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2 The Greatest Story of the Age. ** The League of Seven!'*

SERICUS CHARGLCS AGAINST JIMMY SILVER!
Jimemy Silver, of the Fourth, finds himself in a decidedly unpleasant posilion when he is accused of being a

funk end a rotfer.

HEEZRO OR FUNK ?

Roolkwood iz surprizsed! That Jimmy should be @ coward seemns ineredible, and yel what

elce are tley to believe wher the evi-:l(m%against himn is so strong and convincing?
“

FIRST CHAPTER.
ideal

THE

A Ripping
ss ¢ ILVER!”
2 Buikeley, captain of Rookwood,
called out to wmy Siiver in Big
Quad, as that junior was wheeling
his bicycle towards the gates. With Pulke-
ley was Neville of the Sixth, and Bulkeley
and Neville were also crossing towards the
gates with their bicycles.

Jimmy Silver looked round, with a twinkle
in his eye.

‘“ Look here, Silver! Raby tells me you're
cycling to Latcham this afternoon. And—-7"

“And you wanbt to come with me,”
finishked Jimmy Silver, nodding his head.
“ Well, it'll be company for me. I tried to
vet those asses Lovell, Raby, and Newcome
4o come, but the lazy slackers said it was
too wuel fag. However, you chaps will do,
if ¥o5-behave: Yarrough! Leggo!”

Jiminy Silver's cheerful words ended in a
dismal yell as Bulkeley’'s finger and thumb
closed like a vicé on his ear. Pulling the
august leg of the geod-natured captain of
Rookweood was usuaily quite safe up teo a
certain poiut. =

Jimmy Silver,
overstepped the point.

“ 8top that rotting, youngster,” com-
manded Bulkeley sternly, ‘ an’ listen!
While you are in Latcham, I want you to
pay a ecricket account at Stubbins’, the
sports outfitter. Neville 4nd I are cyeling
to Middlewood to fix up a mateh with Mid-
dlewond Collgge, an’ don't want to have to
go round to Latcham. Here's the cash and
the aceount.”

And Bulkeley, releasing Jimmy Silver's ear,
took an envelope from his pocket, slipped
five pound Treasury notes into it, and, hand-
ing the envelope to the junior, rejoined his
chum.

“ Well, of all the nerve!” observed Jimmy
Silver, staring after the seniors as they van-
ished through the -gates, * Never even
asked if I——" :

Jimmy Silver paused as Tubby Muflin, who
had watched the transaction with wide open
eyes from the shelter of the old beeches,
rushed up excitedly.

“J—J say, Jimmy,” he gasped breath-
Jessly, “halves, you know!” .

fihor

‘“ Halves "’ said Tubby firmly. “I sha'n't
be satisfied with less. And—here, I say!
Wait for me! I’'m ecming with you.”
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Apparently Jimmy Silver
did not desire company, for
he jumped into the saddle
and rode away grinming.
But his grin vanished as the
Falstafi of Rookwood rolled
after him with surprising
speed, and gripped the baek
of the saddle.

If a young elephant had
been suddenly hitched on behind, the
bicycle could not have been stopped more

abruptly.

“ Leggo! Wow! You
Jimmy Silver. ‘ Leggo!
Wow!”

Jimmy’s words were prophetie, for the
abrupt stop of the machine promptly caused
him to take a header over the handlebars.

“ You—you dangerous ass! You—youn rav-
ing maniac!” roared Jimmy Silver, sitting
up in the roadway. ‘ Why, I—-I'll wipe up
the blessed road with you—you—"

“But—but I say, = Jimmy! I—I'm
coming with—with you, you know!” gasped
Tubby. * Look—look here, Jimmy, old pal,
I—I've got a ripping idea! i

Tubby stopped and backed warily as Jimmy
Silver rose to his feet, a Hunnish glare in
his eyes. But just when the alarmed Tubby
was about to bolt, Jimmy stopped and
grinned.

“I've also got a ripping idea, Tubby, old
son,” he chuckled. “ Let’s hear yours
though, Tubby. I'll tell you mine later on.”

Tubby Muffin looked round mysteriously.,
_ ¢ gollar ' Bulkeley’s grub,” he whispered

silly idiot!’ yelled
You'll have me off!

darkly.
“EhP*
“ Collar Bulkeley's blessed grub!” Te-
peated Tubby, im a thrilling whisper.

“ Bulkeley's sent you to Latcham for grub,
hasn’t he? Well, we can get the stuff, take
it to a quiet place, and scoff it, and when
we get back, tell the old scout that the
Bagshot cads have raided it—see? Ripping
idea—what? He, he, he!” -

“ Tle, he, he!” echoed Jimmy Silver grimly.
“ Ripping idea—almost as ripping as mine.
RBut come on, old bean! Jump up behind if
you're coming!”

Tubby’s podgy face was beaming like a full
moon as he jumped on the step and Jimmy
Silver began to drive the pedals round.

The conversation for the next half-hour
was very one-sided. Jimmy Silver had no
breath to spare for talking. But the fat
Classical fully made up for Jimmy’s remiss-
ness in that respect.

He was so full of his * ripping idea ” and
its possibilities, indeed, that he failed to
notice that Jimmy hag branched off from
the Coombe road, antl not until Jimmy
slowed down at the cross-roads when about
three miles from Rookwood did he notice
anything amiss,
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Then as the bicycle stopped he jumped
do}yn and stared around in astonishinent.

“* I—I say, Jimmy, wh-where are we?”’ he
%asged in alarm. * Where are you going
o

“I'm going to Latcham,” grinned Jimmy
Silver cpeerfully. * But ycu, my pippin, are
now going back to Rookwood. RXNice little
walk for you—r"

}that?”

‘“ This is the ripping idea I spoke about,
Tubby. Just to teach you a lesson with re-
gard to shoving your mose into other people’s
bgslqess, and not to be so beastly suspicious.
Ripping idea—what?’’ 7

Tubby stared blankly for a moment. Then,
as Jimmy Silver put Lis leg over the saddle,
he awoke to sudden life.

“ Here—I s Stop, you beast!
me!” he shr d, dashing forward.

Jimmy Silver pushed off just a second too
late, and. Tubby's fat hand gripped the
saddle desperately.

Whoop! Bump!

For the second time that afterncon Jimmy
came a cropper and roiled in the dust. He
was up again the next moment, however,
and this time Tubby Mufiin did not ape
the just wrath of the ex-junior captain of
the Fourth at Rookwood. And a weird wail
of woe arose from the fat youth as his feet
were swept from under him and he sat with
a thump on the stony road.

““ Ta-ta, Tubby!” called Jimmy S3ilver,
leaping into the saddle.

And leaving the astounded Tubby sitiing in
the middle of the road gasping like a
stranded fish, Jimmy Silver rode away,
chuckling hilariously.

He rode on, feeling he had administered a
well-needed lesson to the Peeping Tom of
Rookwoed.

THE SECCND CHAPTER.
The Qood Samaritans!
Ow! Ow! The howling rot-

% OW !
ter! He did that on purpose!
©Oh dear!”

Thus Tubby Muffin as he sat
in the road shaking his podgy fist after the
swiftly vanishing figure of Jimmy Silver.

The fat Classical had never been so
astonished in his life. But his wrath and
dismay greatly exceeded his astonishment.
His great .expectations of a gorgeous feed—
at Bulkeley’s expense—had suddenly faded
away like a begutiful dream.

And now the dismal prospect of a three.
mile tramp along the dusty road to Rook-
wood did not at all appeal to the fattest and
laziest junior in the Classical Fourth.

“Ow! The spoofing beast!” spluttered
Tubby, rising slowly and painfully. “1I see
it all now! The mean, greedy beast wants
to scoff all the blessed grub himself. Tl
jolly well tell old Bulkeley! Fancy pinching
Bulkeley's grubi”
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Tubby pansed, and his eyes opened wide as
they fell upor an envelope lying in the road-
way. That it had fallen from Jimmy Silver’s
pocket he hadn't much doubt—nor had he
any doubts as to its contents,

The envelope was unsealed, and somewhat
hesitgxtingly the over-curious fat youth drew
out its contents; and a scared look over-
spread - his face as he counted the five
Treasuty notes.

But he gasped aloud as he saw the accom-
panying cricket acecount.

“ Why—wha—what—my hat!” he mur-
mured in disgust. ‘ Then it’s not for grub,
after all! Fancy that! What a blessed sell!
And after—— Oh!”

Tubby Muffin fairly jumped as he became
suddenly aware that he wasn’t alone. Seated
on a gate a few yards away were two dis-
tinetly horsey-looking gentlemen who had
watched the little episode between Jimmy
Silver and Tubby Muffin in great amusement,
But when Tubby drew the five Treasury notes
from the envelope, their amusement changed
abruptly to looks of deepest interest.

As Tubby looked round, however, they
descended from the gate and approached the
startled junior.

Boths the gentlemen were known by sight
to Tubby Muffin. ;

One of them, whose outstanding features
were a red nose and blue chin, was Mr. Joey
ook, bookmaker and wecardsharper. The
ofher was Joe, the potboy from the Bird-in-
Hand at Coowbe—evidently out for his
“half-day off.”

And as Tubby recognised them, he gave a
gasp of alarm, hurriedly slipped the Treasury
notes and account back, and stuffed the
envelope into his jacket pocket.

Mr. Hook and his friend did not, however,
appear to notice the action. Indeed, their
one concern and thought appeared to be for
the welfare and comfort of Tubby Muffin.

Mr. Hook’s manner was good-natured and
considerate in the extreme as he dusted the
fat junior down. His friend kindly picked up
Tubby’s cap, dusted it, and placed it gently
on the astounded Tubby’s head.

Then Mr. Hock, shaking his fist indignantly
after the now distant figure of Jimmy Silver,
turned an anxious face to Tubby Muflin.

“ Bhameful! Scandalous!” he eiaculated
warmly. ‘“ To treat a young gent like you in
that disgraceful manner! Excuse my anger,
young sir, but it—it fair makes my blood
boil the way that young scoundre! treated
you. ’E jist missed a good ’iding bolting
like that!’

Tubby frowned darkly.

‘“ Come to that, I—I'd have thrashed him
myself, but—but the rotter bolted!" he ex-
claimed valiantly. “ Only—only wait until T
get back to Rookwood! I—I'll be getting
along now and wait for him——""

Mr. Hook shook his head kindiy, but firmly.

“I won’t ’ear of it!” he said. “I won't
*ear of you trampin’ all that way in your
state. You're not fit! No—what you wants
is rest and refreshments to—to recuperate—
that's the word! No; you're comin’ with
us now, to a place I knows of—a friend of
mine's place—to ’'ave a feed. An’ after that
you can come back with me and Joe in the
trap to Rookwood.”

And laying his hand on the astonished
Tubby's shoulder, Mr. Joey Hook led him
gently but firmly along the road.

Needless . to say, the prospect appealed
keenly to Tubby Muffin. It was very plain
just then to Tubby that botk Mr. Hook and
nis friend the potboy were dogs with bad
names—disgracefully misjudged and misun-
derstood at Rookwood.

Tubby’s fat face was very bright as Mr.
Hook led the way through a wicket gate,
and round the back of a house standing well
back from the road, and half hidden by
trees.

Under the shade of a tree in the garden
were tables and chairs. And Joe and Tubby
seated themselves, whilst Mr. Hook went in-
doors to arrange with his friend about the
refreshments.

It was a pretty spot, and Tubby smiled
with satisfaction as he looked from the shin-
ing river at the bottom of the garden across
the lawn to the house. And then Tubby gave
a start as his roving eyes fell upon rows of
casks and stacks of bettle cases in the yard:
while from an open French window came a
sudden waft of stale beer and tobacco.

“I—I—I say,” he stuttered aghast.
¢ Wha—wha—what place is this? Wh-why,
it’s a—a pub-public-house!”

‘“Course it is!” grinned Joe, highly
emused. “ The Jolly Fisherman, kept by a

friend o' Mr. Hook's. Why
now?”’ :

For Tubby had jumped te his feet and
was blinking around in great alarm.

Tubby BMaffin was not a very particular
chap in most respects. Bub kad he known
that Mr. Hook’s friend's * place” -was
nothing more nor less than a riverside publie-
house, he would -certainly not have followel
his kind benefactor so blindly.

‘ But—but—look here,”” ztammered Tubby,
after a pause, ‘I must be g-gug-going! [
didn't know it was a beastly low p-pub—
pub! I shall be s-sac-sacked if I'm cuught
here! Oh dear!”

‘“Ho, ho, ho!” laughed Joe the polboy.
“What a mnervous young gent you are!
What ’arm is there in callin’ ’ere for refresh.
ments, eh? An’ come to that, who's to see
you—an’ who's to kuow you're 'ere? Why, yer
as safe an’ scund in this garden as you'd be
in your little bed up at the school, my son!”

Tubby didn't feel so sure about  that—
though it certainly was true that the garden
was secluded. The high hedge well hid the
garden from the view of any chance passers-
by on the road. In fact, the only person
who could possibly see the fat junior was
old Biil Adams, the boatman, who was tin-
kering with his ancient motor-boat on the
far side of the river. And even he could
scarcely recognise anyone at that distance.

But even as Tubby stood hesitating, Mr.
Hook busticd up, bearing aloft a tray piled
high with cakes and biscuits and bottles of
lemonade. There were also glasses contain-
ing a slightly darker ligquid on the tray—but
evidently the contents of these were for Mr.
Hook and his friend’s consumption.

“ There you arg, my son!” said Mr. Hook
heartily. ‘““Pile in, and welcome! It's a
pleasure to treat a young gent like you!”’

And all Tubby Mufiin’s qualms and mis-
givings vanished. He piled in.

Tubby was hungry and thirsty, and it was
a sight to see the way he shifted the good
things Mr. Hook had so kindly provided. But
avidently the sight, interesting as it was,
bored the good-natured Mr. ook, for he
took a greasy pack of playing-cards from his
pocket and began to shuffle them casually.

Tubby had just finished his fourth
lemonade when he jumped as he became
aware of the little pile of cards at his eibow.

“I—I say,” he gasped, ‘° wha—what’s
these for?”’

Mr. Hook raised his eyebrows.

“QOnly a little game—banker! Just to
pass the time away,” he explained affably.
“ Sorry my friend’s got no draughts or
dominoes. Perhaps, though, you'd prefer
nap, Master Muffin?”’

¢ But—but—the fact is, I—I don’t want
to play!"”’ explained Tubby, in slarm.
“ Look here—you two play, and—and I'll—-I'l}
wateh., I'd much rather—really I would!”’

Mr. Hook frowned.

“ Come, come, Master Muffin!" he remon-
strated, in a hurt tone. *‘ You're surely not
goin’ to spoil the a’ternoon like that? I'm
surprised at you bein’ s0 unsociable. Tt’s
ungrateful—that’s what it is—ungrateful!”

“ But—but, I—I haven’t any money—not
of my own!” gasped Tubby. *‘‘ Besides—"

Mr. Hook laughed heartily. %

“ Bless me, we’ll soon put that right, if
that's what's troubling you!” he smiled
good-naturedly. ‘ What’s the matter with
bits of paper—played with ’epi many a time
myself? All you got to do is sign 'em—and
there you are! Not that you'll need 'em, o'
course—I can't see a sharp young gent like
you losin’ at banker! Not likely! Why, as
soon as I set eyes on you, I said to meself,
‘Now, there’s a born banker-player, if you
like!” No; don’t you worry about that,
Master Muffini”’

Tubby Muffin swelled visibly.

Next to his  tummy,” his vanity was his
tenderest spot. And there was certainly no
harm in playing for fun with bits of paper—
as far as he could see—especially if the other
players played with cash!

So, deciding to take Mr. Hook's advice and
not to worry about it, Tubby Muffin settled
down to his first essay at banker under the
exceedingly able tuition of Mr., Hook and
Joe, the potboy.

With frequent pauses, whilst Mr. Hook
made various pilgrimages to the house to
refill glasses, the game proceeded merrily.
And very soon Tubby himself began to think
he was indeed a Born banker-player, for
quite a little pile of cash was accummulating
on Tubby’s side of the table.

Unfortunately, Tubby never dreamed that

what's up
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it was just a little encouragementi-gprats
to cateh whales, so to speak. And Tnbby's
disappointment was great when his Juck be-
gan to turn and his pile of cash dwindied
down gradually. But even whem it was all
gone the fat Classical did not worry, but
plunged cheerfully and reckiessly with the
scraps of signed paper.

. Tubby was quite enjoying his little flutter
in fact. And he was more than sorry when
Mr. Hook, who had been clewely scanning the
““ scraps of paper,” suddenly chuckled and
gathered the cards.

“There, that'll abont do for this a'ter-
noon !’ he exclaimed somewkat thickly, wink-
ing solemnly at Joe. “I hope we’ll 'ave
more pleasant a'terncons tsgether, Master
Muffin.”’

Mr. Hook rose as he spcke, swaying a little.
And there s a gleam in his eyes that
Tubby didw’t like a bit. It struck Tubby
quite suddenly then that the liquid refresh-
ments his two new-found friends had been
imbibing was something st*oyger than the
lemonade he himself had partaken of.

Tubby blinked nervously at Mr. Hook.

“Ye-yes, rather!” he gasped, with a dis-
mal attempt to look unconcerned. *1—I—I
quite enjoyed the little flut-flutter, you know.
B-but—what about the trap? Hadn't we
better be g-gug-going now?"’

‘“ What's that?" snapped Mr. Hook grimly.
“Don’t you be in sich a ‘'urry, my -lad!
What about settling up—eh?”

Tubby fairly jumped at the sudden change
of tone in the man’s voice.

i - (\{Vhat——what do you m-mean?’”’ he stut-
ered.

“Ho, ho, ho! What do I mean, ’e's
askin’!” grinned Mr. Hook sarcastically.
‘““I suppose we ‘aven't been playing at

banker—and I suppose you don't owe me a
matter of five guid, young shaver?”

“ F-five g-quid!”” gasped Tubby Muffin,
aghast. ‘ But—we were only playin® for—
for fun! And—and, look here, I—I haven't
any money at—at ail!”

“ Why, you young liar!” shouted Mr.
Hook. “ Didn’t I see you with five quid in
your ’ands only an hour ago? Now, inoi}
‘ere, me lad, I've got your 10 U’s for just
five quid! An’ you don’t stir from ’ere until
you've stumped up—see? So look slippy, or
inter the river you goes—that’s straight!”

Tubby Muffin, his fat knees almost knock-
ing together with fright, stared at his nice,
kind friends of an hour ago.

But, though a young rascal in most re-
spects, Tubby Muffin had no intention of giv-
ing up five pounds that didn’t belong to him
—nor had he any desire to take an in-
voluntary dip in the river.

So he did the best thing under the circum-
stances. He made a frenzied bolt for it.
But, unfortunately, Mr. Hook and Joe had
apparently anticipated such an inteuntion.

Though they had no objection to Tubby go-
ing, they strongly objected to his taking the
five pounds with him.

And barely had the unforbunate Tubby
taken half a dozen steps, when he felt him-
self grabbed roughly and flung, yelling wildly,
to the ground.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Hands [of the Philistines.

TTIIOUT the tremendous weight of
the fat youth, Jimmy Silver soon
made up for lost time, and rode
into Latcham a little after four.

He was whistling cheerily, as he dismounted
outside Stubbins’, the sports outfitters, and
felt in his inside pocket for the envelope
Bulkeley had given him. Then quite suddenly
his whistling ceased, and with rapidly grow-
ing alarm he hurriedly went through his
pockets. . (

But from each pocket in twrn his hand
came empty away. The envelope containing
the five pounds and account Bulkeley had en-
trusted to his eare had disappeared. :

“ My only hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver, in
blank dismay. *‘° Must have dropped out
when I ‘was rotting with that fat ass, Tubby
Muffin. Oh crumbs!”

In a far from happy mood Jimmy Silver
mounted his mackine again. There was
nothing else for it but to return the way he
had come and search for the missing enve-
lope. ;

At top speed Jimmy drove the pedals
round, his eyes on the alert for anything
white lying’ in the roadway. But the miles
flew by, and Jimmy recached the scene of
his farewell encounter with Tubby Muffin

Tre Porurar.—No, 233,

Rockwood Mext Wesk i



4 Tell all your pals that ** The League of Seven!

withont a sign of the lost envelope. Dis-
wounting, Jimmy began to gearch the road
eagerly, but to n® purpoese, and his face was
very sombre as he gave it up at last.

Pushing his bike, Jimmy Silver was walk-
ing moodily away from the spot fowards
Rookwood, scanning the road keenly as he
went, when he gave a jump.,

From heyond the high hedge on his left
came a sudden wailing, followed by a yell
for help in the unmistakable tones of Tubby
Muflis. Tt was nothing new to hear wails of
woe and yells for help from the Falstaff of
Rookwood; and Jimmy Silver grinned as he
moved towards the hedge.

Then suddenly he halted as if transfixed.

For the sounds of distress wére proceeding
from the garden in the rear of a disreputable
riverside inn—a place with an unsavoury re-
putation, and strietly out of bounds to all
Rookwood.

“ M-my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver
aghast. . * The silly, n:ad fool! What blessed
trouble has that senseless idiot got himself
into now?"’

And leaning his bike against the hedge,
he passed through the wicket-gate to in-
vestigate,

Entering the garden, he stared in astonish-
ment at the scene before him. Struggling
in the grip of Mr. Jn}g{y Hook and the pot-
bhoy from the Bird-in-Hand. at Coombe, and
yelling shrilly, was Tubby Muflin—which was
in itself enough to astonish,Jimmy Silver.
When the late captain of the Classical
Fourth saw the table with its tell-tale bot-
tles, glasses, and cards, he fairly gasped in
alarm,

Jimmy Silver, however, lost no time in
looking around. A Rookwood fellow was in
danger, and it was up to him to go to the
rescue, whatever the eircumstances. With a
shout of anger he Lurled himself ab the
burly figure of Joey ook, and what hap-
pened after that, even Jimmy himself has no
clear recollection.

Mr. Hook turned with a snarl, and grap-
pled with him savagely. Joe, the potboy,
also released the yelling Tubby on realising
that the newcomer was a factor to be
veckoned with, Together, fuil-grown men,
they gave the junior captain of the Fourth
at Rookwood a very rough time. For all
that, Jimmy Silver fought strenuously, and
had the men -mly fought fair, the sturdy
junior would have more than held his own.
But fair play had never been a jewel admired
by the two shady scoundrels. Tar from
sober, they fought and kicked like savages.

Tubby Muffin, too seared to move, stood
watehing helplessly as the struggling figures
Irched this way and that amid a trampling
of feet and sundry gaspy and much strong
language.

There was 2 crash and a tinkle of breaking
glass as the trio lurched against the table,
wpsetting that and the contents over the
combatants. Dazed the fall, Jimmy
Silver was sitting helpless amid the ruins.

And a moment later he was being roughly
dragged towards the river at the bottom of
the garden. As he realised the ruffians’ in-
tention, he begah to struggle frenziedly.

But he was still dazed, and, despite his
struggles, he felt himself lifted and swung
through the air, -

Splash! g

A sudden chill shot through the junior as
he soused under. But almost at the same
jnstant his head struck something with
tremendous foree, and for the moment the
world seemed to end in a blaze of light to
Yimmy Silver. '

For what seemed a lifetime, Jimmy Silver
wallowed mechanically in four feet of water
--though in reality it was but a few seconds.
Then he found his feet, and slowly and
dazedly staggered out and ‘collapsed in a Jimp
heap on the soft mud, and lay there flat, his
mind a welter of eonfused emotions.

For a full minute he lay motionless. He
heard as in a dream the shrill yelling of
Tubby Muffin.. Then came a confused vision
of the sprawling arms and Jegs of the fat
Classical, as he whirled overhead and fell
with a tremendous splash into the deeper
water far out.

“Help! Silver, oh, help!™

‘As from afar, Jimmy Silver heard Tubby’s
terrified shrieck. Dazedly and weakly, he
raised himself on one elbow, v
giddiness sweeping over him as he “did_ so,
and stared gully and helplessly at Tubby’s
white, fear-stricken face as it appeared
ahove the surface of the water. .

Then, in a dim sort of way, Jimmy Silver
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realised that Tubby could not swim—was,
in fact, drowning. But he still stared, help-

less and incapable of movement.

But other help was at hand. There came
a sudden shouting, and the figures of Bulke-
ley and Neville appeared tearing down the
garden. A splash, and Bulkeley was plough-
ing his way with vigorous strokes towards
the drowning junior. Almost at the same
moment came the chug-chugging of a motor,
and old Bill Adams’ ancient motor-boat was
lumbering across from the far side of the
river,

But Bulkeley's grasp was already on the
drowning junior. As if he were watching
the players on a cinema screen, Jimmy Silver
saw Bulkeley, swimming stoutly, making for
the bank, and saw Neville plunge into the
shallows and help the Sixth-Former ashore
with his burden.

And then, quite abruptly, as if awaking
from a trance, Jimmy Silver came back to
the world. His brain cleared, and the whole
horrible feeling left him as quickly as it had
come. But he was still sick and giddy, and
his face was pale and drawn as he staggered
to his feet, and slowly approached the two
seniors as they laid the sodden form of
Tubby Muffin on the grass.

“ Js—is he all right?” he asked faintly,
looking down at the limp figure on the grass.

Bulkeley and Neville looked up, and Jimmy
Silver s face went whiter still at the scorn
and contempt in their glances.

“ He's coming to,” said Bulkeley harshly.
“He'll be all right in a minute, small thanks
to you, you coward, Silver!”

There was a wealth of scorn in Bulkeley’s
tone, and the junior staggeredback with
white-set face. Then suddenly the meaning
of it flashed npon him. They had not seen
the whole of the wretched business, and were
ealling him a coward. In their eyes, he had
lain there watching Tubby drowning without
raising a hand to help.

Gy g

Jimmy Silver stammered and stopped,
flushing furiously. It struck him then what
a lame excuse—what a feeble defence, to say
that he had struek his head, and that he
had been physically incapable of going to
Tubby’s rescue. ;

And yet it was true. But cven as he stood
haltingly, with crimson face, Bulkeley turned
his back abruptly as the motor-boat stopped
about a couple of yards from the bank, and
the old boatman, his face stern and con-
cerned, stood up.

“Is the youngster safe—all right?” he
called out. “ I saw the young gent go in,
but I couldn’t get the old tub to go in time.”

“Yes, thank Heaven!” said Bulkeley.
“ He’ll be himself soon.”

Tubby Muffin was, indeed, rapidly regain-
ing consciousness. His face was still white
and drawn; but he was stirring a little, and
a trace of colour was visible in the podgy
cheeks.

As they waited silently, Bulkeley’s eyes
roved idly round the garden. Joey Hook and
Joe, the potboy, were nowhere in sight; they
had, like the cowardly scoundrels they were,
bolted on the approach of the seniors. In
the billiard-room window could be seen the
frightened face of the innkeeper, watching
the group in the garden in apprehensive
alarm.

Then Bulkeley’s face set grimly as his eyes
rested on the overturned table under the
trees, with the grass all around strewn with
broken glass and playing-cards, a scene that
to Bulkeley told its own disgraceful story.

“0Oh! Ah! Ow!”?

Bulkeley dropped on his knees beside
Tubby Muffin as the fat Classical gave a
gasping sigh and opened his eyes. He
blinked at the group dazedly for a moment,

“Ow! Oh dear!” he gasped faintly.
“ Wh—where am 17 Am I drowned?”

“ You're all right, Muffin,” said Bulkeley
quietly. *‘ Just keep quiet for a minute
until you feel better.” :

Tubby Muffin sat up in the grass, looking
pale and dazed.

“ But—but I remember now. Tho-those
brutes pitched me in! D-did you see them?
1 jolly near drowned!” he gasped. ‘' I—I
say, who—who pulled me out?” ’

“"Bulkeley!” said Neville quietly., ¢ 1t was
Bulkeley yanked you out, Muffin!”

Tubby Muffin grunted.

“ Y11 say, I—I feel rotten, and awfully
wet, you know!’ groaned Tubby peevishly.
“ 1. say, Bulkeley, you might help a fellow
up, iustead of standing there staring. T've
been jolly near drowned, an’ a lot you seem
to care!”

Next Week’s Story of Jimmy Silver & Go.
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aprears next week!?

Bulkeley bent down and helped the fat
Classical to his feet without a word. It was
very evident that Bulkeley stood in no danger
of becoming embarrassed by a touching scene
of rescued thanking rescuer.

But though it was abundantly plain that
Tubby had really come to himself spiritually,
50 to speak, it was very evident that he was
far from being himself physically. He
swayed dizzily in the eaptain’s strong grasp,
amlikwas plainly not fit to stand, much less
walk.

‘‘ Better get him to the school at once,”
said Bulkeley, with a concerned glance af
Tubby. *‘But how on earth are we going
to do it?”

‘“ Better carry him fo the boat, an’ I'll
run him down to the sclhtool boathouse,” sug-
gested Bill Adams. ‘ Youw’ll have to wade
out with him, though. There's some old
piles hereabouts, and T can’t get the boat
any nearer in. But it’s only about four foot
deep at most.”

