANVANANANRANARAND

All sorts and conditions of people have
interviewed me since I took up my ap-
ointment as headmaster of Roockwood.
lome have been welcome guests; others
have been quite the reversel

The happiest interviews I have are with
old college chums of mina whom I have
not seen for a number of years. One
of these—now a brigadier-general—came
in the other day. We revived happy
recollections of our schooldays, nearly
fifty years ago, and we played golf and
took tea together.

I have also had happy interviews with
the parents of some of my pupils. I well
remember one benevolent old gentleman
tottering into my study, and greeting me
almost with affection. In fact, I thought
he was going to embrace me!

“This is a aplendid school, Dr.
Chisholm {” he croaked. “And you,
siv, are a perfect paragon of a head-
master. I am ever so glad I sent my
grandson, Benjamin Bartholomew Dara-
duff Binks to be educated at this seat of
learning. Will you take a cigar, sir?”

1 took one, for the sake of sociability,
and it nearly choked me. Never
in my life have I smoked such a vile
woeed. Its nausealing aroma haunts me
yot!

How I got rid of the effusive grand-
parent I hardly know. He planted him-
self in my best avmghair and flatly re-
fused to budge for three hours. Ilints
as to my time being precious were
uiterly wasted on him. I believe I had
to be rude to him in the end.

I have referred to this as a happy inter-
view, Well, it certainly was happy com-
pared with an interview I once had
with one of the boys' aunts.

This good lady was furious with me
because I had had occasion to flog her
erring nephew--her ¢ darling Algernon,”
I think she called him.

“You are a tyrant, sir!” she snapped,
flourishing her parasol dangerously near
to my head. “You are a despot! My
little Algeraon ¢ells me that you chastised
him unmercifully with a birch rod.”

“{ certainly flogged him, madam, and
%:e richly deserved it!” T said, with some

eat,

ARARARARAD
WVOAAAAARNS

“T will not tolerate such barbarismi‘’
stormed the incensed lady. “ Corporal
punishment is repellant to me! If my
darling Algernon transgressed in any
way—and he is too much of an angel to
do that—you should have given him a
talking to.”

“Words would have been wasted on
such a little scamp,” I said.

At this the lady became so aggressive
that I was oblized to retreat round my
study, while she pursued me with her
parasol. Fortunately, & couple of
masters happened to come in, and they
succeeded in calming her down. I then
told her that if she was not satisfied with
the treatment meted out to her darling
Algernon, she had better remove him
from the school. She, however, did not
take this step. She took her departure
instead, and I was very relieved to sen
the last of her.

On another occasion I had expelled a
boy for a gross breach of discipline, and .
his fathei--a military colonel—called on
me in a towering rage. I want to forget
that interview as soon as possible. The
gentleman lost his head completely, and
danced io and fro, hurling epithets at
my head. 1 am glad he did not hurl
anything more substantial!  He said
that only my grey hairs protected me
from personal violence. So even grey
hairs have their advantages!

Another interviewer I dislike to see is
the tax collector., But I am not alone
in that respect! These individuals are
never welcome; and when the local col-
lector calls it is superfluous to state that
I do not mroduce cherry and cake for the
occasion !

‘BILLY BUNTER’S
WEEKLY’ MAKES
ANOTHER
BOUNDARY HIT
NEXT WEEK!

This is the Funniest Weekly on the Market !

i
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Yrang me up on the tellyfone, and said:

4 black yewmers.
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¢ Contributed by Various Cele Vg
2 brities at St. Jim’s,
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ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY:

The worst interview I ever had was with
my pater, after I had run up a bill for over
twenty pounds with my London tailor. I
tiad bought half a dozen brand-new toppers
and some fancy waistcoats, and my pater
gave me a long lecture on extravagance. He
lashed me with his tongue so severely that
1’d rather have had a public flogging in
Hall! I am now not allowed to spend more
than a thousand a year on dress,

TOM MERRY:

I think the most painful--certainly the
most weird—interview I ever had was with
the Ghost of St. Jim's. 1 was strolling
through the Cloisters one evening when a
speetral figure of a knight in armour sud-
denly loomed up before me. It remained
perfectly motionless for a couple of minutes,

and then vanished -as quickly as it had
appeared. When I told my chums of the
apparition, they laughed incredulously.

“Why, you duffer, it was simply an optical
illnsion!” said Monty Lowther. “There are
no such things as ghosts.” And Manners said
that my imagination had been playing me

iricks,  Other fellows declared that a
practical joker had been at work. But a

practical jeker cannot suddenly dissolve into
thin air. That brief interview, at which no
word was spoken, will always fill me Wwith a
sense of wonder and mystery.

FATTY WYNN:

I have had so many painful interviews—
chiefly with old Ratty—that I eannot
recolleet which was the worst. The thirteenth
of last month was one‘of the worst, any-
way. Ratty ran riot with his cane, and
chased me round his study, and then through
the doorway and down the passage. Owing
to my embonpoint, as the French would eall
it, I can’t sprint very fast, and Ratty had
me at his mercy. He lashed me freely with
his cane, and I felt very “cut up ” about it!

REGINALD TALBOT:

My worst interview was a very sad one
indeed. It was in the old dark days of my
carcer, when the Head was led to believe
that I had stolen a number of valuables
from the school. The interview took place
late at night, and it resuited in 2 midnight
expulsion—the only midnight expulsion, I
think, in the school’s history. - In the end
i1 was vindicated, and brought back to the
school.  But the memory of that- painful
interview will always be before me. The
extreme gravity of the Head’s manner on
that ocecasion made a lasting impression
upon me.

Tue Porurin.—No. 224,
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AN INTERVIEWER'SS |} A PROFESSOR— :
: DIARY! | ¢ and A BULLDOG! §
g By Tubby Muffin. 3 By LA e o R

MONDAY.—Being the gpeeial Rookwood
representative of “Billy Bunt Weekly,”
I have to do quite a lot of interviewing.
To-day I had to interview “Bulkeley of the
Sixth, and get his views on modern kricket.
It so happened that Bulkeley got a duck’s-
egcg on Saturday, and he was still feeling
very soar about it. So the mere mention of
iricket was like 2 red rag to a bull. “Get
out!” he said, fiinging open the door and

@§ hooting me forth into the passage.

TUESDAY.—More trubble!  Billy Bunter

“1
want you to go and interview the Head, and
ask him to write a Redskin serial for my
¢ Weekly,”. Tell him to pack it with insident,
and I'll give him a tanner a kollum if it’s
sood stuff.” So I went along to the Head,
d 1 happened to catch him in one of his
“Plee ir,” I said, begin-
ning to tremble at th
A Redskin yarn for * Billy 5
Pack it with thrills, and put in"lot
fights, and all that sort of thing. DBunter
pays jennerusly for ontributions, and if
you deliver the goods he’ll give you a tanner
a kollum.” Then the Head himself became
a “tanuer.” He tanned me go efiectively that
1 couldn’t sit down for the rest of the day!

s of gory

WEDNESDAY.—More interviewing! T had
to go and get a page artikle ont of Tomiy
Dodd. But the only thing I got ount of
Tommy was a thick ear. He declared that
“Billy Bunter's Weekly ¥ was
rag, and that I was an imp
And he towed me along the pas
his beot—or, rather, toed me!

THURSDAY.—T got a bad eold, so T had to
go and interview the matron. She sent me
to bed in the sanny, with hot-water hottles
for my chest and feet, and she gave me some
horrible fizzick to drink. Then she fook my
temperament, and said: “You are nincty-
nine.” “Pardon me, ma’am,” I replied, “but
I'm only fourteen!” And then the matron
rebuked me for what she called insubordi-
pertinence. :

FRIDAY.—Ancther panefnl interview to-day
—with the doctor this time. He sounded my
chest with his telescope, and he punched and
prodded me all over, until he reduced me to
a fizzical wreck. “ You'll have to stay in bed
over the week-end, my boy,” he said.

SATURDAY.—More interviews, and they
happened to be really happy ones. 'The
fellows have heen awfully decent. Jimmy
Silver brought me up some books, and Teddy
Grace, bless his hart, smuggled some tuck
up to the sanny for me. So everythi in
the garden is loyely, and intervicwing hos
its bright side, after all!

! My Worst Interview! |

(Continued from col 1) - |

|
i
|
|

WALLY D’'ARCY:

My most paneful interview was with a
farmer chap who caught me in the act of
scrumping apples in his orchard. He had
a hunting-crop with him, and I was fairly
cornered. I was in the branehes of an apple-
tree, and thie farmer waitgd underneath.
Prezzently the hranch broke, and I came
crashing down. “Got yer!” said the old
broot. And he started to lash me with the
hunting-erop till I wonder my jacket wasn't
torn to ribbons. 1 gdon't know how I got
back to St. Jim’s without an ambulance,
but I mannidged it somehow.

QAWVJWWV\:M\/WWWWW’\FJWWW”IV

g By Sammy Bunter.
(Sub-Editor.)
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“Now, Sammy, my boy,” said Billy,
in toans of orthority, “I want you to
take a notebook and pensil, and go over
to Courtfield and interview Professor
Highbrow.”

“What for?” I asked.

V4TI want you to get his views on the
discovery of King Tooting-common.”
said Billy, “Tell him you're the special
reporter on the staff of my f Weekly’
and he’ll fall on your neck and hug you.
It will be ripping to have an article by
Professor Highbrow in iny paper. Be-
sides, he won’t want any payment for
it. These other konivibutors insist on
being paid at the rate of a tanner a
kollum. Now pop over to Courtfield at
once. You can borrow my bike, if you
like—the bike I borrowed from Johnny
Bull.”

I went over to Courtfield on the bor-
rowed bike, and proseeded to the resi,
dence of Professor Highbrow. It was a
big mansion, standing in umpteen acres
of ground,

The professor himself came to the door.
ITe was a young man of about ninety
summers, clad n a dressing-cown and
carpet shippers. He eyed me with
suspection,

“What do yvou want hear?” he asked.

“Please, sir,” T said, “T'm the special
reporter of ¢ Billy Bunter’s Weekly,” and
T’ve come to get your views on the eggs
cavation of King Tooting-common.”

I then notissed, for the first time, that
a feersome-looking bulldog was at the
professor’s heals.

“See him off, Secizer!”
fessor.

The grate broot bared its fangs, and
rushed .at me. I fled down the drive,
leaving a large portion of irowsering in
the bulldog’s mouth. Jove, how I ran!
You couldn’t see me for dust!

When I got back to Greyfriars Billy
said I had bungled things, as usual. And
he i3 going over to see Professor High-
brow himself. I have. advised him to
wear a pair of tin trowsers!

said the pro-
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SAY, Bolsover!”
Bitly Bunter rolled up to the bully
i the Remove in the C!w\c Bolsover

“Tve
“Oh, reai

h(){r

: p :
to ask xm a Mfm L ¢ here, there's a big
t Courtiield to- it. between

and a fellow called Percy

for (hu heavy- uc‘.g,l.u cham-
tield.”

out that,” said Bolsover.

g _to see tife serap?”
’"hnn you'd reporb it
* Weekly.” a bit of a
yourself, you I slo the job hette than any-
one c conid. I shall want a column.”

v mueh will you pay me for the
asked Bolsover.

clet?

“Abamil 1 1 afraid T can't pay you
¥t you'll have the satisfaction
of se¢ name in print, ycu know. I
shall b you an awiully good turn in
1 your articie, It might be the
i { & successful journalistic eareer

nloal his head decidedly.
;> be said,. “IT 1%
1w xnt payment for i
1 would you accept?

ite the

sked Billy
of

I shoulde’t say no to a couple
guineas, Bolsover.
“I don't suppose you would.

But you're

not going to get a couple of guineas out of
me. Coming down to things of earth, I'm
red to pay you haif-a-crown.”
ond that figure Bunter flatly refused
10 And at last Bolsover closed with the
off. He was going to see the fight in any

case, and it wouldn't he much trouble to jot
down a briet description of it.

“Let me have your art 4s £00n
cet back from kourtﬁeld ? said Bunter.
#o to press to-morrow.’

“ Afl serene, porpoise.”
Bolsover major duly carried out his part

as you
“We

tie d

\nm~1nx Steve wor the fig bt, and Bolsover

ke of him as *“six foot of wmuscular
7,” and lauded him to the skies. But
s very Imnl on Percy Pugsley, the loser.
id that Pugsley couldnt fight for
“Even the editor of

ekly,” ” wrote Bolsover, “vsould be able
to knock aut the feeble Pugsley !”

Bolsover's npo“t was duly printed. Pay-
ment for same, however, was unt 50 prompt
Billy Bunter made lots e €8
eficct that funds were lo
puostal-order had miscar:

But DBolsover proved a very i
ereditor. ~ He ecalled on Billy Bunter,
said he wouldn’t leave the editorial sanctum
until the half-crown was handed over.
Finally, with a lot of growling and grumbling,
Bunter produced that sum from the funds
of the “Weekly,” and Bolsover departed.

E at
in the po

he

That mizht have been expected to close
the incident of the fizht hetween
Steve and Pe Pugsley. But it didn’t.

By an unlueky chance—unlucky for Bunter,
at any rate—a copy of the “Weekly ” got
into the hands of Percy Pugsley. The prize-
fighter read Bolsover's article and
uncomplimentary things that had heen
written aboyt him, and he vowcd vengeance.

“T'N call on the editor of this rag, an’
give bim fits!” declared Percy.

Supplement 111.]

‘ Billy Bunter’s |

all the N

rting with fury, he proceeded to Grey-

the Close
helteld a

> in
1€y

man, wiio had such
uow that Bub (he.xy

ry Wharton
Mr. Tu"']w
tle-

& Co
ar

.nmu thu |1'mor,\
* Grunter’s

¥ ‘DO.(, du\\'
to see the editor
aid.

‘ Bunter's

o1

Weekly,”” said

 Where's the checky young
't

v us!” said Bob Cherry.
was led away to Study
Buauter was at work on his

The fat junior w

3 not expecting visitors.
As soon as he cau sight of Mr. Pugsle
he knew that there was trouble brewing.
r jumped to his feebt in alarm.
sed the table between himself and

he stuttered.
a fiourish, his

He

Iiis

"

(:uu cug-good-afternoon !
Mr. Pu-wl:’v produe Ld, with

copy of the " Weekly
u the editor of this ’ere?” e demanded.
“Ves.”
“Well, my name’s Pugsley. And you've

been an’ took my name in vain!”
“QOh, really, Mr. Pugsley—— I assure you
it wasn't me that wrote that report.”

“But you publicated it!” said Mr. Pugsley,
whose knowledge of words was somewhat
faulty. “An’ 1\9 come ‘ere to give you a

good hidin’, an’ to teach you to respeck your
hetters!”

“Oh crumbs!®

“You call me feeble!” hooted the pugilist,
taking a stride towards Bunter, who started
to dodge round the mble “Only onme man
ever called me that, an’ Le’s still in ‘ospital.
Teeble, indeed! T’ll mighty soon show you
whether I'm feeble or not!”

Mr. Pugsiey meant Dbusiness He had
pushed back his cuffs, and w asing Billy
Bunter round the table with surprising
agility.

It was a wild and whirling chase, but

sheer lack of
He reeled
pursuer de-

Bunter was cornered at last.
breath caused him to eoliapse.
against the bookcase, and his
scended upon him.

Biff! Thud! Plonk!

It seemed to Bunter that an Cd]thil“.]\\.

Smasher

Billy Bunter reeled against the book=
case and his pursuer descended upon him.,
Biff! Thud! Plonk!}

(of The Remove,

By DICK RUSSELL

Greyfriars ).

was in progress. But it was merely Percy
Pugsley using him as a punching-ball.

