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2 The Paper Upon Which the Sun Never Sets!

Next Week’s Baich of Siories
will (ake some beating !

2 WORD WITH

y A FEEAL HOLIDAY NUMEBER.
In a few day’s ‘ime everybody will be thinking about how

t to spend a jolly holiday either in the country, on the patient
or, or up the river, or at the sea. But wherever you happen
to he going mind you don’t forget to slip a copy of the POPULAR
in_your pocket. It miay rain. I hope it will do nothing so un-
called for; but, rain or shine, a POPULAR in the pocket i3 worth
gwo at the nmewsagent’s far away. And next week’'s issue of the
famous Tuesday paper is a real slap up holiday treat. Make a
note of the faet, and tell your pals.

“ SKR ARRY OF GREYFRIARS!'

No, Harry Wharton has not been knighted., Sir *Arry is &
vewcomer, and the day he blew in at Greyfriars will long be
remembered, for the titled stranger is 2 really splendid echap,
snd he figures in a crowd of extremely exciting incidents which
w?m} a thri_!! through the school. The yarn recounts a deed of
daring, performed in the most modest style. Whatever you do,
keep your eye on the -new junior. Tell you what happens, 1
will not, but I"can promise you a really fine tale of the school
on the River Sark.

" RUNNING THE GAUNTLET!”
s is the Backwoods School story for next week. The author
fas hit en a name for it which rings of the merry old days when
knights faced marrow-curdling perils, and gauntlets were much
worn. i[jhere were beleaguered castles in those times, way back
in the limbo of the bygome. But Cedar Creek School runs any
ancient stronghold close. It is beleaguered, and by a tough
d. The Gunbtens caused the fraeas, Frank Richards & Co.
continue to keep the flag of fair play fluttering.

“THE WHEEZE THAT WON!”

The POPULAR has often dealt with wheezes, but none so fresh
and animated as the little plot which figures in next week’s
Rookwgod yarn.” It is one up to the scheool, and Jiminy Silver

&

and Co. It iz not necessary to draw atiention to the why and
wherefore df- this particular wheeze. It was hatched for a good
purpose, and proved a triumph.

* KENRICK FOR S8T. JIM'S!”.

When you have read this story, you will hear the rousing
cheers which 8t. Jim’s gave for Bob Kenrick as he went to the
wicket for the o!d sehool. The tale is as vivid, and real as if
you got the faects straight through by wircless. It all centr
round a great match, which is deseribed with pep. There is-the
strangest sort of secret revealed at theend.

A POVERTY MUMBER,

Bunter has hit it. The Owl scores a bull’s-eye with Lis
week’s supplement. Not exaectly the kind: of thing for a chee
Whitsuntide, you mway say, but just wait and see! The porpoisc
i3 talking of what he %nows, whieh is something. You ecan
forgive o chap a lot if he supplies first hand information, and
William George, with his sixpence a week income (sometimes
unpaid, like seme cab s, and hotel bills) is a sort of
impeeunions palladium. He has been there, and so have his fat
subs, 'They have written stories and artieles in the coming sup-
plement which would make a crocodile order in a fresh relay of
pocket-handkerchiefe, and cause a whale to weep,

. “THE OUTLAW KING!®

This great serial is ripping along. It takes you into a jolly
world of romance, and chivalry, and it has pot a dull moment
in it. Next week’s instalment brings some amazing happenings,

CYCLISTS PLEASE NOTE!

Intending cyele buyers will be interested to know that . the
Mead Cycle Company Incorporated, of Balsall-Heath, Birming.
ham, has' just isrued the biggest and 1nost heautiful eyele
cneyclopadia in the world, The list is superbly printed in_ chioice
art eolours and contains illustrations and descriptions of eighteen

high grade Gentlemen's Roadster All-Weather and Raeing
machines, also particulars and photographic reproductions of

de luxe eyecles for Ladies, Girls, and Boys. Some of the cycle
illustrations cover a space measuring 172} square inches and
clearly* show every component part in detail, consequently the
list is invaluable {o these who wish to kunow all -about the
structure .of modern bicycles. The eatalogue also teils how you
can obtain a Mead Cyele for your own riding direet from the
factory at prices ranging from £5 15s. Cash or on credit terms.
Readers who send a posteard and mention this paper will receive
a free copy of this monster bicyele builetin, which is brimful of

O our EDditor.

ALL ABOUT THE FAMOUS SURREY CRICKET CLUB!

A Grand Simple Picture-puzzle competition! Just solve the
puzzle below—you may win a handsome prize.

FIRST PRIZE £5 0 0: Second Prize £2 10 0:

What You Have To Do.

Here is a splendid Cricket competition
which I am sure will interest you. On this
page you will find the history of the Burrey
Cricket (lub.  What you arve invited to do is
to solve this picture, and when you have
done so, writé your solution on a sheet c¢f

H!

iy paper. Then sign the coupot wln;ch appears
. below, pin it to your solution, and post it ta
“Surrey 7 Competition, Poprurar Office

£ il

Gough House, Gough Square, E.C. 4,
to reach that address not later than THU!

L

Ui

DAY, May 17, 1923,

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will ke awvarded
to the reader who submi solution which 1
exactly the same as, or mnearest to, the
‘solution now in the possession of the Editor
In the event of ties the prize will be divic
The other prizes w be awarded in
of merit. The Editor reserves the right io
add together and divide the value of all, o

any, of the prizes, but the full amount will
be awarded. It is a distinet condition of
entry that the decision of the Editor must ho
regarded as final. Bmployees of the pro-
prictors of this journal are nof cligible io.

compete. -
This competition is run in conjunction with
the “Boys’ Friend,” “ Magnet,” aed “(lem,”

and readers of those journals are invited te
compcete,
I_enter the Poruran “Swrey ” Coni-

petition and agree {o accept the Editor's
decision as final,

Nane .
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FOUR Cemplate School Sfories Every Week! 2

UY FITZHUGH has joined the Great Band of Outlaws under the leadership of the famous ROBIN HOOD, and
¢ finds adventure in plenty with his new friends of the forest { In this week’s instalment you will read how Guy
aind his chums go to the monastery of Merly in seareh of secret documents, .
KING JOHN of ENGLAND,

and how they meet the greal usurper,

=0 Wi

fntroduction.

GUY FITZHUGH, the young ward of

KING RICHARD CEUR DE LION, who has
been placed under the guardianship of

SIR HUMPHREY DE BRIONNE, a tyrannical
Norman baron. -

ROBERT OF ROUEN, a gallant man-at-arms
serving under the black banner of Sir
Humphrey.

ISOBEL and SWEYNE THE HARPER,
waadering minstrels, Guy's first friends.
ROBIN HOOD, the leader of the outlaws.
RIAR TUCK, a jolly ‘monk, who is a mem-

ber of the band of foresters.

The ABBOT O MERLY, brother of Sir
Humphrey, ene of Guy's greatest
enemies,

The Road of Adventurs.
Guy FitzHugk, wunable to tolerate the
tyrampy of his guardian, 8ir Humphrey,
makes his eseape from the grim Norman

castle, and, hotly pursued by the baron’s |

retainers and men-at-arms, flies into the
forest of Sherwood. He outwits the pursuers,
and wanders forth aloune for adventure. And
an adventure comes sooner than he antici-
pates. Riding throngh the forest, he comes
upon a small band of foresters whom, he
discevers afterwards, are members
fameus outlaws wunder the Ileadership of
the immertal ROBIN fIOOD. Guy tells the
foresters of his escape from the grim
Norman Castle and of his great desire to
become a member of Robin Hood’s brave
outlaw band. Knowing their master is one
whe will help the oppressed, they take
FitzHugh before him. tobin Hood is
impressed by Guy, and the boy joins his
band.

News that the rich abbot of Merly is to
travel through the Torest®the next day
reaches the ears of Robin Hood, and with

his band, he sets out and ambushes the
cavalcade, . But a little later a scout bursts
through the ftrees and declares that Sir

Humphrey de Brionne
ceming along the road.
{Now Read On.)

and his troop are
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How the Baron Arrived Too Late, and
‘Robin Planned a Pleasant Stratagem.

T these words a shout of triumph
burst from the throats of the
abbot’s followers, and was an-

swered by a faint “Hallo!” from the |

trees.

“Sitence, dogs!”
at a signal from him the bows were bent
again, and the abbot’s retainers shrank
instinctively behind each other as the
terrible arrows menaced them once more.

The cloud did not lie long on Robin’s
face. Daring adventure was as the very
breath of his nostrils to him, and, with a
gay laugh, he gave a dozen guick orders,
and, striding to one of the wattle-huts,
beckoned to Maid Marian, who bounded out,
light as a deer, to her husband’s side.

In the meantime, three of
shouldering the lanees they had taken from
the abbot’s men-at-arms, had run swiftly
away down the glade, and as the distant
“Hallo!” was repeated—this #%ime much
nearer—Robin placed a silver whistle to his
lips, and blew one short, sharp note.

Many times Guy was to obey that call

during the mnext few years of his existence. |

It was the signal for the band to scaiter.

And, taking him by the hand, Allan-a-Dale |

led Guy behind a thick growth of holly.

“Canst run, boy?’ laughed the outlaw,
who did not seem' ome whit dismayed at
the near approach of their foe.

Guy’s reply was a gay laugh.

“Then follow me,” said Allan-a-Dale; and

away he sped into the forest, shielding his |

face from the twigs whose emerald buds
were just bursting into the glory of the
young green leaf.

It happened as if by magic. A moment
before the glade had been filled with the
noisy revellers, and, hey, presto!
had all vanished like smoke, leaving the
abbot and his company dumbfounded at
the suddenness of their disappearance.

Nor could they tell where they had gone,
for the friendly forest had swallowed them
up in every direction, some even appearing
to run fowards the baron’s party,
trampling hoofs could now be heard.

With downcast eves and sullen faces, the

Q! ocion Pik

Chng S AL

The Greatest and most Thrilling Romance of Olden Times Ever Written!

said Robin sbternly; and |

the men, |

they |

whose |

W

abbot's retainers watched the approach of
Humphrey de Brionne, who rode through the
bushes into the glade, and waved his mailed
fist in greeting to his brother.

He was a large and very powerful man,
and there was a striking resemblance be-
tween the two brothers.

He was elad in chain-mail, over which he
wore a surcoat of yellow silk, his device
upon the breast—a black heart—fitting
emblem indeed for Humphrey de Brionne! A
steel mace dangled from his wrist, a huge
eross-hilted sword was slung by a leather
belt to his left thigh, and behind him rode
as goodly a clump of sgpears as the boldest
baron could wish for, headed by Robert of
Rouen on his black horse.

Behind one of the men sat Tanered, the
abbot's retainer, who, fortunately for his
master, had met the baron a few miles along
the road, and had guided him to the spot.

“By my halidome, brother!” cried the
baron, reigning in his powerful charger
under the spreading branches of the oak,
“thou hast gotten thyself into a pretty
pickle! Where are these dogs that have
dared to put affront upon the Holy Church?”

The abbot stretched ount his long arm
and made a sweeping gesture that embraced
the surrounding forest.

“Gone, brother,” he said, “like the morn-
ing mist from the meadows. We saw them
one moment, and the next every man of
them had vanished. But soft, that is not
all!”  And he stepped up %o the baron’s
stirrup. “You .-keep slack ward in your
stronghold, Hunmphrey,” he said, in a low
voice, “else how came it that the young
whelp FitzHugh should be with the outlaws,
wearing their livery of Lincolm greem, and
already in high favour with that arch-rogue
Robin Hood?”

The baron’s face grew scarlet at  these
words, and, bending over the hizgh pommel
of his saddle, he raised his mace in the air,
as if he were about to strike the abbot to
the ground. His whole face gquivered with
passion, and the two brothers lpoked at each
other for well-nigh a minnte before the baren
found his voice,

Then his rage exploded in ‘a terrific oath,
and his hand dropped on te his saddle-bow.

{Copyright

“Ths mystery of the Abbof of Merly’s. locked chest!
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4 Does your chum

“PBy Heaven, this is the worst pews of allt”
fie muttered.  “’Tis of little aceount that
your money-bags have zuffered-—-'tis casy to
till them up again at the cxpense of these
Saxon churls; but you and 1 go in greal
danger as long as that cub i3 free!”

“You speak truly, brother,” replied the
abbot. * But not so loud, unless you would
nave Robert of Rouen overhear you.
you [ do not trust that man.”

“You have aaid s0 a score of times!”
snarled the baron. “But I have more faith
in oid Robert’s lightest word than anythip
your shaveling crew might say, though they
swore upon Holy Writ!”

The abbot shrugged his shoulders and bif
his underlip.

“I fear me things are like o go evil with
us, unless we cap get the boy back into the
sest,” he said.

“And even then,” sald the barom, “he has
his father’s obstinacy, and we eannot make
him sign the paper. . Well, brother, get
your belongings together and to horse. We
ean discuss matters by the way. As for
pursuing Robin Hood and his merry men
Tg”‘f}"llgh yonder tangle, ’‘twere a useless

ask,”

ihe silver dishes were again swathed in
their leather wrappings, and deposited in the
saddle-bags once more, and the cavalcade
wended its way back to the road.

The noontide sun glistened on the polished
mail, the hoofs died away, and when silence
and sunlight had once more fallen upon
the  green  turf — that silence  which
seared the squirrels, and a man who had
lain full length along one of the boughs
of a spreading ocak-tree sat himself upright,
grasping the stout limb with his legs, and
stretcbing his arms with a sigh of relief.

“Ho, ho! So the rascals journey to York!
Well, ‘twill be news for Robin,” said the
iman; and, dropping lightly to the ground,
te made three paces to the back of the tree.

‘The frunk was hollow, and could be
cntered thirough a narrow crevice, through
which the man now bent, and emerged with
» bow and a quiver in his hand.

In the meantime, Allan-a-Dale had led
Guy nearly half a mile away foto the heart
of the forest, and on the top of a hill,
where the ground was full a foot deep with
the réd beach-leaves, the pair bad laid them-
selves down, with. their faces to the south.

“But where are the others?” ' satd Guy.
"“We had more than fifty stout fellows, all
alad in bright jerking of Lincoln greep, and
tefore I had time to say ‘ Knife, lo, they
were all gone!”

Allan-a-Dale buried hiz elbows deep in
the rustling carpet, and smiled as he took
Lis chin in his hands, ® ;

“Thou art a sharp lad, friend @Quy,” said
Allan-a-Dale; “but we foresters are sharper.
Now 1 will shaw_you something. - Mark van
yon twisted beech on the left there—the
vie that the lightning has riven almost in
twain?”

“1 mark it well,” said Guy.

“And see you yonder stout holly siraight
in front of us?” 5

“A man must He blind an’ he did not see
{thatt” said the lad.

“And again to the right, where the oak
throws its rshadow aeross the pafches of
sunshine, Look at all those trees one after
ancther, Does aught move?”

Guy senrched “the ground with his blue
eyes,  scanned. trunk and branch earefuty,
and then turped to his companion with a
shake of his auburn curls.

“1 see naught but a squirrel chattering in
the beech-tree,” he said,

“Then look again,” laughed Allan.a-Dale;
“only look guickly.” Apd he whistled a
clear, double note that might have been the
cail of a wood-bird,. .

Instantly from behind the heechi-tree thrae
heads appeared, two men locked up from the
holly-bush, and there was a movement in the
branches of the oak-tree that betrayed the
presence of men conecealed amang them.
The next mioment all had disappeared, and
Guy looked at Alam-a-Dalc with an expres-
sion of wonderment.

“You will not have been in our company a
month,” said the outlaw, patiing him on the
shoulder, “before you have learned to run
like 2 hare; to hide yourself like a weasel
in a hedge-bottom, and to imitate the eries
of half a dozen wild creaturcs that we use
as signals among ourselves. O, °tis a right
merry life, with the dky for s roof-iree and
» pile of leaves for a plllow! Robin has

Tue Popuran~—No. 225,

Robin Hood Has

1 tell-
\

know about the New Robin Hood serial 7

A

HASTY RETREAT i

¥ ‘g

¢ Canet run, boy 7 "' asked Allan-
a-Dale, leading Quy Iinto the
thickets. QGuy nodded. ‘‘Then
follow me !’ replied the forsster,
and away he sped Into the forest,
shielding his face from the twigs.
The enemy were very close on
their heels., (See page 3.)

already taken great faney to thee, and you
are in high favour with the rest.” .

“Tell me,” said Guy, his face flushing with
pleasure, “you do net always live in this
forest of Sherwgod?”

“No; there are times when it is necessary
to chiange our quarters,” said Allap-a-Dale,
“when the deer grow too shy, or the King’s
foresters too bold. Then we pass into Barne-
dale Forest, or even as far north as Cumber-
faud. We have s hiding-place also in
Lancashire, and another by the steep chifis
of the North Sea. But, hush! Bomeone is
descending into the dell in front of us. Do
yon not see how sil the birds come fiying
thiz way?”

Allan-a-Dale put his ear to the ground,
and, staying his breathing, liztened intently
for a moment.

“’Pi3 one of our own men, and I think me,
from the tread, it i3 Much, the miller’s
son.'”

“in a few moments Much came striding up
the hill, waving his hand to Allan-a-Dale,
who now rose to hig feef.

“The rogues have gone to York,” said
Much, when he came within ear-shot, “and
Sir Humpbrey has gone with them. i
seek Robin at the White Oak.”

“Where you will fipd him, of a surety,”
said Allan-a-Dale. “And we, too, will go
with you.”

They were joined by the other men, snd

went slong chattipg, now knec-deep in the
dead leaves, now sc¢rambling through &
thicket of young saplings, now turning
aside to. avold some giant growth of ancient
holly, ecvery one of the rough, kindly
fellows with a pleasant word for their new
friend. One showed him his drrows; an-
other gave him his bow to try, and clapped
him heartily on the back when the boy
drew the twanging string to the tip of his
eag and Joosed it with a great, humming
note,

“Marry, that wilt do!” sald Will Scarlet.
“And when I bave shown thee a trick or
two thou shalt split a willow-wand with the
best of us. Thou hast the true forester’s
eye, and, with that deep chest of thine, 'tis
hard to believe that thou art omly sixteen.”

“I have to thank Sir Humphrey for that,
Master Scarlet,” said Guy, “for he put me
early into the tilb-yard; and never was
there better or kinder teacher than oid
Robert of Rouen, who is the leader of his
men-at-arms.” :

By this time they had reached 3 mage
nificent and trnly extraordinary tree. it
was an oak of giant growth and immense
antiquity. Slain in some storm sges before,
the snows of winter and the winds of heaven
had bleached it almost white, its girth
was great, and, like the tree from which-
Much had drawi his bow and quiver, it was
hollow. A dozen men eould conceal them-
selves within it, and, the entrance being
fully five feet from the ground, and partly
concealed by » stout bough, it formed a
favourite place of refuge, aund more than

one outlaw had had reason to bless its
security ~ when pursued by the King's
foresters.

“Ho, ho!” eriesd Robin Hood, who was
gitting on one of the gnarled roots. - “ Wha,
news do you brimg, my merry menft”

And Muech, having told his =~ tale, they
flung themseives down on the turf and
laughed londly, as men do who have escaped
scot-free from some sudden peril.

A hugle, ornamented with silver, hung
from Robin’s neck by a gold chain, and,
raisipg it, he blew a blagt that had barely
ceased to echo among the forest trees when
it was answered in a dozen different diree.
tions by similar bugle-calls; and scon the
sound of running footsteps was' heard, and
the rest of the baud came panting up. the
siope, and grouped themselves about theip
jeader. A :

Oue of the first to arrive was Friar Tuck,
who had armed himself” with & new quarter.
statf.

“ Now, friar,” sald Robin, “you saw with
your own eyes that Abbot Anselm travelled
with « goodly escort. Twenty-two stout
fellows, I take it, to say mnothing of some
half-dozen varlets on foot. What force,
think you, he bas left hehind him to keep
ward at the abhey?”

Friar Tuck pursed up his
mouth and looked thoughtful,

“*Pis nigh upon Ltwo years since I paesed
the abbey gate,” he saia, “und then, I
mind me, 1 came out quicker than I weént
in, and had to crack the porter’s skull for
him, which I have ever regretted, for it i3
not seemly that members  of the Church
should quarrel one with another.” ¢

His eyes fwinkled merrily, and the oug
laws iavghed, for surely the worthy friae
was the strangest Churchman that ever
muttered an Av

«J should think,” he continued, *they can-
not have more than a handful of armed
retainers, aund about thirty monks and lay-
brothers.” :

“Tien what say yon, lads,” cried Rebin.
“The abhot having gone to York to atiend
the chapter, let us to the Abbey. “Pis,
after ail, a sin and a seandal that knaves
like Abhot Anselm should revel in  sueli
wanton luxury while g0 many honest men
are starving. Many a malmed and breken
soldier have we relicved who got nanght
but a crash of bread and an empty blessing
at the abhot’s gateway The abbot has
tasted of our hospitality, let us in turn
taste of his. He will of & certainty send,
the 8herifi of Nottingham to -chastise us
here, and once within the stone walls of
AMerly Abbey we can snap our fingers at him
and hia following. "Twill be turning tha
tables in very truth. Does the plan please
rou’”

" Ay, that it docs!” ecried the outlaws In
chorus. .

“80 be it,” eald Robin,
his seat. ~*What ralment

broad-lipped

%;ettiug up from
aveé we in the

Trapped the Usurper, King Johnl What Happens ?

]
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wardrobe Littie John? ‘Twere best that
some of ug should go disguised. If we put
the best foot loremogt, we shall réach the
abbey ab set of dusk, and once imside, "twill
he. tM\ € matter to open the door for the
rest.” - . ¢ i

pr FitzHugh and Allan- a-Dale Did the

Monks of Merly a Service and Earned
Their Supper Right Well.

ROM cne of the secret hiding-places in

the interior of the White Oak Littie

John brought forth three huge

. leathern bags, and, untying their

uecks, tossed on to the ground a motley

assortment of garments of every kind and

colour,

There

were gowns and mantles of

cloth, some of them lined with rich fur;
travelling cloaks, - with hoods atfached to
t ‘the garb of & soldier; the dress of a

pe even wigs, which came into fas-
fiion about the time of King® Stephien. There
was armour, too, and there were leather
jerkins; in c-hort a very complete wardrobe
to be used in cases of - necessity, when, as
in_the présent instance, the outlaws deemed
it wise to disguise themselves.

“Now, friend Guy,” said - Robin' Hood,

“you know the abbey well. You and Allan-
aDale shall dress yourselves dike two
simple peasants, and seek’ a night’s shelter
within its walls. There is a postern,
surely?”

““There are two,” said Guy, “one in the
7 n wall and a little secret door that
openns towards the village.”
““That i3 well,” said Robin.
we shall steal up and it must be your care
tiiat the way is unbarred for us.

In a very =xhcrt time Guy and Allan-a-
Dale were clad in kirtle and hose of hodden
grey with hoods falling ‘upon their backs,
and their léegs bound with -thongs from
knee to ankle. To lessen the chance of
Guy’s being recognised, they stained -his
face and hands with walnutqmce, until he
was almost as swarthy as a Saracen; and,
this done, the whole band set gaily off in
the direction of Merly Abbey.

Guy’'s heart bounded, and his blue eyes
flashed merrity as he strode along beside
Baobin himself.
=< Well, boy,”

“At sunrise

said the outlaw,.“our life
may he uncouth, according to -the gentler
manners -of castle .and hall, but for those
who love freedom and adventure, commend
me to the greenwood tree.”

““Tu truth, sir, you are right,” said Guy.
“And as for the gentler life of -the castle,
ag you
tn the hou%ehold ef Humphrey de Brionne,
wiiere tliere was mothing but hard .drinking
day and aight, or the torturing of some poor

sufferer who had incurred the baron’s
wrath.” X
“Ah, we live in stern times, Master

FitzHugh!” said Robin, frowning darkly.
“And since Prince John has usurped his
brother’s’ throme; the -poor man has mno
chance, but carries his life ever in his
hands.”

Before ionv the tfamp of armed men fell
upon their ears, and Robin bade the two
l-( silent:

“They Hﬂ§ at } UM §de AHQD:Q&DME‘

Eurning roun

authority, WE’ must nDtn TDI"’ED Lnan W(’ ElI'E‘

of less value than the dogs thh which they
hunt: the deery, Before now, I have seen the
poor churl maimed for life by the slash of
a sword, because my lord thought he did
not doff hxs cap soon enough to his high-
mightiness.”

Riding along in a great cloud of dust of
their own making came a party of mounted
spearsmen, in iron caps and coats of chain-
mail, and Guy restrained 'a ery as he
whispered :

“They are Sir Humphrey’s men. " Now I
wish that I had taken shelter with the
others.”

“Have mo fear,” said Allan-a-Dale, smiling,
“ promise you there are fifty -arrows even
now a-fitbing, But though they be S8ir
Hamphrey's men, they seem to be few in
numbers.
see, you can count them as the5 come round
the bend of the road!”

- Fhey, drew back a few paces by the rgad-
side—as was the custom in those days of the
churls’ atd serfs when their betters passed—
and acaﬂ‘ely deigning to notice such. insigni-
ficant "beings  as a brace of peasant% the
moemted _speargmen trotted by.

fine.|

eall it, I saw none of it, forsooth,

There are not more than twenty— |

Pobert of Rouen, however, rode a little
way behind them, glancing right and left, as
became a wary mldxer reined in, and, in a
voice stern and commandmg, though not
unkindly, eried:

“Hast seen aught of that rogue and out
law whom men call Robin Hood?"

“Nay, sir, we have seen nothing of him,”
replied Ailan-a-Dale; “aithough a chapman
we met a few leagues back had rumour that
e and his band were somewhat hereabouts,
and was in mighty trembling for the safety
of his bales.”

“Have a care that you fall not into their
hands,” said Robert of Rouen. “They have
this morning robbed the Abbot of Merly of
six hundred pounds.” And he was just about
to shake his bridle—for his followers were
by this bime well on their way along the
road—when a strange thing happened. The
powerful black charger slanted out his neck,
and, lookimg at Guy, expanded his great
nostriis and whinnied loudly.

Allan-a-Dale laid a hand on his companion’s
sleeve, but he was too late to check him.
With a glad ery Guy sprang forward, and,
to the soldier’s great astonishment, threw
his arm about the arched crest of the black
warhorse, and kissed him on his velvet
muzzle.

“Black Durhama eyes are sharper than
those of his master,” laughed Guy, as the
soldier bent his keen glance on the boy.
“You know me not, Robert of Rouen, and I
am glad of it, for now I can go anywhere in
safety.”

“By the holy sepulchre,” cried the soldier,
shading the sun from his eyes and staring
intently at the boy who had now come to
his stirrup, “this is truly an age of miracles,
and 1 am overjoyed to see thee!”

“(iladder, I trow, good Robert, than the
abbot this morning. Nay, Allan-a-Dale, you
need have no fear of Robert of Rouen when
you travel in my company. Thou wilt never
guess, Robert, whither my good fortune has
led me. The Earl of Huntingdon is now my
master. You may well start, but 'tis true,

i’ faith, and I am now what Humphrey de

Brionne has made me—an outlawed forester
in the band of Robin Hood.”

“Gramercy!” said Robert of Rouen, his
face growing mighty long.. “'Tis a perilous
step you have taken, boy, and I know not
that 'I am glad to hear the mnews. And
whither wend ye now?”

“We go upon Robin’s business,” said the
boy, who stood by the soldier’s stirrup
caressing the black horse, which rubbed his
head against his shoulder, “though what
that business is I must not say.”

