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Fortune is a
¢ Harmsworth's
2 the first
be on sale
1t would be a
f 1 dailed to tell all
> “Popular ” of this won-
derful |opportu ~fet Part 1 and see
for yourselves ¢ vahlie of the new work.
yelopedia ” telis every boy or young
is starting in life just $he things
to know. It is a regular “ getting
there ” book, crammed with priceless in-
formation and sound adyiee.
The road to fortune 16§ before you, and
a few words of advice is a tremendous help.
This hook cap act as a guiding light to you
“—a star to lead you to success. This im-

part of
January
.

my chums o

portant hich has been . written
by Cabi i reasury officiais, and
some of the greatest business men of the
~ day; co ] and complete in-

formation on every
commerce. It is to be issued in fortmightly
parts at 1/3 per part. For just 1d. per day
the finest possible infermation is available
to everyone who possesses ambition to sue-
ceed in| the world. It is a thousand text-
books in one. It will not only help you to
hold down your job, but makes it possible for
you to succeed to betier positions until you
reach the top of the tree. Part 1 will be
on sale Thursday, January 15th, and can be
obtained from any newsagent or bookseller.

You will regret it all your life if you
miss this wonderful work, for never has there
been such a splendid opportunity of reading
a guide to sueccess.

NEXT WEEK’S BILL.

Kindly note that I am npot referring to
an individual whose name happens to be
Bill. 14 is a right googd name, and is being
done justice to by lots of fine fellow But
here 1 merely meant to deal with our coming
programme. It is full of grand features—com-
plete stories, a thrilling serial, and ** Bunter’s
Weekly »’—bright, brainy, and brilliant.

“FOWR TO THE RESCUE!”
By Martin Clifford.

Qur §
first and foremost with Parker. Parker is
the new boy whose appearance at 8t. Jim’s has
produced no end of talk—and a lot besides
talk, to boot. The stranger is -a bit of a
mystery to everybody, and any fetow who
gets that kind of netoriety pretty well in-
evitably finds himself cut offi and left alone.
As a rule, people are too busy speculating
~about him to make friends. But there are
glorious exceptions as liere. Parker meets
with an adventure fraught with deadly peril,
and in his hour of stress- Tom Merry & Co.
prove their mettle in game fashion. 7

SCLYNCH LAW!?

A fine story this of Frank Richards & Co.
aft—or, rather, of Cedar Creek, For the fact
of the matter is the scene passes some way
up-country in the remote wilds where the
methods of Judge Lyneh prevail, and the
“rough-necks ” of Thompson Valley carry on
with the worst traditions of their kind.
Hopking is to be cleared out of his clearing
by foreé of arms.

shape of & smart little rescue-party of Cedar
Creek chums..  They are fellows who will
stand no monsenyse when it is a question of
seeing 4 comrade out of a mess.
“KNOWLES TOES THE LINE!"
. By OGwen Congquest.
Eookwood’s “Down with Bullies League >
goes apace. Tu next Tuesday's issue of the
“ Popular ”? we see some very pleasing things
happen, It is this way. Knowles carves
neither wo pins or less for the seeret society.
He is something of -a eoward, really, but
arrogance enables him to flout the well-mean-
ing Rookwood crusaders. Now, as to bully-
ing, it is not correet, as was said the other
Tue Poprrar.—No. 313,

imeh of business and.

: Jim"s‘yam for the next issue deals |

| Matbers are a tight pinch-
with the Cockney, when help arrives in the |

OUR EDITOR

day, that it is impossible to bully people
who count. It is quite ‘possible for a large-
sized tyrant of a superior Form 1o come
down heavy on a small fag who stands alone.
The professional bully always chooses small
game. Then he Lkuows he is safe. This
ignoble spirit the Rookwood Secret Society
was out to crush for good and all. How is
it mangged? See next’s week’s * Popular.”

“OHUMS DIVIDED !>

‘ By Frank Richards.

The Greyfriars story in our next shows
Harry Wharton in a new light. Readers who
have written to me of late saying that Harry
Wharton is too good should make a speecial
note of this yarn. Let me draw their atten-
tion to the action of the Remove skipper.
He goes off the deep end. Goaded to rage
by eertain circumstances which I shalf not
go into, Harry Wharton acts hastily, and his
burst of temper brings down the resentment
of the whole Form.
the best fellows can make mistakes. The
juttior captain falls out with pretty well all
his chums, including Frank Nugdent, and
there is a lamentable split in the “Co.”

The tale just shows how

“BILLY BUNTER’'S WEEKLY.?
In addition to all the fine stories
enumerated above, there will be a capital
edition of “Bunter’s Weekly.”” This is so
very special that it takes by rights a line
to itself. :
A COOKERY NUNMBEER.
Bunter is par excellence a cook. See him
attending to the succulent sausage over the
study fire. He understands the chef business.
1t he grew up he would be a cordon bleu,
as the top-line cook gets called the other
side of the *sic transit 2 where Gay Paree
lies: Bunber e¢an prepare a bivouac stew out
of the most unpromising materials. He is
geod at rabbits—Welsh and otherwise. In
these cires it was natural it should occur to
him to turn out a special Supplement devoted
to the art, eraft, and mystery of the cock’s
calling. 1In the matter of soup Bunter has
always exeeBed, possibly for the reason that
he has so very frequently been in the sonp.
I know the new issue of the celebrated
“ Weekly » will be received with cheers. To
do real and becoming honour to the occasion
there ought to have been a picture showing
the willowy porpoise passing between a
double line of minor cooks with soup-ladles
at the present. Unfortunately; there was no
room for this fine illustration.
“DICK O’ THE HIGHWAY!®
By David Goodwin.

Another rattling instalment of ile s
dealing with the elusive highwayman w
was here to-day -and gone to-morrow.
vas the big problem of the poli in those
ar-away days. Young Dick XNewille iz also
well to the fore,

Dour Editor.
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Grand 20-Page Bock of Stamps of the British Empire siven
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FREE!
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T Tookwood to breakiast.

GREAT REVELATIONS!

3

Rookwood is agog with excitement over the
mystery of the amazing organisation, the

Rookwood Secret Society.

What is this powerful society 2

light is shed on the subject this week !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER
Carthew is Missing !

(43 NYBODY seen Carthew?”
A Jimmy Silver, of the Classical

Fourth, asked that question as he
came at
He smiled as he
and his chums, Lovell and Raby
come, smiled, too.

“Nobody’s seen him yet, I
reraarked Puily of the Fourth.
have come down.”

“He'll miss  his
grinned Loveil.

And the chums of Rookwood chuckled
softly as they joined the ¢rowd going into
the dining-room.

As a rule, Yimmy Silver & Co. weren't
interested in the movements of Carthew of
the Sixth. The less they saw of Mark
Carthew the better they liked it.

But they were interested on this special
morning, and so were some more of+ the

into thé School House

think,”
“He can’t

brekker at this rate!”

Juniors.
Carthew’s name cropped up a good many
times in whispers among the Classical

Fourth juniors; and, what was more sur-
prising, Tommy Dodd & Co. were interested
iu]the same question cver on the Modern
srde.

Carthew, the thost unpopular prefect at

Rookwood, seemed to occupy a great many”

though®y in the Lower School.

Jimmy Silver glanced round as he dropped
into his seat at the Fourth-Form table. His
glance rested on the table where the great
inen of the Sixth sat in state.

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
a; the head of the Sixth-Form table,
one place there was empty. Carthew
not turning up to breakfast.

Jimmy saw the Rookwood captain lean
over and speak to Neville and Jones major,
and guessed that he was inquiring after
Carthew, Neville and Jones major of the
Sixth shook their heads. They didn’t know
where Carthew was, and probably weren’t
interested.

was
and
was

Mr. Bootles, at the head of the Fourth-

Form table, could not help noticing some
upusual animation among his pupils.

Often they glanced-at the door, often at
the Sixth; and there were many whispers,
and a good many smiles.

“You will—ah!—kindly keep a little more
quiet—what, what?” said Mr. Bootles,
gently reproving.

The juniors ceased to whisper.

Some of the Classical Fourth seemed per-
plexed; not all the Form were in the secret,
whatever it was. 5

Those who were in the secrel: were keep-
ing it very dark. When Tubby Muffin whis-
pered a query to Jimmy Silver, desiring to
know what was “on,” Jimmy developed

Who is the chief? Some

The Chief of the
Secret Society !

Another Dramati
Jimmy Silver & Co.,

By Owen Conquest.

(Author of the well-krown tales of Rookwood appear-
ing in the ‘‘ Boys’ Friend ”’ évery week.)
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Ideafness. Wkhen Tubby repeated his query
to Arthur Edward Lovell, that youth
lgruﬂ‘ly told him to go and eat coke. Tubby

Muflin snorted, and devoted himself to
bacon and eggs. Kvidently there was no
enlightenment for Tubby Muffin.

Breakfast finished  without Carthew
arriving, and his absence was by that time
generally observed. It was quite unusual.
So important a person as a prefect of the
Sixth Form could stay out from a meal if
he liked; he was not so amenable to regula-
tions as a junior. But it was certainly very
unusual.

After breakfast Bulkeley started for the
Sixth-Form passage, to give Carthew a look-
in. iCarthew hadn’t been seen that morning
at all, so it could not be supposed that he
had gone ocut and forgotten™ brekker.
Aprarently, he had not risen yet; and to
remain in bed so very late was stretching
even the privileges of a Sixth-Form prefect.

Bulkeley tapped at Carthew’s door and
cpened it.

“Carthew!” he called
“Aren’t you up yet.
time ?”’

Bulkeley gave a jump.

The Sixth Form at Rookwood did not
occupy a dormitory like the smaller fry.
The Sixth-Form studies were bed-rooms at
right. Carfhew's bed was in an alcove,
nicely curtained off. Bulkeley’s glance had
gone towards the bed alcove as he looked in
and spoke; but Carthew was not there.
When he saw where Carthew actually was,
Bulkeley had reason to jump.

The bully of Rookwood was seated in his
armchair.

Blankets were stacked round him,
apparently to keep Lim from catching cold,
for he was in his pyjamas, here and there
a pink stripe of pyjama was revealed among
the lt)lankets. And his face was striped with

aint.

That he was tied to the chair was evident
at a glance.

‘Why he didn’t call out to be released was
also clear. There was a- gag stuffed in his
mouth, and tied. there.

Only his eyes were active.

They glittered at Bulkeley, and spoke
vclumes, though silently. Those glittering
eyes told of the rage that was burning in
the Rookwood bully’s breast, and which had
Leen burning there for quite a long - time.
For many a long hour the Rookwood bully
had had to consume his own smoke, as it
were.

“ Great Scott!” stuttered Bulkeley.

He blinked at his fellow-prefect.

Carthew jerked himself in his chair, and
his eyes were eloguent. Bulkeley under-
stood what he wanted, and- hurried towards
him. 5

into the study.
Don’t you know the

{Copvricht in the United States of Americal)

He pulled away the blankets, took out a
penknife, and cut the prefect loose, and
removed the gag from his mouth.

“What on earth does this
Carthew?” he exclaimed.

“Grooooogh !”

That was Carthew’s first remark,

His mouth was a littie numb.

“Who has done this?” °

“Grr-r-r-rh!” : —

“You must have had a bad time,” said
Bulkeley sympathetically,

* Gug-gug-groogh!”

Carthew ggered out of the chair,

Bulkeley stood watching him, overcome
with astonishment, unable to make head or
tail, so far, of the strange affair.

For a prefect to be tied up in his study
in this fashion was an unprecedented hap-

mean,

pening at Rookwood School.  Bulkeley
simply couldn’t “get on” to it for the
moment. He was dumbfounded.

; "tThose young fiends!” gasped Carthew at
ast.

“Who—what——"

“They came into my rcom last night——>
spluttered Carthew. 2

*“Who did?”

“They did!”

“Who are ‘ they '?”

“ How should 1 know?” hissed Carthew.
“Those young villains who call themselves
the Rookwood Secret Society!”

“Oh!” ejaculated Bulkeley.

“Some of the juniors—I don’t know which.
They had their faces hidden. Half a dozen
of them. The same lot that handled me
in the quad. I suppose, and some more.
I'm going to the Head about this. They

came in and collared me 2L

“Why did you let them?” asked the
captain of Rookwood, rather naturally.

Carthew gave an enraged howl.

“How could I help it—six or seven of
them—"

“You could have shouted out, T suppose?”

“They were going to pinch my nose with
pincers if I called out—"+

Bulkeley gave a slightt shrug of the
shoulders.

All the juniors of Rookwood together
could not have dealt with George Bulkeley
in that style. It was pretty certain that
they would, ncver have thought of trying it.
But then Bulkeley was not a bully, and he
was not what bullies so often are—a funk.
Carthew had apparently been quite an easy
victim of the Rookwood Secret Society.

“I'll make them pay for it!” muttered
Carthew. “I’'m going to the Head about
it! You can laugh, if you like—>

“T'm not Jaughing,” said Bulkeley mildiy.

“I'm going to Dr. Chisholm! We’ll see

TarE Porurar.—No. 313.
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whether a prefect is to be handled in this
way!” - Carthew strode towards the door.

“Are you going to the Head in your
pyjamas?”? asked Bulkeley. “Hadn’t you
hetter get your clobber on first?”

“ONT AR Mgt 2

Carthew turned back and grabbed his
clothes. | =

Bulkeley left the study.

His face was very grave, though . there
was a glimmer in his eyes of something like
amusement. George Bulkeley had a lurking
suspicion that Carthew deserved whatever
he received at the hands of the mysterious
Rookwood Secret Society; but he felt that
this kind of thing would never do. - It was
likely to undermine the - Lower Schoel’s
respeet for ‘the Sixth Form—a very
important. matter, at least, to the Sixth.
Carthew had probably brought it on him-
self; but it wouldn’t do, Bulkeley felt. And
all the rest of the Sixth agreed with him
on that point when they heard the startling
news. - -

N
THE SECOND CHAFTER,
- Carthew Mends His Ways !
£ HE Rookwood Secret Society was an
astounding happening; it quite
upset ths calm and serene current
of affairs at the old school. The

Head did nol quite know how to grapple
with it. ~
Punishment  without proof was not

feasible; and it was as likely as not to land
Upon the wrong parties, and actually
encourage the. wrongdeers to pursue their
lawless eourse. =

A rigid| personal questioning of every Loy
ia the school might have brought the truth
to light, but it was more likely to turn the
delinquents into liars. A boy could not be
expected to incriminate himself of his own
accord. | Such a questioning would have
been taking an vnfair advartage of a boy’s
sense of honour, and was only too likely to
make him set his sense of honour aside for
the oceasion.

The Head realised that, and he did not
tiink of applying that method. But some-
thing had to be done!

There was much gravity among
masters of Rookwood that daye =
iooked upon the affair of the H.S.8.
seriously indeed.

That was another instance of the un-
doubted fact that boys and masters seldom
saw eye to eye.