The pugilist did not hit his hardest, or
Bunter would have been an ambulance case.
But he hit quite hard enough.

Having punched and pommielled Bunter tili
thg fat junior howled for mercy, Mr. Pugsley
picked up his vietim—a really remarkable
weight-lifting feat—and bere him to the open
Wmdnw He pushed the window up still
m"hu, and thrust Billy Bunter through the
aperture, holding him by the collar iu a vice-
like grip.

Ity was a comical sight to the onlookers
in the Close.

Billy Bunter was dangling in the air, his
fat little legs thr.xslnnﬂ ayz.unst the wall. He
was screaming Hdp “Fire!”  and

“Murder!” at the top of his \m( e.

“Now I'm going to drop you!” said Mr.
Pugsley

- go! 1 mean, hold on!” yelled the
terrified Bunter. “If I break my neck, I'll
sue_you for it afterwards!”

“Ha, ha, hal’

It was not a very big dro And when
Mr. Pugsley did let go, a couple of juniors
were waiting beneath to break Bunter’s fall.
Billy cnllupse\l in their arms in,a moaning
heap, and he declared that he wduldn’t have
any uiore fights reported in his paper.

?.‘JVWWWWWWWWWMWWWW

A PAINFUL
INTERVIEW !
By Dick Penfold.
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It was a summer evening,
0Old Gosling’s work was
And he before his ancient
Was sitting in the sun.
“Penfold!” he cried. “The 'Ead w ants you;
"Twill be a painful interview!”

done ;
door

“Why does he want me, Gossy

I faltered in dismay.

“1 haven't played a. jape, you Lnow,
For many a long, long %

Rnt Gosling more m\~tmou:. gre
'Twill be a painful interview ‘."

all about!”

“Come, tell me what it's
Impzmently I said.
id Gosling sadly puffed his pipe,
And sadly shook his head.
“The 'Ead is in a fearful stew;
‘Twill be a painful interview!”

With heavy heart and heavy tread,
I dragged myself away

To that apartment, dread and grim,
Where the stern Head holds sway.

And Gosling’s glourly words came trues

It was a painful interview!

tlie Head,

“An, come in, Penfold!” sai
some foolish

“You wrote verse
In which you basely libelled me—
Called mie ‘old fool,” and waorse!

Your pynishment is overdue,”
t was a painful interview!

I had to bend aund touch my foes,
The cane came swishing down.
“Don’t dare to libel me again!”
The Head cried, with a frown.
“Yow-ow!. Yaropski! Groo! Yaroooo!”
It was a painful interview!

THE Popurar.—No. 224,
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“No Surrender!”

. (Continued from page 12.)

A rustle in the thickets started Bob Law-
tess, and he stopped suddenly. 5

As he did so there was a rush of fest.

“Took out, Cherub!” exclaimed Bob. —

But there was little time to look out.

Three burly, shadowy figures loomed up in
the darkness, and the two echoolboys weore
geized by as many palrs of hands.

They struggled flercely with their half-seen
assallants, 2 e

«] guess we've got this lob, anyway!” Tt
was the hoarse, husky volce of Four Kings,
the leader of the Red Dog crowd. “Show a
glim, Dick!”

Euchre Dick turned on a dark lautern.

It revealed the two breathiess schoolboys
in the powerful grasp of Four Kings and
Dave Dunn.

There was no one else to be seen.

Apparently, the three members of the Red
Dog erowd were there without their com-
rades.

“ Lawless—Bob Lawiess!”
Kings. “I know._you, my Guck!
Beauclerc—the remittance-man’s
Well, you're roped in!"

“Let us go!” panted Bob.

Four Kings chuckled. ;

“I guess not!” he amswered. “I reckon
Old Man Qunten's paying us for thiz hyer
job, and he'll be dancing .when he seegg
that we've got you, the ringleaders of the
whole crowd! Any more of you out of doors
—hay?"

Bob gritted hls teeth.

The two boys were helpless fa the powerful
fiands of the ruffians; aad Bob dreaded that
Frank Richards, alone at the gate, might be
caught defenceless,

“You hear me, yaup?” growled Four Kings,
shaking the rancher's son roughly.  “Aire
there any more of you out?”

Bob's reply was a yell of waraing to Frank
Richards, who, as he guessed, was still at
the gates a dozen yards away. :

“TLook out, Franky! Don't come this way
get back to the schoolhouse!”

Bob's voice rang sharply through the night.

It reached the ears of Frank Richards.

Frank had been looking after his chums on
the dark trail, stlll somewhat uneasy in
bis mind; but he had been about to turn
back to the schoolhouse, when he caught
the glimmer of Euchre Dick's lantern under
the trees.

The sudden light startied him, and he ran
out of the gates, and then Bob's yell of
warning fell upon his ears.

Beauclerc shouted, 600.

“Cut it, Frank—ecut it!"”

Four Kings rapped cut an oath.

“That's another of them out, then!” he
exclaimed. “Mosey after him, Euchre Dick!
Rope him in!”

Euclire Dick set down the lantern and ran
up the trail to the school gates.

grinned Four
And young
son-ghay?

It he could havo reached ¥rank Richards,

he had no doubt of adding Lim to the “bag”
of prisoners. 3

Frank heard bis beavy footsteps and ran
hack inte the school enclosure.

His first impulse had been to rush to the
aid of his chums; but second thoughts were
wiser.

He dashed back to the lumber school at
top speed.

After him came ¥achre Dick, stumbling
in the darkness and muttering oaths,

¥rank rcached the open window, where
Hacke and Yen Chin and several other
fellows were waiting for him.

“Quick!” he panted.

“ What’s the trouble?”

“They've got Bob and Reau; and fhere’s
one after me! Help—quick!”

Frank Richards Bad no time for more;
Euchre Dick had reachied him.

He spun round as he felt the ruffian’s
grasp upon his shoulder,

“Help!” he panted. >

The next moment he was fishting fercely
with the ruffian.

But out of the window, with a jump, came

‘I'ne Pororar.—No. 224,

Iben Hacke, and he fastened on Buchre Dick
at once; and after him a crowd, all piling
desperately on the ruffian,

Only one fellow remained in the lumber
schoolhouse.

That was Chunky Todgers.

Chunky Tedgers was no funk, and he felt
the impulse to take his part in the fray.
But another impulse was stronger still, and
instead of dashing after his comrades the
worthy Chunky dashed away to the kitchen,

He was soon quite as busy indoors as ¥rank
Richards & Co. were without.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A MNarrow Escape !

OUR KINGS grinned at Bob Tawless

and Beauclerc in the light of the

lantern glimmering in the
demp grass.

The two schoolboys were securely held by
the ruffians, and Four Kings was fastening
Bob's wrists with a rope, in spite of his
resistance.

Bob was almost pale with rage.

Frank Richards’ misgivings had not been
groundless after all. 2

Old Man Gunten was not likely to haunt
the vieinity of the lumber school himself—
he was too busy elsewhere—but he had
retained the services of Four Kings & Co.
for that purpose.

It had not been difficult for him to foresee
that sooner or later some of the garrison
would venture outside the school fence; and
the three rufflans had been posted to watch.

Bob and Beauclerc had fairly walked into
their hands. But it was too late to think of
that now.

They were prisoners.

“Take it smiling!” grinned Four Kings.
‘You've had a run for your money, you
know. You was bound to got downed in the
tong run. I guess we're earning Old Man
Gunten’s dollars easy, as it turns out. My
eye! He will lay into you with & rops when
we tote you along!”

Bob Lawless breathed hard.

“You'll be hided and sent off home!”
grinned Four Kings. “I guess this is the
end of a scheol strike for you, young Law-
less; and I reckon the others will soon cave
in without you. You was the head of it all.
Yank that other young rascal hyer, Dave,
and I'fl rope him to Lawlese.”

Beauclerc resisted fiercely; but the raffians
were too strong for him, and they proceeded
to tie him to Bob Lawlesy.

When the two schoolboys were roped
together Four Kings stepped out into the
trail and started towards the school.

“Time Euchre Dick was hyer with the
other varmint!” he mutiered. “I reckon
I'll see what he’s doing. You keep an eye
on those critfers, Dave.”

“You bet!”

Four Kings tramped up the trail towards
the school.

Euchre Dick, a3 a matter of fact, had
caught Frank Richardz; but he had made the
painful discovery that he had caught a
Tartar.

The swarin of Cedar Creek fellows piling
on him were too much for the rufflan, sinewy
as he was.

He rolled over on the ground, with Frank
still in his grasp; but five or six fellows had
hold of him, and he was soon helpless under
their weight.

Frank dragged himsel? free.

“Hold him!” he panted.

“1 guess we've got him!” gasped Eben
Hacke.

“Me gottee!” chuckled Yen Chin,
lendee me knifee, and me killeo!*

“Yoop!" roared Euchre Dick. “Keep that
heathen off! I glve in! Let up, gents! I
give in, honest Ynjun'"*

“Hold him, some of you'!" gasped Frank.
“The rest come with me. We've got to help
Bob and Beau out of this!”

" ;""l'll ait on him,"” said Eben Hacke.
it!

green,

“You

“Hook

The finest batch of school tales on the Market!

Hacke and Yen Chin ard another fellow
piznted themselves on Euchire Dick, pinning
him to the ground.

The rest followed ¥Frank Richards.

Frank was dashing to the gates it so great
a hurry that he did not see a shadowy figure
before him till he rushed into it at full speed
in the gateway.

There was a
Kings:

“HEuchre Dick, you jay-——" ;

For a moment the ruffian supposed thal it
was his confederate who had rushed into him
in the dark. He was soon undeceived.

“Back up!” panted Frank Richards.

He grasped the ruffian, and, in the sudden
surprise of the attack, bore him backwards.

Four Kings stumbled, and almost fell.

He recovered, however, and his flerce grasp
closed on Frank, who would have fared badly
but for the prompt assistence of hig
followers.

But the odds were on his side, as Four
Kings soon found.

From the shadows five or six active fellows
swarmed on the ruffian as he grasped Frank,
and he was dragged to the ground with a
crash. :

His head smote the ground with a heavy
concussion, and he utbered a howl. of
anguish.

As he lay dazed Frank’s knee was planted
on his chest.

“Plle on him!” panted Frank.

But his followers did not need telling.

Four Kirgs was down, and they reaiised
that it was judicious to keep him there, and
they were swarming on him

Three or four knees-were planted on the
ruffian, and his wrists were grasped and
firmly held.

Four Kings struggled in valn under the
BWarm.

Frank Richards rose, breathless.

The struggle had been brief, and F

gasping howl from Four

i
Kings was held down helpless by Frank's
comrades.

Frank was thinking of his chums in the
timber.

“Keep him safe!” he panted,

“We've got him!"

Frank tore off his beit, and buckled it
the wrists of the ruffian securely, and ¥
Kings was a helpless prisoner.

. Leaving him writhing on the ground, pour-
ing oub a string of oaths, Frank Richards
dashed out of gates with his comrade

The lantern was glimmering in the wood,
and from the distance they could see Boh
Lawless and Vere Beauclere, tied tomether,
with Dave Dunn keeping guard over them.

. Dunn had stepped out into the trall, star-
ing through the shadows towards the schoof,
and wondering what was happening there.

Frank Richards & Co. came up with &
rush.

At the slzht of six or seven shadowy forms
rushing on him the ruffian sprangz back in
alarm.

“Oh Jerusalem!” he gasped.

Crash!

Frank hurled himself at the ruffian, and
Dunn went spinning.

“Good man!” roared Bob Lawless.

Frauk ran to him, dragsies out his knifa
as he did so.

In a moment the sharp hlade was sawing
through the cords that fastemed Vere Peau.
clerc and the rancher’s son.

There was nothing to fear from Dave Dana,
He had picked himself up and fled.

Even for Old Man Gungen's dollars hie was
not prepared to deal with the whole Cedar
Creek crowd, . ;

“Good man'” sald Bob, as his hands cama
free. “I guessed we were gone coous, KFranky.
Good man!”

Beauclerc picked up the lantern.

“Let’s get back,” he said. “We sha'n's
zet to Cedar Camp to-night, Beb.”

“I guess not. Come on!”

The schoolboya ran back in a crowd towarda
Cedar Creek.

It was evident that the expeditlon had o
bo given up for that night at least, mow
that they knew a watch was belng kept on
the school,

A dim form Icomed up in the trail—that
of Four Kings, with his hands fastened in
front of bim by Frank Richards’ belt,

Bob Lawless stopped.

“We'll give that eritter a lesson'!” hs ex-
claimed. “We'll run him down to the cresk
and duck him!”

-You'll Rave Over ¢ The Trick That Failed ! "—Next Week’s Backwoods Yarn H

!
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Four Kings made a desperate rush into
the timber, and went tramping desperately
through the thickets.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob. “Well, he
won't find it o nice walk home with his
hands tied. Let him go.”

The Tebels of Cedar Creck hurried back
1o the school.

It was possible that the ememy had rein-
forcements in the neighbourhood, and they
were anxions to be inside their fortress again.

They reached the schoolhouse, where Eben
Hacke and his companions were still sitting
on Buchre Dick, keeping him prisoner.

The ruffian was pleading to be released,
and his position was far from cemfortable,
with Hacke’s bony person planted on  hi
stomaeh, ancther low standing on bis leg
and the Chinee ¢ on his face., 7
" “Hallo! You've got hack, yon jay
claimed Hacke. “All 0. K What are we
> to do with this rustler?”

Kick him out!” answered Frank Richards.

“You jendee me knife, and me kiilee !”
suggested Yen Chin,

*Ha, ha, ha!

Euchre Diek was wed to pise, and six
or seven boots imyressed wpon him that it
would be wise to depart at cnce; and he de-
parted at a run.

Frank Richards & Co. clambered in
window. again, glad to
vithin walls onée more.
Bob Lawless closed the shutter gad barred

b the
find themselves safe

it
CCAl 00 K. now!” he said.
Man Gunten came very
But a miss is as
ire wo all he <ed Vere Beauelere.

“I'1 call the roll,” said Bob.

The pames were called over
all answered excepting Chunky Todgers.

“My hat! Chunky’s still eoutside!® ex-
elaimed Frank, in alarm.

“I guess I didn't sce him,” said Hacke.
“More likely S0

Bob Lawless gave a yell, |

“He's after the grub 'again!”

And he rushed away in great wrath to the
kitchen, %

Chunky Todgers was there!

“I reckon 014
1ear seoring this time.
as a mile.” :

at’ onece, and

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Awiul for Chunky!

Y was enjoying himself

v

HUXN
: since the siege of Cedar
Creck  hLad  started had  Chunky
Fodgers tevelled in such plenty.

He was not t}

) iking any harm—in fact, he
thin

at. all; he was simply

Y « feed was a record .oue.
fHe bad done wonders already, but
although the cargo he bad taken ahoard
was extensive was still “woing it,” with
@ happy s on his fat face, hen  his
wrathful cor les burst into the kitchen.
Then Chun ceased suddenly, and lie re-
mained tra :d, a3 it were, with his fork
Hrali-way his mouth.

Hé realised that after the feast came the
reckonin

hound to

supper, stanimered
“Have— i brouglit {he g:

Bobh, ol
“No, you fat villain!”

“Hadn't—hadn’t you hetter ‘go ‘for~ it at

one :

yeu!™ shricked . Bebh.

you've cleared out mnearly everything

we had leftt?

" “Lyneh him!” roared Eben Facke.
“Squash him ¥ e,
Chunky jumped up ig alarm.
= say!” he stutte

v, you know! J— -

off, you jays! Ol crumhs!”
The schoolboy rehels surrounded Chunky

awith grim looks.