“ Good—and thanks!” said Bulke]ey, his
face clearing., ‘' That will simplify mavters.
We'll eyele back, and wait for you at the
boathouse. Then we can take him to the
sanny. Ie looks jolly bad!”

Tubby Muffin really did look ill, and he
was groaning dismally as Bulkeley and
Neville waded out, with him and laid him in
the bottom of the boat. Then Rulkeley
splashed his way back to Jimmy Silver, his
face dark and ominous.

“ Silver!” he exclaimed harshly. “1 will
not ask you what all this means—that,*’ went
on Bulkeley, with a nod of disgust towards
the overturned table, * tells its own story.
You had better go back in the hoat with
Muffin now. You will have every chance to
explain to the Head later on.”

‘ But—but my bike’s o

“ Never mind your bike!” rapped ont
Bulkeley. “ We'll see to that. Geb out to
that boat at once!”

Jimmy Silver turned slowly, and, with his
face clouded and miserable, splashed to the
waiting hoat and boarded it. Then Bill
Adams_ started the engine, and a moment
later the boat moved out into mid-stream,

The whole business seemed like some
horrible nightmare to Jimmy Silver just then.
Iis head was aching abominably, and he
could not think clearly. In fact, it had all
happened so quickly that he had hardly had
time to think at all up to now.

But, unfortunately, it was real enough.
Bulkeley’s last words told him plainly that
not only did they regard him as a sheer funlk,
but as a pub-hsunting hlackguard as well.

And Jimmy Silver was wondering dismally
and confusedly what the outcome of it all
would be as he erouched, wet and dispirited,
by the side of Tubby Muffin in the front of
the boat.

“Ow! Oh dear I do feel awful! I—IX
say, Jimmy. I—I think I'm going to have
poeumonia, or appendicitis, or something!?
I'm awfully wet, too!”

Jimmy Silver pulled himself together with
an effort to banish his worrying thoughts
and forebedings as the gasping wail of
Tubby Muffin broke on his reflections.

£ say, Jimmy,” went on Tubby
feebly, “ I—-I'm sure I'm going to die—I'ny
soaked through, you know! But—but look
here. What’s Bulkeley going to d-do?”’

Tubby’s fat face was full of alarm. It
wag plain to Jimmy Silver that the fat youth
was feeling ill; but it was also very plain
that he was pot seriously ill—at least, nob
too ill to think over things, and to worry
about saving his own precious skin.

‘“ Never mind Bulkeley, Tubby,” said
Jimmy rather kindly. * Just lie down ang
don’t worry, there’s a good chap!”

“ But—but, I say, there’ll be an awful
row about this! Oh dear, what am I to do?
I shall be fi-flogged, and 3a-sacked! Bulkeley
saw those eards and things, and—and that
beast, Joey Hook! Hell think I was play-
ing—playing ecards with those cads! But—
but, of course, I wasn’t—certainly not,

Silver!”

‘““Then, that's all right, Tubby,” said
Jimmy Silver quietly. ‘“ Don’t you worry
noyvba,bout the cards—just lie down and be
quiet.” .

But Tubby, like Rachael of old, refused to
be comforted.

“ But—but you wen't t-tell anyone that X
was there—that I was in the garden?” splute
tered Tubby tearfully. X

T shali telt the truth!” exclaimed Jimmy
quietly. “ But I won't give you away, if
that’s what’s worrying you, Tubby.”

““ You—yon mean you won’t mention my
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name—won't say anything about me at all?”
gasped Tubby, in a relieved tone. :

" Jimmy Silver hesitated. Not only did
Tubby look wretehed, but he also looked
feverish and ill. And all Jimmy was con-
eerned about was to pacify his excitement,
and to persuade him to lie down.

‘“ No!’”" he said briefly, at last.

“ You—you won't mention my name—
honour bright?”

“On my honour!”
smile.

Tubby Muffin lay down again with a deep
gasp of satisfaction, and for the remainder
of that journey to Rookwood was silent.

But Jimmy Silver little dreamed what the
consequences to himself were to be for that
promise so lightly given.

sald Jimmy, with a

_THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The White Feather!

& ATS!”
£ Rot 1"
¢ Bunkum!”

““ Bosh!”

“ Tell that to the marines!”
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“I tell you it’s true!” howled Peele
angrily. ‘ Both Gower and myself were
standing by the gates when they arrived,
wet through and carrying Muffin. And we
heard Bulkeley tell Greely all about it, and
he ordered ‘'em-to take Tubby to the
sanny !”

‘“ Wha—what!"

“ Perhaps you'll believe us now!” sneered
Gower spitefully. *“ Faney Jimmy Silver
showing the white feather, eh? My hat!
gnl'y what one can expect, though! Ha, ha,
(Y

Lovell’s eyes flashed and he clenched his
fists.

“ No need to get ratty, Lovell,” growled
Gower, - somewhat nervously. “If’s true
cnough—every word of it! And you'll know
gsoon enough!”

“ And here's Silver now,” announced
Peele triumphantly. ‘ Ask him yourselves!
Anyway, he looked joily sick, I can tell you,
when Bulkeley was telling old Greely about
it all at “the gates!”

There was a stir of interest among the
group at the foot of the Classical steps, as
Jimmy Silver was seen approaching from the
direction of the sanny.

Raby, Newcome, Putty Grace, and, in fact,
most of the juniors were grinning. Jimmy
Silver, they knew, would soon give the lie to
the wonderful yarn, of course!

But the amused grins faded as Jimmy
Silver came nearer,
bedraggled appearance and downcast face.

“I1—I say,” muttered Mornington of the
Fourth slowly. * It’s all rot, of course, but
—but he looks pretty sick, and—well, hang
it all, there must be something in the yarn
—something’s happened, anyway!"”

Jimmy Silver came up slowly and his face
crimsoned as his eyes encountered the curi-
ous glances. Lovell stepped forward, his
face set and grim.

“T—I—I say, Jimmy, old man!” he ex-
claimed, with a nervous laugh. ** Look here!
Is—is it true that Tubby’s been nearly
drowned 2"

“Yes!” replied Jimmy quietly.

“ B-but look here,” stammered Lovell.
“ There's a wonderful yarn going round.
They—they say that Tubby was drowning,
and you—you lay in the grass without raising
a hand to help him. Silly rot, of course.
And—-"

Lovell stopped and stared. He had half
hoped, half expected a hearty laugh—or at
least a prompt denial for answer. But to

exclaimed

his = astonishment and alarm there was
neither. But his chum’s face was set and
wretched.

SYI—J—I—" Jimmy Silver stammered

and: stopped, conscious that all eyes were
fixed upon him curiously.

¢ “ By gad!” ejaculated Mornington of the
Fourth.

¢ Sure—surely it can’t be true, Jimmy?"
muttered Lovell aghast.

!« It—it’s true enough,” said Jimmy Silver
slowly. “ But—but——" v

* Silyer!"

Across from the direction of the sanny
came Bulkeley, his clothes sodden, and his
beots squelching dismally. The astounded
juniors eyed him expectantly as he came up.

and they noted his

But when he saw Silver his face set grimly
and he stopped at once.

““ Silver, one morment! It has just struck
me!’" began the captain harshly. “I gave
you an envelope this afternoon to take to
t}x‘bbins’ in L?,‘{;cham. Did you deliver it?”

‘“ Well?” snapped Bulkeley suspiciously.

“I—I've lost it!” faltered Jimmy Silver
slowly.

‘“ You've lost it?"

“Yes, Bulkeley,” said Silver wretchedly.
“I—I must have dropped it out of my
pocket, for it was gone when I reached
Latcham. I was searching for it when I
heard—heard—""

Jimiuy Silver’s words ceased as he remem-
bered his promise to Tubby DMuffin. And it
was then for the first time that the junior
realised what a serious position he was in.
How on earth could he explain or defend him-
self without bringing the fat Classical into
the story at every turn? !

In tense silence Bulkeley waited, and Sil-
ver's face paled as he read the frank dis-
belief in Bulkeley’s glance.

‘“ Very well!” exclaimed Bulkeley at last.
“I will see you later about this matter,
Silver, Cut off now and get changed! You
will be required very soon in Dr. Chisholm’s
study, I fancy. So hold yourself in readi-
ness.”

Without a word Jimmy Silver mounted the
steps and passed indoors. Bulkeley, without
a glance at the group of astounded juniors,
foliowed, his brow dark and clouded.

For fully -2 minute the excited Fourth-
Formers blinked at each other in silence.
Then an excited buzz broke out., .

“ Well, my only hat!"”

““ (reat Scott!™

‘“ Would you believe it!" gasped Conroy in
sheer amazement.

“ Blessed if I believe it even now, by gad!”
drawled Morny thoughtfully. °° Jimmy Silver
a blessed funk! No—hanged if I do! There’s
a mistake somewhere!*’

“ But he admits it himself,” sneered Peele.
‘“ And it’s jolly plain Bulkeley thinks so, too.
He spoke to him like—like——""

‘“ Like talkin® to a dog,

bean,”
“ My

g, O
grinned Adolphus Smythe of the Shell.
hal'

hat! 1Ila, ha,

But there was no answering laugh—unlesy
the sniggers of Gower and Peele could have
been ‘cailed laughs. Most of the fellows—
Classicals and Moderns alike—were looking
grave and concerned. Silver’s extraordinary
lapse—if lapse it could be—was no laughing
matter to them.

“ Let's get out of this before I slay some-
one!” groaned Lovell irritably. “ What on
earth can have come over Jimmy. He rus}
be potty! Hang it all, we know jolly well
he couldn't play the funk! But—-"

“ It beats me altogether!” exclaimed Raby
uncomfortably. * Besides, there’s something
else behind it all. What did old Bulkeiey
mean about that envelope business? It's
jolly queer!” -

“It’s—it's rotten!"” muttered Arthur New-
come miizerably.

‘““ Rotten isn’t the word for it,” snapped
Lovell. “But come up to the study for
goodness’ sake, or I shall bust. We'll wait
for Jimmy and have the thing out.”

And Arthur Edward Lovell led the way
gloomily towards the end study where the
three chums discussed the astounding news
almost in whispers, as they waited for Jimmy
Silver. He appeared presently, tubbed and
changed. But his expression was still gioomy
in the extreme.

“ Look here, Silver! It can't be true—
what you admitted just now. Hang it all,
what's it all mean?”

“It’s true enough, Lovell. T—I did lie
watching Tubby Muffin drowning! But—
but——"

“ Well?” queried Lovell wonderingly.

Jimmy Silver pulled kimself together with
an effort. : -

“The fact is, you chaps,” he went on
quietly, “ I—I've never been given a chance
to defend myself yet—to tell the wholq story.
Before Tubby went in I was pitched in, and
—and I only fell into shallow water and must
have hit my head against a submerged log
of wood or something. Anyway, it was a
tidy old jar—fairly knocked me silly. I ean't
understand it myself. I wasn't exactly un-
conscious, and I could see Tubby was
drowning. And yebt I couldn’t have raised
a hand to help him if—if—""

Jimmy Silver stammered and stopped, fully
conscious that his words sounded halting and
weak. But Loveil's face wore a relieved ex-

pression. .
“ Look here, Jimmy,’”” he ejaculated
warmly. “I don't jolly well pretend to un-

derstand it. It's all jolly mysterious. But
you're our pal, an’ we know you bebter than
anyone else, And if you give us your word
that you didn’t funk—didn’t play the coward,
then I, for one, am going to believe you.
And hang everyone else!”

“ Hear, hear!” came from Raby and Ne‘;—
an

come promptly
enthusiastically.

Jimmy Silver's face
cleared a little.

“Thanks, you fel-
lows! I didn’t funk
it! And you chaps
know jolly well P’d
have gone to help
Tubby like a shot if I
could! But—buat—
that’s not all!?

“Eh?” inquired his
friends,

“I—I can’t explain
fuliy > muttered
Jimmy slowly. L
I've given my word
not to do so.- Bub
the whole business
happened in the
garden of the Jolly
Fisherman near the
cross-roads leading to
Middlewood and
Latcham. And Bulke-
ley and Neville think
I .was pub-hunting
and brawling with
Joey Hook an’ that
cad Joe, the potman
from the Bird-in-
Hand in Coombe. It
was those two who

FEEDING THE B!IRD BEFORE PLUCKINQ!
bustled up, bearing aloft atray piled high with cakes and
biscuits and botties of lemonade. * There you are, my son !’
he said heartily, “ ®ile in, and welcome ! Tubby Muffin

hesitated no longer.

(See Chapter 2.)

pitched Tubby and
myself into the river.
Not only that, but.
—but Bulkeley gave
me five pounds to
pay a cricket account
in Latcham. And—

Mr. Hook
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and I've lost the money, You chaps heard
hite ask me about it. Bulkeley thinks T've
pinched it to piay cards with—I'm certain he
does!” 4
fhere was an astounded silence as Jimmy
finis {ed. ;

Then Lovell gave vent to a long whistle
of amazement.

«A\y oply hat, Jimmy!? he gasped.
“You've fairly been having an afternoon
out. All the same it’s frightfully serious!
But—but surely you can explain 2,

Lovel’'s words ceased as a sharp rap
sounded at the door, and Bulkeley entered.
Yie shob a glance of hearty conlempt a
Jimmy Silver. - - et

«gilver, the Head wants you in his study!
Tollow me at once!” he exclalined, in an
ominous toné. : s

And Jimmy Silver gave bis chums a miser-
able 'glanee, and followed the captain of
Rookwood out of the room. - !

‘Without a doubt Bulkeley had acquainted
Pr. Chisholm with the facts, as far as he
knew them. < And plainly it was the eaptain’s
duty to do so.

But Jimmy Silver wondered vaguely as he
followed Bulkeley’s stalwart figure- how he
was going to explain his position, how he was
going to defend himself without giving Tubby
Muflin away. ;

———
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
s At the Bar of Justice }
[0 OME in}”
Dr. Chisholm’s brow was aark as
Bulkeley of the Sixth entered the
sacred study >f the headmaster of
Rookwood with Jimmy Silver. And there
was more than a trace of anger in the
Head’s keen glance as it rested on the
junior’s downcast face. %

¢ Silver,” began the Head sternly, doubt-
Jess you are fully aware why I have sent
for you. Bulkeley has brought to me a very
disquieting and disereditable report regard-
ing your conduch this afternoon, a rep01:§
that’is as astounding as it is distasteful!

The Head paused, aud Jimmy &ilver’'s face
erimsoned under his plercing gaze.

«The charge , ~owardice, happily, does
not come within m, province,” proceeded
ihe Head quietly. “I have no power, nor
do T wish to judge any boy’s eonduct in” that
respect. That matter must be left to your
own conscience, Silver. But—> :

T am not a coward, sir!” muttered the
junior through eclenched teeth. < Bulkeley
has only told yon one half of the story. I
have not had a fair chance to—"

st Silence, Silver!” spapped Dr.
angrily. “I do mot wish to—" :

«Rat it's not fair, sir,”” protested Jimmy
Silver Liotly.  “ Everyome is calling me a
coward. They say I watched Mnflin drown-
ing without moving to help—" -

“That iz perfectly true, sir!” exclaimed
Bulkeley grimly. “Both Neville and myself
saw—-"> :

« T4 is true enough, but not all the trutht?
broke in the junior passionately. ¢ Bulkeley
saw me lying there; but he did not know
that I had been thrown into the river, thz!w
I was injured, and unnable to go to Muffin’s
help 1? i

“pI ccrtainly did mot know that, Silver,”
ejaculated Bulkeley, fin_ surprise, ‘‘or
should certainly have made sure of the facts
before making the matter public. And in
those ecircumstances I think it omly right
that the facts should be heard.”

Dr. Chisholm frowned thoughtfully, and
drummed his fingers on ‘the table belore
him,

«Very well, Silver, T will hear what you
have to say,” he said quietly.

And in low tomes Silver told his story,
only relating the happenings from the {ime
he was flung into the water to his boarding
the motor-boat. And the Tead’s brow
darkened as the jusior spoke of Joey Hook
and his companions. When he had finished,
ho“{ever, the Head was eyeing him thought-
fully.

«1 am strongly inelined, Bulieley, to be-
lieve this boy’s statement. He is certainly
entitled to be given the benefit of the donbt.
Under the exceptional circumstances ib
would be unjust to do otherwize. But——

Dr. Chisholm’s voice became harsh as he
turned a glance like steel upon the junior.

< But,” he proceeded grimly, “ though that
disposes. of the charge of cowardice in so
far as I am concerned, it is my intention
to subject the further disgracetul charges
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Chisholm

brought against you in the strictest investi-
gations.- Silver,” went on the Head, with
a note of anger in his tone, * you have been
found, under the most shameful cirenm-
stances, on the premises of a disreputable
inn strictly out of bounds to Rookwood boys.
That in itself would fully justify me in in-
stantly expelling you. 'To my mind,” went
on the Head, it seems too amazing and in-
comprehensible that any boy of this school
—much less a junior—can have laid himself
open to such grave charges. And I eannob,
and will not, believe it possible without the
strongest proofs of guilt. I intend, therefore,

t]to give you every chance to defend your-

self, Silver. And now what have you to

“Well?” said Dr. Chisholm; as the junior
stammered helplessly. : ;
¥ eannot explain, sir,” execlaimed Jimmy

. Silver stoutly, pulling himself together with

an effort. “But I have done nothing that
I am ashamed of !

The Head’s face darkened with anger.

“ Does that mean, Silver, that you actually
refuse to explain?” he thundered.

No answer. A

¢ Then there is only one construction that
I can place on your silence, unless—unless,
possibly, you are keeping silent from a desire
to shield someone else, from a foolish, mis-
guided sense of schoolboy homour. If that
i3 so, Silver, let me warn you as to the
seriousness of your position. Unless you can
satisfactorily explain your conduet, I shall
have no other course than to expel you with
ignominy. Now will you answer me?”

Silence, during which the Head’s brow grew
darker and darker. e

“Very well, then, Silver’ said Dr. Chis-
holm, in a determined tonme. ‘ As you still

Lpersist in this foolish refusal to speak, I

moment, question you
further on these charges. There is, however,
one other matter—a very grave matter in-
deed, that T hesitate to bring against you,
but which certainly requires some explaining
by you. Bulkeley informs me that he gave
you the sum of five pounds to pay an ac-
count in Latcham. But I understand,”
added the Head grimly, “that you claim to
have lost the money. Is that so, Silver?”?

_“Y.yes, sir”

“Then cannot you see, boy, that under the
circumstances under which you were found
this places you in a very grave position—
that you are responsible, and must give a
satisfactory account of the money?*?

Jimmy Silver raised his head and met the
Head’s keen gaze unflinchingly.

“1 understand fully, sir!” he exclaimed
somewhat bitterly. ¢ But it is the truth!
I did lose the money! It was while search-
ing the spot where I thought I had dropped
the envelope that I heard—heard 22

“Yes, Silver?” said the Head testily.
“Proceed

“J—I—that is all T can say, sir!” stam-
mered the junior. “But I am speaking the
iruth. T have lost the money, and not used
it as you think, sir!”?

“As 1 think!” repeated Dr . Chisholm
angrily. “¥ have not suggested in any way
what I think about the matter, Silver. You
state you have lost the money, and there
is not an atom of evidence to the contrary.
But this foolish, obstinate silence must end,
Silver. 1 demand here and now that you
give a fuil and aeccurate account of your
movements this afternoon. Otherwise—**

The Head paused” meaningly, and his lips
set in a determined line. Jimmy Silver’s lips
were 2lso compressed and his head down-
cast. He knmew that the eyes of both the
Head and the astonished captain of Rook-
wood were fixed upon him acecusingly.

“I am waiting, Silver!” thundered Dr.

Chisholm.
“JI—I'm sorry, But—but I ecannot

will- not, for the

sir!

- explain further!” muttered the junior miser-

ably.
“Very well, Silver! I have given you—
and still intend to give you every oppor-
tunity of defending yourself. To this end
I will give you until six o’clock to-morrow
evening to think over the matter. By that
time your companion in yesterday’s affair,
Muflin, will be discharged from the
sanatorinm, when T hope to get the truth of
this astounding business. Should, however,
nothing come to light in extenuation of your
conduct, or should you still persist in this
foolish silence,” went on the Head in eold,
deiiberate tones, ‘“‘yod will be evpelled
from Rookwood! You may go!”’

In grim silence Jimmy Silver turned and

left the room, and the door closed behind
him.

And that evening all Rookwood was in a
buzz of excitement, and the astounding
affair was on every tongue. It was soon
known that Jimmy Silver was practically
under gentence of expulsion, and the news
was discussed by all the excited juniors,
gravely and volubly.

And Jimmy Silver found himself under a
cloud, and treated to the ‘ marble eye” on
all sides. The accusation of cowardice—per-
haps the. most heinous offence in a sehool=
boy's eyes—was in fitsert erougn to earn
him the contempt of his schooifeilows,

For Jimmy Silver's strenuous denials of
guilt eounted for nothing against the
evidence of Bulkeley and Neville of the
Sixth, And even his own chums of the end
study eyed him oddly, though they stood
by him loyally, and vainly tried to hide their
inward uneasiness as Jimmy persisted in his
unaccountable silence.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Tubby Explains!
“ UBBY—I say, Tubby Muffin!*?
Jimmy Silver called out eagerly
as the fat figure of the Falstalf
of Rookwood slowly descended the
sanatorium steps. It had been known to
all and sundry that Tubby would be present
in ciass that morning. And Jimmy Silver,
long before the rest of the Fourth had
finished breakfast, was hovering round the
sanny with the intention of questioning the
fat junior zt the earliest possible moment.
Tubby’s face was still pale. And ke
blinked mnervously and apprehensively ab
Jimmy Silver as that junior approached him.
“ Glad to see you, Tubby!” said Jimmy

sincerely. *‘ Feeling better now?” .
“J—I—1'm all right now,”  stamrhered
Tubby uneasily. “I—I—I say! I—I—Pm in

rather a hurry, you know! I shall miss
breakfast if—-""

“Just a moment, Tubby,” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver, laying a hand on the fat
youth’s shoulder. ‘‘I'm sorry to worry you
just now, but—bhut it’s frightfully serious.
1¥’s about that five pounds you saw Bulkeley
give to me. Look—-—" 7

“I—I say, you know. I shall miss my
breakfast!” gasped the fat junior, in alarm.
‘“ Besides, I know nothing about Bulkeley's
five pounds—absolutely nothing! Never even
knew you had the five ‘quid, in fact, Jimmy
Silyer!”

*“ What?”

‘“Come_ to that, it’s no business of mine,
either, Jimmy Silver, if you did drop the
five quid on the Latcham Road—jolly care-
less of you, I think!’ proceeded Tubby, with
great dignity. ‘° And I decline——"

‘ Then you do know something about, it?7*
exclaimed Jimmy Silver eagerly.

‘‘ Certainly not, Silver!’ said Tubby, in
great alarm. ‘ And I decline to discuss
the matter! shall be late—"

5 B9

“ Look here,

[

Silver,”” said Tubby loftily.
““Once and for all, I decline to discuss this
matter further with you. If you think I
know anything about Bulkeley’s five pounds,
you’re jolly well mistaken! And, as for
playing banker with the cash, I'd never
dreamn of such a thing. Certainly not! In
fact, even when Joey Hook threateped to
pitch me into the river, I refused stoutly
to pay up out of Bulkeley’s money. I was
jolly plucky about that, I think. I told him
straight the five pounds wasn’t mine, and—
[ mean—that i3 to say, I—I—I know nothing
about the cash—absolutely nothing!”
stamamered Tubby hastily. * So now let me
go! I shall jolly well miss 1y breakfast!’

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath,

“ Do you actually mean to say, Muflin,
that—that you've been playing rotten cards
with Bulkeley’s five pounds?’® he ejaculated,

tightening his grip on the fat youth's
shoulder.

“ Nunno! Certainly not! Not a bit of
it, Silver!” gasped Tubby indignantly.

“Haven't I jolly well told you I. didn’t
play with the money? You surely don’t
doubt my word, Jimmy Silver? I was too
jolly sharp for that beast Joey Hook, I can
tell you! In fact, I had it in my pockeb
even when I was pitched into—into—I mean
—that is to say—I mean—to say when I
didn’t—Y mean, I never -had the money at
all, of eourse! ¥—J—J—"

Tubby floundered helplessly. Even the fat,
obtuse mind of Tubby Muffin grasped the

Morny Deals with the Knuts of Rookwood !
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fact that he had given himself hopelessly
away. But that fact did not worry Tubby.
for long—not nearly so much as the fear of
missing breakfast. Tubby had already had
one breakfast in the sanny. But illness had
by no means impaired his appetite, and
Tubby was quite ready for another.

‘“ Look—Ilook here, Jimmy!” he spluttered
peevishly. ““I want my breakfast. Let me
go now! Hang Bulkeley's five quid! I'm
jolly hungry!”

S Just wait a minute, Mufin!” exclaimed
Jimmy grimly, “ You’ve practically admitted

you had the money all the time., And—"
T'ubby jumped.
“1 didn’t! I wasn’t! I haven't!” he

spluttered frantically. ‘ I've never seen it.
‘In fact, I kncw nothing about it. Besides,
it ain’t my fault if the blessed envelope
fell out of my pocket. Why, it may even
now be lying in Bill Adams’ old tub. Any-
way, it wasn’t in my pocket when I came
to look in the sanny, so it must be. You
can’t blame me for that! Youwll admit that
yourself, Jim—-"’

Tubby broke off, and the ex-junior captain
of the Fourth almost gasped aloud with
relief, There were often golden grains of
truth fo be found in Tubby Muffin's
romances. And Jimmy really feit he had
found one at last,

““ Here, 1 say!"’ gasped Tubby, as Jimmy
Silver was turning away witlr gleaming eyes.
£ You w-won't tell?”

“I'm going up the river to search Bill
‘Adams’ motor-boat,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly.

And in blank amazement the fat Classical
watched Jimmy Silver as he strode across
the quad and vanished through the gates.
Then, - suddenly remembering = breakfast,
Tubby hurried indeors..

For the next hour, Tubby was very busy
indeed—with his chin. The first half-hour
he spent eating, and the mnext half-hour
talking—two chin exercises in which Tubby
Muffin excelled. And for once the fat youth
had someone ready and eager to listen to

im

fodeed, Reginald Muffin was just then the
cynosure of all' eyes. ¥or that half-hour
Tubby fairly revelled and basked in the
limelightt, And he was swelling with im-
portance and smiling brightly with smug
satisfaction as he entered the Fourth Form-
room that morming. But, unfortunately for
Tubby Muffin, this happy state of affairs
did not last long. Barely had the Fourth
taken their seats when Bulkeley of the Sixth
entered. And there was a curious look on

Bulkeley’'s face as he approached Mr.
Bootles.
“Dr. Chisholm wishes to see Silver and

Muffin in his study immedlately, sir,” he ex-
claimed quietly. .

Mr, Bootles looked surprised.

“Ah! H'm! Certainly Bulkeley!” he ex-
claimed mildly, turning. to the class.
¢ Silver—Mufiln, you will follow Bulk—
Bless my soul! Where is Silver?”

Mr. Bootles blinked around in astonish-
ment on realising that Silver was not pre-
sent. . Tubby Muffin, however, though the
summons to visit the Head had alarmed him
considerably, did not intend to miss this
opportunity of airing his knowledge.

¢ Ple-please, sir, I know where Silver is!”
he gasped breathlessly. ¢ He's gone up the
river, sir—fancy that!”

“Bless my soul! This is most unusual—
what—what!” gasped Mr. Bootles. < How-
ever, Muffin, you will follow Bulkeley to Dr.
Chisholm’s study, and I will send Silver im-
mediately on his return, Bulkeley.”

And not looking at all happy, Tubby Muffin
rose reluctantly from his seat and rolled
after Bulkeley to the Head's study.

But he locked simply terrified, and his
knees almost knocked together with fright
when he. enfered that sacred apartment a
moment later. i

For Dr. Chisholm was not alone. Seated
on the extreme edge of a chair, and looking
exceedingly uncomfortable, was old Bill
Adams, the boatman.

¢ Muffin,” said the Head . gravely, after
Bulkeley had explained Jimmy Silver’s ab-
sence, “I have sent for you in connection
with that affalr up the river yesterday.
This gentleman is Mr. Adams, who claims to
have witnessed the whole occurrence from
the far side of the river. In fact, Muffin,”
went on the Head grimly, “Mr. Adams has
told me an astounding story.”

Tubby Muffin’s podgy face paled visibly.

$ H-ha-has he, s-sir?” he stammered.

of Seven!”’

S

THROWN IN, AND POWERLESS

TO HELP! As Jimmy Silver lay

motionless in the mud, his mind a welter of confused emotions, he had a

vision of the sprawling arms and legs of Tubby M

uffin. The fat Classical

whirled overhead and fell with a tremendous splash into the deep water,
(See Chapter 3.)

“Yes, he has, Mufiin!” snapped Dr.
Chisholin. *“ And as his story concerns you—
or, at least, a boy who answers exactiy to
your description—I am. going to ask you a
few questions which [ require answering care-
fully and truthfully. Iirst of all, Maffin,
have you seen or have you any knowledge
of that?”