“Well, child,” said the soldier,
pause, “you have made your bed,
must lie on it; and, my word, I think it
may prove a safer couch than your pallet in
our castle. 1 did not think to meet ye
so soon, but, having met, I have a word for
your own ear.” And he looked at Aiflan-a-
Dale, who, taking the hint, retired a few
paces. “I must be brief.” said Robert of
Rouen, *“else my men may come back in
search of me. Riding this morning behind,
my lord and his brother, the abbot, I over-
heard some chanee words of their conversa-
tion, and their ‘speech -concerned you.
Marry,"but it made-my bloed boil!”

Robert of Rouen’s frown deepened, and
he thought a moment before he continued:

“I see it even more clearly now than I did
an hour sinee,” he said, . “I understand whab
was in the abbot's mind when he said, ¢ That
were easy work—'tis but a matter of a dip
of the pen—since the whelp will not do it
himself. Then we have but to proclaim him
an outlaw, and the money is ours!’ ’'Tis
plain as yonder lark’s song. The rogues will
forge your name, you will be hunted down,
and the fortune that- will come to you in
a short two years will be divided between
the abbot and his brother.”

“And where be. these papers they were
ever pressing me to sign, good Robert?” said
Guy, becoming of a sudden very thoughttul.

“Where you can never come to them, poor
lad,” said the soldier. *“Abbot Anselm has
them sefely in the carved coffer that stands
in his own chamber, within the walls of that
abbey whose gate you will never pass.”

Guy’s heart gave another leap; it was on

after a
and you

The two chums sprang cut of the plantation and sped towards the scene

of the fight.

So light of foot were they; that they reached the gate of the

abbey before the robbers knew of their approach, and the first intimation
of it was Quy’s staf] descending on one of the steel caps with such a force

that it stretched the wearer senseless on the ground.

{fee page 6.)
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the tip of his tongue to te!l the man-at-arms

of hiz present: mission, - but something
restrained him. And per‘mps % was as
well,

.1 bad mot time to thank you. for your

eift of money,” said Guy, stretehing up his
band, which the soldier grasped in his great
teathern glove. “Bome day, if 1 am fortun-
ate, there will come to the castle a mes-
senger, who will return to you whai you
h:n'e fent me.”

“Tush, ehild! 1 eare not for gold, A long
sword, & stout horse, a draught of wine, and
2 prayer said over me when I am dead, are
all that Robert, of ‘Rouen wanis in this
world.  And now 1 must be gone; I see my
men imxe hatted near to the wood yonder,
and are looking back. Fareweil, boy!” -And,
slmk‘m;z Black Durham's hridie once Imore,
the soldier of fortune continued his way.

They. waited uutil the dust had settled
in the road once more, and the horseme»
were ‘gone, ‘and then Allan-a-Dale and Guy
set_out briskly, for they had yet three miles
§o travel before they reached their destum
ion.

“Theu art but a poor tra\ellmg eom-
panion,” said Allan, at lemgth, after several

imeffectunl  atterapts to draw Guy into
conversation.
“Yorgive me, friend,” said the iad, “but

1 have heard that on the road "onder which
gives me food for thought.”
And Allan-a-Pale was couscious
unusual glitter in the hlue eyes.
Presently, when the stun was setting, they
the pleasant vale in which the

of an

Abbey of Merly stood.
ks

knew what they were
doing,” and " alway ose beantiful spots for
their . monastic riyer wound
thyough the vale, spanne d by a stone brid
and as they crossed It the vesper bell begm
to toll on the eveming air.,

They trudged up ‘the road, aszuming the
gait of tired and weary men, when. on 2
sudden, the call to vespers ceased, and was
followed by the wild jangling of an alarm
hell.

Allmx-u-ﬂale and Guy looked at each
other.. For a moment they connected the
alarm with their owu approach, and came to
2 dead stop, but now the sound of shouting,
even of blows, was distinctly beard on the
still evening, and it was evident that some
tumult was going forward outside the abbey
itself.

A amall plantation of young trees eon-
eahc} the gateway from their gaze, and with
one aecord they sprang forward, and from
its shelter peNui out upon a etlange seene.

A crowd of men, nine or ten in number,
rough fellows in tattered garments, with
here and there a rusty headpxwe anong
them, were endeavouring to forcz their way
through the open wicket in the large door.
while a brawny monk of great stature, who
had evidently snatched a spear from one of
ihem, was fighting manfully to resist them.

“By my word,” eried Guy, unmindful that
e was armed only with a quarterstaff.
“those are some of the robbers whom 1 en-
eountered yesterday! I recognise that man
in the blue kirtle, and that is Brother
tiregory, the porter, who fighta as bravely as
Friar Tnck himself. Now is our opportunity.
Allan; let us fall vpon the knaves, and we
shall not eonly get a night's shelter, but a
hearty welcome. The rogues have chossn a
good moment for their attempt, no doubt
knowing that the abbot and his men-at-arms
are away from home.”

Allan-a-Dale, who was ever as eager for
a fight as Guy, drew his grey hood over his
head, and the pair, springing out of the
plantation, sped towards the doorway. o
light of foot were they that they reached the
scene. before the robbers knew of their
approaeh, and the first intimation of it was
Guy’s staff descending on one of the steel
caps with a force that made it ring like a
Bell, and brought its wearer senseless to the
ground.

Allan-a-Dale felled anmhor man, and, with
a loud- shout that made the robbers turm,
and gave. Brother Gregory opportunity to run
2 third man through the throat, the two out-
laws plied their staffs aus a thresher plies his
fiail, and so sudden was the onset, and so
ably did Brother Gregory rise to the oecasion.
that in a few moments six of the rogues had
measured their length upon the ground, with
no power to rise from it, -and the others,
losing heart, turned tail and ran lke the
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wind, yet not so fast but that Guy bhad
time to dart after them and well-nigh brain
the rearmost one with a terrific weit ou the
side of his bare bead

. By our Lady,” cried Brother Gregory, the
porter, “an’ it had not been for thee, good
churis, 1 had .been slain, and these
sacrilegious dogs would have had the run of
our house! ‘As for the rest of the brothers,
such a craven erew did 1 never ses, for they
shut the gate and left me out here slone.
There, I told you so! Now that the afiray
is over, out they come like rabbits from a
warren !

And as he spoke the wicket was opened
gingerly, and a ecrowd of frightened f‘g(‘eu
ipoking unusually white by reason of 3
black hoods that surrounded them, peexel
forth, and were met with a storm of scathing
words from burly Brother Gregory.

“Craven curs!™ he cried. “If only Father
‘hhot had heen here, you would nnt have
dared to skulk in that fashion! F¥ie upon
you, Ambrose! 1 know not what would have
happened but for these two stout lads!”

“We did naught else but our duty.
brother,” said Allan-a-Dale. *But in return
we would ecrave a night's lodging and a
erust.”

“Thou shalt have it, my son,” said a tall,
portly monk, whose fice bore unmistakab lo
traces of gc;ml living. “Come within, and let
uz get the door holted once wmiore, lecf, there
be more of these rogues lurking about.”

Guy pulled his hood well over his face, and
frllowed Allan-a-Dale. not without. some
trepidation. Mow familiar it all was to him
‘!he chill of the stone walls, the blac

1abits ‘of the Benedictinea! -

He knew every face and every mork by
name, and now that he had gone beyond the
possibility of retreating, he trembled lest
they should recognise him.

But they had other things to oecupy their
minds, and all fell a-chattering about the
insult that had been put upon their house,
and the daring of the robbers, whose in-
solence they vowed grew greater every day.
-*'Tis truly time King Richard eame back
again,” said Brother Edmund.

“Best not let Abbot Anselm near you say
such a thing.” said Brether Ambrose, the
an, with a chuckle.: “But now let us
v8, and when that is over our pro-
shall eat until they ean eat no

t-wt,m 3
more.”

How They Searohed the Oak Coffer, and
Prince John Raided the Abbey. ;

HEN, » little later; the disguised
ontlaws were conducted to the
dining-hall, Guy could not help an

exclamation of  surprise and
pleasure, for, seated upon_ a bench at one
enid of the room was the figure of old Sweyne,
the harper, and his companion, pretty Isobel.

The girl’s eyes opened very wide: but Guy
laid a warning finger upon his lipa, and she
sank back on to the seat from which she
had half-risen, and whispered into the ear
of her companion.

“Hush, good Sweyne!” said Guy, taking his
seat on the bench beside the harper. “Say
not & ‘word. ‘We are on dangerous ground.
Tater on I will tell you why we are here
For the present it is best that the monks
should not know we have met before.”

A savoury smell pervaded the rcom from
the buttery-hutch, and soon sundry of the
brothers loaded the table with smoking
dishes, and everyone set to work with a will.

The Abbev of Merly, even at that early
period, was celebrated for its good living.
and Guy was reminded of the royal repast
which they had eaten under the greenwcod
tree.

They were merry fellows, those monks, and
as the ecups were filled and emptied. and the
convérsation became decidedly nofav. Oev
whispered of the things that had happened
to him since his meeting with the wander-
uig minstrels.

Sweyne listened with his head inclined te
one side, his venerable beard falling in a
silver shower over his chest.

“You have something on your mind, young
sir,” said the harper. “that you have not yet
told me.” :

“You guess truly,” said Guy: “though
unless you be a wizard, it puzzles me how
vou ean know.it. It,is my purpose to-night
when the abbey is stk in slumber, to open
“he abbot's coffer in which he keeps his
private papers, and to possess  myself of

certain dueument% that concern me
closely.”

The harper st::rted but, seclng Um eyes of
one of the menks bent upon him, he let hia
chin fall on his chesd again. Later on, ‘when
the tables were beins eleared, b\veyne
touched Guy updn the sleeve.

w v eap into thiat oaken
d the old minsirel.
, lad. My calling

m les, and Isobel and
secret agents of Archbishop
Longehamp. The information we have
gatg.:ered will make some pmud hoads
tremble, if King Richard ever returns {o
merry England.  Let me accompany you 10-
night, Two beads dre even better than one,
"Fwill be full moon, teo, and that will serve
our purpose well.”

Guy readily cousented, taking care to find
ont the whereabouts of Sweyne's couch hefora
aldan-a-Dale and himself were conducted to
he little room where they were to sleep; and
when the monk who condueted them thither
had one, and the shuffle of his sandals om
the stone pavement had died away, Guy
seized Allan-a-Dale by the shoulders, sat him
down on the pallet-bed, and told him whas
he had in his mind to do.

The sleeping-chamber of the abbot was on
the south side of the ehurch, and there was
a little p. ge leading from it to the build-
ing itself.

16 will be safes to approach it by thab
way, "sald Guy, “for although Brother Pefer,
the saerisian, sleeps in the church to guard
the he supped so well to-night that
there will he little fear of our rousing him.”

Shortly before midnight, when the bright
full moon was sziling through a cloudless
sky. figures stole on tiptoe into the
red building, and stood there listening.

The red sancbuary lamp bui md vefore the
altar, and the painted windows of the church
were very hbeautiful against the moonlight.
The sacristan was still snoring with mono-
tonous ‘regularity, snd, turning the key that
stood in the lock, -they groped their way up
a narrow stone staircase, pas-ed through the -
abbot’s pew, where he could sit unobserved
and heep an eye on the monks beneath, and
stole along a little passage built in the thxck«
ness of the wall until they came to another
door, through which, as Guy opened it, the
silver radiance of the moon  poured -with
surprising  brilliance. It -was - a square
chamber, whoze windows presented a magni-
ficent view of the valley and the winding
stream. Sweet-scented rushes strewed the
floot, and a large fald-stool, or elbaw-chalir,
filled with soft cushions, was placed before
one of the windows.

The walls were bare, rave for a crucifix ab
the head of the abhot’s bed, and a8
Guy ‘approached it he trembled a httle

“If he bas taken the keys with him,” he

Very

gives me man
I are, in truth,

said,  “we shall have to break the -coffer
open. That will mean delay and noise. Na,
they are here!l”

And, passing bis band inte a little secref
receptacie, he drew forth a handful of keys,
aund selecting one with a bar about six inches
Ione held it up trinmpbantiv.

The carved eoffer stood at one end of the
chamiper—a long, low piece of furniture,
clamped and banded with ornamental iron-
work., It had three locks, which the ahbet
evidently kept well oiled. for they yielded

without noise to the first application of the
master-k and, raising the lid, the threa
conspira looked in with very different

feelings.
Allan-a-Dale
Guy’s sentim
harper’s - eyes
Hrilliancy.
The chest w
vellum, ¢i

had idle curiosity merely;
ents we know already; but the
glittered  with a strange

was full of par«‘hment rolls and
y written  in the curious,
rmmped chiaracter of the period, and all of
them in- Latin.  Some of the rolls- were tied
with &ilk ribbon, and Sweyne knew that State
s erets of great importsnee lay before him.

He took one of the rolls, read some lines
written upon i, and thrust it into the hosom
of his gown with a murmur of satisfaction.

“How am [ to find the documents that I
seek 77 sajd Guy.

“All i good time,” renlied the harper,
“We have a good two hours before us ers
the matin hell rings. Heaven bless that good
moon that gives us so much lighti”

rl.y took one end of the coffer and Sweyne
Usa other, and. between them, they examined
t rolls carefully, Sweyne laying several
aside, which he intended to carry away with
nim. As for Allan-a-Dale, he found it bub

Besieged in a Ruined Mill—Rohin Hood’s Desperate Positien !
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AN UNEXPE

slow work, as

slow 1d when he had seated himself
in the elbow

hair, and Iain himself d

bed, and poked and pryed info
every hole and corner.-he-fell to looking out
of the window, and suddenly startled bhis
gompanions by a low whistle,
- “Qramercy!” lie .said. “Come - hither!
Here is some great noble with a goodiy
train of horsemen behind him!”

Guy and the harper rose from their knees,
«and, looking, saw the moonlight glittering on
three-score  mounted figures, who came
sweeping over the bridge at a fast trot.”

“Whoever they be,” said Guy, “they are
coming to rouse the brethers. We must
instantly return to our rooms, or we shall
He discovered.”

They were as yet oo far off for them to
detect the armorial bearings on shield and
surcoat; but tbeir peril was great; and while
Sweyne concealed as many of the papers as
tie could carry about his person, Guy tossed
the remainder back into  the coffer, and,

* locking it, replaced the keys in the secret
recess.,

Then they stole away Into the echureh,
where XFeter, the sacristan, was still snor-
ing, and gained their eouches at the very
moment that a mighty thundering sounded
apon the abbey gateway, and a great uproar
.of voices elamoured for admission.

“Who be ye that disturkr our siumbers at
this honr of the night?” said Gregory, “the
porter, opening tie little barred grill and
peeping out.

“One who will brook no delay, thou saucy
monk! Unbar the door, and send and tell
the abbol that Prince John of England has
_come to sup with him.’

Even stout Gregory's heart quailed when
he heard the name of their visitor, for of all
the atrocious tyrsuts who have. sullied the
pagei of England's history, John was the
“worst.

In a few moments the whole abbey was
afoot. Terrified monks issued from their cells
and dormitories and gathered round the aged
prior, who, in a troubled and trembling voice,
bade Gregory unbar the gate.

“How much longer am I to be kept wait-
ing?” thundered John, as the door finally
swung back on its hinges, and the cavalcade
rode in. “8g ‘the abbot has gone to York,
Bas he ? Well, it matters little. Lay the

“tables with the best you have, for 1 and
wy fricnds are hungry!”

John was a sour-visaged man, abou} the
niiddle height, clad in a surcoat of crimson
silk, embroidered with gold thread. About
his under-tunie, which was of white damask,
fie wore a girdle set with preclous stones,
and his gloves were fastened with clasps of

" ruby and Sap{;hire. His whole appearance.
in spite of the. richness of his dress, was
brutal and feroeious, and his followers,
although they numbered among them half a
dozen powerful barons, were all men of the
same stamp.

The frightened monks, knowing €hat
expostulation would be useless, hurried to
do the usurper’s bidding, and soon the logs
roared and the table groaned with good

rood!” erled Jolin, setting down a
horr.  “I had no t{hought that ye
rich here at Merly, Master Prior!”

The pr whose fat cheeks quivered with
terror, made a low bow, and faltered out
sometihing abous them being poor servants
of the Chureh.

“Ye shall be poorer when I take my
. departure in  the morning,” said Prince
John, “My chamberlsin has just told me

vou have the finest” service of church plate
he has ever seen. Siuce your abbot is not
-lLiere to speak for himself, I shall take the
liberty of borrowing it.”
¢ Allau,” whispered Guy, who with his
friend, had stolen into the far end of
the hall, and stood in the shadow looking on,
“*the prince has only three-score men with
him. How say you—shall we not tell Robin
of this? ‘Twould be fine sport to outwit
yonder blusterer.”
Without anothier word Allan drew Guy
away, and they sought DBrother Gregory,
“whom they found sitting upon his bench with
“the great veins swollen in his forehead, rock-
ing himself to and fro. E
“Brother,” said Allan, “we did you one
good turn to-day; wilt thou that we do you
anotiier, and rid you of this ribald ecompany,
even though they be princes and barons?”
“By Saint Benedict, if 'twere only pos-
sible!” replied the .porter. “But the
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Allan-a-Dale, seated, looking out of
by a low whistle.
great noble with a goodiy train of

(See this page.)

¢ Qramercy ! ' he sald.

the window, startied his companions
* Come hither ! Here is some
horsemen behind him. We must get

back !"' Quy and the harper rase from their knees and, looking, saw three-
score mounted figures come sweeping over the bridge towards the abbey.

villagers are poor folk at best, and John is
master of England.”

“Ask me no questions,” sald Allap-a-Dale,
“but open the wicket and let us out, 1In
half-zn hour I wil] tap thrice, and you ghall
see what you shall seel”

Brother Gregory rose like a8 man in a
dream, and mechanically unlocked the little
gate. Then, with the shouts of the revellers
still ringing in their ears, Guy and his com-
panions sped fieetly away in the moonlight,
nor stayed until they had reached the
bridge. 'There Allan drew his hunting-horn
from the breast of his kirtle, and, placing it
to his lips blew a shrill blast, which was
intantly answered from the underwood at
the other side of the valley. S

“Now,” said Allan-a-Duale, “we shall see
whether Prince John is master of England!”

Thers was high revel in the dining-hall of
the monastery. By John’s orders his men-at-
arms had ransacked the treasure-chests, and
piled thelr contents in a glittering heap on
the table. : .

“8ir Prior,” he ecried, “I swear by the
bones of my father thou hast more of these
pretty trifies in some secret hiding-place!
Bring them forth, or my men shall strip thee
to the skin and whip thee round the hall!”

At. this terrible threat, which he knew
the princé to be quite capable of earrying
into execution, the pricr was seized with un-
controllable indignation.

“Impious man!” he exclaimed. “You roh
the Church, and you would lay hands upon
ner members{ Many a cfowned king has

suffered excommunication for less than
thou hast done to-night!”
“Thou scurvy. ‘shaveling!” sald John.

“Darest thou address such words to me?
Ho, there a rope—a rope, and hang me this
fellow!”

Helf & dozen men’instantly threw them-
selyes upon the prior, while others, running
forth, returned with a rope, which one of
their number proceeded to.make fast to the
gallery at one end of the hall.

One or two of the barons ventured to look
askance at their leader; but never was Johu
known to relent. :

“Carty him into. the gallery,” eried the
tyrant, “and at the word cast him off!”
““Now, charge your cups, good companions
alt1” sald John. “We wiil drink to yonder
dogt” * :

One of his servants poured out wine from
a great stone jar, and, amid the flicker of
the torches that fluttered in thelr sconces
!round the hall, John raised his drinking-
lorn.,

“When I have drained the last drop,” he
cried to his myrmidons in the gallery, “fling
him over!”

But that cruel signal was mever given, for
from the opening of the buttery-hatch came
the musical twang of a bow-string, and,
pierced by an arrow, the drinking-horn was
dashed from John's hand.

A terrible yell burst from the tyrant's
lips, and every man at the table sprang to
his feet and laid his hand upon his weapon.

“Be seated, merry gentlemen!” said a ring-
ing voice. “The first of ye that moves hand
or foot shall die the death!”

And, to their dismay, the tyrant and his
friends found themselves surrounded on all
ides. The gallery was thronged with
archers; every door had its group of lads
in Lincoln green, and the glittering points of
nigh upon slxty arrows menaced the revellers.

-0 wide was the fame of these terrible
archers -that every man instinctively sank
back into his place, Earl John alone re-
maining upon his feet, his face crimson, and
the gnashing of his teeth distinctly heard in
the silence that fell upon the dining-hall.

Robin Hood advanced into the centre of the
apartment, his brow black as a thunder-
cloud.

(Next week there will be another
grand, long instalment of our powerful
new Serial _keep your eyes open. 3}
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Jimmy Silver and Co. in the West! See the **Boys’ Friend''!

. AN 1EROPLANE FLIGHT, A DRAMATIC ARRIVAL, AND A CRICKET MATCH, are sonie of the ingredients
of this wosnderful story. You will read how Jinuny Silver finds Iimself in an awlward position, and the novel

way in which he gets out of it.

SRR,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ready for the Fray.
& ~ OPPING day for the match, chaps!”
Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, made
v that announcement in a tone of
great satisfaction, as he looked out of the
dormitory window as soon as the rising-bell
hiad ceased its strident clanging.
indeed a glorious morning, and the
dew-soaked grass of the playing-tields was
buthed in the early sunshine.

Jimmy Silver felt in high spirits. For
fo-day was Saturday, and the junior cricket
cleven were booked to play one of their first
“away >’ matches of the season against St.
Jim’s, the famous old school in Sussex.

The journey to St. Jim's was rather a long
one, so the cricket team were to start soon
after breakfast to eatch the 9.0 train from
¢oombe Station. That meant no morning
sehool, of course—a fact that  nowise
decreased the popularity of this particular
fisture in the eyes of the junior cricketers.

Jimmy Silver and his chums, Raby, Lovell,
and Newcome, proceeded to bathe and dress
themszelves with great cheerfulness.

“1f we don’t beat St. Jim's to-day, I'll
cat my hat!” remarked Raby, as the chums
went into the Hall for breakfast. “If youre
in form, we'll lick them to a {Irazzle,
Jimmy !”

1 feel in topping form,” said Jimmy Silver

ennfidently, “We've gobt a pretty good team
ail round, ¥ think.”
“It’s your bhowling we're relying on

chiefly, and don’t you forget it, old man,”
said Lovell. “How’s your howling arm feel?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.’

“Fine, thanks!”

“Good!” said Newcome.
to be all right, I think.”

The junior eleven were desperately keen
on winping the St. Jim's mateh. Tom
Rferry & Co. were doughty opponents, and
the Rookwooders respected them as such.
in the days when Smythe of the Shell had
heen junior eaptain of Rookwood, the St.
Jim's eleven ‘had simply walked over their
oppenents. But that was due chiefly to
Adolphus Smythe’s little habit of putling
all his friends into the eleven, regardless of
whether they could play <ricket or nob.
Jimmy Silver bhad got the eleven on a
different basis now, and the juniors of Rook-
wood were looking forward to knmocking Tom
Merey- & Co. into a cccked hat.

But they did net underrate their task.
Jimmy Silver was a mighty bowler, and it
was to him chiefiy that the Rookwood eleven
tooked to wmake skittles of the St Jim’s
virkets.
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This is one of the finest stories ever written,
g and records the most thrilling cricket match

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Left Behind.

6t OME on, Jimmy! The brake's
the doort”
Jimmy Silver grunted.

“Plenty of time, cid man! 1

must finish this letter first.” |

“Oh, rats!” said Lovell impatiently. “Don't

want to miss the blessed brake, do you?
Here's your bag!”

“Dry up a moment, old man, do!” said
Jimmy Silver imploringly. *“The hrake won't
gu for five minutes yet, and I maust just
finish this letter home. I haven’t written
for ages. and I want to get it off to-day
specialiy.”

* Well, do buek up!® grumbled Lovell. “All
the others are down there ready, and i you
get left—"

“I sha'n’t get left, old imman, unless you
stay here in the study jawing!” said Jimmy.
“Buzz off and take my bag down to the
brake, there’s a good chap, and I'll be with
you in a jiffy!”

“Right-ho! But—— Hallo,

What do you want?”

The elegant figure of Adolphus Smythe of
the Shell—and one-time captain of the Rook-
wood junior eleven—had suddenly appeared
in the doorway.

“I want a word with Silver,” said Smythe,
with dignity. Adolphus was a haughty
youth. “My last word, you kpow.”

“Busy!” said Jimmy Silver tersely, writing
away at his letter. “Some other fime, Adol-
phus, We're just off to St. Jim’s.”

Smythe frowned.

“It’s about the St. Jim’s mateh,” he said
sharply, “I'm not satisfied; I've told you
so before.” ;

“So good of you, dear boy!”

“You've got time to change the team still,”
went on Smythe, with a glare. “I'll come iv
now, if you like, at the last moment, “and
you can put Townsend in, too. You've left
us out so far—-"

“Go hon!”

“But we'll overlook your cheek for the
sake of the team,” went on Smythe warmly.
“If you like to take us along now——"

“We don't, dear boy!”

“QOh, rats!” shouted Lovell, in a fever of
impatience. = “Blessed if I'm going to stay
here jawing any longer! I'm ofi! Buck up,
Jimmy, for goodness’ sake, or you'll miss
the blessed brake!”

And Lovell, taking Jimmy’s bag and his
own as well, stamped off down the Fourth
Form passage to join the rest of the team
in the brake.

Jimmy Silver only grunted. He was writing
away for dear life at his letter, his tongue
in his cheek, and his head on one side—
quite heedless of the glares the inecnsed
Smythe was directing at the back of his
head.

“Then you won’t put me
Smythe.

“Exactly, dear hoy!

“1 tell you—"

«Some other time, old man.”

“You—you cheeky young cad—--"

at

Smythe!

iy 2
v

shiouted

Travel along!”

“Good-bye-ece, Adolphus!”

» in which Jimmy Silver & Co. ever took part.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

B S

Smythe glanced at the provoking Jimmy
in a state of great exasperation.

Suddenly a thought struck Adelphus, and
hia eyes gleamed.

He moved his hands hehind him to the
lock of the study door and stealthily with-
drew the key. Jimmy Silver did not loek up.

“I'lt go, then,” d Smythe at last,
“But, understand, Silver, you’ll he sorry you
didn't put me in the team!” *

“Q0h, rats!”

The door slammed, and Adeolphus Smythe
was gone.

Jimmy Silver, finishing off {he
words in a hasty scrawl, chueckled.

The lock of the study door clicked ever so
faintly—so faintly that the junior, absorbed
in his letter, did not hear it.

Smythe of the Shell stamped off down the
passage, and ran down to the school gote-
way.

There was a crowd of fellows there sur-
rounding the brake, which was packed with
the members of the jumior eleven, including
Tubby Muffin, who was going to score.

tast few

Knowles, the Modern prefect, who was
going to St. Jim’s ‘in charge of the party,
was standing by the box, ready to swing

himself up beside theé driver.

There was a chorus of voices demanding
to know where Jimmy Silver was,

“Where's Silver?”

“Where's that ass, Jimmy?”

“The duffer’ll be late!”

Smythe sidled up to Knowles and exchanged
a few words with him in an undertone. The
prefect gave him a peculiar look, and then
nodded with a slight smile.

Knowles had had many a rub with Jimmy
Silver, and had no reason at all to Jove him.
Whatever it was that Smythe whispered, the
prefect did not look at all displeased.

“We must be getting on,” said Knowles,
looking at his wateh. “Hveryone here?”