For it was quite certain that the bheys
d;]d not look upon the matter seriously at
a

the
They
very

They looked upon it as a huge joke.

There was hardly a fag in the Lower
School who had not felt Mark Carthew’s
“heavy hand at cne time or another, and
who did not rejoice that the bully of the
Sixth had been properly punished.

The Rookwood Secret Society doubtless
had few members. but fellows who were not
members  certainly wished more power to
its elbow, =

Wheo the
mystery,

They themselves knew, of course, but no-
body else knew, If anybody had a sus-
picion, he kepi it to himself.

Carthew was in a very uneasy mood that
day.

His uncomfortable hours in the armchair
had enraged him to boilg-point, and on
his release he felt an instant need of
vengeance—vengeance hot and strong and
undiluted, But there was no vengeance fo
be had. He was inclined to suspect Jimmy
Silver on general grounds, but even on that
point he was doubtful.

And although he was at daggers drawn
with the end study, he was also bitt 1y
unpopular with the  rest of the Lower
Scriool. Thera were more than a hundred
~ fellows for him to ¢hoose from to find his
unknown |assailants,

He was uneasy now—very!

The Head was investigating, but nothing
come of it. The actual siate of affairs
. that the Rookwood Secret Society had
punished the bully of the Sixth, and had
escaped unknown and scot-free. 3

Mark Carthew thought a great deal about
that.

Thal day it was noticeable that Carthew
did not cuff a =ingle junior, and did 1ot
baw]l “TFag!” down the corridor. He fagged
for “himself at tea-time, :

Tae PoruLar.—Noe. 313,

members were was a deep

Apparently, the bully’s behaviour was on
the mend. =

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed him, going
down to footer practice after lessons, Jimmy
with a foothall under his arm. Carthew
glanced at them, but did not even scowl.
It was just the occasion when Carthew
would have called on Jimmy to fag, in his
old style. Now he turned away without a
word.

The Fistical Four smiled as they Yvalked
031 :

“@arthew’s biting on to _it,” Love’ll
Temarked, in a low voice. * Bullying doesn’t
geem so much to his taste to-day.”

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“He’s - thinking of next time;’. he
remarked. “There won’t be a next- time if
Carthew hehaves himself. ” He’s learninf.” 3

“Isn’t the R.S.S. the stunt of tke term?
demanded Putty Grace

“It is—it are!” assented Jimmy. “You
do have good ideas sometimes, Putty. But,
for goodness’ sake, hide your light under
a bushel this time; don’t go out for glory!”

“No jolly fear!” grinned Putty. “I say,
if Carthew’s cured, we’ll begin next on
Knowles and Frampton and Catesby of the
Modern side. Tommy Dodd & Co. are guite

keen. Shush! Here’s Tubby!”

And the chums of the Feourth were talk-
ing football as Tubby Muftin rolled into
hearing.

— i

“THE THIRD CHAPTER.
- Tubby’s Chance !

(6 " NHAT'S telling!”
That remark was made by
Reginald Muflin, of the Classical
Fourthy in the junior Common-
room that eyening.

Muffin made that remark in a very imys-
terious manrer, with a very knowing wink.

“That's telling!” he repeated. “I may
kﬁ?w something about the R.8.8., and 1 may
Lot.”

“ With the odds on the
Mornington.

“Thal’s all you know, Morny! Perhaps
I was the chap who tied Carthew up last
night. Perhaps I wasn’t.”

“No perhaps about it,” grunted Conroy.
“Don’t give us that stuff, Tubby. We can't
swallow it, you know.”

Tubby sniffed.

A good many very curious glances were
turned upon the fat Classical.  He was the
c¢ynosure of all eyes, in fact, when Jimmy
Silver & Co. sauntered into the Common-
room after prep.

“Heard the latest, Jiminy 2 called out
Dick Oswald.

“What’s that?” inquired Jimmy Silver.

“Tubby Muffin owns up that he’s the
Rookwood Secret: Society!”

“My only hat!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“Ha ha, La!” roared Lovell.

“Good old Tubby!” chuckled Raby. *Tell
us another, old scout !”

“How do you kimow I'm not,
demanded Reginald Muffin warmly.

“Oh! Ahem! Of—of course— " TLovell
stammered.

As a matter of fact, the Fistical Four had
good reasons for not explaining in public
bow they knew that Muftin wasn’l a member
of the R.8.S. Any display. of accurate
knowledge on the subject was as good as a
confession that théy were members them-
selves,

“You don’t know anything about it,” said
Tubby Muffin, with a superior smile. “I'm
noy admitting anything, of course. I'm not
going to say anything. I'm keeping it all
very dark. But fellows who can put two
and two together can figure it out for them-
seives, That’s all.”

And Tubby looked very loftily.

“Well, my hat!” murmured Jimmy Silver,
and he smiled as he strolled on.

Tubby Muftin was evidently out for glory.

The mysterious membership of the Rook-
wood Secrel Society was the cne topic at
present, - There was endless speculation and
curiosity on the subject. Fellows wanted
t> know, and asked one another if they
krew, or guessed, or suspected.

The mystery was so deep and impene-
trable that Muffin felt it was quite safe to
make a claim.

The genuine members of the R.8.8.
cculdn’t dispute that claim without hetray-
ing themselves; so Tubby thought il was all
serene. He had only to eclaim the glory,
and it was his. Tubby loved: the limelight,
and very little limelight ever came his way.
He was not geing to lose this chance,

‘nety’ ” suggested

then?”

Reginald Muffin had long laboured under
the delusion thai he was really a very dis-
tinguished fellow ; only that other fellows
couldn’t, or wouldn’t, recognise his distine-
tion. He was no good at ganies, and little
good at lessums. He could heat the other
fcllows hands down when it came to eating,
or sleeping, or prevaricating; but these dis-
tinetions won him no admiration, quite the
contrary. But here was a chance ioo good
to be lost. -

The unknown “Grand Master ” of the
R.S.8. was a delinquent in the eyes of the
school authorities; but he was a hero to
the Lower School—a very admirable hero of
the first water. For excellent Teasons, no
one laid claim to the distinction. So Tubby
Muffin cheerily rolled in and bagged it for
himself.

With mysterious nods and winks and
hints, Tubby coaveyed that he knew what
he knew, and that he could tell a thing ov
twe if he chose, and so forth; and he had
at least the satisfaction of rendering him-
self the object of great curiosity.

“What do you think of that, Jimmy?”
asked Valentine Mornington, joining the
Fistical Four at a little distance from the
greup of juniors surrounding Tubby Muffin.

“Nothing!” answered Jimmy.

“You don’t believe Muflin is
Master of the Rookwood Secret Sociely 7

Jimmy smiled.

“He says he is,” he replied.

“You agree?”

“How should I
Jimmy blandly.

Mornington deflected one eye a little.

“I rather thought the eud study would

Lknow, old top?” asked

know  somethin’®  about the faets,” he
remarked.
“My dear chap, you shouldn’t think,”

said Arthur Edward Lovell.
neckties, and don’t think.”

Mornington laughed, and walked away.
Tubby Muffin was getting quite a erowd
reund him in the Common-room now. The

“Stick to your

Grand k

limelight he loved was falling to his shﬁ,;?w-—*’”

and he enjoyed it—so much that he \:@
niore. Nods and winks and hints

giving place to open statements now. Tubby;‘

was yearning to be looked upon by his
Form-fellows as a bold bad blade—a daring,
rcekless sort of chap—exactly the reverse to
what he really was, as a matier of fact.

“I don't- mind telling you fellows.”
Twenty-five juniors at least were the.
recipients of Tubby’s cheery confidences,

fellows of the Fourth and Shell and Third,
“Keep it dark, of course. I'm taking you
into my confidence. I know I ecan trust
you. Awful row if it got out, of course—not
that I should care. I'm not mervy.”

“ Suppose Bootles got on to it, you bold,
bad, bloated huccaneer?” asked Putty of the
Fourth.

“I shouldn’t care! If I have any cheek
from Bootles, I'll serve him as I served
Carthew!” said Tubby.

“Phew!”

“Or the Head, if il comes to that,” pur-
fued Tubby, quite intoxicated by this {ime
with his own reckless audaeity. “Any rot
irom the Head, and we’ll give him a lesson.
You mark my words!”

“The Head would mark your paws, if he
heard that!” said Peele.

“ What other fellows are in if, as well as
you, Tubby?” Putty Grace inguired, with
great interest.

“That’s telling!”

“Can’t you confide in us, now you're being
so jolly confidential, old bean?’ urged
Putty. =

Muffin shook his head. .

“You see, our secret society has awfully
strict rules, like freemasons and things,” he

cxplained. “Like freemasons and nihilists
and bolsheviks, and so on. It’s death to
let out any of its secrets.”

“1t’s wha-a-at?”

“Death!” said Tubby seolemnly. “The
traitor who reveals the deadly secret is

slain by an unknown hand!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Tubby Llinked at them.

His statement was founded upon a vague
recollection of :omething he had seen on

w

the “pictures ” at Rookham Cinema, and he-

liad expected the juniors to be awed, im-
pressed, and thrilled. But they weren’t.
They only howled with merriment.

“ You can cackle!” said Tubby wrathfully.
“Wait till the R.8.3. starts on you, that’s
allt You’'ll be sorry then. You can’t cheek
the Grand Master of the Kookwood Secret
Society, I can tell you! I may order my
myrmidons o
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SN oup what?2
shrieked Putty.

“My  myrmidons,”
said Tubby firmly, <1
may order my myrmi-
dons to seize you in
your beds at the dead
of night, and—and—
and—>

“And strew the hun
gry churchyard with
our = bones?” asked
Putty.

Tubby
lip.

“Don’t you be funny
about such an awful
thing as the Rook-
wood Secret Society,”
he said. “It's a thing
to shudder at, I can
tell you. I could make
your flesh ereep by
telling you some things
I know. I won’t.- But
I could. But take
care, all of you! A
mysterious eye is
upon you !

And with that fear-
ful  warning  Tubby
Muffin walked off, with
his fat little nose high
in the air, >

curled his

THE FOURTH
CHAPTER.
Muffin In All His
Qlory !
have

(13 HO'D
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Two or
three score of fellows
were making that re-
k on_the following

The Pmystery * which
had seemed sg dread-
fuily deep had been re-
vealed at last. The
Grand Master of the
R.8.8. was known, and

it was Reginald Muflin
of the .  Classical
Fourth.

Everybody knew it.

TUBBY KNOWS SOMETHING ! &
““ Ask me not ! ”’ said Tubby Muffin.

What doss this secret society mean 2
‘“ The deadly secret cannot be revealed.
arm of the society is long, and it strikes in secret,”’

asked Bulkeley,
But beware ! The
(See Chapter 5.) :

_ Tubby had told it—
in confidence; of course
—to nearly everybody who would listen to
him.

There was no doubt that Muffin had the
limelight now. g

Bis brain was a good deal too obtuse for
him to realise what a very perilous distinc-
tion. he had annexed. The Head and all
the masters and prefects were particularly

anxious to lay hands upon the chief of the:

mysterious R.S.8. And with all the Lower
School discussing Tubby’s' claim to that dis-
tinction, they could hardly fail to hear of
it sooner or later, Buti' Reginald Muffin
wasn't thinking about that aspeet of the
Case at all. He was thinking only of the
“kudos ” he had suddenly acquired, and he
was enjoying it to the full.

It made him feel like a mixture of the
dashing hero and the deep, dark villain on
the “screen ” at the picture palace. He
had fallen into the habit of shaking his
fLead ominously, casting sudden glanees over
his shoulder, and speaking in thrilling whis-
pers. Indeed, by this time Tubby probably
half-believed that he was telling the truth,
having a fertile imagination which might
have made the fortune of a journalist.

Certainly nobody else claiméd the dis-
tirction; Tubby was left to enjoy it all by
himself. It was probable that the enjoy-
ment would come to an end when the Head
heard of it.

“Who'd have thought it?” the Rookwood
fellows said to one ‘another, “If it’s true,
fancy the ass giving himself away!”

“The Head will flog him,” said Oswald.

“Carthew will skin him,” remarked Peele.

“He'll be sacked, very likely.”

“All the prefects will jump on him.”

“And all the masters.”

“But is it true?”

“ Well, he cays so. He ought to know.”

It was about midday that day that Mark
Carthew heard of ‘it. It was really sur-
prising that ke had not heard earlier, con-
sidering how the matter was talked of far
and wide. Carthew heard a group of Third
Form fags discussing Tubby’s claim.’ and his

eves glittered as he heard. Hé went away
at once to Bulkeley with the mews. He
found the captain of Rookwood in the
prefects’-room, with Neville and Lonsdale of
the Sixth, and he imparted the rather
startling intelligence at once.

Bulkeley smiled.

“What rot!” he said. “Whoever the
fellow was, it certainly wasn’t that fat little
duffer Muffin!”

“ He seems to have owned up to it—in
fact, he’s been bragging of it, from what I
hear!” snapped Carthew.

“But is it likely, on the face of it?”

‘Carthew set “his lips.

“There were at least half a
them,” he said. *“More of them were in it,
I believe. Muffin may be a member. I
shouldn’t wonder if half the Fourth are
really in the game.” - :

“Well, what do you want us to do?”
asked Bulkeley, “If you think it was really
Muffin. L !

“It's for the prefects to investigate the
matter,” scowled Carthew. “I suppose that
one prefect is entitled to support from the
others? T don’t care to go to the Head, in
case it turns out to be a mare’s-nest. The
Head isn’t any too sweet-tempered about
the affair.”

“Pretty certain to be a mare’s-nest, I
think,” said Bulkeley. He looked out of $he
open window, and signed to a junior in the

auad. “Here, Grace!”

Putty of the Fourth came up to the
window.

“Yes, Bulkeley?”

“Have you heard anything of young

Muffin being in the Rookwood Secret Society,
or whatever it is the young asses call them-
selves?”

“ Ahem!”

“You're hiz study-mate, ¥ think,” said
Bulkeley. =

“Yes

“Well, youw’d know. Do you thigk it’s
502" i

*“I think it’s very unlikely, Bulkeley,”

dozen of

answered Putty. <“I—I don’t think Tubby
has nerve enough to do such—such dreadiul
things.”

Carthew gave a scowl.

“They all stand by
course !’ he snapped.
rascal here, Bulkeley.”

“Oh, all right! Tell Muffin to come here
at once, Grace!”

“Yes, Bulkeley.”

Putty of the Fourth cut off. Ile found
Reginald Muffin under the beeches in the
quadrangle, holding forth to an interested,
it somewhat incredulous, group of juniors.
Tubby was expatiating upon the terrible
and deadly laws of the muystic society of
which he was the chief—according to his
own account, .

“You're wanted, Tubby!” said Teddy
Grace, tapping him on a podgy shoulder,
“Bulkeley—in the prefects’-room.”