Dr. Chisholmn, as he spcke, laid the en-
velope Silver had lost, and he had found—
and lost again. In fact, it was the envelope
containing Bulkeley’s five pounds.

“ No-o-no, sir,” gasped Tubby in alarm.

“You've never seen this before?”
claimed the Head.

‘““N-no, sir—never! Certainly not! Not at
all, sir!” gasped Tubby hurriedly. I know
pnothing about Bulkeley's five pounds. - I'm
as -innocent as. a baby, in fact, sir! And if
—if Silver tells you I found it on the road
outside the Jolly Fisherman, then he’s tell-
ing wicked untruths, sir. Because I didn’t!
And as for playing cards with Joey Hook—
why, I'd never even dream of such a thing!
In fact, I wasn’'t near the Jolly Fisherman
yesterday afternoon—not within miles of the
place. You-you can ask Jimmy Silver, sir
—he’ll tell you I wasn't—he promised me he
would,- anyway.”

“ Muffin!” said Dr. Chisholm, in a danger-
ous voice. ““You are telling deliberate un-
truths, and are the most stupid, foolish boy
I have ever dealt with. This envelope con-
taining five pounds which you disclaim all
knowledge of, was found by Mr. Adams in
his” boat, and he has been kind enough to
bring it back, with the suggestion that it
had fallen_ from your pocket as you lay in
the boat yesterday afternoon.”

“Oh, s-sir!” gasped Tubby.

¢ Also,” went on the Head grimly, ¢ Mr.
Adams,. when asking after your condition,
happened also to ask about Silver, of your
Form, and while doing so dropped several
hints which led me fo question him, when
he was good enough to relate what I firmly
believe are facts that, will lead to. this
astounding affair being cleared up. He states
that he saw you, first of all, consorting with
those two unspeakable scoundrels, and that

€ex-

Silver apparently only entered the precincts

of that inn to come to your help. And-—

. ““D-d-does he, really?” stammered Tubby,

in a shocked veice. “Oh, my! What wicked
>

aniruths! Fancy tha—
“Silence, Muffin!” thundered Dr. Chis
holm. “I may add that I place every

liance on Mr. Adams’ story. There are, h
ever, several points that only you can clear
up, Muffin. Now,” went on the Head
grimly, picking up a cane from the table,
‘“unless you at once confess to your share
in yesterday’s happenings, Muffin, I shall
not only flog you, but expel you immediately
from Rookwood. But I demand the truth.
At the slightest suggestion of a falsehood,
Muffin, I shall—-"

. The hapless Tubby shivered apprehensively
as the Head swished the cane: suggestively.
And after that it did not take Tubby Muffin
long to arrive at a decision.

He decided to confess! And for once
Tubby Muffin told - the whole truth, and
nothing but the truth! o
. But to Tubby Muffin's great astonishment
and relief, Dr. Chisholm’s stern face relaxed
somewhat as the fat Classical tearfally pro-
ceeded with his woeful tale.

The Head, in fact, was looking quite re-
lieved by the time Tubby had finished.

“ Bless my soul!” he ejaculated. I really
believe, Muffin, you wretched boy, that you
did enter that disreputable resort in ignor-
ance of the character of the place.: And I
also think you acted afterwards nob compre-
hending the seriousness of what you were
doing. Were it otherwise, I should certainly
expel you at once. And as it is I intend to
purish you -severely for your astonishing
falsehoods!"

“Qw!” gasped Tubby.

“Bubt in ¢onsideration of your narrow
escape yesterday, and the resulting ilinesss,”
went on the Head “drily, “I will postpone
your punishment until a more favourable op-
portunity. You may go, Muffin!” - :

And  Reginald- Muffin went. with alacrity,
sincerely hoping the favourable opportunity
would never present itself, and that the
postponement would therefore remain in-
definite. TuE PoruLarR.—No, 233,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Coward !

ULKELEY’S face wore a determined
expression as he left the Head's
study that morning. Jimmy Silver
had been proved innocent of the

thargs of pub-haunting, and the five pounds
had been found. But the accusation of
cowardice still hung over the junior’s head.
And Bulkeley felt that, as he had been the
first to charge the junior, and to make the
matter public, it was up to him to find out
tho truth.

For, though Bill Adams’ story had con-
vinced Bulkeley at last that Jimmy’s story
was correct, he knew that unless proof was
forthcoming that the junior had really in-
jured his head, he would still remain under
a cloud at Rookwood.

And Bulkeley had determined to furnish
that proof. And to this end he had per-
suaded Dr. Chisholm to allow him to accom-
pany Bill Adams up the river. And a talk
he had with the old boatman on the way
convinced him more than ever that Jimmy
Silver had not funked going to Tubby
Muffin's rescue, -

“Him a coward—mo lear!” said Bill
Adams emphatically. “I saw the young ’un
pitched in, and I guessed what had happened
when he crawled out and dropped in the
grass. There used to be an old landing-stage
at the bottom of that there farden; and the
ples—leastways, what’s left of them—are
still there. That’s why I couldn’t get the
old tub nearer in yesterday. No, the young
gent hurt his*head, without a doubt, and a
tidy old jar it were, I bet!”

“Well, we’ll soon know for certain,” said
Bulkeley.  “ And if it is so, I'll soon let the
fellows know, you may be sure. It’s on——
Hallo? Yonder’s the Jolly Fisherman, now!
Have you got a boathook?”

The boatman had a boathook. But, as it
happened, that article was not necessary, for
the boat stopped with a dull thud about a
couple of yards from the bank. And, look-
ing down, Bulkeley could plainly see deep-
sunken piles, stumps, and long pieces of
timber runming the complete length of the
garden edge.. Without a doubt, Jimmy
Silver’s story was true.

“That settles it!” ejaculated the senior
grimly. “ And now where’s Silver? I've got
something to say to him about this! TUnless
that fat fool Muffin’s spoofed me, he must
be up here!”

“ Likely up at the cottage yet,” said Bill
Adams.- “It’s only round the bend there.
We'll run up and look!”

And the boatman, who had been steering
direetly across towards the old ramshackle
buildings where he housed his boats for hire,
altered his course, and a moment later the
boat turned the bend, and the old boatman’s
cotfage came in sight.

“Hallo! There’s the missus!” ejaculated
Bill Adams all of a sudden. ¢ What on
earth—— Good heavens!”

Startled, the senior followed his glance,
and saw a woman rushing about frantically
on the edge of the steep bank topping the
river-bank. Then Bulkeley’s eyes fell upon a
splash of black and white far out on the
shining surface of the river. The bo?tm:m
was struggling frantically with his engine to
get more speed on the boat. And then
Bulkeley also saw the reason, as the objects
out in the river became clearer. ¥

“ Good heavens! It’s Silver—in the river!”
he gasped. ]

« And my little girl!” muttered Bill Adams
tensely., ““Get ready when I cut off the en-
gine, young sir!” N

Bulkeley could pow plainly see Jimmy
Silver's face and the head of the little girl
he -was strenuously fighting to keep above
water. Jimmy Silver's face was white and
drawn, and he was plainly at his last gasp.

<« Stick it, Silver!’ shouted Bulkeley, lean-
ing over the side as the engine was shut off
and the boat glided silently towards the
struggling figures in the water. .

«I—I'm - done!” gasped Jimmy Silver
faintly. “ T-take the kiddie, Bulkeley!”

With a tremendous effort, Bulkeley took
the child from the junior’s grasp, and handed
her into Bill Adams’ ready, strong grip. Then
Bulkeley leaped swiftly over the side.

Tor directly the child was taken from
Jimmy Silver’s grip, the junior had fallen
back and sunk like 2 stomne.

Then the -ex-captain’s head gppe:}red, fol-
Jowed by his shoulders. And in his strong
grasp he held the limp form of the junior.

Jimmy Silver’s face was white, and his eyes
were closed. The junior was. unconscious.

‘““Help me!” gasped Bulkeley, gripping the
side of the boat. ¢ He’s unconscious!”

The boatman bent down and lifted the
junior into the boat, and Bulkeley followed,
breathing spasmodically. A moment later
the boat touched the bank. Jumping out,
Bulkeley laid the limp, sodden form of
Jimmy Silver in the grass, while the boat-
man handed his little girl into the eager,
thankful arms of her mother.

Bulkeley knelt by the sids of Jimmy Silver
anxiously. But just then the junior opened
his eyes and sighed deeply. ‘

‘“ How—how’s the kiddie?”” he gasped.

“ Right as rain, young 'un!> said Bulkeley.

¢ Thanks to you, young sir!” exclaimed the
boatman thankfully. “ You're a rare plucked
‘un—that you are! But you’d best come
and have something hot to drink.”

Bulkeley shook his head.

“ Better get back to Reoockwood now—
thanks all the same!” he exclaimed quietly,
“(Come, Silver, if you feel fit!»

And at a .brisk trot Bulkeley started for
Rookwood, with Jimmy Silver by his side.

But when opposite to the Jolly Fisherman
Inn, Bulkeley called a halt.

“ Yesterday, Silver,” exclaimed Bulkeley
quietly, “I called you a coward for not going
to Muffin’s help over there. I was wrong!
1 know now that you did not funk—you did
injure your head. And now 2

“That's all right, Bulkeley!” gasped
Jimmy Silver hastily. ““No need to rub it
in! Al serene. I—I—I say, did old Bootles
miss me in class? I came to sedrch for—
for something. And while I was talking to
Mrs. Adams her little girl strayed, and fell
into the river. But—but—but about that

five—""
“] guessed what had happened,” said
Bulkeley. “ And now you've no need to

worry about the five pounds or anything.
Silver. The money’s been found, and Muffin’s
confessed; but the Head wants to see you
when you get back, an’ you’ll hear all about
it then.”

THE END.

(Full particulars of next week’s Rookwood
story will be found on page 27.)
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PRIZE £2 10s.

FIRST PRIZE £5.

FOR YOU!
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now in the possession of the Editor.
event of ties the prize will be divided. The
other prizes will be awarded in order of merit.
The Editor reserves the right to add together
and divide ‘the value of all, or any, of the
prizes, but the full amount will be awarded.
It is a distinct condition of entry that the
geci]sion of the Editor must be regarded as
nal.

journal are not eligible to compéte.

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 Gloucester C.C.
What you are invited to do is to solve this
picture, and when you have done so, write
your solution on a sheet of paper.. Then sign

coupon which appears below, pin it to

your solution, and post it to ‘‘Gloucester ”
Competition, Porurar Office, Gough House,
Gough Square, B.C.4, so as to reach that
address not later than THURSDAY, July
12th, 1923,

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be awarded
to the reader who submits a solution which is

ctly the same as, or nearest to, the solution
In the

Employees of the propriefors of this

This competition is run in conjunction with

“Boys’ Friend,” “Magnet,” and “ Gem,”.
readers of those journals may compete.

HA

I enter the PoruLar “ GLOUCESTER”
Competition' and agree to accept the
Editor’s decision as final.




On~the~Move, ugp-to-date stories in the'* Popular '’ every week!

AN AMAZING JAPE!

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

A Deep, Dark Piot.
E’S8 plumper than I am!” said Fatty
Wynn.
3 “Then he must have the cir-
cumference of a blessed barrel!”
said Figgins.

And Kere chimed in with: “ Absclutely!”

People who were plumper than Fatty
Wyan, the Falstaff of St. Jim’s, were not
met with every day. They were, in fact,
very few and far between.

Baggy Trimble of the School House, Billy
Bunter of Greyfriars, and Tubby Muffin of
Rookwood, were Fatty Wynn’s only rivals, so
far as rotundity of person was concerned.

“Do you seriously mean to say, Fatty,”
said Dick Redfern, “that Tubby Joyce is
tatter than you?”

Fatty Wynn nodded.

“)Y went, into the dressing-room of the
theatre last night to congratulate him on his
ripping acting,” he said. “While I was
chatting to him, two members of the com-
pany had s wager as to which was the
fattest. So they took our measurements,
and Tubby Joyce had me beaten. He goes an
inch more round the walst than I do.”

“My hat!” F

“ And yet the fellow’s awfully nimble on the
stage,” ‘sald Lawrence. “You'd think he
would go off. pop if he tried to exert
himself.”

“Yes, rather!”

Six Xew House -juniors were at fea in
Tiggins’ study Figgins and Kerr and Wynn
shared that famous apartment, and Redfern,

Lawrence, and Owen had been invited to the
spread.
The conversation centred upon Tubby

Joyece, a wonderful boy actor, who was ap-
pearing at the Wayland Theatre. He was a
plump, genial fellow, and he might easily
have been taken for Fatty Wynn's brother.
In features, they were as alike as two peas.
The only difference between them was that
Tubby Joyce was slightly the plumper.

“To-morrow’s Wednesday,” said Figgins,
“and there won't be a matinee at the
theatre. So what about inviting Tubby
Joyce to St. Jim's, and standing him a feed?”

Dick Redfern made a grimace.

“If Tubby’s appetite is anything like Fatty
Wynn's,” he said, “he’ll eat us out of house
and home.”

“That doesn’t matter,” said Figgins.
«We're in funds, and we can easily stand
the racket.”

“Speak for yourself, Viggy!” said Owen.
“My sole asset amounts to a penny stamp:
and a French coin with a-hole in it.”

“Ha, ha, hal” 3

“But we really ought to . entertain Tubby
Joyce,” said Tiggins. “The company will be
leaving Wayland at_the end of the week.
They’re going on to Brighton.”

$ The Oid Man of t
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“Why not let the School House bounders
do the entertaining?” suggested Kerr.

Figgins stared at the speaker in surprise.

“What do you mean?” he asked, a trifle
breathlessly. He could tell by the merry
twinkle in Kerr's eyes that the keen-witted
junior had something up his sleeve.

“I've thought of a wheeze,” said Kerr.
“Rather a more daring one than usual, but
I think it's workable.”

“Let’s hear it, old man!” said Redfern
eagerly.

Kerr grinned as he poured himself cut a
fresh cup of tea.

“We alt know what a clever actor Tubby
Joyce is,” he said. “Well, supposing he
comes up to St. Jim’s to-morrow, dressed in
girl’s clothes--—"

“Eh?”

“And plays the part of Fatty Wyunn’s
sister?”

“(Qreat Scott!” .

“He could pull the legs of the School House
bounders ad lib, ad infinitem,” Kerr went on.
“He could insist upon having tea in Tom
Merry’s study, and he could lead them no
end of a dance! There’s no limit to the
merry stunts he could get up to. Of course,
I'm taking it for granted that Tubby Joyce
will be willing to fall in with the arrange-
ment. We haven't asked him yef, and it’s
rossible he may not care to take the risk.”

Kerr’s schoolfellows blinked at him in
astonishment. It took quite a little time for
the wheeze to sink into their minds. For it
was, as Kerr had said, a more daring wheeze
than most.

“Tubby Joyce as my sister!” gasped Fatty
Wynn. “Oh, what a priceless stunt!” !

“0Of course, you'll have to play up to the
part of the affectionatc brother,” said Kerr,
“When ¢ Miss Wynn’ arrives at the school
you must. embrace her cordially, and all that
sort of thing.” i

“Qn!”

“Then you must introduce her to the School
House fellows, and leave her in their hands,”
Kerr went on. “On second thoughts, though,
I don’t think you'll find it necessary to intro-
duce her. She’ll introduce herself! Anpd
she'll cause quite a fluttering in the dove-
cotes, I can tell you!”

“It's certainly a first-rate wheeze,” said
Figgins. “The question is—will Tubby Joyce
be willing to play the part?”

“We'll bike over to Wayland and ask him,
He's a merry soul, and I don’t think he’ll
refuse.” 2

The New House juniors proceeded merrily
with their tea, and from time to time they
gave vent to explosions of merriment.

If Tubby Joyce declined to fill the bill as
Fatty Wynn's sister, the bottom would be
knocked out of the whole business. But the
juniors had great faith in the boy actor.

After tea the six juniprs cycled over to
Wayland. Tom Merry & Co., of the School
House, saw them go, and wondered what was
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in the wind. Bub they had not the slightest
suspicion of the jape that was being planned
for their benefit.

Figgins & Co. called at the theatre in Way-
l@nd, and were informed by the comiission-
aire that Tubby Joyce was at his lodgings in
West Street.

“The end ’‘ouse on the right-’and side—
that’s where you'il find 'im,” said the man in
livery.

Figgins dropped a sixpence into the man’s

palm, and the juniors remounted their
machines and cycled to Tubby Joyce's
lodgings.

They found the boy actor having tea. He
sat before a laden table, with a beatific
smile on his plump countenance. He was
doing himself well, for there were cakes and
pastries of every description on the table.

“Hope we’re not intruding!” said Figgins,
as the landlady ushered the St. Jim's juniors
into the room.

“ Not at all!” said Tubby Joyce.

“The fact is,” said Fatty Wynn, “we want
you to do us a favour. Are you free to-
morrow afterncon?”

“Yes.” : s
. “That’s good! Well, we’ve planned a little
iape on the .School House fellows at St.

Jim’s. Il tell you what the wheeze is, and
then you can accept or decline, as you
choose,”

Tubby Joyce listened with keen interest,
and with many chuckles, while Fatty Wynn
propounded the scheme.

‘“ By Jove, what a jape!” he exclaimed.

“Are you game?” asked V'iggins eagerly.

“Yes, rather! TI’ll roll up at the school
to-morrow afterncon as Miss Winnie Wynn.”

“Hurrah!”

“It won’t be an easy part to play,” said
the boy actor, ‘“ so you mustn't be frightfully
disappointed if I get bowled out. I'll do my
level best not to be, of course; bub there’s
many a slip. Won’t you sit down, you
fellows, and let me brew you some tea?”

“We’ve had tea, thanks!” said Kerr. “I
say, it’s awfully sporting of you to fall in
with this jape!” 5

“Rats! I shall thoroughly enjoy it,” said
Tubby Joyee.  “But don’t suppose the
Sehool House fellows will!”

“¥a, ha, ha!”

Having pressed Tubby Joyce-into service—
not that he needed much pressing—the New
House conspirators cycled back to St. Jim’s,
and the sound of their laughter rang merrily,
along the road.

e e
“THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Winsome Winnie.

13 ISTER ANNE—Sister Anne! Do you

see anyone coming?”
S Monty Lowther stood in the school
gateway with his chums. He shaded
his eyes with his hand and gazed down the
road. s
TrE PorurLar.—No, 233,
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Tt was Wednesday afternoon, and the
Terrible Three were in their flannels, though
they had no cricket fixture. i

“There’s certainly someone coming,” said

Tom Merry. *“But who on earth is it?”
“Is it an animal of some sort?” asked
Manners. “Looks too substantial for a

humaan being.”

As the approaching figure drew nearer,
Taggies, the porter, standing in the docrway
of his lodge, ventured the cpinion that it
was a ‘‘fieldmale.” .

“ You're quite right, Taggy,” said Tom
Merry. - ‘““It’s+ a woman-—po, it's a girl.
And what a size she is!” .

“ A sort of Baggy Trimble in petticoats,”
said Monty Lowther. i

Tt was rude to stare, and the Terrible
Three were very well-mannered young
gentlemen, as a rule, But for the life of
them, they couldn’'t keep their eyes off the
advaneing figure.

“Did you ever see such a freak?” gasped
Manners.

“No, never!” said Lowther solemnly. “I
do believe she’s coming here!”

4The fates forbid!” murmured Tom
ferry.
1\'J.‘hg “ fieldmale,” as Taggles had called
her, headed straight for the school gates.
At close quarters, she presented an
amazing appearance. JIler clothes were nqt
of the cut and style fashionable in Paris
or Bond Street. She wor¢ a Jong, plain
skirt, which might have been fashionable
when Mrs. Grundy was a girl. Her blouse,
which was not cut low at the neck, was a
flaming pick. She had black bobb€i hair—
the only modern thing about hcr.; she wore
a broad-brimmed hat, under which two or
three people might have sheltered during a

rainstorm. Her boots were heavy a|nd
cumbersome, and she wore thick wocllen
stockings.

The general appearance of the young lady
was ludicrous in the extreme,

Tom Merry & Co. lifted their caps to her,
and they had great difficulty in keeping
their faces straight.

“ Good-afternoon,

horus.

e G‘loud—aftemoon!” said the young lady
in shrill tones. ‘Is David here?”

«David!” echoed Monty Lowther. ‘Do
you -mean the late Prime Minister or the
merchant who slew Goliath?”

“Don't be funny!®” was the stern reply.
«When hoys try to be funny at my expense
T always tweak their noses!”

g Ohl”

“ When 1
brother.’?

Tom Merry stared. .

“You—you don't mean to say you've gob
a brother at 8t. Jim’s?” he ejaculated.

«There’s a boy named David Wynn here,
isn’t there?”’

*“Yes, But surely—?*’

“Send him to me at ohce!” 7

The young lady’s tone was imperative, and
her manner was very sharp—almost aggres-
sive, -in fact. Like the person in Shake-
speare’s play, she had an eye like Mars, to
threaten and command.

Tom Merry resented being ordered about
as if he were a fag. Had a member of his
own sex given him such an order, he would
have thought twice about carrying it out.
But the age of chivalry was mnot yet
extinet, and Tom Merry decided to do the
young lady’s bidding. 5

“11] find Wynn,” he said. h

“Thank you! Tell him his sister Winifred
is here. They call me “Winsome anme,’
you know; because I'm so good-looking, I
suppose.” -

This was too much for Monty Lowther.
He broke into a loud cackle.

s¢If she’s a good-looking girl,” he mur-
mured, aside, I shouldn’t care to meet an
ugly one!?”? ;

Winsome Winnie seemed to have very
sharp ears. She approached Monty Lowther
with a masculine stride, and dealt him a
sounding cuff on the side of the head.

““Yarooooo!” roared Lowther, staggering

miss!” they said in

said David, 1 meant my

ack.

“T'Nl teach you to make sly remarks con-
cerning my personal appearance!’’> panted
Winsome Winnie, ¢ Apologise at once, you
rude boy!”

“Yow! Borry!’” gasped Lowther.

“Your apology is accepted!’” said Win-
some Winnie haughtily. ¢ Now, tell me, am
I a good-looking girl, or am I a frump?”
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“ You—you're ever so beautiful!” stut-
tered Monty Lowther. ‘¢ Adorable, in fact!
You ought to be on the stage!”

“f am!” murmured Winsome Winnie,
under her breath.

Meanwhile, Tom Merry had dashed away
in quest of Fatty Wyun. He found him on
the New House steps, chatting with a crowd
of his House mates,

“You're wanted, Fatty!” said the captain
of the Shell.

‘“Eh? Who by?”

“ Your sister Winifred.. She’s down at the
gates waiting for you. Dashed if I knew
you had a sister!” 2

“Good old Winnie!” said Fatty Wynn.
“ First time she's ever paid me a visit. Anpy-
body with her at the gates?”

“ Manpers and Lowther are there.”

‘“Hope they don't start making eyes at
her, that's all!* said Fatty. ¢ She’s a jolly
good-looking girl! Cousin Ethel and Marie
Rivers aren't in the same street with my
sister for looks!”

¢0h, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry.

His own private opinion was that Winsome
Winnie was far and away the ugliest girl
he had ever seen. There was certainly no
danger of either Manners or Lowther giving
her what was known as ‘““the joyful optic.”

‘““Come and introduce us to this sister of
yours, Fatty!” said Figgins. :

‘¢ All serene, old chap! But mind you
behave yourself! Don't get chucking sheep’s
eyes at her, mind!”

Figgins grinned, and the party started off
for the gates.

Quite a crowd of fellows had flocked out
inte the quadrangle by  this time. The
sudden and unexpected appearance of Miss
Winifred Wynn had caused quite a stir.

¢ Good gwacious !”’ gasped Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, screwing his monocle into his eye
and surveying Winsome Winnie from a con-
venient distance. < What a feahfully ugly
gal, bai Jove! I should have thought Fatty
Wyun would have been able to pwoduce

somethin’ bettah than that in the sistah
line !*’
“Same here!” said Jack Blake. ¢ Not

what you might call a ravishing beauty, is
she??

“Hardly !*> chuckled Herries.

Meanwhiie, Fatty Wynn hurried towards
the plump young lady who was standing in
the &school gateway with Manners and
Lowther. Those two, already tired of
playing the part of squires of dames, were
very relieved when Fatty came up.

S Pavid1? .

¢ Winsome !

It was a tender and touching moment.
Fatty Wynn threw his arms around the neck
of Winsome Winnie, and implanted a
resounding kiss on her cheeck.

The onlookers were almost in hysterics.
They hardly knew where to put themselves.

“ Dear old David!” said Winsome Winnie
in her shrill tones. “It’s good to see you
again! T'll bet these boys were awfully
jealous when they saw you kiss me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Kindly introduce me to your friends,
David!” said Winsome Winnie.

Fatty Wynn performed the necessary
introductions. His ‘“fair >’ companion shook
hands with each of the Scheol House fellows
in turn, and her grip was painfully crushing.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jumped about a
foot in the air when his slim hand was taken
in a vice-like grip.

“Yow!” he ejaculated. ¢ Weally, Miss
Wynn, I do not appwove of such hearty
handshakes !’

“Bah! You are a weakling!” said Win-
some Winnie scornfully. ‘These New House
boys made no murmur when I shook hands
with them !

Perhaps that was because the young lady’s
grip had been less crushing in the case of
Figgins & Co.

“T say, sis,” said Fatty Wynn suddenly.
“Y wonder if you would excuse me for half
an hour or so? I've got am awfully

important appointment——2?

¢ Very well, David. Have your New House
friends got to go, too?”

¢ Yes, unfortunately.””

The Top-h’ole paper with the First-Class Tales!

“Well, T have no doubt these School
House boys will jump at the chance of
entertaining me.” :

Tom Merry & Co. groaned aloud. They
had not the slightest ‘desire to entertain
Winpsome Winnie. They much preferred that
young lady’s room to her company.

But Fatty Wynn and his pals were already
beating a retreat, and common chivalry
demanded that Tom Merry & Co_should take
Fatty’s sister in tow. There was noc help
for it. For the space of half an hour, while
Fatty Wynn kept his awfully important
appointment, the plump Fatima would have
to be entertained.

‘“Shall we have tea first?”’ asked Winsome
Winnie brightly.

“That—that’s a jolly sensible suggestion,
Miss Wynn!” said Tom Merry, forcing a wan
smile.

He despatched Manners and Lowther to
the tuckshop for supplies, and escorted
Winsome Winnie to Study No. 10 in the Shell
passage.

Jack Blake & Co. tried to escape to their
own ‘quarters. They were only too willing
to leave the entertaining to Tom Merry &
Co. But Winsome Winnie called them back,
and she insisted that they should attend the
festive board. They murmured something
about an appointment, but Miss Wynn did
not excuse them so readily as she had
excused the New House fellows—in fact, she
did not excuse them at all. And seven
unhappy juniors—the Terrible Three, Blake,
D’Arcy, Herries, and Dighy—found themselves
faced with the appalling task of entertaining
Winsome Winnie for the space of half an
hour.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A New House Triumph !

¢ ET us eat, drink, and be merry?™
g Thus spake Winsome Winnie,
The plump young lady, seated
with her hat on in the armchair
of Study No. 10, proved herself a past-
mistress in the art of eating, drinking, and
being merry. She ‘“scoffed ”’ everything that
was set before her, and she emptied the
teapot alome and unaided. Her appetite was
prodigious, her thirst insatiable.

The School House juniors found it im-
possible to eat and drink. All their time was
taken up in waiting upon their plump guest.
As for being merry, they looked as if they
were attending a funeral. :

Winsome Winnie had quite Jost her
aggressive manner—for the time being, at any
rate. Under the influence of tea and cakes
she became quite cheery, and prattled gaily
to the juniors—when she could find time to
speak.

“These fancy pastries are prime!”
mumbled. ‘ Please send for some more.”

“Oh, certainly ” said Tom Merry.

He made frantic signals to' Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. Funds had run out, and Gussy’s
financial help was urgently needed. - w

A ten-shilling note changed hands, and Tom
Merry sped away to the tuckshop for a fresh
supply of fancy cakes.

It really seemed as if Winsome Winnie
would continue to regale herself with good
things until the cows cameé home, so to
speak, But at last she expressed herself as
being satisfied, and sank back heavily in the
armchair, whieh groaned and creaked be-
neath her great bulk.

“That was a very enjoyable little snack!”
she murmured. ‘

“Little snack!” gasped Monty Lowther.
“@reat pip! Supposing we had had to stand
her a square meal!”

Lowther spoke softly, but once again the
sharp ears of Winsome Winnie detected what
he said. Her aggressive manner returned in
a flash. She rose to her feet, not without
difficulty, and glared at the unhappy
Lowther,

“How dare you!” she exclaimed, in high-
pitched tones. “How dare you make slight-
ing and ill-mannered remarks about your
guest ¥

“Oh, crumbs!” groaned Lowther,

“You are a very rude person!” snapped
Winsome Winnie. “ Already I have had
oceasion to ‘box your ears. But I can clearly
see that what you really want is a good
hiding!”

“A—a hiding !”