...He had lost ne time; and the diminisied

s “1-=1 was
ooh! Hands

1at are we going 1o do with him?”
ped Frank Richerds.
“Lyseh him %
“Jump on him$™
. “Killee fat Chunkee!”
.-Bob Lawless raised his hand.
“Bold en! There's only one thing

ons of Cedar Creck had almost reached

€an

A Surprising Surrender—and the Consequences ! -

CHUNKY IS FIRED OUT !

(See Chapter 2.

Spluttering wildly, Chunky Todgers bolted
for his life with Bob Lawless behind, still making rapid play with the traii-
rope. Chunky went head-first out of the window, and landed on his hands
and knees outside. ‘° I’l} teach you to scoff our provisions !’ roared Bob.

be done. Chunk coffed all the grub—or
nearly all. We can't get in supplies, and
we ecan't starve. I thought it
to this, anyhow. Chunky's got to go!”

“Ehy»

“He’s fat,” said Boh.
week at least.”

“Yon—you rotter, I
joking!” howled Chunky.
oing to polish him oif 7’
Frank Richards gravely, eatching Bob's
at once. “I don’t care for the job.”

“Me kitlee!”

“Good! Yen Chin
Beauelerc. “He's a hg
mind.” :

“No migdce—me killee and cookee nicey faf
Chunkee!  You tinkee nicee labbit stew!”
szid Yen Chin.

“Done!”’ said Bben Hacke. “I'm
for this, Chunky, hut you've brought it on
yYourself.

“He will last us a

know you're only

ked
dea

do the triek,” said
1en, and hie won't

you're joking, you beast!"
, bis fat face growing almost
¢ 2 wild howl as Yen Chin
vy ife, with a blood-
. “Keep Yaroooh!”
“Not yet, Yen Chin,” said Bob. “We
don’t want him till to-morrow. You canr have
what's left of the grub if you like, Chunky.
The fatter you are to-morrow the better!”
“Yaroooh!” ;
“Yes, go it!” caid Frank.
cake, Chunky!”
“I—I—I'm no¥
“T say, cld chaps .
“You ean go to bed, Chunky,” said Boh.
“Try to sleep, or you may get feverish, and
that will make you tough.” :
*Yaroooh!”
Chunky Toc
mattress. -
He stole several gianees at the schoolboys
when they were turnisg in, but every face
was grim and relentless.
There was no sleep fbr Chunky Todgers

that night. : N
In the middle of the mnight Chunky

@

“Here's a bit of

hupgry !’ wailed Chunky.
5

would come’

SOrry

almost staggered to his

crept to the window, but he found Frank
Richards on gnard there, and rolled hack to
his mattress with a groan.

_C}l]ltunky paid lor all his sins that sleepless
night. S

When morning dawned upen Cedar Creek
School, and the rebels- turned ont, Chunky
sought the faces of his comrades with
azonised looks.

Yen Chin went into the kitchen, where he
was soon heard sharpening a knife.

The sound sent a ¢hill of horvor to Chunky's
heart. ’

" Bob, old fellow——" he moancd.

“Ready, Chunky?”

“I—I know you're only jokingi”

“Go into the kitchem, Chanky,” said Frank
sadly. “I don't want to see it dome. You
ready, Yen Chin?”

“Me leady! Killee velly quickee! Where
Chunkee?” <

“Yarooh! I—I say—"

“Let him have a trot round the playground
first,” said Bob considerately. “Keep an
eye on him, though.”

Chunky Todgers gasped Once he was oud
in the playground he was not likely to bhe
rounded up again.

He could scarcely believe his good luck as
he dropped from the window. %

“Come back!” roared Bob Lawless, as
Chunky streaked for the gates. But Chuuky
did not heed; he was running for his life.

“Bring me a gun, Franky!” roared Bob.
“I can pot him from the window!”

Chunky Todgers vanished out of the gates.

There was a roar of laughter in the lumber
school, but Chunky, streaking for home, did
qnot hear it. The. garrison of Cedar Creek
had lost one of its members, and while Frank
Richards & Ce."held the‘fort at €edar Creek,
Chunky was sadly ‘at  work on the Todgers’
farm. : oo

THE - END,

(There wilt be another long, complete story
of Frank Richards & Co., entitled: “The
Trick That Failed ! wext week.)

Tue. PorvLar.—No. 224,
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CREAT FIRE AT BOOEKWOOD!

Biany strange things heve happened at Rookwood of laie,

Keep in todch with the Cheery Chat page—

BULKELEY'S CHANCE !

The HEAD OF ROOKWOOD and the SOHOOL have

been at hamemer and fongs with each other over the fall of the mighty George Buikeley, Buf there is ¢ #ime when
all Ehings must come to an end. The unexpected happens, which completely alters the amazing stute of uffuirs

>
>
3
3
>
3
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nice for Raby!

$5 ABY'S the man!”
“Yes, rathert”
George Raby of the

i Fourth looked doubtful.
“You—you see——" he began.
“You're the man!” said Jimmy

Classical

Silver

decidedly. “It will be all right, Raby. We
shall ba there to back you up.”

“Yea. Bup—-"

“Ths Head won't eat gou!” remarked

Arthur Edward Lovell.

“I know he won't; but he may jolly well
give me a lieking,” said Raby. “I don’t want
to be licked!”

“My dear chup,” said Newcome, in a tone
of patient remonstrance, “your personal
wishes don’t count at a time like this!”

“Asst” sald Raby.

“Now, look here, old chap—-"
Jimmy Bilver & Co. in chorus.

The Fistical Four had been in council in
the end study, and they had come to a
decision—at least, three of them had. Raby
did not seem enthusiastic.

“I think it’s up to Jimmy, as captain of
the Yourtht” said Raby. “I shouldn’t mind,
of course—ahemt—but I really think that!”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Y’'d take the lead, like anything”
said. “But you're the man, you see!”

“I don't see!”

The door of the end study opened, and
Mornington of the Fourth iooked in.

began

he

“You fellows ready for the giddy deputa-

tion to the Head?” he asked.

“Nearly,” sald Jimmy Silver, “We're talk-
ing to Raby. He doesn't want to be spokes-
man, for some reason.”

“Jolly good reason, I should think!” hooted
xaby. “Suppose the Head cuts up
rusty——" G

“Likely enough!” remarked Mornington.

“Well then, the spokesman is likely to
get it in the neck, isn’t he?”

“I shouldn’v wonder!”

“I say, Morny can be spokesman,” said
Raby. “Morny’s the man! 1 resign in his
favourt”

“I'm ready!” sald Mornington at once.
“Ooly——"

“Only!” snorted Raby. “I knew there’d be
an ‘only* or a * but.'”

“Morny's no good,” said Jimmy Silver.
“It's np to you, Raby. It was on your
account that the Head came down on old
Bulkeley, and pushed hlm out of the cap-
taincy, and stopped his being a prefect. It
was your fault—-"

“How was it my fauli?” hooted Raby.

“Well, it was because Bulkeley gave vou
a thumping licking, and the Head thought
he'd laid it on too thick.”

“You—you silly ass! Did I ask Bulkeley
‘o give me a thumping licking$”

Tue Porurar.—No. 284,
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“You wander from the point, old scout!”
said Jimmy Silver soothingly, * Whether you
asked for it or not, you pgot it, and the
Head caught Bulkeley at it, and was down
on him, That was the beginning of the
trouble.”

“1 know it was. But-

“And it's up to us vo stop it,” said Jimmy.
“All the prefects have gone om strike in
support of Bulkeley, and things are going
from bad to worse. Of course, prefects don't
matter to us. But the fags of the Second
and Third want keeping in order.”
~ “Hear, hear!”

“Now, if a deputation of the juniors goes
to the Head, and asks for Bulkeley to be
reinstated, the Ilead may take it as
cheek—""

“He will{” growled Raby.

“The Head means well,” said Jimmy. “He
thought he was standing up for justice, and
s0 forth, when he downed Bulkeley—owing
to you getting that thumping licking on
Putty’s account. Bulkeley was a Bit too
previous, and he was to blame; but no{ sc
much as the Head thought. Now, you were
the injured party, Raby—"

“1 was!” sald Raby reminiscently.
injuredt”

“80, you sce, as the injured party, you
place yourself at the head of the deputation
to ask for Bulkeley to be reinstated. That
will show tho Head that he's made a mistake
—see? If the injured party himself speaks
up for Bulkeley, that ought to make it all
right. I believe the Head's getting tired of
atfairs as they are now, and it may give him
the excuse he wants o put Bulkeley up
agaln, and let the matter drop.”

“It may give bim an excuse for laying
into me with his cane, more lkely!” -~

“You'll have to risk that. We'll be there,
too, and we shall get some of the cane, Buf
1 think the Head may be reasonable if you
put it to him picely, in a few well-chosen
words.”

“Y shall feel like choosing my words—I
don’t think!{—with the Head's gimlet eyes
on me!” groaned Raby. “IL shall feel more
like bolting out of the study!”

“I'll see that you don’t!” said Jimmy Silver
reassuringly, Y

Erroll and Conroy looked in over HMorning-
ton’s shoulder.

“Ready?” asked Conroy.

“Yes; wo're Cominz. Got all the feliows

b

together?”

“Nearly all the TFourth--Modern and
Clasgical,” answered the Australian junior.
“Even Fubby Muffin has joined up! Who's
spokesman?”

“Raby! As the injured parts 2

“I think Conroy ought to ke spokesman,”
said Raby. “As a Colonial, he's suitable fo
take the lead.”

A Splendid, Long, Complete Tale
of The Famous Chums of Rook-
wood School :—

By OWEN CONQUEST

{Author of the Stories of Jimmy Silver & Co,, appearing in

"’Jolly.
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“I'm your magp, if you like!”
at once.

. arg you?” said Raby. “Well, if you
could do it, I suppose I could do it—and
I will! 1 don't like the job, though.”

] “We have to do a lot of jobs we don‘t
itke in this worid,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Think of Nelson—-" i

“Blow Nelson:”

“And Oliver Cromwell—-"

“For goodness' sake, let’s get going!” cx-
claimed Raby. “I'd rather face the Head'a
cane than Jimmy's chin! Come on!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

And the heroes of the Fourth started fron
the end study. In the passage outside thers
wab a large assembly—nearly all the Fourslk
Form and a sprinkling of the Shell and tha
Third. Bulkeley, the fallen captain of Rook-
wood, was popular with nearly all the juniora,
and fellows had joined up on all sides to
support Jimmy Silver'zs scheme of a deputa-
tion to the Head.

'The, army of juniors marched down tha
big staircase, with the Fistical Four in tha
lead.

Raby was not looking happy.

He was quite as much concerned ahous
“old Bulkeley ” as any other fellow at Rook.
wood : but he bad great misgivings when ba
thought of facing the Head and talking to
him on the subject. He felt that he waa
not likely to put it into a “few well-chosen
words,” as Jimmy Silver suggested. His
words were only too likely to be ill-chos
under the sharp eyes of Dr. Chisholm—vu
the cane handy.

But he had made uwp his mind to do i
now.

said Conrey

[P

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
NSt a Success !

4 OME in!"
Jimmy Silver had tapped at the
Head’s door, and the deep voica

from within did not, somechow,
sound reassuring in the ears of the juniors.

Some of them showed & disposition to
execute a strategic movement towards the
rear. Tubby Muffin disappeared round &
corner,

But Jimmy Silver did not falter.

“Come on!” he said. “You six come in
with me—and the rest of you stay in the
passage, ‘and cheer when you hear Bulkeley's
tame mentioned. That will impress the
Head.” .

“Right-ho!” sald Oswald.

“I—1 say——" murmured Raby.

“Keep smiling!” answered Jimmy Silver.

He opened the study door and marched
boldly in, followed by Lovell and Raby, and
Newcome and Morpington, and Erroll and
Conroy. The seven iuniors formed the depu-
tation; the rest of the army remained wibth-
out—somewhat to their satisfaction. All the

An Amazing Cricket Match in Next Week’s Tale of Rookwood !

i

o
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~Your Editor has some GREAT SURPRISES in store!

Tellows were ready to cheer when Bulkeley's
bpame was mentioned; but they really pre-
ferred doing it not under the eye of Dr.
Chisholm,

Dr, Chisholn was in conversation with Mr.
Bootles, the master of the Fourth, in the
study, and he was not looking amiable. The
“strike ” of the prefects had caused the Head
2 great deal of worry, and the appointment
of prefeets from the Fifth Form had proved
£ hopeless failure. The Head was probably
not, in a mood to be trifled with just now,
and his eyes glittered a little as they were
turned on the junior deputation.

“What I8 this?” he exclaimed sharply.
““What does this mean? What do you want
here, Silvery”

‘ Mr. Bootles blinked at the juniors over
his glasses. He was as puzzled as the Head.

1t you please, sir——" began Jimmy
Silver meskly.

“Kindly state what you have come here
for, Silver.”

“We—we're 2 deputation, sir.”

“What!” ejaculated the Head.

.“A-;i deputation from the Lower School,
et

~ “Ia this impertinenee, Silver?”

_“Nunno! Not at alll”  Jimmy pinched
Raby's arm. “Go it, you ! duifer!” he
whispered.

Raby gasped.
“I{—H—if you please, sir—" Le began.
“What nonsense is this?”

“We—we're a  deputation, zir,” gasped
nsense!”
've come to--to ask vou, sir, 1o re-

instate Bulketey
«f the school—--

©“What!” thundered the Head.

“Hurrah!” ecame from the passage.

Bulkeley's name had been mentioned, and
the juniors outside had ‘chimed in, to do
their bit, as it were. Dr. Chisholm jumped
#s he heard the roar. The cheer was, per-
"haps, 8 litile premature.

“We—we—we—-—"" stammered Raby.

“Rabyi”

“As the injured party,” whispered Jimmy.
“As the injured party, sir——" mumbled
by.

[t being om my aecount that Bulkeley
was dismissed—"

“1t being on my acecount that Bulkeley
was dismissed!” gasped the unhappy <pokes-
man. :

“Hurrah{” from the passage.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head.

“T feel it my duty to come here as spokes-
man of the deputation——" whispered Jimmy
in Raby’s ear,

“Y—I feel it my duly to come here as
spokesshave—F—— mean spokesnian of a—a-—
& what, Jimmy?”

“Deputation, fathead!” whispered Jimmy.

“Deputation, fathead!” gasped Raby.
.-“0Oh, my hati?"

as head prefect a

d captain

 _“What-—what did you say?” stuftered the

Head. “What—what—what expression did
you apply to me, Raby?”

©"“Oh 'flearz N-u-nothing, sir! Jimmy, you
T :

- .'Oh, you duffer!” groaned Jimmy.

" “The fact I8, sfr——" began Mornington, as
‘Haby stammered helplessly.
© “That will do, Mornington!” exclaimed
the Head. “Boys—"

“Go it, Raby!” hissed Lovell, pinching his
unfortunate chum’s arm,

“Yow-ow!”

“Raby! How dare you—"

“We—we've come here as a deputation,
<ir,” stuttered "NRaby. “A<Y the injured
Bulkeley—-"

“Hurrah{”

“I—I mean, as the injured party, sir, 1
fecel it my deputation—I mean, my duty,
to—to comle here as—as am injured party!"
floundered Raby.

“Oh erumbsi”

“And as—as an injured party,
gasped Raby, “we, the Fourth Form
Rookwood, request you to—to—to—-"

“Reinstate!” whispered Jimmy,

*To reinstate Bulkeley—* ;

“Hurrah{*

“As prefect of Rookwood—I mean, as
raptain of prefect--that is, I mean, as pre-
fect of the school—"7

“Oh, you asz!”