“ Bulkeley can go and eat coke!®™ answered
Muffin independently. “A fellow with such
power as I have isn’t going to be ordered
about by a prefect. T've only gof' to say
the word, and Bulkeley would rysteriously
vanish, never to look: upon Lhe-lisht of day
again—-" =

“Wake up, old bean!” said " Putty.
“You're not at the pictures mnow. Cut
along to, Bulkeley before I kick you!” =

“If you kick me, Putty Grace, I.shall
say to my imysterious followers—
Yarooooooh!” Tubby Muffin broke off with
a_howl as Putty’s boot gently smote upon
his' podgy person. “Ow! Yow! You beast!
I'm just going, ain’t I2”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tubby Muffin went.

A crowd of fellows followed him. 1t
was easy to guess what Bulkeley wanted
the fat Classical for, and the juniors were
intensely keen to know how Tubby would
face the ordeal. Some of them followed
Tubby down the passage to the prefects’
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room; others gathered wunder
window, And they were all ears.

““Here he is!” said Bulkeley, as the fat
junior rolled in. “Now, Muffin, I hear that
you "know something about that foolery
called the Rookwood Secret Society.”

Tubby’s heart sank for a moment.

But he braced himself for the shock. He
was encouraged by the murmur of voices
and the shuffling of feet, which told him
that he had a large audience near at hand.

Before that audience Tubby ‘wasn’t going
to climb down from his pedestal—not if ‘he
knew it! Besides, it was common talk
among the juniors that Carthew had been
frightened by - the dealings of the R.S.S.
with him, and Tubby’s obtuse brain saw no
rcason why the other prefects shouldn’t
be frightened, too. So, instead of shrink-
ing back or dodging away—which was his
first instinet—Tubby Muffin drew himself up
to his full height—not very extensive—and
fixed a_defiant eye on the captain of Rook-
wood.

“Ask me not!” he said.
~ Bulkeley jumped.

“Wha-a-at?”

“Ask me
dramatically.

“Have you gone potty?” roared Bulkeley.

Tubby curled “his lip. -

There was an irrepressible giggle outside
from the crowded doorway. Tubby was
evidently taking his role seriously, and his
language appeared to have been bhorrowed
ifrom a play.
i “Ask me not!"” he said for a third time.
£ Enough!” -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tubby Muffin Wakes Up!
LKELEY. blinked at Tubby Muffin.
His first thought was that the fat
€lassical had taken leave of his
senses; that seemed the only way of
accounting for his remarkable language.

Lonsdale chuckled, and Carthew scowled.
Tubby Muffin folded his arms and stared

the open

not!”  repeated Tubby

defiantly Bulkeley.
e not potty * began Bulkeley
at la =

“Bah!

“W ‘a_t‘Z”

“ Bal !!r

“What does this mean, Muftin??

“I refuse to ahswer!” said Muffin calmly.
“Ask me not! The- deadly secret cannot
be revealed!”

“Then you know something o

“Ha, ha! I do! But beware! The arm
of the secret society is long, and it strikes
in secret!” said Tubby Muffin impressively.
“A werd to my myrmidons, and you are a
dead man!”

“A—a—a dead man?” repeated Bulkeley

dazedly.

“Yes, rather—I mean, ’tis so!” said
Muffin. “Beware! The power I wield g

“I don’t think you’re potty, Muffin,” said
Bulkeley, with an air of reflection. *1I
think you've been to the pictures, and it's
got into your silly head! Now, I want a
plain answer! Do you know anything about
the affair in Carthew’s study the other
night, and did you have a hand in it?”

“Bah!”

“Will you answer me?”

t Neyer |

“Hand me that ash-plant, will you, Lons-
dale?”

* Certainly !

Tubby Muffin backed a step.

“Beware!” he exclaimed. “One touch,
and the secret society is on your track!
You will perish Yow-ow-ow-woop ! ”

Apparently the secret society had mno
terrors for Bulkeley of the Sixth. He
grasped Muffin by the collar, and there was
a loud whaek as the ash-plant came into
contact with a very podgy person.

“Yaroooh!” roared Tubby Muffin,
off! Owl”

Whaek, whack, whack!

“ Yow-ow-0w-woo000p !

The whacks were not very hard, but they
were' quite hard enough for Reginald Muffin.
They brought him back out of dreamland,
as it were—back to common ' earth again.
He realised that he wasn’t the mysterious
chief of a mysterious society, with un-
limited power in his hands, but was just
Tubby Muflin of the Fourth—being whacked!

“I—J—I say! Stoppit!” .he howled.
“C-c-can’t you take a j-j-joke, Bulkeley?
ow, ow, ow!”

-t Fa, ha, ha!™
way.

“Clear off, you young sweeps!” exclaimed
Bulkeley. * Now, Muffin, do—"

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!”

“Do you want any more licking?”

“Yow-ow! - No! Ow!”

“Then tell me the truth, you young ass!
What do you know abeut the affair in C:
thew’s study?”

«0h -dear!”
“Qut with it, sharp!” exclaimed Bulkeley.
“N-n-nothing!” stammered Muffin.

“TLeave

eame a roar from the door-
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“Were you there?”

“N-n-no!”

“Did you have a hand in it?"

“N-n-no!” -

“You’ve been saying that you had!”
growled Carthew savagely.

fOh dear! I-—-I—I was only pulling the
fellows’ legs, you know!” groaned Tubby
Muffin dismally. “I—I don’t know
thing about it, really, you know. Oh de

Bulkeley laughed,’and Carthew gritted his
teeth. Even Carthew had to believe Tuhby
Muffin’s disclaimer. It was only too elear
that the fat youth had been *talking out
of his hat.” But Carthew was not pleased
at being deprived of a victim.

As Bulkeley tossed the askplant
Carthew caught it up.

Whack, whaek, whaek! -

Carthew laid it on harder than Bulkeley
had done, and Tubby Muffin fled for the
door, yelling. He butted- into a crowd of
chuckling juniors in the passage.

“Hail, mighty chief!” chortled Putty of
the Fourth.

“Ow-ow-ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby Muffin rolled away dis
the quadrangle with the laughing ju
His brief glory had departed. He had heen
stripped of his bhorrowed plumes. Bub
apparently he had not given up hope yet
—not quite. In the guadrangle he surprised
Jimmy Silver & Co. by bestowing upen them
a fat wink.

“I pulle@ his leg a treat, didn’t I?” he
asked.

“Eh? Whose .
Silver.

“ Bulkeley’

“ Bulkeley’s!” exclaimed Oswald.

Tubby winked again, though rather feebly.

“Yes. I—TI'll bet he doesn’t believe now
that I'm the chief of the Rookwood Secre
Society,” he said. “I've got to keep
dark, you know, so I—I—J—*"

aside,

FY
muo
TS,

s

demanded Jimmy

t3

“Are you keeping that up, then™ Tome——""

Putty. S
“Certainly! It’s the fact, you know—=2"
“The fact! Oh, my hat! You awful,

lying, fat bounder!”

“Beware!” said Tubby Muffin.
to my myrmidons, you know,
Leggo!”

“We’ve had enocugh of yeur myrmidons,
and of your ‘thundering lies, tool” said
Mornington. “Give him the frog’s-maxch,
and teach him to tell the truth!”

“A word
and——

leggo!” howled Tu»bh‘v

ake an examplé of you. I'll
set the secret soeciety on your track. Il
tell my my rmidous. Irll— Yah-

Yoooooop "

‘“Ha, ha, hat?

“Helpl?

But there was no help for Reginald Muffin.
He was frog's-marched under the beeches,
and finally bumped down on the hard, un-
sympathetic ground.

There the chuckling juniors left him to
consider himself, . with the warning that
any more *whoppers” would lead fo the
same results.

Tubby Muffin limped away in dismal
spirits. His borrowed plumage was gone
for good. The limelight had passed from
him. The Fourth Form heard nothing more
of Tubby's terrible powers, or of his
mysterious myrmidons.

. ® ® 0 .

The real identity of the Rookwood Secret
Society remained undiscovered. . Carthew
thought on the subject till his head ached,
but without getting any *forrader.” And,
provisionally, as it were, Carthew gave up
bullying.

Meanwhile, he took counsel with his
friends, Knowles & Co. of the Modern side,
and the real members of the R.S.S. realised
that they had to walk warily, and they
walked warily aceordingly. The campaign
was not over yet; but so far, at least, the
honours ‘were with Putty of the Fonrth
and Jimmy Silver & Co.

Whether . they- were to eventually te
successful in their project time alone conld
show!

THE END.
" (You must not miss next week's thuilling
long complete story of Jimmy Silver & Co.
and the mysterious Rookwood Secret Society,
entitled: “ Knowles Toes the Line!” by Owen
Conguest.)

i,
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When the Hopkins family is in frouble they find

Frank Richards & Co., who

answer the call of friendship without counting the consequences !

f
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Pal In Trouble!
OPKINS!”
Miss Mecadows spoke somewhat
sharply.
; It was the second time she had
addressed Harold Hopkins, the Cockney

schoolboy of Cedar Creek, and the Canadian
schoolmistress was not accustomed to speak-
ing twice to a member of her class before
receiving an answer.

Frank Richards glanced at Hopkins.

The Cockney youth was sitting with his
hands driven deep into his pockets, and an
expression of deep and gloomy thought was
upon his ruddy face. Ile seemed oblivious of
the faet that he was in class at all, and
timtOMi'ss Meadows was speaking to him.

Qw1

Bob Lawless reached out with his boot,
and gave Hopkins a smart tap on the shin
to wake him up, as it were.

It certainly woke him up.

Harold Hopkins started out of his reverie
with a howl, and blinked round him.

“Yow-ow!”’ he repeated.

There was a chuckle in the school-room of
Cedar Creek. Miss Meadows silenced it at
once with a frown. .

““Silence! Hopkins, what is the matter
with you?” 5

Hopkins blinked at the schoolmistress.
Some of the Cedar Creek fellows noted with
astonishment that tears were trembling on
his eyelashes. AIl was evidently not well
with darold Hopkins.

“’Skuse me, ma'am!”’
“ Did you speak?”

‘I have spoken te you twice!™

‘“Sorry, ma’am; I didn't ’ear you!”

Miss Meadows glanced at the schoolboy
rather curiously.

“You should pay attention, Hopkins,” she
said. “Is anything the matter?”

“No, ma'am.”

¢ Are you mnot well?”

“Yes, ma’am,” muttered
jectedly.

Then, to Miss Meadows’ surprise and con-
cern, the tears escaped from his eyelashes
and rolled down his plump_ cheeks.

mumbled Hopkins,

Hopkins de-

“My dear boy, there is something the
-matter,” - said -Miss - Meadows, kindly
ernough. “You may go into the playground

for a little while, if you like?
“Thank you, ma'am!” gasped Hopkins..
And, keeping his face averted from his
schoolfellows, the Cockney of Cedar Creek
hastily quitted the school-room.
Most of the fellows looked after him in

Story of FRANK RICHARDS, in the Lumber Schil®

of the Backwoods!

wonder, wondering what was the matter with

‘| him.

Hopkins was not of the erying kind. His
early years had been spent in the East End
of London, where he had grown up hardy
and tough. He was a “tenderfoot ** among
the Canadian schoolboys, and a good many
jokes were played on his ignorance of the
Wild West, but he was 'liked, and not
regarded at all as “soft.” Yet there were
undoubtedly tears on his cheeks, and tears
were a sign of weakness much despised by
the hardy youths of the Thompson Valley.

“Poor old Cockney!” murmured Bob Law-

less. “ Must be something wrong at home
that's upset him.”

“1L know!* said Chunky Todgers. < You
see——*

Silence !

Chunky’s information was cut short by

Miss Meadows’ voice, and the lesson was
resumed without Hopkins.

He did not return to the
before morning classes ended.

When Cedar Creek came out after lessons
Frank Richards & Co. looked for the
Cockney schoolboy.

They were feeling sympathetic; but there
was another fellow looking for him who was
not at all sympathetic. That was Eben
Hacke, and it was the burly American boy
who found him.

Hopkins was scated on the wood-pile near
the lumber school-house when Xacke came

school-room

on him. His eyes looked a little red, and
his face was full of woe.  He lcoked up.
flushing, as he caught Eben’s mocking
glanee.

“ Waal, you're a soft cuss, you are!™ said
Eben Hacke derisively. “Turning on the
waterworks in clasz!. Are they ail as soft
as you where you come from?”

“Oh, git out!” snapped Hopkins.

“1° guess yon want to go
mammy *t said  Hacke. R
Yarooolt!” 7

Hacke was suddenly interrupted, az Frank
Richards & €o. arrived on the scene.

Rob Lawless’ knuckles ground into the
back of his neck as the rancher’s son gripped
him by the collar.

Hacke was jerked away, and spun round,
yelling.

“Leggo!”? he howled. <1 guess
shavings of you! Let up!”

“You vamoose!” snapped Bob.

He spun the bulky Hacke away, sending
him spinning at full length on the ground.

Hacke sat up and gasped.

“I-—-I guess—>"

home ta

guess—

‘Il make

“Jump on him!” said. Beb. AR
togaether!” 5
Frank  Richards and Vere Beauclerc

jumped, but Hacke did not waib for them.
He squirmed away, leaped to his feet, ané
fled.

Then the Co. turned to Harold Hopkins.

He grinned at them faintly.

“ Now, young  shaver,”
Richards, * what 22

“Don’t you go for to make fun of a
bloke, young Richards!” muttered Hopkins.
<1 tell you 2 =

“You young ass!” said Frank. ¢I’m not
going to make fun of you. I want to know
whether we can help you in your trouble,
whatever it is.”

Hopkins shook his head dolorously.

“ Nobody ean’t help wus,”” he said, un-
grammatically and feelingly, ¢ We're done
for.”

*“Who's
Beanclere.

“Us, at home.”

Trouble at home?” asked Bob.
(13 Yes.n
“Well, you've got three pals to tell about

said ~ Frabk

done for, old fellow?” asked

it,” said Frank Richards encouragingly. ¢ Gz
ahead, and we’ll see you through.”

Hopkins hesitated.

He was loth te tell his trouble, which

seemed like asking for compassion; but, af
the same time, he felt an urgent need of
sympathy. There was no doubt- of the
hearty desire of the three chums to help
him if they could, and his hesitation was
brief.

““It's the ’‘omestead,” he said slowly.
“You fellers know ‘ow we are fixed. You
‘elped us to get square when we eame and
settled in this ’ere valley, you remember.”
“Yes, rather!” -

“We've had bad luck,” said Hopkins
wearily, - “ Father ’‘ad not much capital.
you know, and, then, we didn’t know the
country. Neighbours ’eclped, of course, or
we'd never ‘ave got goin’ at all. And then
father borrered of Old Man Gunten; at the
store in Thompson—-""

His voice faltered.

The chums listened in silence.