Lowther. )

“Certainly! And what’s more, you shall
have it! The light snack I have just had
will not affect my form at boxing. You’ve
got a gymnasium here, I suppose?”

she

g-g-good stammered

An Amazing End to a Midnight Cross-Country Run !
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Monty Lowther stared blankly at Winsome
Winnie. Despite her warlike manner, he
could not believe that she was really serious.

“Of course, you're joking, Miss Wynn!” he

“ stuttered.

“Joking, am I? T'll soon show yo'u whether
I'm joking or not! Come along! I'm going

_to lick you!”-

“Weally, Miss Wynn,” interposed Arthur

~ Augustus, “these things aren’t done, you

I,

know. A fellah nevah fights with a membah
of the—ahem !—fair sex.”

Winsome Winnie gave a snort.

“I must insist upon giving this rude per-
son the thrashing he deserves,” she said.
“Lead me to the gymnasium at oncel”

“Ob, my hat!”

The juniors exchanged glances of dismay.
It was an impessible situation. They did
#heir utmost to pacify their plump guest, but
Winsome Winnie flatly refused to be pacified
or placated. She had quite made up her
ind to “lick ” the unfortunate Lowther.
“YBetter humour her!” murmured Tom

PIY.- at last. “But go easy with her,
y.“Don't hit her, whatever yon do!”

*=%0f course not!” grunted Lowther.

The party adjourned to the gym.

Arthur Augustus, who prided himself on
being a fellow of tact and judgment, and a
wenderful peacemaker, did his utmost to per-
suade Winsome Winnie to let_Lowther off the
threatened thrashing. But the young lady
was adamant.

Mouty Lowther was not afraid of any
physical damage he might receive at the
hands of his challenger. What he was afraid
of was the ridicule to which he would be
subjected. He knew that he would cut a
most absurd figure, sparring with Fatty
Wynn's sister in the gym, and he would have
gwten anything tc have beem able to back
out.

But there was no way of escape. Monty
fhiad to go through with-it. -

Crowds of fellows flocked intp the gym to
see the fun. 2 = —

The New House fellows, having fulfilied

their appointment, whatever it was, joined
the throng of spectators. They were grinning
broadly. .
_Fatty Wynn felt that he ought to lodge
some sort a protest against the pro-
ceedings. He repressed his grin, and stepped
up to Winsome Winnie,

“1 shouldn’t advise you te scrap, my dear,”
he said. “It’s undignified. And besides, you
might get hurt,”

“Nonsense, David! It’'s Lowther who is
going to get hurt. Will you be my second?”

“Well, i? you insist on going ahead, yes.”

Winsome Winnie proceeded togwdon the
gloves. She did not remove . her  broad-
brimmed hat. Perhaps she thought it would
prove a successful shield for her cranium.

. Monty Lowther also donned the gloves—
very reluctantly, He was painfully conscious
of the ridiculous flgure he cut. Fellows were
still pouring into the gym, and their hilarious
laughter brought the colour to Lowther’s
cheeks, - ’

“Get it over quickly!” murmured Tom
Merry in his chum’s ear,. “TFall down the
first time she hits you, and don’t get up
again.”

This was precisely
planned to do.

Tom Merry took charge of the proceedings.

“Time!” he exclaimed. :

Winsome Winnie led off with a blind rush.
‘Although so sharp of hearing, sho appeared
to be somewhat short-sighted. Anyway, the
first blow she struck missed Monty Lowther
by a couple of yards.

It was Tom Merry who stopped that blow.
He received it full in the chest, and ‘went
sprawling into a crowd of fellows.

Winsome. Winnle paused, 'panding - for
breath, \ S

“Down and out!” she said triumphantly.

“Oh, my hat! That wasw’t Lowther you
hit, Miss Wynn!” gurgled Jack Blake. “It
was Tom Merry!”

“Oh, dear! What an absurd blunder!”
said Winsome Winnie. But there was a gay
twinkle in her eyes. >

Again she rushed to the attack. and once
more Monty Lowther escaped scot-free.

It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy who was
in the wars on this occasion. Gussy stopped
a terrifice “pile-driver ” with his jaw, and he
went crashing to the floor with a wild yell of
anguish, ;

# Yawooooh!”

what " Lowther had

The.

other eatables.

AN UNWELCONME VISITOR! Winsome Winnie seated herself in the
" armchair, and the juniors gathered round with cakes and tarts and many
She ‘i scoffed '’ everything that was set before her, and she
emptied the tegpot unaided. ~ (Se¢ Chapter 3.)

‘Winsome Winnie breathed hard.

“@Got him that time!” she chortled. “Count
him out, referee!” 5

'On being informed that she Irad again®Bob
the wrong victim, Winsome Winnie lookgg

“quite astonished.

“I'm making some absurd mistakes!” she
murmured., TEa

Arthur Augustus sat up on the floor,
caressing his jaw. =

“I weally think they are bein’ made de-
libewately !” he gasped.

And the swell of St. Jim's was not very
far from the truth!

The spectators were simply rocking with
laughter, particularly the New House section
of them. Figgins & Co. were in imminent
danger of bursting their waistcoat buttons.

Never before had such a quaint comedy
been witnessed in the historic gym. =

Monty Lowther planted himsel right in
front of his plump opponent. 3

“Your quarrel's with me, Miss Wynn—not
with the spectators!” he said. “Try hitting
me this time, for a.change.” e

“I will!” was the grim reply.

Taking Monty Lowther at his word, Win-

' some Winnie dealt him a terrific puneh in the

cheéit. It was a punch with plenty of power
behind it—a punch such as few girls could
have given.

Monty Lowther made a noise like a deflated
tyre, and promptly collapsed.

“Are you. going on?” demanded - his
opponent. .

“Nunno!” gasped Monty.

Tom Merry hastily counted his chum out.
He was desperately anxious to put an end
to the farce. The.laughter of the New House
fellows mnettled him sorely. :

“There, I've licked him!” exclaimed Win-
some Winnie, in tones of triumph. “Remove
my gloves, David! Thank you!" Then,
glancing at the.#ym clock, she added: “I
really think ¥ must be catching my train
now.” -
“ Thank goodness!”
fervently.

And Tom’s hrief thanksgiving was echoed
by all the School House fellows. Never had
they spent such an uncomfortable afternoon.

muttered Tom Merry

!

~Winsome Winnie took her departure shortly
afterwards, and Figgins & Co. escorted her
from the school premises. When they reached
the roadway, beyond the school gates, they
stopped short, and howled with helpless
merriment.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho, fhio, ho!”

“This is where we smile!”

And the “smiles” of .the New House
juniors might have been heard at quite a
considerable distance. ;

When Winsome Winnie, alias Tubby Joyce,
had returned safely to Wayland, details of
the amazing jape began to leak out.

Tom Merry & Co. were thunderstruck when
they learned that™ “Miss Winifred Wynn "
had been none other than Tubby Joyce, tiie
boy actor from Wayland.

It was certainly a great triumph for the
New House, and for some time afferwards
the victims of the jape were compelled to
hide their diminished heads.

Seldom had the New House been so suc-
cessful in “putting it across " their rivals,-
and there would be smiling faces in the New
House until such time as Tom Merry & Co.
succeeded in turning the tables.

THE END. ..
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IN BORROWED PLUMES!

A Serial that will Thrill the World. **The League of Seven !’

KERN GUNTEN--HERO !

Boith Cedar Creelt and Hillcrest are astounded when they hear the news—Kern Gunten, the rascally Swiss
schoolboy, has played the part of a hero!
mean?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Surprising News.

¢ AWLESS ¥
“ Yes, Miss Meadows?”
Lessons  were  over  at  Cedar

Creek, and the school was being
dismissed.

Bob Lawless stopped on his way to the
door as the schoolmistress called to him.

‘* Wait for me, Cherub!” he murmured.

Vere Beauclerc nodded, and Bob hurried
to the schoolmistress’ desk. /

The rest -of the fellows filed out, and
Beauclerc waited in the’ doorway.

Bob Lawless’ sunburnt face assumed its
meekest expression as he stopped at Miss
Meadows’ desk.

His chum, Frank Richards, had been in hot
water that day, and Bob wondered whether
there was a little left over for him, so to
speak.

S0 he endeavoured to look as if butter
would not melt in his mouth as he met
Miss Meadows’ dark eyes.

The schoolmistress was looking severe.

‘ Lawless, I sent your cousin, Richards,
home this afternoon for coming into the
school with a black eye.”

It wasn’t Franky’s fault, ma’am,” said
Bob meekly. “It really wasn’t, Miss
Meadows,  He—he didn’t ask for it.”

‘“ He had been fighting with some boy out-
side the school, Lawless. It has occurred
to me since that it was probably one of
the Hillcrest boys.., Is this the case?”

‘“ Ahem! Yes, ma’am.”

“I thought so. I am sorry, Lawless, to
see that you are on ill terms with Mr.
Peckover’s boys.”

‘“ Not at all, ma’am,” said Bob eagerly.
‘“ We like them all right, only. 2

“But that does mnot prevent fighting
between you.”
‘“ You—you see, it was a mistake,”

stammered Bob. ** Dicky  Bird—ahem!—I
mean, the chap Frank had a scrap with,
came over because—because =

“ Well?”?

** Because an awful rotter had been stuffing
him up, ma’am—I—I mean, taking him in—
that is to say——" Bob gasped a little.
‘T mean;, he was mistaken about Frank. A

fellow had been pitching him a yarn. But
it was all explained afterwards.”
‘“Oh!” said Miss Meadows. ‘“In that

case, Richards was not so much to blame
as I supposed.. You may tell him, Lawless,
that he may come to school as usual to-
Morrow morning.” .

* Thank you, ma’am?!”’

“1 shall speak to both of you on this
subject to-morrow,” said Miss Meadows. ‘1
must stop this trouble with the Hillerest
You may go now, Lawless.” 2

*“ Xes, mga’am.”

Bob Lawless joined his chum,- and they
left the lumber school together.

“ We're in for it, Cherub,” groaned Bob,
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as they went, towards the corral. “I sup-
pose Miss Meadows has been getting com-
plaints from Peckover. We're to stop
ragging with the Hillcrest chaps, and we’re
going to have a lecture to—mo;yg\w. Oh
dear!” SR T Yag

Beauclere laughed.

‘“ Well, it’s chiefly due to Gunten making
mischief,”” he said.

‘“Only we can’t explain that to Miss
Meadows.”
‘““No; but Gunten can be shut up,” re-

marked Beauclere.

Bob Lawless chuckled.

‘I wonder what Miss Meadows would have
said if she’d known that Franky hasn’t gone
home, but has gone to meet Kern Gunten
instead?’ he remarked. ‘‘ By gum, I hope
he won't come back to-morrow with two

black eyes instead of one! That would
give it away!”’
‘“Ha, ha! It would! But Gunten isn’t

likely to give Frank a black eye,” said
Beauclerc, latighing. ‘‘ More likely to col-
lect two himself than to give Frank one.”

‘“ That’s so,” agreed Bob.

The chums of Cedar Creek led out their
horses, and mounted in the trail.

The dusk was falling as they rode along
the timber trail to the south, on the way to
the Lawless Ranch.

They were thinking of Frank Richards as
they rode, and wondering how he had fared
that afternoon. i

Frank had been sent home in disgrace,
owing to the discoloured eye which had
resulted from his fight with Dicky Bird of
Hillerest, and his chums knew that it was
his intention to wait for Kern Gunten, who
was driving the post-wagon that afternoon
from Thompson to Silver Creek.

It was Gunten’s mischief-making that had
caused the row, and it had seemed just—
and eminently satisfactory—to the Cedar
Creek chums for punishment to be visited
on Gunten’s head.

‘“ Hallo, there’s Franky!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless suddenly, as the two schoolboys
came in sight of the fork in the trail,
where Beauclerc was accustomed to turn off

.for his home.

Frank Richards came round ‘the bend at a
trot, and rode on to meet his chums.

They stopped in the trail as they met.

‘“ Here you are,”” said Frank. “ I thought
I should cateh you on your way home.”
‘“Good man!” said Bob. ‘ You

Gunten?”

‘“Yes; he came along in the post-wagon,
near Cedar Camp.”’

“ You’ve whopped him?”

SNO.2

‘“ Not, whopped him?’’ exclaimed Bob.

Frank Richards shook his head, with a
smile. :

“ You don’t mean to say that he whopped
you?"” shouted Bob Lawless, in astonishment
and consternation.

“Ha,.ha! No fear!’

met
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‘“ Then what’s happened?” asked Beaus
““ Did you let him off, after all?”
‘“ Well, you see—-"* -
“¥ou blessed jay!” exclaimed Bob m
disgust. ‘‘ Didn’t you ride out there on pur-
pose to wait for the post-wagon?’’

‘“ Yes; but—-"

“ Didn’t you go .there specially to lame
baste that Swiss rottery”’

‘“Yes; but—=
' Didn’t_he }a ou with a scrap with
Dicky Bird by .telling Bird beastly

crammers?”’ exclaimed Bob indignantly.
“He did. But—" 2%
“ And you haven't walloped him?”

‘“No. You see—" 2
“1 guess I don’t see,” said Bob
obstinately. ‘‘ You’'ve got a purple eye, and

Gunten has the grin of you.
going to be jawe -Inorrow about scrapping
with the Hilterest galoots. And you've leb
Gunéen‘ ofi! You're a jay, Frank Richards!*

“Bu s

“You're an ass, old chap. It’s no good
talking; you're a jay from Jaysville*”’ said
Bob erossly.

‘“ Let Prank have a word,”” said Beauclere,

And we're ali

laughing. ‘‘ Something’s happened to pre-
vent him.” ) 3
‘““Oh!” said Bob. *“In that case——

Why the dickens can’t you tell us what’s
happened, Frank?”

“ Are you giving me a chance?” exclaimed
Frank warmly. ““If yowll use your ears
instead of your chin for a minute or
two—"*

‘“ Go ahead! What’s happened?”’

‘ The post-wagon came along,”’ said Frank.
‘It was held up on the prairie trail by two
rustlers.”’

““ What?’ yelled Bob.

“ Fact! Two chaps with cloth tied over
their faces—regular road-agent style,”” said
Frank. *‘ 'They stopped the post-wagon, and
started to rob it.”

‘“ Gammon!” said = Bob - incredulously.
‘“ Road-agents in the Thompson Valley!
Draw it mild!” J

‘“Honest Injun!’ :

* Well, carry me home to die!’”’ ejaculated
Bob. ‘' That’s something new. Must be
some bulldozers from over the line.”

“I thought so at first, but I don’t think
so now,” answered Frank. ‘' They knew all
about -the post-wagon. coming along from
Cedar Creek on Wednesday afternoon, and
when and where to wait for it. That doesn’t
look like strangers in the section.’”

“ By gum!” said Bob. ‘It dcesn’t! But
what happentd? Did they rob the wagon?”

“No.

.

« “ Somebody came along and chipped in?”
asked Bob.
‘“ Youw’ve hit it!” said Frank, smiling.
“ Who was it?”’
‘“ Little me.”
“You!” yelled Bob.
“ Exactly!”
“ Make it -a little old

milder, scout,”

Frank Richards & Co., the Backwoods Chums, in a Strange Pge_dicament Next Week I
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wrged Bob Lawless. “ Take -off fifty per
cent and begin again.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“But I'm telling you the facts, fathead!”
he said.

“You rounded up two road-agents!”
grinned Boh.  Have you got them in your
trousers’-pockets now?®’

“I didw't round them up. T rode them
down,” answered Frank. - “I made believe
I had a lot of chaps with me, and shouted
like thunder. And they thought they were
surprised by a party, and ran for it. If
they hadn’t it would have gone hard for me.
But I thought they would; and they did.”

“ Scared them ¢f—eh?" said Bob.

““ Yes. They were taken by surprise, and
bolted without stopping to think, The best
thing they could hayve done, if it had
happened to be Sheriff Henderson and his
men—as it might have been, you know. As
i5_happened, it was only me,” said Frank,
with a laugh. “I went with Gunten as far
as Silver Creek to see him safe. After what
had happened I didn’t feel inclined to pitch
into him.”

“ Well, my word!” said Bob. “I say,
there’s usually a lot of dust in the post-
wagon., You've saved some of the Thompson
miners from losing their pile.”

“I'm jolly glad!" said Frank. °‘ Besides,
Gunten spoke quite decently after it. He
said he would own up to Dicky Bird that he
had been pulling his leg."”

‘“Catch him!™ said Bob. “I'll believe
he’ll do that when I hear he’s done it.
Still, it was mighty lucky you were there,
Franky. What do you think, Cherub?”

Vere Beauclerc was sitting his horse in
silence. He had not spoken a word since
Frank began his explanation,

Iis chums glanced at him in some sur-
prise. Beauclerc’s handsome face was pale
and troubled.

He started and flushed as he met their

glances.

“Eh? Yes—oh, yes!” he said confusedly.
“*Did—did you say you saw their faces,
Frank?”

““ Whose—the road-agents?” asked Frank.

“Yes, yes!” said Beauclerc, with a
feverish eagerness that surprised his chums
still further. *° What were they like?”’

“ I didw’t see their faces.”

‘““Oh!” exclaimed Beauclerc, with a deep
breath. «

“ They were masked, in a way—they had
cloth or canvas, or something, tied across
their faces, with holes cut for the eyes,”
said ¥rank.

“ Regular road-agent style!”’ said Bob
Lawless with a chuckle. ‘“1 guess they
won’t find the game pay. Sheriff Henderson

will have them in the calaboose in two
shakes of a beaver's tail, I reckon.”

‘1 hope so,” said Frank

“ Did you .motice their horses?” asked
Beauclerc.

‘“ Their horses?” repeated TFrank in sur-
prise.

“Yes. If they belong to this section you

may have seen their horses before.”

‘“ Never thought of it,”” confessed Frank,
“I remember they were dark horses with
white patches, that’s all; quite common-
place looking.””

“I1 guess that's nothing,” commented
Bob Lawless, ‘ If they know their business
they’d disguise their horses. A few dabs
of paint would do it. Well, we’d better get
on, Franky. You must tell poppa all tnis,
and he'll send word to the sherifl.”

‘“I expect Gunten will do that,” answered
Frank.

“ Good-night, you fellows!"’ said Beauclere
abruptly.

Hardly waiting for their response, Beau-
cierc gave his horse a touch, and dashed
away round the bend in the trail.

Frank and Bob rode on towards the Law-
less Ranch.

“ What's up with Beau?” asked TIrank,
as they trotted along under the big, leafless
branches.

Bob shook his head.

““Blest if T know. Your yarn seems to
have upset him somehow. Blest if I see
why it should.”

‘“ Same here!” said Frank, puzzled. :

Neither of the two chums, as they tretted
along in the dusk, was near guessing the
dark and scaring thoughts that were in the
mind of the remittance-man’s son as he rode
homeward at a gallop by the timber trail.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Saved from Himself.

(13 ATHER!”

Vere Beauclerc gasped, rather
than spoke the word, as he jumped
down from his horse before the

shack on the bank of the creek.

The door was opened, and the firelight
glowed within, but there was no other light.

In the ruddy glow of the fire, Lascelles
Beauclerc was seated upon a pine bench,
his arms folded across his broad chest, his
brows knitted, his gaze intently fixed on the
flames.

He started and glanced over his shoulder
as his son appeared in the doorway.

Even in the firelight Beauclerc could see
that his father's face was pale.

“You, Vere!” muttered the remittance-
man.

* Has—has anything happened, father?’”

“ What should happen here?” said Mr,
Beauclerc in a harsh tone.. “ What .a
strange question, Vere! Take your horse
to the shed!” -

“ Yes, father.”

The schoolboy led away his horse, his face
downecast and his heart throbbing strangely.

He hardly dared to name the fear that
had sprung up in his breast as he listened
to Frank Richards’ story on the timber trail.

He knew that of late his father had been
in company with Poker Pete, and the other
shady characters who had once been his
associates, and whom he had dropped. as
Vere had hoped, for ever.

Late hours and sullen moods had warned
the boy that his father was falling into his
old ways, with the inevitable result of want
of money.

The remittances from the 0ld Country were
quite sufficient to support father and son
in comfort in the simple life of the
Canadian West, but they did not suffice for
poker games at the Occidental and faro at
the Red Dog Saloon. ;

And once before, as Beauclerc knew, his
father had almost yielded to the voice of
the tempter.

With a heavy heart, though he would not

admit to himself the fear that was in his |

breast, Beauclerc led his horse away to the
shed behind the shack.

He lighted a lantern there, to see to rub
down the animal and give it its feed.
There was another horse already

shed—his father’s.

Bob Lawless® words were ringing in Beau-
clere’s ears, but. he would not look at his
father’s horse, perhaps already for fear of
confirmation of his suspicions.

There was a quick step outside the shed.

¢ Yerel™

‘“Yes, father.”

“ Don’t trouble about my horse.
attend to him presently.”

in the

I will
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The boy's heart beat with a sudden pain.
As if his father’s words had fixed his
determination, he took the lantern and bent
over the horse that was lying in the straw,

His lips were tightly compressed.

Only too plain, on the glossy hide, weré
the traces of daubs of white paint, roughly
but not completely rubbed away by a hasty
hand. e

Beauclerc needed to see no I
blackest suspicions were confirmed;

He could scarcely keep baek the "groan
of misery that rose to his lips.

“ Vere!” Mr. Beauclere’s voice was sharp
and angry. *‘* What are you doing? What
is the matter, boy?"’

Without answering, Beauclere took a cloth
and began to rub down the horse by the
lantern-light.

His father strode into the shed.

“1 told you to leave my horse alone,
Vere!™ he exclaimed angrily. ;

‘“Better clean it at once! said Beauclere
in a tone of intense bitterness. “‘ It might
be seen, father!”

“What do you mean? What if it is
seen?”’
‘“ Because the road-agents on the Cedar

Camp trail had their horses disguised with
patches of white paint, father.”

“ Vere!” e

There was a dead silence as the schoclboy
finished cleaning down the horse. i

Then he blew- out the light, and followed
his father back to the shack. 7

Lascelles Beauclerc mechanically
the logs on the hearth.

The flames leaped up, lighting the shack,
and playing strangely on the two pale faces,
as father and son faced each otler.

Mr. Beauclere broke the silence.

“ Vere,” he said huskily, ‘‘ what—what do
you know?”

¢ Father!”

The utter misery and shame in the boy's
voice seemed to go to the heart of the
remittance-man. ;

*“ Vere! . My boy!” ¥

“It’'s come to this, father! 1 knew it
meant evil when I saw Poker Pete coming
to the shack again! That man has led you
into this?**

“ Yere, how can you know 2" muttered the
remittance-man brokenly. ‘‘ You have just
come from sehool!”

“I met Frank Richards;
from school this afternoon.””

“ Frank Richards! Then it
he——""

“It was Trank Richards who interrupted
you,” said Vere bitterly. “ And if you had
fired—"

The remittance-man bowed his head.

“ 1 should not have fired, Vere. I have
not fallen to that. And the boy was not in

(Continued on page 16.)

stirred

he. was away

was—was
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Best Boys' Books

TH
BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY
No. 673, TWO OF THE BEST.
A Strongly-told Yarn  of
Adventure in the Danger-
laden Hills “of India. By
CAPT. I\IALCOLL&‘:&T)LD.
. 674. JIMMY =
iy DETECTIVE.
A Superb School Story of
Jimmy Mack and Co. at Hay-

garth. By JACK NORTH.
No. 675. THE VALLEY OF
SURPRISE!

A Story of Mystery and Peril
Abroad. By REID WHITLEY.
No. 676. FROM POLE TO POLE.
A Thrilling Tale of Whale-
Hunting in the World’s Great
Oceans. By CECIL HAYTER.

THE
SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY
No.201. THE MAN_ BEHIND
THE CURTAIN.

Qut on Friday !

Story of an Amazing PENGE

Per Volume.

On The Market,

Modern Mystery, introducing
Adrian  Steele—Journalist.

No. 292, IN SAVAGE HAYTI;
or, The Man with the
Mystery Face.
An Absorbing Story of De-
tective Adventure in London
and Hayti. By the Author
of ‘““The Sun God,” ‘ The
White Refugees,” ete., ete.

No.293. THE MYSTERY MAN-
DARI

A Story ef Sexton Blake,
Tinker, and Pedro versus
George Marsden Plummer
and Aubrey Dexter.
No. 204, THE ARCTIC TRAIL;
. or, The GCase of the
Rival™ Mitlionaires.
A ,Thrilling Tale of Sexton
Blake, his young assistant
Tinker, and Pedro the Blood-
hound, in the Great Lone
Land.

Order Your Copy To-day.

THE POPULAR.—No. 255,

You Must Not Miss Reading ‘‘ Bound by -a Promise !’ Next Week !



|

—n

W,muwm"

N

SPECIAL PHOTGGRAPHIC NUMBER!
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Edited

Assisted by Sammy Bunter of Greyfriars, Baggy
Trimbie and Fatty Wynn of St. Jim’s, and Tubby
Muffin of Rookwood:

By W.G.Bunter (Greyfriars

'SuppleméAnt No. 131.
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IN YOUR EDITOR’S
DEN!
By BILLY BUNTER.
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My Dear Readers,—At this seezon of
the year the clicking of cameras is heard
up and down the countryside. The
camera-feend is on the warpath, and you
come across him everywhere—at the sea-
side, by the river, on the road, and in
“the meddoes rich with corn.”

Fotography is a fine art, and I've
nothing to say against it. But very few
fellows know how to take a desent
fotograph. There are too many novvices,
and not enuff eggsperts, in my opinion.
An appaliing number of plates are
wasted every summer. Sometimes the
operator forgets to turn the little gadget
which moves the films round, with the
result that he takes two fotographs on
the same plate, and all is chaoss and
confusion. Or he stands with the sun
in front of him, instead of behind him.
Or again, he fails to get the proper
fokuss.

No fellow ought to buy a camera until
he knows how to use it. But crowds of
fellows do. You wouldn’t buy a cake
if you didn’t know how to eat it, would
you? Neither would you buy a kricket-
bat if you didn’t know what it was for.
Very well, then. Why buy a camera
unless you know how it works?

If T could find time, I'd start a School
of Fotography at Greyfriars, and for a
modest: fee of a ginny I would
give lessons in the art. But my hands
are too full at prezzent, as the orchard-
#iider said when he got away with the
plums. 5

There are lots of keen fotographers
in the Remove. Monty Newland is the
keenest, and T have given him a Special
Camera Corner all to himself in this
issew.

Next week we shall get on to a more
eggsiting  toppick.  Fotography, like
most of the animals at the Zoo, is a wee
bit tame! All the same, I can’t allow
the summer to go by without publishing
a number deddicated to the camera-feend.
Many of my readers are keen _foto-
graphers, and T must studdy their tastes,

—Yours sinseerly,
YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Popurar.—~No. 233.
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The fun has been fast and furious this
week ! Mr. Railton, himself an enthusi-
astic photographer, offered an award of
one guinea to the fellow who took the
best snapshot, humorous or otherwise,
during the week. So we unearthed our
cameras, and got busy.

* * #*

Figgins got a fine “snap ” of Mr. Rat-
cliff running to catch a train. His
coat-tails were flying in the breeze, and
his features—mnever handsome at any
time—were screwed up into an expression
of fierce determination. Perhaps Mr.
Railton, when he came to judge the
entries, thought this snapshot was a bit
too personal, for he didn’t award it the
prize. But I'll bet he had a quiet chuckle
over it in the privacy of his study!

% * *

Dick Redfern secured a gloricus snap-
shot of Baggy Trimble bathing. Baggy
was waist-deep in the water, puffing and
blowing like a grampus, and his bathing-
costume was bulging out like a balloon,
making him appear twice as plump as
he really is. It was a most amusing
snapshot, but it failed to bag the guinea.

* * *

When Taggles, the porter, sat down
rather heavily in the quad and landed
in a puddle of water, Monty Lowther
was at hand with his camera, and he
caught Taggles nicely. The snapshot
showed Taggles sitting in the puddle,
looking as if an earthquake had struck
him. Lowther had high hopes of collar-
ing the guinea with his humorous snap;
but his hopes were shattered.

* * *

Mellish of the Fourth thought that Mr.
Railton would award the prize to a
serious snapshot, so he photographed the
school chapel. But he got it badly out
of focus, and the building seemed to

More Fun and Laughter Next Week, You

By FATTY WYNN.

be lurching sideways, as if it had been
jerry-built, and might come tumbling
down at any moment. So there was no
hope for Mellish.

* * *

A fistic encounter in the quad between
Grundy and Buck Finn formed- the
subject of Tom Merry’s snapshot. They
were going for each other like tigers,
with the result that the snapshot came
out looking rather blurred. But the two
combatants, with their warlike expres- -
sions, and their fists whirling like wind-
mills, made an amusing picture. But
Mr. Railton doesn’t approve of dog-fights
in the quad, and so Tom Merry’s
brilliant effort was passed over. ;

* * *

I took a photo of Mr. Selby chasing a
cat, but, as it was night-time, all that
came out was a plate of pitch-blackness,
with a very vague figure somewhere in
the left-hand corner. = This figure was
Selby, but it did not receive a reward.