0 ¢ mean—that g, as Bulkeley is an
Injured party—-"

“Hurrah!” :

“Y mean, 38 I am an injured party, I

sir,”
at

feel 16 my duty to reinstste Bulkeley as a
deputation.”
“Hurraht”

[a, ha, ha!?

“Siletice!” thundered the Head, rising to
his feet in great wrath, “I repeat, silence!
If there is another sound from the corridor,
I sihau"immediate!y cane every hoy there
ald~

There was another sound from the
corridor at once; hut it was a sound of
seampering feet,

1t was followed by the eilence of the
tomb.

Dr. Chisholm picked up his eane.

“How dare you come to my study, to
fenact this scene of absurdity 77 he exclaimed.
“Raby-—.>

“Oh, sir! Ag-as an injured deputa-
tion-—-"
“Qilence! Hold out your hand!”

“©Oh, my hat!”

“But, sir—-" began Jimmy Silver, in
dismay. ?

“Silence! I shall eane every bhoy in the
study,” said the Head. “This absurd im-

pertinence mush be put down with a severe
hana!”

“Ont®

“Oh dear!” mombled Raby.

“Hold out your hand, Raby!”

He held out his hand, There was nothing
else to be done. It was enly too elear that
the Head was not in & mood to listen to
words even well-chiosen ones.

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

For rzome minutes there was a steady
sound of swishing in the Head's study, s
the bapless deputation “went through it.”

When the infliction was finished, Dr.
Chisholm pointed to the door with his cane.

“Leave my study!” he said.

“But, — ? Began Jimmy Silver, az he
rubbed his hands,

“Do you desire a furthier caning, Silvers”
thundered the Head.

“XNunno, sir!”

“Then leave my study ab once!”

And Jimmy Siiver jeft, :

Tn the passage, as the door closed upon
them, the deputation looked st one another,
and rubbed their hands, with feelings aimost
too deep for words.

“Ow!” murmured Lovell.

“You =2ss, Raby!” said Jimmy
witheringly., *“You mucked it all up!”

“It didn't want mueking upg it was all
rot from the beginning, iike all your stunts!”

Silver

groaned Raby. “Ow! My hands! You're a
silly ass, Jimmy Silver! Ow! Youre a
burbling idict! Wow!”

“Yow-ow!” murmured Newconie,

“You ass, Raby!”

“You thumping ass, Jimmy!”

Slowly  and sadly. the  deputation
meandered away. Even Jimmy Silver could

not elaim that it had been a success. Amnd
as he rubbed his hands, the captain of the
¥ourth found it hard to live up to his
own maxim, and “keep smiling.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Case of Smoke Without Fire.
OW-OW.0wW 17
Thus Tubby Muffin.
The fat Classical camie along the
Fourth Form passage, squeezing
his fat hands and uttering sounds of woe.

“Shurrup!” called out Jimmy Silver.

“ Wow-wow!”

The Fistical Four were chatting in the
passage—on the subject of cricket. It was
the day following the deputation to the
Head, and the subject of the deputation had
been dropped by common consent.

Jimimy Silver had ayverred that it was up
to the end study to make a finish of the
present unsatisfactory state of affairs at
Rookwood : but since the deputation to the
Head had ended in such a ghastly “frost,”
Jimmy had said nothing more on the
subject.

The august body of the prefects were still
“on strike,” maintaining a Jofty. and dignified
attitude of passive resistance, till the Head
shonld come round. But the Head showed
no sign whatever of coming round.

Meanwhile, it was certain that the school
suffered from the state of affairs.

Fags slid down the banisters, and kicked
up shindies in the passages, almost as they
liked.

Masters could not be everywhere at once,
A great many duties had fallen to the pre-

[}

fects; now they fell to the masters, and a
good many of them wére feft nndone,

Meet Jimmy Silver & Co. Again Next
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join in the strike,” was “cut”
rest of the Sixth, and very
“cheeked ” by the juniors,

The Fistical Four, indeed, were at open war
with Carthew, who, prefect ss he was, found
it rather too difticult to deal with Jimmy
Silver & Co., having no support from the
other scniora,
take the liberty of yelling  opprobrious
€pithets through Carthew’s door and bolting.

Tubby Muflin squeezed his fat hands and
blinked at the Fistical Four reproachfully,
evidently in expectation of sympathy, :

“I've had = fearful licking, Jimmy ! he
said pathetically,

1 dare say you wanted onme,”
Jimmy. .

"It was that besst Carthew!® groaned
Tubby Muffin, “I simply went to his study
to take him lines—he'd given me tnes, the
heast! He was smoking—-"

“Nico prefeet!” grunted. Lovell.

“I suppose he was waxy at a feliow cateh-
ing ‘him smoking!” groaned Tubby. “He
pitched into me. Yow-ow-ow-ow!”

Jimmy Silver knitted bhis brows.

“Dash i} all, that’s too thick!" he said.
“Carthew's a beastly bully; and he's no right
to smoke.  As a prefect, he ought to be
setting us a good example.”
teh him!” snorted Lovell.
ure he was smoking, Tubby:”
Jimmmy,

“He had a cigarette in his mouth, and
there was no cnd of smoke in the study,”
said Tubby. “I saw fag-ends in the grate,

by the
considerably

answeved

asked

too. = The beast smokes no end. Yow-ow!
iAud he pitched into me just beecausze I saw
himi” # :

“Smoke in the study?” repeated Jimmy,

“Yes, lots?”

Jimmy Silver's cyes glimmered.-

“What have you got in your noddie, fat-
head?” asked Raby. “A rag on Carthew?”

“Well, not exactly a rag,” said Jimmy
thoughtrully. “If there’s smoke in Carthew’s
gtud,v, it looks as if the study must he en

e’

“Tubby eays he was smoking.” <R

“But we have a right to suppose that a
prefect of the Sixth wouldn’t smoke,” said
Jimmy Silver calmly. “Taking it for granted
that Carthew is ineapable of breaking the
rule—-as we've a right to de—it stands io
reason that his study must be on fire, if it's
full of smoke.”

“What the thump—2

“If Carthew’s study is on fire, we're bound
to roll up at once, and put ont the con-
flagration,” said Jimmy Silver. “Carthew is
a beast, but 1 suppose you wouldn't leave
even Carthew to be burned to death. Coms
on!” S
“Where?" Lowled Lovell

“To Carthew’s study.”

“What for?”

“To put out the fire.”

“But there isn't a fire.”

“My qcar man, we’re going to put it
whether there is or nob. !
satigfied, he can explain to the Head how
there came to be smoke in bis study.”

“Oht Ha, ba, ha!” roared Lovell. “T scel”

“Time you did, old chap.”

. “He, he, hé!” cackled Tubby Mufiin.

Jimmy Silver & Co. proceeded downsiairs
to the Sixth Form gquarters, to aet 2s a1
amateur fire-brigade., As Jimmy declared,
they had a right te suppose that Carthew’s
study was on fire, if it was thick with smoke.
They were going to exercise that right.

“But—but there’ll be a row if we swamp

aut,

Carthew’s study with water,” murmured
Raby. :
“Rot! It's our duty. Carthew won's

complain to the Head.”

“But the other prefects—-"

“There aren’t any other prefects now.”

“My hat! I forgot that!” grinned Raby.

“There's some advantage in having no pre-
fects,” observed Jlmmy Silver. “The Sixth
can't interfere with us. This way!”

The Fistical Four scudded along the Sixth
Form passage to the row of little red fire-
buckets. There was a tap round the comer,
and the chums of the Fourth filled the
buckets.

Then four juniors, each bearing a bucket
of water, moved along to Carthew’s study.

Jimmy Silver turned the handle, and
threw the door open suddenly.

There was an angry exclamation within
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the study. Mark Carthew was there, sprawl-
ing i his armechair, with his feet on the
table, and a cigarette between his lips.

‘The bully of the Sixth was taking his ease
in Lis study; and ho had certalnly smoked a
gopd many cigavettes, for the atmosphers
ol the study was quite hazy,

o “What——" he began angrily.
L “go it!" shouted Jimmy.

Carthew leaped to his feet as the Fistieal
Wour rushed in  with gswamping fire-
buckets,

Bwoeoooosh b

“Yeoooop!t”

A floed of water deluged the Sixth-Former
irom head to foot. 1t swamped upon him
irpm four buckets at once, choking him and
blinding him,

Carthew staggered back, spluttering wildly,
and sit down in the fender with g crash,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8hall we get some more water, Carthew?”
fngnired Jimmy Silver.

“Gurrrrrgght™

Carthew scrambled to his {feet. ~ He
gouged the watee from his eyes, and stood
Jaeiing, dripping, and furious.

“You—you—you young scoundrels! I'l
report you to the Head! {'il® have you
Mogzed! [H—"

“Have us flogged for putting out the
fire in your study!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
An pained surprise,

“You young -rascal,
@nd you know t——"

“Where does thé smoke come from, then?”

“Wha-a-at!”

Carthew had scized his ashplant, and was
striding towards the juniors, when Jimmy
asked that question. He stopped suddenly.

“The—the smoke!” he repeated.

“Pon’'t you mnotice the smoke?” asked
Jimmy Silver sweetly., “It’s quite thick,
Carthew.”

“Y ou—you—y ou——-="

“ Balkeley!” Jimmy called to the captain
of Xookwood, who was coming along to his
study. “Will you look iu here, Bulkeley?”

“What's the matter?”

“We wont you as a witness,” said Jimmy.
"We've been putting out a fire in Carthew’s
piudy——"

“What 9"

“And he's going (o complain fo the Head.
We want a witness that the study really was
fuli of smoke.”

Bukeley sniffed the smoke, and frowned.

“Thal’s” tobacco-smoeke, you young ass!”
fie said.

“Impossible!” said Jimmy Silver. “A pre-
feet of Rookwood wouldn't smoke in  his
study. He wouldn't dare to tell the Head
se, anyhow! Come away, you fellows—the
fire seems to be out. You mneedn’t thank
us, Carthew—you're guite welcome!”

Carthew stood rocted to the floor, ash-
plant in hand. As the junlors were well

there’s no fire here,

aware, he dared not let the matter come

before the Head. Jimmy Silver & Co.
sauntered away, and hung up the fire-
buckets, Bulkeley remained standing in the
‘doorway of the study, looking at Carthew
with a very expressive look.

T “Sop you'te smoking here?” he said.

“Mind your own business!” snapped
Carthew. “Thoso young villains didn't think
the study was on fire, and you know it.”

“They know you can't take them before
the Head, as you're breaking the rules of
the school yourself,” sald Bulkeley con-
temptuously. “You've asked for this, Car-
thew, and it serves you right!”

“0n, get outl”

“it 1 were still a prefeet, Y should report
you m{self."

“Well, you're noi!” eneered Carthew.
“I'm a prefect, and you're not, Builkeley,
nLndd y!ou're under my orders! Get out of my
study !”

Bulkeley clenched his hand for a moment;
but he -turned quletly and walked away.
Carthew kicked the docr shut savagely after
him., And for a wong time afterwards the
“blade " of the Bixth was busy with towels—
what time he murmured themas, both
toud and deep, upon thc T il Four of the
tourth,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

Carthew Looks in.
(13 EDTIME, my boys!” said Mr. Bootles
mildly.

The master of the Fourth blinked

into the Common-room, 1In the

da,\'.}, of the prefects it hiad Leen a prefect’s
Tae Poputar.—No, 224,

The Boy Who Arrived from the Clouds !

duty to shepherd the juniors to their dormi-
tories; but that was one of the many duties
that now fell to the staff, ;

The Classical Fourth eobediently muarched
out, and little Mr. Bootles walked after
them with a sigh. Mr. Bootles did not like
the gtairs. Carthew of the Sixth was coming
downstairs, and he bestowed a dark scowl
upon Jimmy Silver & Co.

Jimmy bestowed a sweet swmile upon him
in return.

A zoft answer is said to turn away wrath;
but Jimmy’s sweet zmile ecertaiuly failed to
have that effect.

Carthew strode on, scowling, to his study,
and slammed the door savagely.

There be threw himself into his armchaic
and lighted a cigarette by way of solace.

8ince Bulkeley’s fall Carthew had been a
good deal more free and easy in this respect
than of old. He had nothing to fear, as it
was pot likely that a master would drop into
his study. His example was followed by the
“doggish ” youths among the jumiors, such
as Smythe & Co. of the Shell, and Towny and
Toppy, Lattrey and Peele and Gower of the
Fourth.  Those amiable youths found life
much more free and easy without any prefects
“pnosin’ around,” as Adolphus Smythe ex-
pressed it.

Carthew took a pink paper from his pocket
and began to scan it, with corrugated brow.
His little speculations on “gec-gees ” had not
been fortunate of late. He glanced occa-
sionally at the clock over his mantelplece.
He was waiting. The amateur firemen who
had performed in his study that day were not
to escape scot-free, if Carthew could belp it;
and as soon as the coast was quite clear the
prefect intended to visit them in the Fourth
Form dormitory.

It would be casy fo explain afterwards that
he had heard a disturbance there—Carthew
not being a stickler for the truth. He
intended to take a cane with him, and by
the time he had finished with the cane it was
probable that Jimmy Silver & Co. would be
sorry that they had extinguished that non-
existent fire in his study.

He crumpled the plnk paper in his hand,
and threw it angrily upon the hearthrug.
Then he smoked a couple more cigarettes,
while the elock-hand crawled round the dial.

When it indicated ten o'clock, Carthew
threw away a half-smoked cigarette and rose
to his feet, picking up his ashplant.

He turned out the light and quitted the
study, and went quietly towards the stair-
caze,

The room remained in darkness, save for
a tiny red glow—the stilt burning end of
the cigarett Carthew bad  not wuoticed
where the cigarette had fallen, in his care-
lessness; but it had fallen on the crumpled
paper, and the paper was dry and
inflammable.

The tiny red glow did not go out; it was
increasing as it scorched the edge of the
paper, which begaa to glow, too.

It was an even chance whethicr the red
ember died out or whether it burst into flame,
and a draught from the door, which Carthew
had left open, decided the matter.

There was a brighter glow in the darkened
recom as a little torgue of flame rose and
flicked along the edge of the paper.

A few moments more, and the paper waz
a2blaze.

It flared up, and the finfiy rug on which it
lay flared up, too, fanned by the draught
from the corridor through the open doorway.

The flames licked round the armchair, and
caught the tablecover. The study was full
‘of daneing light and shadew wvow, and
thickening with smoke. Even then it was
time for the growing fire to be stamped out
if Carthew had returned. Bui Carthew did
not, return. = Little dreaming of what was
happening in the siudy he had left, the
bully of the Sixth had reached the dormitory
of the OClassical Feurth, and turned the
handle. of the dcer. He switched on the
light and strode in. ashplant in haad.

Jimmy Silver gtarted out of slumber and
rubbed his eyes, startled by the light in
the dormitory,

“What the
drowsily.

Then he jumped as lie saw Carthew strig-
ing towards hiz hed. :

“Carthew! What-——- Yarocool !”

The ashplant esms dowa on Jimmy Silver

thump——"  beran Jimmy

with a eounding whack. His yell rang

: Years of success have made the * Popular' —

through- the dormitory, and awakened avery
other feliow there.

Jimmy rolled out of bed, but as he did
50 garthew grasped him by-the back of the
neck. =

“Now, then, you young raseall” said the
Sixth-Former, between his teeth, :

Whaek, whack, whack!