“No!” roared ten voices at once.
isn't 1"

“Then where is the young ass? We shal
n;ki's's the train at Coombe if we don't geb
off 1?

“He's just coming, Knowles!” called out
Lovell. “I left him in the study a minute
ago. He's just finishing a letter.”

There was a howl from the whole brake.

“Blow his letter! Why doesn’t the acss
come?”

“I’'ll tun up and get him!“” said
scrambling up from his seat.

“Nonsense, Raby! Sit down!” said Knowles
sharply. “We don’t want to leave fwo of
you behindt We must set off !”

“Shall T run up and tell him, Xnowle
called ont Smythe. “He was just ready
when I left him a moment age.”

“Yes, you go, Smythe,” said Krowles, with
a slight gtin,  “Tell him we’ll give him one
more minute! If he's not here by then, we
start !”

“Look here,
yelled Lovell.

. i
“Silver

Raby,

we can't go without Jimmy!”
“The ass was ready—-"
“We've eub it too fine as it is,” said
Knowles, with decision, “He'll have to coms -
after us on a bike, that’s all. Anyone got
his bag?”
“Tell him to

“Yeq, I have,” said Lovell.

Our Topping Tales of Rookwood Are Always Popular !-
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eome on fo the station on his bike, Smythe!”
he yelled after Smythe,

“Right!” yvelled Smythe.

“We ean’t wait another second,” said
Kunowles, swinging himself up beside the
driver. “Drive on, there!”

“Very good, sie!”

Amidst loud cheers” from the school, the
hrake turned out of the gates and drove off
towards Coombe at & spanking pace. There
was barely time for jt to get to the station
to catch the nine o'clock.

Meanwhile, Smythe of the Shell had be-
taken himself, not to the end study in the
Fourth Form passage, but o the cycle shed,
where he was busy with a spanner and a
screwdriver on Jimmy Silver's cycle.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Race Against Time.

IMMY SILVER scrawled the last word
of his letter, jammed it in the enve-
fope, already addressed, and stuck
tie stamp on. Then he seized

his cap and coat and made a dash for the
deor,

He turned the handle—and the deor did
not budge.

Jimmy Silvér stared.

He wrenched at thie handle, and gave a
terrific palf; but stitl the door did not open.

He understood in a flash. He was locked
in—Smythe had done it, of coutse! Smythe,
not being able to go himself, had intended
him—Jimmy—to mias the brake,

Jimnty clenched his hands at the thought,

There was no time to waste. He picked
ap a chair, and battered on the door with
it, at the same time shouting for all he was
worth. Then he listened. No one came.

The whole of the Fourth Form was doubt-

down at the scate, seecing the team off.
> passage was empfly.

Surely someone would come up for him!

Jimpty ran to the window, which leoked
out on to the school chapel and the playing-
fields. The gate could not be seen from it.
No one was in sight.

Jimmy yelled agaln--this time out of the
window.

“Hi, hi, hit Belp! 3Murder!”

e

Anything to attract attention!

A loud énrra‘h startléd the junior.

it was the erowd cheering the departing
brake.

Jimimy took & deep hreath. Every second
was of value now,

He climbed out over the window-sill, and
grasped a pipe that ran down from the
sutter on the roof just at the side of the
window.

The study was on the second floor of the
school building, and the climb was a danger-
ous on¢, But he did not hesitate.

The pipe was somewhat fimsy, and eracked
oninonsly as the full weight of the sturdy
junlor hore on it. -

But Jimmy Silver did not flinch, and began
to ciimb gteadlly down.

Therc was 8 sudden
heneath. s

“Silver! What—what ave you doing?”

Jimmy stopped, and clung to the pipe, 1ook-
ing down. :

it was young Higgs of the Third, looking
up at him with 2 white face.

“Go bagk, Rilver, you ass! You'lt he
kitled!” shrilled Higgs.

“Rats!” roared back Jimmy. “1'm locked
in the study! Buzz around and tell the
fellows, and geb ¢he door open, Higgy,
qulck ®

Higgs stared up, open-mouthed.

“Buzz off, ¥ tell you ! roared Jimmy, “I'll
g0 back [ :

Higgs pulled himgell together, yelled
“Riglt-ho!” and rushed off, while Jimmy
Silver began to haul himself up the pipe
again to the window.

As he clambered over the sill, a crowd of
Fourth-Formers buried open the door and
rushed into the end study.

“Sitver!” gasped Peele. “Locked in! Why
haven't you %(me to St. Jim's?"

“Beeaygse I was locked in, ass!” hooted
Jimmy Silver. “How did you open the door?”
. “The—the key was in the lock outside,”
stuttered Peelé. “B-hut why?”

“0Oh, ratst” said Jimmy tersely. “Stand
aside, there! I'm ofi! How long have they
been gona?”’

“Apout five minutes,” sald Higgs.

“Goot! I ean caten them on my bike,
I‘}ost 'that letter for me, Higgs, there’s a good
chap!”

And throwing that troublesome letier to

shirill shout from

Higgs, Jimmy Silver dashed off down the
Fourth Form passage, followed by the
wondering glances of the amazed junjors.

Adolphus Smythe of the Shell was con-
spicuous by hLis absence.

Jimmy dashed to the eycle-shed and seized
his cycle. The back tyre was flat, but he
did not heed that. He jumped into the
saddle and pedalled off towards the gates at
furious apeed.

“8even minutes to nine! I shall just do
it he muttered, elancing up at the clock
in the old tower. “Have to buck up, though!
1'll slay Smythe for this when T get back!”

The subject of this kind thought had just
emerged from behind the cycle-shed, and was
watching Jimmy Silver's furious flight at
that moment.

There was a grin on the facé of Adolphus
Smythe as he watched the furiously pedailing
junior turn out of the gates and take the
road to Coombe.

“Y don't think you'll catch the train after
all, my bonnle boy " he remarked to himself
with a chuckle. “1f I don't go to St Jim’s,

1

you don’t, either!

Jimmy Silver, unconscious of Sinythe's
chuckles, pedalléd furicusly on.

“Bother that tyre!” he muttered, as he
bumped over the road. “This'll ruin the
tube, but—-"

Crack!

There was & grating sound, and the pedals
suddenly spun round uselessly.

Jimmy Silver gave s groan of despair.

His chain had come off and was lying in
the road. One gilance at it was enough to
show him that it was useless to try and
repair it in a few moments.” The nut had
somehow come off the ¢ohnecting-link bolt,
and the belt had falien out. It was hopeless
to start & hunt for a small boljy and a tiny
nut on the dusty road.

Jimmy Silver was «lmost daunted, but unot
quite. The very fates séemed to be working
against him, but he would not give in.

He glanced at his wrist watch. -

“Two minutes to nine! Perhaps the
blessed train will be late!”

Leaving the useless bicyele by the roadside,
the junior vaced off down the road as if on
the cinder-path. He knew he could not geb
to the station by nine o'clock, but if the
train were a few minutes late, he might
catch it. Trains at the little station at
Coombe often were late—more often than
not, in fact.

And on this particular morning the nine
o’clock train was no exception fo the rule.

It was late—some five or six minutes late—
but not late enough for Jimmy Silver.

He rushed an to the platform, panting and
breathless, at nine minutes past nine exactly
—just as the last coach of the nine o'clock
;Yas!disa.ppearing round the curve in the
ine

He had missed it?

The Rookwood junior ericket eleven would
have to meet §$t. Jim’s minus their captain.

The reflectioh was & bitter one to Jimmy
Silver. He sat down on a seat on the plat-
form, panting and furiocus. His thoughts
about Smythe of the Shell were simply
terrifie—for he realised now that the accident
that had happened to his bleycle was-to be
zllttﬂibuted to something more than mere bad
uck.

Add Jimmy Silver knew that there was
not another train for hours.

The little station had already settled down,
after the bustle the triin had caused, into
its usual state of sleepy calm, The sun
streamed down upon a sc¢éne of undisturbed
peate. A steady hpi, which the junior
recognised 88 the drpne of an aeroplane
engine, was almost thd ofily sound to be
heard.

Jimmy S8ilver got up wearily. He had
remembered his cyele lying beside the road,
and, angry and dis{irited as he was, he did
not want to lose ib,

“No train up before thé eleven-thirty, is
there?” he inquired .of the one porter, as he
passed oub of the station. =

“No, sir. Horry you missed the frain.
We kept it waiting a couple o' minutegs for

you, as the young gents said you was
comin®.” .
“You're a good sort, Wiggs. I—I was

delayed,” said Jimm
face. “It’s rottep, but ib can’t be helped,
1 suppose. Now I’ shall have to go by the
eleven-thirty.”

And the disappointed junior tramped ouf
of the station. _

Silyer, with a ¢louded

It was a cross-country journey to 8t.
Jim's. By taking the eleven-thirty, he could
not possibly get there in time to take part
in the match, He would have to be a spec-
tator only, 3

Brr! _Brr!  Brr!

. The drone of the aeroplane up above had
ingreased in sound, and Jimmy Silver looked
up with interest. The plane was approach-
ing very fast, flying low, and it was now
circling round the little station, as if un-
certain of its bearings. .

_ Lower and lower it came, till it was Hly-
ing at barely a hundred feet. :

“Coming down low to see the name of the
station, I suppose,” thought Jimmy Silver,
was the plane roared over his head. “1
wonder— My hat! It’s going to land!”

It was true.

The aeroplane swept over the road leading
to the school, and the roar of the engine
suddenly ceasing as the pilot switched olf,
the plane dived straight down into a grass
field just off the road, where it landed as
lightly as a bird.

Jimmy Silver had a couple of hours fo
spare, and he was vastly interested in aero-
planes. ;

He set off at a run at once, making a
bee-line for the grass field.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Sporting Offer.

HE aeroplane bumped along the grass
to a standstill, and the fluttering
_propeller ceased to revolve, A (tall
tigure in flying kit jumped out of

the after cockpit, while the pilot leaned out
of his seat scanning his engine with a prac-
tised eye.

“TThere’'s an oil-pipe gons, that’s why 1
landed here, old man,” said the pilot.
“She's lost a lot of oil, and made a bit of
a mess. We'll have to fix it up before we
set off again.

“ Right-ho!” said the passenger.

“We're quite neéar the school herc, as a
matter of fact—that’s Coombe station just
across the road. It’s only a walk down to
the school!”

“Well, we’ll just get the broken plpe
down, and I can take it to the village and
get it brazed while you walk along to the
school.”

“Rop, old man. Um staying with
till we get things fixed up!”

“Don't be an ass, Neville! I can manage
all right, and you'll be wanting to get along
to seé your brother at Rookwood.”

The pilot turnad to his engine, spanner in
hand, when the airman addressed as
Neville gave an exclamation. %

“Hallo! Whom have we here?
wood kid by his cap!”

It was Jimmy Silver.

“You are from Rookwood, kid?” asked
Naville.

“Yes, sir.”

you

A Rook-

“I'm an old Rookwood boy myself, and
I have a brother there now—was just going
to look him up, as a matter of fact. Do

vou know a fellow there called Nevilie.”

“Neviile of the Sixth? Rather!” exclaimed
Jimmy Siiver. “He's a Classical prefect
and a top-hole chap.” :

Jimmy looked at the airman with admi-
ration. He had heard of Neville’s brother
in the Réyal Air Force— a captain, and
holder of the Distinguished Flying Cress,

Captain Neville laughed cheerily. <

“You're a Classical yourself, evidently.”

“Yes, sir, I'm Jimmy Silver of the
Classical Fourth.” .

“I see. And doesn’t the Classical Fourth
at Rookwood do any work on Saturday
morhings?”’ sald the airman slily, “They
did in my time.”

Silver laughed.

“They do now, &lr, but the junior cleven
have an ‘away’ match to-day, and I ought
to be playing—but 1 missed the train.”

“Phew! That’s bad luck, kid! ‘Where's
the mateh?”

“ At St, Jim’s, in Sussex.”

“8p, Jim's! Hear that, Conway?”

“What's that?” said the pilot, who was
busy with the engine. He suspended his
operations with the spanner for a moment.

“Thig kid, Silver, of the Fourth Form at
Rookwgod, ought to be playing in a junior
cricket mateh at St. Jim’'s to-day, but he’s
missed the train.” )

.Tue Porurir.—No. 225.

#Make the Chums of Rookwood Your Chums ! You Can Meet Them Again Next Week !

'



10 The **Gem’’ Library has a Grand extra-fong story of St. Jim’s every Wednesday !

That's funny! T believe
plays in the St.

“st, Jim's, €h?
Wiy young brother, Gussy,
unln elewu

an old St. Jim’s bo\, sir?” said
Iver respectfully.
Perhaps you kanow my brother

“ Rather!
thicre—D'Arcy of the Fourth Formy

“1 kpnow him, sir—chap with an eyeglass!
e¢xid Jimmy Silver at once.

The pilot grinned.

“That’s him—regular young nut,

I

he is!”
Jimmy Silver had heard of D’Arey's
hrotiier. The pilot was evidently Lord Con-
way, the eldest son of the Earl of East-
wood.
“ Well

look here, young Silver, how do you
s'and?” said Captain Neville, laying his hand
on Jimmy's shoulder.” “Can you get over te
St Jim’s by the next train in time for
ilie mateh?”

- Afraid not, sir!
out me” -

“Will they beat St. Jim's all right without
vou?” went on Neville, with a sly glance
at the smiling Conway.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“1 hope so, sir, but—but I'm captain of
aur eleven, and St. Jim's juniors are a pretty
hot lot.”

*Oh, ecome, that's tco bad!” said Neville
seriously,. © Roukmoud,can‘t do itself justice
without its captain.” He looked thoughtful
for a memenb. “I say, {onway!”

“Hallo, old man?”

Captaib Neville stepped over to Lerd Con-
way, and the two conversed together in low
tones for a moment.

Then Lord Conway burst into a. laugh.

“Jt would be a sporting effort, by gad!”
he exclaimed. “How far’s St. Jim's from
here, I wonder?”

“Semething under a hundred_miles as the
erow flies,” answered Neville.

“JIs there a garage in this village, kid¥”
was the pilot’s next question.

“Yes,” said Jimmy. “I can take you to
it now. It's quite near.”

“Good! 'Then I could get some more oil
and gob the pipe Tepaired in aboub hLalf an
hour.?

“Then it’s a go?”

“Yes, I'll do it—if the kid's game.”
“Pm game for anything, sir,” said Jimmy
ilver stoutly.
Then would you like to fly over to 8t.
Jim’s and be in time for the match, after
all?” said Captain Neville, with a smile.

Jimmy Silver gasped.

“My hat! Fly over!”

“Yes! You can have my ﬁymg kit. I am
going to walk -over to the school and see
my brother when ‘we've fixed ‘up the
nmchiuen Lord Conway will: flip yon over to

Hnm's and eome back for me, What do
wu say?. Are you on?”

Jimmy Silver gasped again.

My—my only hat! It's ripping of you,
siv—top-hole !” .

“Then you're game, kid?” Lord
(-m\wa\, with a smile.

And Jimmy Silver promptly rephed

“What-ho "

THE FIFTH OHAPTER.
in Full Flight.

[ ONTACT !
Captain Neville stood
hands on the propeller, ready to

swing it over. Lord Conway was
in the pilot’s seat, and in the seat behind
hLim, m\eloped in Captain Neville's fiying-kit
and wearing flying-cap and gonzlen, s
Jimmy Silver, captain of tlie junior cricke
team at Rookwood, en route to-the St. Jim's
mateh by aeroplane.

it was barely eleven o’clock. The match
was due to start at twelve.

“Contact!” sang out Lord Conway, giving
back the word according to R.A.F. custom.

Swing.’

“Switch off I’ came from Captain Neville.

“Smtm oft !” repeated the pilot.

“Contact!”

“Contact t”

This time the skllfully swung “prop
produced a healthy rear from the engine, md
Jimmy Silver feit a great draught on the un-
pmte«‘teu pait of his face from the suck of

° the big “prop.”

Lord Conway waved his hand, and the
machine moved slowly off, “taxi-ing ” aeross
the field in order to get a good take-off into
the eye of the wind. (*aphm Neviile ran by
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sald Captain Xeville.

said
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the side of the machineg steadying her with
a hand on the bottom plane.

She w\npt round in a wide circle, and came
to rest, facing the wind, her big “prop”

revolving slowly. e

“All right, old man?” queried Neville.
“Look out for those trees when you take
oﬁ!”

“Right-ho!” shouted Conway cheerily.
“®ha i be back in a couple of hours, all being
well. 1’1l fly low over Rookwood before land-
ing, to let you know I'm back. So-long!”

Neville stood aside, and waved his hand to
Jimmy Silver as the engine guickened up to
a roar.

The plane began to bump. over the ground
faster and faster as she neared the hedge
at tho far side of the field.

Just. as Jimmy . Silver began to think a
collision  with  the hedge inevitable,. the
bumping suddenty ceased, and, leoking over
the side, the junior saw the ground appar-
ently receding from him at a rapid pace.

They were off !

Up, up rose the plane, “banking ” steeply
to the right as it climbed, so that it cireled
the field a couple of times until the pilot was
satisfled that his engine was running . all
right. Then away in a besline for the
county of Sussex and St. Jim's College.

The exhilaration of flying made the blood
dance in Jimmy Silver’s veins. He looked
over the side of the fuselage at the country
helow, spread out under his eyes exactly like
a map, criss-crozsed by hedges, roads, rail-
ways, and rivers till it looked like a huge,
irregular chessboard. In the distance he
caught a glimpse of the towers of Rookwood.
He wondered what the fellows there wonld
think if they knew that the acroplane which
they were doubtless watching was conveying
a junior of the Fourth ¥orm to a cricket
mateh almost a hundred miles away.

Lord Conway turned his head and shouted.
Jimmy Silver just eaught his words above
the roar of the engine and the whistle of the
wing in his ears.

“Four thousand! See if you can follow the
country on the map.”

Jimmy nodded, and began to study the
map mounted in front of his seat. Lord Con-
way was fying at four thousand feet, to
give him 2 chance of viewing the country
they were passing over, and recognising it on
the map. The junior was sufficiently
acquainted with the art of map-reading to
know that rivers and railways were the
easiest: landmarks $o pieck up; and, going on
this method, he very soon reeognised the
route they were following.

The engine seemed to be roaring away
quite leisurely to the junior, who, in his well-
protected seat, “had soon got used to the
sensation of flying. It was only when he
hegan to follow their progress from the map
that he realised the pace at which they must
be rushing through the air.

At the end of half an hour’s
were more than half-way there.

Lord Conway held on steadily, fiying on a
perfectly even keel, and keeping in a direet
line for St. Jim’s according to the map.

Jimmy Silver wondered whether he would
do one or two “stunts ” presently. But. the
pilot gave no sign that such a thing bad ever
entered his head. It was evident that Lord
Conway considered that he was taking enough
responsibility as it was by taking a junior up
without the express permission of the school
authorities.

Another twenty minutes passed, and the
plane still buzzed through the air with the
steadiness and more than the speed of a
railway train.

Then Lord €Conway turned
pointed down ahead of them.

““Pretty near now!” he shouted.- And
Jimmy Silver nodded and smiled, and kept
an eager watch on the country belnw.

The nose of the plane was pointing slightly
downwards now, and the speed increased
until the wind shrieked past the wires and
struts. Then the roar of the engine stopped,
and the plane began to glide downwards at
an easy angle. 'lhe pilot had switched off.

“We'll get down a bit!” shouted Lord
Conway. “There’s Wayland ahead—quite
near now!”

Jimmmy Silver ran his eye along the main
railway-line which the pilot had evidently
been following. Yeg; there was the little
town of Wayland, whence th«, branch line ran
to Rylcombe, thé station for St. Jim’s.

The pilot ‘switehed on the engine again,

flying they

round and
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and the plane came out of the y}ide‘ami
resumed an even keel again, - A couple of
minutes’ level flying, and Jimmy Silver eould
se¢ below him the old turreted buildings of
St. Jim’s.  And, yes, he could see whi
clothed figures at,reaming out from e
pavilion on to the wide green space of U,o
ericket field. The players were evidently just
coming on to the field to commence the
match.

Jimmy cer glanced at Lis wateh. It was
just twelve o'elock.
He was in time!

Lord Conway turned and smiled, pointing
downwards. He was cvidently thinking the
same thing.

H A]l 0.K.1” he shouted.
now! - Mind your cye!”

Jimmy Silver grinned and nodded.

“ What-ho!” he shouted.
lost in the roar of the engine.
Now began the descent—the most thrilling
part of that wonderful ride te Jimmy Sitver,

Lord Conway settled himself in his seat.
The height now was something under three
thousand feet.

With the engine full on, the nase of th
plane went down, down, urptil they w
diving at a steep angle and at terrific speed.

Then suddenly the pilot leaned back in
his seat and pulled the “joy-stick” right
back.

“Hold on!” came his voice faintly &gheve
the roar of ihe engine,

The nose of the machine rose swiftly until
it pointed directly upwards—up, up, the roar
of the engine suddenly fading away as the
pilot switched off at the crucial moment.

The hottom secmed to be falling out of
Jimmy Silver's world. Although he was
securely strapped in, he clutched the sides
of the frail machine as though his life
depended upen his grip.  Earth and sky
seemed to whirl round him in a fantastic
dance.

The machine hung in the air, upside down,
for what seemed an eternity, while the
junior held his breath, .

Then down she swooped, the engine cutt
in with a roar as she rezained her equilifriv
Then a series of steep “banks ” and exhilirat.
ing swoops earthwards, and the playing-fields
of St. Jim's seemed to rush up to meet
them. A last turn into the wind, and then
down in a long, geatle glide, with the pro-
peller fluttering gently, and the wonderful
machine landed on the level greensward as
gracefully and lightly &s a bird.

And almost before Jimmy Silver realized
that he had actually been “looping the icop,”
the- machine was at rest, and the checrs
from a crowd of juniors racing over the gr
towards the machine were ringing in his
ears,

Lord Conway turned a langhing face
towards the breathless junior as he pushed
hls goggles up on his forehead.

“How do you iike looping, youngster? I
thcught you would like me to do just one

‘stunt ’ hefore we landed.”

“It—it was grand—simply grand!” gasped
Jimmy. “1 wouldn't have missed it for
worlds!”

He wunbuckled his belt and eclafabered
lightly out of his seat, just as the crewd
of St. Jim’s boys came thwngmg up, full of
eager excitement lo see the airman who had
performed that thrilling “loop” before
descending.

There was a sudden yell of amazement from
two or three of the Rookwood cricket team
who had raced up with the crowd.

“Jimmy Silver! 1It’s Rilver!”

Jimmy Silver waved his hand and grinned.
He did not. wonder at their surprise.

“Yes: here 1 am, chaps! And in time,
I hope!”

“Trust the end study to get there some-
how!” chuckled Lovell. “%ood old Jimmy!”

There was a roar from all the Rookwooders
present.

“Good old Jimmy! Hurrahi”

Jimmy Silver was pouring out his thanks
to Lord Conway, while the playing-fields of
St. Jim's were rmgzmg, with cheers for the
daring young airman,

“That's. all right, kid,” sald Lord Cen
way, his pleasant face glowmg with good-
nature. “You're a young sport, yon know,
anyway. Better run along and get chanopd
for the mateh, hadn’t yoeu—what?”

Ve, rather—and thanks awfully, sir! It
was simply ripping!”

Lovell and Teddy Grace of Rookwood seized
Jimmy Silver and rushed him off towards the
pavilion,

“We'll get down

Look Out For it!
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“fust in time, old son!” said Lovell; almost
hugging his chum. “Mornington and
Dodd 4rg just going to opel the innings for
us. St. Jim’s are fielding.”

“Good egg!”

An elegant figure in gpotless flannels, with
an eyeglass screwed info his aristocratic eye,
stopped the burrying tric and ghook hands
warnly with Jimmy Silver,

it was Arthur Augustug D'Arcy, the swell
of the Fourth Form at St, Jim's.

“ (ool work, Siival, old top!” he exclaimed
ueartily. “Vewy sportin’ effort, your furnin’
up by aewopiaiie like this—whag?”

“Thanks}” grinned Jimmy. “If was your
brother, Lord Conway, who did the trick
ile's a gportsman, D'Arcy—a topper!”

“Bai Jove. My bwother Conway?”

“Yes. He's over there by the ‘plane!”

“Bai Jove! That’s wippin't Excuse me,
deah boy!”

And Arthur Augustus hurried on to greet
his brother, whe was pow walking round
iz machine, the engine of which was still
running gently.

“Hallp, Arthur{” sang out Tord Conway,
as the swell of 8t. Jim's hurried up, his eye-
zlass gleaming in the sun,

“Hallo, Conway, deah boy!
turnin’ up like this!™

“Yes; just fiipped young Sllver over from
Rookwood, as_he had missed the traln.”

“Vewy sportin’ of you, old man!”

“Thanks!” said Lord Conway solemnly.
“Vou playing in the mateh, Arthur?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tord Conway eyed his brother’s spotless
flannels. i

“Mind you don't spoil the crease in those
bags, old chap!” he said gravely,

“Weally, deah boy—-"

Lord Conway chuckled, and swung himself
into the machine again. 3

“Must get off now, I'm afrafd,” he said,
buckling the strap round him. “Got to go
back to Rookwood and pick up Neville. Sorry
i can’t stay longer!”

“Weally, Conway, you aren't goln® yet,
suahly?”

“Sorry, Arthur—must buzz off!” said Tord
Conway. “Just keep those kids back while
{ taxi to the other end of the fleld, will
you, Arthury”

“Yaas, wathah! But—"

“8o long, old man!”

There was a roar from the engine as the
pilot accelerated, and the blg plane began
to move off slowly over the ground.

D'Arcy Lkept the crowd back while his
brother mancuvred the plane inte position,
facing up-wind.

Then, with a roar, the engine speeded up,
the plane rushed over the smooth turf, and
then rose gracefully from the earth.

Lord Conway waved his hand as he flew
overhead, and Arthur Augustus waved grace-
fully back. There was a roar of cheering
from the St. Jim's fellows.

Lord . Conway's sportsmanship Iz bringing
the captain of a junior eleven over to play
in a erlcket match had won the hearts of
St. Jim's and Rookwood fellows alike, and
the fellows cheered him with a will as he
flew off.

“Hurrah! Hip-hip-hurrah!”

Then there was a rush back to the cricket-
ficld by the juniors, greatly elated by this
exciting prellminary to what bade fair to be
an exciting match, now that the Rookwood
side had been brought up to full strength by
Jimmy Silver’'s timely arrival.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
‘The Great Match.

THR Rookwood innings did not begin

Fancy your

too well.
Mornington had only made four
runs when he skied & ball from Jack
Blake, which fell into the safe hands of
Tom Merry, the St. Jim's skipper. Lovell,
the next man in. was clean bowled by Fatty
Wynn, the fat Welsh junior, for 2 runs. Van
Ryn gobt 6 before the demon Welshman got
him. Tommy Cook, who then joined his
chum Tommy Dodd at the wicket his
end up for some time while his partner
played some very pretty cricket, but finally
succumbed to one of Jack Blake's tempting
halls, which he put neatly into Noble’s hands
at mid-off. He retired with the score of 8

runs to his eredit.
Tommy Podd had taken 12 by this time, so
that the score was four wickets down for 32.

Tommy

] THZ MAM FROM THE CLOUDS ! Jimmy Silver unbuckled his belt and

aeroplane, just as a crowd of St. Jim’s and
There was a_sudden yeli of amazement from
them. % Jimmy Silver! It’s Silver !

clambered lightly out of the
l Rookwood juniors came up.