* * »

Manners, who has always been an
ardent amateur photographer, took a
clever snapshot of Kildare of the Sixth
reclining in a punt on the River Rhyll.
The light and shade on the water, the
clump of willows in the background, came
out splendidly. It was a delightful scene,
well  chosen and well taken. Mr.
Railton decided that Manners’ snapshot
was the: best of the bunch, and he
awarded him the guinea. Few of us will
feel inclined to quarrel with Mr. Rail-
ton’s decision. I rather hoped that a
New House fellow would secure the
coveted prize; but I take off my cap to
Manners as the finest amateur photo-
grapher at St. Jim’s!

-

[Supple;ﬁent y
Fellows !
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JIMMY SILVER. — The finest
‘““snap ” I ever took was one of Mr.
Manders fleeing from an infuriated bull.
Through a gap in the hedge, I got the
range beautifully. When the snapshot
was developed, i1t was passed round the
school, and old Manders happened to
get hold of it. He ripped it into a
hundred fragments, and gave me a jolly
good swishing, in his usual heavy-
handed style. As to my worst snapshot
—well, at the risk of appearing con-
ceited, I can proudly claim that I've
never yet taken a ‘““dud ” one!

TUBBY MUFFIN. — The most
wonderful snapshot I have ever taken
was of Sergeant Kettle, standing in the
doorway of the tuckshop. Owing to a
slight error, however, he came out
upside-down! When I offered to sell
him half-a-duzzen of the snaps for a
bob, the gallent sergeant gave a snort.
“Which I ain’t in the ’abit of standin’
on me ’ead,” he said, “an’ I wouldn’t

uy any of them snapshots at any price !
If the ’eadmaster was to see ’em, he’d
think I was distoxicated, seein’ me in
such a riddiculous posture. Jest you
tear them fotygraphs up at once,
Mastes Muflin!” I protested that they
were works of art, but old Kettle
wouldn’t have it. Being a Kettle, he
fairly boiled over! He snatched the
offending snaps out of my hand, and
tore them to shreds. That being my
best effort at fotography, I don’t think
youw'd care to hear about my worst !

TEDDY GRACE.—I've taken so
many stunning snapshots at different
times that I really can’t recall my best
effort. But I can remember which was
my worst. I saw Tubby Muffin crossing
the quad one day, carrying a plum-cake.
I promptly snapped him, and when I
developed the film, I found that it was
horribly out of focus. The plum-cake
was about six times the size it should
have been, and Tubby Muffin Jooked a
slim skeleton. Needless to state, I took
jolly good care not to exhibit that snap-
shot in public!

TOMMY DODD.—My best snapshot
was taken @®uring a cricket-match
between the Moderns and the Classicals.
I snapped Jimmy Silver just as his
middle stump was being knocked clean
out of the ground. I afterwards had
the snapshot enlarged, framed, and
hung in my siudy. The Classical
bounders gnash their teeth with rage
every time they see it, and many
attempts have been made to destroy the
picture. But it still hangs on the wall—
an. eloquent proof of the fact that the
Classicals can’t play cricket for toffee!
My worst snapshot was one which T took
of Tommy Doyle. He came out with his
head bigger than his body! All the

" Supplement 11.]

An Amazing Tale of the Future by Dicky

fellows roared over i, and so did
Tommy Doyle-—but not with merriment.
He fairly scragged me when he saw the
snapshot ! ;

THE HEAD.—I must decline to reply
to the question, ‘“ Which were your best
and worst snapshots?”” I am not in the
babit of walking about with a camera
slung over my shoulder—though I did so
in my younger days. I regard it as an
impertinence that this question should
have been placed on my study-table by
some person unknown. I am a very
busy person, and havesno time to con-
tribute to the facetious publication
known as “William Bunter’s Weekly.”

ARTHUR EDWARD LOVELL.—My
best photograph was one of a cricket
match between the Sixth and Greyfriars,
and I took particular care to get the
score-board well in the foreground on the
picture.  Why?  Because we were
winning by a large margin, and I wanted
to send one to friend Wharton. My
worst ? Well, the worst snapshot T have
taken was one of Jimmy sitting down in
a chair. His feet came out four times
ihe 01size of his head, which is like a pin-

ead.

B

THE CAMERA
FIEND !

By Dick Penfold.
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The camera fiend to the coast has gone,
In the seaside throng you’ll find him;
His touring togs he has girded on,
And his camera slung behind him.
Whene’er he spots a mermaid fair,
His Kodak he’s unstrapping;
He strolls here, there, and everywhere,
And spends his time in “snapping.”

He takes a snapshot of the sea,
The bounding, booming breakers ;

And hot upon the trail is he
Of all the pleasure-makers.

He “snaps ” the boatman, old and grim,
With weather-beaten visage,

Who still is sound in wind and limb,
And quite alert for his age!

The camera fiend’s a pushful chap,
He wades into the water,
Hoping, perchance, to get a “snap ”
0Of Father Neptune’s daughter.
And when a erab attacks his toe
He hops with vim and vigour;
And while he’s shrieking “Yow! Ah! Oh!”
The bathers loudly snigger.

Eventually, at set of sun,
You'll see him homeward sprinting;
And in his dark-room will be done
The fixing and the printing.
He never tires, like other chaps,
However long th¢ job is;
And he declares that taking “snaps”
Is the most grand of hobbies!

y Monty Newland.
S BEDD BB D> S
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Statistics show that one fellow in every
three, at Greyfriars, possesses a camera.
Lord Mauleverer has half a dozen, but he is
too jolly lazy to use them. They dre grow-
ing rusty on the shelf in his study cupboard.
* * »*

Successful indeor photographs are very
rare, unless taken by flashlight: but Bobh
Cherry got a splendid one the other day of
Billy Bunter having a public flogging in hall.
Unfortunately for Bob, the Head heard the
click of the camera, and .the enthusiastic
photographer collected five hundred lines!

x L3 ¥

The luck of Bolsover major is clean out.
He stood on the jetty at Pege, taking a
“snap” of a rough sea, when he happened
to lose his footing, and alse his camera!
Bolsover arrived at Greyfriars with.his wet
“bags” bulging out like a balloon! And he
was in such a royal rage that we had to keep
out of his way for the next twenty-four hours.

* * *

Billy Bunter claims to be an expert
photographer, but you should have seen the
snapshot he took of his minor Sammy! It
was horribly out of focus. Sammy’s head
was the size of a pea, and his boots were
as big as barges! " Billy offered to sell Sammy
a dozen of the snaps, at sixpence each—an
offer which was rudely declined! (Look hear,
Newland, you beest, I was taking fotographs
before you could toddle, and what I don’t
know about the subject isn’t worth knowing!
How dare you libel me in my own paper,
you rotter !'—Ed.).

* ® "

Tom Brown complains that bis study-mates
won’t allow him to turn Study No. 2 into a
dark-room. Not possessing cats’ eyes, they
complain that they ecan’t do their prep in
the dark. Let me give Browney the tip that
the coal-cellar makes an excellent dark-room.
It’s mot advisable to work there in ome's
Sunday togs, though.

* # *

Coker of the Fifth is abdut to mount some
photographs. If he mounts them as clumsily”
as he mounts his motor-bike, the result will
be a perfect scream.! I should advise Coker
to give up photography in-favour of the less
exacting hobby of  collecting cigzarette-
pictures. Loder of the Sixth will oblige him
with some of the latter.

. * * *

I am going to suggest to Mr. Quelch that
we have .a special photo class instead of
history or English. I think such a lesson
would be very popular with everyone—that
is, with all the fellows—though I doubt
whether such a thing would go well with
the masters. On second thoughts, I think I
will wait a little while before putting the
question before Quelchy.

THE PopurAR.—No. 233,
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“The Hillcrest Hero’

(Continued from page 13.)

danger. He had a party with him—the
cattlemen from the ranch, I think.”

“ He was alone,” said Beauclerc. *“ He has
told me what happened. That was a trick
to scare the thieves away from the post-
wagon.”

“0Oh, if I had known!”

““ Would you have harmed him, father?”
muttered Beauclere.

‘“ No,” 'said the remittance-man, with a
deep breath., “ Never! What Poker Pete
might have done, I don’t know. But he was
scared; the boy struck him down with the
butt of his whip, and he did not stay to
look twice. He thought—as I thought—that
the FLawless Ranch men were upon us.
Vere, my poor boy—-"

His voice broke.

‘“ Father,” said Beauclerc wretchedly.
“ I—I was so happy when I thought you had
given up the company of those bcoundrels,
and—and now——""

He could not go on.

In spite of himself the tears welled from
his eyaes, and stréamed down his pale face.

“I'm not so bad as you think, Vere!”
muttered Lascelles Beauclerc. ‘‘ Even when
you came in I was thanking Heaven from
the bottom of my heart that the robbery
had been prevented. I swear it to you,

. Vere! I was mad when I allowed Poker
Pete to draw me into it. If—if I ‘had not
gone, he would have found another com-
panion—Euchre Dick of cue of them. But—
but after it was over I was glad we had
failed. ~I swear to you, Vere, that I was
glad, ‘and that I yowed never to have a hand

g t:.)xgui'u in such work., It is the truth, my
oy ¥
Beauclerc’s suffering face brightened a
little.

It was evident that the remittance-man
was speaking the truth—that he was-almost
overwheimed with remorse and shame.

“Oh, father, if you mean that—"

‘“ You shall see that [ mean it,” said the
remittance-man quietly. *‘ Poker Pete will
be here soon.”

“ Here!" exclaimed Beauclerc. 4

“ We fled in different directions; we sup-
posed the cowboys were after us. ¥ stopped
in the thicket to wipe the paint from my

horse. Poker Pete is sure to come here to
see if I have escaped, He will fear my
tongue if I were caught,” said the re-
mittance-man bitterly. * Hark!”

There was a clatter of horse’s hoofs in
the darkness without.

A horseman halted at the door of the
shack.

‘““ Beanclerc!” called out a husky voice.

Lascclles Beauclere took a red brand frem
the fire, and stepped out of the shack, fol-
lowed b) his son.

Poker Pete, breathless, locked down at him
from his steamm" horse in the light of the
brand.

““ Safe, then!” he exclaimed.

¢ As*you see,”” answered Mr, Beauclerc
Quietly.
“By gad! ¥t was a close call!” said

Poker Pete, with a deep breath.

“ Nobt so close as you think,”’ said the
remittance-man, with a curl of the lip. ‘ We
were scared away by a schoolboy—alone!"”

Poker Pete swore a furlous oath.

“That whelp  Richards! it
luch‘?rd&-—-"

s was

I'll remember him!
sport of Thompson

“ And he stmch me.
A A The
ground his teeth.

‘You will' not seek to harm Frank
Rlchuds, suid the remittance-man quietly.
*! You will reckon with me if you do, Poker

Pete! You need not dismount; you will not
enter here!”

‘¢ What?” ;s

¢ There lies your road,” said Lascelles
Beauclerc. “I was a madman to have a
single word with you. I will nat have
another! You are finished here. Go your

- way, and leave me to go mine!”
The sport looked down at him under

Tre Porurnar—Nu, 233,

Thrill and

lowering brows; and then, with a curse, he
wheeled his horse and rode away.

The clattering hoof-beats died away in the
night.

The remittance-man turned to his son.

‘“ Are you satisfied now, Vere?”

And Vere Beauclerc’s look of
and happiness was answer enough.

—upee

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An lnvitation to Hillcrest.

RANK RICHARDS and Bob Lawless
started for school in cheery spirits on
the following morning. S
Frank’s eye was sbtill a beautiful
purple, and it still caused him some discom-
fort, but Bob’s message from Miss Meadows
nad comforted him.

He was not to stay at home in disgrace
until the black eye had disappeared.

And it was difficult for a healthy youth
not to be cheerful on that bright, frosty
morning.

The two chums trotted along merrily to
the fork in the trail, where Vere Beauclerc
met them as usual.

Beauclerc was looking his  usual self,
though there was a thoughtful expression
on his handsome face.

He hardly spoke during the ride to Cedar
Creek.

He was thinking of the scene in the shack
the previous evening, but his heart was no
longer heavy.

The attempt on the post-wagon had failed;

gratitude

that mad, reckless act had never been
carried into effect.

For that the remittance-man’s son was
devoutly thankful, and he kiew that his

father was thankful, too.

The incident was closed; his father had
been saved, in spite of himself. IHe had
broken with Poker Pete, and, as was usual
with the unhappy wastrel when the mood
of repentance was on, Lascelles Beauclere
had turned to work that morning with great
energy, instead of riding away to the
Occidental Hotel to join a morning poker
party.

There was great comfort in that for Vere
Beauclerc, and he could only pray that the

identity of the attempted robbers would
never transpire.
There was little chance of that. i
Their faces had not been seen, and the

mask and the paint on the horses had
vanished, leaving no clue to connect Poker
Pete and the remittance-man with the two
road-agents.

Frank and Bob, oblivious of what was in
their chum’s mind, discussed the affair of
the post-wagon as they trotted aluug to
school.

The trio arrived at Cedar Creek cheerily
enough, and Chunky Todgers met them at
the gates.

“Youre in for it, you three!” he said,
wagging a fat forefinger at the three chums.

‘““What’s the row?’’ asked Bob.

““ Miss Meadows told me to tell you to go
in as soon as you came,” grinned Chunky.
‘““You're in for a jaw! My word! Whkat an
eye you've got this morning, Frank Richards!
All the colours of the rainbow! Ha, ha,
ha!”

it?"” demanded
and Chunky retreated

“Do you want one like
Frank wrathfully;

promptly, to indulge his merriment at a
safer distance. ;
The Co. presented themselves in Miss

Meadows’ sitting-room before lessons.

They found the Canadian schoolmistress
looking very severe.

All three looked as meek as possible as
Miss Meadows delivered her little lecture.

It lasted exactly five minubes, as Bob Law-
less remarked afterwards. He had timed it
by the clock over Miss Meadows’ head.

Miss Meadows certainly was not aware of
that as she impressed upon the three
schoolboys the necessity of living in peace

and concord with ther Hillerest boys.
Having reduced the three to a proper state
of seriousness, and warned them that

'You will like .Dick Tr_evor of the League of Seven—he's a live~wire!

further “ rows ' with Hillerest would be
followed by severe measures, Miss Meadows
dismissed them.

‘“ Cheap, I call it!”’ remarked Bob, when
they were out of hearing of the school-
mistress, ‘“ If it had been old Peckover it
would have been the cane. Miss Meadows
is & brick. And look here! We'll try our
very hardest not to row with Dicky Bird
for a week or two.”

‘“We will!” agreed Frank. ‘‘He's a good
sort, and so are the others, excepting
Gunten and Keller. And we can give those
two worms a wide berth.”

With which excellent resolution for
future Frank Richards & Co. went
class.

But the best laid schemes of mice and men
do not always turn out as intended; and
s0 it was with those good resolutions, as it.
was destined to prove.

Frank’s darkened eye was the cause -of a
good many glances and smiles in class that
morning, and at the dinner-table afterwards.

Even Molly Lawrence seemed to find some-
thing amusing in it, which somehow did not
please ¥rank.

After dinner, as the chums were coming
out into the playground, there was a clatter
of hoofs, and Fisher of Hilicrest School rode

the
in to

up.
True to their resolve, Frank Richards &
Co. saluted the Hillcrest fellow with

elaborate civility, and Fisher grinned cheerily
in response.
* Miss Meadows about?” he asked.
got a note for her from old Peckover.”
Miss Meadows stepped into the porch and
took the note.

HTve

‘“ Please, I'm fto take back an _answer,
ma’am,’”” said Fisher.

‘“ Very well; wait a moment!”

Miss Meadows read the note, and raised
her eyebrows a little. L

‘“ Very good,” she said. * Tell Mr. Peck-

over that I shall be very pie 4\ul to do as

he wishes, Fisher.”
““Yes, Miss Meadows.”
Fisher rode away.
Frank Richards & Co. could not hclp

wondering what it was about.

They were aware that there was no love
between Miss Meadows and the headmaster
of Hillcrest.

As soon as the school was assembled for
afternoon classes they learned what was

Inbtezul of cominencing lessons as usual,
Miss Meadows addressed her class.,

1 ham had a note from Mr. Peckover, of
Hillerest,”” she said. * You will be pleased
to hear, my bhoys, that Kern Gunten, who
used to be at this school, has performed an
act of great bravery.” -

‘“ Great gophers!’” ejaculated Bob Lawless
involuntarily.

‘“ Kindly be silent, Lawless!”

“ Ye-e-es, ma'am!’’

““ Gunten has distinguished himself by an
act of great courage, so Mr. Peckover tells
me,"”” resumed Miss Meadows. “ This action
is to be recognised in public at Hillerest
this afternoon. As Gunten used to be at
this school, Mr. Peckover thinks it is fitting
that the ceremony should be witnessed by
some of the Cedar Creek boys. He thinks
it will give you pleasure to be present.”

“Oh!'* murmured Frank Richards,

‘“ Mr. Peckover therefore requests me to
iet a number of my pupils go over to Hill-
crest this afternoon,” said Miss Meadows.
“1 shall be very pleased to do so. Of
course, I cannot let you all go; but I am
sure it will please Gunten to have some of
his old schoolfellows. present on such a
gratifying occasion. 1 wxll call out the
names of those I have decided to send, if
they care to go.”

There was not much doubt that they
would care to go.
‘“ Lawless, Beauclerc., Lawrence, Hopkins,

Dawson, Richards, Mclly Lawrence, and Kate
Dawson,” said Miss Meadows. * You may
ail go if you wish.”

‘ Oh, thank you, Miss Meadows!”

And the lucky eight left the school-room
at once.

They were feeling rather excited and
interested.
How Gunten, who had been known at

Cedar Creek as little better than a funk,
had performed such an act of bravery as
to call for public recognition was a mystery
to them.

S dEn’h

it surprising?” Vexcla\imed Molly.

Drama in Next Week’s Backwoods Story !
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Lawrence, as they rode out of Cedar Creek
in a cheery crowd.

‘I guess so,” said Bob Lawless dryly.

“But it must be true!” said Molly.

‘“ Must be if Peckover says so!'’ grinned
Bob. “I'm blest if I can make it out! Can
you, Franky?”

‘“ Ask me another!” was Frank’s

‘““Well, I guess, on second thoughts, that
1 can make it out a bit,”’ said Bob reflec-
tively.. “0ld Man Gunten has a stake in
Hillerest School. It’s no secret that he put
up most of the dollars to start the place.
(xunten is old Peckover's favourite for that
reason. Peckover has got up this little affair
to stroke Old Man Gunten the right way.”

“ But there must be something in it,” said
Beauclere. * He couldn’t- get up a scene
without something to go on.”

“ That’s 50, But——" Bob looked very
sceptlcal ‘ Some silly trifle they’re making
into a big thing—a mountain out of a mole-
hill, I guess. Anybow, if Gunten has done
anything plucky, we’'ve been jolly well mis-
taken about him.”

“ Well, we'll see what we'll see!”
Frank.

And about that at least, there could be
no doubt.

reply.

said

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Hapless Hero'!

ICKY BIRD & CO., of Hillerest, met
the Cedar Creek party when they
arrived at the new school.

Apparently lessons were not going
on at Hillecrest that afternoon.

‘“Hallo! You're just in time for the
eireus!” said Dicky Bird, with a grin.
““Have you come over for it?”

“ Yes,” answered Frank, noting, with a
grin, that both Dicky's eyes were purple.
*‘ When doeg it start?”

‘ Three sharp. No end of a circus!”
yawned Fisher. ‘ Old Man Gunten is here,
looking as pleased as Punch. And Kern
IGutnten looks as if he wants a larger size in
hats.”

““ But what’s he done?” asked Bob.

‘ Haven't you heard?”

‘““ Nope. We only heard there’s to be a
merry ceremony, and Mr. Peckover asked
our schoolmistress to let some of us come
over for it.”

Dicky Bird chuckled,

“ Gunten’s Peckover's favourite,” he said.
*0ld Man Gunten is*no end of a big gun in
this show., It’s going to be a regular
ceremony. Gunten’s to be presented with a
new rifle as a memento. My belief is that
Old Man (junten is standing the rifle, though
it’s- supposed to come from Peckover.”

*“But what the thump—"

‘“ Tt’s the talk of Thompson,” said Dicky
Bird. “I wonder you haven’t heard. It
seems:. that when Gunten was driving the
post-wagon yesterday—- Hallo, here’s old
Peckover!”

The headmaster of Hillerest came out.

* All boys march into the school-room!’ he

_ called out. And the Hillcrest fellows
ientls marched in.
Mr. Peckover greeted the Cedar Creek
Parvy  wiwa a  ratiher dry politeness, and

showed them where to tether their horses.

Then they were ushered into the big school-
rocom.

Frank Richards & Co. took their places
along with the Hillerest fellows in a state
of wondering anticipation. *

Mr. Peckover went to his high desk. ~

Beside the desk Mr. Gunten, the rich
storekeeper of Thompson, was standing.

The fat Swiss was looking, as Fisher had
remarked, as pleased as Punch.

Gunten was standing in his place among
the Hillerest fellows, and the start he gave
at the sight of Frank Richards & €o. showed
that he at least had had no hand in the
invitation.

In fact, his jaw dropped as he saw them,
and he looked the picture of dismay.

“ That lot here,” he muttered to his chum
Keller.

“ I suppose Peckover’s asked them,” said
Keller.
good effect. I guess.”

‘ Oh!” muttered Gunten.

Keiler looked at him rather oddly.

‘1 say, Gunten, is there anything fishy
about 1t?”’ he whispered. “Did you
really—-"

¢ Oh, shut up!” snapped Gunten.

* What does it matter? Rather a

of the Great Monmouth Rebellion—next week! 17

Keller shut up, but he was looking very
curious.

‘“ Silence, please!” came from Mr. Peck-
over,

There was silence in the school-room.

Mr. Peckover rose to his feet, and sur-
veyed the attentive crowd over his desk.

“My boys,” he said, after clearmg his
throat with a little prehmmuy cough, ‘‘ you
are gathered together to do honour to your
schoolmate, who has distinguished hlmself
by an dct of great courage and devotion.”

There was a murmur of applause as Mr.
Peckover paused. He seemed to expect it,
s0 it was given.

‘“ Gupten, please stand out!

Kern (ﬂmten advanced with a faltering
step.

Only a few minutes before he had had a
lofty, not to say swanky, look. But since
Frank Richards & Co. kad arrived the
starch sesmed to have gone out of Kern
Gunten somehow.

[Eh

They were soon to learn.

‘“ The post-wagon,” weut on Mr. Peckover,
after an impressive pause, * was stopped by
these armed ruffians, who cut open the
post sacks. A considerable quantity of gold-
dust, e fruits of the labour of the
Thompson miners, lay at the mercy of the
thieves. Gunten was alone and unarmed.
But he felt that it was his duty to risk his
life, if need were, in defence of the property
entrusted to his charge.”

Frank Richards’ eyes opened wide.

He remembered Kern Gunten cowering on
the trail with knocking knees, and he was
astounded

“ Then,” went on Mr. Peckover impres-
sively, * Gunten seized his opportunity.
While one robber was busy with the post
sacks Gunten sprang upon him and hurled
him from the wagon—-"

“ Great Scott!’’ gasped Frank Richards.

“ The other robber was holding the horses,

",
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DENOUNCING THE IMPOSTOR !
rushed forward.
‘ Stand back, Lawless ! ”’

There was an angry exclamation from Old Man Qunten.
“ It’s not true !’ roared Bob.
Richards who drove the robbers away !

Bob fL.awless jumped to his feet and

‘It was Frank
(See Chapter 4.)

Certainly, at the present ‘moment, he
looked like anything but a hero.

“ Come on, my boy!’ said Mr. Gunten en-
couragingly. ‘“ You have deserved well of
your school, Kern, and your headmaster is
about to recognise it in a fitting manner.”

Gunten dragged himself forward, with the
corner of his eye, as it were, on the Cedar
Creek group.

*“ Boys,” resumed Mr. Peckover, ‘ some of
you may not be aware of the splendid act
performed by your schoolfellow Gunten—
especially those who are strangers within
our gates. You are doubtless aware that
on Wednesdays Kern Gunten drives the post-
wagon for his father, Mr. Gunten, one of
our most prominent citizens, who holds the
honourable post of postmaster in Thompson.
Yesterday, as Gunten was driving the post-
wagon from Cedar Camp to Silver Creek, he
was stopped on the trail by armed ruffians.”

Mr. Peckover paused to give due eﬁ‘ect to
this announcement.

Gunten shifted uncomfortably from one
leg to the other. !

All the Hillerest fellows noted how his

‘ gas » seemed suddenly to have evaporated,
md they wondered why.

but Gunten lashed them into a gallop, and
the man was hurled aside and—"

‘“ Hurled aside!”* stuttered Frank Richards.
‘ The—the man was hurled aside! Was he?
Oh, my hat!”

““ Then Gunten drove on the post-wagon at
full speed, with the robbers riding in pursuit
and firing after him,” said Mr. Peckover,

Bob Lawless pinched Frank’s arm.

‘“ Franky, am I awake?”’ he gasped.

‘“Blest if I know! Obh, crumbs!”

“ Fortunately, Gunten was not Iut, theugh
one bullet went through his Hat,” said Mr..
Peckover. ‘' The robbers gayve up the chase,
and he brought the post-wagon safe to Silver
Creek. By his courage and resource he
saved over a thousand dollars’ worth of
property, and defeated the design of the
lawless ruflians. For that splendid act, my
boys, we are met together to do honour to
Kern Gunten! I pause for a cheer for this
brave lad.”
¢ Hurrah!” m’u‘ed all Hl]}cr€>t
. ‘“As ‘a memento of this occasion,” con-
tinued Mr. Peckover, when = there: was
silence, “ I have much pleasure anu pride in

(Continued on page 28.
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THE PRISONERS OF THE HAUNTED HOUSE!

¢

You can't be-a.tfhe Best—and the Best is in the * Popdla.r"!

A MYSTERY AND SCHOOL TALE?

Gerald Loder has disappeared! The prefect of the Sixth has vanished into thin air what has become of him ?
Search parties are sent forih, but return empty-handed.
missing boy —and he does not return!

"‘H
/
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

“The Missing!
ENSATION fellowed sensation at Grey-
S iriare, and the whole schocl was in
@& buzz.

In the first place, Loder, the un-
popular prefect of Greyfriars Smth had
failed to turn up, and there had been much
speculation as to what had become of
him.

Loder was known to do many little things
“ under the rose—amongst them being
surreptitious visits to various inns, where he
played billiards against sharps who rooked
him times out of number. Thus, when
Loder failed to turn up for morning prayers,
mavny {fellows—especially juniors—thought
that Loder was lying in bed with, perhaps,
n head which felt- vonsiderably bigger than
it actually was.

But they were wrong. Loder was nowhere
to be found—although his bed had been
slept. in.

What the juniors did not know was that
Mr. Larry FLascelles, the maths master,
was the one who should be missing. There
had beén a visit from Mr. Sawyer, an old
““pug” who badly wanted to train Larry
TLascelles, walias Larry Lynx, for a certain
big ﬁght. Naturally, the master refused,
and Mr. Sawyer had gone away, very dis-
gruntled and extremely thoughtful

Mr. Sawyer had therefore waylaid a person
he thought to be Mr. Lascelles and kid-
napped him, possibly with the idea of bar-
gaining for the master's freedom. Unfor-
tunately—in more ways than one—Loder
happened to be the person.

That only served to make matters all the
more cenfusing at Greyfriars.

Dr. Locke, the Head, very distressed,
sent out search-parties in every direction,
and perhiaps it was Fate that took Mr. Las-
celles oft in one direction, the master being
only too ankious to find the missing prefect
of the Sixth.

Dusk descended
Greyfriars.

upon the old Cloze at

Tired and dusty, in twos and threes, the
scarchers came dmppm\r in.
Weary fags, tired with clambering and

scrambling over cliffs and rocks, hmped in
at the 04te\
And every new arrival was hailed with

questions. Had he seen -anything of Loder?
And to all questions the reply was the
same. No, he hadn’t.

Tnp Porurar.—No, 233,

Sy

"c s

Then Mr. Larry Lascelles sets out in quest of the’
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Gosling was going down to lock up when
Harry Wharton & Co. arrived. The Famous
Five looked very tired and dusty. They
had “taken the task very seriously, and had
spent the whole . afternoon searching the
crevices and crannies of the cliffs for miles.
But they had had no luck. They had used
all the skill they had aequired in practice
as Boy Scouts; they had hunted for * sign,”
but there was no sign to be found. Gerald
Loder had -disappeared without leaving =z
trace behind.

*“ Any luck?” asked Temple of the Iourth,
as the Co. came in.

‘“ None. No news here?”

£ ’None!”

And the chums of the Remove went in
to tea.

More and more fellows ecame dropping in,
and Gosling had to oper the gates a good
many times; but for once juniors were not
in danger of being reported for being late.
All of them brought the same news, or,
rather, lack of news—they had discovered
no trace of the missing prefect.

It was remarkable that Walker and
Carne of the Sixth were looking very blue.
They had taken part in the search, with
the same sucecess as the rest. But the other
fellows did not know where their search
had led the twe black sheep of the Sixth.
They had found an opporbunity, as a matter
of fact, of dropping in at the Cross Keys,
and questxouing Mr. Cobb.