It was not an uncommon story of a poor
emigrant starting with insufficient resources,
and being thrown on his beam ends by
single bad  season. et

“You see, we 'adn’t any money be’ind
explained Hopkins. ¢ Everybody’s worked,
but it wasn’t enough. My brother Bill’s_got
a job downm at -Kamloops, and he sends ’ome
money, workin’ on the railroad, or else we’d

L - Tre Porurar.—No. 313,
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never ‘ave kep' going so long. Now it’s all
up. Old Man Gunten is going to turn us
out o’ 'ouse and ‘ome.”

And, in spite of himself, the tears trickled
down the cheeks of the Cockney schoolboy

onece mere.,
i not wholly surprised by Hopkins’
story. It was pretty well known that
Dld Man Jopkins was not making much of a
success of his holding in the Cedar Creek
clearing. But it was news to them that he
was in debt to Mr. Gunten, the wealthy
store-keeper of Thompson Town. Mr. Gun-
ten, among his many other voecations, ran a
business as a moneylender, and he was

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Friend In Need!

RANK RICHARDS & CO. -exchanged
glances of discomfort. They were

reputed to be a very hard-fisted gentleman

to deal with.

“But I don’t quite cateh omn,” said Frank
Richards, after a long and uncomifortable
pause.  “Has Mr. Guanten a mertgage on
the homestead?”

“That's it!>

"g\(nd he’s foreclosed?” asked Beauclere.

“ Yog

“He can’t be very keen to get hold of the
land,” said Bob Lawless. “It’s improved, of
course; but even " improved land can .be
bought pretty cheap round here. Old Man
Gunten would rather see his money, or part
of it—— Surely your father could make an
arpangement with him?»?

Hopkins . shook his head.

“That’s the queer part of it,” he said.
*“ Pather’s offered him the dollars in instal-
ments—which is the best he can do—and he
reckoned Mr. Gunten would rather ’ave the
m@gey. But he wouldn’t. He wants the
land.>"

““What the thump does he want the land
for?”” exclaimed Bob. “It’s not specially
good land. In fact, your father’s got hold
of a poor patch—it’s too near the diggings

to be good. There’s no end of rock in the
soil.”
“I know. But Old Man Gunten wants it.”

““There must be some mistake,” said
Frank., “Do you mean to say that Mr. Gun-
ten weon’t accept his moncy, and that he
insistbs on having his pound of flesh, like
Shylock in the play?” .

“That's it.”

“What good’s the land to him?”

“Punno!” said Hopkins drearily.  But he
wants it, and we’ve ’ad notice to quit. But
wheré are we to go? Father and mother
can’t camp in the timber, I suppose, like
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones when he was
about ‘ere. Butb the notice is up, and if we
don’t go we're to be turned out.”

“ When?”?

“To-morrer!” muttered Hopkins.

Bobh Lawless’ face had a very grim look.

““The sheriff won’t be very keen on letting
his men take a hand in a job like that,” he
said. “I faney Old Man Gunten will have
some difficulty in getting the order put into
execution.”

“That aint worth a cent,” answered Hop-
kins. “He’s got the law on his side, and
he’s sendin’ his own. men.”

“Oh!” said Bob.

“It’s clear enough,” said Mopkins. < He’s
foreclosed, and the notice was up more’n
a week ago; and if the sheriff refuses to
help him, he could get some officer up from
EKamloops to put us out. He’s choosin’ to
send his own men instead, that’s all. It’s
*ard lines, but it can’t be ‘elped.”

“It can be helped—and it’s going to be
helped,” said Frank Richards aquietly.
‘““Your father and mother aren’t going te
be turned out, kid. You say he won’t take
the money a bit at a time?2”

“He won’t.” S

*“How much is the lot, do you know?”

“Course I do. It’s five hundred dollars.”

“Blessed if I know what Old Man Gun-
ten’s lent five hundred dollars on that pateh
for!” said Bob Lawless in astonishment.
“It certainly isn’t worth more than that
in the market.”

“We thought he was kind, and wanted
to ’elp a neighbour what was down on his
luck.”

“Lot of kindness about that fat Swiss!”
said Bob contemptuously. “What have
you gol in your noddle now, Franky?”

Frank Richards coloured a little.

“We've got some money in the bank at
Thompson,” he said. .

Tue Porurar.—No. 313,

““’Fre, stow that!” exclaimed Hopkins,

flushing scarlet. “Do you think I was
asking you for money?”
“Dry up!” answered Frank. “Listen to

me! If your father can pay in instalments,
he can pay us, and we’ll settle the total
sum in advance with 0ld Man Gunten.
You fellows agree—-"

“I guess I do,” said Bob at once. “Any-
thing to help a neighbour out of the
clutches of Old Man Gunten.”

“I agree, certainly!” said Beaueclerc, with
a smile. ‘“The three of us have a good
deal more than is needed.”

“You ain’t goin’ to do nothin’
sort!” said Hopkins stubbornly. “I
askin’ you for money.” ~

“We know that, ass!” said Frank. *“But
we’re going to chip in, all the same. P'm
going to. see your father about it, and 'he
can pay back the money, and get clear of
Old Man Gunten at once. And if you raise
any more objections I'll punch your head!”

Harold Hopkins grinned faintly. Chunky
Todgers came puffing up to the group
sitting on the wood-pile.

‘“Aren’t you fellows coming in to dinner?”
he asked. “Can’t you hear the bell, you
jays?”

“Right-ho! We're coming!”

And Frank Richards & Co. started for
the lumber school for dinner, Hopkins going
with them, and looking much more cheerful,
though he still protested that he wouldn’t
hear of Frank’s little scheme being carried
into effect.

of the
wasn't

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Too Late!
RANK RICHARDS spoke to Miss
Meadows “after dinner; and when

Cedar Creek went back to the school
room, Frank did not accompany the

F

rest. He led his horse out ¢f the corral,
mounted, and rode away dolvn the trail

towards Thompson.

Frank had spoken impulsively to Harold
Hopkins, but he did not repent of the
generous impulse after reflection. Mr. Hop-
kins was an honest and hard-working man,
and he had done his best on his unpromising
clearing. - Want of ecapital and want of
experience - had "been against him. and he
had failed from no fault of his own. And
there was no ‘doubt that if a friendly hand
helped him over the present emergency he
had a good chance of turning the corner,
and no doubt at all that he would pay back
the loan with scrupulous honesty. Frank
was only thinking of helping a man who
was willing to help himself, and able to do
so' if given a chance.

Frank would have preferred to consult his
uncle, Mr. Lawless, it there had been time;
but he was certain that the rancher would
approve. But there was no time to be lost
in sceing Mr. Gunten. :

The schoolboy turned off the trail near
the town and rode first to the Hopkins’
homestead.

In the middle of the clearing, where some
of the burnt-out stumps of old trees still
showed through the soil, stood a log-cabin.
No smoke was rising - from the timber
chimney as Frank trotted up—there was an
air of desolation abeut the place. Mr. Hop-
kins was not to be seen at work as usual,
and his eldest son was now away from
home, working on the railway. Neither were
the little Hopkinses to be seen. The
windows and door of the cabin were shut.

Frank jumped from his horse and rapped
on the door with his riding-whip. .

There was a sound of bars being removed
within.

“Is that you, *Arold?” called out a voice
before the door opened.

“No; it’s Frank Richards.”

“You're welcome!”

The door was thrown open. ;

Mr. Hopkins stood in the doorway, look-
ing out, with grim despondency marked in
his weather-tanned face. ¢

“Come in, Richards!” he said. * Ain’t
you at. school to-day, then?”

“I've got leave from Miss Meadows for
the afternoon,” said Frank. “I've heard
from Harold how matters stand here, Mr.
Hopking, and I want you to come with me
to see Mr. Gunten.” -

The settler stared. ;

“I don’t see——" he began.

Frank Richards hurriedly explained,

Mr. Hopkins shook his head at first, and
it was only after considerable argument
that Frank succeeded in convincing him:
and then he stipulated that Mr. Lawless’
consent should be obtained.

“I'm sure about that,” said Frank; “and
there’s no time to be lost, Mr. Hopkins, if
Old Man Gunten is going to take the home-
stead off you in the morning.”

“He won't get it easy!” muttered Mr.
Hopkins. “It’s my ‘ome, and I ain’t going
to give it up easy!”

Frank understood the barred door and
windows now.

The settler intended to resist 0ld Man
Gunten’s myrmidons when they came to

take possession. There was a shot-gun
standing by the door, and Frank's
clouded as he saw it. It was quite poss
that his intervention had come only in ti
to prevent a tragedy.

“You must come with me now and see
Old Man Gunten, Mr. Hopkins,” he said
earnestly. “It’s the best way. Look here,
if vou don’t come, I shall eall on Gunten
without you, and run the affair on my own
bat.” =

“You're a good kid, Richards!" said the

Cockney settler huskily. “I guess I'll let
you ‘’ave your way if you're sure your
uncle "

“I'm quite sure.”
“Every cent will be paid back,” said Mr.

Hopkins. “You understand that? I ean
pay it all right, given time. T reckon Old

Man Gunten must be out of his senses to
refuse my offer; the land’s no good to ’im.
He could buy a better patch for the money,
if he liked. That’s why I ain’t takin’® it
quiet—he jest wants to turn me out of ’ouse
and"’ome for nothing at all, fur as I can
SEe" 32

“He won't refuse the lump sum,” said
Frank. . “ Perhaps he thinks you could raise
it if he drives hard enough. Anyhow. wou
canl raise it now, and the old Shylock is
going to be choked off. Come on!”

“1’1l come!”

The settler secured the door, and fetched
his horse from the shed. He mounted, and
rode away with the schoolboy for Thempson.

They passed the placer claims on the creek, -

which bounded the Hopkins holding on one
side.  The *“waterrights,” owing to its
situation on the creek, were about the only
valuable thing in the Hopkins holding. Bub
water-richts and all, the holding was not
worth five hundred dollars as farming land.
The soil was poor and rocky—more suit-
able, in fact, for a mining fossicker to work
on than a farmer.

Frank Richards and his companion rode
into Main Street in Thompson, and stopped
at Gunten's Store.

The store was the largest business estab-
lishment in Thompson; Mr. Gunten was
known as the wealthiest citizen of the
frontier town, though some of his methods
of accumulating wealth were commonly said
to be open to gquestion.

Frank Richards knocked at the private
door, at the side of the store, and it was
opened by a Chinese servant.

He asked to see Mr. Gunten; and the
Chinee left the visitors waiting at the door
while he went to inquire.

He returned in a few minutes.

“Mr. Gunten no homee,” he said.

Frank Richards’ eyes glinted.

“I saw him at the window as we rode
up,” he answered. “Tell him Mr. Hopkins
wants to see him on important business.”

“Mr. Gunten no see.”

“I tell you—— Stop!”

The Chinaman was attempting to close
the door. Frank Richards promptly put
his boot in the way. 4

“You go away!” said the Celestial.
Guntee sayee no see!”

“We're going to see
answered Frank grimly.
way ! We're coming in!”

“No comee—"

The Chinaman broke off with a howl as
Mr. Hopkins, losing patience, grasped him
and forced him back from the doorway.

The settler took a grip on the Oriental’s
pigtail. X

“Now take me to Mr. Gunten!” he said
savagely.

“No takee!”

“I'll twist your pigtail till you do!”

“Yow-ow-ow-owl!” howled the Chinee, as
the angry settler proceeded to snit the
action te the words.

“Mr,

Mr. Gunten!™
“Get out of the
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There was a heavy step in the passage
beyond, and the fat and angry face of Mr.
Gompers Gunten 'appeared in sight. He
stared angrily and contemptuously at his
visitors. .

“What the thunder do you mean by kick-
ing up a rumpus at my door?” he demanded
violently. “Get out! Let my servant alone
and clear!”

“I guess I want to see you about the
mortgage,” answered Mr. Hopkins, pushing
the howling Chinaman aside.

“That's over and done with!” said Mr.
Gunten sourly. “You know as well as I
do that it’s lapsed!”

“I guess I'm ready to pay you in full!”
said the settler disdainfully.

‘“And where are you getting the money?”
sneered Gunten.

“That’s my business! I can give you an
order on the Thompson bank for five
hundred dollars, representing prineipal and
interest, and I guess I want your receipt!”

“I guess you can keep your five hundred
dollars,” returned the- storekeeper coolly.
“1t's too late!”

“You don’t refuse the money?”

“I guess I do!”

“Come, Mr. Gunten,” said Frank Richards
mildly. You lent the money, expecting it
to be returned, I suppose. Mr. Hopkins has
the whole sum = >

“He should have brought it two weeks
ago if he wanted to keep his holding!”
sneered the Swiss. “It’s too late now!”

“But you don’t want the land!” exclaimed
Frank. “You know quite well that it's not
worth five hundred dollars!”

Mr. Gunten shrugged his shoulders.

“I know that it’s my land,” he answered.
“If Hopkins wanted to pay he should have

paid when the land was his. It's mine
now!”

“So you. refuse the money?” said Mr.
Hopkins. =

iy Now get out!”

ron't take my 'ome off me so easy,”
ockney farmer. “I may as well
r. Gunten, that I've sent my wife
ppers to a neigbbour’s, and I've
got a shot-gun ready for any critter that
tries to butt into my ‘ouse!”

The Swiss storekeeper laughed derisively.

“You'd belter keep your shot-gun out of
sight,” he answered. “There’s the cala-
boose for ruffians who let off shot-guns at
honest men. Now get out of my house, you
loafer!”

That was a little
exasperaled settler.

Unless Old Man Gunten had some secret
and mysterious motive, he was, apparently,
bent on turning the landholder out of his
home from the sheer love of tyranny. That
was unlikely enough, in a man like Mr.
Gunten, 'who was exceedingly keen on the
track of dollars; but there seemed to be

too much for the

Hopkins’ patience gave way
pointed to the door. He made a savage
stride towards the fat Swiss, and struck
out straight from the shouider.

The blow caught Old Man Gunten full on
his fat, purple nose, and sent him spinning
along the passage.

He came down on his back with a crash
on the planks.

The yell he gave rang right across Main
Street, and drew three or four passers-by
to the open doorway.

Mr. Hopkins glared down at him.

“That’s the stuff for your sort!” he
panted. “Now get up and have some more;
you foreign scum!”

“Help!” yelled Mr. Gunten, showing no
intention whatever of getting up. He did
not want to be knocked down again by his
exasperated vietim.

“Come on, hoy!” said Mr. Hopkins, turn-
ing contemptuously from the fat rascal on
the floor. =

And Frank Richards and the settler left
the house together, the Chinaman slamming
the door after them.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Holding the Fort!

T was with a glum face that Frank
Richards rode back to Cedar Creek
School, to meet his chums there.

The result of the visit to Mr. Gun-
ten had surprised and dismayed him,

Cedar Creek School had been dismissed
when Frank Richards arrived there, and he
found Bob and Beauclere, and Harold Hop-
kins waiting for him on the trail outside
the gates. Hopkins® face fell as he saw the
expression on Frank's.

“What's *appened?” he inquired.

“It’s all sereme, isn’t it, Frank?”
Bob.

Frank Richards explained concisely.
chums eyed him in astonishment.