(See Chapter B.}

“Better go in yourself, old man, and geb
ths score up a bit,” said Lovell seriously to
Jimmy Silver. *“Wg're not dolng too well
That chap Wynn’'s a corker!”

Jimmy Silver looked thoughtful.

“I think I'll keep myself in reserve a
bit longer, in case apything happens to
Tommy Dodd,” he said. “He seems well set
in now; he's a hitter.”

But Contoy had bad fuck. A deadly ball
came down from Fabty Wyun, like a bullet
from a gun, and wrecked his wicket.

Putty Grace fared no better. The score
was still 82 for six wickets.

Jimmy Silver delayed no longer. He Joined
Tommy Dodd at the wicket, and the two
played merry cricket.

Runs now came freely, and the spirib of
the Rookwooders revived greatly. The score
was doubled by the time Tommy Dodd
snicked a fast one into the hands of Arthur
augustus D’Arey, at slip.

Sixty-four runs for seven wickets!

Tommy Bodd had run up the respectable
score of 24, and was received with great
applanse on his return to the pavillon,

Jimmy Silver's score stood at 20.

Selwyn joined him, and hit a 2, but Fatty
Wynn got his wicket two balls later.

Frroll then went in, and made a duck.
The demon bowler of St. Jim's was in his
best form.

Tommy Doyle was the last man fn, and
the score was 66.

He survived an over from Redfern, but
without scoring.

Jimmy Silver then had the bowling, and
hit out merrily,

Two 4's and two 2's, and then a 3, which
just failed to reach the boundary.

Tommy Doyle took a single from a fast
ball from Wynn, which was brilliantly fielded
by Figgins.

Then, facing Redfern from the other end,
he skied a ball into the hands of Kerr, the
Scottish junior of the New House at 8t.
Jim’s,

The Rookwood innings closed for a total of
85, of which 3 were byes.

Jimmy Silver’s score was 35, not out.

“Not so dusty!” remarked Tommy Dodd, as
the cricketers adjourned for the luncheon
interval, “We'll see what St. Jim's can do
after lunch.”

When play was resurned the St. Jim's first
innings produced the fine total of 105 runs,
chiefly owing to a splendid second-wickef
partnership by Tom Merry and Figgins, which
produced upwards of 5@ runs.

Noble, the Cornstalk junior, added another
twenty from his own bat.

Jimmy Sitver and Temmmy Dodd opened the
second innings for Rookwood. Rookwood
were twenty runs  hehind on the firsh
innings, and Jimmy wanted to leave nothing
to chance this time, :

But, alas! for his hopes of a léng partuer-
ship with Tommy Dodd! Fatty Wynn,
apparently revived by the lunch interval,
was in more deadly form than ever, and
wiipped Tommy Dedd’s middle stump out of
the ground after 10 rums had been put up
on the boara.

Jimmy Silver made a gallant effort, bab
the only other batsmen to stand up to Fatty
Wynn for any length of time were Conroy
and Mornington, who made 15 and 12
respectively.

Jimmy Silver himse!lf succumbed to the
demon Welshmanr when he had notched 30,
after a fine effort.

The total registered for the innings was
70 runs.

That left St Jim's with 51 to get to
win,

‘The 8t Jim's crowd were jubilant, but
Jimmy Silver’s face was very serious as the
Rookwooders streamed out to fleld for the
second time.

“Fifty-one to win!”
faithful ten. “It's
mustn’t let ’em get iti We've got to play
up, my sons, Gimme the bali!l”

And Jimmy Silver grasped the ball with
great determipation, while his team went
to their places with grim expressions on
their faces.

And then the junior captain of Roockwood
proceeded to do some wonderful things with
the ball.

Tom 3derry and Noble opened the St.
Jim’s innings; but after imaking 2 runs
Noble miss-hit a ball from Jimmny, who ran
up the pitch and caught it.

Caught and bowled, Silver!

D’Arcy’s wicket fell to Conroy in the next
over,’” and then Jimmy bowled Blake and
Redfern in quick succession.

Four, wickets down for 12 runs,

But Tom Merry was still in.

The junior captain of St. Jim’s was a
fine cricketer, and he was as determined
to win the match for St. Jim’s as Jimmy

said Jimmy to his
not much, but we

Silver was to win it for Rookwood. He
played careful . cricket and gave no
chances.” But the wickets of his faithful

followers went down like ninepins before the
deadly bowling of Jimmy Silver.
- TuE PortLar.—No. 225,
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The eighth St. Jim’s wicket went down
before a deceptive ball from Teddy Grace,
i‘xa the score of 35 was registered on the
boar .
Tom Merry was still in, and Figgins and
Fatty Wynn had still to bat, and St. Jim’s
lind 16 runs to make to win.
orge Figgins, the long-legged
aptain of the New House, came striding to
the wicket with a do-or-die expression on
his rugged face.

T ry gave him an anxious look.
Figgy, old boy!”

Pigeins nodded as he took centre,
“What-ho!” he exelaimed briefly.

Click!

The ¥

junior

flew from Teddy Grace's hand,
and F ns stepped out of his ground and
gave it a terrilic swipe.
‘here was a roar from
wd.

Boundary !”?

“Good old Riggy!”

“Bravo, New House!”

Tom Merry grinned.

This was what Figgy called playing care-
fully! But it was undoubtedly the stuf to
give them.

Jimmy Silver gave Grace an anxious look
that junior grasped the ball again,
Careful, Putty!” )

Putty Grace grunted.

“Right-ho! But this ehap's a blessed
Yessop 1” = :
Hle took a rum, and turned himself into a
sort of catherine-wheel.

There was a louder ciiek, as Figgins® bat
again met the ball with terrific force, and

the St. Jim’s

a still louder roar from the delighted St.
Fim’s erowd.
The ball flew between the flags, with

Fommy Dodd vainly chasing it.
*Well hit, sir!”
“ Another four!
“Hurrah!”
st Jim’s only wanted

tie, eight to win.

nd Figgins seemed to be determined to
every hall to the boundary.

iere was o gleam in Grace’s eye as he
took the ball in hiz hand for the next
delivery. He was called “Putty ” at Rook-
wood, but, for all that, he was not guite
o * s0ft ” as he sometimes pretended to be,
s a good-many juniors at Roodwood had
aiready discovered.

e took a run to the wicket, and just as
tie delivered the ball he slowed up almost
to a walk,

The ball left his hand in an innocent-
looking curve, and something like a groan
came from Jimmy Silver's lips as he saw
:.;mt, harmless-locking lob dropping through

e air,

Figgins almost chuckled as he saw it
eoming. To his eye, that easy-looking. ball
scemed booked for the boundary.

e jumped out of hizs ground, and his
swept through the air with a mighty
at the spot where the ball would pitch.

But the musical click of bat and ball did
not reward that mighty stroke. There was
a click, certainly; but it was made by that
innocent-looking ball coming into contact
with Figey's middle stump!

George gins was out, and he started
for the pavilion with a very surprised look
on his honest face.

“You ass, Figgy!” growled Tom Merry, as
Le passed him. *That was a googlie!”

“Blessed if I know what happened!”
muttered Figgins. I thought I'd hit the
thing; but—but it wasn't there!”

And Figgy strode fo the pavilicn.

The Rookwooders ¢rowded round Teddy
Grace, and Jimmy Silver patted him on the
back—hard.

“ Ahsolutely topping, kid!” he grinped.
“Fooled him all the way! You're a giddy
venius!”

~Bravo, Grace!” 3

Jimmy Silver seized the ball as Fatty
\V;;nn emerged from the pavilion—last man
ind

“Get to your places, chaps—mind your eye!
We'll do it or buast!”

Tom Merry faced the bowling.

Jimmy Silver gripped the ball, and sent
down o beautiful delivery, dead on the
wicket, which the hatsman played carefully.

At the next delivery the bowler was
approaching the crease when his foot ‘slipned,
and the ball sailed from his hand in an easy
curve.

There was a gasp of horror from the Rook-
wooders.
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Go it, Figgy!”

seven more runs

&

Th'e ball looked a dead easy one—and it
wag!

Tom Merry stepped coolly out to meet it,
caught it full piteh on the drive of his bat,
and lifted it te the boundary in fromt of
the pavilion.

“Well hit, sir!”

“Good old St. Jim's!”

“That’s the stufl to give ‘em!”

“ Hurrah {”

The cheers were deafenming, and the Rook-
wooders locked at ome another and at their
captain gloomily.

Jimmy Silver’s face was set and desperate.

It was sheer bad Juck that his foot had
slipped and caused him to send down that
easy ball, just when every run was invaluable
to the rival team.

“Three to draw,” he muttered—“four to
win! They sha'n’t do it!”

He sent down a sbraight bail, which pitched
a little short, and Tom Merry played for-
ward and drove it past Jimmy Silver's out-
stretched fingers.

“Come on!” he called.

Fatty Wynn rolled up the piteh just as a
smart- throw-in came from, Erroll.

Another run for 86, Jim's!

Three more for a win!

Fatty Wynn faced the bowling now. He
took a careful ecentre, and faced Jimmy con-
fidently, but with many an inward tremor.

Jimmy Silver sent down a fast ball, and |
Fatty Wynn .waved his bat in a panic—and

just suicked it.
It passed just out of reach of Tommy
Cook, and Conroy raced for it desperately.

“Come on!” yelled Tom Merry, dashing up
the piteh. :

Fatty Wyon flew for his life, and Conroy
hurled the ball im desperaticn for Tom
Merry’s end.

The hall crashed into the wicket just as
Tom Merry's bat clumped on the crease.

“How’s that?” roared the Rookwood team
with one voice.

“Not out!” came the calm voice of the
umpire, and a roar of cheering sounded from
every side of the ground.

“Well run, 8t. Jim's!”

“Good old Tommy!”

“Hurrah!”

Jimumy Silver picked up the ball and walked
baek to take his run.

The situation was desperate.

He had two more ba to complete the
over. Tem Merty was facing him, with one
run to geb to draw—iwo to win!

Jimmy Silver looked round his field des-
perately. His eye fell on Mornington, who
was fielding out in the country behind the
bowler. He motioned to Mornington to go
out deeper. Mornington oheyed, with a
gleam of understanding in his eye.

Jimmy Silver had decided on a desperate
expedient. Tom Merry was now well set, and
he had little hope ef bowling the St. Jim's
skipper hefore he had taken the two runs
necessary to give St. Jim’s the match.

WIN your holiday money! See page 2.

But Jimmy Silver had noticed tHat Tom
Merry's favourite stroke was a fing drive
straight on the leg side. The boundary was
a long way out in that direction, and that’s
what decided Jimmy Siiver to try his
stratagem.

He took a run, and bowled deliberately—
a ball dead straight on the leg stump, but
a half-volley—just the ball to drive.

And Tom Merry stepped out to it and
drove it!

There was an audible groan from the Rook-
wood team, and a yell of cxultation from
St, Jim’s as the ball flew swiltly into the air
well on the way to the boundary,

But suddenly there came a hush! For the
lithe figure of Valentine Mornington was
flying towards the ball on the very edge «f
the boundary.

On flew the ball, and on raced Morping-
ton, while cricketers and spectators alike
watehed withh bated Lreath.

For on that ball hung the whole issue of«
the mateh.

There was just a chanece that Mornington
would get there in time, and Morny strained
every muscle and sinew to do it.

And he got there, ;

He sprang desperately at the Dball as it
was passing over his head, his outstretehed
paim -came into- contact with the flying
Jeather, and the hall stuck there.

Mornington staggered on for some yards

with his hand stretched high above his
head, with the ball safely resting in ihe
palm.

It was a magnificent catch, and it had wen
the great mateh for Rookwood.

St. Jim's had lost by one run.

The Rookwood team carried Val Morning-
ton and Jimmy Silver shoulder-high to the
pavilion, where the St. Jim's team were the
first to congratulate them on their great
victory, like the good sportsmen they were.

And great were the rejeicings at Rookwood
when the victorious team returned with the
news of their exploits! In his elation Jimmy
Silver found it in his heart to forgive Smythe
of the Shell for his treacherous attempt to
keep him from the mateh. Butb the rest of
the team thought differently, and a severe
bumping was inflicted upon the shrinking
Adolphus before bed-time that night.

Jimmy Silver’s aerial trip to take part in
the St. Jim's mateh, and the sensational
result of the mateh itself, formed a mnine
days’ wonder in the junior school at Rook-
wood.

And even the great George Bulkeley, the
cantain of Rookwood, and hero of the fags,
sent for Jimmy Silver to hear the story at
first-hand, and gave it as his opinion that
it was “a very sporting effort.”

Whereat the satisfaction of Jimmy Silver &
Co. was complete.

THE END.

(Particutlars of wext weel’s fine Roolk-
wood Story will be found in page 2.)
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Trimble and Fatty Wynn of St. Jim’s, and Tubby

HMuffin of Rookwoed:
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MY CROO
MISFORTUNES !

By Sammy Bunter.
{Sub-Editor.)

S o last resauce,” said Dicky Nugent,

“I' give you a plaice in the
Second Form team, Sammy., We're
playing the Third on Satterday.
But let me make it clear at the cutset that
if you get & duxegg you'll be publickly
pulverised.”

S0 my pame went down on the list, and
1 biked over to Courtfield to get a suit of
flannels on the higher-purchase sistem.

When Satterday dorned I had high hopes
of making a sentury, and being carried
shoulder-high froms the field.

But these things don't always work out
as one antissipates.

The Third won the toss, and we had to
take the field. I asked Dicky Nugent where
we had to take it to, and he told me not
to be funny.

“Where do yon want me to field?” I
asked, -

“QOn, anywhere, so long as you keep oub of
the way. of the game!” was the cutting
reply.

T took up my position at decp-mid-off-cover-
point-square-leg, and awaited developments.
‘They soon came, ‘Tubb, of the Third, was
batting, and he skide the ball in my direck-
shun,

“Catell, Sammy!” shouted everyboddy.

But I Liad more respeck for my hands than
to attempt to hold that ball. I knew it
would brooze my nuckles if I tried to hold
it, so I promptly scooted out of the way

“Yah! Funk! Margerine-fingers!” shouted
the crowd. .

1 was very unpoplar. Jut ¥ was still
more o when it came to my turn to bat.

Young Tubb was bhowling. [Te only sends
down one straight one in about fifty. Dut
1 happened to get the fiftieth!

The ball took my middie stump clean out

of the ground, and one of the bails flew
up and hit the umpire on the nose.

There was a howl of skorn and deriszion.

“Qubt”

“Clean bowled for a duxcgg!”

“Mob him!

T fell into the
& vengean
me:

hands of the Fillistines, with
¢y punched me aud pinched
me and prodded me; and they

¢ lissen to my remark that even the
ezt batsmen get a duxegg sumtimes.

I sha'n’t play for the Seecord any more.
T shall offer my services tn the Remove. They
are hard up, I here, for a really brillyunt
batsman?

' Supplement £.3

ZIN YOUR EDITOR’S
DEN!

By Billy Bunter,

uiutudetntnintutninintntntnln

Y DEAR READERS,—~Now that

Harry Wharton has published

a Special Kricket Number of

- the “Greyfriars Herald,” does

he think for one moment I am going to
hold my piece? Does he think I shall
refrane from following in his footsteps?

I have just as much right to perduce a
Special Kricket Number as Wharton has,
and I can perduce such a clever one that
his will appear the work of & novvis by
komparison.

If you have salready read Wharton's
Kricket Number, don’t be alarmed, and
think you're going to have the same
thing over again. I never coppy or
cribb. This number of mine is as differ-
ent from Wharton’s as chalk from cheese.

Wharton got a duxegg the other day.
And yet he has the ordassity to air his
views on kricket!  This is, as Kuclid
would say, absurd. If you want to learn
goft,-you don’t go to a fellow who can’t
swing a clubb. If you want to learn
swimming, you don't go to a chap who
sinks like a stoan. And on that same
prinsiple, if you want to know anything
about kricket, you don’t go to a fellow
who makes a duxegg. You want some-
boddy who knows how to make senturies
—and I’'m your man!

I shall make a grate hit—not only on
the kricket-field, but with this number.
i feel it in my boans that it’s a real
“gam.” It will atiract you like a
“magnet "’y it will be ‘“popular”; and
there .will be many “chuckles ” about
it; and you will say, “‘Billy Bunter’'s
Weekly > is indeed the ‘boys’ friend! ”
There! Isn’t that jolly clever?

Pass this number on to all your kricket-
ing pals. - You had better take some
sergical bandages with you, bekawse they
are bound to split their sides!

A-dew until nest week, dear readers!
And don’t, for goodness’ sake, write and
tell ms thet my Kricket Number’s a
iroshl?

Yeour plunip pal,

YOUR EDITOR.

stetetetaseseatatet

By Tegldy Grace.

{The Humorist of Rookwood.)

When your chums are at the wicket,
playing grand, exciting cricket,
And the sun is blazing brightly over-

head;
When that porpoise, Tubby Muffin, in
the tuckshop sits s-stuffin’,
Till the worthy sergeant says, “You've
overfed !”
When there’s many a sturdy figure row-
ing strongly and with vigour
On a certain peaceful river I could
mention;
When the afternoon is topping, it’s appal-
ling to be stopping
In the Form-room, serving sentence of
Detention !

When you hear the crash and clatter of
the enterprising batter
As he hits the ball for 6 to the
pavilion;
When he means to go on smiting till the
scorer’s tired of writing,
And the runs that he has made exceed
a million;
When the bowler’s arm is tiring, and the
fieldsmen are perspiring,
And they’re longing for a stoppage or
suspension~— ;
Why, it makes you groan in anguish, as
you have to pine and lauguish
And endure the beastly ordeal of
Detention!

Though the world is bright and jolly, vet
to you it's melancholy
As you =it and grind out yards and
yards of Latin;
While the fountain-pen that lingers in
_your cramped, reluctant fingers
You would dearly love to change, and
grasp a bat in. )
I’s an absolute disaster, and you're
furious with the master
Who punished you that day for in-
atiention; ;
There’s a better way to punish than the
absolutely Hunnish >
And intolerable sentence of Detention!

Tag Porvrar.—~No. 225,
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AN AMAZING |

b
=i
Described by FATTY WYNN. g
jor Billy Bunter's ragtime eleven.
and the HERALD took place at Greyfriars. 1
knew the first thing about cricket. Bunter
It was a howling farce. I managed to make
The HERALD team batted first. They
the other end, had s¢ "CI of runs hit off
the scorer lost count.
Smith hit up a century. Then they deelared,
of it.  “We shall win hands down,” he said
Necdless to add, the very, first
stump career!
1 want to forget that ludicrous match as

The Greyfriars Herald.
But it is now too late for regrets.
w it will sound like boasting, but 1 was
& Co. were hopeiess.
a d;nzun rins, but got no support whatever
didn't seem quite at their ease with my
Rim. Moreover, he 1 sd no less than
The HERALD made 250 with only three
and I told Bunter we were in for the lick-
confidently. “You come in first with 1me,
ag bowled sent Dunter's middie
quiekly as possible.  But I will show you

B e
i WISH I had never comsented to play
The mateh between the WEEKLY
the only fellow in the WEEKLY team who
Itvw 't really a match that we played.
from the others.
bowling, but Biifly Bunter, who bowled at
thirty “wides,” and so many “no-balls ” that
wickets down, and both Wharton and Vernon-
ing ot our lives. But he would have none
Fatty, and I'li set you an example in century-
ing into space.
how many runs we made, just to give vou

an idea of the feam Bunter had got together.

W. G. Buaster, b. Singh - 0
3. L. Wynn, nob out - - - - 32
1. Trimble, b Singh - - - - 0
R. Muflin, b, Q%ingh - - - - - 0
8. Bunter, ran out - - - = 0
Waun. Lung, ¢. and . Cherry - {
A Todd, b. Cherr) o oy o e S
¥, T. Fish, ¢. Nugent b. Cherry - 0
It s isw. b Cherry "< = 1
S, Enoop, b. Singh SFaE mew M
Jicky Nugent, b. Cherry - - = 0

Total 13

There was only one rum score
my own eontribntion, snd it was
made it. He fiukily snicked the ball through
the slips, and we just managed a single.

Next time Billy Bunter asks me to play
cricket for his WEEKLY, I shall decline
without thanks! I want to forget sll about
that wrelelted farce as quickly as pessible.

Tue PoruLAR.-~No. 225.
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CRICKET T:RMS

EXPLAINED !

g By Monty Lowther.
(of the Shell, St. Jim's.)

B Teretatatacatatatatutazutetusnsel

“Cover point” is what a fellow does
when he sits down -on an inverted tin-
tack.

* * *

]

“Caught in the deep.” You often hear
this expression. It refers to a fellow who

catches him!
k3

“A long hop.” This is what Dercy
Mollish gives when he is being caned!

* » *
The term “‘Lb.w.” means, “Luck
becomes woeful.”
* #+ *»

“The middle stamp was .uprooted.”
This obviously refers to a visit to the
dentist !

* # *

“Tifty went up on the board.” Mr.
Lathom putting his pupils through a
course of arithmetie, evidently!

* *

“Tom Merry made a lovely ‘drive-.’
Either in the station hack or in Taggles’
wheelbarrow !

*

L
3

* *

“The hall got np awkwardly.” T ex-
pect it felt a bit confused at being

knocked down !
L3 #*

“The pitch was in good condition,
becanse it had been under the roller.”
Vet when we put Baggy Trimble under
the roller he complained that he felt quite
it

* ®
“No hall.” So I suppose they used
a piece of rag tied vound with string!

* & #

“Talbot passed his century.” And we
were always nnder the impression that
he was only fifteen!

* ¢ 3

“The field began to spread out.” First
time we knew that a cricket-field was a
contortionist !

*

*

* #*

“The umpire’s hand went up.” Evi-
dently a sign of surrender, when he saw
ihat ihe batsman was about to brain him
with the bat!

* *

% THE ENEMY OF
g GLOOM AND THE
DUMPS—

2
& ? :
& «Billy Bunter's Weekly.” §
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is bathing out of his depth, and a shark

A GIANT e PAST !

% (Captain of St. Jim’s.) %
tutuintututututncutnsniututnnniy

R URN up the records of 8t Jim’s
cricket—burrow into them until you
get as far back as the year 1895--
and you will come upon the name cf
Terry O’Connor. i

This fellow was captain of cricket, and
to smash all existing records seemed to be
his vision, his aim, and his ereed. Anyway,
he put up some truly amazing performances.

The record for schoolboy cricket is the
gicantic one of 617 not cut, made by A. E. 3.
Collins, who afterwards fell in the Great
War,

Terry O’Connor did not nearly approach
this feat, but he scored 220 runs in-ome day
and that’s “going some,” as our Americar
friends would say.

Collins, 1 believe, took thiree days to com-
pile his runs, so that O'Conmor's fedt
compares very favourably with it.

Have you ever heard of seven centuries
being scored in seven successive matehes?
Well, this is what Terry O'Connor managed
to do.  And in that season—the season of
1805—8t., Jim’s won every single match,
There wasn't even a drawn game.

But 0'Connor's brilliance did net begin and
end with his batting. He was a great all-
rounder. He was at home in any position
on the field, but his greatest success was
at cover-point. It was fatal to put a bail
in the air anywhere ncar Q'Connor. High
or low, he would snap it up with one hand,
and toss it coolly back to the bowler, quite
impervious to the frenzied shouts of “Well
held, sirt”

At flelding, too, O'Connor was great. He
would stop the ball when it was travelling
at a velocity which would have scared most
fellows. And his returns to the wicket were
models of deadly accuracy,

O’Connor could also keep wicket very com-
mendably, and whenever his side was in a
tight corner he went on to bowl, But this
was seldom necessary.

Some cricket scribe has said: “ The sucecess
of a cricket team depends on its captain.”
1 do not wholly subscribe to this view, he-
cause you might have an ideal captain and
an indifferent set of players, But I will say
that Terry O’Connor was -one of the mos$
popular eaptains the school ever had,

1 wonder why it is that so many of ihese
brilliant super-cricketers fizzle out after they
leave school? When O’Counnor left, he was
never heard of again. One can only con-
clude thap he took up a profession which
did not allow him any time off for cricket.

It would be very nice if O'Connor were to
pay us a surprise visit ome of these days.
Perhaps he will. If so, he will see that
the high traditions of St. Jim's cricket are
being worthily upheld by the fellows of the
present generation.

[Supplement 1.

Another Special Issue of Our Mirthful Supplement Next Week !
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between St. Sam’s School and
Clarchaven College.
Clarehaven had batted first,
and made 200. :

St Sam’s were now batting, and their
‘eeore was 101 for nine wickets. So if
vou are any good at mathematticks, you
will see that St. Sam’s rekwired cggs-
actly 160 runs to win, and there was only
one more man to go in.

This was Slogger of the Sixth.

et us focuss our attention on Slogger
for a moment, for he is the sentral figger
in the grate dramma,

Vou will behold a big, beefy, brawny,
Lerly fellow, with a little mistosh, about
seventeen years of age. (I mean, Slogger
was about seventeen—mnot his mistosh !)
t. Sam’s had never yet lost a match.
And Tl tell you why. Slogger had a
magic bat—a bat with which he could do
nothing wrong.

1t - didn’t matier weather St. Sam’s
ed a duzzen to win, or a hundred,
or five hundred. Slogger always nocked
off the runs.  The ball, diveckly it hit the
magic bat, would go -sailing over the
pavilien roof.

So the St. Sam’s fellows were not dis-
mayed on this occasion. They knew they
would win.

Slogger always went in last, and be
always did the needful.

“Man in!” said Billy Blythe, the
skipper of St. Sam’s. ‘“Go along,
Slogger! Youwll soon nock off that
hundred !?

Slogger grinned as he buckled on his
pads.

“My magic bat will do the trick,” he
said. ~And he hastily picked up the bat,
which lay alongside him, and hurried out
on to the playing-pitch.

The specked taters cheered him to the
echo.

“Good old Slogger!”

“Only a hundred wanted !”

“Let's see some fireworks!”

Slogger took his stand at the wicket.
ile was cavelessly confident. He knew
he wouldn’t bave to worry about making
any strokes. The magic bat would do
all the work for him.

ﬁ KRICKET match was in progress
4

The bowler took a swift run- and
serewed himself up like a catherine-
weal.

3 o
Supplement [il.}

Look Out for a

DICKY NUGENT,

Of the Second, Greyfriars.

The ball came wizzing along the turf,
and then, to everybody’s dismay, it
nocked the middle stump clean out of
the ground!

“Jlow’s that, umpire?”

“Ha, ha! I rather think it's out!”
chuckled the umpire.

There was a look of blank bewilder-
ment on the face of Slogger of the Sixth.

This was the first time the magic bat
had ever let him down. Iie couldn’t
understand it.

On his way to the pavilion he in-
speckted the bat very closely, only 1o find
that it wasn’t the magic bat at all.

Somebody had removed the magic bat,
and substituted a common or garden
one !

Slogger was simply furious.

“1 have been duped, diddled, dished,
and done!” he shouted.

“What’s the trouble, old man?” asked
Billy Blythe.

“Somebody has taken away my magic
bat and put this retched lump of wood
in its place. No wonder I got a duxegg!
No wonder I was bowled first ball 1”

There was quite a sensation among the
crowd. The question, “ Who done 1t?”
passed from lip to lip.

Then up spake Prior of the Fourth, a
follow who was always poking his nose
into everything.

“T say, Slogger, I think T know who
changed the bats!”

Slogger seezed the speaker by the
collar and shook him like a rat.

“8peak up!” he hist.