Mr. Cobb was surprised and alarmed to
hear that Loder had disappeared. He
assured them that Loder had left his place
quite safely the previous night soon after
eleven o’clock. His evident alarm was an
assurance that nothing had happened to
Loder at the public-house. He had left the
Cross Keys, but he had not reached Grey-
friars. Somewhere between the public-house
and the school he had vanished. Walker
and Carne, therefore, did not go down to
the cliffs. They knew Loder could not have
gone there at night. But where had he
gone? They cudgelled their brains over
that mystery in vain.

They were worried on their own account
as well as on Loder's. Mr. Cobb was
alarmed,
friars fellow had been playing
his public-house almost till midnight, it
would certainly do him harm. Mr. Cobb’s
licence had been ih danger before, and it
was in greater damger than ever now, And
Walker and Carne knew that it was their
duty to tell the Head that they were certain

cards at
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that Loder had disappeared overnight, and
not in the morning at all. Buft they could
not do so without revealing their own con-
nection with the sporting set at the Cross
Keys. And that meant ruin to them. Mr.
Cobb urged them to keep silent for ail their
sakes; and though they cared little about
Cobb, they cared very much about them-
selves. They kept silent as to what they
knew; but it was mo wonder that they
looked decidediy ‘* blue.”

The police were seafching for Loder, bub
they believed that he had disappeared
during an early morning walk. Not being
in possession of the facts, their search
for the missing prefect was more than ever
iikely to be futile, Walker and Carne
knew that; but they kept silent. They
dared not tell what they knew; but their
knowiedge lay a heavy load upon their
minds. It was their punishment for foolish
and reckless conduct; and the punishment
was heavy.

Their glum looks were
caused much sympathy.
gested that they were so attached
Loder, for their glumness was i
to their friendship for the mi
ormer.

At calling-over, a good many of the
seniors were still absent. They dropped in
one by one, or in twos and threes, later
in the evening, footsore and unsuccessful.
At half-past eight calling-over was taken
again, and then all the fellows answered
to it. There was only one of the searchers
who had not yet come m—Mr Lascelles.

“ Larry’s keeping it up,” Bob Cherry
remarked to a group ‘of juniors abt the
doorway, who were. waiting to see the
mathematics master come in. The juniors

observed, and

No one had sug-
to

sometimes alluded to Mr. Lascelles as
Larry—not in his hearing, of course.
‘“ Nine o'clock,” - said Harry Wharton,

rather wuneasily. ‘“He can't
for Loder in the dark.”

“ He isn’t the kind of ass to have any
accident,” said Nugent, reading Wharton's
misgiving in his face.

‘“ He doesn’t know the cliffis as we do.
He’s new here,”” Tom Brown remarked.

““I hope he’ll come in before we go to
bed,” said Harry.

But Mr. Lascelies did not come in.

At half-past nine the Remove went to
their dormitory as usual; and the mathe-
matics master was still absent from Grey-
friars.

They did not sleep scon.

be searching

& Harry Wharton & Co. in France ! ’’—the Title of Next Week’s Greyfriars Story

!
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About midnight Harry Wharton awoke
from an uneasy slumber. He could hear
a slight sound of someone moving about
downstairs. He slipped out of bed, and
quitted the dormitory.

Lights were still burning in the lower
part of the house—a most unusunal circum-
stance at that hour. Wharton went softly
downstairs, and caught sight of Wingate
and Herr Gans in the hall, speaking to-
gether in low tones.

‘ Wingate!”” Harry called out softly.

The Greyfriars captain started, and looked
up the stairs.

‘‘ What are you doing out of bed?”’ he
exclaimed grufily.
“{I woke up. Is there any news?”

0.

‘ Has—has Mr. Lascelles come back?”

‘“ Not yet. Go back to bed.

‘‘ He ‘hasn’t come in?” exclaimed Wharton.

‘“ No, I tell you. Cut off!”

‘Wharton returned to the dormitory. He
was disturbed and uneasy. Why had not
Mr. Lascelles returned? Another accident?
It seemed utterly improbable. But why had
he not come back?

Harry Wharton slept but little more that
night. He had a great regard for the
mathematics master, and he was alarmed
about him, much more than about Loder.
He was glad when the rising-bell clanged
out in the morning.

The Remove turned out -eager for news;
and Wharton was the first down. A house-
maid was turning out the lights. Evidently
vigil had been kept all night in the School
House. Mr. Quelch came out, looking very
disturbed, and Wharton ventured to speak
to him.

“Did Mr. Lascelles

The Remove master shook his head.

‘“ He has not returned,”” he said. *‘ There
must have been an accident of some kind.
It is very extraordinary.”

The school was buzzing with it before
long. Loder’s disappearance had startled
all the school; and now the mathematics
‘master had vanished. It was mystery on
mystery! Pelion piled  upon Ossa, ~as
Temple put it poetically. What had become
of Mr. Lascelles?

* He didn’t know his way about the
cliffs, as we do,” said Bob Cherry dole-
fully. *“Poor old Larry’s busted a leg, or
something, in the dark. I wonder whether
we shall get another day off.”

- Inspector Grimes came over from Court-
field to see the Head early that morning.

He went away looking very grave. ~'The
disappearance . of Mr. Lascelles, following
that of Loder, evidently * flabbergasted ™’
him, as Bob Cherry remarked.

All Greyfriars was flabbergasted, for that
matter.

The Head was looking decidedly worried
at morning chapel.. The fellows wondered
whether there would be lessons that morn-
ing. In the excitement that was reigning
in- the school, little work was likely to be
done. They were not surprised when a
notice appeared on the board, giving per-
mission to the school to renew the search.
The general impression was that Mr. Las-
celles had fallen down somewhere in the
cliffs, and was lying there helpless; and
the Greyfriars fellows were very keen to
find him. It was a day out for the whole
school; and the shore, and alinost every
crevice in ‘the long range of ecliffs, was
searched again and again. But the day
wore on without any discovery being made.
Mr. Lascelles had vanished as completely
as  Gerald Loder had dome. When dusk
fell once more upon the old school, the
gearchers came in wearily—unsuccessful.

come in, sir?”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Kidnapped by Pals!

66 QU can’t say mno, Larry!”

3 Thus Mr. 'Enry Sawyer.
The scene was a room in the
dismantled old house on the hill,
‘where Harry Wharton & Co. and the Cliff
House girls had picnicked. It was a strange
scene, There were four persons in the room
—~Mr. Sawyer, and his comrades Toodles
and Badger, and Mr. Lascelles, the mathe-
matics master of Greyfriars. Mr. Las-
celles sat in a deep, old-fashioned arm-
chair,  His hands were secured Wwith a
strong cord, loose enough to allow him free
movements, but knotted too securely for

him to break away.

His handseme face was pale with anger.

Mr, Sawyer’s manner
sheepish, but determined. The old pugilist
was a man of determination. He had taken
a great amount of trouble, and considerable
risk, in carrying out his fixed idea. And he
had succeeded, so far. Larry Lynx, his old
pupil, known at Qreyfriars School as Mr.
Lawrence Lascelles,. was in his hands at
last. Mr. Sawyer had not made a mistake
the second time.

It had been easy enough.

was apologetic,

The master,

tramping homeward, tired and weary after

a long hunt on the cliffs, had been seized
in the dusky lane, a sack thrown over his
head, a looped rope passed round him and
drawn tight. ‘He had not been expecting
anything like an attack; he had been taken
completely by surprise. Roped up in the
sack, he had been whipped away by the
three pugilists. They had seized him within
a quarter of a mile of the Grange, and they
had earried him after dark to the old
house safely. When the sack was removed
from his head, the angry and astonished
master found himself a prisoner in the
hands of his old friends.

His amazement was extreme, and so was
his anger.  But Mr. Sawyer, attached as
he was to his old pupil, was not a mah
for half-measures. Mr. Lascelles’ hands
were secured, and he was helpless. The
three pugilists had seen him in the ring
too often, and knew his prowess too well
to run any risks with him. Given the
free use of his hands, it was quite possible
that Larry Lynx could have knocked out
Mr. Sawyer, Badger, and Toodles, all
together.

** Larry, old pal, you can’t say mo, now.”

‘““ You can’t, Larry,” said Toodies, almost
beseechingly. ‘‘ Look wot a lot of trouble
we've took with you.”

‘“ You ain’t got the
affirmed Badger.

Mr. Lascelles set his lips hard.

‘“ Will you have the kindness to tell me
what this means?’ he asked.

“ Don’t you know well enough?”’ said Mr.
Sawyer. ‘ I've arsked you—you can’t deny
’ow I've arsked you—to oblige an old pal.
‘Ere’s the Slogger sneerin® and jeerin’ at
me, sayin’ as my old pupil ain’t got the pluck
to stand up agin’ ’'im in the ring. ‘Ere’s
me, with a ’undred quid put on you, afore I
knows that you’d leave me in the lureh.
‘Bre’s many sporting gentlemen keen to see
you meet the Slogger, and to put up a
thousand quid—which the same is yours
for the trouble of takin’ it. And you says
no—always no. Naterally, I takes the law
into my own ’ands. And ’‘ere you are,”’

““Yes, I am here,” said Mr. Lascelles,
with a shrug of the shoulders. *' That’s
plain enough. And, now I am here, what
are you going to do with me?”

‘eart to do it!”

“’Ave some sense, Larry!” said Mr.
Sawyer, in a tone of mild expostulation.
“’Bre’s your old punchers, all ready to
stand np for you to slog ’em, in the old
way, for to git into form agin arter
neglectin’ yourself so long, wastin’ your
vallyble time schoolmasterin’ and sich.

'Ere theéy are, all ready to stand up and
be knocked erbout—wot?”’

“Bless your ’‘eart, quite ready,”
Mr. Toodles.

‘ And the ‘arder you ’its, the better we'll
like it,” declared Badger.

‘“ And then you gits into form, and the

said

fight comes orf with the Slogger. You-
out ’im, and. pouches a thousand quid!”’
said Mr. S,nv. rer temptingly.

“ Do you mean to say that you've kid-
napped me, to train me for a fight?” de-
manded Mr. Lascelles, his amazement over-
whelming his anger, as he realised the
extraordinary scheme that had been
developed in Mr. Sawyer’s determined mind.

“ That’s the size of if, Larry.”

‘“ You—you—you duffer!” exelaimed Mr.

Lascelles. “I think you must be insane,
Sawyer! I shall not do anything of the
kind. I shall not change my mind—I cannot.

This does not make the slightest difference
to me. The moment you loosen me I shall
walk out of this place.”

“ Will you? Then you.won’t be loosened
in a ’‘urry. You ain’t goin’ to ’ave your
‘ands loose, old pal, till you’ve give your
solemn davy to train regler, and meet the
Slogger.”

*“1 shall not promise anything of the
kind.

“Which I know yop're a man of your
word,” said Mr. Sawyer. ‘‘Once you give
your davy, youll stick to it. It’s easy
enough. Youll come over ’‘ere regler to

train. We’ll get the big fight
month ahead, and then—’

“1 tell you it cannot ha!”

‘““ And I tell you it can he and will he!”
sud Mr. Sawyer obstinately.

‘Once for all, I will do nothizg of the
sort! Now let me go.”

£ We didn’t nail you for te let you go
agin,” said Mr. Sawyer calmly: * You'll
change your mind, Larry; I know that.
You can’t reely mean to go back on an
old pal in that way. You'll ’ave time to
chynge your mind. ’'Ere! We've got eomfy
quarters all ready for you; shutters screwed
down on the winder, and nice iron bars to
the door. You’ll feel as though you was in
the stone jug. But that’s your look-out.
You’ll be fed regler, on the fat of the
land. We’'ll look arter you, won't we?”

‘“ We'll look arter you,” said Toodles and
Badger together.

“Is it possible that you mean to keep mse
a prisoner here, unless I agree to train
and meet the Slogger?” Mr. Lascelles ex-
claimed.

‘“ Exactly! That’s the hidea.”

“ But—but this is preposterous! Do yeou
know that you are breaking the law? That
you may be sent to prison on a charge
of kidnapping?”’

“1I know that—if our old pal chooses for
to give us away, and round on us,” said
Mr. Sawyer steadily. - But 1 den’t think
as you'll do it, Larry.”

“Larry ain’t that sort,”
solemnly.

Mr. Lascelles burst into an angry laugh.
He was intensely exasperated; and: yeb
there was sometling touching in the dog-
like fidelity of ' thé rough-and-ready trio,
combined with their grim determination to
overcome his resistance to their plans.

“Youle taking an unfair advantage of
me,”” he said. ** You know I won't do any-
thing to have you punished.”

fixed for a

said  Toodles

““ Course you won’t !’ said Toodles. ¢ That
wouldn’t be our Larry!”

‘“But don’t you see the harm you're
doing me? I shall be missed from the
school—searched for—and ultimately found.
You cant keep me hidden here long.
But——-o

‘““ You won’t be found in a ’urry,” ‘said
Mr. Sawyer, with a smile. *“ It will take

’em some time to guess as your old pals
‘ave collared you, and took this ’‘ere nice
place for you to‘roost in nice and comfy,
Larry.” 2

Mr. Lascelles frowned. It was quite true.
He would never have dreamed of such an
outrageous scheme himself; and the police
were not likely to think of it. A man might
be kidnapped by his enemies; but to be
kidnapped by - his friends was a little too
startling for anyone to guess that it had
happened. He looked at the three rough,
scarred faces, and read relentless determina-
tion there. They were devoted to him.
They would have gone through fire and
water for him, if necessary.. But they wouid
not give him his liberty unless he promised
to carry out their wishes,. and appear in
the prize-ring once more as Larry Lynx,
to meet the famous Slogger of Bermondsey.

It was an absurd, unheard-of situation,
almost comic; and yet it was very real, and
very serious for the mathematics master of
Greyfriars. He knew the trouble and the
anxiety that would be caused at the school
by his disappearance, and the difficulty he
would have in. explaining. matters without
betraying his attached but troublesome old
“pals.” And he could not think for a
moment of delivering Mr. Sawyer & €Co. up
to. the police as kidnappers.

That was not to be thou‘ght of.

The three pugilists watched his -face
anxiously, hoping to read signs of yield-
ing there. But they read nothing of the
sort. Mr. Sawyer was debtermined; and so
was his old pupil. The mathematics master
of Greyfriars ‘had ‘no intention whatever of
giving way. It was impossible for him to
do so without resigning his position at Grey-
friars for good; and that was a little too
much. But he understood only too clearly
that the outcome  of this affair might be
t‘nat he would have to resign.

‘ They ain’t found the other yet,”” Mr.
Toodles remarked, with a slight grin.

Mr. Lascelles started.

‘“ The other! What other? What do you
mean, Toodles?*

‘“ Which we made a mistake the first
time,” explained Mr. Sawyer. *‘ We knowed
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you was at the vicarage, and we laid for

you. And a bloke come down the path, and
we shoved the sack over 'lm and collared

’im—and it wasn’t you. But we got ’im
locked up safe and sound.”
‘“ Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Las-

“ Do you mean to say that

celles, aghast.
You

that is what has become of Loder?
have kidnapped a @reyfriars boy?”’

“He’s a Greyfriars boy right enough,
but he wouldn't give ’is name,’”” said Mr.
Sawyer calmly. * Said it was Smith; but
1 knowed he was lying.”

Mr. Lascelles showed signs of agitation
now,

“ You—you fool!” he said. * Loder will
make the worst trouble he can over this!
You will be prosecuted! Why didn’t you
let him go when you found you'd made a
mistake?”’

‘“He knowed too much; and he’d have
jawed, «nd we shouldn't 'ave got you,’” saiu
Mr. Sawyer coolly. ““I knowed it was a
risk, but we ’ad to take it.” ?

“Then he is here?”

“ Next room to yours,”
cheerfully.

““ (jood heavens! This will mean imprison-
went for all of you!”

“ Praps—arter the Slogger's beaten!™

“ You—you duffer!”

““P'raps we can make -terms with the
young gent,” said Toodles, with slow
solemnity. * He won't want his ’eadmaster
to know as he was comin’ 'ome from a
pub late at night. I s’pose that ain't
allowed at Greyfriars?"

“ So that was i}’ muttered Mr. Lascelles.
“ It was night, then. I suspected as much.
I am glad he has come to no harm; but
you must et him go.”

“ Arter the fight, yes—or arter you've
promised to meet the Slogger® said Mr.
sawyer. *' Not afore thati”

“ Look here, Sawyer——""

“ You can’t say ‘ No,” Larry. You'll meet
the Slogger?’” said Mr. Sawyer coaxingly.

“1 cannot}l”

Mr. Sawyer sighed.

“ Well, it goes agin’ the grain to be ’ard
on an old pal, and an old pupil,”’ ke said;
““bhut you drives me to it. Tike ’im to his
room, boys!”

“1 appeal to you, Sawyer, to have a little
sense. : acting against the law—
yon're. .deing harm to me and yourself,
too. Leb me go abt once, and I'll try to
keep Loder’s tongue quict.’’.

‘“'Will you meet the Slogger?”

“ No, I won't!”

“Then there ain't nothin’ more to be
said.. I'll arsk you agin to-morrer, and agin
the day arter—for a month of Sundays if
you-like, Tike 'im in!"”

Mr. Lascelles set his lips. He knew that
argument was useless in the face of Mr.
Sawyer’s determination. Five minutes later
hie was shut up in the room Mr, Sawyer
and his friends had so carefully prepared
for him. The room was furnished now,
and food was on the table.

In the door a gap had been sawn for
food to be passed through. After Mr. Las-
celles’ hands were once free, his gaolers
did not intend to risk unbarring the door
until they had his promise.

The door eclosed on him, the iron bar
fell into place, and the key was turped in
the ‘lock. -He was a prisoner—as secure
as if he had been immured in a cell in
a prison. Mr. Sawyer blinked through the
slit in the door. 4

‘“ Put your ‘ands ‘ere, Larry, and I'll
loose you,” he said. ‘1 ain't makin’ an
old pal uncomferable—not me!”

Mr. Lascelles silently extended his hands,
and the cord was cut.. He was free to
use his limbs now, but ‘the freedom was
useless to him. Mr. Sawyer’s face looked
at him through the slit in the door, with
a curious expressien upon it—half apolo-
getie, half evasperated.’

“ You won’t say ¢ Yes’® now, Larry?”

“ No!” thundered Mr. Lascelles.

“T'l wait, then!” Mr. Sawyer sighed.
‘“ When you chynge your mind, ail you've
got to do is to pubt your ’ead to this ’ere
ole in the door and yelp. One of us will
allers be in- 'earin of you. Good-night,
Larryt!” %

Mr. Lascelles made no reply. The old
“pug” stumped away, leaving the mathe-
matics master of Greyfriars a prisoner, and
a prey to extremely unpleasant refiections.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wharton Puts Two and Two Together.

8 OME into the study—and mum's
the word!”
Harry Wharton whispered the

words softly to Bob Cherry in

passing him. Bob looked surprised, but
he did not reply, simply nodding.

Another night had settled darkly on Grey-

friars—on a school throbbing with excite-
ment and anxiety.
Mr. Lascelles was missing, as well as

Loder, and the mystery of it hung like a

cloud over the school. The police were
puzzled; the Head was at his wits’ end;
the boys  were astounded, perplexed,
alarmed.

Too thorough a search had been made
for it to be supposed that Mr. Lascelles
had met with an accident on the cliffs—
or Loder either. They were not to be
found, and the theory of two accidents,
both leading to complete disappearance,
was incredible,

And even if Loder had committed the
improbable action of running away from
school, it was impossible to imagine that
Mr. Lascelles had done so. The vanishing
of the mathematics master, in fact, cleared
up, to a certain extent, the mystery of
Loder’s disappearance.

He must have been kidnapped—there was
no other possible solution- and if he had
been kidnapped, doubtiess Loder had heen
kidnapped also. Where, when, by whom,
and why, remained impenetrable secrets;
but there could hardly be any doubt about
the fact.

And that much being practieaily estab-
lished, it became known that the Head had
decided to “ gate” the whole schoo! until
the matter was cleared up. Some secret
kidnapper was at work; and, for all the
Head knew, he—or they—might have further
designs. There would be no more search-
ing done by the Greyfriars fellows, lest
there should be another inexplicable dis-
appearance to follow. ;

Harry Wharton had passed the word round
to his chums to meet in the study aiter
preparation.

Wharton’s brow had been clouded with
deep thought for some time. When the
Famous Five were gathered in Study No 1,
the juniors looked inquiringly at their leader.
They knew that Wharton had something
of importance to say, and they
that it referred to the disappearance
Mr. Lascelles. 5

‘“ Well, what’s the little game?”
Cherry asked. o

““ We can’t look for Lascelles any more,"”
Nugent remarked.

“That’s just what I'm going to suggest,”
said Wharton quietly.

Johnny Bull whistled softly.

“ School’s gated,” he said.

“ Can’t be helped. This is among our-
selves, of course. 1t seems to be pretty
clear now that there has been kidnapping.”

guessed
of

Bob

** Can't think of any other explanatiou,”
said Nugent sagely.  * Can’t imagine two

accidents—two complete disappearances of
the body—or two persons clearing off witi-
out warning.  Coincidences don’t happen
like that. They don’t come back because
they can’'t come back. It's a clear case of
kidnapping“though why, goodness knows!
Loder’'s not rich; and as for poor old Las-
celles, we know he’s mot rolling in wealth
by any means. © They could have nailed
Mauly much more easily, I should. think—
ot Smithy—or Inky here, with a better
chance of making a profit out of it!"”

“It’s not a case of -kidnapping
money,” said Harry guietly.

Nugent stared.

“You speak as if you know!”

“J think I de!”

“Oh! Do you mean o say you've got
an idea where Lascelles-is?”

for

““1 believe I could walk straight to the |

very spot.”

The chums of the Remove stared hard at
Wharton, His quiet statement almost took
their breath away.

“I won’t ask you if you're joking,” said
Bob, after a pause; * but how the dickens
can you possibly know anything about it?"’

“I've been thinking.” =~ Wharton's tone
was low and quiet. ** You remember last
Wednesday afternoon we picnicked with
Marjorie at the Granpge?”

‘““ What the deuce nas that—-""

“ We explored the old house afterwards,
and we made a queer discovery there—

!

- The Men who led Monmouth's army to battle—see page 26!

down
and

a room with new shutters serewed
over the window, and a new bar
brac(};fts outside the door!”

< Ony

“Tt all looked as if that room had been

specially prepared for a prisoner; we
thought so at the time.”

“ We did,”” said Bob, in a low voice.
* But—but—-""

‘“And a couple of days afterwards Las.
celles ‘vanishes, and is being kept a prisoner
somewhere,”” said Harry quiebly. ‘It isn't
a very big jump—from the prison to the
prisoner, It’s simply putting two and two
together, I should say!”

Bob Cherry scratched his curly head.

“ My hat!” he said. “ My only summer
hat! You think that Lascelles —-"

‘““* We know he's being imprisoned some-
where. And we know that the old house
has been suddenly taken, and a room in
it fitted up for keeping a prisoner safely.
We should be duffers if we didn't $hink of
that in connection with Mr. Lascelles’ dis-
appearance—now we know that he must
have been kidnapped!"”

““Hold on!" said Johnny Bull, in his slow
way. ‘‘The tenant of the Grange is that
pugilist chap Sawyer, and he's a friend of
Lascelles. Men don’t kidnap their friends!"

Harry Wharton nodded.

‘““ That staggered me a bit when the
thought first came into my head,”” he
admitted.  “ Only it's a peculiar case. You

remember what they were saying when we
came on them in the lane. Sawyer wanted
Larry Lynx to take on a new fight, and
was urging him; and Mr. Lascelles refused
point-blank. Sawyer may have lost his
temper with him, and done this, or he may
have some scheme of foreing or persuad-
ing Lascelles. I know it's a queer business,
and I don’t intend to say anything outside
this. study about it. But I can’t help think.
ing of that barred door in connection with
the fact that Mr. Lascelles has been taken
away and imprisoned somewhere!” :

* And Loder?” :

‘* That beats me! I don't see in the least
why they should kidnap Loder,” confessed
Harry; ‘‘unless he may have found out
~omething about them, and they're keeping
his mouth shut. But I'm not concerned
ibout Loder now. This is the case about
Lascelles, in a nutshell. Mr. Sawyer urges
him to oblige him in a certain matter—he
refuses—Sawyer takes a lonely house near
Treyfriars, and has one room barred up
to use as a prison-cell-then Lascelles dis-
appears. Putting it together like that, it
looks to me as if there's only one possible
conclusion.”

“ My hat, it does!”

“Only we don't want to tell what may
turn out to be a cock-and-bull story, and
risk being laughed at,”” said Harry. “I'm
not going to the Head with this, or to
Inspector Grimes. My idea is that we
should put it to the test ourselves!”

“ Qurselves!” murmured Bob.

“ Yes, to-night!”

The juniors looked silently at Wharton.
They understood now what he had in mind
—an expedition to the old house under
cover of darkness, secretly, to discover
whether the mathematics master was im-
prisoned there. It was a risky business;
but the idea of the adventure appealed
to them, and their attachment to Mr. Las-
ceiles made them quite ready to run the
risk—risk of violence from Mr. Sawyer's
rough. companions, and of punishment from
the Head of Greyfriars if their escapade
was discovered. :

““ And if he’s there?’” asked Nugent, aftet
a long, long pause.

‘“If he’s there we may be able o help
him out, or simply clear off with the news
and tell the police, according to circum-
stances,” said Harry. “ And if it’'s all
moonshine—if I'm mistaken—we needn’t say
a word about the matter at all.”

There was another long pause,

‘“ Well, are you fellows game?”
Wharton, at las$.

“I'm *game!” said Bob at once.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh declared
that the, gamefulness was terrific, and
Nugent and Johnny Bull nodded assent.

‘“ Midnight, then,” said Harry, “ I’ll call
you. And not a word, mind!"”

““ Not a giddy syliable!"

Nothing was breathed outside the study
on the subject. If the theory was all
moonshine, the juniors did not want to he
laughed at for their pains. But the more
they thought about it, the more certain

See Next Week !
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fact that he had given himself hopelessly
away. But that fact did not worry Tubby
for long—not nearly so much as the fear of
missing breakfast. Tubby had already had
one breakfast in the sanny. But illness had
by no means impaired his appetite, and
Tubby was quite ready for another.

“ Look—look here, Jimmy!” he spluttered
peevishly. ““I want my breakfast. Let me
go now! Hang Bulkeley's five quid! I'm
jolly hungry!”

““Just wait a minute, Muffin!” exclaimed
Jimmy grimly. * You’ve practically admitted
you had the money all the time. And—-"

Q'ubby jumped.

“1I didn’t! I wasn't!
spluttered frantically. * I've never seen it.
‘In fact, I kncw nothing about it. Besides,
it ain’t my fault if the blessed envelope
fell out of my pocket. Why, it may even
now be lying in Bill Adams’ old tub. Any-
way, it wasn’t in my pocket when I came
to look in the sanny, so it must be. You
can’t blame me for that! Youll admit that
yourself, Jim—-"’

Tubby broke off, and the ex-junior captain
of the Fourth almost gasped aloud with
relief. There were often golden grains of
truth fo be found in Tubby Muffin's
romances. And Jimmy really feit he had
found one at last,

‘“ Here, 1 say!" gasped Tubby, ag Jimmy
Silver was turning away witlr gleaming eyes.
£ You w-won't tell?”

“I'm going up the river to search Bill
‘Adams’ motor-boat,” said Jimmy Silver
quietiy.

And in blank amazement the fat Classical
watched Jimmy Silver as he strode across
the quad and vanished through the gates.
Then, - suddenly remembering = breakfast,
Tubby hurried indeors.

For the next hour, Tubby was very bhusy
indeed—with his chin. The first half-hour
he spent eating, and the mnext kalf-hour
talking—two chin exercises in which Tubby
Muftin excelled. And for once the fat youth
é“ﬁd someone ready and eager to listen to
im

Indeed, Reginald Muffin was just then the
cynosure of all' eyes. For that half-bour
Tubby fairly revelled and basked in the
limelight, And he was swelling with im-
portance and smiling brightly with smug
satisfaction as he entered the Fourth Form-
room that morning. But, unfortunately for
Tubby Muffin, this happy state of affairs
did not last long. Barely had the Fourth
taken their seats when Bulkeley of the Sixth
entered. And there was a curious look on

I haven't!” he

Bulkeley’'s face as he approached Mr.
Bootles.
“Dr. Chisholm wishes to see Silver and

Muffin in his study immedlately, sir,” he ex-
claimed quietly.

Mr, Bootles looked surprised.

“Ah! H’m! Certainly Bulkeley!” he ex-
claimed mildly, turping to the class.
< Silver—Mufiln, you will follow Bulk—
Bless my soul! Where is Silver?"

Mr. Bootles blinked around in astonish-
ment on realising that Silver was not pre-
sent. . Tubby Muffin, however, though the
summons to visit the Head had alarmed him
considerably, did not intend to miss this
opportunity of airing his knowledge.

¢ Ple-please, sir, I know where Silver is!”
he gasped breathlessly. ¢ He's gone up the
river, sir—fancy that!”