“But why should the foreign rascal have
refused the money?” exclaimed Beauclere.
“He couldn’t sell the holding at such a
figure if he wanted to, and it can’t be any
use to him personally. Old Man Gunten
doesn’t go in for farming, excepting by
holding shares in the fruit-farms down the
valley.”

“1t beats me,” answered Frank.

“And it beats me to a frazzle,” said Bob
Lawless. “But Old Man Gunten’s had the
offer of his money, and if he won’t take it
that’s his funeral. He isn't going to turn
Mr. Hopkins out.”

“I'm afraid of
faltered Harold.

asked

His

what may ’appen!”
“Father's got his shot-

gun 'andy, and there’s goin’ to be awful
trouble when Gunten's men come along to
turn ’im out.”

Bob gave a low whistle.
‘““That won’t do,” he said.

“I'm afraid there'll be trouble,” said
Frank. “I think Old Man Gunten will very
likely act to-night instead of to-morrow,

after our visit to him. Whatever his reason
i3, he’s determined on getting his claws on
Mr. Iopkins’ holding. I was thinking that
we'd go home with Hoppy to-night. You
could put us up, kid?”

“’Course!” said Harold.

“And we'd help to hold the cabin against
the rascals, and see that Mr. Hopkins did
nothing rash, too,” said Frank. “We ecan
send a message home, if you fellows like the
idea. Mr. Hopkins will want some help, or
he will be turned out!”

“ How's it goin” to end?” muttered Hop-
kins.

“T don’t know. But the place has got to
be kept in your father’s hands, kid; that’s
the important matter now.”

“We'll do it,” said Bob decidedly.
TN
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“Chunky Todgers hasn't gone home yet, and
he’'ll tauke a message to the ranch, if we
ask him, and tell your popper at the same
time, Cherub.” 5

Beanclere nodded assent.

No more time was spent in words; in a
few minutes Chunky Todgers was found anid
despatched with  the message, which 3
simply that the Co. were going home with
Hopkins for the night.

A promise of liberal maple-sugar as a
reward made Master Todgers quite obliging,
and the chums saw him start off on his fat
little pony.

Then they set out at a

gallop for tiae

Hopkin;” homestead, half fearing thas
zﬁmethmg might already have happened
ere..

Exactly how the law stood in the matter
he schoolboys were only dimly aware; bus
they knew that in justice, at all events, Old
Man Gunten was not entitled to take posses-
sion of the place after the offer af the
return of his loan in full, with interest.
Whether it was tyranny or some hidden
motive that actuated him, it game to the
same thing; he was to be prevented from
having his own way. The chums of Cedar
Creek were quite determined on that.

“Hallo! That looks like Gunten's lot!”
muttered Bob Lawless, as the chums were
passing Thompson at a little distance,

On the trail outside the town they caugiit
sight of six horsemen—all of them exceed-
ingly “tough ” characters, and well known
as belonging to the Red Dog crowd. One of
them, called Dry Billy Bowers, had only
recently returned frem prison, and all of
them were rascals. Old Man Gunten was
speaking to them in the tmail, and it w
pretty clear that he had been busily
engaged in gathering them together, and
was about to despatch them on their mis-
sion.

The Swiss store-keeper caught sight of
the schoolboys in the distance, and scowled
at them.

“Hurry upl!”

said TFrank. “If they're

bound for the homestead, we want to get
aliead of them.” :
“You bet!”
The chums galloped on at great speed.
later they were on tha

A few minutes

o
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THE ATTACK ON THE CABIN !

The six ruffians, bearing the trunk,
came on with a rush, hesdless of the shot-gun that peered from the window.
“ 8top, or I'll pull the trigger !'* shouted Mr. Hopkins. {See Chapter 5.)
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bank of the creek, and dismounted in the
Hopkins® enclosure.

The door of the cabin was thrown open at
once, as Mr. Hopkins recognised them from
within.

The setiler was alone in the cabin, his
family, with the single exception of Harold,
having been sent to a friendly neighbour’s,
to be kept clear of the “trouble.”

The schoolboys let their horses loose to
graze by the creek, and entered the ecabin;
in the distance a bunch of riders could
already be seen approaching at a trot.

Mr. Hopkins seemed surprised by the
arrival of Frank -Richards & Co., and he
Jooked very doubtful when he was informed
that they had come to aid him in holding
the cabin against the enemy.

But he raised no demur.

The door was closed and barred again;
already the hoof-beats of the approaching
hersemen could be heard.

Frank Richards looked out of a slit
between the window shutters.

Dry Billy and his companions were riding
up, headed by a rufiian called Keno Kit.
Old Man Gunten was not to be seen. Appa-
rently he was too wise to trust himself near
the shot-gun of the farmer he intended to
evict from his little home. :

The Red Dog crowd dismounted, and
tethered their horses to a fence. Then they
came on towards the eabin-

Keno Kit struck on the door with " a
heavy pistol-butt, und shouted:

““ Anybody at home?”

“I guess I'm at ‘ome!”
Hopkins, through the door.
you ’appen to want, Keno Kit?”

“1 guess we want possession of this hyer
shebang i answered the ruffian. “ Open this
hyer doer at once!»

“T'm not opening the door to anybody!”
_“1 reckon we’ll soon burst it in, then!”

- ““Have you got the sheriff’s order?” called
out Bob Lawless.

“I guess we don’'t need it! We've got
Alr. Gunten’s orders, and five doliars each in
spondulies ! chuckled Keno Kit.

“That's not law!?

“0h, I guess we can mdnage with any old

answered Mr,
“What may

Taw! Are you opening this hyer door or
are you nobt?»?

“Notl? said Frank Richards: & Co.
together.

“Then look out for trouble!*
And Keno Kit strode back to his com-
rades.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
= ‘The Attack on the Cabin!

HERE was a brief consultation among
the half-dozen ruffians gathered
outside the cabin, but it was very
brief. The ruffians were anxious to

get their task over, and zreturn to the

delights of the Red Dog bar. They had
some of Old Man Gunten’s money in their
pockets already, and the ‘promise of more;
their reward for doing the dirty work of the
Swiss store-keeper was to be a “jamboree »
at the Red Dog.

“I guess it’s plane-sailing!” said XKeno
Kit. “This hyer shebang belongs to 0ld
Man Gunten now, and he’s given instructions
for it to be pulled to splinters. It won’t
take us long, I calculate. Lay hold of a
log and bu’st in the door, to start!”

“You bet!” :

And the ruffians laid hands upon a felled
trunk near at hand, and raised it in their
united grasp, for use as a battering-ram.

They came on towards the ecabin door
with a rush.

Mr. Hopkins pulled back the shutter of the
window by the door, and grasped his &hot-
gun, his eyes glinting.

Frank Richards caught his arm.

“Don’t shoot!” he exclaimed.

“] guess what they’re doing is agin the
law ! answered the settler grimly. “I'm
bound to surrender the house to the sheriff’s
men, but these ain’t the sheriff’'s men. I
guess Mr. Henderson won’t have any truck
with it. This lot is the Red Dog crowd,
and if they attack my house I'm at liberty
to fire on them!”

i:But___):

“I’1l warn them first.”

Mr. Hopkins put the muzzle of his gun out
of the window, and shouted to the Red Dog
crowd.

'3 Stop 122

No anmswer was returned, and the six
ruffians, bearing the trunk among them, came
panting on. There was no doubt that one
heavy drive from such a weight would
send the cabin door flying into fragments.

“Stop, or I'll pull the trigger!” shouted
the farmer.

“1 guess you don’t dare!” snorted Keno
Kit. “Come on, you galoots! We ain’t
going to be all night about this hyer
funeral!”

And they ecame on with a rush, heedless of
the shot-gun that peered from the half-open
window.

The farmer hesitated no longer. He aimed
low, to catch the ruffians in the legs, and
pulled the trigger.

Bang!’
There was a chorus of surprised and
furious yells, as the small shot secattered

among Six pairs of legs.

The tree-trunk came to the ground with a
crash, as six pairs of hands let go at the
same moment.

One end of it jammed on Mr. Billy Bowers’
toe, and Dry Billy hopped and danced, letting
out a succession of wild howls,
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. Three of the rufiians turned tail and ran
instantly, and did not stop till they were in
cover of the nearest bunch of larches.

Dry Billy, hopping and yelling, did nop
even think ®f retreat, much less of further
attack.

Keno Kit and another drew their re-
volvers, and turned towards the window with
savage looks. They had been stung about
the legs by the scattering shot, and they
were furious.

Frank Richards dragged Mr. Hopkins back
from the window, and Bob slammed the
thick pine shutter and fastened it.

Crack, crack! Spatter, spatter!

Two pistol-shots smashed on the pinewocod
ab the same moment.

Frank drew a quick breath.

“That looks like business!” he muttered.

Mr. Hopkins coolly reloaded his shot-
gun.

“I guess Colt’s bullets won't hurt that
pinewood much,” he said. ¢ They've got no
rifles, and they wouldn’t dare to use them if
they had.”

Mr. Hopkins
inches.

In the distante, among the larches, Keno
Kit and his gang were gathered in a group,

opened the shutter a few

engaged in loud and emphatic consulta-
tion.
At last Dry Biliy Bowers was seen to

tramp away in the direction of the town,
and it was easy to guess that he had gone
to seek Mr. Gunten for further instructiens.

“Jolly good thing Old Man Gunten seént
this gang instead of the sheriff’'s men,”
murmured Bob Lawless. “Firing on the
sheriff’s posse would have been pesky serious
business !

He won't get any help from the sheriff,”?
said Mr. Hopkins. “Not that I'd give up
my holdin’ anyhow !’

‘“°Ear, ’ear!” said Harold loyally.

The garrison of the ‘log cabin waited
anxiously. If the sheriff of Thompson. _
arrived on the scene with Mr. Gunten, t-
chums realised that the matfer—wc
assume a much more serious aspect.
the sheriff in an outlying settlement
Thompson held the scales rather of justice
than of law,.and it r that Old Man
CGunten had not ventured voke his aid—
yet, at all events. Inde t was probable
that if the exact s of M.
dealing with &I
known in

generally
t arise for

the greedy Sw
citizens of the vall 5
Frank Richards w ed from the window,
keeping a sharp it for
pot-shot from the Red Deog ¢
sun was sinking low

the fat figure of Mr. (
accompanied by Dry B

The store-keeper
cabin—but stopped as
gun peered out at him.

““Hands up, if you come mnearer!>
out Mr. Hopkins.

With his fat face dark wi
Gunten put up his hand
He stopped outside the wind
settler a venomous look.

“I guess I'm hyer to demand
my preperty,” he said, between
“I've offered you your mone

“Money be durned!” said 0Old
ten. “I'm after the property.
five minutes to clear outer
afore it's set on fire!”

“I give you one minute to get elear hefore
I send a charge of shot at you!” said the
farmer grimly.

He put his finger to the trigger.
red face of the store-keeper paled, and
swung round and started to run.

There was a chuckle from the cabin as
the terrified Swiss raced and plunged and
stumbled away over the rough ground, f=
lending him wings. He tripped over a t
ing -root ‘at last, and came down on his
hands and knees, howling. On all fours,
the moneylender of Thompson squirmed into
t?eh larches for cover, and vanished from

“And now——" muttered Frank Richards
tensely.

They waited.

rapped

Man Gan
I give you

this

he

(You must not miss reading next Tuesday’s
long complete story of Frank Richards & Co.
of Cedar Creek, entitled: * Lynch Law!*® It
i a yarn full of thrilling and breathless .
incidents.)
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%@W@ The Bounderis not believed

when he tells his chums

that disaster overshadows Greyfriars, and things might have been very serious for the
old school if Vernon-Smith had not played the Lone Hand !

\

A Magnificent Long Complete Story of

THE FIRST CHAPTER

The Bounder’s Bad Luck!
Pt -
€ 0Oh; my hat!>
Vernon-Smith  of the
uttered that exelamation
of dismay. =

The flat tyre dragged on the dusty road,
and the Bounder of Greyfriars jumped off
his machine.

“Well *—the Greyfriars junior whistled
softly—this .is a fix, and no mistake!”

It was undoubtedly a fix.

It was nearly eleven o'clock. The white,
moonlit road was silent and deserted.

For miles the Bounder had had the road
to himself. He was still five miles from
Greyfriars, and now his tyre had gone.

And he was already late. The Remove
at Greyfriars went to bed at half-past nine.
Vernon-Smith had had leave to ride over
to Lantham to visit his father, who was there
on_business.

He had had leave till half-past nine; but,
with his wusual recklessness, he had over-
stayed his time. He had not quitted Lan-
tham till half-past ten, and then he had set
out for a record scorch home. 8o long as
he arrived before Mr. Quelch went to bed
he would get only lines, but if he kept the
Remove master waiting up for him there
would be trcuble with a vengeance.

The. junior looked at his watch.

‘““Ten to eleven! Oh, what rotten luck!

Remove
in tonmes

I might just have dome it, with a few
minutes over! Quelchy goes to bed at
eleven !” :

But the Bounder did not waste time in
repining. It was just bad luck, and he had
to make the best of it. It was useless to
think of walking the rest of the distance.
He turned over the bicycie, and proceeded to
remove the tyre. His lamp was nearly ex-
hausted, and he blew it out to save the oil.
The clear, bright moonlight gave him plenty
of light.

H;\s quick hands proceeded deftly with the
work.

Suddenly he gave a start.

From the silent park behind him came
sudden shouting. There was a rustling and
crashing among the trees.

The Bounder detached himself from the
wall, and looked up.

0
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Greyiriars School.

On top of the wall, half a dozen yards from
where he was standing, two hands appeared,
evidently the hands of a climber from within.

Vernon-Smith stared at them in amaze-
ment.

The hands were followed by a head. A
face rose into view, and an elbow was thrown
on to the wall.

In the clear moonlight a white and startled
face looked over into the road.

The Bounder noted the sharp nose, the
keen, steely eyes. The rest of the face was
hidden by a thick, black beard.

Then a leg was thrown over the wall, and
the man rolled over, held to the wall for 2
second, and dropped into the road.

He reeled there, panting.

From the park came a clamour of voices.

SEMhissway

“ Where is he?”

“ Quick, the light!”

The fugitive—for such the black-bearded
man evidently was—sped away down the road
like a hare.

He had not even.glanced the
Bounder.

Vernon-Smith had made a step forward, but
the fugitive was gone in a twinkling. For
a moment the junior's eyes followed the
fieeting form in the moonlight. Then it
vanished through a gap in the hedge.

It was gone!

‘“Well, my hat!” murmured the Bounder,
in astonishment. < Who the dickens—what
the dickens—”

A man in a keeper’s garb tumbled over the
wall, followed by a footman.

“Did you see anybody get over the wall?”
panted the keeper.

“Yes; a chap with a black beard.”

‘“That's the man! Which way did he go?”

“Down the road, and through the hedge
yonder,” * said the Bounder, pointing.
¢ What's the row?”