“Yow-ow-ow | Don’t shake me up like
a Dblessed dice-box!” wailed - Prior.
“YWhile you were fielding, Slogger, I saw
the Hexnd sneak up to the pavilion- 3

“The Headl”

“Yes. IIe had a bat in his hand, and
he walked very fertively, as if he didn’t
want to he seen. When he came away
from the pavilion, a few minnits later,
he had another bat in his hand, but it
was a different one.”

Slogger veleesed the skwirming Fourth-
Former.

“Thanks for your information, Prior,”
he said. “I'll go and tackle the Head at

once !”

And he rushed away to the Head's'

study. 3 P
Dr. Benjawin Birchington, Bachelor

of Hearts, was seated at his desk, reading
the Works of Thewsiddydees. He looked
up with' a start as Slogger burst into the
room.

“ Where's my magic bat, you rotter?”
hooted Slogger.

The Head turned pail.

“T—I—I——" he stammered. #

“You've taken it!” roared Slogger.
“Don’t dare to deny it! I can tell by the
gilty look on your face.”

The Head burst into tears.

“I—1 own up!” he sobbed.
me what done it.” .

A paneful silence rained in the Ilead's
study. . -

“Why did you do it, you mizzerable
sneek-theef 7 demanded Slogger.

“Well, it was like this,” wimpered the
Head. “I was fed-up with your magic
bat. Three times this seezon you've hit
the ball on to my glass summer-ause,
and busted it. I couldn’t stick it any
longer. 8o 1 desided to swep your bat
for another, so that you wouldu't be able
to make any more big hits.”

“ And my bat—my magic bat

With a drammatick jesture, the Head
pointed to the fireplace.

“Behold the last dying embers!” he
said.

Slogger fairly choked with rage.

“You mean to say youwve had the
awful cheek to burn my magic bat?” he
roared.

Slogger danced to and fro like a cat on
hot brix,

“T hardly know how to deal with you,
you rotter!” he said. “It’s only your
gray hares that protect you from a jolly
good hiding. We were licked this after-
noon by Clarehaven—and all through
vou! When T tell the fellows what
you've done, I eggspect they’ll make you
run the gorntlet !”

“Don’t—don't tell them !” pleeded the

Jead. ‘‘Keep mum about it, Slogger,
and T'll eggscuse you from lessons for the

rest of the term!”

Slogger fell in with this arrangement.
He kontented himself with tweeking the
ilead’s nose, and then he marched out of
the study. But it will be a long, long
time before he recovers from the loss of
his magic bat.

1 was

o33

THE END,

;3
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Every instalment of ** The Outlaw King ' will thrill you!

ROB EENRICK made a great sensation when he arvived so dramatically at Si, Jim's, but his strange refusatl

to play for his scheol, for the first match of the season, muade him the mosl unpopular jellow in the form.

He

is made an outcast by all but one fellow. That fellow is Reginald Talbot, ywho befeiends the boy who is under

a cloud !

SHUNNED BY THE SCHOOL!

b 5
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The House Match.
i UCK’S-EGGS ‘are cheap to-day!”
George Figgins, the captain of
the New House eleven, chuckled as
_ he gazed after the retreating figure
of Bob Kenrick, the new boy.

The first House mateh of the season had
just started. Tom Merry, winning the toss,
had opened -the School House iunings with
HKenrick, And the new boy's stumps had been
spreadeagled by Fatty Wynn.

“§o that's the marvellous ericketer—the
fellow whose pame and photo were in all
the papers—the brilliant boy batsman who
was llonised by the British public?” sald
Dick Redfern. < Well, 1 don’t think much
of him.”

Tom  Me gripping his  bat-handle
fiercely, glared after the mnew boy as the
tatter walked slowly hack, amid hoots and
hisses, to the pavilion.

“The cad deliberately let us down!” he
srowled, “He could have made fifty, even off
Fatty Wynn's bowling, if he had cared.”

“Then why didn't he?” asked Figgins.

“Because he wanted to go off and play for
a professional team this afternoon, and we
wouldn't let him. We insisted on him turn-
ing out for the School House. And this is

ow he takes his revenge! He deliberately
woes and gets a ducki” .

“Traiter to his side—what?” said Kerr.

“Yeg, - I've just called him a traitor to his
face, and he resented it, and wants to fight
me,” said Tom Merry., ¢ Well, hie shall have
his opportunity. If he badn't challenged
me to fight, T should have challenged him!”

Tom Merry was very ry. and he looked
st. His handsome face was clouded over. e

; furious with Bob Kenrick for having
siven such a wretehed exhibition at the
wicket. A fag in the Second would have put
up & better show. ¢ 3

Bob EKenrick had come te 8. Jim's with
tlie reputation of heing the most briltiant boy
hatsman in the land. Much to the disgust
of his schoolfeltows, he showed no desire to
play for St. Jim’s. Instead, Kenrick had
joined Wayland Wanderers, a team of paid
players. He seemed to prefer playing cricket
for money rather than for sheer love of the
cgame.

" That very afternoon the new boy had tried

cape to Wayland, to play for the Wan-

> But Tom Merr Co. had forced

to come batk a7 ake part in the

e match, A bat had peen thrust into

Kenrick’s hand, and he had been hustled on
to the pitch.

Great things were exped®ed of thls youth-
ful prodigy. Had he made a ceunbury nobody
would have been surprif®l. But iie had not
taken a single run.

1t looked for all the world as if this was
Kenrick's revenge for heing forced to play.
“Man in!” said Figeins, !
Trr PorurLar.—No. 225,

; MARTIN CLIFFORD.

{ Author of the fine storvies of St.
Jim’s now appearing in the “Gem.'’)

Talbot took the new boy's place at the
wicket. He played out the rest of the over
very cautiously. Steady batting was essential
now if the School House were- to redeem
their bad start.

It was now Tom Merry's turn to take the
bowling. He was up against Koumi Rae,
and the dusky Indian knew a thing or two
about bowling.

Tom Merry was in no mood to play careful
cricket. He could not bring his thoughts to
bear on the game. He wag thinking of Bob
Kenrick and of the fortheoming fight, and he
was flustered and nervy.

Koumi Rao took a short, swift run, and
sent down a scorcher. The batsman mis-
timed, it badly, and the ball just shaved his
off stump.

“Narrow squeak, that!” sald Lawrence, who
was keeping wicket.

Tom Merry tried to pull himself together.
But his gaze persistently wandered to the
pavillon, and to Bob Kenrick, who had now
thrown himself into a deck-chair—a solitary
figure, remote from his schoolfellows.

Down came Koumi Rao’s second delivery,
sure and switt and deadly. Tom Merry failed
to get the full face of the bat to it, and
Lie sliced the ball on to his wicket.

“How's that?”

It was a superfluous question. The middle
stump lay flat, with the other two sprawling
over it.

Loud cheers from the New House sup-
porters! Deep groans from the School House
partisans!

Tom Merry, with anything but an angelic
expression on his face, strode back to the
pavilion. He blamed Kenrick for his down-
fall. - If the new boy had played the game,
Tom would have had no cause to be flus-
tered. A

Jack Blake followed on, and he and Taltbot
began to put a hetter complexion on things.
The New House bowling was very good,
and the fielding was keen end clean. But
the score crept up slowly, and twenty runs
were on the board before the Talbot-Blake
partnership was dissolved.

Blake, trying to snatch a  single,
smartly threwn out by Dick Redfern.

“Three wickets down!” chortled Figgins.

was

“1f we can only shift Talhot, we shall have
the whole side out for under fifty.”
Dick Redfern glanced towards the
shading his eyes with his hand.
“Who is this coming forth to the sacrifice?”
he said.

pavilion,

“Unless my aged eyes deceive me,
Shatter his stumps,

“T'Il do my best,” said the Falstall of the
New House.
i Augustus came across from the

=

pavilion, took his stand determinedly before
the wickeb, and faged the howler.

No historian likes to record painful scemes.
But be has to stick to facts. And the
melancholy fast was that Arthur Augustus

To Al Clouds There’s a Silver Liring | Read About

'

was clean bowled by the very first ball Lie
received. Z

Gussy could hardly be blamed for his
failure. That particular bali of Fatty Wynu's
was unplayable, It broke clean into the
wicket from an unexpected angle; and sent
the bails dancing in the air,

Arthur Augustus surveyed the wreckace
with a loock of blank amazement. j
“0Oh, bal Jove!” he gasped. *This
weally wemarkable! I—I suppose I'm out?”
“I suppose sc!” assented the nmpire, with

grin.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With a dazed expression om his noble
countenance, Arthur Augustus beat a retreat
to the pavilion.

The New House were tasting the sweetz of
success. But their appetites were not vet
appeased.

Talbot refused to be shifted, but in spite
of this the School House were dismissed for
less than fifty. The total was 46, and Talbot
had made half the runs off his own bat.

“Well, if we can’t pass that paltry total.”
sald Figgins, “I'll give up cricket, and starb
keeping white mice!”

Now came the tea interval. Bob Kenrick
dild not join the rest of the cricketers as
they sat down at the tables under the trecs.
Like Eugene Aram in the poem, the new boy
sat remote from all. He was looking very
dejected. As in the case of all sensitive
fellows, scorn and contempt stung him. And
there could be no doubt that the St. Jim's
fellows regarded him as a traitor to his side.

“If we lose this match, Tom Merry wiil
blame me!” he mubtered. “But we sha'n't
lose it—oot if I can help it! If only 1 can
take a turn at bowling——"

But when the School House players took
the fleld, Tom Merry did not ask Kenrick to
bowl. He didn't dream of doiug so. He
was afraid that Kenrick would bowl as badly
as he had batted—that he would continue
to let his own side down.

Bob Kenrick was detailed to ficld on the
bhoundary line. He hoped that some eatches
might come his way, so that be could show
these fellows that he was really trying.

But the New House hatsmen kept the ball
on the carpet. They seiit up no “skiers.”

Figging and Redfern opened the innings.
And they batted briskly and with eonfidence.
Indeed, it seemed as if they would win the
match _on their own, without the help of
their Housemates.

Dick Redfern wag in great form. Three
times in succession he hanged the ball to
the houndary, and the New House supporters
went wild with delight.

The geore rose by leaps and bounds. When
it renched 40 Figgzins was eleverly caught by
Arthur Augustus D'Arey, in the slips. Buj
Kerr came in, and he and Redfern soon hib
oft the requisite number of ruas to give tha

is

&

New House thue victory.

“Kenrick Next Week §
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When Redfern made the hit,
there was a roar of applause.

“Bravo, Reddy!”

“Good old New House!”

“'Which is cock liouse now,

Tom Merry frowned.

“Jt's all the fault of that beastly
Kenrick !” he remarked. “If he had
to play the game, the New JHouse
never have got out so el 1

“That's ¢ Manners
wants a hiding!

“And he’s going to get one, tool”
Fomr Merry grimiy.

winning

%

Merr

traitor
chosen
would

“The fellow

said

“You'll have it out this evening, in the
gym, I supr 97 said Jack Blake, ag the

School House S eamo
“No- lere and now!” the reply.
“A serap with bare fists, Tomsny?” said
fonty Lowther, a trifle breathlessly.
“Yes—unless Kenrick would prefer
gloves i”

Quite a crowd had collected in front of

kid

the pavilion. Bob Kenrick was there, and
_'Tom Merry strode up to him.
“Now, you ead!” he said fiercely. “You

challenged me to a serap, and I'm ready for
you right away!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Fight in the Pavilion.

: OB KENRICK flushed.
“If youwd liké to apologise
ealling me a traitor 7 he began.
Tom Merry's lip curled scornfully.
“Trying to wriggle out of it already,” he
said. “I've no intention of apologising.
What is there to apologise for? You are a
traitor, and you know it!”
“llear, hear!” said Mapners. “And now
he's trying to back out of the fight!”
“Nothing of the sort!” said Kenrick
hotly. “But just because a fellow hap-
pens. to get a duck’s-egg——"
“You did it deliberately!”
lake,
“tnat’s a liel”
“My hat! 1f you accuse me of lying, I'l}

for

shouted Jack

kneck your head off!” said Blake wrath-
fully.
“stand back, deah boy!” said D’Arey,

drawing Blake back by his ericket belt.
“You mustn't queeah Tom Mewwy’s piteh,
you know!”

“Wish I had the handling of the cad in-
“stend of Merry!” growled Blake. )
: Tom Merry was still glaring at the new
boy.

“jfave you anything else to say, before
we get to business?” he demanded.

“Only this, 1 didn’t delibetately let the
team down. The reason 1 got a duck was
that I played with a strange bat. 1 wanted
my own, which I'm thoroughly used to, but
you wouldn’'t let me go and get it. I'm
like a fish out of water when I'm without
my bat. Consequently I came a cropper!”

Tom Merry gave a snort.

“Do you expect me to believe that?” he
said. “Because I don’t! It’s just an ex-
cuse. You're supposed to be the bhest
ericketer in the land for your age and yet
you can't score in an ordinary Iouse
match!”

“1 don't think that's anything to go by,”
interposed Talbot quietly. “Even Jack
Hobbs +gets a duck sometimes!”

Tom Merry turned on the speaker almost
fiercely.

“Arz you sticking up for this cad?’ he
exclaimed. .

“Net  exactly!” said Talbop. “I don't
approve of him going off to play for a team
of pro.’s. It’s rank disloyalty to the school.
But I think he’s teliing the truth about the
duek he got this afternoon. I don’'t believe
it was done intentionally, out of revenge
for being foreed to play.” ;

“d'hank you for that, Talbot,” said
Kenrick.

But in all that throng he found no one
clse who had a good word to say for him.
In every face he read scorn and accusation.

“ Are you ready, Kenrick?” growled the
Leader of the Shell.

“Quite!” said the new hoy, throwing him-
seif into a fighting attitude.

“Wait a minute!” called Manners, in
alarm. “You can't scrap here, Tommy!
You're right in the public eye. " Better come
inside the pavilion.” .

It was a sensible suggestion,
juniors crowded into the building.
. Tom Merry and Bob Kenrick faced
other in their flannels.

Bob

and the

each
It was to be a bare-

The Secret of

fist bout, reminiscent of the days of the
Corinthians.

There seemed little to ehoose between the
two juniors. Kenrick was slightly taller,
but he was less sturdy.

The crowd loogked on with eager interest,

wondering what was going to happen,
Tom Merry’s reputation as a - fighting-mnan

was well known to themi. Bob Kenrick was
an unknown gquautity. The newspapers had
been full of his prowess as a cricketer, but
no mention had been made of his boxing
abilities.
X onty Lowther appeinted himsell master
of the ceremonies.

“Retter split it into rounds,” he said.
“Fach round three minutes, with a ininute
rest’ in between.”

“Oh, cut out the formalities, and let’s
start!” said Tom Merry impatiently.

« Al serene, Tommy. Time!”

Tom Merry led off with his left. He

forced the fighting at the outset, and Bob
Kenrick retreated step by step, warding ofi
a shower of blows.

For a full minute Tom Merry
and the new boy successfully covered
But Tom Merry broke through his guard at
last, and got home a real *pile-driver ¥ o
the jaw.

“ Hurrah!”

“That's the stuff, Tommy!”

“Let him have it hot!”

There was nobody to cheer the new hoy
on. Talbot' was partially sympathetic. lle
was a study-mate of Bob Kenrick, and he
felt drawn towards him, in that strange
fashion in which people like one another
without quite knowing why. But even
Talbot had to admit that 'the new boy’s
conduct w not sportsmanlike. He had no
right to play for a professional team when
his own school had need of his services.

Another smashing blow from Tom:* Merry
knocked his opponent into the spectators,
who had formed a human ring.

The fellows jumped clear, expecting to
sce the new boy land on the floor in a heap.

But Kenrick made a wonderful recovery,
and returned to the fray.

“Bai Jove! The boundah's got plenty of
pluck!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D"Arcy
half-admiringly. “He may be a twaitah, but

attecked,

he isn’t a coward.”

up. |,
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“Time!” called Lowther.

Tom Merry, his face unmarked, dropped
;lr;to the chair which Manners held ready for
im:

Bob Kenrick was not unscathed. A dark
bruise was forming over his cheek-bone.
And his left eye was half-closed. He
totiored rather unsteadily gn his feet, and
would have remained stdnding, had 1ot
Talbot found him a chair, and pushed him
into it.

“1 pelieve Talbot's hand in glove with the
rotter!” id Aubrey Racke, with a sueer.
Talbot faced tound upon the speaker.

« Another word from you, Racke, and
vou'll go out of this pavilion on your neck!”

he sald.

Racke, knowing Talhot to be a hard hitter,
wisely subsided.

Tom Merry; fidgetting in his chair, chaled
and fumed 2t the minute rest which Monbty
Lowther had ordered. Ile was eager to
finish off the job which he had started so
well.

Keurick, on the other hand, badly
needed the respite.

Talbot feteched a damp sponge, and
applied’ it to the new boy’s face. He knew

lie was making himseli unpopular by per-
forming these ministrations. But, Talbot
had a strong sense of fair play. He didn't
see why Bob Kenrviek should be denied the
attentions he so badly needed.

The minute’s’ rest seemed like five to
Tom Merry, and like a few seconds to his
opponent.

Monty Lowther called “Time!” aud they
were at it again, hammer-and-tongs.

Kenrick stood  his ' ground this time.
There was no retreating round the ring.
Tor the first time, he “started to attack,
and there was plenty of ginger in his
blows. Tom Merry parried some of them.
Others he was unable to dodge, and they
landed on his face and chest with terrific
force. Mo was more surprised than hurt.
Ife had not expected this sudden revival on
the part of his opponent.

Three minutes of hard fighting, with 1o
quarter asked or given—that summed up the
second round. i

Honours had been pretty even in this
round. But Tom Merry showed fower signs
of wear and tear thah Kenrick. The latter

W il

to an end in the fifth round.

THE FIGHT IN THE PAVILION! The long and bitter struggle was brought

Tom Merry landed a smashing blow to the
temple whidh utterly dazed Bob Kenrick.
treated backwards, groping feebly with his hands, Tom followed up with
a straight left which sent the new boy reeling to the floor.

He staggered, and, as he re-
(See Chapter 2.)

Bob Kenrick is Brought to Light Next Week !

i
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had received heavy punishment, for he had
almost entirely neglected his defence. And
when Tom Merrs hit, he hit hard.

“Buck up, mmmy' said Manners, as he
fanned his chum's face, “Time you put
him en his back, you know!”

“He's pumn" up a bétter show than I
expected,” panted Tom Mem
“But you've got him beat,”
“He won’t last anobher round!
But Manners was Wrong.
For two further rounds of hammer-and.
tongs fighting, Bob Kenrick kept going.
_Physieally, the fellow was all buf_
“whacked,” and it was hiz fighting spirif
that kept him on his feet. Kenrick’s will-
power was wonderfal. . It was a glowing
example of the triumph of mind over

matter.

At the end of the fourth round, the spee-
tators began to look anxious. Kot that
they thought Tom Merry to be in danger of
-defeat, It was the battered appearance of
the fighters that made them anxious. Both
were in a sorry plight.

- “Look here, this ought to stop!” said

lebot
“l'm going to lick him!” muftered Tom

Merry, between his set beeth

“But your face¢, deah boy!"
Arthu? Augustus,

“Eh? What's the matter with my face?”

“It looks as if It had been undah a steam-
woljah "

“Doés Kenrick's Took any better?”

- “Gweat Scott, no! Tf this sewap goes en
much iong}ah, we sha'n't be able to wecog-
nise him?

Tom Merry fnststed upen going on. And
Kenrick showed no desire to throw up the
spouge, though by this time he was a wredk.

But the lomg and bitter strumgle was
brought to an end in the fifth round.

Tom Merry landed a smashing blow to the
temple which utterly dazed Bob Kenrlck. He
staggered, and as ‘he retreated backwards,
groping feebly with his bands, Tom Mern
followed up with the knock-out blow. ' It was
a stralght left, which took Kenrick full in the
chest, and sént him reeling into the arms of
Talbot.

“All over!” sald Monbfy Lowther, in tones
of great relief. “You couldn’t have gone on
hammering at each &ther much longer, you
know !

There were cheers for Tom Merry, but they
were subdued. The fellows hiad become awed
by the ferocity of the encounter. Fights
with bare flsts were the exception, rather
than the rule, at St. Jim's. And seldom
had the fellows seen such heavy punishment
given and received as in this bout.

But Tom Merry had been determined to
punish the fellow whom he believed to be &
traitor; and now that it was over, he put
cit his blazer and walked rather groggily
from the pavilion. 5

Bob Kenrick lay limp and inert in

Talbot's arms. He had fought with great
pluck, though everyons had foreseen what
the end would be.

The new bhog's lips moved.

“Licked!” he muttered.

“But you were game to the last,” said
Talbot. “And, anyway, there’s no disgrace
in being licked by Tom Merry. He's the best
figating-man in the 8hell. Better come along
with me to the bath-room. You'll need to
take things quietly for a bit after this.”

With a great effort Bob Keunrick pulled
himself together, and tottered from the
pavilion, leaning heavily on Talbot's arm.
They passed through a throng of their
schoolfellows amid & frozen silence.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Qutcast of St. Jim's!

66 7 OU'RE a queer beggar, Kenrick!”
It was Talbot who spoke.

Twenty-four hours had elapsed

since the fight in the pavilion,

though Bob Kenrick's face still bore obvious
traces of the encounter.

The new boy was deep in the armchair in

said Manners.

protested

Study No. 9. reading a book, when Talbot
came in. Talbot regarded him curiously.
““4s I say, you're a queer begegar!” he
repeated.

“Don’t!” sald Kenrick,

“Eh?” .

“Don’t you know that I'vo been sent to
Coventry?  Youll share my own fate if

vou're caught speaking to me—you'll be bhoy-
cotted by all the fellows.”

Talbot smiled.

Tur PoruLar.—No. 225.

-offended,

“I'll risk that,” he sald, “Look here, Ken-
riek, L ean't quite e you out, I don't
believe you're half biack ag you are
painted—in fact, I don't belicve you're black
at all, You're a stunning t‘rzeke‘ier i ku{m,
and a good cricketer i« genemllv a goou
sportsman, in the broader sense. Bub thére’s
some mystery ahout you—s few things that
want explaining. { don’t waunt to pry into
30111‘ private “ﬁa,r\ but——""

1o ahead!” Kenrick, “I sha'n’t be
You’ re the only feliow Lere who
has gone out of his way to be decert to me;
and an,yway, it’s a treat te have soméone td
talk to,””

Taibot dropped into a chair ¢pposite che
new boy.

“You've behaved jolly curiously from the
start,” he said. “lInstead of coming to St.
Jim’s by train, you walked—walked all the
way from Winchester! We asked you why
you did it, nnd vou said it was to save the
z;ulm,,w fare. S0 ev erybody jumped to ths
conclusion that you were mean.”

Kenrick nodded.

“Then you happened
window, when we were 1
quad,” Talbot went on. “And you didn't
otier to pay for a néw pane of glass. That
incident was taken as further evidence of
your imneas,

“That’s s0.!

“And theén, to érown everything, vou go
and join a team of paid prui’euzomh rather
than play for your school,” said Talbot. “0Of
course, the fellows can’t }Zeb over that. They
think it's the absolute limlt—downright dis-
loyal—and you can hardly blame thern.”

“I'm not blaming thgm,” said Kenrick

metl‘y

There was a long pluse. It was Talbot
who broke the silence.

“Dash if &ll, I can’t bring myself to
believe that you're !‘ﬁjlhj mean and disloyal,
Kenrlck!” he said, “There's something
behind all this that we don’t know-—some-

break Taggles’
1¢ cricket in the

thing you're keeping to yourself. Am I
right?”

“Yos.® .

“Well, I wish you'd explain what it is.

I'm your friend—at least, I want to be. And
if I can be of any help~—»

“You've been a real brick to me aiready,”
sald Kenrick, with feeling. “But I don't see
wl\y I should burden you with all my
troubiles. My pater used to say that a fellow
who conldn’t fight his own battles wasn't
worth that much!” And Kenrick flicked his

fingers.
Talbot smiled. 5
“That’s all very well,” he sald.. “But

very few of us are so atrong that we ean
atways stand alone, without need of the help
of others. Besides, if we're going to be pals
—and I think we're pals already—it’s only
right that we should have no secrets from

each other.”

Bob Kenrick sat for some time in deep
reflection.

“Very well, Talbot,” he said, at length.
“I'Il tell you the whole amn, on one Con-
dition.”

“And that i

“That you give me your word of houcur
not to pass it on to ambods.

“1 promise you, hovour bright, that T'll
keep it to myself,’” said Talbok.

“Good enough! Well, I'll tell you the
reason why I walked from Winchester—why
I didn't offer to pay for the broken window
—why 1 joined & pmke»,sloml cricket club
rather than play for 8. Jim's. 1t isn’t mean-
ness—it's a much simpler explanation.”

90

“Namely?"

“Poverty.””

Talbot gave a start, Why hadn't he
thiought of this before? He could have
kicked himself for not tumbling to it at the
outset.

“I'N speak to vou quite frankly,” said
Kenrick, “because I know it will go no
farther. To begin with, I have nelther mater
nor pater. Strictly speaking, I suppose 1

Pat | wiag

J;m 3,

ought to be at a charity sehaool

ambitions—I wanted to get fo

So 1 swotted like the very dic

eventually managed to win a scholarshi
carried no money award with it-—it sumply

provided for an ed"mhon at St. Jim’'s.”
“Go on!"” said Talbot quietly.

“Well, when the time came for me to come.

here, 1 hadn't a penny in my pocket, My
guardian is an old skinflint, I managed to
squeeze enough oub of him to buy my Etons

and my cricket flannels, -and that was all,

He didn’t approve of my buying the flannels

The best~known paper in the world—The * Popular’’ 1

~-he meapt that money to go towards my
railway-fare. 8o I had to sacrifice either the
flannels or the train journey, and I dcc.dod
to buy the ﬂd.DxlBl\ and walk to St. Jim's."

'l\h hat !

“As for Tagales’ window,” Kenrick went
on, “I wanted fo pay for it, but—"

The new boy turned out his erapty pociets
with a mehﬂ gesture,

“And 1 joined the professional team.,” said
Kenrick, “because it was my only means of
makmg’ money. Nob for myself, I'd be quite
ready bto struggle along here wWithout a cent
Bith T lnppm%o have a prother, & good many
ve‘?n older than myself, and he's out of a
100

“op ot

Talbot uuderstood
clearly.

Here was no meap-souled fellow, but &
very generous-hearted one. Talbot had him-
self experienced the slings and arrows of out-
rageous fortune in his time.

“My brother ha» tramped the country in
search of a_ joh,” said Kenrick. “It has worn
out his patience and his shoe-leather. You've
1o idea of the rebuffs he has met with!
Péor? Why, he’s heen absolutely down and
out!  And hels only one of thousands!™

Talbot nodded.

“They talk of the poor hemg dishonest!"”
sald Kenrick bitterly. “Many’s the fime ru'
brother lms boen tempted to take a loaf off
& haker's cart when he's been ravenousiy
hangry, But he never did; he knew it

would tand him in prison. They talk of the
poor being slovenly. How can a fellow keep
his toge clean and peat when they are
exposed to all weathers" Oh, my brother’s
bheen throngh it—hard! And he’s going
through it now. And while I can make &
little money to help him, I mean to do it!
They stopped me onoe—ﬂney stopped me
from going over to Wavland yesterday to

the situatioh quite

play cricket—but they sha'n't stop me
againl”

Kenrick was on his feet. His eyés wers
gloammg,

“HSo now you know why I choose to be a
paid professional, and why I do a lot of
thingz that are accounted mean,” he
concluded.