“Rescue!l” yelled Jimmy,

Lovell was out of bhed with a bound,
grasping his piliow, Raby and Newcome
were only a second after him, and Morn-
ington was next. They rushed at Carthew,
brandishing pillows and bolsters,

“8tand back!"” exclsimed Carthew Gecrcely.

“Hock it to him!” yelled Mornington.

Carthew, attacked by half a doren swiping
pillows,  defended himsell with his cane,
letting Jimmy Silver go. Jimmy grasped his
pillow at once, and jolned in the attack,

“Down him!” shouted Conroy.

“Stand back!” yelled Carthew furiously.

Once more the bully of the Sixth had sue.
ceeded in awakening a hornets’-nest. Nearly
all the Classical Fourth were out ¢f bed now,
and scrambling over one another {o swipe
him with pillow or bolster. Ry that time
Mark Carthew probably regrsited that be
had made the venture.

He made a rush for the door; but it waa
too late. A crowd of juniors were round
him, and the swiping pillows sent him spin.
ning to the floor. <

“Huarrah! He's down!” gasped Lovell

“Keep oft! You ycung villains—  Qf,
my hat! Yow-wow!” howled Carthew, a3 ths

Fourth-Formets piled on him.
“Collar himi"” panted Jimmy Silver.
“We've got him?” o 4

“Stretch him on n bed, and Tl glve him
his own ashplant!”

“Hurrah!"

Carthew—~quite repentant now—strazgled
furiously, but in vain. In the gasp of a
dozen hands, he was dragzed to the nearest
bed, and plumped upon if, face dowsn. Thea
Jimmy wleided the ashplant,

Whack, whack, whaek!

“Yarocoh! Helpt” : .

“Ha, ha, ba! Go it, Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver “weant it " with vizoes

Whack, whack, whack?

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Fire!
' EVILLE, old chap!”

Bulkeley of the Sixth was fean:
ing back in his chair, his hands
driven deep into his pockets, and

a deep lige in his brow, He had been silent
for some time, aad Neville, who had dropped
in for a chat after prep., was sllent, too
He looked up as Bulkeley spoke,

“Well, old fellow?”

“This won't do!” sald Bulkeley.

“The prefects’ strike, you mean?™

Bulkeley nodded.

“It won't do!” he repeated. “It's a roijea
atate of affalvs for Rookwood. X'm gratefuf,
of course, for. the fellows backing ms up
as they've done, but—I'd rather it came to
an eénd. There roust be a captain of the
school, Neville—especially with the matches
coming on roon. The Head's down on me—
and I was partly to blame, as I've admitted.
Well, if the Head won't alter his mind—and
he won't do—" -

“Sooner or later——" began Neville.

“He won't, Neville. I'd rather not {et
it 2o on. I'm not keen on being captain
of Rookwood, excepling that I think I can
do pretty well for the school. But you—->

“I'm not bagging your job,” suld Nevills
decidedly, “You've suggested that before.
Nothing doing!” < -

“It's for the sake of thé school,” wrzed
Bulkeley. “This can’t go on!”

“It’s jolly well going on till the Head
sees reason!” Neville shook his head. “1t's
no good, Bulkeley--whether you like it or
not, the Sixth are going to back vou up
to the last shot in the locker! The Haad
knows very well that he's made a mistake;
but he won't admit it. Well, be will have
to admit It, sooner or later, That's scttled.”

bulkeley did not answer; bat the lino in
his brow deépened.

He was worried and distressed by the state
of affairs; ail the more becausc it was on
his account. ¥t was kard for him to Ard
fault with the loyalty of the fellows whe
were backing him up; but o wished deepiy
that they would let him be set aside, and
let affairs at Rookwood take €heir mormal
COUrse once rmore,

See Next Week !
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WHERE’S THE FIRE? Jimmy Silver threw open the door of Carthew's study. The prefect leaped tc his feet as the
juniors rushed in with swamping fire-buckets. Swooosh ! ‘‘ Yoooop ! ** A flood of water deluged the Sixty-Former from

head to foot, choking and blinding him. ¢*Ha, ha, ha! Shall we get some more water, Carthew ? " L¥uired Jimmy

Silver. (See Chapter 3.)

again.
onece ‘or

There was silence in the study
_Neville broke ib. He had sniffed
twice, and now he rose to his feet.

“Something’s burning somewhere,” he said.
“Yo you notice it?”

Bulkeley started.

“Yes—now you mention it. T don’t thipk
there's any fires going this evening,” he said.
““Some ass has dropped a mateh on some-
thing. Look in the passage!”

Neville threw the door open and started
hack, with an exclamation. A volume of
smoke was relling down the eorridor.

“What the dickens! It’s a study on fire!”
he exclaimed, “My hat! It's Carthew’s
study-—-—""

He ran along the passage with Bulkeley
.at his heels, A rush of smoke, mingled with
tiame, from- the study doorway drove them
haeck,

Carthew's study was a mass of hlaze.

exclaimed  Bulkeley.

“Fire!” shouted Neville. ;
Doors opened on -all sides, and voices
ealled. Half a dozen of the Sixth came

dashing out into the passage.

Mr. Bootles’ voice was heard, high-pitched
and excited. .

“ What—w hat—what-—-"

The hoys—the boy
N
s

“How E;as he

done that?

There was a rear of vcices now,
ley’s clear tones rang above the din.
lie fire-bucke This way! Neville, eut
off and cali the scrgeani-—the hose will be
wanted! You feilows help me!”

Neville scudded away.

-Buikeley's voice calmed the confusion,
Sixth-Forn

Balke-

The
:, a8 one man, backed Thini up.
2 -filled . and roshed along the
£ and the water hurled into the
tazing study.

But the fire. had gained a strong hold,
and the water hissed and splnttered, wit
little effect, Furniture and floor were ablaze
now, and a rash of flame drove the Rook-
wooders back from the doorway. Flames
were creeping along the walls from the door-

Enter for

way, and shooting across the passage. Loud
shouts from above announced that the fire
had burst through the ceiling into the room
over Carthew’s study.

The alarm-bell was ringing now. Into
every corner of the great school the alarm
had penetrated, and Rookwood, from end
to end, rang with the cry:

“Fire! Fire!  Fire!”

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
! Reconciliation.
43 ILVER, let me go! I—I—I'll—"
*Ha, ha; hal”
While the rest of the juniors of
Rookwood were asleep in bed, there
was very wide wakefulness in the dormitory
of the Classical Fourth,

Carthew of the Sixth was sprawling on the
floor, his wrists tied to the leg of Jimmy
Silver's bed.

The unhappy prefect had been in that un-
comfortable position for some time, the
chuekling juniors paying no heed to - his
threats.

“My dear ¢hap, you
grinned Jimmy Silver. “You came here to
please yourself. You can stay to please us!”

“Let me go!” shrieked Carthew.

“All in good time, my pippin! You've got
to beg the pardon of the Fourth Form on
your bended knees first!” said Jimmy Silver
coolly.

“Ha, ha, hal®

“I—-Y won't! I-Di-Fi—0"
the hapless bhully of the Sixtl
Pil—"

“Then you can spend the night there!”
chuckled Jimmy. “You shonldn't have
come, you know. You weren't invited into
this dormitory.”

“Firei™

That sudden shout from below silenced the
chortling in the dormitory. Jimmy Silver
spun round towards the door.

“Hallo! What's that?” he exclaimed.

“Fire!- Fire!”

“My only hat!®

Lovell ran to the door and threw it open.

A din of volces camg from below, and a
smell of burning and ay acyid taste of smoke.

“It's fire right enough!” gasped Lovell.

can stay there!”

spluttered
1. “Til—

“The school’s on fire! My only hat!”
“Yarooch!” roared Tubby Muffin. “Helpl”
“Shut up, Tubby!”

“Let me go!” shrieked Carthew.

Jimmy Silver hastily e¢ut the prefect loose.
Carthew stagzered to his feet. The fire was
below, and, as yeb, nowhere near the
dormitory; amd it certainly was Carthew’s
duty, as u prefect of the Sixth, to think of
the safety of the juniors. But he didn't!
He made & rush for the door, and dashed
out.

Carthew vanished from sight in a momend,
But the sound of a collision came from the
passage, and Bulkeley's voice:

“Carthew-—-"

“Let me pass, you fool!” shrieked Carthew.

“The juniors have got to be got out!l”

“Let me passi”

“You rotten funk! Get out, then, and
good riddauce to you!” roared Buikeley,

Pattering footsteps died away down ihe
passage and the stairs. The next moment
Bulkeley looked into the Classical Fourth
dormitory upon a sea of scared and startled
faces.

“grder!” he rapped.out, as two or three
juniors rushed for the door. *Get intc your
clothes—aquick! 'There's plenty of time to
get into the guadrangle. Don’t loze your
heads!” 5

«“All serene, Bulkeley!” said Jimmy Silver
quletly.,

“Yaroop! Ielp!”  came* - from  Tubby
Muffin.

“Quiet, vou fat idiot!”

The Fourth-Formers dressed {hemselves

quickly<<or half-dressed. Under Bulkeley’s
cye, they marched out of the durmitery in
order.

Down the big stairease they weat, amid
flying smoke. On the staircase was Neville,
keeping order, Lonsdale, Joues major, and
Scott were shepherding out the Shell, the
Third, and the Second.

The prefects of Reookwood had taken
charge, under Bulkeley’s order.

Outside, in the quadrangle, the hose,
handled by Sergeant Kettle, was hissing

streams of water
Carthew's study.
Tue PoprrLAR.—No. 224,
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Whether the fire wounld be got under
before it spread over the building was still
2 question; but it was evidently wise to get
the boys out into the safety of the quad
while there was time.

Under Bulkeley's coel direction the juniors
marched out, and straggiers were rounded
up.

In a very short space of time nearly all
Rookwood was in the guadrangle, and the
Torm-masters were calling the roll of their
Forms, to ascertain that all were there.

Dr. Chisholm, with a pale but calm face,
was standing by the sergeanf, as he fooded
water into the blaze.

Smoke, mingled with sparks, rolled sky-
ward in dense volumes, obscuring the stars.

The fire was going under at last.

The promptness with which it had been
tackled had prevented s catastrophe that
bade fair to rival that of the air-raid that
had taken place during the war.

“Bulkeley !”

The Head spoke quietly, as a blackened,
smoke-begrimed figure passed him. Bulkeley
stopped, gasping.

“Yes, sir.”

“Are all the boys ouf, Bulkeley?”

“I'm going the rounds, sir, to make sure.”

“Very good! Please let me Kknow as
guickly as possible.”

“Yes, sir.”

Bulkeley hurried ~ away with a rather

curious expression on his face under the
smoke grime. He had laboured like a

Hercules, and he had been the last out of
the building. The Head had not spoken to
him hitherto; but probably he had observed.
His tone was very uuiet, but very cordial, as

he addressed Bulkeley, as if there had never |

been any trouble between them.

Bulkeley returned to him
minutes.

“All out, sir!”

“Thank goodness!" said the Head.

Dr. Chisholm hesitated a momenf, and
Bulkeley, seeing that he had something more
to say, waited, wondering what it was.
There was a brlef struggle in Dr. Chisholm’s
breast, but the obstinate pride of the old
gentleman wag vanguished at last.

“Ruwikeley, I have observed you during this
unfortunate affair, and—and I thank you, my
boy. But for your prompiness and coolness,
1 do not like to think what might have
happened. If the boys had not been got
out before the smoke filled the house i
The Head paused a moment. “Bulkeley, I
think you may have saved many lives this
night.”

“At least, none have been lost, sir, thank
soodness I’ said Bulkeley chesrily.

“I think that is owing to you, my boy.”
There was another pause, and the Head
watched the last spluttering flames that sank
under the hissing streams of water. He
turned to Bulkeley again, and held out his
frankly. “My dear boy, there has been
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a misunderstanding between us, I iz over,
and I am sorry that it ever occurred. To-
morrow, Bulkeley, I request you to resume
your old position in the school. You will not
refuse, I am sure.” =

“I—I shall be glad, sir!” stammered
Bulkeley.

He shook hands with the Head mechanic-
ally. Never for a moment had he expected
this concession from the lofty old gentieman.
But the Head had made it, and Bulkeley's
heart was lighter.

“By gad! There's the Head shakin' hands
with Bulkeley!” murmured Mornington, in
the ranks of the Fourth. “Does that mean
that the trouble's overy” 2

“Let’s hope so!” murmured Jimmy Silver
“The Head's not & bad old sort; and surely
he must have seen to-night that Bulkeley's
the man to be captain of Rookwood!”

The rift in the lute was heaied at last.
Rookweod School had its old captain back
once more.

The next day a considerable part of the
Sixth Form passage in the School House was
a charred mass of ruing. Apart from the
damage done by smoke, however, the rest of
the bullding had escaped. Rookwood was
able to “carry on” as usual while the work-
men were busy on the burnt-out studies.

The origin of the fire was not discovered—
luckily for Carthew of the Sixth. It w.
known that it had started in Carthew’'s
study, and that was all. Carthew professed
ignorance of the cause; and if he remem-
bered the cigarette he had thrown carelessly
down, he took great care not to mention it.

The fire had been an exciting episode ; and
it was fortunate that matters had turned
out 1o worse. In the opinion of most of the
Rookwood fellows, they had turned out very
well, in fact. For the reinstatement ol
Bulkeley as head prefect and ecaptain was
followed by the return of the other prefects
to duty; the “strike’ was ended and done
with, and nothing more was said on that
subject.

Carthew of the Sisth was probably the only
fellow who was not satisfied. But, as Jimmy
Silver remarked, Carthew did not matter.
And the rest of the school rejoiced that the
Prefects’ Strike was over, and that “0Old
Bulkeley ¥ had once more come Back to His

Own!
THE EXD.

(Next weel's tale of Rookwood will tuke
some beating. It is called: “Jimwmy Wius
Through!” and is packed full of breathless
adventures and eaciting situations.)

A, B4 54 SA S8 8L 51 SA N SE ns S

VT RIS IT I ITVE I W

s> POETS PLEASE N

24

oy

N4 8 BA NA N NA WA WA NI SA G4 N4 NS NA v 4
ISP R RS I F S

THE “MAGNET" LIMERICK
COMPETITION !

FIRST PRIZE £1 1s,
And many other Prizes.

Full particulars of this topping"Competition
}yi&l}p‘bce four:d in this week’s issue of the

S MAGNET”
LIMERICK COUPON, No. 4,

When Bolsover sliot out hLis right,
In the course of a hurricane fight,
His opponent went down,
And remarked, with'a frown:

TIHIS TXAMPLE WILL HELP
YOU.

S“TLhought stavs only shone in the

night ;
I

'

* The Tenderfeet Make Good ! oK Gripping Story—

£10! £10! 210!

RESULT OF
WOLVERHAMPTON
WANDERERS PICTURE
PUZZLE COMPETITION!

In this
in cor
has theref
following :

competitc
it ize of

am

»lutions. 3
‘s been d

smpetition three
i

Leonard Grayson, Coal Aston, Shefizld.
H. Williams, 43, Glanmor Road,
8. Wales.