‘¢ Burglary!”

With that one word the keeper dashed off,
followed by the footman.

The Bounder made a movement to follow.

towards

He would willingly have joined in the chase’

of the fugitive cracksman.

But he had Mr. Queleh to think of, and he
paused. :

His tyre was ready now, and he pumped

it up. Then he mounted, and pedalled away

HARRY WHAR

RICHARDS.

TON & CO., the Chums of

towards Friardale. He bad been delayed
half an hour or more, and half-past eleven
was chiming out as he rode through the
sleeping village. = 5
: Greyfriars loomed up in the distance ab
ast. -

Vernon-Smith jumped down, and rang a
peal on the bell, He had to wait five minutes
before Gosling came grumbling down to the

ate.
g’]The- Bounder put up his machine, and
walked to the School House. He was pre-
pared for a row, and prepared also to meeb
it with his usual eooluess.

There was a light under Mr. Quelch's door,
and the Bounder tapped. Midnight had rung
out from the clock tower.

The Remove master met him with a glanece
like a gimlet.

““So you have returned, Vernon-Smith?*

£¥es,— sir.?

“I have remained up an hour after my
usual bed-time.”

“I am sorry, sir. I—I had a puncture.”

“You should take more care, Vernon-Smith.
I suppose you do not think it a ¥orm
master’s business to lose his night's rest
whenever you have a puncture?”

“ Nunno, sir! - But—"

“However, if your delay is wholly due to
an accident——"* said Mr. Quelch, in a some-
what mollified tone.

Vernon-Smith hesitated.

There had been a time when falsehoods
came readily to the lips of the Bounder; but
Vl?imon-Smith was not now the Bounder of
olid.
“It was not wholly due to the puncture,
sir,” he said. “I could not have got in
before eleven, anyway.”

“You overstayed your leave?”

<¥es Sy

“You will take five hundred lines, Vernon-
Smith, and stay in on Wednesday afterncon
to write them out. You may go!”

“Yes, sir

And the Bounder made fracks for the Re-
move dormitory.

He was quickly between the sheets, but it
was some time before he slept. He could
not help thinking of the incident at Friar-
dale Park, and wondering- whether the man
had been caught. But he slept at last, and
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did not opew his eyes again till the rising-
bell was ringing out over Greyfriars in the
clear wintry morning.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Sudden Surprise!
(1) SAY, you fellows ! :
Billy Bunter was quite excited.
Harry Wharton & Co. were chat-
ting outside the School House after
morning lessons, when the Owl of the Re-
move rolled up, evidently with news. =
‘“Well, what is it this time?” asked Bob
Cherry. “ Expecting another postal-order?”
“I say, there’s news!” said Bunter. I
just heard the carrier telling Gosling. I say,
where’s Smithy? I wonder if Smithy knows
anything about it. He must have been quite
near Friardale Park at the time.”
““ About what?” asked Wharton.
“The burglary.” :
“Eh? What burglary?” -
“ More burglaries?” asked Nugent.
‘“There’s been: another at Friardale Park,”
said Bunter. “Old Cripps told Gosling all
about it. That’s the third—there was one
last week at Popper Court, and one the
week before at Hardinge House. Now old
Griggs has had his turn; but this time the
fellow was spotted and chased through §he
park. Old Cripps says they mearly had him,
but he got away over the fields.”
Bob Cherry whistled. 2
“ I wonder if it’s the same chap?” he said.
“1t’s getting exciting ! The rotter may come
to Greyfriars next.” 2 2
“ Where’s Smithy? 1 shouldn't wonder if
Smithy saw something of it, 0Old CI:lppS
says it happened some time before midmgh?,,
and that’s when Smithy was mending his

puncture there, from what he says. I say,
Smithy 17
Vernon-Smith came out of the Sehool

House, and Billy Bunter hailed him eagerly.
He poured out his exciting news in a breath,
and the Bounder listened with interest.

* So the man got away?” he asked.

“¥es, old Cripps says so. He says the
police think it was the same chap who
burgled Sir Hilton Popper’s and old Har-
dinge’s. Mr. Tozer told him he heard In-
speetor Grimes tell the sergeant that he be-
lieved it was Slippery Jim——”

““Ye gods! What a name!” said Harry
Wharton. “Who on earth is Slippery Jim?»
" ““He's a eracksman,” said Bunter, with an
air of great knowledge. <1 saw something
about him in the paper at the time of the
Popper Court burglary.” I say, Smithy, did
you see anything of it? You were there, you
know. Skinner thinks you were really at the
Cross Keys 22

“You fat idiot!” said the Bounder, frown-
ing.

s suppose you didn’t see anything of the
affair, Smithy?”’ said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing.

“But I did,” said the Bounder seriously.
“The chap bolted over the wall while I was
there, and I saw him go, and a keeper and
a footman after him. I .should kuow him
again, too, if I saw him. Chap with a
pointed nose and a black beard.”

“You really saw him?” execlaimed Whar-
ton.

“Yes, I tell you! I'd have lent a hand
in running him down, only I had to get in.
I don’t know whether he’s Slippery Jim or
not, but he seems to have slipped away from
them all right. And I really shouldn’t be
surprised if he’s got Greyfriars on his list,”
said the Bounder. “He seems to be a johnny
who’s doing this neighbourhood pretty thor-
oughly. Hallo! Who’s that?>?

The juniors glanced towards a man who
had entered at the gates and was crossing
towards the School House.

He was a stranger to them,

He was 2 man of middle age, with a hard,
clear-cut face and very keen eyes. He wore
the uniform of an inspector of police, but
they knew that he did not belong to the
local force. .

He came up to the School House, glancing
earelessly at the group of juplors. The
Bounder’s eyes were fixed on his face.

A startled look had leaped into Vernon-
Smith’s eyes. >

The stranger passed into the house, and
Trotter eame at his ring. The page showed
Bim into the Head’s study.

“Well, my hat!” murmured the Bounder.

‘Wharton looked at him curiously.

“Do you know the chap?’ he asked.

TrE Poprrar.—No. 313,

“Some giddy detective after the burglar,
most likely,”” said Johuny Bull. “I wonder
what he’s come here for, though?*

“It’s extraordinary!”” said the Bounder, in
a low voice. “I'd swear that I knew that
nose,”

“You've met his nose before?” grinned
Nugent. “Was it alone, or was the rest of
him with it?»

The Bounder did not reply. He
into the house, leaving the chums
Remove considerably astonished.

° Vernon-Smith intercepted Trotter as he
was coming back, after showing the visitor
into the Head’s study.

“ Who's that chap, Trotter?” he asked.

“ Visitor for the ‘Ead, sir,” said Trotter.

“I mean, what’s his name?”

‘“ Inspector Flick, sir,”” said Trotter, sur-
prised by the Bounder's inquisitiveness.
“Criminal Investigation_’ Department, Secot-
land Yard. That's wot was on his card,
Master Vernon-Smith.”

“Oh!” said the Bounder.

Trotter went his way. Vernon-Smith thrust
his hands deep into his pockets and walked
away, his brows wrinkled in thought.

hurried
of the

THE THIRD CHAPTER. :
The Man from Scotland Yard !

R. LOCKE rose courteously to greet
D his visitor, surprised as he was to
see him. The Head of Greyfriars
had no idea why Inspector Flick, of
the Criminal Investigation Department, Scot-
land Yard, should be paying him a visit.
“You are probably surprised by this call,
sir,” said the inspector, with a smile. ¢ But
I will soon explain. = You have doubtless
heard of a series of daring robberies carried
out in this neighbourhood during the past
fortnight 2>
“Yes; I have seen the reports in the
papers,” said the Head.
 The local police have been unable to deal
with the matter so far, and I have been sent
down from London to investigate. The work
is supposed to be that of a certain Slippery
Jim, a notorious cracksman whose present
whereabouts are unknown to the police. You
may be aware that last night an attempt
was made at General Griggs’ house, Friardale
Park.”
“1 was not aware of it.*”
_ “The man escaped, unfortunately, though
it was a very narrow escape. He was, how-
ever, prevented from carrying out his pur-
pose. It is possible, of course, that he has
been scared away from the neighbourhood ;
but I do not think so myself. I may add,
that T hope he is not gone.>
“ You—you hope s0?” ejaculuted the Head.
Inspector Flick smiled.
“Yes; because I hope to have the oppor-
tunity of laying the rascal by the heels.”
‘“ Ah, yes, I understand!®
““The man is a most dangerous character,”
continued the inspector. * His system is to
take some place of concealment in a certain
district, and perpetrate a series of rob-
beries, and then disappear. After he has
done with this neighbourhood, he may pro-
bably be heard of next in Ireland, or Scot-
land, or Cornwall. He is a very slippery

customer, and though his work is well known
to the police, his personal appearance is only

known very vaguely, which, of course, adds
to the difficulty of tr ng him. I have
hopes, however, of catching him in the very
act, and that is why I am here. You have
not yet been troubled by the man??

The Head started.

2= Oh, "no!®

“Yet it is very probable that he will not
leave this district without paying Greyfriars
a visit.”?

““ Bless my soul!’?

“There are, I understand, certain valu-
ables kept on the premises here—»

“ Undoubtedly,” said the Head. ™ The old
Greyfriars silver is worth upwards of two
thousand pounds.”

““ And doubtless Mr. Jim has accurate
knowledge of other valuables here. You
would, perhaps, not object to giving me some
details of such things, so that I can judge
better the probability of his paying you a
visit.” i

“Certainly. I generally have a certain
sum of ready money in the safe,’” said the
Head. * About fifty pounds, as a rule. Then
I have a number of shares and bonds—
especially Anglo-French Loan. Would you
advise me to transfer these to my banker
for the present?® -

Inspector Flick shook his head.

“That is not necessary, sir; and I think
probably your safe is more secure than
that of the local bank, with Slippery Jim
in the neighbourhood.”

“That is very probable,” assented the
Head.

“The honds you speak of—are they of
much value?”

‘“Two thousand pounds, sir,”” said Dr.
Locke. “1 doubt whether this—this disre-
putable person can be aware, however——7’
. ““Of course, he may know nothing; but it
iIs probable that he has received informa-
tion. I should like to see the safe, and I
can give you an opinion as to its security.’”

“Certainly. It is in this room.”

Dr. Locke rose to his feet, and moved a
screen. The iron safe was let into the solid
wall of the study. The inspector examined
it with keen interest.

‘“And the key?’” he said.

“1 keep it always on my watch-chain, M.
Flek.»?

“That is very wise. But the lock, of
course, would present few difficulties to a
cracksman like Slippery Jim, and if he knows
that the school silver and the bhonds are .
there—"" Inspector Flick paused. **This
safe, T presume, contains all the valuables
you have mentioned ?’?

(53 Yes_!’

Inspector Flick crossed to the window and
looked out into the green quadrangle. He
examined the window carefully. \

.“You think that a burglar would seek to
enter that way, sir?” asked the Head.

“ Very probably.”’ *

“ The window is, of course, always fastened
at night??

£ Yen, 2

“ It would be easy to cut out a portion
of the glass and move the cateh from out-
side, Dr. Locke.”

“Eh? I do not quite understand—?’

“I mean that if Slippery Jim makes an
attempt here, ‘he will make the attempt at
this window, beyond a shadow of a doubt.”

“You think he knows——» —

“That would be quite easy for him. 3%
there not a history of the selicol in exist-
ence in which a plan of the building is
given?”

“ Quite 50.”

“You see, sir,
careful.”

“ Undoubtedly. I cannot thank you
sufficiently for putting me on my guard in

that it is necessary to be

this manner!” exclaimed the Head. W hat
do you suggest that T should do?*?
“ Nothing, personally,” said Mr. Flick,

with a smile. “Now that I am posted, you
may leave that to me. With your permis
sion, I shall keep the school under aiser
tion, but, of course, in such a way that it
will not be known. You would not care for
boys to have any inkling of such a thing.”

“Very true.”

“I have little doubt—or, rather, no doubt
at all—that the man will make an attempt
here during the week. You need have no
alarm, however. I shall be on the watch.
My intention is to post myself in the guad-
rangle at midnight, and keep the house
under observation till near dawn. Tf he
comes—I might rather say when he comes—
I shall be ready to seize him.”

‘““A very unpleasant task for you. sir.*

“My duty, sir,”” said the inspector, with
a shrug of the shoulders.

“Yes, I understand.”

““As for getting access to
night, you would doubtless
porter——**

“I will speak to Gosling; but perhaps it
would be better for you to have a key to
the side gate,” said the Head, ““then you
can _come and go as you' wish.”

“Txecellent !>

“But in casc of mecting with such a des-
perate character, you will require help——?»

“ Naturally. I shall have three reliable
men posted outside the school walls, who
will come in if I whistle. Uatil they are
required, they will keep their distance. I
am aware that you would not desire any-
thing in the nature of police business going
on here, so far as it can be avoided.?

“That s true, Mr. Flick. Thank you very
much !>’ said the Head gratefully.

He felt relieved by this delicacy and tact
on the part of the inspector.

When Mr. Flick took his leave, the Head
walked to the lodge with him, and explained
to Gosling, and handed the key of the side
gate to the inspector. He retnrned to the
house much relieved in- his mind. If Slip-
pery Jim paid@ Greyfriars a visit, the man
from Scotland Yard would be on the spot.

(Continued on page 17.)-
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TAL, SETI. A special article by our

wireless expert this week,

dealing with the making of an “ all wave ” crystal set!
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number of radio
stations during the
past few years has
caused a congestion which
could only be relieved by
using a very wide band of
wave-lengths. .This is now
being done, and in order that
a listener can be “in the
running,” his set must be
capable of tuning to any
wave length above a hundred

other to secure the connec-
tion to it.

When your parts are
mounted you can turn vour
attention to the wiring, and
Diagram 3 will show you how
to connect up. Where two
wires' cross, - and omne is
arched over the other, this
is a sign that they are not
joined. Where no arch is
shown. a proper connection

metres and below 3,000. The
obvious thing to do some
might think, would be to
wind a coil that would tune

“wie. The great disadvantage, however, would be in what are known
as “ auegend

ey

W,QOO metres, and tap the coil so that any part of it might be used at
o, W

23

losses. When listening-in on a low wave-length, a large

and this causes a surprising ““ fall off *’ in signal strength. This is a
point which should be well remembered, and you will see what exactly
happens by referring to Diagram 1.

However, dead-end losses needn't werry us in considering the “all
wave ” crystal set T am describing this week. Here we have
a set into which any size coil can be plugged, being sharply
tuned with a condenser, Diagram 2 shows a general view of
the set, and construction is a matter of extreme simplicity.
Leaving out the question of plug-in coils—which I will deal -
with later—the components required are

One variable condenser of 0003 capacity.

One crystal detector.

One coil plug for panel mounting.

Your terminals,

One yard of tinned copper wire. .

One double pole double throw switch for panel
mounting.

One piece of } inch. ebonite, 8 inches by 6 inches.

Containing box.