Talbot went forward, and took the new
boy's hand.

“Y understand perfectly,” he said. “But
look here, Kenrick. It’s not right that you
should remain under a cloud. Let me ex-
pladln ali the cucum:tancm to the fellows,
and——~="

“No, no!”
"‘Bub why not?”
“Poverty isn't a thing tc be paraded

before eversbody'

“Butb it's nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Priue. But I don't want to pose before
all the fellows as belng a Good Samaritan
to an unemployed brother. I've told you,
Talbot, and that's as far as it will go.”

“But you'll have a rotten time of it hLere
unléss you explain.”

I\em‘ick shrugged his shoulders.

“1 can face it,” he said, “I'm not soft.”

“Then you'll carry on playing for Wayland
Wanderers?”

“Yes. I don't suppose Tom Merry will ask
me to turn out for 8t. Jim's on Saturday
after the duck I got yesterday. By the way,
what I sald abouf the strange bat was true.
I'm quite attached to my own bat, and 1
can't uze any other.”

“1 knew you didn’t deliberately let the
side down,” said Talbot. “Well, I suppose
we must start our prep.”

Gore and Skimpole came into the study at
that moment, and nothing more was said on
the subject of Beb Kenrick’s private affairs.

When Saturday came, Kenrick's name did
not appear on the list of -8t. Jim’s players—
for which he was thankful. It would leave
him free to go over to Wayland.

Those were dark days for Bob Kenrick.
But for the warm friendship of Talbot life
would have been impossible.

St. Jim's could not understand Talbc»tc
attitude.’ It was all very well, they said, for
a fellow to he a champion of the under-dog;
but when the under-dog had proved himself
a hopeless cutsider, all decent fellows ought
to wash thelr hands of him.

But the cloud which hung over Bob Ken-
rick was shortly to be lifted. And there was
a big surprise in store for St. Jim's

THE END.
(You simply must not miss next week’s ﬁret-
clazs tale of the chums of St. Jim's.)

* Kenrick for St. Jim’s 1’’—a Story of a Great Cricket Matoh—Next Week !
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Theve has been ¢ GRIM STRUGGLE at the Backwoods School between the CEDAR CREEK CHUBMS ard the
tyrannical MR. GUNTEN for many weeks, and still Frank Richards & Co. are holding out! OLD MAN GUN-
TEN makes another DESPERATE MOVE to bring about a surrender—but-——!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Grub for Yen Chin !

‘EPOOL lill' Chinee velly hungly, oh,
yest”

Thus Yen Chin, the Chow of
Cedar Creek, in piteous tones.

The Chinece. was sprawled on the floor of

the lmmber schoolhouse.

Frank Richards & Co. were in deep conver-
sation by the window, and did not hear Yen
Chin’s remark.

There were serious expressions on the faces
of the three chums.

The present state of affairs at the school
in the backwoods gave thiem plenty of food
for thought.

‘ihe lumber school had gone “on strike 7
2gainst the dismissal of Miss Meadows.

Mr. Gunten and Mr. Peckover—the master
who was to take the place of the school-
mistress—had eundeavoured to force the
juniors into surrender, without suceess.

Trank Richards & Co. had held the fort
against all comers, and were prepared to do
so in future, providing they could obtaiu
sufficient food to satisfy their appetites.

Had Chunky Todgers been there the situa-
tion would have been far more. serious, for
Chunky always ate enough for four or five.

1t was Chunky who had created the food
shortage.

The fat junior had succeeded in spending 2
short time alone in the kitchen.

But, however short the time had heen, it
bad been sufficient for Chunky to “polish
oft ¥ pretty nearly all the remaining stock of
food.

‘

With wrathful indignation some of the
juniors had suggested lynching Chunky
Todgers.

Yen Chin proposed killing him, and, for the
sake of a liftle humour, the other juniors
had hacked him up.

Needless te say, Chunky had hecome terror-
stricken at such a suggestion.

In fear of his life, he dashed away from
the school, and streaked for home as Jast as
his fat legs could carry him.

gle bhad left the juniors roaring with
lgughter, but the smiles sonn disappeared
from their faces as they discussed the

present food situation.

1{ they were to carry on with the siege,

and force Old Man Gunten to accede to their
iwands, then food must he obtained--and

kly, too.

Duaring the previous night Frank Richards

& had made an effort to get away from

hoot for the purposé of replenishing

the larder.

_'They had had the misfortune, however. to
fall foul of two rascals named Four Kings
and Dave Dunn, and had beén foreced to
return. :

Now day had dawned once again, and the
fear of being captured by 0Old Man Gunten
made jbt risky to make anether attempt to
get away hefore mightfall,

G
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Further exciting
scenes at The
Cedar Creek
Lumber School
this week.

i

Meanwhile, there were aching pains in the
juniors’ stom
pacify them

Small

chs, and not .enough food to

wonder, therefore, that Trank

8 Ous.,

_Suddenly Frank Richards felt a clutch at
his arm, and turned round, to find Yen Chin
standing beside him.

“Chinee hungiy,”” said Yen Chin meekly.

“Well, you're not the only one!” replied
Frank Richards shortly.

“Poor lill’ Chinee velly, velly hungly!”
said  Yen Chin. “Wantee foodee velly
badee! Bob gettee me some, oh, yes?”

“Look here, kid,” said Bob Lawless firmly,
“it can’t be did! We’ve got just about
enough for one meal. We shall have to held
on to that til we get some more.”

“1 guess that's hoss sense!” said
Hacke.

“If we eat up all our grub, how the merry
dickens are we going to hold out?” said Bob
Lawless grimly. *“We shall have to chuek
in cur checks to Old Man Gunten then.”

“We're going to do nothing of the kind,

Eben

Lawless!” said Eben Hacke. “If you sug-
gest—
“I don't,” broke in Bob Lawless. “1'm

merely telling the Chink what will happen
if he starts scoffing the gryp.”

“Pool lill Chinee fallee ilt if no eatce!”
whined Yen Chin. “Gittee velly badee—

pethaps die!”

“We shall have to risk that!”

“Poor liil' Chinee helpee himself to glab,
then!” said Yen Chin. “Lill’ Chinee know
where glub keppée. Chinee goee and—-"

Bob Lawless made a grab at the:Chow's
shoulder and dragged him back.

“I guess youwll do nothing of the
he said emphatically.

“Lettee me go!”

“You're staying with as!”

Yen Chin turned a pleading look in Frank
Richards’ direction.

“Handzome Ilankee
lie asked.

“Sorry, kid; zrub’s too short!”
“Handsome Beau,” said the
smiling affably Vere DBeauclere,
gettee pool 1 Chinee glub?”
Vere Beauclere grinned and

head. *

“Better ask Bob,” he replied.

“TUgly Bob velly obstinate,”
Chin. “No gettee—"

“There’s somebody ecoming along the
trail!” execlaimed ¥Frank Richards suddenly.
“It looks like——"

“Jerusalem crickets!” said Eben Hacke, in
surprise. “It's an Indian!”

“It is, by gum!” ejaculated Bob Lawl
“It’s Injun Diek! What the merry dicl
does he want?”

“1 wonder,” sai# Vere Beauclerc.

The juniors waited eagerly by the window,
whilst Injun Dick jumped off his horse and
strolled towards the schoolhouse.

kind!”

gettee me glub?”

Chinee,
you

Py
B

slicok  his

said  Yen

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Fateful Message !

1 REAT Jophers!” exclaimed FEhen
Hacke, as the Indian, drawing his

tattered  blanket
neared the window.

round him,
“He's gob a
note.”

Injun Dick waved a letter in his hand,

“Perhbaps 0ld Man Gunter’s given in, and
sent us a note to say so,” suggested Vere
uclere,

Cheer-ho, Injun - Dick!” sang out Frank
Richards. “What's the game?”

“Injun thirsty,” said the Redskin, moisten-
ing his dry lips with his tongue.

“QOh, rats!” exelaimed Frank
“You're never otherwise.
you've got in your hand?”

“Letter for young white chief,” said Injun
Dick, pointing a . grubby forefinger at Bob
Lawless.

“For me?” exclaimed Bob.

“Co-reet!” ¢

“Hand it over, then.”

Injun Dick made no attempt to do so.

. “Injun. thirsty,” he said. -

“Plenty of water -in the creek,” said

Lawless shortly. -“If that pote is for
you'd. better hand it over.”
e Injun twenty-five ecents,” said the
Redskin.  “Injun bully boy with glass eye.
Eide like the wind to bring note io young
white chief.”

“1 don't think!”
believingly.

“Injun hire horse in Purville,”
Redskin,
his hand.

*What the dickens were you doing in Pur-
ville?” demanded Frank Richards. *That's
twenty miles away, isn't it, Bob?”

“ Nearly,” said Bob. “I guess Injun Dick's
pulling our legs. He doesn’t usually get
much farther than the Red Dog, at Thomp-
son.”

“Injun worl,” said the Redskin.
meet white. chief’s father.”

“You met my father?” demanded Bol
ineredulounsly. * ]

“Co-rect,” said the Redskin, “Greal white
chief’s father meet, with acecident. Bully
{Joﬁ\‘ with glass eye try save him. Injun too
ate.”

“What?” ejaculated Bob Lawless, his face
turning pale.

“Injun too late to save great white chief,”
went. on the Redskin. “Fell off horse. Horse
kick great white chief in stomach, White
chief bad—write note for Injun.”

“By* gum!” exclaimed Bob Lawless.
“You're dreaming—you're—-"

“Injun teli frozen truth,” said the Red-
skin. “Young white chief read note. See
Injun speak truth.”

Bob Lawless’ face was deathly pale now.

“Well,. hand the note over,” he said im-
patiently.

“Injun thirsty,” =aid the Redskin.

TrE PoPuLsR.—No, 225,

Richards,
What's that note

Bob
me,

said Bob TLawless dis-

¢ ! went on the
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“Hang your blessed thirst!" exclaimed Beb
Lawless tiritabiy. “if you don't give me that
note I'Hl joliy well come out and take it
from you.”

“[ojun want drink,” insisted the Redskin.
“Injun dry.”

“By gum!” cried Bob Lawless. “I'm not
going o put up with any more of this!”

Bob slid his leg over the window-ledge.

Injun Dick backed away. -

“Injun take twenty cents,”

“Come heré, you coyote!”
slipping to the ground.

“Injun take iifteen cents.”

“You'll take a thump on the cabeza if
you're not careful!” exclaimed Bob, making a
grab at the Redskin. “Give me that note!
D’you hear?”

“Young white chief welcome to note,” said
Injun Dick, realising that turther argument
would avail him little. “Injun still thirsty!”

“0Oh, rats!” growled Bob Lawless, snatching
the note from the Redskin’s hand, and com-
mencing to read the words it contained.

Next moment he staggered back, dropping
the note from his hand.

he said.
roared Bob,

“Bob!” muttered Frank Richards. “What
—what’s the matter?”
Bob Lawless pulled himself together

guickly.

“My popper!” he mutfered.

“It's true, then, Bob, what Injun Dick
said?” murmured Frank Richards.

“ Bvery word,”-said Bob Lawless, in broken
tones, “He's been kicked in the stomach
by his horge at Purville. He's not expected
to live, and—"

“Bob!"

“[—I must go to him at once,” sald Bob
Lawless quickly. “My mother!” he added,
turning to Injun Dick. “Have you told her?
Have—"

“Injun tell young white chief’s mother,”
said the Redskin solemnly “She go see
great white chief.”

“Oh dear!” moaned Bob Lawless.
have to go home for my horse, and:

“Injun lend young white chief horse,” said
ihie Bedskin, with unusual willingness.

Bob Lawless brightened up at once.

“Good ! he sald. “ Where is it?”

“Injun want ten dollars,” sald the Red-
skin craftily. “Injun poor man. Lose work
if no horse.”

“J shall

feeling

sald Bob Lawless,
will

“Ten dollars,”
in his pockets, “I—I've only got five.
you take those?”

“No take less.” said the Redskin, shaking
1iis head. “Injun poor, but Injun generous.”

“0Oh dear!” groaned Bob Lawless. “How
the dickens—"

“Here you are, Bob!” sang out Frank
Richards, holding ocut a handful of money
to his chum. “Take this. old son.”

Bob Lawless took the money eagerly, and
gave his covsin a grateful look as he did so.

“I-I don't know when I shall get back,
you fellows,” he said, in broken tones. “But
whatever you do, stick it out. Don't give in
to that galoot Gunten.”

“No fear!" sang out the juniors.

Frank Richards reached out of the window
and gripped his'chum’s hand,

“Good luck, PRob, old son!” he said as
cheerfully as possible, “J--T hope you won't
find uncle so bad as Iniun Dick says.”

“1 hope not.” said Bob Lawless.

But as he followed Injum Dick to the zate
there was no doubt that Bob's hopes were
feeble ones.

1l thoughts of the barring-cut were dis-
d from Bob Lawless’ mind.

Iiis one aim was to get to his father as soon
as possible, and very soon he was cantering
down the trail at a quick speed, hoping
against hope that he wounld find his father
still alive when he reached Purville.

Meanwhile, there were anxiouy faces in the
lumber schoolhouse at Cedar Creek.

- Dob Lawless' trouble was shared by all the
juniors. :

Rancher Lawtess was a favourite with them
all, and the thought that Bob's father was

ill—micht even die—weighed heavily on their
yaind: *
“0Oh Jerusalem!” said Eben Hacke. “I

cuess I didn’t expect thisgt”

“It’s rotten~—jolly rottent” sald TFrank
Richards dlsmally., “I do hope Beb’s poppee
will pull through.” ‘

“8o do 1,” safld Vere Beauclere. .

“It ain’t much good going on with the

strike.” said Bhen Hacke miserably. “There
aig’t many of us left, and 4
“We're coing on with it sald TFrank

Riehiards dotermined’s  “WWyou think we're
Tur Porutar.—No. 225
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going to knuckle under to that rotter Gunten
just because we've lost old Boh?”

“No; £

*“1f yvou've had eunough, Hacke,” said Frank
Richards, “you can buzz oft!”

“I guess I ain't vamoosing the raunch yet
awhile,” said 'Eben Hacke at cnce. “If you
galoots are hanging on, Eben Hacke don't

ut—

intend to light out.”

“Good!”

“Anybody else want fc throw
sponge?” asked ¥rank Richards.
.“Me wantee glub,” whined Yen Chin. “Me
vel&y hu§g1§'. Handsome Flanky, get me glub,
and—'

“Well, I think we may as well have a
little,” said Frank Richar “We sha'n’t be
able to fight Gunten and his gang on empty
stomachs.”

“That’s true.”

“It won’t be much of a feed,” said Frank
Richards. “It’ll fili a cormer, thougli, and
help us to carry on for a while.”

The juniors trooped into the kifchen, and
partook of a little of the of food
remaining. ¥ S

It could hardly be called a meal, but,
nevertheless, it helped t¢ appease the rebels’
pangs of hunger.

The spirits of the schoolboy strikers were
at very low ebb, but under Frank Richards’
cheery influgnce they improved wonderfully.

And when at length the “meal " ecncluded,
the juniors were resolved to carry on the
strike until their demands were acceded to
and Miss Meadows was reinstated as school-
mistress at Cedar Creek,

up the

atoele
stotg

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Surrender !

€ ERUSALEM crickets!  Here's that
Injun againi™
Eben Hacke made the remark as

the juniors arrived at the window
of the schoolhouse once agaiu.

Injun Dick was not walking
as before.

There was a decided lurch in his gait,
which told the juniors only too plainly that
he had been imbibing in firewater with the
money he had received from Bob Lawless.

He pulled up before the window. and gave
the junjors a sickly grin,

“Injun come again,” he said.

“Well, what the dickens do you wanf this
time?” asked Frank Richards sharply.

“Injun walk 'long trail,” said the Redskin,
swaying unsteadily on his feet. “Injun meet

as stralght

baautitul missy. Beautiful missy ecall
Injun.”

“Oh, stop that rot!” growled Frank
Richards. “Come to the point!”

“Injun coming,” said the Redskin. “Injun

tell frozen truth. Beauntiful mlssy give Injun
note, Injun take note—-"

“Who the merry dickens are vou
to?” demanded Frank Richards,

referring

“Missy Meadows,” said Injun Dick. “She
wait for buggy take her to Thompson. She
in great hurry—going long journey. Wah!

I have spokeni!”

“ You've spoken a lot of rot, if that's any-
thing!” said Frank Richards. .
“Injun. speak words of wisdem. Injun

bring note for young white chiefs.”
“4A note from Miss Meadows?”
Injun Dick nodded his head in assent.

“Well, hand - it over, then,” said Frank
Richards firmly.

“Injun thirsty—Injun  want Uwenty-iive
cents,” said- Injun Dick determinediy.

white chiefs
Injun wait.

% Missy Meadows say young
give Injun twenty-five cents,
Injun Dick bully rook!”

“Oh, rata!” satd Frank Richards diadain-
fully, “Miss Meadows wouldn't ask us to
give you money.”

“I ghess nob,” said Eben Hacke.

“ Beautiful missy write down on paper,”
said the Redman. ¢“All 0. K. Injun tell
truth, you bet!”

“Well, show us the note, then,” said Frank
Richards. “If Mjss Meadows says you're
to have the money, we'll give it you. If
not—-—"

Frank Richards paused as Injun Dick drew
a piece of paper from the folds of his
blanket, and proceeded fto double it in half,

Then he held the folded note in fremt of
the juniors, :

Frank Richards
paper, words which

5 :
!

read the words on. the
had heen scrawled in

: peneil, and which were hardly legible.

A seripus frown came over his face as he

The * Popular’'?

ab length deciphered the
uote, for this is how the me

word in the
age ran:

3 ‘fGi\‘: Injun Dick twenty-five cents. Injan
5] ¥."

Frapk Richards,
“ Migs

My hat!”  exclaimed
giving the Redskin a hard look,
Meadows didn't write those words.”

“Missy write,” said Injun Dick. “Missy in
hurry—write quickly.”

“Bosh!” exelaimed Frank Richards. “Miss
Meadows could write better than that with
her eyes shut. You've written those words
yourself.”

“Injun no can,” said the Redskin, backing
away slichtly. He did not quite like the
angry gleam in Frank Richards’ eyes.

“Well, you won't get a penny out of us,”
said Frank Richards. *“You're a scheming
raseal, Iujun Dick, and I guess you'll find
vourself in the calaboose one of these days
it you aven't careful!”

“Injun honest. Injun bully bey with glass
eye,” said the Redskin.

“Dou’t talk such utter rot!” snapped
Frank Richards. *“Give me that note you've
got there, or—-"

“Injun wait for twenty-filve cents,” said
the Redskin. “Young white chief give—
Yow! Yoocoocop!”

Before Injun” Dick could move Frank
Richards had shof through the window, and
huried Limsell at ¢he Redskin.

With a thud the two tanded on the ground,
Frank Richards uppermost.

Frank made a snateh at the note in Injun
Dick’s hand, and, rising to his feet, com-
menced to read the message it contained.

Next insbant his face changed colour, and -
he uttered an exclamation of surprise.

“What's the matter, Frank?” asked Vere
Beauclere.

“My hat!” exclalmed Frank Richards.
“This ngtc‘s from Miss Mecadows, aud she

: aid Eben Hacke., “Then
s tellin’ the truth, after

that thar Injun
all.”

“Well, ahout the ficst part of the letter.”
said Frank Richards slowly. “That's in
Miss Meadows® handwriting. The bit about
the money Injun Dick wrote himseif.”

“Injun Dick no write,” said the red man,
“Injun no can,”

“Y guess you'd better vamoose the ranch,
Injust Dick,” said Eben Hacke. “You ain't
exactly welcome hyer. Read cut the note,

Richards!” g
“Right-ho!” said Frauk, ©This is how it
g
runs:
¢ My dear boys,~—Whilst I very much

appreciate your loyalty to me, I must say
how much I resent the means you are adopt-
ing to get me reinstated as schoolmistress
at Cedar Creek. In fach, were youn success-
ful in your efforts, I could not think of
returning to the school after the way you
have behaved. I have accepled a post at
Montreal, and, thercfore, am leaving Cedac
Creek for good. I should advise you to
ceass your disgraceful behaviour, and accept
Mr. Peckover a3 your headmaster. Otherwise,
your actions may have most unpleasant
resulfs.—~Yours sincerely,

“‘E. MEADOWS.'”

For a few moments none of the juniors
spoke, so thunderstruck were they at the
tone of the lebter Frank Richards read out.

“Surely Miss Meadows didn’t wrile that?”
asked Verg Desauclere, at length.

“Can’t be much doubt about that,” raid
Frenk Richards doloronsly. “Have a look
at it, It's her writing, right enough.”

The juniors at the window took charge of
the note and inspected it closely.

They shook their heads sadly, for there was
no dotibf in their minds that the note had
been written by Miss Meadows,

“Young white chiefs no like letter,” re-
marked Injun Dick,

“Jerusalera erickets!” exclaimed
Hacke, looking up. “Why ain't
vamooséd. to the ranch, Injun Dick?”

“1Injun stony,” said the Redskin.
walt for twenty-five cents.”

¥bhen Hacke grabbed abt a byoom which
rested against the wall, and held it in front
of the red man in a threatening manner.

“ Now, are you geing to absquatulate?” he
demanded. =

“Injun absguabilate if young white chiefs
give Injun twenty-five cents, Injun—s Ow!
Yow! Yooooooop! :

Eben
you

“Injun

What Will Be the Outcome of the Amazing Lumber School Rghellion ?
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The hroom ecaught the red man full in the
ehest, bowling him over,

hmm Dick did not stop to press his elaims
sny farther. He drew his taftered hlanket
round him, and darted towards the gate.

“Now that gopber’s gone, we’ll ‘discuss
Lings,” said Eben Hack “Hev you
de mdLJ what to do, Richard

“Don’t see what we can > said Fravk

Richards  dismally. “If Miss Meadows

refuses to come ba it ain't much good
)

carrying on the strike.

“I guess that's so,” said Eben Hacke,

“We shall h.x\e to put up with that. rotter,
Peckover!” said Frank Richards. “I suggest
that we give him a trial, and if he comes
it too much we might ("mch him out, and
strike for a new m :

“Not a bad notion,” agreed Eben Hacke.
“71 guess—— Jernsalem! If I ain’t blind
that's Kern Gunten coming in at the gate!”

The juniors looked in the direetion of the
gate, and observed a hoy of their own age
crossing the »uudra.xme

“1t is Gunten,” said Frank Richards,
wonder what he wants? Perhaps he ti
he's coming back to school.”.

“We won't have him!”

“No_ fear!”

Gunten, the fellow Miss Me adows
pelled from the school for blackgu
eame striding towards the rebel
perturbed by the angry expressic
miors’ faces.

“I've come back, you see!”
& confident air.

“You can jolly well buzz off!” said Krank
Richards firmly. “ We've done with you, you
cad, and we refuse to have you here!”

“1 guv-F you haven’t much choice in the
matter,” said Gunten trinmphantly. “Mr.
Peckover is coming .zlnm' npw to take charge.
He—— Mere he comres!

At that moment tl
a horse’s feet outside
Mr. Peckover and his
playground.

with

he =aid,

was a clatter of
an instant later
cntered

and
horse

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wir. Peckover Surprises the Juniors.

€« OOD-MORNING, boys!”
r. Peckover 3umped oft  his
Liorse and greeted the juniors in

a most affable manner.

On the previous occasion on which he Lad
spoken to the juniors hc had addressed them
most abruptly. The change in his manuer,
therefore, came as a great surprise to Frank
Richards & Co.

“1 understand that Miss
departed from the district,”
over, in kindly tones.

“We knew that already!”
Gichards bhrusquely.

“ Quite so—quite so!” sald Mr. Peckover.
“No doubt you boys are very disappointed.”

“We are!” said the juniors.

“I quite appreciate your disappoint-
ment,” said Mr. Peckover, in his polite
manner. “ At first I was inclined to blame
vou for taking the course you did, hut now
1 understand how annoyed you must have
been at the dismissal of your school-
mistress.”

“We werel”

“1 must say Y disapproved of the way in
which you treated me,” said the new master,
smiling genially. “But I will forgive all
that, under the circumstances, and I hope

Meadows has
said Mr. Peck-

said Frank

you will acecept me as your new head-
master.”
“Oh, Jerusalem!” muttered Eben Hacke,

astounded by Mr. Peckover's affability.

“1 trust that you will not bear me any
malice,” said the new master, “and that we
s«hall always remain on the best of terms.

¥ one of you hoys will open the door we
will prepare the school for afternoon
lessons.”

Frank Richards hc&itnted.

“Fhere’s one thing we've got to selils

first,” he said. *“Is that ecad there go
to return to the sehool?”

Frank Richards pointed to Kern Gunten,
whose fsce still bore a eynical smile.

s

“Don’t you wish him to return?” asked
¥Mr. Peckover.
“I guess not!” said -Eben Hacke. “He

ain’t the =ort of galoot we want here! The
calaloose is the place for him, and "

“Very well,.amy boys,” said Mr. Peckover
condescendingly., “I will grant your wishes.
Guaten shall leave the school at once, and
ot be allowed to return.”

the |

? pegan Gunten, giving the new
vage look.

sufficient,
turning to the

Mr.
Cedar

said
of

“That i
Peckover,

junten,”
cad

Creek. T must uphold these boys in this
matter. if they do not m\nt you here 1
cmmt allow you to remain.’

“But my father—

“Your father has nothing to do with this
matter!” said Mr. ]-'u‘kmer mmxph “Take
your departure at once, my boy

Mr. Peckover pointed -towards the gate,
and at the same time he gave Gunten a
meating glance.

The juuiors did not obzerve the look.
they done so their suspicions m”lt paos

Had
ihly

bave been aroused.
The look wasz sufficient for Gunten, how-
cever.  He understeod what it meant, and,
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“you have no need to be concerned on that
score. I do not think Mr. Gunien will give
the matter further thought.”

“He will when he learns that you won't
have his son in the school,” said ¥rank.
“You must not worry about that,

boy!” said the new master.

“We're not worrying about said
Frank Richards grimly. “We're quite -
capable of dealing with Mr. Gunten if he
starts browbeating us again. All the same,
we don’t want to give him an advantage.”

“An. advantage?” said Mr, Peckover
slowly. “I don’t understand what——"

“I mean that it we shift away %he things
i _the door we sha'n’'t be able to defend
eives against . Mr., Gunten,” exiplained
k Richards.

“My dear boy, you have no necd to feel

my

it,”

v, Sy

THE NEW HEAD 1S NOT WANTED !

Out of the door of the schoolhouse

shot Wir. Peckover, clossely followed by the excited juniors, who armed
themsslives with brooms and sticks and any other weapon they could lay

their hands on.
less.

¢t And don’t you show your nose in hers again !

“* Hurry up, you swindling galoot ! *’ exclaimed Bob Law-

(8ee Chapter 5.)

after giving the juniors.a savage a]a“e he
turned .on his lLeels and stmlled discon-
solately towards the gates.

Mr. Peckover beamed on the juniors.

“Bad boy, that!” he said. It isn't right
that he should mix with boys like you. He
sha’n’t come here whilst I'm master!”

“But—but supposing his father kicks up
a row?” remarked Frank Richards.

“My dear boy, I'm quite capable of deal-
ing vwh Mr. Gunten!” said the new master
firmiy. “He is a braggart and a bully, and
I shall certainly not allow myself to be
dictated to by him. Would one “of you boys
nmiind: opening the door so that I may enter
tlie school?” .

The juniors did not move.