“Bless my soul! This is most unusual—
what—what ! gasped Mr. Bootles. “ How-
ever, Mufiin, you will follow Bulkeley to Dr.
Chisholm’s study, and I will send Silver im-
mediately on his return, Bulkeley.”

And not looking at all happy, Tubby Muffin
rose reluctantly from his seat and rolled
after Bulkeley to the Head's study.

But he locked simply terrified, and his
knees almost knocked together with fright
when he. entered that sacred apartment a
moment later. .

For Dr. Chisholm was not alone. Seated
on the extreme edge of a chair, and looking

exceedingly uncomfortable, was old Bill
Adams, the boatman.
¢ Muffin,” said the Head gravely, after

Bulkeley had explained Jimmy Silver’s ab-
sence, “I have sent for you in connection
with that affale up the river yesterday.
This gentleman is Mr. Adams, who claims to
have witnessed the whole occurrence from
the far side of the river. In fact, Muffin,”
went on the Head grimly, “Mr. Adams has
told me an astounding story.”

Tubby Muffin's podgy face paled visibly.

$H-ha-has he, s-sir?’ he stammered.

e

THROWN [N, AND POWERLESS TO HELP!

As Jimmy Silver lay

motionless in the mud, his mind a welter of confused emotions, he had a |

vision of the sprawling arms and legs of Tubby Muffin.
whirled overhead and fell with a tremendous splash into

The fat Classical
the deep wator,

(See Chapter 3.)

“Yes, he has, Mufiin!” snapped Dr.
Chisholin. “* And as his story concerns you—
or, at least, a boy who answers exactly to
your description—I am. going to ask you a
few questions which I require answering care-
fully and truthfully. First of all, Muffin,
have you seem or have you any knowledge
of that?”

Dr. Chisholm, as he spcke, laid the en-
velope Silver had lost, and he had found—
and lost again. In fact, it was the envelope
containing Bulkeley’s five pounds.

“ No-o-no, sir,” gasped Tubby in alarm.

“You've never seen this before?”
claimed the Head.

“ N-no, sir—never! Certainly not! Not at
all, sir!” gasped Tubby hurriedly. “I know
nothing about Bulkeley’s five pounds. » I'm
as {innocent as a baby, in fact, sir! And if
—if Silver tells you I found it on the road
outside the Jolly Fisherman, then he’s tell-
ing wicked untruths, sir. Because I didn’t!
And as for playing cards with Joey Hook—
why, I'd never even dream of such a thing!
In fact, I wasn’t near the Jolly Fisherman
yesterday afternoon—not within miles of the
place. You—you can ask Jimmy Silver, sir
—he’ll tell you I wasn’t—he promised me he
would,- anyway.” /

“Muffin!” said Dr. Chisholm, in a danger-
ous voice. “You are telling deliberate un-
truths, and are the most stupid, foolish boy
I have ever dealt with. This envelope con-
taining five pounds which you disclaim all
knowledge of, was found by Mr. Adams in
his boat, and he has been kind enocugh to
bring it back, with the suggestion that it
had fallen. from your pocket as you lay in
the boat yesterday afternoon.”

“0h, s-sir!?” gasped Tubby.

‘¢ Also,” went on the Head grimly, ¢ Mr.
Adams,. when asking after your condition,
happened also to ask about Silver, of your
Form, and while doing so dropped several
hints which led me to question him, when
he was good enough to relate what I firmly
believe are facts that, will lead to this
astounding affair being cleared up. He states
that he saw you, first of all, consorting with
those two unspeakable scoundrels, and that

€ex-

Silver apparently only entered the precincts
of that inn to come to your help. And—
. ““D-d-does he, really?” stammered Tubby,
in a shocked veice. “Oh, my! What wicked
unfruths! Fancy tha—-> "

““ Bilence, Muffin!” thundered Dr. Chis-
holm. “I may add that I place every ro
liance on Mr. Adams’ story. There are, h~
ever, several points that only you can clear
up, Muffin. Now,” went on the Head
grimly, picking up a cane from the table,
‘“unless you at once confess to your share
in yesterday’s happenings, Muffin, I shall
not only flog you, but expel you immediately
from Rookwood. But I demand the truth.
At the slightest suggestion of a falsehood,
Muffin, I shall—-"

. The hapless Tubby shivered apprehensively
as the Head swished the cane: suggestively.
And after that it did not take Tubby Muffin
long to arrive at a decision.

He decided to confess!
Tubby Muffin told . the whole
nothing but the truth!

. But to Tubby Muffin's great astonishment
and relief, Dr. Chisholm’s stern face relaxed
somewhat as the fat Classical tearfally pro-
ceeded with his woeful tale.

The Head, in fact, was looking quite re-
lieved by the time Tubby had finished.

“ Bless my soul!” he ejaculated. I really
believe, Muffin, you wretched boy, that you
did enter that disreputable resort in igror-
ance of the character of the place. ‘And I
also think you acted afterwards nob compre-
hending the seriousness of what you. were
doing. Were it otherwise, I should certainly
expel you at once. And as it is I intend to
purish you -severely for your astonishing
falsehoods !*

“Qw!” gasped Tubby.

“Bub in ¢onsideration of your narrow
escape yesterday, and the resulting illnesss,”
went on the Mead drily, “I will postpone
your punishment until a more favourable op-
portunity. - You may go, Muffin!» - :

And Reginald: Muffin went. with alacrity,
sincerely hoping the favourable opportunity
would never present itself, and that the
postponement would therefore remain in-
definite. Tre PorurLar.—No. 233,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Coward !

ULKELEY’S face wore a determined
expression as he left the Head’s
study that morning. Jimmy Silver
had been proved innocent of the

tharge of pub-haunting, and the five pounds
had been found. But the accusation of
cowardice still hung over the junior’s head.
And Bulkeley felt that, as he had been the
first to charge the junior, and to make the
matter publie, it was up to him to find out
tha truth.

For, though Bill Adams’ story had con-
vinced Bulkeley at last that Jimmy’s story
was correct, he knew that unless proof was
forthcoming that the jupior had really in-
jured his head, he would still remain under
a cloud ab Rookwood.

And Bulkeley had determined to furnish
that proof. And to this end he had per-
suaded Dr. Chisholm to allow him to accom-
pany Bill Adams up the river. And a talk
he Lad with the old boatman on the way
convinced him more than ever that Jimmy
Silver had not funked going to Tubby
Muffin’s rescue. &

“Him a_coward—mo Tear!” said Bill
Adams emphatically. “I saw the young 'un
pitched in, and I guessed what had happened
when he crawled out and dropped im the
grass. There used to be an old landing-stage
at the bottom of that there garden; and the
pes—leastways, what's left of them—are
still there. That’'s why I couldn’t get the
old tub nearer in yesterday. No, the young
gent hurt his*head, without a doubt, and a
tidy old jar it were, T bet!”

“Well, we’ll soon know for certain,” said
Bulkeley. ““ And if it is so, I'll soon let the
fellows know, you may be sure. It’s on—
Hallo! Yonder’s the Jolly Fisherman, now!
Have you got a boathook?”

The boatman had a boathook. But, as it
happened, that article was not necessary, for
the boat stopped with a dull thud about a
couple of yards from the bank. And, look-
ing down, Bulkeley could plainly see deep-
sunken piles, stumps, and long pieces of
timber runming the complete length of the
garden edge.. Without a doubt, Jimmy
Silver’s story was true.

“That settles it!” ejaculated the senior
grimly. “ And now where’s Silver? I've got
something to say to him about this! TUnless
that fat fool Muffin’s spoofed me, he must
be up here!”

“ Likely up at the cottage yet,” said Bill
Adams.  “It’s only round the bend there.
We'll run up and look!*

And the boatman, who had been steering
directly across towards the old ramshackle
buildings where he housed his boats for hire,
altered his course, and a moment later the
boat turned the bend, and the old boatman’s
cottage came in sight. = i

“Hallo! There’s the missus!” ejaculated
Bill Adams all of a sudden. ‘ What on
earth—— Good heavens!” i

Startled, the senior followed his glance,
and saw a woman rushing about frantically
on the edge of the steep bank topping the
river-bank. Then Bulkeley’s eyes fell upon a
splash of black and white far out on the
shining surface of the river. The boatman
was struggling frantically with his engine to
get more speed on the boat. And then
Bulkeley also saw the reason, as the objects
out in the river became clearer. i

“ Good heavens! It’s Silver—in the river!”
he gasped.

<« And my little girl!” muttered Bill Adams
tensely. ““Get ready when I cut off the en-
gine, young sir!” i ;

Bulkeley could now plainly see Jimmy
Silver’s face and the head of the little girl
he -was strenucusly fighting to keep above
water. Jimmy Silver’'s face was white and
drawn, and he was plainly at his last gasp.

« Stick it, Silver!’ shouted Bulkeley, lean-
ing over the side as the engine was shut off
and the boat glided silently towards the
struggling figures in the water.

«J—I'm - done!” gasped Jimmy Silver
faintly. ¢ T-take the kiddie, Bulkeley!”

With a tremendous effort, Bulkeley took
the child from the junior’s grasp, and handed
her into Bill Adams’ ready, strong grip. Then
Bulkeley leaped swiftly over the side.

For directly the child was taken from
Jimmy Silver’s grip, the junior had fallen
back and sunk like 2 stone.

Then the ex-captain’s head appeared, fol-
Jowed by his shoulders. And in his strong
grasp he held the limp form of the junior.

Jimmy Silver’s face was white, and his eyes
were closed. The junior was unconscious.

‘“Help me!” gasped Bulkeley, gripping the
side of the boat. ‘“He’s unconscious!”

The boatman bent down and lifted the
junior into the boat, and Bulkeley followed,
breathing spasmodically. A moment later
the boat touched the bank. Jumping out,
Bulkeley laid the limp, sodden form of
Jimmy Silver in the grass, while the boat-
man handed his little girl into the eager,
thankful arms of her mother.

Bulkeley knelt by the side of Jimmy Silver
anxiously. But just then the junior opened
his eyes and sighed deeply. .

‘“ How—how's the kiddie?” he gasped.

“ Right as rain, young ’un!’> said Bulkeley.

“Thanks to you, young sir!” exclaimed the
boatman thankfully. “You're a rare plucked
'un—that you are! But you’d best come
and have something hot to drink.”

Bulkeley shook his head.

“ Better get back to Reockwood now—
thanks all the same!” he exclaimed quietly,
“(Come, Silver, if you feel fit!”

And at a brisk trot Bulkeley started for
Rookwood, with Jimmy Silver by his side.

But when opposite to the Jolly Fisherman
Inn, Bulkeley called a halt.

“Yesterday, Silver,” exclaimed Bulkeley
quietly, “I called you a coward for not going
to Muffin’s belp over there. I was wrong!
1 know now that you did not funk—you did
injure your head. And now 27

“That’s all right, Bulkeley!” gasped
Jimmy Silver hastily. “No need to rub it
in! Al serene. I—I—I say, did old Bootles
miss me in class? I came to search for—
for something. And while I was talking to
Mrs. Adams her little girl strayed, and fell
into the river. But—but—but: about that

five—"
I guessed what had happened,” said
Bulkeley. “And now you'’ve no need to

worry about the five pounds or anything.
Silver. The money’s been found, and Muffin’s
confessed; but the Head wants to see you
when you get back, an’ you’ll hear all about
it then.” :

THE END. .

(Full particulars of next week’s Rookwood
story will be found on page 27.)
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FIRST PRIZE £5.

MONEY FOR YOU!

SOLVE THE PICTURE-PUZZLE BELOW !
SECOND PRIZE £2 10s.

10 PRIZES OF 5s. each.

the
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your solution, and post it to
Competition, Porurar Office, Gough House,
Gough Square, E.C.4, so as to reach that
address not later than THURSDAY, July
12th, 1923.

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be awarded
to the reader who submits a solution which is

now in the possession of the Editor.
event of ties the prize will be divided. The
other prizes will be awarded in order of merit.
The Editor reserves the right to add together
and divide ‘the value of all, or 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 he regarded as
final. Employees of the propriefors of this
journal are not eligible to compete.

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 Gloucester C.C.
What you are invited to do is to solve this
picture, and when you have done so, write
your solution on a sheet of paper.. Then sign

coupon which appears below, pin it to
““ Gloucester ”

ctly the same as, or nearest to, the solution
In the

Tl}is competition is run in conjunction with
the “Boys’ ¥riend,” ‘“Magnet,” and “Gem,”.
&nd readers of those journals may compete.

I enter the Porurar “ GLOUCESTER”
Competition® and agree to accept the
Editor’s decision as final.
Name

Address




The Fight for the throne of England—see next week ! 23

THE EAST SCENE!

THE TAKING OF THE TOWER!

Robin Hood and his merry men of Sherwood ave the first to ride to the side of
HKing Richard Lion Heart when the latier moves towards London to regain his
throne. It is the last great scene of ll - outside the Tower of London, the
master of England and the usurper face to face for the reckoning.

Introductions

GUY FITZHUGH, a young ward of King
Richard Ceeur de Lion, unable to tolerate the
tyranny of Sir Humphrey de Brionne any
longer, has made his escape from the castle
of his rascally guardian, fled into the forest
of Sherwood, and joined the great band of
outlaws nnder the leadership of ROBIN
HOOD. Here he meets many friends—Allan-
a-Dale, Friar Tuck, Will Scarlet, and two
}vaztl)dering minstrels, Sweyne, the harper, and
sobel.

About this time King Richard had been
imprisoned in Normandy when returning from
a crusade into the Holy Land, and Prinee
John had become master of Merry England
by underhand means. John is bated by many,
but none like him less than ROBIN HOOD
THE OUTLAW,

Many times the prince’s men-at-arms have
come into conflict with the merry men ci
Sherwood, and many times they have been
defeated. But a day comes when John’s great
following turn the tables on the outlaws,
and the foresters are driven into the woods,

to seek shelfer in their sceret hiding-places.
But John is not satisfied with this; he
kidnaps MAID MARIAN and ISOBEL, the
minstrel, and takes them to KENILWORTY
with him, where he is to hold a tournament,
and where he hopes to trap Robin Hood.

When Rcbin hears the wews he sets forth,
masquerading under the title of 8ir Nameless
of Cumberland, with Guy FitzHugh and one
or two other trusty men, and focllows the
prince to Kenilworth.

But Jobn discovers the identity of the
Nameless Knight and his band of followers,
and the outlaws have to leave the town
hurriedly. Guy and Allan get on the track
of the escorted litter and the prisonmers, and
by a clever ruse they rescue Maid Marian
and Isobel, and the band returns to the
sheltering glades of Sherwood.

A few months pass, and King Richard,
who had been imprisoned in Normandy,
returns to England, and is met on the shores
by Robin Hood and the men of Sherwood.

The march to London is commenced.

{Now Read On;)

King Richard Lands in London—And
The Taking of the Tower.

({3 THOUSAND thanks, good people!”
i cried Xing Richard, waving his
long arm high above his head.

: “*Twas almost worth the weary
months of imprisonment to receive a welcome
50 hearty and so whole. But something more
remains than to rend the air with shouting.
Yonder walls are manned by the earls fol-
lowers. Where is there a herald whom we
may send to summon them to the allegiance
of their rightful sovereign?”

King Richard, after many months abroad,
had at last reached London, and had been
acelaimed by the multitude, who were sick
to death of John’s cruelties.

The scene was outside the Tower, inside
which John had secured himself with the
yemmnant of his followers,

.As Richard uttered these words the erowd
parted, and the burly figure in the brown
garb of a wandering friar elbowed his way
forward, crying: “Room, good folk—room!”

At the first sound of his voice, Robin Hood,

" who was with the King, and who had not

secen the friar for some time, stood up in his
stirrups, and to his indescribable joy saw
the shaven crown amd good-humoured
countenance of  Friar Tuck. One glance of
greeting passed between them, and only one,
Iorh?hc friar said sCmething in a low voice to
ohin.

“My liege—my liege!” cried the outlaw,
“The earl himself is in the fortress! This
worthy friar saw him enter with his own

ANOTHER Masterpiece from the Pen of Morton Pike !—See

eyes, and, moreover, he hath discovered a
secreb, way by which we can gebt into the
very heart of the Keep!”

“8ay you s80?” cried the King. “Then send
me a messenger to thes gate yonder, for it
shall not be said that I made war upon my
brother without cause.”

“I will be thy messenger, Richard Lion
Heart!” cried ¥riar Tuck. “¥ warrant my
voice is good as .any bugle sound.”

Holding his great fists befors him, the
friar ploughed his way through the thickest
of the crowd, and, followed by all eyes,
reached the new gateway that Longchamp
had built. The erowd closed up in his wake,
following him, and that movement John and
his confederates witnessed from the top of
the battlements.

“Lend me thy staff, good fellow!” eried the
friar, laying his hand unceremoniously on a
stout ash pole, the property of a very little
man, who did dare not resist, and, smiting
three sounding bhlows upon the wooden gate,
Friar Tuock cried:

“House—house! Open
Riehard of England!”

“And stand baek, say ¥, in the name of
Earl John!” replied a voice from the wall.
And, looking up, they saw a burly, soldier-
like man, in steel cap and mail shirt, leaning
on his sword. “What means this tumult?

hy are ye here, citizens? By my halidom,
*twill be ill for ye if the carl returns and
finds ye up in arms!”

“The earl hath returned,” said Friar Tuck,

in the name of

leaning on his quarterstaiff in imitation of the.

!

other’s aftitnde. “Go, bid him come, for
the King wishes speech with him!”

“The friar must be mad,” replied the
governor of the Tower, “since the ear! is
many leagues away, and King Richard
farther still}”

“For the governor of a fortress, my friend,”
said Friar Tuck, as a score of archers
mounted on to the wall beside the castelain,
“thou art wondrous ill-informed, for yonder
is the King, as all the world may sce. As
for the earl’s whereabouts, *twill not take
us long to diseover them.”

“Be not deceived, citizens,” replied the
governor, who, to do him justice, knew not
that John was in the castle. .“7Trust not the
first impostor who ealls himself King Richard,
or a hegging friar who had far better he
telling his beads than stirring up rebellion!”

The governor’s words were greeted with a
loud roar of laughter from the crowd; but
before Friar Tuck ecould make any retort
Allan-a-Dale, who had glided like an ecel
through the immense multitude, eaught him
by the shoulder, and whispered in his ear:

“Guy FitzHugh hath told Robin of the
secret passage into the Tower, and Robin
himself, with all our lads, is about to enter
the fortress by that way. For ten minutes
he desires you to keep this fool parleying,
and then, at a signal from the hill, you are
to lead the attack on the gate. That wiil
draw off the attention of the garrison, and
the rest is assured.”

As soon as he had said these words Allan-a-
Dale glided away again, and, making his way
with what speed he could, he reached the
_stecret door as the last of the outlaws entered
it.

“Back, boys, back!” eried Friar Tuck sud-
denly, as the governor of the Tower made a
signal to his archers, And it was not a
moment too soon, for the twang of the bow-
strings rang out on the morping air, and
eight eitizens fell. One arrow passed through
the cowl of the friar’s frock, grazing his
shoulder, and making the red blood trickle
down his back, and helter-skelter went the
London men up Tower Hill again.

“Now, my friends,” said the friar, casting
his keen eye round the mob, “we do but
retire to gather greater force, like the wave
on the shore. In a few monrents we shall
rush down to the gate. Heed not the arrows,
but let us be prepared with a battering-ran,
for yonder timber is stout, and there are
strong men behind it. If you want en-
couragement, ook at your King there, sitting
so proudly on his eharger. Let him see that
you are worthy subjects this day!”

Inspired by his words, several men ran off,
and by the time they returned with a coupls
of stout beams, which they had taken from
a ruined Storefxousc by the river bank, a
trumpet suddenly rang out, and Richard him-
self, with gallant old Robert of Rouen, who,
disgusted with Sivr Humphrey de Brionne, had
joined the ountlaws some months before, on
one side, and Sir Oliver of Honfleur on the
other, moved down the hill, pointing with his
sword towards the gateway.

“Down with the tyrant!” yelled the friar,
brandishing his quarterstaff. “On-—on, my
lads! In five minutes the fortress will be
ourg !”

And, with a tremendous shout, the eitizens
followed him, and hurled themselves against
the wooden barricade.

Sixty archers manned the wall, and their
shafts flew thick and fast; but there were
also bows in the erowd, and more than one
mail-clad soldier toppled backwards with an
arrow in- his heart. The crash of the
battering-rams was like thunder, and the
doorway trembled; but those behind it had
piled up stopes, and the friar knew that it
was going to be no easy matter.

“Gadzooks ¥ he thought to himself, as his
mingd travelled ‘back to that secret passage,
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where he kaew the lads im Lineoin green to
be. “Five doors did I couni upon the way,
and if they all be locked, 'twill be rather ten
hours than minutes ere the fortress is won!
I pray you, my liege,” he cried, coming up to
the Xing's stirrup, “do not hazara your
precious life to a chance arrow. Withdraw a
little space, and all will be well.”

“You counsel wisely, friar,” said Robert of
Rouen, “and I would add my entreaties also.
If the King dies the usurper triumphs!”

“Pardie,” exclaimed Richard, “it grieves
me sore when my arm is rusting for the blow
of battle; but for once I will be wise!”

And, reining up his charger, he stood
watching excited citizens flinging themselves
against the doorway, and listened to the
crash and thud of the batterivg-rams. The
archers on the wall had soon exhausted their
shafts, but two of their number appeared
bearing a chest of arrows between them.
And still the gate held, and still there was
no sign of Robin Hood and his hand.

And whence came this delay? Lit by the
light of a dozen flambeaux, the outlaws made
slow progress along that secret passage, for
each of the five doors was locked, as the friar
had feared, and they yielded slowly to the
hammer of Philip the Smith. He had torn off
his jerkin, and stood stripped to the waist,
wielding his ponderous sledge, the perspira-
tion pouring in streams from musele and
sinew, and slowly but surely door after door
yielded, until they reached the last one,
where, pausing for breath, and with a sign to
+he rest to keep silence, Philip placed his ear
to the lock, and heard the murmur of voices
from the ofher side.

“I{ave no fear for me,” John said, who
stood there, sword in hand, displaying more
courage than Montluc, his ally, had antici-
pated. “Longchamp built strongly, ard the
gate will hold. Those rascally citizens, whom
1 have ground down with my heel, are craven
to the very heart.”

“By the saints,” cried Raoul de Montlue,
“there are those behind this door who know
no fear! Listen to the swing of the hammer!
In another moment they will be upon us!
Fly—fly!”

As he spoke, the little iron-bound door that
opened into the dungeonside, shivered and £

swayed, and the dozen billmen who stood
heside Montlue lowered their weapons with
a hoarse ery, as it groanved on its hinges and
flew open.

cloven deeply through the neck with a blow
that severed the chain-mail as though it had
been cardboard, Raoul de Montluc pitched
forward upon hLis face dead at the fcet of
the Lion Heart, whose life had trembled in
the scales of Fate. ;

“QGod's blessing on thee, lad!” cried Roberd
of Rouen, who had scen the danger too late
to avert it.

“Let Him rather bless thee, old friend!”
cried Guy. “For ‘twas you taught me that
blow !” .

A hundred eyes had seen it, and a hundred
voices rose in loud acelaim, and, turning in
his saddle, King Richard of England bent
his glance upon the lad in his motley minstrel
garb.

“Thy name, boy?” said Richard, as the
citizens swept by, driving the remnant of
the garrison before them:

“8ire,” cried Robert of Rouen, “’tis he of
whom I spoke a while since. There stands
thy ward, Guy FitzHugh, the best lad in all
Epgland! Seek them where you may.”

“Kneel, Guy FitzHugh,” said Richard Lion
Heart. “Deem it no shame to bend the
knee to thy King!”

And, doing as Richard bade him, Guy
knelt beside the monarch’s charger, and
with sword, Richard tapped him lightly on
the shoulder.

“Rise, Sir Guy FitzHugh!” he cried. “Be
true and valiant as King Richard's kaight,
and place thy hand in mine, boy! Never
shalt thou leave my person more.”

More he would have added, but for a ery

of rage that went up from the river-wall,
and Sir Oliver of Honfleur, spurring to the
postern, which they had broken open, re-
turned with a black shadow resting on his
brow.
“Earl John hath escaped, my liege!” he
cried. “The sail of that stout ship which
tbrought us over is already bent to the
freshening wind, and the long sweeps urge
her faster on her way!”

“Let him go,” said the King. *“Foully as
g }

THE LAST FAREWELL!

There was a few seconds’ pause, then from g
the black cavity hummed twelve clothyard Y

shafts, and every biliman sank to the floor.
With a howl of rage and despair and fear,
the earl turned and dashed up the steps
leading into the guard-chamber, followed by
the Norman, whese thin lips curled with a
sneer of contempt. They threaded the room
and the passage beyond, andl darted out iato
the sunlight, only to be met by an outburst
of cheering, as the battering-rams burst open
the outer gate at last, and the head of a
wild mob poured into the open ground that
surrounded the Keep. x
John cast one wild look at the shouting
horde, glanced over his shoulder, and saw
the lads in Lincoin-green doublets hard upon

their heels, and, tossing his sword aside, ran }

with incredible swiftness towards the postern
that gave on to the river bank. Montlue was
not three strides behind him, and in another
moment would have been in safety: but John,
thinking of nothing but his own gkin, darted
through the door, banged it to, and locked
it, on the outside.

“Black-hearted
Montluc.
perilled my life?”

And, turning round, possessed with a sud-
den” fury, he saw the crowd open, and three
horsemen bound under the gateway, swinging
their long swords in the air.

At that moment the gate broke down.

¥or an instant Raoul de Montlue, grasping

hound!” cried Raoul

his long, two-handed weapon, paused irreso-

~
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lute, and the next moment he ran swiftly
inte the throng, singling out the tall,
mounted figure with the white crossz gleaming
on the red silk surcoat. Could he but sla
the King all would yet be well with him, and
coming behind the unsuspecting Lion Heart,
he slung his weapon back for the deadly
slash,

It all happened in a moment of fime,
but Guy FitzHugh’s quick eye saw the King's
dant;r,rer, and he darted like lightning to the
spot.

. The sun gleamed on his blade; one swish-
in2 circie it made in the morning air, and,
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A Fortune at Stake!’’—sce this week's *Gem "'}

he hath wronged me, I must not forget that
he is my father’s son!" E

The Last Scens of All!

BOUT the middle of the afternoon
there came a cloud of dust along
the rcad that led from the north,
and two travellers, attended by

twenty mounted menr, reined up in some
surprise before the Bishop's Gate.

“How now?” cried the Baron of Bolling-
wood, at length recovered from his huris.
“Why do the scurvy citizens close their
portu{ at this unwonted hour?”

“'Tis strange!” muttered his companion,
who was none other than Abbot Anselm of
Merly. “Methinks, too, that the distant
clamour of shouting falls upon mine ear.”

The news. of the King's return had not as
yet spread beyond the City walls; but keen
eyes watched the approach of the baron and
his brother, for behind the gate stood a
group of the cutlaws on guard, with Friar
Tuck at their head.

“Good luck!” exclaimed the . friar.
“Could anything be more fortunate? Here
come two pretty rascals whom we will
straightway carry before the King!”

The baren, who earried a light boar-spear
in his hand, beat upen the gate with it,
and shouted haughtily for them to open.
And as it flung wide he touched his horse
with his spur, the abbot following on his
sleek mule. But ere the escort could enter,
the gate was closed in their faces, and baron
and abbot found .themselves suddenly sur-
rounded by the lads in Lincoln green; while
Friar Tuck, with a huge smile upon his
face, made mock obeisance to them.

“Thrice welcome, father,” said Friar Tuck
to the abbot. “The King is even mow m
his council-chamber, dealing out justice and
mercy to friends and foes alike. You are
just in time!”

And in the twinkle of an eye the baron
was disarmed of sword and spear.

In the council-chamber of the Tower
Richard Lion Heart sat in a large, carved
chair, his brow darkening as he listened to
Sweyne the Harper, who drew forth paper
after paper from his leather wallet, and
unfolded the tale of treason and treachery
that he had unearthed.

It was a gay group that surrounded the
King. Robin Hood, leaning on his bow, a
magnificent figure in his forester’s garb,
with a guard of thirty merry men behind
him. Robert of Rouen stood close by, con-
versing in an undertone with Sir Oliver of
Honfleur, an old comrade of the French
wars; and beside them Guy, still in his
minstrel garb of red and yellow, whispering
to pretty Isobel, who looked at him with
the lovelight shiuing in her great eyes.

The clamour of the delighted -citizeas
outside rese like the distant humming of
bees.

Suddenly the heavy tread of feet re-
sounded on the staircase without, and
through the open doorway strode the Baron
of Bollingwood, a brilliant figure, with the
bright yellow surccat and its black heart
covering his shirt of mail. Aud beside him,
strangely alike in face and form, save for
the abbot’s robe he wore, came his brother,
Anselm of Merly.

Filling the doorway stood Friar Tuck, a
huge grin of delight on his broad face, and
over his shoulders peeped half a score of
lads in Lincoln green.