The variable condenser should be of reliable make, The The
onc in my model of this set is an * Ormond,” but any other s dead

e

ould be out of use without being really out of circuit, -

causs

is indicated.

A word about the switch.
This is a “ series-parallel ”
switch, and with it we are
able to put the wvariable
condenser in one of two places, either across the aerial and earth
connections (which puts it in parallel) or between the aerial and the
coil (a series connection). When the condenser is in the first position,
it increases the wave-length range of the coil in use, and in the second
position it decreases it. Thus we are able to make a certain coil
cover wave-lengths above and.below its natural one—a very: useful
thing when we are listening to a station which is on the ** fringe ”
of the coil’s natural wave-length.

The diagram should make the wiring-up quite clear to you,
and when completed the set is ready for test.

Now regarding the tuning coils for this set, any kind of
plug-in coil will do. You can buy the best make of duo-lateral
coil (costing on an average of 5s. each) or you can buy a
shilling set of basket coils, and a number of coil mounts, and
mount the eoils yourself. In the latter way you will get a
good set of coils to cover a wide band of wave-lengths at a cost

Different aerials will mean different coils for a certain
station, so you must decide by experiment which of your set
of coils is most suitable for the local B.B.C. station, which
for 6,000 metre shipping signals, and so on.

Ficl, If there is anything further you wish to know about this

set, or any other wireless matter, just drop a_line to me, c.o.
of The Editor of the Popurar, The Fleetway House. Farring-
e nd?* don Street, London, 1.(.4, giving details of the advice you

well-known make will do—preferably of the * one hole fixing” tess. The dotted require. I shall be delighted to help you.

variety, as this will save a lot of drilling. There are $0 line shows por-
many different models of crystal detectors on the market tion of coil not t W0
in use, and which crystals,

advise a detector in which the crystal is enclosed in a glass has the efiect of In the ecarly
casing. The switch should be a small one, as small as you reducing

nowadays that it is difficult to make a choice, but I always

can get it. A large one will look unsightly on this set.
When buying the coil plug, make sure that it is suitable for
panel mounting. The one I used is so constructed that the two
: plug connections have long
projecting bolts which go right
E@ through the panel, and when
the nuts are tightened up the
plug is well secured. Two of
the terminals should be P.O.
and the other two of the
‘* telephone ” type. No. 20
gauge is best for the connecting-
up wire. The containing box
can either be bought or
knocked together out of spare
wood. The box should be
about three inches deep, in
order to accommodate the
variable condenser,

Marking out and drilling
the panel should present
no difficulty, but balance
your components well. See
that the variable condenser
18 centred nicely, the crystal
detector mounted straight, and
the terminals well placed. Two
nuts to each terminal s
This diagram shows the top of certainly an advantage, and
the panel when the set has been one can be used to fix the

assembled. terminal in place, and the

@1 [ o}
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strength.

I might take

this opportunity of saying a word or
about

signal days of -radio,
when crystal was
scarce, we had
sometimes to search
a dozen shops in
order to get the tiniest
piece for our sets. Nowa-
days the windows of radio
stores are crowded out
with myriads of different
crystals  trading under
diffcrent  names  ending
with “ite” and it is
perhaps a little difficult
to know. what to use.
Some makes of ecrystals
are without doubt
“ dud.”

The only safe way is to
buy only those makes that
have a reputation—you
must have heard some of
vour friends mentioning
the kind they wuse and
from which they obtain
good results. Get their
opinion on the matter
and go by what they
say, That will count
more than any advertise-
ments,

¢yt

~7

3

Under-view of panel showing special

wiring. Where one wire is arched

over the other no connection ig
indicated.
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equal to that of one of the former kind. I leave vou to choose, -
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INTERESTING STAMPS OF THE WORLD!

WATERMARKS,

T you take one of our familiar penny
stamps of to-day, and turn it over
on its face on the table you will see
that there is a device worked in the

paper, and which is something qpit;e
independent of the stamp design. This is
the * watermark,” a term which hasn’t
much to do with water ; the mark is caused
by little bits of wire fashioned into letters
or designs on the gauze mould or cylinder,
which gives paper its texture during the
process of manufacture. The effect in
finished paper is to show the design repro-
dueed in colourless semi-transparent fac-
simile. i

Most postage stamps have special water-
marks, because governments have generally
recognised that these marks in paper are not
casily imitated, and so they are regarded as
safeguards against forgery. But we must
not jump to the conclusion that a stamp
without a watermark is a “* fudge.” Some
stamps never had any watermark, and it
sometimes happens that stamps which are

©» &
383
% QT
s

normally printed on watermarked paper
get printed on paper that is without such
marks. This may occur as an accident,
plain paper getting mixed up with water-
cd paper. Or, as in the case of the
present 1d. green and 11d. red stamps of
Australia, the supplies of watermarked
paper ran ouf, and before fresh supplies
could be got from England, the Common-
wealth printer had to print about twenty
millions on plain paper.

Watermarks in stamps are of great
variety. Among the carlier watermarks of
Great Britain are crowns of various styles,
the heraldic “emblems *’ (rose, thistle and
shamrock), a spray of rose, an orb, Maltese
eross, anchor, and now we have a erown
accompanied by the royal cypher of King
George—*" G v R.” Among the British
possessions we get watermarks of an
elephant’s head (India), pineapple (Jamaica
early issues), turtles (Tonga), conch
(Iravancore) and many crowns and stars,
sometimes above and sometimes alone, and
sometimes with initials, such as A (Australia
Q (Queensland) and NZ (New Zealand),
while quite a large number of colonies have
had their stamps through the Crown Agents
for the Colonies in London, and many of
these have the *“crown over initials
*CC” (Crown Colonies), or *“ CA ” (Crown
Agents).

BECHUANALAND. TUnder this name there
‘was formerly a Crown Colony, since annexed
to Cape Colony, and the present Bechuana-
land Protectorate. The stamp issues com-
prise Cape of Good Hope and Great Britain
stamps over-printed * British Bechuana-
Jand ”* for the Crown Colouy. and [further
over-printed ‘“ Protectoratc ” for wuse in
the latter. From 1897 cur ordinary English
stamps have been used with the simple
overprint ‘“ Bechuanaland Protectorate.”

( BBLEIAN CoNGo. The great Belgian
possession in the Congo has had some
beautiful and fascinating stamps. Those of
1894 and onwardg are handsome miniature
engravings, showing the Port of Matadi, the
Stanley and Inkissi Falls, the bridge of the
M’pozo, and elephant’ hunt, and a picture
of Morangi, chief of the Bangala tribe of the
‘FrE PoryuLar.—No, 313.

A few well-known
stamp water-
marks.

Upper Congo, and his wife. Later we get
pictures of cocoanut trees, a native canoe,
a native village, and a quaint stern-wheel

steamer which is a type of vessel that is |

navigated on the waters of the Upper
Congo. The present stamps are also real
works of art, and show types of the natives,
basket-making, an elephant’s head, native
archery, weaving, and there are others to
come, :

BELGIUM. Our great-little ally in the
‘War has had stamps since 1849, the first
being fine portraits of Leopold I, favourite
old stamps we call “the Ipaulettes.”
Then there were portraits of the second
Leopold, and most of the stamps of his
reign are plentiful and cheap. The present
King Albert has been pictured in many
guises on the stamps since 1912, but the
favourites are those showing him in the
familiar tin hat of the trenches (roi casque,
is one posh name for these beautiful
portraits). During the War there were Red

1 tamps and some fine pictorial stamps
showing historic places such as the Cloth
Hall at Ypres, the College of Dinant, the
University of Louvain, the Town Hall of
Furnes. In 1920 there was a little set of
three stamps éllustrating ancient sports,
issued in connection with the Olympic
Games of that year.

BENADIR is now better dealt with under
the modern style of ““ Italian Somaliland,”
and BENGASI comes under ‘ Libia.”

BENIN is a French West-African Settle-
ment at the mouth of the river of that name.
The familiar type of French colonial stamps
appropriately over-printed * Benin,” or
“ Golfe de Benin,” were used here until
they were superseded by general issues for
the present colony of Dahomey.

BuRGEDORF. A town in Germany,
capital of a small distriet of the same name.
In the early days of stamps, Bergedorf, like
Hamburg and Lubeck, conducted its own
postal affairs, and issued the curious
heraldic design stamps on November 1,
1861. They showed the arms of Hamburg
(a castle) and of Lubeck (a double-headed
cagle), each divided in half vertically, the
half of one being here joined to the half of
the other, to denote that Bergedorf was
conquered by the two Hanse towns in
question. The stamps are rarer used than
unused.

A WONDERFUL COLLECTION.

L always iike to remind my young
collector friends that they are part-owners
of the most wonderful collection of stamps
there is. - If you and I cannot get the
big raritics for our very own collections
at least we have the satisfaction that mosts
of them are in the great collection which
was bequeathed to the British nation by
the late Mr. T. K. Tapling, M.P.

You can see this collection any day in
London at the British Musewm, and it is
quite easy to examine any part of it.
The" album pages are arranged in glass-
sided slides, vertically, and as there are
4.752 well-filled pages to look through
you could spend delightful hours on
many visits without exhausting the interest
to be found in the stamps.

There are more than 100,000 stamps
and their value at present prices would
be mnearly £250,000. All the stamps

actually collected by Mr. Tapling were |

of issues prior to the year 1890 ; he started
collecting at the age of ten. While at
Harrow a relative gave him a present of
£100 on the curious condition that the
money was to be spent, not banked. He
spent_it carefully and judiciously on stamps
for his collection.

Later on he acquired some of the finest
collections that came on the market,
and amalgamated them with his own.
In his lifetime he wag the British rival
to the famous Ferrary, whose collection
is_being dispersed by auction in Paris,
where the portions sold bhave already

(Continued in next column.

HE electric bell shown at Fig. 1
can be made at a trifling cost,
and will be as effective as a ready-

. made bell.
1} in. by 3-16 in. iron bolts with fitted
nuts as at Fig. 2, and then make two paper

Firtst provide two

tubes 1% in. long to fit on them. This is
done by _eutting two lengths of drawing
paper 4 in. by 1} in., and wrapping them
round one of the bolts as tightly as possible
and coating the last 1 in. or so=with seeco-
tine. Four eardboard disks 2 in. diameter
are now_ cut from a piece of thick card-
board with a centre hole of the same dia-
meter as the outside of the tubes. These
disks are now glued on the ends of the tubes
as at Fig. 3 to form bobbins,

The next stage is to provide a simple
winding machine so that the wire can be
wrapped evenly on the bobbins. This is
made by fitting a length of round wood
inside the tubes to project each end,
mounting the spindle on a stand with
upright slots as at Fig. 4, Nails are driven
in the sides of the uprichts and a wire
handle formed on one end. Thirty vards of
No. 26 double cotton covered wire should
be obtained and divided into two lengths,
gn{e) };J_f the lengths being wound round each

obbin.

To begin with, leave about 2 in. free

‘and wrap by hand four or five rounds

close together, and then turn the handle
and guide the wire until the tube is evenly
covered. Cut a strip of paper, coat one side
with seccotine, and cover the winding,
and then proceed with the winding™= =
the opposite direction. When anetfir layer
has been wound, cover with paper as before,
and continue in this way until the bobbin
is filled, leaving a few inches over. Treat
the other bobbin in the same way, the last
layer being covered with paper as usual.
The next step is to provide a piece of No.
16 8.W.G. sheet brass or iron 17 in. by 13
in., holes are drilled in the narrow side to
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take } in. screws, and in
to take the bolts, with cen
as at Fig. 5, which shows
to shape.

The ends of the bolts are
leave a flat surface of about
the bobbins are pushed o
bolts are placed through t
bracket and secured with ny
the wires of the coils so ¢
current going round the coi
imaginary S, going round
op;l)osite direction to that
coil.

The baseboard is now ma
of § in. wood to a length of
a eentre line is drawn ar
2 in. diameter is drawn a
A line is drawn on the edg
ifrom the top, and from t
tained, draw lines to tou
the waste is now sawn off ang
a chisel, finishing smooth wit)
paper. The magnet as at
screwed to the baseboard
outside of the angle plate
the left hand edge, and the
down irom the top.

The armature A is now
piece of iron 1} in. by % in.
Any piece of soft iron will
cupboard bolt is guite suital
should be quit~ .
spring S_is e SPIil
a Z57R0Ken spring from an als
we found useful. Break off
long, hold it in a gas flame
hot, and let it cool slowly in «
it. Straighten out#he sprin

it to the shape show > at Fig
heat it up to a Dhteolour
water. A piece of brass or iron
to the form..of a hammer
the hammer from an old ala

be obtained.

The electric bell, as shown above, can be made at=a trifiing

made: beH.

fetched £365,000, and there is a lot more
still to be sold.  But now that the Ferrary
collection had been broken up the Tapling
collection is the greatest general collection
of stamps in the world.

Here you will see the 1d. “ Post-Office ™

Mauritius, used, still on the
which it was posted ; the 2d. s
same issue is unused. The
cents British Guiana of 1851
great rarity, and each of the

the ‘° Woodblock ** Cape
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L and in the wide side
with centres 1 in. apart,
*h shows the metal bent

bolts are now filed off to

: of about } in. diameter,"

sushed on and then the
through the holes in the
«d with nuts. Connect up
Boils so that the electric
id the coils will trace an
€ round one coil in the
. to that in the other

s now made from a picce
length of 5¢ in. by 3% in.
drawn and a curve of

drawn at the bottom,
n the edges 3% in. down
d from the marks ob-
s to touch the curve,
wn off and trimmed with
nooth with file and glass-
1et as at Fig. 6 is now
baseboard so that the
gle plate is # in. from.
3, and the top is 1§ in.

\ is now made from a
i. by % in. by 3-16th in.
iron will do—a broken
uite suitabﬁ, The i:ces
e L€ armature
spring steel : here

6 an alarm clock will
Break off a piece 2% in.
gas flame until it s red
slowly in order to soften
ue spring. - Now bend
»oat Fig. 7, and then
fe_S0lour and plunge in
fass or iron is now shaped
& hammer, or perhaps
an old alarm clock can

de: beH.

—

| pillar, and at the full size of the bend,

{ SPOPUIAR HOBBY SUPPLENT

A 17 in. length of wire should be used
to attach the hammer to the armature,
the end of the wire being flattened ouf
and soldered on as at Fig. 8. The armature
118 now soldered about half-way along the
spring, and then the end of the spring is
soldered to a brass bracket as shown. The
bracket is made from a strip 13 in. by % in.
with two screw holes, and is screwed to the
base board so that the armature is about
1-16th in. away from the bolts. This is
shown in the plan at Fig. 9, and is on a line
with them as indicated in the side view at
Fig. 10,

The contact screw and pillar shown in
position on the base at Fig. 11 is made
irom a small machine screw and a length of
tube respectively as at Fig. 12. The pillar
can be made from 3 § in. length of 3-16th
brass tubing slotted down the centre with
a thin file and then pressed against the
sides of the screw while the screw is being
rotated, sufficient thread will be formed to
allow of adjustment. The point of the con-
tact serew should be } in. in front of the

The pillar is held in position with a small
screw  just large enough in  diameter
to grip the inside, Any suitable bell can be
used ; it should be secured to a short
wooden pillar screwed on from the back and
attached with a screw from the top with
a washer under. The connect up, the wire
irom the coil is earried through a hole in
the base at B to a terminal at C, and the
other is taken to the bracket of the arma-
ture spying as at D. A wire is fastened
from the other terminal E to the contact
pillar D. Adjustment is made with a
battery and then a case of thin cigar-box
wood made to fit over and is attached with
hooks and eyes. . The bell is improved
by a small piece of platinum soldered
to the end of the contact screw,

THE END.