Mr. Peckover gave Frank Richards a beam-

m;, Gmxle
- do you he:xtatc, my boy?” he
Amd

“I'm wondering what will happen, sup-
posing Old Man Gunten comes along, and—
and-

Frank Richards paused.

“You're afraid that Mr. Gunten will want
his revenge for the manner in which yonu
have handled him?"/

“Yoy-y-yest”

“Ha, ha, RNal”

Mr. Peckover broke into

a hearty laugh. “My dear boy,” hLe said,

anxious about that,” said the new master,
patting the junior on the shoulder. " We
cam soon barricade the door again if Mr.
Gunten makes an attempt to atiaek.”

‘\\e"' ejaculated Frank Richards.

§ we!” said Mr. PELRO\OY promptly.

AL 4 you in
dealing with Mr. Gunten. I am atand'ug by
you, bow no matter what happens!”

“Jerusalem erickets!”. exclaimed Eben
Hacke. “I guess that’s straight taik. Open
the door, Richards!”

“Right-ho!” said Frank Richards, moving
towards the window. “Will you lend e a
lmnd. Beau?”

“Certainly!” said Vere Beauclere.
and Trank Richards climbed through
window of the lumber schoolhouse.

The cest of the junjors remaiped .in the
playground conversing with Mr. Pechgver.

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclere did
not find ‘it an easy job to remove the
barricade in front of the door.

That barrlcade had been built to withstand
any form of attack.

IF'orms and desks and chairs were piled
one ¢n top of the other, but Frank Rickards
and Vere Beauclerc set about clearing a
path to the door in an earnest manner. -

“This i3 a niece finish to our harring out!”

THE PopuLAR.—No, 225,
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reivarked  Frank Richards  regretfully.
“Can't be helped!” said Vere Beauclere.
“1 had no idea Miss Meadows would give in
m\{, that!”
had” I

Neither sald Frank Richards.
“Neither did I think that old Peckover was
euch a decent sort.”
“You think be's decent, Fm:.‘u v

“Well, he seems all right,” said Frank
Richards. “Far different.  from when he
came up with Old Man Gunten. We must

have been mistaken, Beaun.”

“1- don’t know,” said Vere Beauclere
thoughtfully.

Frank Richards
surprisg,
“Surély you
taken us in?” he said

“1 shouldn’t like to say,” said Vere
slowly. *He seems all right, but—but I
can't forget what s brute he seemed when
we woulan't let him and Old Man Gunten
enter the school.”

looked at his ehum In

don't think that Peckover’s

“Well, the cn ap mlght have been a bit
wild, you know,” sald Frank Richards.
“We weren’t e:{actly kind to  him, and
we——-"

“ Are you rcady, boys?”

The two chums looked up, and observed
Mr., Peckover lookimg at them through a
broken panel in the door.

“Sha’'n’t be a minute, sir!” said Frank
Richards; and he proceeded to clear away
the remaining articles of furniture.

At length the door wag opened and Mr,
Peckover and the rest of the juniors
entered. : ;

The new master was looking as aifable
and cheerful as he possibly could.

“Lend a hand boys!” he said.
have no objection we will tidy
class-room and place the forms in post-
tion for afterncon school. I understand
that most of the boys and girls will be
returning then.”

The junmiors lent their assistance and very
soon the schoolhouse was perfectly tidy.

This task tinished the juniors partook of
the remaining stock of food in the kitchen,
and at Mr. Peckover's suggestion they went
out into the playground to wait for their
schoolfellows to arrive for afternoon school.

Although they were disappointed at the
result of the barring-out, the juniors were
conslderably comforted by Mr. Peckover's
affable manner, .

The new master was by . no. means the
tyrant they had thought him to be.

“1f you
up the

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Mr. Per.kover.
HRE!" foe g :

Vere heauclerc loo.\ed round
he' heard “his name called to
Frank Richards strolling

66

as
und
towaras him.

Vere was standing at the gate, a thought-
ful look upon his brow.

“1 wondered wuere
son!”  said  ['rank
“What the dickens—-"

Frank Richards paused as he heard the
sound of a horse's feet on the trail.

He looked out of the gate, and
instant he uttered an exclamation.

“My hat!” he cried. “It's Bob Lawless!
I wonder——"

Frank Richards did not have time to say
anything more, for Bob Lawless came tear-
ing up, and jumped olf.his horse in front
of his chums.

There was a set and anxious expressicn
on Bob’s usually sunny face.

“What the dickens are you galoots doing

you'd got to, old
Richards cheertully.

next

here?” he said hrea.tmesslv.

“How’s your father, Bob?” asked Vere
Beauclere, feeling that this matter was
far more important than their being out-

side the school.

“Popper's right as rala!™ said Bob Law-
less quickly. “It was all a putup job.
U'll- lynch that galocot of an Injun when
I se¢ him again!”

“A—a put-up job!” stammered Irank
Richards in perplexity,
“l guess. so,” said Bob Lawless. “I

shouldn’t be surprised if that galoot Gun-
ten wrote that note, and paid Injun Dick
to bring it here, so as to get me away,
Has Gunten made an attaci?”

Frank Richards shook his head.

“No,” he said. “The barring-out iz over,
old son.”
“Over?” gasped Bob incredulously.

Tue PopuLar.—No. 225.

“We had a note from Miss Meadows,
saying .,I.at she had gons to take a job at
Montreal,” explained  Frank - Richards,
*“She advised us to give fn, and we thought
it best to do so. O©Old Peckover’s am'ed,
and—— What’s the matter, Bob?”

Bob Lawless’ face was a study,

“You dunderheaded galoots!” he roared.
“Who's in there?”

Bobh Lawless pointsd towards the scheel

house. o = :

“Mr. Peckover,” said Trani “The
school’s ready for afterncon leszons, and
we——"

“QGreat gophers!” broke in Bob Lawiess.
“1 never met such a lot of simple galoots
in my hfe You've been taken in, and
nowe
“Taken in?” gasped Traiik Richards.

“Yes, taken in!" said Bob Lawiess.
“Miss Meadows hasn’t gone away. 1 met
her on the trail, and she said tha(; sne

{ hoped ‘to be back at the school soon.”

“But—but we had a note from her say-
ing——>"

“Great pip!" roared Bob. “That must
have been a forgery, like the ons I re-
celved! It’s Gunten's work, and-

ob !

“«

“0ld Man Gunten’s done this, T'll bet!”
sald Bob Lawless. “I saw a lot of those
Red Dog secoundrels in Thompson talking
to Gunten. D’Il bet you anything you like
that they're coming here to take clmrge
of the school, and force us to give in!”

Frank Richards was flabbergasted by
Bob’s statements, i
“But Bob,” he said. “Peckover's a

says that

retty decent chap, really. 'He
5 Old Man

if we have any trouble with
Gunten he'll take our part!”

“What!” roared Bob. “Peckover—that
chap who behaved like a blessed -tyrant
when he came here with Gunten?”

“Yes; but—-"

“You simple jay!” exclalmed Bob Law-
less. “That galoot has taken you _in!
He’s put on his best manners in order

to get into the school. I supposs you've

moved all the desks and forma?

, we've jolly well got to put them
back again!”

“But—but what about Mr. Peckover?”

“You leave that galoot to me!” said Bob
Lawless. “I’'m going to put a few questions
to him. You get all the fellows tfogether,
and come in after me. There may be a bit
of a dust-up.”’

Next instant Bob Lawless darted towardn
the lumber schoolhouse, leaving Frank
Richards bewildered and thoughtful.

Meanwhile, Bob had entered the school.

He walked in quietly, and found Mr. Peck-
over, & grim, set expression on his face,
standing by the window.

Bob coughed as the master did not hear
him approach.

Mr. Peckover turned round at once,
gave Bob a savage glare.

“Well, what do you want?"
sharply.

“I want to have achat with you,” said
Bob Lawless. “1 understand you're the new
headmaster.”

“I. am!” snapped Mr. Peckover angrily.
“I'll trouble you to speak to me a iittle more
politely, boy!"”

and

he exciaimed

“Who told you to come here as head-
master?” asked Bob coolly.
“Boy!” thunder(d Mr. Peckover. “How

dare you——""

“And who told you that Miss Meadows had
gone to Montreal?”

“You disgraceful young hooligan!” cried
the new master. “Miss Meadows told me 8o
herself, and—" :

“Qreat gophers!” exclaimed Bob, darting
towards Mr. Peckover “That’s enough!
Come on, you galoots!”

Next instant Frank Richards and the other
juniors tame rushing into the schoolhouse.

Mr. Peckover had bowled himself out by
stating that Miss Meadows had acquainted
him with her intention to take up a post in
Montreal.

This was a deliberate untruth, and the
juniors realised now that Mr. Peckover had
tricked them.

“Stand back!” roared the new master, as
the juniors dashed at him. “I Ow!
Yow! Yoooooop!”

With a thud Mr. Peckover landed on the
floor, with half a dozen juniors on top of
him.

+ A rope—quick!” cried "Bob.

2 Once a reader—always a reader! Ask your Newsagent!

“Let me go, you young s cumw'm}s * poared

‘ul" Peckover fiercely. " “I'll—I"Il—*
“Turn him over!” cried Bob Aad M.
P’eckuver wag promptly turned over.

It was the work of an instant to tie the
new master's hands behind him.

“Now, give me that dunce’s hat,” said Bob
Lawless.

Eben Hacke procured the hat and handed
it to Bob.

“Don’t you dare to put that thing on my
head!” thundered Mr. Peckover.

“Kim up!” exclaimed Bob cheerfuliy.
“You haven’t got any choice in this. Hold
your cabeza still! That's 0.K. Now lift him
up, you galoots!™

The new master was promptly raised.

“Now run him out to the trail!” shouted
Bob, giving Mr. Peckover a kick to start
him on his wuy. y

Out of the door shot the pew master,
closely followed by the excited juniors, who
armed themselves with brooms and rulers
and sticks, and any other weapons that thev
could lay their hands on.

“Hurry up, you swindling galoot!™ ex-
elaimed Bob. “And don’t you show your
chivvy here again, Savvy??

Mr. Peckover made no reply, cxcept to
shrieix and roar.

But he understood, and when he reached
the gate he tore dov.n the trail as fast as his
legs could earry him, -

Suddenly Bob Lawless uttered a warniag
cry. To thelr ears came the sound of
horses’ feet on the trail <

“That's Old Man Gunten and )xis zang
for a cert!” said Bob Lawless. “Rack ‘to
the schoothouse, you galoots, and get those
barricades up again!’

“What-ho!”

The juniors tore back to the lnmber schiool,
and were soon busily engaged in getting the
barricades info place once more.

They had just finished their task when a
number of horsemen dashed inte the play-
ground.

Thump! Somebody was banging on the
barred window of the schoolhouse,

“Upen this window, d’'you hear!
0Old Man Gunten furiousl_v.

‘N chortled Frank Richards.

? roared

No fear!”
“We've done you brown this time, Gunten®
Your forged letters haven't exactly worked
out all right for you. Better try some cther
dodge!”

B e S

Mr. Gunten faltered and spluttered. He
was 00 overcome by the failure of his
cunning scheme to make a coherent remark.
He had been beaten all along the line, and
when at length, thomughly discomfited at
not being able to gain entrance to the
schoolhouse, be moved away from the barred
window, it was with the knowledge that the
rebels of Cedar Creek were still holding out.

A Full - of -~ Dash Tale of Franl
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Todd to the Rescue!

i ISHY, Quelchy wants you!
hope it's a licking?!” :
With that kindly remark, William
? George Bunter of the Remove Form
at Greyfriars, slammed the door of Fisher
Tarleton Fish s study, and stamped down the
gorridor.
- Fishy looked annoyed It was the second
yemark of that nature Billy Bunter had
delivered that morning. *

The faet was that Fishy was not popular
in the Remove at that moment.. Fishy, with
what he called his business acumen, had
“eornered tuck ” at Greyfriars, and the
tellows were paying through the nose for
every little tart thev consumed.

‘Mrs. Mimble, the usual custodian of the
tuckshop had been called away to attend to a
siek relative, and Fisher T..Fish had obtained
permission from Mr. Queleh to run the tuck-
shop in her absence.

Unfortunately for the Removites, Fishy had
promptly doubled all prices. A threat to
open a rival tuckshop, coupled with a guaran-
teed order for ten shillingsworth of tuck a
day, had driven Uncle Clegg, the village
tuckshop proprietor, to double his prices in
accordanee with Fishy's demands.

That was very well, from Fishy’s point of
view. But it annoyed Harry Wharton & Co.
and everybody €lse who wanted to buy suech
necessities as jam and tarts and cakes.

Fish hurried along to Mr. Quelch’s study,
‘and found that gentleman frowning heavily.

“1 hear you have doubled prices in the
tuckshop, Fish,” said the Form master
zbruptly “Why? 1 understood that you
wished to take over the tuckshop during Mrs.
Mimble's absenee solely to save her from
pecuniary loss.”

“1 guess that's so, sir,”’ said Fish calmly.
“But prices all round are going up—even
Unele Clegg’'s goods are double prices now,
sir!” he added, as an afterthought.

“Oh, indeed!”

Mr. Quelch raised his brows. He had not

heard of that.  Fortunately for Fisher T.
Fish, Mr. Queleh did not press the matter of
Mr. Clegg's prices.
. “T've got to get a little profit, sir, to pay
me the losses against such bilkers, as Bunter,
=ir,” explained Fish. “1'm being fmposed
nupon, sir, by the guys—1 mean, the fellows in
the-Remove.”

“Mr. Quelch frowned again. He took that
with a pineh of salt. as it were, though he

And 1

was quite willing to believe that Billy Buuter
received tuck-and failed to pay for it.

*“ As soon as you have got back your money,
let me know, and the shop can be closed,” he
said; and Fish nodded and left the study
rather hurriedly.

Exasperation was growing, especially in the |

Remove. To be “done . by Fisher T. Fish
was extremely irritating, for all the fellows
knew that Fish, with all his boasted cuteness,
was really a duffer of the first water. And
as Bob Cherry said, in a most aggrieved
tone, it was intensely annoying to be done by
a duffer. _

Yet whdt was to be done was hard to
guess.

Fisher T. Fish had ecarried out his plan.
He had “eornered ” the tuck, and the corner
in tuek was a great success. The junior was
making money hand over fist. His stock was
selling off—and he was renewing it at the
rate of ten shillingsworth a day from Unele
Clegg's establishment. He bought at shop
prices, it is true: but he sold at double shop
prices, so his profit was handsome, and he
was keeping a rival out of the fleld. And
even without that cute stroke of business
with Uncle Clegg,’ the feilows would soon
have grown tired of going a mile to Uncle
Clegg’s shop for their supplies. As for going
to Courtfield town, that was altogether too
much of a good thing. Some of the fellows
took the trouble to inguire of Mr. Mimble,
the Head’s gardener. when Mrs. Mimble was
likely to return: but they received mno
eomfort. Not for weeks, probably.

“It’s simply rotten!® Harry Wharton ex-
claimed at tea in Study No. 1 one evening,
at the end of the week “We're right in the
claws of the blessed Trust—might as well be
living in America, and have done with it!”

“Something’s got to be done!” growled
Frank Nugent. “We've only got a little
spread here, but it's run into four bob !”

“Instead of two.** said Harry.

“And that howling ead.is pocketing our
dibs, and  laughine up his slesve.” said
Nugent, - exasperated. “He’s ~making a
fortune out .of Mauly, too. Mauly never
counts his money, and he pays all that Fishy
asks. I saw him handing two pound-notes
over the counter thiz afternoon.”

“it’s too rotten!”

Peter Todd looked into the study.
the chums a genial nod and a grin.

“Discussing Fishy and his fishy methods,
what?” he asked. -

. “Yes, How can we give that spoofing
rotter one_in the eye?” demanded Nugent.
“You've always claimed that the ideas all

He gave
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came from Study No. 7, Toddy. Haven't you
an idea now? It's simply disgraceful for the
whole Form to be done in by that spoofer
with his blessed corner in tuck!”

“Just what I called in to see you about,”
§§1d tPetey; il‘odd cheerfully. “I've thought
it out, and I've got an idea for nippin i
in the bud.”- & y RERg ot

“Hurrah {? gt

“Let's hear the scheme first,” said Harry

Wharton, less enthusiastically.
‘It's a “ripper,” said Todd, “only, lke
Fishy's schemes, it will need money. I've
spoken to Smithy about it, and I want you
fellows to ‘get’ Tord Mauleverer into it. It
will cost money, hut all the money will come
back again, every red cent of it, and_ Fishy
will be done blue and green.” ;

“Pile in! What's the wheeze?”

“A rival tuekshop!”

“Wha-a-at {”

i Rather takes your breath away—what?"
said Peter, evidently very pleased at the im-
pression his scheme made in Study No. 1.
“But it’s perfectly simple, and I wonder we
didn’t think of it before. We put up a
certain sum of money—say, twenty guid. We
can raise that from giddy millionaires like
Mauly and Smithy and Inky, the rest of us
putting up what we can raise. Then we can
give an order to a wholesale house in Court-
iield, and get a whole gidd{ consignment of
tuck ot wholesale prieces. We set it out in
the Rag, and open shop, and sell to all who
Our stuff will be as good as
3, and we sell at Mrs. Mimble’s old
There will be a profit, and after
1g expenses are paid, and the original
capital returned to the inyvestors, any surplus
will be devoted to the Remove Cricket Club.
How does that strike you?”

“My only hati”

“I'm willing fo manage the conecern,” said
Peter modestly. “It will require brains, of
course. It will be a lot of trouble, and some
of you fellows will have to put in time,
minding the shop, and so on. But it’'s worth
the trouble. The money will all come back,
and most likely there will be a surplus for
the cricket club. Of course, nobody in the
concern is to make a profit personally, that's
understood. We're not.on. the make like
Fishy.” o =

“Good egg!” exclaitmed Harry Wharton
heartily. “It’s a ripping idea.”

“And we’ll Xeep it dark from Fishy, and
spring. it "om him .on  Saturday  aftermoon,
onening the shop suddenlywithonut warning!”
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chuckled Peter Todd. “We'll let all the
fellows into the secret who can be trusted
to keep it from Fishy—see? I want to see
Fishy's face when the 11» al shop opens.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nobodv will deal with him, of course,
after we've opened a shop to sell things ab
fair prices. He'll be left with all his “stuff
on his hands. His tarts and buns and cakes
will go stale, and he won’t be able to sell
them at a farthing each——"

“ Hurrah !”

“In fact, T think he’ll be jolly glad. in
the dong run, to crawl oui of his speculation
with less money than when he started it,”
said Peter Todd, with great satisfaction.
“Tt will be a lesson to him—what?”

“Iws a go! Hurrahl!”

And that evening the Co. were busy in dis-
cussing the details of Peter Todd's scheme,
and rmsutlg the necessary capital for carry-
ing it out.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not In the Know!

ISHER T. FISH was suspicious. -

’ That Friday there was something
going on in'the Remove that he could
not fathom. Fellows talked in

whispers, with many chuckles, and ceased

the momert the American junior was seen

.hovering mear. .
There was evidently somé secret—it was

equally evidently it was something up against

thie enterprising junier.

But what it was Fish eould not discover.

He tried pumping Billy Bunter; but
Bunter was unable to reveal the secret, for
the simple Teason that he did -not know it.
Peter Todd knew better than to take the
Owl of %he  Remove inte his confidence.
Bunter was very much exasperated at being
left out of the secret; but Todd had been
deaf to his 1mp0rmmtles Bunter had tried
his usnal system  of ~ keyhole investigation
witliout siccess. The fellows who were “in
the know ” were too careful to give him a
chatice of playing the eavesdropper.

But when Fish tackled him, Bunter was
far from admitting that he didn't know.
He. sheok his head, and looked mysterious.
Fish became keener than ever. That it was
some plot to dish his cormer he wasd certain,
and he wanted to be put on his gnard.

“Look here, Bunter, you know jolly well
that. -the; fellows are planning something !”
he exclaimed angrily.

Bunter nodded, and chucMed

“Tell me what it is! G

“Pon’t you wish I v'ould " said ‘Bunter,
with another fat chuckle.
better dook out, Fishy, that’s all.
going te dish you. He, he, he!”

“1 say, Bunty, old man, I guess you mmht
tell an old pal said  Fish persuasively.
“Come into the tuckshop when 1 open it,
and I'll stand you some tarts.”

“Not good ewough,” ‘said Bunter, with a
shake of the head. Tish’s eagerness was so
evident that the Owl of the Remove could

_afford to be coy.

F’hg guess T'11 make it a dozen tarts,” said
lish.
“¥ell, T'Il see,” said Bunter loftily.
When Fisher T. ¥ish opened shop that

afterngon not a single solitary customer

appeared. By common agreement, the fellows
who had ne supplies on hand were going to
have tea in Hall that day—so far as the
juniors avere concerned. Coker & Co. of the
Fifth had been taken into the mew wheeze,
and they were so exasperated against Fish—
especially Coker—that they entered into it
heartily.

They're

A few fags came into the shop later to!

fetch things for members of the Sixth, and
that was all the business Fish did that
afternoon. He was very perturbed and un-
easy. . -He had his fresh consignment from
Tncle (‘legrz, untouched, and much of it was
perichable. He was very plad when Bunter
rolled intc the shop, grinning.

“Hallo! Walk right in, Bunter, old man?!”
said Fish, with an affability he was far from
feeling. “Glad to see yon!”

*He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.
Tishy? You're going to be done brown!”

“Is it ‘a bLoYeott?” asked Fish. “They
tried that before, but it didn't last the
first day. I guess I'm mot afraid of a bay-
eott. ‘That cuts no ice with me.”

“Worse than that!” said Bupter.

“$Well, what is it?”

“A dead secret, Fishy!”

THE Porurar.—No, 225,
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“1 warn you yon'd

‘discontentedly.

to serve Tubb of the
an order frem

Fish turned away
Third, who came in with
Loder. Four shillings’ - worth of
vanished, to be put down to Loder’s expand-
ing account Fish scowled as he made the
entry in the ledger. He felt that he would
have to vefuse Loder's orders soon; but it
would not do o break with the prefect while
this unknown plot was being developed
against him and his “cormer.” He was
keener than ever to know what it was.

«7qry these tarts, Bunty!” he said
vitingly.

“Thanks; T will!”

Bunter tried the tarts, and found them
so much to his taste that he polished off a
dozen of them with hardly a pause to take
breath. Fish watched that demolition of
his stock with dismay, but he felt that he
must have that secret out of Bunter.
Bunter remarked.

in-

“1 say, I'm thirsty!”
“Any ginger-beer going, Fishy?”

“Help yourself!” gmwled Fish.

“«You're really awfully good® Fishy 1]
really don’t know why the fellows alw ays
think you a mean skunk, upon my “ord %

said Bunter
“Did you say I was to try thab cake?”

“1 guess you can try it!” said Fish re-
luctantly.

“Thanks !”

“Now, look here, Bunter what's
game, ‘I know you know it—you. listen o
everything that gees on.

to listen at.”

“Oh, really, Fish—"

“Tell me what it is before you scoff auy
more of that cake!” said Fish. “I've stood
you quite enough, you guzzling jay! You
can finish the c&l\e if you tell me what the
fellows have got on a"amst me."

Bunter cudgelled his brains for a likely
stiory. If he had known the secret, he
would certainly have let it out for that
bribe. But the trouble was that he did
not know it.

“Well, pxle in!"” growled Fish.

“ Ahem! You—you won’'t mention that
I've told you?” hesitated Buater.
“Sure!”

“And I cam have the cake—and a Tew
more ‘tarts?”

“Yep!"

“Well "—Bunter =ank his veice fto a
mysterious whisper—“they're going to =set
fire to the tuckshop, Fishy!”

Fisher T. Fish mmped

“Waal, I swow!” he e;acuhted
Injun?”

“Yes; hand over the cake!”

“You let that cake alone!” anapped Fish,
recowermg himself, “You lying mugwump;
vou're trying te stuff me! 1 ‘don’t believe
you know the secret at all!”

“J—J— mean they're going to raid the
tuckshep!” said Bunter. * They're going to
put on masks one nighf, and—and—"

“Ring off! 1 guess you don't know, after
all!” grunted Fish, “Let that cake alone,
or. I'll come over the counter te you!”

Bunter suerted angrily.

“ Honest

“Well, }ou re a rotten swindling spoofer,
and you're going to be deme in! 1 know
that mueh, anyway!” ‘he said. “And you
can go and eat coke! Yah?!”

And the Ow! of the Remecve rolled out
of the tuckshop, leaving Fisher T. Fish no
wiser, but the poorer by a dozen jam-tarts,
a pound of cake, and a bottle of ginger-
beer. The amateur Sspeculator growled

“Might have known the fat galoot was
talking out of his peck?” he grunted. “He
deesn’t know. They'we kept it awfully dark
if he can’t spot it, the spying cad. What
the dooce is it the silly jays are planning? 1
guess T've got to know?! And why ‘don’t
the custowers come in, blew them?” :

But the customers did not come in, and |

Fish. closed his shop earlier than wusual, in
a very bad temper. When he returned to
the School House chuckles and grins met
him on all sides. The jumiors were enjoy-
ing the joke, whatever it was.

In the commen-room that evening Tisher
T. Tish noticed the whispering and grinning
more than ever. He had kept his eyes open,
and observed that Peter Todd had been out
on his bicycle. When Todd came in, he was
surrounded by the juniors, and Fish heard
his announcement: i

“It’s all serens!”

“Qood egg!” by

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tish strode angrily towards the group.

An Amazmg New ch Arrwes at Greyfnars
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affably, as he helped lnm\elf:
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You're never left]
out of a secret so long as there’'s a keyhole |
{ so far, of the

_covery ‘had been in vain.

NOW.

“YWhat's all serene, Toddz,” he demanded,
“It!" replied Peter calmly

“You jays have got some scheme on!” "~

said Fish. “1 guess it’s something up’:
against me, Well, you won't find it easy
to touch 1' T th when it comes to cold
business! I'. T. Fish never gets left!” g

“You'll see to-morrow!” grinned Bob!
Lherry.

And there was another roar of laughter.

“QOh, rather!” chuckled Dabney of the:
Fourth. “You'll see to-morrow, Fishy!”
“You'll see to-morrow, you swindler!”

4 squeaked Tubb.

Fish glared at the hilarious juniors. He
was convinced of his own unusual cuteness
and business abilities, and had no doubt
that he could keep his end up. Yet he was
vaguely uneasy. There was a gurprise pre-
paring for him on the morrew, and all the
juniors evidently believed that it would be
blow for the schoolbey
speculator. But what could it be? Fisher
9. Fish, in spite of bis self-confidence, was
on tenterhooks of anxiety by this time.

“What am I going {0 see tomorrow
then?” he demanded.

“You'll see what you will see!” said Bob
Cherry oracularly. . ¢

“Ha, ha, ha!” 7

And that was all the information ¥Fisher
T. Fish could obtain, He went to the
dormitory that night in a deuldndly uneasy
frame of mind, with many misgivings about
the morrow, in spite of the eminent success,
“corner in tuck.”

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables.
N Saturday morning it might have
been observed—and, as a matter
; of fact, was observed——that- many
of the Remove fellows were in
hilarious spirits. Fisher T. Fish observed it.

It worried him.

So far as he could see, there was no flaw
in his armour. He thad placated Mr.
Quelch, he was backed up by a prefect—at
rather a high price, certainly—he had made
terms with his oenly possible rival in busi-
ness. Mrs, Mimble’s return was still very
far off. All was serene; there was no cloud
on the horizon—se far as Fisher T. Fish
could see; and he prided himself upon being
able to see as far as most people, if not a
little further. And yet

Was it possible that he was going to be
“left,”  after all? What did that general

y hllarltv on the part of the junmiors mean?