Mary
Llanell;

The gecond prize of £2
divided among the following
petitors, whose solutions ¢o
each:

8. Moorhouse, 41, Nugget Street, Oldham;
K. Coverer, 41, Nugget Street,
E. Carpenter, 1, Dene Street Gardens, Dork-
ing; A. Burrows, 2, Broadheath Terrace,
Ditton, Widnes; James Williams, 51 :
Street, Llanelly, S. Wales; W. E. Way
Elmhurst Road, Gosport; Thomas Willis
43, Glanmor Road, Lianelly, S. Wales;

T. Cole, .Thorpe Morceux, Bury

} 8t.
Edmunds{ Frances Morton, 7, Eyre Streel,

» Whitting-
h, 736, Oid-

Pallion, Sunderland; C. Veale, ?
ton Street, Plymouth; B. Ashwc

ham Road, Failsworth, Manchesfer; John
Miller, 108, King Street, Sfretford, Man-
chester; N. Cross, 141, Moorhey Street,

Oldham; L. Bachelor, 19;
TLevenshulme, Manchester;
Church Hill, Writhlington,

Kettering Road,
H. H. Mattick,
Somer

Twenty-nine competitors, with two arrora
each, divide the ten prizes of 0s. each. The
names and addresses of these prize-winners
can be obtained on application at thiz office

SOLUTION.

Wolverhampton Wanderers rank as ona of
the noted ctubs in foothall history. Their
connection with the First Division Iasted for
a long time, and they have twice won ths
Finglish Cup. Since 1908 the Wanderer:z have
not been lucky enough to get higher than
the Second League.

JIMMY
SILVER & Co.
Out West !

Don't migy thass exira special tales! Kead
the first TO-DAY in this week's BOYR'
¥RIEND  (now on &alei, - The famous
Kistical Four of Rookwood havs never
befars mat with such thrilling and amusing
adventures, Be surs you ask for

Eétery Mondag,

Rookwood Yarn— ¢ Jimmy Wins Through!”
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ROUGH ON THE FAMOUS FIVE!

Percy Bolsover sets out for Live Oaks to enjoy a charming week-end under the name of Ilm'd Mauleverer - but
Jorgets the old aayiny ¢ The best laid plans of mice tmd inen

cemers

Ve

VAN A AN AN

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise.
& ERE'S the giddy station! Hop oui,
my sons!”
Bohb Cherry of the Remove Form
at Greyfriars was very cheerful as
e H'L(]F that remark. He was one of Lord
r's party for a week-end at his
s cottage, Live Qaks, and everything
ed to their having a really good time,

Wharton, Johmly Bull, Frank

and Hurree Singh, with Lord

rer  himself, formed the party

who jumped up in their seats as Bob Cherry

cherrily announeed their arrival at the
;st;mon for Live Oaks.

“Better late than - never!™ said Frank

< his bag to the platform.

\uqeut tos
“There's only one thing wrong
yught to have found.Sking
“We did!” assented the otk
Harold Skinner, the cad of ¢
had japed the Co. pretty roughly  ju
before the time for their departure. He had
tocked them in the box-room, amnd dis-
appeared.
¥ie bad every reason to disap}
sh place, L{anv Wharton "
been wrathful, to vut it m.ld

you chaps.

We

grimly.
¢ Rem

. I the
would
, when

?..

ti got out of the box-room. Secont nd
perbaps more important still, Perey Boleaver
a Billy Bunter were \\ait‘lng !ur him at

bation—waiting for him to proceed with

em -to Lord Mauleverer's cotta
Mulv and the Famous Five v
unaware of the fact when they g
the station.
There was no ear {o meet them, 1
it had been promised. But they were late—
thienks to Skinner, so they deeided to walk.
Here we are“ said Bob Cherry, as he
read the name -on the gate. “Live Qaks!
books a jolly place, so far as one can see.”
“‘fhe jollyfulness is ferrxﬂe"’
“Yaas, here we are!
ind they walked up the drive to fhe
Liouge.  Bob Cherry rang the bell, and the
soor was opened by a man who answered to
the name of James. He regarded them
Iheniringly.
Trooper here?™
“Yes, siz”
“Tell him I want him.”
James hesitated.

“ What name shall
‘I.wd Mauleverer,
ames alniosh fell
e mie!

sked Lord Mauleverer,

&5

I say, rxr’“

2t course, be; gfd“'
Wit
aid.

“ Wha-a-at nan

of course,”
.. that fat bounder
Deoesn’t seem
Call Trooper

\mec‘.m 1

my n,lm;
if we're
here, anyway.

Janies e]oml the =1001 in their faces while
he ealled Mr. Ty He did not mean to
run any risks with a fellow who claimed to
be Lord Mauleverer.

“Jolly cautious, T must
Nugent. “Even it they haven't
wire, there’s mnothing arprising
coming, Mauly, is ther

“No. Mackenzie must have told them. I
coming some time,” said Lord

puzzled. “Blessed if I eateh

Mr. Trooper
behind hint.

remarked
had your
in your

should be
Mauleverer,
onl”

The door opened
z)ppuureai, majestic,

again, and
with James

The light streamed out on the group of

juniors in the poreh. Mr, Trooper surveyed
h lofty scorn.

t may you young geubtiemen

ie asked.

’ve come down for the week-end,” ex-
plained  Lord Mauleverer, "“Are  you
Slooper?”

“My name is Trooper.”
“Yaas, my mistake. 'Didn't you get my

telegram?” i

“% recei xcd Lord Mauleverer's tciegram,”
mid g with dignit “and Lord
with two

arrived his

nn‘i;m earl loaked amazed.

}

“But I'm Lord Mauleverer! » ejaculated.
‘vh Trooper smiied knowingly.

AR, ¥ g gentlemen sre from Grey-

<ajd Mr. Trooper.
Thén lep us in,

out you,"
8 1.![ (f QO 74

ertainly nﬂt let you in without
rmission ;: and his lordship s
apsent ap 'l s inoment,” said Mr. Trooper
severely. “One of the young gentlemen
warned me that some boys from Greyfriars
were following them down, with the inten-
tton of playing some trick on them.”

“Great Scosl!

“Po youn mean to say that somebody has
eome here claiming to he Lord Mauleverer?”
exe laimed Harry Whartom,

I mean to say’ that

Lord” Mauleverer

AATVANALANL VG ALV YA AR AR AN T AU AT A,

A grand story of the Chums
of Greyfriars,
-adventures on a week-end
holiday.

By Frank Richards
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said his lordship,arrived by 1Im

and their

There’s fun and
drama here!

L,

afternoon train, as stated in
his telegram,” said Mr. 00 and his
two friends mth him—Master W linrtor and
Master Nugent.”

“What? I'm Wharton!”

“And I'm Nugent!” velled Frank.

\lr Trooper ~'mlpd mdu)gentl

\Hmt were they like?” isped  Johnny
Bull. “This is some jape, you Lhap&.
Skinner's got \nmemm:., to do with this.”

e this is Lord \Lxulncrr!'

w2
&

T sense!” said Mr.
is his lu!dshm himself!”
There were steps on the gravel path.
Bolsover and Skinner and Billy Bunter eame
into view, 'They cniered the porch eoolly,
the chums of thie Remove staring at them
b'mkl\
olsovert”

‘frooper. **Ah, here

b
junter!”

“Begad! What does this

wiean,

Bolsover regar

He was pe
wag as cool an meberg nter 5 grills
ning. The three youmng ras ca!: had every-

thing i their hands; it was evident that

Mr. Trooper and James did nob take the
slightest stock in the story of the late
arrivals.

“0Oh, here 1lzey are, are they?
Bolzover caimly. “It's all right,
these are soma kids from Greyfriars.

be cnu~e i
Send

followed us down to malke a row,
deciined to ask them for tite week end.
t-hem away!”

“Yes, my lord!”

‘Fhe three impoztors walked into the house.
Harry Wharton & Co. stood dmnbfmmded
When Bolsover was addrefsed as “my lord ”
they understood, and they simply gasped.

“Begad,” murmured  Lord  Mauleverer,
“the checky beast i3 calling himsell. by my
nanie! Begad, this beats everythingt”

“You mtters' shouted Bob Cherry,

“Prooper, my msan, those fellows are im-
postors,”  said Lord Manleverer.
Mauleverer, yon know, That fellow’s pame 15
Bolsover, begad!”

“Send them away!” sald Bolsover loftily.
“Pon’t let them make a row here, Trooper.
1 shall report this conduct to their head-
master on Monday.”

And Bolsover & Co. went, into the dining-

om and shut the door,

‘mnr{’r was abouh to elose the housze door
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2o Bob Cherry jaramed bis foot in Yhe way.
&_mmumw as it was, Lord Mauleverer and
#=3 fricnda were to be shut out. Shut out
€225 would have been but for Bob Cherry’s
;mpt action.

“Ng, you don't,” said Boh; “we're coming

begad!”

come, young gentiemen,” nmni
er, “don’t make a dnsturhzmn here!
d what his tordship said.”

lnr!l%hlp My only sainted aunt!™
“¥his is Lord Mauleverer!” howled Johmny

ans,
& o,

said Mr. Trooper sharply. “1f
nt go away «uietly, I warn you
will he removed by forcel”
i crumbs !
g crumbfuluess i3 terrifie.”
are you going?” asked Mr. Trooper.
l(er(l the juaniors,

&¥hen I am sorry, but we shall be com-
pslied to eject you,” said the butler. “You
tienrd his lordship’s  ardevs,”

“Yisten to nmie—"

“YLook here '

“f tell you—="

“Y¥aas, begad-—-" J

Mg, Trooper did mol listen. Te was fed
s;  Me pushed Bob Cherry out of the

ssfway. Bob doubled his fists, but Wharten
s=llod him back in time,

“Hold on, Bob! We've got to think this
»B&K Those rotters have tuken them in.
Na good getting s\mthy about it.”

“But look here—"

€ Begad, you know, we can't be s
salid Lord Mauleverer dazcdly.
3 g{rd_ of sueh a thing, you know,

o door closed. The €o. were shut out,
amd they stood in a dismayed crowd in the
posoh, utterly flabbergas sted by the unex-
gaeted- turn affairs had taken.

“Well, my only hat!” cjaculated Nugent.

<7his takes the cake! Faney that bounder
‘ammﬂ the cheek to call himself Lord Maul-
wyerer!

“That's -why "Lmr\ r shut ws up in the
 pox-room!” gasped Johmny Bull, ¢TIl Det

vw've gobt our bags with them, too, the

i

shut ouf!”
oL tieyer
hegad!”

“Oh‘crumba' This Iooks M\f' being a
nipping week-end, I don’t think

Whe door oncned an igelr. Mr. Trooper
peered out. " i
“His lordship says that if .you do not

izave the premises, I am to telephone for tie
wolice!” he rapped out. And the door closed
AR,

e chums of the Remove retired from
whe poreh with feclings too deep for words.
They gathered upon the drive to hold a
couneil of war.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
By Force of Arms!

3 TGAD! Who'd have thoughf it?”
b D3 'xdcntf, Harry Wharton & Co.
would not have thought it. ‘They
re utterly flabbergasted. That
Tolsover major should have the astounding
chreek to call himself Lord Mauleverer, and
Skinner Wharton, and Bunter Nugent, passed
all thnr calculations. The serv ants at Live
Gaks had been taken in; and there was no
o there or in the village who knew Maul-
everer by sight, The ather juniors, of course,
wore total etrangers in the place. The im-
ture had been perfertly casy, and Bolsover
o. were instalied in the (‘ountrv cottage
7 the woek-end, and Hazry Wharton & Co.
eft out in the cold® And it was not
see low the impostors were to be
They were in possession, and

ion was nine points of the law.

it’s a tiptop jape, T suppose?” said
v, at last lugubriously. “Must
very funny to those hounders in there.”
mther more than a jape! I'm

Lord Mauleverer plaintively.
" said -:lmm Bull,  “What
- the p'acs-
ok hi

rvants, and
e chaps. And
out telephon-

“queyte nob going back, They're going
to wako @ week-end of it, that's a cert.”
¢ But ths‘ haven't got leave.”

«v've taken French leave—unless they've
got f‘l)ml dodge for makmﬁ an excuse to
Q ; I shouldn’t wonder,” said Wharten,
n ,“'s decp enough for anything. They
dun't risk taking a week-end away from
hout some stunning big vshoppu
thnmselvc\ And now the\ rE i

a

“ What are going to

“That's the guestion,”
fully.

“The qoestionfulness is. ferrifie,”
Hurvee Jamsct Ram Singh, with a sad
of the head., = We can do nothing.
have hfcn done, our esteemed and honcured
sélves

“you
uimmty
and the e

WO

school wi

G

_do?
said Wharton

see, they've proved their dashed
[ mean, our identity—to Trooper
1" said Wharton, “They've got our
cert, and our names are on them,
‘ré calling themselves by our names.
Mm-v £ bdg, (ﬁp((mlh. splashed all over

S s—that's enongh to

bngnd
“Look heu, we're not going to fake it

iving down!” Johuny Bull exclaimed ex-
miadlv “1t would be some satisfaction to
ive them a jolly gaod ticking, anyway!”

‘SM" that’s so." Even the lamb-like
Lord Mauleverer was feeling wrathy. “Let's
wade in and give them a good hiding!’

“We can't get in,” said hugenf-.

“Yaas: there are French windows on the
verande,” said Mauleverer. “We ecan shou
our way in, and lick them till they own up.”
" “What about the bobbies they’ll telephone
or 7",
~ hobbies! We've a right in the
Vit Lelong to my relation, old

iemanded  Leord Mauleyerer.
it to keep us out of

house ! 1'
Mackenzie
“Begad, the

'¥e no i

our own plice. They're scoffing our week-
end. begad!™

“Lovely week-end it's going to be, by the
look of things!” groaned Bob Cherry. ~“1'm

faraished, you know!”

“And- I'm tired,” said Lord Maulevever.
“Not too tired to give them a wallopin’,
though. Let's clear off a bit to let them
quict down, and tl\(n rush the reom there
under the veranda.’

The juniors were all keen fo be on the
warpath. Lord Mauleverer's suggestion was
adopbed with unanimous assent.

“Besides, there won't be more than one
bobby in a little place like Gunthorpe,”
Nugent remarked, “and it will take him
some time to get here, if they phone for him.
And”’I fancy Bolsover would stop short of
that.”

The juniors walked out of the gate, and
three pairs of eyes that were watching them
iz the gloom from a window exchanged
glances of satisfaction.

“1 g vou fellows, they're gone!” Billy
Bunt arked -

“They've given it up as a bad job!™
chuckied Skinner. “There never was a

cleaner take-in than this, by George! They're
done brown—utterly and thoroughly brown!”

“wWhat-ho!” said Bolsover. “Now welt
ring for supper, and have a smoke after-

wards. We'll have the car out to-morrow,
and Lave a ripping time.”

Yrooper and James served supper. If was
a -handsome and plentiful supper, and it
made Billy Bunter’s mouth water as he
tooked ab it.

“Haw! Those young rascals gone,
Trecper?” asked Bolsover major.

“Yes, my lord!”

“the cleared off the premises, I hope?”

“Yesz, my lord!"

“Very good! Have the gate locked,
Trooper, I don't want them to come bother-
ing again.”

“Yes, my lord!”

“And you needn't wait, Trooper. We'll

took after ourselves.
and the matches.
Trooper!"”

“Very good, my lord!”

The door closed behind Trooper's portly
form. The three juniors felt relicved when
he was gone. The\ were more comfortahle
enjoying a feed “on their own,” without the
stately assistance of the butler.

“You'll have to givé that old johnny a
whacking tip when we leave, Bolsover”

Put the cigarettes out
Thanks! You can go,

Don't you think our REMARKABLE NEW SERIAL —

wmer  rerestsed,
cked the supper.

“Rot!" said Bolsover. “I'll leave that te
Mauly. hen we're finished here, Mauly
can take posscssion, and he can 6ip the

with a grin, as hs

servants. I haven't got any bhicssed quids
tu waste on them.”

“ila, ba, ha!”

“1 say, pass that pie!’ said Bunter.