King Richard sprang from his chair and
stood erect, and though the abbot stole a
quick glance at the assembly there—a
glance that chilled him to the very soul, the
baron’s eyes were fixed on those of the
King, held and fascinated by the red anger
that smouldered in them.

The words of false greeting with which he
had hoped to retrieve the position died away
upon his lips unsaid, and for a moment King
and traitor gazed into each other’s eyes.

“Pid I not say that my liege man of
Bollingwood would be among the first to
welcome me?” said Richard; but the sharp

Robin Hood clasped Guy’s outstretched
hands. * Good-bys, Quy !” he said, a
little hoarsely. ‘‘ it is best that you
shouid leave us now that you are a great
knight. We are f:z: Sherwood, whilst
you, you return your old home.
Good-bye !’ (See page 25.)

irony that underlay his words sent the blood
surging back to the black heart of
Bollingwood.

His mouth opened and shut, but no sound
came from it, and then, as his brother
plucked him by the sleeve, he saw the face
of Robin Hood, the outlaw, and Sweyne the
Harper, and Guy of the Greenwood, and the

1

proud baron knew that his time had come.

n !’ _Next Week !
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# My liege,” he eried, dropping on his. knee,
“to none other in the world but thyself
would I bend. But what is this I read in
your face and in your voice? And why have
I been scized at the gate of the city and
dragged here ignominiously, the sport of a
seurvy crowd?”

There was a pause.

“How now, Sir Humphrey of Bollingwood?”
said the King sternly. “When I departed
for the Holy Land I left in your charge a
boy, a son of one of my oldest and worthiest
hl'i_en‘ds. Give an account of your steward-
ship !”

“My liege—-" began the baron.

But the abbot sprang forward, laying a
Band on his brother’s shouider.

“Sire,” he cried, “you have been misled
by lies and calumnies! There stands the
lad of whom you speak, and X, Anselm,
Abbot of Merly, tell you that no falser or
more unworthy scion ever disgraced a noble
name!”

The King threw back his head and laughed
aloud, as Guy’s eyes flashed and his fists
¢lenched.

“Father Abbot,” said the King, reaching
his hand across the table and gathering a
sheaf of papers, “knowest thou this—and
this—and this? fUa, mark ye, my lords, how
the knave quails! But enough! Robin
Fitz0oth, seize those men and carry them
to the dungeons, and to-morrow they die!”

To the surprise of all present, save only
the ancient harper, Isobel glided forward
to the foot of the King’s chair, and, streteh-
ing out her shapely arms, cried, in a tremu-
lous voice:

“ A boon—a boon, my liege! Merey for Sir
Humphrey de Brionne!”

“How now? 'What is this?” said the
King, looking at the sweet face, framed by
the scarlet whimple that had fallen baek
from her shoulders. “Why elaim you mercy,

little one, for the greatest traitor in my
realm?”
“Because,” faltered Isohel, the ecclour

ecoming and going, “though he he a traitor
and ernel man, still, he is my father!”

A murmur of astonishment ran round the
assembly, and no man was more astonished
than Sir Humphrey himself; but, looking at
her, his eye fell on a cross of gold, with a
large ruby in the centre of it, that now
bhung suspended by a silver chain from the
girl’s neck.

“Where did you get that?” he exclaimed,
painting to the trinket

“From the hand of her dead mother,” said
Sweyne the Harper, stepping forward: “t{he
wife who fied from your brutality, leaving
hier child in my care.” &

“Be silent, Humplirey de Brionne,” said

Richard. “Remorse is added to thy punish-
ment! Stand forward, Sir Guy FitzHugh!

All' who are here pay heced to my words,
gentle and- simple alike. I spare thy life,
Sir Humphrey de Brioune, for the sake of
the sweet maid who asks it, but your title
I give to the lad you wronged so deeply;
and, lest I should seem to take away from
Mistress Isobel .what chould be hers by
right, in a twelvemonth and a day our good
archbishop shall join their hands in wedlock,
and they are both willing.” -

A tremendous shout went -up from the
outlaws; and, stepping forward, Guy took
Isobel’s trembling hand in his and raised it
reverently to his lips.

“As for the monk,” continued the Xing,
with a withering glance of scorn at Anselm,
who had fallen upon his* knees, “the same
boat that earries thy brother from England’s
shore shall bear thee also, and thy lands
shall bhe given to the White Abbot of
Epworth, a worthy man and true. Now,
begone to banishment !

And, without another word, the two
brothers went swiftly from the couneil-
chamber, ruined and broken men, yeb

-’t.hankful enough to have escaped with their
ives.

Robert of Rouen, who had already enrolled
himself under Richard’s banmer, was the
first hand to grasp that of Guy, and his
the first rough, soldierly words of con-
gratulation.

By this time, thanks to the messengers
that Robin Hood had despatched, loyal
knights and nobles were speeding towards
the Tower of London, and ere anctber sun
should rise John's followers would be fled
or flying. Baron, squire, and kitight of the
shire alrcady thronged its stone staircase,
and threatened to crowd the council-
chamber to overflowing.

CHARQING THE QATES OF THE TOWER!
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Friar Tuck pointed to the gateway.
* On—on, my lads ; in five minutes

“ Down with the tyrant !’ he yelled,
the foriress will be ours ! With a

tremendous shout, the citizens followed him, and hurled themselves against
the wooden barricade.

(See this page.)

“ By my halidame,” said Robin Hood to
Little John, “I fear me that some of the
King’s friends may prove to he our enemies,
and I shall not be s¢ to exchange these
stone walls for the free air again.
Evea as he spoke Richard turned towards
hinz.

“And now, good Robin FitzOoth,” cried
the King, *“befors this goodly assembly I
thank thee from my heart for the help thou
hast given me. « ak up, man, and tell me
how I can reward your valiant services!”

“My liege,” said Robin, stepping forward,
“the Earldom of Huntingdon is mine by
right 7

But the words provoked an instant storm
of .disapproval. from the barons and squires
and knights of the shires, and - a cry of
“QOutlaw!” rent the air. £

“It grieves me sore that your request
must go ungranted,” said the King., “Ask
me something else that I may give without
offence to these brave gentlemen.”

Robin looked found the throng and
laughed aloud, seeing here a fat. abbot
whose mnioney-hags he had plundered, and
there some petty tyrant whom he had

punished in his rough-and-ready way.

“My lege, the only other beon I erave
is on2 that will please this company, since
it will rid them of my distasteful presence.
Outlaws we are and outlaws we must remain,
though for. loyalty to your persen we will
not yield an inch to belted earl or shaven
abbot !” 3

And, bowing his bead, Robin made a
signal to his men, whereat the crowd of

courtiers opened, leaving a passage-way
clear to the door at the bottom of the
council-chamber.

There was keen sorrow in the King's face
and admiration in his eye as it rested on
the stalwart figure of the great outlaw.

“Well, Robin FitzOoth. speak! And what-
ever ‘tis 'you ask, Richard of FEngland
grants it!” 5

“It is but leave %o pass, I and my
followers, unmolested through the City gates
and for one league beyond.”

“’Tis but little enough,” said the XKing.

art toa
your

Thou
stand aloof from

“But we shall meet again.
brave a man to
sovereign !”

And, stretehing forth his band, the Xing
took Robin’s in his grasp. As the forester
turned away, with a strange smile, Guy
came forward quickly.

“Heaven bless thee, lad!”
law, wringing his hand.

“ien one by ome the lads in Linecln greenm
filed after their master, each one clasping
hands with the young baron and doffing
his cap to blushing Tsobel.

Allan-a-Dale was the last to come forward.

“Farewell, Allan-a-Dale!” said Guy., *“You
and 1 shall meet again!”

For a moment the young cutlaw stood in
the doorway: then he waved his hand, and
the curtain eclosed wpon him.

THE END.

said the ouf-

(Now turn to page 26.)

THE “MAGRET” LIMERICK
COMPETITION !

Full particulars of this Topping
Competition will be found in thiz
weeli’s iscue of the *‘Magnet ' :
Buy a copy and enter to-day!

THE “ MAGNET” LIMERICK
‘COUPON, No. 13.

A footpad, in menaeing manner,

Ordered Bunter to give him a tanner.
William George, though a funk,
Resolved not to bunk—

THIS EXAMPLE WILL HELP YOU:
So he screwed wup his pluchk—with e

Spanner!
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Another Masterpiece by a world-famous

author :—MORTON PIKE.

“The LEAGUE of SEVEN!”

The Greatest Tale of the Age.

[ogwe od o BN

You hav: Read **The Outlaw King!"’—

Lo v oe o o

QOur HMHew Serial

is Even Greater.

Pogdodosos oo

The World will be Thrilled by the finest adven~

ture story that has ever been

pennad.

NN

THE MONMOUTH REBELLION,

in the wonderfully dramatic style of a
master writer.

UR new serial can be relied upon to
grip the attention of all * Popular ”’
readers. It tramsports us back into
the days of 1685. It was in that

year that King James the Second came to
the throne, and in that same twelve-month,
too, that his nephew, the Duke of Mon-
mouth, landed at Lyme, in Dorsetshire, with
only about a hundred followers, and raised
his flag of revolt against his uncle.

But the great story, ‘The League of
Seven!” has less to do with the gay and
debonair Monmouth than with young
Trevor, The duke thought he had the king-
dom for the asking, and a few fights between
the western seaboard and London. 8o it
might have been if he had had as followers
more fellows of the cut of young Trevor,
tite hero of our story, and Lavender, and
their immediate friends.

1 can honestly say that there is not a
line of the story which does not merit close
attention. The brilliant author shows us
the working of this mysterious Ileague.
Not all the members were true men, true
to the cause they had espoused, but the
leading characters are seen plotting. fighting,
prepared to lay down their h‘.ea for what
they thought was the right.

One more word about the gallant Duke of
Monmouth, and then I must pass on to the
details of the new serial, which will make
a fresh record for the good old “ Popular.”
There was some reason for the false im-
pression under which he laboured, for he had
heard much during his wanderings in France
and Holland of the rank unpopularity. of the
bigoted James. Moreover, at Lyme he was
given a princely reception, and the men of
Dorset and old Somersetshire extended right

royal honours to the newcomer. A lot of
the geniry were for him, too, but, be it
Tue Porvran.—No. 233

Drop a Line to Your Editor !

noted, that some of the most loyal sup-
porters "of the man who would be king were
trom the plough, the fishing fleets, and the
workshops. These stout-hearted fellows
knew little of politics, and cared less, but
they knew a man when they saw one, and
the duke struck their fancy as a soldier,
and not an aristocrat on stilts, who was too
big for his boots. And these fine chaps
proved their worth, and died by the hun-
dred for the prince who thought he had a
fighting chance of the crown.

But it is this LEAGUE—The LEAGUE OF
SEVEN—which dominates this wonderful
story. Its mysterious influence is felt far
and wide. Its ramifications are tremendous.
The whole country is astir, and uneasy
because of something which is passing
behind the ordinary events of the day.
Nobody understands it, but there is immense
disquiet on account of the LEAGUE OF
SEVEN. ts power is known to be
enornious. When it acts, its movements are
“dramatic and unerring. It does net fail.
Keep your eyc on the LEAGUE which works
in the dark. Its enemies never realised their
peril until the blow feil. The LEAGUE
worked mysteriously, and its methods struck
terror to the heart.

And now, how was it that young Trevor
got caught up in the meshes of the LEAGUE
O SEVEN? That you will see in due
course, and the chronicle of it wiil fascinate
everybody.

Trevor was on his way to join the body-
guards of King James, in - London, and
chance throws him in the way of certain
gentlemen around whom there is much
mystery. Later Trevot comes to understand
something about th¢ LEAGUE. Circum-
stances draw him into its ranks.

The story opens up vistas of bravery and
romance second to none in the history of

!

told

All your favouritz characters again next week!

the old country. We see Trevor and Captain
Lavender fighting shoulder to shoulder in
all the skirmishes, and pitched battles which
preceded the sweeping defeat, the grim
tragedy of Sedgmoor, when the Duke of
Monmouth was made prisoner and carried off
to London, to meet his death at the hands
of the headsman on Tower Hill.

Sedgmoor would never have been had
Monmouth listened to sage counsel. He
wasted priceless time in being proclaimed
in town after town on the march east.
These delays enabled James’ generals to
get their forces together. Then there were
fraitors in the camp, as there must be.
Trevor, in our story, is seen with his de-
voted. comrades blottmg out the errors of
others, and struggling, up to the eleventh
hour, to save the duke. Tt was not the
chief members of the LEAGUE OF SEVE
who failed, but the few odd shilly- sh«ulv
fellows who wavered, and shrank from the
dread ordeal. .

Trevor and the other members of the
league are up to any ruse de guerre.
Watch them outwitting the haughty leaders
of the other side. See them in that breath-
less chase through the streets of old-time
London. And again you have them as men—
men who do not know when they are beaten,
splendid adventurers and S'mr‘osmen wiio
meet life gaily and nnﬁinchingly.

It was a tragic summer, that of 1G85,
The Monmouth rising lasted something under
o month—the weeks of sunshine between
June and July. The scarlet poppies of the
West Country fields marked the resting-
places of the fine fellows who went down.

Of course, in this appealing yarn we find
Judge Jefireys, the brute in ermine, who
visited with savage ferocity the crime of
rebellion. He was a pest who met his
deserts. As for Monmouth—he came over
the seas to win a throne, and he lost. I%
i3 all, or nothing, as here.

Read this story. You will be thrilled, and
it will make you think even more than
before of Old England, even of those who
made mistakes. For the man who never
rx}iikes mistakes never makes anything at
all.

THE RESULT OF

“ SURREY " CRICKET
COMPETITION.

In this competition no competitor sent in
a correct solution of the pictures. The first
prize of £5 has therefore been awarded to
the following competitor, whose solution con-
tained one error:

GEO. CHAMBERS,
172, Dover Road,
Folkestone.

The second prize of £2 10s. has been
divided between the foilowing two com-
‘petitors, wicse solutions contained two
errors each:

The

Walter Simmons, St. Catherine's, Fresh-
water Bay, Isle of ng t.
sotin  Hogben, 385, Bournemouth Road,

Folkestone.

Ten competitors, with three errors each,
are awarded the ten prizes of 5s. each

Margaret Kirkham, 48, Kenilworth Road,
Wallasey ; William Dinnis, 19, West Terrace,
Bomarsun, Stakeford, Northumberiand; W.
Sidwell, 15, Broadmead Rpad, Folkestone;
Frances Morton, 7, Eyre Street, Pallion,
Sunderland; F. Bissell, 11, Gt. Sloop Street,
Barrow-in-Furness; Rose Cooper, Ivy Cot-
tage, Wordsley Green, Wordsley, Stour-
bridge; Albert Woodcock, 9, Warton Terrace,

Bootle, Liverpcol; Vincent Hilling, 4, st
Albans Road, Treherbert, Glam; A
Fowler, 17, Syr David’s Avenue, Cardx‘f

J. Board; Dowell Street, Honiton, Devon.

SOLUTION.

The qurrev County Cricket Club com-
menced in 1846, but the county had played
matches nearly a hundred years earlier.
Surrey shares with Yorkshire and Notts the
distinction of having gained the champion-
ship eleven times. At present the Oval team
is a very strong one, with such men as
IPender, grea’c hitter and versatile bowler,
1lobbs, the globe's most renowned bltsman,
ete.

He’s Your Pall



Big Cash Prizes again next week—a topping chance for you! n

A : Word With Your Editor.

(Continued from previous page.)
GREYFRIARS :
* HARRY WHARTON & CO, IN FRANCE.”
Next week’s monster programme is crammed with special attrac-
tions. I am offering four magnificent school stories. The firss

deals with schocl life abroad. Harry Wharton & Co., the best |

known characters in fiction of the day, go to France. Why they
go, and what comes of it, you will see next Tuesday. The Bounder
takes 2 hand in the adventure. Peter Hazeldene is also on the
stage, and Peter plunges head-over-heels into a mest astounding
drama, which bears a strong resemblance to a tragedy. You will
gay this yarn is as big a thing as we have ever had.
CEDAR CREEK.
“ BOUND BY A PROMISE.”

Here we have No. 2 of the complete stories of scheol life,
It is another chapter in the life of the Backwoods chums. You
get a glimpse of scheoldays far away in the wilds. Frank
Riehards & Co. are met with in a thrilling adventure. These Cedar
Creek tales are outstanding—full of sensation, and with a plentiful
dasii of humour. Just make a note of it that they are the oanly
yarns of the kind on the market; next week’s issue of the
“ Popular *’ contains a brilliant example of the grand series.

ROOKWOOD :
 MORNY SHOWS HIS HAND.”

Next Tuesday’s Rockwood story is of adventure at the schosl.
The new Form leader starts his campaign against the blades of
Rookwood who smoke in open defiance of the regulations,
Valentine Mornington, since his elevation to his present position,
has been something of a dark horse. Well, the dark horse rums
a fine race this time. The delinquents are taught a lesson they
are not likely to forget. There is a lot more in this amazing

yarn, and I should not dream of anticipating the interest, even
if space permitted. It hums with excitement, and Igaves yat
wanting more, which, after all, is the best proof of the right-down
excellence of any story ever written. Keep your eyes-on Morning-
ton. Sometimes this character may have caused some slight dis-
appointment. It will ot be so next- week, I promise you. Morn-
ington is a deep-thinking, most sincere chap, and not one to ride
the high horse without good cauze. But, of course, he, like others,
is afilicted by weak moments. It takes a very sterling fellow te
maintain his popularity, and his authority at the same time,
That's where strength of character comes in.
ST, JIvi’'S:
¢ THE OLD MAN OF THE MILL”Y

Our fourth splendid school story for Tuesday is a mystery one.
You ave never likely to meet a grippier mystery tale than this.
It is eerie and appealing, and you get the uncanny impression of
something terrible in the wind. Tt is as though a frightful tragedy
were being enacted the other side of a curtain which could not
be drawn aside. What of those eight juniors who slip out of St.
Jim’s in the dim watches of the night? Only two come back! I
can recommend this vivid yarn with its curious undercurrent, and
positively weird suggestiveness.

“ BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.”

The supplement next week is a real winner., The plump editor
has laid himself out to score a signal success, and his funniosities
are jollier and more eaptivating than ever. I know you always
read the wisdom of Bunter. There ought to be a hook containing
the sage remarks of the Owl, but though that is for the present
impossible, you can have the whipped cream of his observations
week in, week out in the good old ‘‘ Popular.”

Pour Editor.

Hit out for Yourselves

Bright ambitious boys are wanted who
can hit out for themselves and earn
good pocket-money and valuable prizes
in their spare time, Write without
delay to:

THE VCCATIONAL DIVISION (1)

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, &
%LACKF RIARS,LONDON,E.C.4

Voc. 6—

Bellows, 10 Keys, etc. Grand Crgan Tone.
Sent by Return Post, to approved orders, for 1/«
Deposit and 1/3 Postage, and promise to send 2/«
fortnightiy till 15/-3in all is paid. 2/- TUTOR
FREE. Cash Price, 12/6, Post Free (Elsewhers
Dcuble). Delight or Money Back. FRED—
Grand Illustrated Catalogue Post Froe. Big
Bargains, 7d4. to 77/6, Cash or 1/ Week.
Accordeons, 12/8 to 42/-, Gramophones, 38/8
o 77/8. Clocks, 4/8 to 55/-. Watches, 5/
to 79/-. Jewcllary, Novelties, Toys,

PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept, 94,
HASTINGS. (Established 34 Years.)

3!3@

Fine New Mcdel Accordeon, i0 X 103 X 5i.
: 1/2=PR[CE Piano- Finished. Metal- Bound 9- Foid Strons

Dl T p

EFOREBIECHN ST ANETS
All Genuine Varieties. Price
W. &, White, &5, Dudley Road, LYE, Stourbridge.

isallyou pay forour No, 4¢0Alady’s
Mead “ Marvel ’'—

offered on
Built

or gentleman’

the finest cycles e
suchexceptionallyeas
to stand hard wear,
; Tichly enamelled, ex-
ely lined in two colours.
Sent packed free, carriage paid on
15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
ullywarranted. Promptdelivery.
7 refunded if dissatisfled.
bargaing in slightly factory #
soiled mounts:  Tyres andf
Accessories 33%19% below ' shop &
prices. .Buy direct from the §
Jactory and save pounds.

{{ How a seven-year-cld MEAD

which had traversed 75,000 miles,

s up-to-date machines and

for free copv—brimful cf in-J§
formation about bicycles and {§
contains gigantic photo.
graphseofourlatest mode!
MEADGCYCLEGO.(Ing
(Dept. B797)
Birmingham

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success: Let the Girvan System increase
your height, - Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

“WARRIOR" PACKET, FREE I Soves fiamee. G
cludes set 7 Belgian, King Albert in uniform. Send 1id. postage.—:
STOCKTON & CO. (Depb. A), Westcliff-on-Sea. =

CAMERAS

Wonderful s 7
Bargains 10N 8/6
Keep a record of your Good Times:
for 1llustrated Catalogue.

: Post Free. FORD'S (Dept. C.A.P),
12, Red Liop Square, London, W.0.1.

OURS for g®p.

This handsome full-sized Gent's Lever Watch
gent upon receipt of 8d. After approval
send 1/- more, the balance may then ba
\\ paid by 6 monthly instelments of
o /- each. Guaranteed b years.  Chain
Tree with every iwateh. Ladies’ or
Gent's Wrist Watches in stock

Send

$ on same ferma
Casla roturned in full if dissatisfied. gend 64, nowem )

/ SEIMPPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dent. 122}
$4, Queen's Road., Brighton. Sussax.
Tue Porunsr.—No. 233.
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presenting Kern Gunten with this rifle, and
I truat Bless my soul! W hat—what
is—"

Bob Lawless, unable to restram his wrath
and disgust, rushed forward.

Gunten seemed to shrink a size smaller as
the wrathful Bob rushed up to the master’s
desk, his-face ablaze.

There was an angry exclamation from Old
Man Gunten.

‘“ Stand back, Lawless!”

‘An excited murmur rese.

¢ It’s not true!” roared Bob Lawless. © If
Guntén told them that at Silver Creek he
told them lies! It was Frank Richards who
chipped in and drove off the road-agents;
and he’s here to prove it!”

“ What?"” thundered Mr. Peckover,

‘“Boy! How dare you"‘ shrieked Old Man
Gunten furiously.

Bobh's eyes blazed at the miserable hero
of Hillerest.

“I'm telling the truth!” he shouted.
‘“ Frank Richards did it, and he can tell you
so himself! He's here! Come and tell them,
Franky!” ;

The murmur grew to a roar.

This was news to Hillerest, and, knowing
Gunten as they did, they believed it much
more easily than they had believed the story
of Gunten’s heroism.

¢ So that's it!” chuckled Dicky Bird., I
knew it was fishy! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Come and tell them, Franky!” roaredl

Bob Lawless, ‘ Come and show up that
iying skunk!”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Peckover's eyes met Mr. Gunten’s.

Probably both of them realised.that the
indignant Bob was stating the facts. But

THE *“POPULAR' —Every Tuesday.

if they did they certainly did no(; mtena
to acknowledge it.

Mr. Gunten strode forward.

‘“ Leave this school!” he thuudered “ Qut-
side at once! How dare you make .a dis-
turbance here? Go! Peckover, have fthem
put out if they will not go!”

“Oh, we'll go fast enough!” said Bob
disdainfully. *“*I've told you the truth!
Look at the worm, and you can see whether
he was lying!”

“Put them out!” roared Mr. Gunten.
“ Boys of Hillerest, will you :,ce your head-
miaster insulted? Put them ot

The Hillerest fellows probably did not
care much for their respected headmaster,
but they were ready for a row with (zdwr
Creek, a.nvhow.

There was a rush and a scuffle, 4

Dicky Bird and Fisher, however, escorted
Molly and Kate with great pohtemss from
the school-room.

“Ta-ta, you fellows!” sang oub chkv
Bnd as the Cedar C(reek party mounted.

‘' We know it's true, Lawless—ha, ha! Old
Man Gunten won't own it, but we i\now’
We'll take ten cents for our hero!™

% Ha, ha, ha!t™ .

Trank Richards & Co. rode away, wmost
of them laughing, but Bob still indignant.

Dicky Bird and the rest returned to the
school-room for the conclusion of the some-
what impaired ceremouy in recognition of
the no longer admired hero of Hillcrest.

THE END.
(You simply must not miss next week's

roaring backwoods %iory,” ‘‘Bound by .a
Promise?” Ii’s the real goods!)

An asbsolutely FREE Gift of
& Solld Sllver Engligh Hall-
marked Double Curb Albert,
aitached, given EE
with every Watch.

SPECIFICATION: Gent's Full-size Keyless
Lever Watch, improved action; fitted
patent recoil click, preventing breakage

of mainspring by overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARRANTY

Sent on receipt of 3d

w deposit; after appro-

val, send1/9more. The balance
may then be paid by 9 monthly
payments of 2/~ each. Cash
refunded in full if dissatisfied.
Send 3d. now to

J. A, DAVIS & C0.

{Bept, 87), 28 Denmark Hill,
_London, S.E. 6.

Fre

with Seal
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HEIGHT INCREASED 5 Complete ==
.IN 30 DAYS. / Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. NoDietins The Melvin Strong Syatem
NEVER FAILS. Full particulars and Testimonials, stamp.—
AMelvin Stronz. i4d. {Dept. 8.), 10, Ludgata Hill, London, Eng.

27/ . GCOMPLETE WIRELESS SET! Sv6
SATISFACTION OR MONEY RETURNED. —Complete Cabinet
Receiving Set. Crystal Receiver, 4,000 Ohms, Phones, Aerial, Insulators,
and Load-in Wire, 37/6. ostage ofc., 1/6. OTHER CHEAP LINES. Set of
Parts’for makmg ‘Shock Coil, 1/8; Bat tery Parts, 1/- Post 2d.; Electre
Maguet, 6d., Post 1id.; Electrical Expsriments, 2/3 Complete Electric
ng!\b.ﬁntﬂ 3/9. Post 4d. each.  Ilustrated Cutalognes 3d., POST FREE.

CO 61, AP, Lichfield Rd., Aston.BIBMINGHAH ENG. -

Worth of Cheap Job Photographic Material, Oambras, &c.
£2,000 2t Once for, QATALOGUE -

TALOGUE AND SAMPLES, FB"E -~
EAGKHTTS WORKS. JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL, E.

“1,008” FREE PACKET It ks Qrily Sume Yorns

tamps, Yours [—if you ask for famous a.pproval 4 P.0O. will do.~
GBAVI"S & CO. (“D"), 66, Cambridge Road, Seaforth, LIVERPOOL.

a;./r\(,
YOHI‘S for N
The **Big Ben' Heyless Lever Watchon = o
THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS sver

_put before the British Public by one of

: LONDON'S OLDEST~ESTABLISHED
MAIL ORDER HOUSES.

SPLENDID FOUNTAIN PEN

As a big advertisement for our new “GLIDER"
Fountain Pen we have decided to give away
5,000 pens, value 2/6 each, to customers.
Send only 1/- P.O. (and postage 11d.) and in return we will
send you this splendid British made Fountain Pen with 14K,
gold plated nib, value 2/6, and present you mth a strong

nickel plated pocket clip Absolutely FREE.

At the same tlme we will give you full particulazs of our "rc:\t offcr,
which is open fo every customer, of a magnificent

“GLIDER” PEN FREE OF ALL CHARGE

Send your order and 1/- P.O.with 1}d, stamp for postage at once to
Comrex Co., 151, Fieet Street, London, E.C.4.

CAMERAS 2/6 Each

Fitted with Double Convex Lens and Self-Actin
Shutter. Complete with Plates, Chemicals, an

lnshuctlons.
EVERY CAMERA GUARANTEED.
* The ‘?cout' takea Plates 247 X 2%, 2/6,

0st free.

“ The Empire,” 3" X 24", 3/6, post fres.

“The Sunbeam,’” }-Plate Size, 5f post frea.

Pa"kcﬁs of Plates and Chemicals for any of
0V

Small .
Large . 2

Automatw Repeater Pea Pistols.
Ai {llustrated, 25 Shot, complete with Aminunition, 2/6.
No. 2. Smaller Pattern; will take 12 Shots, 1/6, post fres.-
NEW OATALOGUE—CAMERAS, MECHANTOAL MODELS,
etc.—sent on recmpc of stamp.

BENNETT BROS., 5 Thecbald’s Rd., Holborn, London, W.C.

STAMP COLLECTOR’S OUTFIT -FREE !

As advertisement I will send splendid outfits, contalning Vest Pookat

wWallet with 8 linen strip pockets, 1 Perforation Gauge, 2060 Mounts,

6 Transparent Envelopes, and one set 6 Azerbaidian (Pictorial),

to all who send 3d mr post and packing and ask to see Approvals. z
TOR BANCROFT, MATLOCE.

A NEw SUlT Raincoat, Costume, Oycles, Cutlery, Watchos,
9 Gold Rings, or Boots on Easy Terms from &/-

tht Write for (‘ata,loguo and FPI}E Patterns.
monmgs TERS, LTD., 6, HOPE' STORES, RYE, SUSSEX.

% 156 . post free.

Alf applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, EiCids -

’
¥
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