Why that whispering and chuckling?
What was it that he was to “see” to-day?

Fisher T. Fish wore a worried leck during
morning lessons. He was making money
hand:-over-fist, true. e already had hall
the amount put by that he had agreed
to pay Mrs. Mimble for her business. -In
another week or two he would- have all that
sum in hand, without the need of using His
popper’s -cheque; and -after that sum was
iaid aside, all that came in would be sheer,
clear profit, for his sole use. It was a
beantiful prospect if—but there was an “if.”
What was it that Harry Wharton & Co..
were plotting?

And it wasn't only Harry Wharton & Co.
—Peter Todd was in i5, and Vernon-Smith,
and Lord Mauleverer—in fact, nearly all
the Rlemove. Temple, Dabney, & Co. of the
Fifth, Hobson of the Shell and his friends
were in it, and so were Tubb and his fags
in the Third. Even Nugent minor of the
Second was in the scherne. It seemed to
embrace the whole Lower School, with the
exception of a few fellows' like Bunter and
Snoop, who could not have been trusted t6-
keep the secret. What was the little gatnz]

What, indeed? All Fish's efforts at dis-
After morning
leasons he went, in a worried frame of mind,
to open his ﬂhop It being a half-holiday,
the tuck-shop was to be open all the after--
noon, and Fishy had hoped to do a rparing

trade. But he was beginning to have his
doubts pow. That afternoon, accerding to
the plotters, he was to “see.” What was.
he to see?

After dinner Peter Todd walked down to
the porter’s lodge, with a knowing grin oh
his face. Fish spotted him, and followed
him there. Todd was asking Gosling about
a box he was expecting.

. “Taint arrived yet, sir,” sal
- #1¢’s coming by the carrie

seve Next Week !

Gosling,. .
-said mfer




The Popular Three—Frank Richards

“It will be a jolly big box—a packing-case,
in fact. ¥ want it put into the Rag.”
. “Yessir”

“Hallo, Fishy!” said Peter, as he turned
away from the porter’s lodge. “Haven’t
you got your shop open yet?”’

“I guess I'm just going there.”

“Then go!” adviced Peter. “By strict
attention to business, you know, you will
please your customers, and assure a con-
tinuance of past favours!”

“Oh, come oft!” growled Fish. “What's
thiz hyer packing-case you’re expecting?”

“A wooden cne,” said Peter afiably.

“1 mean, what's in it?”

“The contents, of course!”

“But what are the contents?’ howled
Fish.

“They're what’s inside the packing-case,
Fishy!”

“You mean, you won’t tell me, you jay!”

“Have you guessed that already?” asked
Peter admiringly. “That shows what a
veally keen American intellect can do, when
it gets fairly going, Fishy.” 2

1 guess know you've got some rotten
scheme on!” growled Fish. “Are you send-
ing for tuck to stand a feed, or something
like that?” -

“Time your shop was open, Fishy.”

“Will" you answer me, you mugwump?®

“Your hungry customers will be hammering
on the door, Fishry.” said Peter imperturb-
ably. “Better buzz off and attend to husiness.
Business i3 your motte, you know--cold
business from the word ‘ go.” I think that’s
how you put it in your native language.”

Tish snorted and walked away. There was
no getting anything out of Peter Todd.
Todd could be as close as an oyster when
he chose, and he chose now. Peter locked
after him with a grin. Fish's state of mind
afforded him considerable amusement. The
tables were being turned at last upon the
cute business man:-of the Rrmove.

The American junior opened his shop, but
few customers came in. - Bunter rolled in to
make another attempt to open an account,
to he settled at some future date when a
postal-order should arrive. He friled, and
hLe rolled out again discontentedly. ~ Tubb
caine with an order from -Loder, tn be nut
down to the account, and Fish simply snarled
25 he handed over the goods. He was fed-up
with Loder.

After that Fish was left alome in his

.. He was readv. in apron and shirt-
but the cugtomers did not come.
: it a boyeott? Boveott or not, the fellows
would want tuck for their tea, and he was
sure of a rush of custom then. Only he did
not feel go sure now.

Where were all the feillows? He stenned
onut of the shop. The Close was almost
deserted. He glanced towards the plaving-
fields. There were no juniors thére. Bome of
the Sixth were at practice, and that was all

Where were the Remove, where were the
Fourth, and the fags?

What little game was on?

Fish thought of that packing-case Todd
had been expectirg, anrd felt more uneasy
than ever. He slipped off his aprvom, and
put on his jacket, and ran down to the
porter's lodge.

“That packing-case come for Todd?” he
asked.

“Yessie,” sajd Gosling.

“Dn you koow what was in 14?7
“Which T dom's. Waster -Fish,” said
Gosling. “Master Todd says it’'s full of
breakables, 8o a man was to wery carefu}
with it.- That’s all T know. 1t was took into
the 'Ouge hover a hower ago.”

Fich went disconsclateiv back to his shon.

No casgrmers had arrived. -He eaneht siohi
of Skinner and Hageldene in the Close. They
were eating apples. Fish cetared at them.
TUnless they had vurloined those apnies from
his shop dnring his hrief absence, where had
they obtained them?

“Hallo” called out Fish. “You
inching my sboek?”

The two juniors chockled.

“Where did von get those apples?” de-
manded Fish angrily.

“Boughit 'em and paid
Skinner.

“At a fair price,” asid Wareldene, *None
of your new double prices for us, Fishy.”
r."!’[‘hen where did yeu buy them?” howled
Fish.

“Ha, ha, hat” :

Hazel and Svinner walked away withont
sstisfying * Fish's curlosity. The American
iunlor hastily locked up his shop. and started
for the School Heuse. 1t was not of much

been

for ‘em,” said

-ase keeping the shop open. as no customers
were coming; and he felt that he must pene-
trate this mysteéry.

There was 3 buzz of merry voices in the
direction of the Rag. Fish turned his steps
towards that apartment.’ Then he jumped,
The Rag was c¢rowded with fellows, and on
the half-open door was a large notice, in
capital letters, daubed with a brush. Fish
read it, and simply gasped. He understood
now.

“NOTICE!

THE NEW TUCKS8HOP 18 NOW OPEN!

SUPPORT BRITISH INDUSTRIES AGAINEY
AMERICAN TRUSTS!

ALL GOODS FIRST QUALITY AXD
FAIR PRICES!

ROLL UP!”

. “M-mamy only hatt” stuttered Tisher T.
Fish. “M-m-my Uncie Jonathan! Bo that’s
what was in the pscking-case? It’s a rival
show! Where did the jays get the money
from?
Oh, by gum! I'm left this time!”

He strode furiously into the Rag.

An animated scene met his zaze.

The big table wag arranged as a counter,
and it was piled frrom end to end with ail
sorts and conditions of good things.

Rehind tne improvised counter stood Peter
Todd. Nugent, Bob Cherry, and Tom Brown,
in their shirtsleeves, acting as shopmen.

The Rag was crowded with fellows of all
Forms. 2

Evidently the new establishment was doing
a roaring trade. Fisher T. Fish could see
now where his customers had gone to.

There was a yell at the gight of the
American junior.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Bob Cherry.
“Here’s Fishy! Walk up, Fishy! Are yon
gotng to be a customer?”

noTice!
" ow PricES
Mevic® o5 HERERY

GIUEN YHas FROM
TS PATE GEPS

EtTALLISAMENY
AV THE OLB PRICES

Where did they get the brains from? .

and Cc.g! 25

“Down with the Trusts!”

“Down with corners ‘e fuch

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“Jevver get lefi, Fishy?”?

“Ha, ha, hal?

Fisher T. Fish sivode up to the eounier.
He was in so great a rage that he eould
hardly stutter. He.wzs simply overwhelmed
at seeing his own little game turned against
him in this maenner. He shook a bony flst
in Rob’s face, and Bob voaréd with laughter.

“1 guess this is a plant!” shrieked Fisher
T. Fish. *“Look hyer, I'm not going to stangd
this! You hesr me?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 don’t see how you're going to stop it!”
grinped Harry Wharton, “If we have any of
your cheek, we'll chuck you out! You bribe
a prefeet to keep order in your shop! We'll
keep o¥der ourselves !

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness ia terrifie, my estesmed
swindling Fish! Thia is business!”

“Yaas; begad!” drawled Lord Mauleverer.
“We've out-businessed you this time, my
dear fellow! Take it smiling!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish did not take it smiling, He
choked with rage, But his rage only made
the juniors howl the louder with merriment.
Fisher T. Fish had had his innings, but he
had come out at the little end of the horn
at last, a3 he would have put it in his own
expressive language. He had had the fellows
on the hip, and new they had him by the

short hairs, -
48
“Walk up, gentlemen !” aald Peter
Todd, rubbing his hands in imitation
of Fisher T. Fish’s manner behind the
counter. “All goods best quality and fair
prices! No double prices in this establish-
ment! Al American methods bavred!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Climbing Down!
EVVER get left, Fishyi”
“Ha, ha. ha!”

NOTHING DOING !
not tikely to come.

again | ”*
(See Chapter 4.)

Fisher T. Fish looked
apron and shirt-sleeves again, ready for b
*Walk in gentlemen !*’ he said invitingly.
guess you'ra not goling to lsave me in the lurch now.
i | gren we arel’’ chortled Tom Brown.

cut of ‘the 3h°P~

For

He was in
that was
L1 .
Alt the old prices

“Just a few !
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“YLook hyer, you guys!” shouted Fisher T.
Fish, finding his voice at last. “You're jolly
well not going to open a rival shop hyer!”

“Ha, ha, hat”
inder guess and reckon that it is open—
> & few!” chuekled Johnny Bull. “This is
are you get it in the neck, Fishy!”
ight in the neck, I calculaté,” said Peter
Yodd. “Are you wanting anything, Fishy?
We'll serve you at thé same price as the
others. None of your methods here, you
w! 1.can supply you with penny tarts at
penny each—-""

“1 guess——"

“Tuppeny tarts tuppence, not fourpence!
None of your ninepence for fourpence here!”
aid Peter. “Will you have one of our
yepial jced drinks? You loek rather warm?”
“You—you slab-sided mugwump-——""
“If you are not a customer, Fishy, you
will kindly step aside, and make room for
customers. . This isu't a fashionable lounge,
vou know”

“I allow I'm not going to stand this!” -

“Must! No aeats provided in this shop—
too big a rush of customers!” said Todd.

“Kindly step aside, and make room! What
can 1 do for you, Temple?”

“Tarts and ginger-pop!” grinned Temple.

“Certaluly I’

Fisher T. Fish brandished his bony fists.
“1 tell you I won't have it!” he roared.
“It's & swindle——" 5

“No, not” said Peter soothingly.
thinking of your own business now!
swindle, Fishy!”

You have no right to start a rival show
after I've started & tuckshop hyer at heavy
i " stuttered Fish.

Heavy loss to your customers, you mean!”
grinned Coker of the TFifth.

“Push that feliow out, if he isn’t going to
buy anything!” said Peter. “He's keeping
custom away!”

Fisher T. Fish had lost all his coolness
now. His temper was at boiling-peint, as he
vealised that this was the ruin of his new
enterprise—that his “corner” in_tuck was
knocked completely the head. He made a
sprawling jump aercss the counter at Peter
‘fodd, and clasped him round the meck.

" wasped Fish. “You mugwunp!

ed galoot from Galootsyille! I
yrockets of you some!”
ned, and - grasped the
Ameriean junior in turn. The thin and far
from athletle Fish was a child in- Peter’s
powerful grasp. Todd whirled him over the
counter, head frst, and then whirled him
hack again, and he rolled on the floor of the
Raz amid fnnumerable feet.

“¢¥ick that hooligan out!” said Peter
Al an’t have rows kicked up in
is is an orderly establishment.”

“You're
That’s

L

“Boot him out!”
“&hove that swindler out!”

a, m, hat
“Terner him!”

Fisker ‘T. Fish tried to spring up and run—
hut ke hadn't a ehance. Every fellow in the
Ilag was anxioud to lend a hand at kicking
lsim sut or, rather, a Toot. Innumerable feet
ped in the process—and the wnfortunate
merer of twek was propelled towards the
C 5t a great rate. He arrived there in a
dusty and distevelled and dazed condition,
aud a final application of a crowd of boots
fiurled him into the passage. A roar of
jaughfer followed him.

“1 guess that kinder settles Fishy's hLash,
some!” chuekled Bob Cherry.

“f guess it does,” said Harry Wharton,
tanghing, “Poor old Fishy! Always trying
some new swindle, and always getting done.
Ha, Ba, hal”

Fisher T. Fish picked himself up, feeling
that 4ifs wwas hardly worth living. He

crawled away down the passage, gasping.
“«FWaal, 1 swow!” he murmured, in dismay.
“] gness this does me—right in the eye! The

awful mugwamps—te plant a game like that |

on mé—and I never saw it—never guessed
it, by gum! That’s what they were keeping
dark, ©Oh, crumabs!”
Pigher T, Fish went
his shop.
He looked over his

back disconsolately to

stock and grosned..

So long as Peter Todd & Co. kept shop in

the Bag it was pretty certain that ne
customers would come to Fish's establish-
ment and pay his prices. And what was to
become of the perishable part of his stock?
farts and cakes and buns would be
e Porvzar,—No. 225.

hopelessly stale in a few days—eggs would
become unsaleable—all sorts of things would
be left useless on his hands.

His loss would be tremendous.

The corner was “done in” with a vengeance |
now, ]

That great financial operation of the
American junior was a hopeless, horrible |
failure. ]

The schoolboy speculator had once more
“rup up against a snag,” and ‘‘come out ab
the little end of the horn”” He groaned as
he- realised it.

There was evidently only one thing fo be
doue, It was no use crying over spilt milk.
TUnless his stock was to be left on his hands,
he had $o lower his prices, And, with
many groans, he prepared a nobtice to that
effect to post up outside the tuckshop.

During the afternpon a good many fellows
looked in at the s,ghoo‘l shop—not (o buy
anything, but to ask Fishy, with many
chuckles, how buy/iness was ®etting on.

1t was not get/ing on at all, as a matter
of fact.

There was a foar ol laughter outside the
tuckshiop when Fish came out to post up his
new notice. Harry Wharton & o., when they
came away from cricket prachbice, found the |
notice up, and they joined in the roar of

merriment. Fisher T. Fish was “climbing
down " now, with a yengeance. The notice:
ran:

NOTICE!
OLD PRICES! |
“Notice is hereby given that from this
date goods will be supplied by this estab- |
lishment at the old prices. :
“ signed,
“FISHER TARLETON FISH.”

«(limbed down, and mo mistake,” grinned
Job Cherry “0Oh, what a falling-of was
thiere, my countryment” ;

“Ha, ha, hal”

Fisher T. Fish looked out of the shop. He
was in apron and shirt-sleeves again, ready
for business—for the business that was not
likely to come. i
“Walk in, gentlemen!” he said invitingly. |
“You want to do your shopping' for tea]
now, 1 guess! Walk right int”

“ Will you walk inte my parlour? said
he spider to the fly!” quoted Frank |
Nngent: and there was another roar. :

“Gentlemen, I guess you can't do better
than patronise the old firm. You will notice
that old prices rule now—s&me as in Mrs. ;
Munble’s time.” :

«“Too late!” chuckled Bob Cherry. ©No-|
body’s going to deal with you any more,
Vishy. All the fellows huve agreed to support |
the mew show.”

“I pguess you're not going to leave me
in the lurch now,” said Fisher T. Fish, per-
suasively,

“T guess we are!”

“ Just a few!” chortled Tom Brown.

“Some!” grinned Johany Bull.

“Youre up a tree, Fishy,” said Harry
Wharton, “You'd better let this he a warn-
ing to you, that honesty’s the best poliey.”

“Tet it be a lesson to you, my dear Fish!”
said Alonzo Tedd solemnly. “If you are
put to some loss by this transaction, you Inay
count it as a profit, if it impresses upon your
mind the fact that dishonesty is never profit-
able in the long run.”

“ It wasn't dishonesty !” shricked Fish. “It
was business, you silly jay? And T guess |
that if you don't want to deal with me,
you can go and eat coke!”

«We've got plenty of other things to eal |
now,” grinned Bob Cherry. “Fishy, old man,
you'd better start operations on your stock |
yourself. No need to let it go to rack and
ruin. Bunter will help you to get rid of it.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

Tisher T. ¥Wish rebired into his shop and
slammed the door.

The langhing juniors cleared off, in a state
of great enjoyment. All the fcllows who
required supplies for tea purchased them in
the Rag. Irom the Second to the BSixth,
the whole of Greyiriars dealt at the new
establishment. Only one customer came along
to Fist's shop at teabime. It was Tubb

{of the Third, with a written order from

Loder. But Tubb found the shop <¢losed.
Tnder the circumstances, Loder’s protection
was ne longer required by the unfortunate
speculator, and he dil mof mean to supply
the prefect for nothing any more. . Tubb
returned to Loder to report, and the prefect
came ‘down to the shop in an extremely bad

26 If you iike funny supplements—Try the * Magnet's’' !

temper. Bul the door was locked. Te
looked for Wisher T. Fish, and found him
movdily walking fa the Close, with his hands
in his pockets, and a deep wrinkle in his
brow,

“Why isn't you
prefect demanded.

Fish groaned. ;

“§ guess it's no good opening it. There's
a rival stow, and all my customers have
given e the go-by.”

“8erve you right for swindling them,” said
Loder unfeelingly, “1 thought you were
carrying it too far. You should have pub
up prices five or ten per cent., not a hundred
per cent.,, and then you might have kept
going.”

“L guess 1 don't want teaching how to
, Loder,” said Fish tartly.

, ¥ou don't seem to have made much
of a success of it,” sneered Loder.

Fish grunted. He could not deny that,
_“Anyway, you cam serve me—any price you
tike,” said Loder. *“Gc and open the shop
at once, and give Tubb the things on his
order.”

Fisher T. Tish sheok bis head.

“T'm not running any more aceounts,” he

ghop open, Fish?” the

said,  “Can’t afford it. You can bave what
you like fer cash; old prices, to Loder.
Nothing mere on the nod, 1 gue

Loder clenched his hand.

“Are you asking for a licking?" he
demanded.

“I guess if you touch me I'll speak to

| the Head, and tell him vou're bullying me

into supplying vou with tuck for nothing.”
sai@ Fish coolly. It was some solace for
him, in his downfall, to disappoint Loder
and tell him what he thought of him.

Loder unclenched his hand, He felt that
that wonld net de.

“¥ou young rotter!” he said.
mind to kmock you into the
next week! You've only got
deserved for your swindling!”

“Tt wasn't swindling, I tell you: it waa
husiness—latest American style. Look hyer,
Loder, if you like to pay cush, I'll serve you
at once-—"

“If I'm going te pay cash, 1'1l get the stuff
at the other show,” said Loder, with a grin.
1 don't believe in supporting swindlers.”

And he walked away to the Rag. Fizh's
last chance of a customer disappeared. The

“{'ve a good
middle
what

you

4 enterprising American frowned darkiy.

“ Fairly done—done right in!” he murmured.
“And how am I going to pay Mrs. Mimble,

eh? Oh, my hat! I wish I'd never thought
of making a corner in tuck—1 do! Ob,
thunder!” 5

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success !
OR a couple of days Fisher T. Fish
still hoped against hope, as it were.
But it was in vain. Not a single
customer came to the school shop.
Peter Todd’s establishment in the Rag was
well patronised. It had been a great success
from the start. Assured of the support of
the whole school, there had been no risk
about it. In twe or three days most of the
stock was sold, and the capital provided by
the founders of the concern was repaid. The
profits were expended in ordering a mnew
supply of tuck. The enterprise took up a
great deal of the time of the juniors; bub
they were prepared to make that sacrifice,
till Fish's business was fairly knocked out.
Their usual occupations could be put aside
for a time.
And there was no doubt that the schoolboy
speculator was getting it «“in the mneck.”
On Monday he had put up a notice that
goods of a perishable nature could be had

1 at half-price, and then for a few hours he did

some business. The offer was too good to be
refused. But although that clearance saved
Tishy from a dead loss on his perishable com-
modities, his loss was substantial, all the
same. He was selling tarts and cakes and
buns, and other things at less than he had
paid for them, and he was glad %o do even
that. Normal prices ruled for the other
articles: but the other articles, at normal
prices, the fellows refused to touech.

On Wednesday Fish did not trouble to open
his shop at all. He knew that it would be~
useless—nobody would come there. -

His glum face caused shouts of laughter
wherever it was seen, All Greyfriars was
enjoying the joke, The keen and enterprising
American had bitten of ‘more than he

Sir *Arry, the Hero and Boy of Mystery !
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could chew (mce more Meanwhile, Fisk’s
other rival in Friardale had reduced his
prices once more. Fish had promptly stopped
his order at Vncle Clegg's; he could not
afford to buy goods that he could not sell.
And Uncle Clegg, no longer bribed with that
daily order, pub his prmw down tg the old
level. But the juniors did not bother about
Unele Clegg—Todd & Co., in the Rag,
supplied them with all they needed.

Fisher T. Fish's position was miore serious
than the juniors knew. It was oot only the
of hig golden dreams that worried him;
hie had more apprehensious on his mind than
they were aware of. He kept it to himself,
hoping for a turn of fortunc, hut that turn
of fortune did not come. Ih had not the
<lightest chance of a
tomer, unless he offe
and the “corner
doornail. And then came the news
Mimble was returning at the end
5 and Fish was in a panie.

H}a first intention had been to make some
with Mrs Mimble, s0 as fo keep
ssion of the qehool -Imp Now he would
e heen glad to get rid of it on almost
any terms. But M imble’s return meant
more than that to lum and Tisher L. Fish's
face was utterly \m*bouono In his
z;ktzlmlty he made up his mind to appeal to

e Lo,

Peter Todd was in No. 1 Siudy, with the
Famous Five; makmg up the tuckshop
accounts that evening, when the woebegone
speculator dropped in. There wos a :,ﬂnpral
;'rm from the juniors at the sight of Fish's

3CC.

“How's
afiably.

Fish groaned, and sank into a chair.

“I guess you know I'm not doing any
business,” he said. “I own up. You've
m--wked nie out , you jays! It was a ripping
scheme, but—-

“But it was Hl\e all your giddy e —
o goed ™ sald Harlv Whartun, laughing

business?” asked Bob Cherry

“I guess I'm going to appeal fo &on
s'hza])s," said Fish, *“I'm in a hole.”

*Hay ha, hal®

“You’ve got me by the short hairs,” said
h\h “I give in” ;

“I don't quite see it’s so bad as all that,”
said Peter Todd. “You lo your money,
hut it serves you jolly well right! You

3 Mrs., Mimble fiftecn pounds eight

s and sixpence for her stock. You
mnst Tave made something,- and the stock

will fetch something #f you sell it off at
half-price. You dom’t stand to lose more
than five quid, I should say t 1s to
me that you're getting off cheaply
“I haven’'t got it to lose.”
“Bnt- you paid Mrs. Mimhie.”

“f h.LV(?]J’tv paid he groancd Fish.
“What! But that cheque——"

“she couldn't change a chegue for
twenty pounds; of course I kmew that,”

said Fish. “1 guess I showed her the
cheque to show her I had plenty of moncy

waiting for her. I'd have had the
all right, if~—"
“You awful rascall”
“Oh, draw it mild! I ¢
been all OK if—-—"
“People have becn sent to prisor
kind of thing,” said Peter To d.
guess i business,”
“ 3t the g
I'd have bad plenty of the durocks te pay
her, and some gver for myself. You ieuows
are to blame, You wrecked my corner!”
it's no good talking to you,”
i “(‘ thought you were
ing ‘us, and you were swindling
1ppose you

money

gucss it would have

A% d*

only swin
a poor old woman as well. I

St

haven't the cheek to ask.us to find the
money to pay your debt, aiter the way
you've welshed and rooked us right and
left.”

“I—I guess there'll be trouble for mel”
groaned t‘1e unhappy speculator. “Mrs.
Mimble won't see that it was business.
She'll complain to the Head if 1 donr’t pay

her, And the Head won't u;duratand
business. He'll think-—-"
“He’ll think you're a blessed thief, as

you jolly well are!” said Bel
nantly. “Now, don't say
again, or I'll puu“h your head}
up with your rot!”

“What am I going to do?” gasped Fish.
“You fellows might help me out of a hole,
There’s the steck in the tuck-shep, that’s

erry indig-
business
I'm fed

worth something; only Y've had heavy
losses, you sce. 1 was paying Unele Cle
ten_’hob a day for stuff to keep his prices
up’

“Oh! So that was onc of your dodge
was it?”

“It was busin you know. Corners
are always worked like that, - But it co
me mon And I paid him shop priecs,

e
and haven't sold all the stuff, What I've
sold of it mostly went for half ef what I

gave, thanks to you jays! Then Loder
was squeezing me for tuck for neothing,

£

“How much ha ive Fou got towards
Mimble's money?”

“1 guess I've got eight quid.”

“Then you want scven pounds eight and
six,” said Peter Todd. “Well, this firm
will give you five quid for what's left of
your stock, and you c¢an raise the rest
yourself, That's the best we can do.”

_ “Then I lose two pounds eight and six

ash, after all my trouble!” said Fisher

I indignantly.

Afps.

Head for
Todd dril
Fisher

Fish rese with a groan.

guess it’s the best I can do,” he said.
“Come salong to Lhn shop, and I'Il haud
over the stoek., 'That will be under cost

price for i.>
“Serve you right!?
“And ¥ guess this will use up my

[

ance for the resh of the term!

aliow-

to pay. See. Then I was going to pay her| “Just what you deservel”

out  of the profits, after cornering the And go it was arranged. Fisher T.
tuek. Mrs.  Mimble thought I gave the: had a narrow escape of geiting i

cheque to Quelehy to e for me, but I;Lmnbie over his latest wheese

3 ally going to pay her out of the | assistance of the Co. enabled him to «rftlv

y of the bizney. So I could have, if
vou fellows hadn -

“Well, all you've got to do new is to get

) clmque changed, then,” said Harry

ton, puzzled. “I don’t sce the difti-

It wasw’t to he changed!”
ained Fish. “The popper wouldn't
give me such a sum as a hundred dollars;
and I never could have changed the cheque
He sent it to me to show, that's
ag capital, with instructions that it was to
be sent back to him unchanged. After I’d
nsed it, you see—~to show,
it back to popper. It wusn-‘L really mine.”

The faces of the juniors became very
grim, TPisher T. Fish's ideas of business,
they knew, approached perilously near o
swindling: but, well as they knew him, they
had not L\DCCtGd this,

“You mean to say that when you bought

But I ean’t!

Mrs., Mimbl stock you hadn’t the money
to pay for i said Wharton very quietly.
“Waal, you sce, I should have had the

money by the time she caine back, i

“Did you tell her that?”

“0f course not!” said Fish testily. “She
wouldn't have sold mie the business on
terms like that. She supposed the chequse
was in . Quelehy’s hands,
through his bank, and that the money's

and
the

when she returned,
he was only teo glad to hand over
school shop to that good lady, and
done with it. Peter Todd & Co., too,
zlad to be eved from the nc es °1tjy of
i I R0 everybody was

with Mrs. Mimble

satisfaction st
cheaply was

Fisher T. '8

out of the

Galy
'ktf;m g

all, to use!

i was mo.tgaaed in advance, and the enb
I mean—1 sent -

to be  passed

The Boy Who Came from the Farm !

To niake up

m\m,lcd with painful wguts
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