“Don't keep it ali, Skinmer. 1 say, you

fetloh, thoy do you jolly well down here.
ARy

I'm sorry those bounders wou't have
supper. He, he, he!” S

“Serve ‘em righﬂ"

“Quelehy’s got our wire by now,”
remarked “I wonder whebher Lic will
his hair off? Lueky there isn't another trais
down here to-night, or he might feel inclined
te come and see. But he can’t get
here, and when he gets the medical &L"*
tetter it’s hound to mako it all right.”

“Well, he ought to be satisfied with pro-

ional medient c»pmxc-L
Ha, ha, hiat?

“I wonder what those
nowiy"”

“Gone to the inn for some tox
likely!” grinned Beolsover.
hungry after their journey;
than ours !

And the three impostors laughed ai

“Halte, what's that?" asked Skim 2
little tater, as he caught a “sound on Be
of the mgn French windows that mf-t:d o=
the veranda.

“Wharten, by thunder!” exc
sover, springing to his feef.

A face was pressed to the = of
window as Bolsover drew- the curtain b
He stared througl the glass At the cap
of the Remove. Behind Wharton &
formns loomed up out of the shadows.

Wharton wes feeling the handie
window 1,1‘L Hu wi Dd0“- W

Skin

rottcrs are doing

major,

" cackled Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer's clbow came crashing
through the pane, and fragments of glass
were “scattered in sl directions. The tria
cf impostors uttered a shout of alarm. They
had not anticipated a desperate sfep Lka
that. Through the opening in the smashed
pane Wharton thrust his band, and caus
the catch of the door and dragzed it opea
The Freach window swung back.

“Come on!” ghouted Wharton.

Skinper made a rush for the bell. Bolscicr
major faced the invaders with bis 8sts up.
Billy Bunter sat petrified, his ladem fork
halt-way to his mouth.

Harry Wharton rushed right at Bolsaver,
and they grasped one another, and n 3
moment were roiling on the polished foor.

Bob Cherry collared Skinner, who stood
with his thumb pressed upon the electric-
bell, which was ringing incessantly., Nugeat
dashed to the door and locked it Johnny
Bull grasped Bunter, and yanked him back-
wards over his chair, eprawling him on tha
floor. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh reclosed
the French window, and fastened it, and
dragged a ftable and half a dozen chairs
againsg it as a barricade, in case the servants
should go round by that way.

It all pagsed in & few seconds. Bunter and
Skinner did mot give much trouble, but
Bolsover major was fighting desperately, zud
yelling for help.

But Harry Wharton was uppcrmo:t and
hie sat panting on his enemy’s chest, pinning
him down on the fioor,

“Got the door locked?” he pasped.

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Nugent.

The handle of the door was already being
tried from without. Mr. Trooper had come
in answer to the bell, but he could not get
in. He krocked on the door.

“Did you ring, my lord?”

“Help!"” roared Bolsover.
have got in the windows!
the door! Rend for the police! Yarooh!"

The last exclamation was uttered as
Wharton humped his head on the floor.

“Yhut up!” said Harry.

“Ow! Yaroop! Help!”

“Y say, vou fellows——"

There was n loud kpnocking on the door

“Those villaina
Help! Break in

T‘he?s's a 20,000-word Complete Grevfriars Story in thz * Magnet” |
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¥r, Trooper and James were there in &

etate of intense surprise and indignatioxn.
“Come round by the windows!” yelled Bol-

. “Yarooh!”

“Stand hy to repel boarders!” chuckled

Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Trooper and Jomes were heard hurry-

e nvaders were to be attacked

from the verasnda. There was no time to
loze. 5

Fasten vp these chaps!” said Harry
Wharton. “The serviettes will do. Tear
them into strips. Cam’t help the damage,
Manly.”

“Begad, {1 3

“Sharp’s the wo

Bolsover major, struggling desperately, was
hetd down while Bob Cherry and Nugent tied
Bis wrists 1 snkles together with strips
of table napkins, Then the burly Removite

‘t matter!”

tay helpless and panting on the floor.
Johnny Bull and Mauleverer did the same
tor Skinper at the same time. Hurree

Singh tackled Bunter, who was
an easy vietim, Bunter was not a fighting-
wian, He grinned feebly at Inky as the
Nahob of Bhanipur tied him np.

“1 say, Imky, old man, it was only a
i-i-ioke, you knowi” he murmured. “Lemme
have one hand free, you know, so that I
can go on with my supper!”

But Inky did not listen to the pleading
voice. He tied Bunter up securely, and
rolled him under the table. Bunter blinked
out mournfully.

“1 say, Inky, let me have the pie, anyway!”

“Certainly, my fat, ludicrous Bunter!” s3id
Inky. And he lifted the pie down and over-
turned it upon Bunber’s fat face. There was
luttering roar from Bunter: y

“Yaroog! -Gogogogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Here “come the epemy!”
Cnerry.

There wore footsteps on the veranda, and
the portly form ef Mr. Trooper appeared
=t the shattered window.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Ordor of the Boot!

{ R. TROOPER looked in at the lighted

Jamset Ram

=

shouted Bob

== room irom the darkness of the
3 verands, and gasped. The pseudo

Lord Mauleverer and his two
iviends lay on the floor, wriggling, bound hand
and foob with strips of serviettes, They
were out of the combat. And Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were lined up inside the Freneb
windows, ready to do battle.

James was behind Mr. Trooper,
I'hompson, the chauffeur, was also there,

lled npon for active service, so to speak.
¢ were in o state of the blankest amaze-
t RBuch an attack upon the couutry
ge was a thing outside their wildest
ams.

Trooper put his hand through the gap in
the window to push away the furniture Inky
liad piled there. Bob Cherry picked up the
joker, and made a g
fiyooper’s fat hand, and the h
5 i by magie.

“No entrance here!’ said DBob.

“Young gentiemen,” id Mr,
i s i3 past a joke. Un
ship instantly and
il have to call in the police.
very painfol, ag you
clong to his lordship’s schiool.”

“Come in and turn ‘em, out!” roared Bol-
<over major, struggling desperately with his

Trooper,
you release his
¢ the house 1
That would
young gentlemen

Ahem !

“You fat idiot, why don't you come in?”
Mr. Trooper flushed with indignation. He
certainly fat, bubt he was a most re-
hle, middle-aged manservant, and he
+id not like being called am idiot, even by

yvour lordship will excuse me,” he said
“} do not see how I am to get in. If your
ship’s schoolfellows will act in this ex-
linary way-—"

‘Bust in the window!”

‘I do not know whethier I am entitled to
iamage Mr. Mackenzie’s property in that
s , my lord.”

I order you to!- I'm Lord Mauleverer,
vou’ve got to obey my orders, haven'd
howled Bolsover. “Bust in the window,
you!
Begad, we sha'n’t let you in here!" said

and

Lord Mauleverer cheerfuily. “You can run
away and play, Chooper, my boy. We're
going to have supper new. If you try to
get in you will get hurt—whati”

“The hurtfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed Trooperful friend,” said the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

Bursting in the French windows and
tackling six  sturdy, determined juniors
seemed, apparently, rather a large order to
the three men ontside. They paturally hesi-
tated to undertake the task. Tr
in through the broken window ¢

“¥ shall call the police,” he “The
is nothing else to be done. Your lordsh
wizhes me to cell in the police? As these
young gentiemen are schoolfellows of your
lordship’s, perh: e

Bolsover majo ed. C
police was carrying the matte
than a joke.

“Look here, you chs 'l
if you like,” sal ! let ¥
for the week-end if you make it pax.

“You'll own up that yoo're not
Mauleverer?”

“No, yeu ass!”

“Then there won't be any pax,
Wharton. ;

“And I won't liave you here for the w
end, anyway,” i won't

ling in the
rather further

it pax
1y here

Lord

said Harry

AT

said Mauleverer, b
allow a bounder to assume mwy name, begad!”

“Shall 1 call in the police, my lord?”

“Yes!” said Bolsover desperately.

“Yery well, my lordy”

And Trooper & Co. Yaded away from the
veranda.

“Keep an eye open,” said Harry Wharton.
“1t may be a dodge to rush us suddenly. 1
say, Bolsover, you've got a splendid feed
here, and we're hungry.”

“Yes, rather!” said Nugent, sitting down
in Bunter’s chair. “We can’t ring for fresh
plates very well; but we can help ourselves
somehow. I'll wipe the knives and forks on
Skinner.”

“Look here, don't you spoil my clothes!”
howled Skinner.

““Ha, ha, hat?

25

The chums of the Remove gat down fo
supper in a row, facing the window, to keep
their eyves open for a possible assault. Bub
there was no assault, Trooper was evédently
gone for the police, or 1o telephone for them.

The thr ners lay on their backs on
the floor, regarding the feasting juniors with
malevolent eyes.

1t was an ample supper, and {here was
plenty for all of them. Bolsover & Co. had
by no means finished when the interruption

aiy

ecome!” said Bolsover threateningly. I
suppose you know you'lI he takea to the
.

ry Wharton langhead.

“1 don't think youll let it go as far a8
that, Bolsover,” he remarked. It will mean
pretty bad trouble for you if you aa."

“You'll see!” growied Bolsover major.

“Begad, you can’t expect to be allowed fo
rope in our week-end and our cottage!” said
Lord Mauleverer, “It’s too thick, begad!”

“Pass the chicken,” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. “Sufficient for the day is the evil
thereof. We'll deal with the giddy police-
force when it arrives!”

Rolsover & Co.’s feelings were almost too
deep for words as they watched the six -
juniors elearing the supper-table,
‘The supper was finished fo the last morsel,
and then Bob Cherry rose and looked out of
the window. The moon was glimmering ovéy
and the river.
yet,” said Bab.

The juniors waited for the arrival of ithe
enemy. Thers was a tramp of feet on the
verands at last, and a helmeted head looked
in at the broken window. Under it was a
podgy face. It was the village coustable—
ali the police-foree that Gunthorpe possessed.

“Iallo, hzllo, hallo!” said Beb Cherry
cheerily.  “Who are you, my pippin?”

The podgy face trowned.

“Come in, constable!” called out Bolsover
major. “I'm Lord Mauleverer. I want theso
rotters arrested!”

windows, and Bolsover sprang to his feet.
exclaimed. The face of Harry Wharton was pressed to the glass, and behind
him five forms loomead up cut of the shadows.

e

THE FAMOUS FIVE GET LEFT. There wase a sound outside the French

“ Wharton, by thunder !*® he

(See Chapler 2.}
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o np‘[] this ’ere wn‘duvv e

“iat

I your orders, my lord, ©o use

X

rather!” howied Bolsover.
eri bring me a ‘ammer or something,”
1 ihe village policeman, looking round at
Wreoper and James, who were

Mr. Podge.”
departed, and eame back with a
mmer, which he ha

U come ;in” said Mr. Podge
“I warns you young gents that
W m be a serious matter for you”

£ mew go quietly row, I'll leb them off,”
¢ Bolsover major mqgnanimousiy. ¥ They
schoolfeliows of mine, econstable, and

they are doing this for a lark.”

S
Hi

P

to

h

Crash!
The French window flew sopen,

ta

Hions.
iread, and after him came Mr. Trooper

“You 'car what his lordship says?”
“He's tdhng whoppers, ‘my (kar tnan,”

il Lord Mauleverer. “He’s taken my
essed name, begad. I'm Lord Maulsverer.”
“Yeun ean’t fool me, young man,” said

¢. Podee severely. “Now, are you going
open this ‘ere door?™
“Nob this cvening!”
“Then, with his lordship's
ail bust it in”

Crastt! Crash!

and the
ble and ebairs tumbled awoy in ail direc-
P.-c. Podge marched in with a heavy
and

Jnmes and the chauffeur.

I'rooper

E

M.
o

Harry Wharfon & €o. drew togetier.
stooped over Bolsover major

iease him, the others intervening o keep
the
e

juniors back. Bolsover jumped io his

grinning with triumph.

Yow, you rofters!” he exclaimed.

lmll 1 take them into custody, rmay lord?"”
Podge majestically. .mth how

was ffu.uﬂ to take six sturdy juniors into

()d) dxd not oceur to the i

constable.

enig, clear off I s

tie
ithough they had right on their side. But

£z

showdder.

o

qm fter!

exclaimed.

adeverer.  “Thi

et appeared {o relent. He slip

1d. & ’I’l}q xe doxn/g this for a
e¢ them safe off the premises, ple
‘Werry well, my lord! Now, wu

said Mr. Podge. * Hi
p has let you off very lightly
the Co. looked at onc another. To r
majesty of the law was a serious mat

be turned oub of the country eottage w
e gserious atith. They stood shoulde

begad!” sald Lord
was lent me by
the giddy week-

o

“We're nob gom,

&0

d Maekenzie E

ow, you take my advice and go” sald
Podge, wagging a fat forefinger ab
3 11 therc» tluubk 1 shall a
You go, i
ip is wulmg to let you off!
tell you L'm his lordship,
ar. Podge turned purple with w
“You get hoff, you young r

Tou

it

= Pile in, all of you, and chuck i}

exclaimed Bolsover. “1Il help! (o
Stianer!” He had already loosensi
“Pile in, I say!”

wAiand» off 1" shouted “halfﬂu “T 8l

Axa’;_*_

“The next minute there

i

partics were cvenly matched in numbe

=

izt made all the difference.

* Kick him out!” shouted Skinner.
was a m!d
Progre: 5 two

and

wirling  struggle in

¢re were four grown men on onc side, and
But the Co.

yut up a good fight. . One by one they wers

lz word, my lord, and I'll i3

ed to the

door and shot forth upon
eranda.

Wharton was the last to go.
he went, and rolled over Jobnny }, 1.
Podg feut his helmet straight. 1t had
ived some damage in fthe “tusal
Young rascals!” he pantfed OM( v
the whels

¢ to the lock-up.”

s we'll see them off the prer
over major gleefully.
The six breathless juniors were v
eranda. Mr. Trooper & Ce. h
r tempers now, and they were ¢
1L PopULAR.—No. 224,

behind’

nded to P.-e.

rough in  their methods. Bolsover and
Skinper piled in for all they were worth,
and even Billy Bunber lent a hand. Lord
Mauleverer and the Famous Five were
ejected ignominously from the gates,
left sprawling in the road. Mr. Trooper
loeked the gate after them,

“Good egg!” chortled Skinner.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

“Never 'eard of such imperence!” ex-
ctaimed Mr. Podge, mopping his heated brow.
“QOunly say the word, my lord, and Ul lock
‘em up.”

“No; that's all right,” sald Bolsover, in-
wardly wondering what would happen to
himself if he should cause Lord Mauleverer
to be put into the village lock-up.

“Makes a man thirsty, this ‘cre,” added
Mr. Podge.

Bolscver understood.,

“Take Mr. Podge in and give him some
refreshment, Trooper,” hie said. “I'm very
mitch obliged to you, Mr. Podge.”

“Not at all, = lord: only dooty!” said
Mr. Podge.

And he cheerfully accompanied Mr. Trooper
and James. Bolsover & Co. returned to the
dining-room; and they were careful to close
the wooden shutters to the French windows
and secure them. Bolsover sat down, lighted
a eigarctte, and grinned.

“We've done them—brown!” he remarked.

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Skinnor Biessed
if 1 thung!it they’d bust in on us li that ;
but  we've downced them! Give me a
cigarette.”

And the rascals of the Remove celebrated
trinmphl in their own peculiar way.

“We winl”

o

th

FOURTH CHAPTER.

“Foo Pravious !

groaned Bob Cherry. “1 feel
# I'd been through a mangle.”
“The manglefulness is terrific,”

murmured Hurree Jam Ham Singh,
sitting up dazedly in the dust. “I1 bave great
1d extreme painfulness,” »
~h, begad!”

HMN Wharton scrambled {o his feet and
dusted down his clothes, 'The Co. had been
ted, there wasn't the slightest doubt
about that, Their warlike tactics had won
them a supper, but the defeat bhad been
crushing, The enemy were still in possession
of *he “cottage, and they were thrown out
iie eold—on their necks!

7 hat!” said Nugent. “It looks
we're quite done. We can't stop
,ad all might; we'd better make for

THE

Wi

as

#é

ently nothing els
Thg six juniors limped away
swards the distant village.
“What a giddy week-end!” groaned Bobh.
“Oh, it's rotten!” said Harry crossly. “We

m.as% manage to prove our identity to those
Only Bolsoverl‘:x, got all &

somehow!
proof on his side, hang him!

them spool us out of our wee
be 1

he
et

if we

k o

waghed to death when we gel b

Greyiriars L
‘he  juniers grunted dismally a% the
prospect. o put up at the village inn for

ud, and leave Bolsover & Co. iun
of the field, was not to be

The Remove would howl with
laughter when they heard the story. It
wonld be the standing joke of the school for
@ long time,

“Isn't there anybedy who kno
eould identify you, Mauly, you
Whargon,

53100
thought of.

‘v’uﬂ and
2" asked

a8

vot here, dear boy.” -
“What about the chap the eottage belongs
ro—dackenzie?”

“I don't where he is—somewhers
j:')toréu’. 1 Gone abroad, for ait I
;0w said Lord Mauleverer dismally.
“Didn't you write to teil him you were
coming dmxn to the cottage?”

*Well, Wuere did you write, {a
“His elab in London, fer the
seRh on”
“0h rats! That's no good.
“He may be hundred 3
gronned Lord Maulevere ;
U'm awily sorry it's turned out H\c- t
meant to give you a good time down here
<Phat’'s all right, Mauly: it ity
i&m;t’ said Bob comfortingly, "V*
4o think of o way of dxilodmw thos
somehow! Ui
The Co. tried to Lhm}. of a wary all the

fime t;hey were tramping back to Gunthorpe;

and -

nd, we shall |

 moment npon Mr.

For something really GRAND TO READ-

but the way did not cconr t9 them. Thera
seemed to be no way cut of the difficulty.
They reached the village inn, and secured
roems for the night, and that was all they
could do. Bolsover & Co. had to be left in

} possession.

“Never mind: we'll drop en them to-
morrow,” -said Bob Cherry. “They can't
spend the week-end indoors, that's one com-
fort, and when they come ouwd we'll
massacre them!”

And, somewhat comforted by that reflec-
tion, the tired juniors turned in and went to
sieep. :

It was late on the following morning when
they rose. They made their toilet with some
difficulty, for their bags were not at hand.
The bags had been sent on from the station
to Live Oaks, according to their instructions,
ar” "ad beeu taken in there. The tussle of
fh~ previous evening had considerably
rumpled shirts and collars and clothes; but
they made themselves as respectable as they
could, and went down to breakfast.

Over brekker they discussed the plan of
campaign. To leave the enemy in peaceful
possession of the disputed cottage was im-

possible; they did not think of that for a
moment. :
“We'll wait for them, and collar €he

rotbers when they come out!” said Harry

Wharton, “Then we'll make them own up
to the jape!”

“How?” asked Nugent doubbfully

“Bump them tiil they dot”

“Good! That will do for Buntcr, any-
way,” said "Bob Cherry. “We'il make the
fat rotter dell Trooper the facts, and that

ilt settle it!" i

Yaas, begad!”

And after breakfast the junicrs settied
thieir bill and left the inn, and took the road
to Live Oaks .once morc to remew the
b carapaign.

“Hallo, halle, ballo!” exc n'.’neu Bob
Cherry, “Here come the enem

it was Br. Trooper. He was making for
the village by a cross-eut across the fieids;

but as he sighted the junicrs on the road
he ed his course, and bore dowa upon

the They stopped in the road.

The bubler was running, and his fat face
was red and excited. The Removites
changed grim looks,

“He hasn’t had enough!™ grinned BPF
(‘hcrr_s‘. “The cheeky asg, he’s going to go
for us! Making straight for us, by Jov ¥

“We'll give him all he V\‘mt:" grinned
Wharton. “Coliar him as soon as he ge
.Uu! thL road, and bump him-—hard!”

“Ha, b, ha"‘

That Mr. Trooper was intending war could
hardly be doubted. He had chdnged fiis
course 80 a8 to hcad for the spot where the
juniors sbood; and what could be his inten-
tions, if not hostile? The Removites had not
a doubt about it. They waited for Mr.
Trogper to come up, with grim looks.

The portly butler was clambering over a
stile into the road, when Wharton gave the
signal, and they rushed upon him.
pairs

of hands closed at the same

Trooper’s portly person,

and he came down off the stile with a
1Rp.

‘O\\ ww-w!” e gasped,  “Grooooh!”

“Bump him!”

“Young gentlemen—-—~ Yarooch! Help!
Grooh! Oh!”

-,‘rnpi

The concusslon on the hard, unsyrapa-

thetic road knocked out all the breath that
was left in Mr, Trocper’s portly person. He

could only gasp like a newlv-landed fish, his

eves rolling wildly.
i e him another!” =
W), by, hat”

Bump, bump!

“Young gentlemen—my lord——  Ow—
! spluttere unfortunate Mr.
do not bump me!

Ie‘mo"’ shirieked Mr,
1 d--all a mis-
I came now you now!
Ow! Grooogh!’
“Oh, my Ld
The juniors ro . Trooper as if he
suddendy becor red-hot,  They under-
now the reason of the butler's haste,
i why he had bomne down upon them as
zoon as he siglibed them, The mistake had
been discovered, and Mr. Trooper was coming
to tell them so. The juniors had certainly

sen a little too previous with that bumping,

- Peter Todd Plots to Forestall the Scheming Fisher T, Fish !



—try next week’'s sparkling batch of stories !

“Begad!” e¢jaculated Lord Xauleverer.
“Why didi’t you say so before, Sheoper?”

“We didn't giye him much chancei”
ehuekled Bob Cherry, “Never mind, old son;
30 harm done—only. s butten or two hurst
off, Get your breathi”

Mr. Trooper gasped. He was trying to.

“How did you find out?”’ demanded Harry
Wharton, L

“Groo!  Mr. Mackenzie—come back!”
spluttered Mr. Trooper. “Sent me to find
you! @Groogh! Oh dear! Oh!”

“@h, what a little bit of luck!” sang Bob
Cherry. “Come on, you chaps! Al is calm
and hright again, Let me lend you my arm,
‘Trooper, my "5 you seem to be a liftle
ort o%’u breath.,  You don't take enough

. Trooper grinued faintly;
flob Cherry lending the breath
aid of his
Live Oaks,

with
ess builer the
stalwart arm, they hurried on to

and,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
- AlPs Weli that Ends Well!
? OBSOVER MAJOR had mel with a
surprise that moraing.
The three impo had goue to

bed perfectly satis xC‘d with them-
res and with things generally. They were

N possession of the ecottage, they were'

wing to have the week-end, and they had
. howling joke to relatg to the fellows when
hey returned to Greyfriars on Monday morn-
ug. No wonder they were satisfied!
ley came down in the morning,
olished a substantial breakfast.
We'll have a run in the car this morn-
” Bolsover remarked, as he rose from the
fast “That medical i
morni nd we

and

written the giddy letter to Quelchy,

d that’s all we wanted of him. I'll go and
to the car :
“Better ord
in case of ace
valuable sugg

a funch to pud in the e
dents,” was Billy Bunter’s
tion.
ied out to the garage, and
on to get the car ready, and
about the groumds.
this time Bolsover major was feeling
he were really Lord Mauleverer, a
uwionarch of all he surveyed. He felt quite
imdignant when a gentleman in a Norfolk
iseket came up the path by the river,
opened the garden gate, and calmly walked
into the garden.

“Hallo! What do you
uitt Bolsover major.

The stranger stared at

“Halo!” he sald,

“This s private ground!” sald DBolcover
toftily. “You ean’t comeé in here!”

The strapnger stared harder.

“1 ean’t come in here?” he repeated.

“Certainly not!”

The man in the Norfolk jacket smiled.

“Well, 1T should like to know who haw &
Lietter right here than I have!” he remarked,

“Who may you happen to hei” demanded
Bolsover, °

“My name is Mack

want here?” ealled

him,

cenzie.”

?” said Bolsover, rememberinz to have
heard that neme somewhere. “Well, you're
trpspassing here, anyway. Buzz off !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bolsover began to get angry.
uviderstand the stranger at all.

“Look here, what are you cackling at¥”
fie demanded gruilly.

“It’s all right,” said the stranger. “I
suppose you are one of Lord Mauleverer’s
young friends—what?"

“I'm Lord Mauleverer himself!” said
Bolsover major, in his stateliest wanner.

The man in the Norfolk jacket jumped.

* You—you're who--what?” he ejaculated.

“Lord XMauleverer!”

“Oh, you're Lord Mauleverer! My word!”

Bolsover felt n twinze of uneasiness. If
this was somebody who kmew Lord Maul
everer by sight, he had to brazem it out.

He did not

“1'1 thank you to gel oot of this garden!”
he eaid, as loftily az hLe could.

The stranger looked at him with a tw
in his eyes.

“You are quite sure you are Lord Maul-
everer!” he asked.

“Quite sure, What
blustered Bolsover major.

“Well, T thought you wmight have made
some nnstake.”

“Look here, you checky bounder—*

“You Lord Manleverer ha to be

kle

do you mean?”

my weeand'cousin," explained t stranger
quietly.
“Oh!”

“And T happen to he the owner of this
cottage, which 1 have lent to Mauleverer for
the week-end!”

“QH!”

Bolsover felt on the point

“And now, as you're ce
Mauleverer, and youwre app
of his friends, perhaps you'li
what you are doing here?”
stranger continued politely.

“0Oh, erumbs!”

“1t surely ism’t possible
palmed yourself off on Tro
Mauleverer? If so—"

you have
as  Lord

The chauffeur camie round the Louse, and
touchied his ecap to Bolsover maj
“The ecar’s ready, my lord! Wiy, Ms.

And be

Mackenzie, I didn’t see you, sir”
touched his cap again,
“Who is that fellow?”

Mackenzie, pointing to Bolsover,
with o mouth, unable to g
Thon: stared. =
Lord Mauleverer, sie.”
“Ind ! He's no more Lord M

than T am! It looks to me as

has been some kind of swind!
sold Mr. Mackensz h a frown

while I

he doesn't get ¢ Thompsor,

speak to Trooper.
“Yes, sir.”

Mr. kenzie went on o ¢

sover major made a stey 8

but the chauffenr took I

me go, confound

uffeur

You 1
Yaou've

yet,
what Mr. Mackenzie
stay bere, my lord.”

Mr. Mackenzie looked out
ninuntes.
Bring that fellow

*Yes, sirl”

Bolsover major was marehed

porch. Skinner and Billy Bun
both looking dismayed, and Mr. Trooper and
James, both looking fierce. Trooper had ex-
plaiced what had happened the previous
evening, and he was shuddering inwardly and
outwar t the dreadful knowledge that he
had laid saerilegious hands upon a lord. It
was only too evident now that the party
that had been ejected by force were the
genuine week-enders.
7. “Now,” said Mr., Macke
finger. “1 give you 3
explain what this m
the pollce.”

“16 was all a ji-joke!” stuttered Billy
Bunter. “I—I was aguinst it all the time.
I—1I was led into it—

“Shut up you fat ¢

of the poreh in

re, Thompson!”?

into the
were there

raising his
a chance to
efore I send for

d!” growied Bolsover.

“It was a jape, sir. We did it for a lark on
Manly and the others, that's all.”

The owner of Live Oaks nodded.

“We'll see what Mauly has to say about
it,” he remarked. “Trooper, you say they

went to the village last night. You'd bett
fetch them as quiek as you ean.” .

“Yes, «ir,” stuttered Trooper, And he
departed, as fast as his portly person conld
travel.

“P.p-pleaze m-m-may we go,. sir?” mumbled
Billy Bunter.

¥Mr. Mackenzie shook his Liead. He nat
down on the seat in the porch, and lighted a
cigar

till Lord Mauleverer comes,” hie
replied. “I'm nobt sure whether I csham't
have you loecked up.”

“Oh dear!” wailed Bunter. “I—T1 saj
fellowe, you'll bear me out that 1 }
anything to do with it. I was really foreed
into this, you know., 1 say, Bolsover——
Yow-ow-ow-ow !

Bunter eat down violently. The 0wl of
1 53 scared almost out eof his

% over and Skinner waited coolly
enough for the arrival of Harry Wharton

& Co.
They knew they had nething fo fear worse
than o ragging,
“Here they come!” sald Skinner, at Iast.
Mr, Trooper came panting inte the porch.
Wyt i

‘Herve is his lordship. sip(”
: Wharton & Co. rived.
deflance.

had

v gave them a glare of

was a wall from Billy Bunter.
“I say, you fellows—— Wharton, old ¢

vou know I hadn’t anything to do with
“8hut up!” growled Bob Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer shook hands with his
consin,

“Jolly lueky you eame, be

rema lueky for u

votters ion of the

? hegzad, don’t you kn
letter last night, and

wouldn’t let u
“1 got your

down to f you were comfortable 1
Mr Mael plained “This fe
me with t :ment that he we
Mauleverer. Who are they?”

Lord Mauteverer chuckled.
“Three bounders from Grey
“They kuaew I wasn't known here

“My lerd, I'm sure 1 beg
ardon!” murmured Mr. Troo
nown that lord=hin w
Not so much

“Begad! said
Manleverer. “It's all right 1oper It
wasn't youar fault. Deon’t blame (roope

Mac. These rotters took him in. 1t
only a jape, and T'Il foreive them.
them out, and let them slide!”

Mr. Trooper and James and the chauffeur
promptly kicked - & Co. out with
much el . And the three japers “
They picked themselves wp in the dusty
road, and exchanged rueful glances. #

“Well, we did them!” growled Bolsover.
“It can’t be helped! Let's clear!”

Lord Mauleverer and the Co. looked af
them frow the gateway, and grinned. Bol-
sover scowled back at them. Skinner and
Bunter looked pathetic. Lord Mauleverer
waved his hand.

“Don’t be in a hurry, you fellows!” he
called out.

Bolsover major stopped.

“I've had you kicked out beecause you
deserved it, begad!” sajd Lord Mauleverer
calmly. “But if you like to come back, you
ean stay for the week-end. It was a jolly
good jape, though it was up against me.
Bon't make faces, hut come in, and we'll
have the ear out, and get a vun.”

The three practical jokers brightened up
wonderfully. But they east rather doubtiul
glances at the Famous Five.

“It’s all right,” said Harry Wharton,
langhing. “Take Mauly at his word! We'll
be giad if you stay.”

“The gladinlness will be terrific, my
worthy and rasecally Bolsever!”

Bolsover grinned.

“Right-ho!” he said. “Mauly, old man,
you're a good sort, a really ripping good
sort! If you really mean it——?

“Of eourse I do, begad!”

“Then we ll stay. and thanks!”

And they stayed, and for that week-end,
atb least, the Famous Five and Bolsover & (o.
were on the best of terms, having mutnally
agreed to hury the hatehet.

{Next week’s story ef Greyfriar
titled: “Fishy Corners Tuck!” Don't miss
this great trectl)
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