@a trifiing cost, and wili be as effective as any ready-

ill on the envelope on
; the 2d. stamp of the
used. The ecircular 2
na of 1851 is another
ach of the rare errors
ik ** Cape triangular

stamps is to be seen (slide 144). One
page that always fascinates me is In
slide 398, showing twelve of the first issue
of Hawaii (the Sandwich Islands) 3.a
cheque for £10,000 would not be sufficient

OUR _choice of a dark room will
probably lie between the scullery
and the bath-room. or possibly
the cellar. You will, therefore,

need some method of blocking out the
daylight from the window. e

-A simple way of arranging this is to
make a framework of light wood similar
to that on which an arfist stretches his
canvas. Over this framework tack a
double thickness of thin, tough brown
baper ; add another thickness if two does
not make the screen lightproof. The
framework should fit tightly into the
window frame; any other caps stopped
by tacking strips of red fabric to the edge
of the frame, so that they overlap and
cever the openings.

TABLE FOLDED uP 2
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TABLE IN USE

A simple and useful dark-room buijlt
under the stairs.

Another plan is to fit the window with
a roller spring-blind of lightproof material
and to block out light around the edges
by tacking wide strips of cardboard to
the edges of the window frame, so that
the blind runs in a sort of groove.

If you use the bathroom, arrange a
cover of some kind for the hath as some
photographic chemicals are highly in-
Jurious to the skin and should not be
allowed to drip into the bath. ¥or this
reason the bath should be thoroughly
scoured after use for photography.,

If you have a cupboard under the stairs,
vou might be able to use this for developing
and fixing and do the washing of the
prints in the kitchen. A very convenient
table, which folds up when not in use,
can be made quite simply and  attached
to the underside of the staircase, as shown
in the sketch.

The table is made from three or four
boards fastened on the underside with
battens. The table-top thus formed is
attached to the corner of one of the steps
at a suitable height by hinges so arranged
that the table folds upwards towards the
stairs, When in use it is supported by
a chain passing from each front corner to
a hook in a higher step. When not in use
the table is held out of the way by a loop
of cord slipped over a small knob or peg
on the underside of the table-top.

Those readers
who are able to
have a work-bench
of their own,
should arrange for
it to be of a con-
venient height for
working and pro-
vided with a few
roomy drawers, in
which to store
materials out of
the light and dust.
Some shallow
drawers for plate-
boxes, packets of
paper, seissors,
and other ma-
terials would be You
useful.

can
A wall lampfrom a wooden
cupboard  which box. This lamp will
can be used eX- only cost you a few

make a

clusively for stor-
ing chemicals is :
an important necessity.. Chemicals should
never be stored amongst other articles,

pence.

to procure a similar set,

varticular foodstuffs, AN bottles should

be plainly labelled in waterproof ink, and,
as an additional precaution against acei-
dents, the labels should be varnished so
that they will not become obliterated or
washed off,

Plain wood benches are quickly stained
by developers and other chemicals which
erystallize on the surface. To prevent
this a good plan is to coat the bench with
paraffin wax. Rub a cake of the wax
over the wood until a thin layer has been
applied. Over this pass a heated flat
iron so that the wax melts and soaks
into the wood. . When dry, this surface
will withstand most liquids and any liquid
spilt may be more easily wiped off.

A simple dark-room lamp can be made
from a wooden box, as shown in the
sketch. First remove the lid of the bex
and cut off a strip of wood from the side
which is to form the top (A in the sketch).
Then make a groove down the sides and
along the bottom of the box following
the dotted lines marked €. Into this
groove slides a picce of ruby glass. It
should fit as closely as possible so that
no light filters round the edges or through
a gap at A. Tf necessary, a piece of ruby
fabric should be tacked to the top of the
box so that it overhangs the gap A,

To form a ventilator cut a eircular hole
in the top of the box and cover it with
a chimney made from a cocoa-tin, - The
fype of thing required is indicated clearly
by the sketch. The gaps marked E are
holes for ventilation. The top of the
chimney, the bottom of the tin. A closed
chimney is necessary to prevent a circle
of light from being cast on to the ceiling
of the room.

Three nails in the centre of the floor of
the lamp support a candle, or a small oil
lamp may be used. A piece of bright tin
or white pot placed in the back of the box
at D will serve as a reflector. A loop of
tape may, if desired, be attached to the
top of the ruby glass by means of passe-
partout binding to act as'a handle by which
to lift the glass out of the groove,

RED F‘Wma
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If the dark-room is in use whilst you

are at work, make one of these covers

so that the light can be let in without
danger.

If there is a possibility of anyone enter-
ing the dark room whilst you are at work,
it will be advisable to make a cover for
your dishes, so that you can let in the
light without danger.” This can be im-
provised from a box large enough to cover
the number of dishes in regular use. Pro-
vide the box with a rope handle, as shown,
and around the bottom edge tack a fairly
wide strip of red fabric which will trap
any light which might otherwise creep
under the box owing to unevenness in
the bench surface. =

A useful implement known as a plate=
lifter can be made by filing anold tooth-
brush handle to the shape shown, taking
care not fo leave any sharp edges. The
knotched end of the implement is inserted
under plate in the developing dish and
used as a ‘lever to lift the plate out of the
liquid. This saves having to dip one’s
fingers into the chemicals too frequently,
and so prevents stained finger-nails, -

PLATE-LIFTER

TrE Porvrar,—No, 313,
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WHICH CARD WAS IT?

Borrow your host’s pack of playing cards (then there will be no
‘guestion of ““ prepared  cards), shuffle them, and divide into two.
Hoid a half in each hand and invite any member of the party to select
one card from the centre of ene of the half packs. -

« He is to show it to everyone in the room except vourself, and then
replace it on top of the half-pack from which he took it.

Then, after shuffling the two halves together, vou guarantee to
produce the selected card although never having had a glimpse of
its face,

The secret of this trick is that the value of the bottom card in the
half-pack from which the selected card was not drawn must be noted.
This half should then be placed on top of the chosen card as soon as
the latter is returned to the top of its own half-pack.

Upon the whole pack being shuffled, the conjurer must remember
to keep the centre cards in the same position by moving the outside
ones only. Then, to find the selected card, he has mierely to deal out
the pack until he comes to the card he alone noted and to indicate
the one following it.

THE THREE SQUARES.
3orrow a box of matehes from a member of the audience (it is always
- a good plan to
borrow such articles
4 ﬂ as you may require ;

then all know there

Ay is no * fake ” about

X them).
the

Twelve of
5 should
X then be arranged
H in the form of four
= squares, as shown in
the first illustration.
. . The puzzle now
Is to remove three of the sticks and then replace them so that only
three squares are formed, and each the same size as those formed
originally. g .

All twelve matches must be used for the solution:

This is how to do the trick:

The two bottom left-hand corner matchsticks, and the one forming
the top of the higher right-hand square, are removed and placed as
shown at A in the second sketch, thus completing another square.
But the removal of those three matches has done away with two of
the first squares, thus leaving three.

sticks

By

3
Noch

@,»*/!33%

THE OBEDIENT RING.

Start off with a lot of patter explainiag to the audience how, after
many vears of patient training, you have managed to get a ring
to obey yvour every command.

Producing a black wand, slip a ring (which you call * Archie V)
over the top and let it slide down.

“ Now, Archie,” you say. “ Climb hali-way up the wand.”

Immediately the ring commences to do %o !

““ A little higher, please, Archie!”

Archie obeys.

. Now back to the bottom—up a bit—down two inches—up four
inches—jump off the top, vou little beggar |

And Archie, eager to show his
training, does just what you wish. : [y

There is nothing faked about
either the ring or the stick. But
in a groove at the top of the stick
you must previously tie a length
of black thread, and then hold the
other end in your left hand, as
shown in the sketch.

Thus the ring goes over -the
thread as well as the stick. So to
malke it rise, you push the wand
farther away from you; whilst
to make it descend you bring it \
nearer.

The left hand holding the cotton
can be held quite innocently just ‘\
by the lapel of your jacket. ¥

MONEY MADE HERE.

= RING OYER
STICK £ THREAD

K
THREaD s

RUGHT

< wAND

Borrow three pennies and place. them on the table near thecage,

Then ask someone to hold out a hat for you. —

Form your left hand in the shape of a cup, press it against the edge of
the table, and then, with the fingers of your right hand, scrape the
coins into the * cup ” one at a time.

Next, hold your hand over the hat and let the coins fall separately.

To the astonishment of the audience, four pennies will fall !

‘What you did before the show, you see, was to stick an extra penny
just beneath the edge of the table with a piece of gum, and remove it
with your left hand when performing the trick !

.000.900.0.00.0000GQ.OBOGOG..O.Q090...90.9..0.....60000.....OGO...t......O..O.......OO.....

LTHOUGH
thierie “=are
: several gad-

; gets  obtain-
able in the shops for
sharpening knives and
scissors, there is noth-
ing to equal the oilstone
forordinary steel blades.
Many table and pocket
knives and pairs of
scissois are now made
of stainless and rustless
steel, but this material
does not take a keen
edge and will not keep =
sharp for any length of time. There is generally no need to grind
either the blades of a pocket knife or a pair of scissors, as the method
of sharpening tends to retain the correct cutting angle ; but it is
essential that the correct method is followed and that a suitable
stone is used. TUsually a Turkey or Arkansas oilstone is wused,
but the best for the amateur use is carborundum and it may be

7 obtained as a
E) combination

= /) e stone, one side
> s coarse and the
e other fine. The

advantage of
thedouble
surface  stones
over the plain
stone is that
the coarse side
can be used in
s place of a grind-
stone or emery
figs wheel, and for
this reason is
useful for chisels
and other simi-
lar  woodwork-
ing tools.  The
section of ‘an
> . . ordinary
Although there are several gadgets obtainable ket-knife blade
for sharpening knives and scissors, thers is is shown at
nothing fo equal the oilstone for steel blades. Fig. 1; it will
_Tuc Porurar,—No, 313.

HOW . TO SHARPEN KNIVES AND SCISSORS!

pocC-

be seen that the section
shows a very acute
angle, and it is necess-
ary to retain this angle.
On examining a blade
that has been sharpened
several times by an
inexperienced amateur.
it will be seen that the
edge has been provided
with a second angle
much less acute as at
Fig. 2. It willbe found
that the more obtuse
or thicker the angle,
the less efficient it will
be. The oilstone shoull be liberally coated with thin oil and the
knife blade laid quite flit as at Fig. 3. The passage of the blade
along the stone is indicated by the dotted lines, each side of the
blade being moved spirally along the stone in turn and kept flat all
the time. If the blade has been previously sharpened in the WIong
manner, the surface must be rubbed down on the coarse side of the
stone. A final finish is given to the edge by stroking it on a strip of
leather slightly moistened with oil. Seissors are sharpened differently,
as indicated at Fig. 4, but apart from the position, of the blade, the
method of rubbing the blade on the stone is the same, The two
angles of the blades must meet at every part of the cut, as at Fig, 5,
and to ensure this, the blades are bent inwards. The hinge should be
tight, but not too tight to move easily. Another method of sharpening
scissors is shown at Fig. 6 and consists of rubbing the cutting edges
against a short piece of very smooth, flat file. A small brass block,
A is filed at the top to take the piece of file B as at Fig. 7, a brass cap,
C is fitted on top and secured with a screw, but the angle at the ton
of the block
must be the
same as
that of the

Another method of
sharpening a pair of

scissors scissors is shown in
blade. In- Fig. 6.

stead of a

set  screw

as shown, a
small - bolt
canbe used,
a suitable T

hole being -

drilled through the block, In use the scissors blade is held flat acainst
the block and close up to the file, .

fig. 6

e
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(Continued from page 12.)
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Bounder on the Watch !
€¢ ALLO, hallo, hallo! Who’s that?”

murmured Bob Cherry sleepily.
1t was past eleven o’clock, and
the Remove dormitory was still
and silent.

There had been a great deal of talk on
the subject of the mysterious eracksman
who was devoting his attention to the neigh-
bourhood before the juniors went to sleep.
Many of the fellows had an idea that Slip-
pery Jim might favour Greyfriars with a
visit, and some of the fellows had taken
cricket-stumps to the dormitory, to be ready
in_case of need. oo

Bob Cherry woke

H
o

S

up suddenly when eleven
o'clock tolled out. The talk on the subject
of the cracksman was still ruaning in his
mind, and he sat up iir bed as he heard a
movement in the dormitory.
“ Who’s that?” he repeated, looking round
him in the gloom. < Who's out of bed 22
“Don’t make a row!” said a whispering

voice,
“ Smithy 2
“Yes. Dry up!”

Bob Cherry blinked at the Bounder in the
dimness. He could make out that Smithy
was dressing himself.

““ What's the little game?” asked Bob, in
wonder. “You're not going out?®

“¥es,

Bob Cherry grunted.
~“Not' the old game again?” he asked.

“NU. you ass!” growled the Bounder.
“I'm going to have a turn in the quad,
that's all.» 2

“ Well, you must be a blithering ass!* said
Bob Cherry. < Pretty time of night to take
a turn in the quad—I don’t think!®

“I've got a reason.”

“The giddy burglar!” yawned Bob.
You going to watch for him?*?

 Exactly.”

“Well, you must be a thumping ass!
Suppose he comes—what are you going to
do?” Bob chuckled. *“Are you going to
understudy Bunter—stride up to him, and
fell him to the earth with one terrific blow,
if he'll let you?»

“ Oh, rats!?” :

The Bounder finished dressing, and moved
quietly to the door. Bob Cherry yawned,
and put his head on the pillow again.

The remote chance that the burglar might
come to Greyfriars did not seem to Bob a
sufficient cause for remaining awake,

Meanwhile, the Bounder had gone to the
lower box-room, and let himself out by the
window.

He “reached the ground, and hurried round
the School House into the big quad.

Lights still glimmered from two or three
windows in the great facade of the Sc¢hool
House.

Mr. Quelch, Mr. Prout, and the Head were
still up. The other windows were dark.

The Bounder settled himself among the
elms in the quad, cencealed by the thick
shadows of the trees, and watched the house.

Mr. Prout’s licht was soon extinguished,
and then Mr. Quelch’s. " Only the light in
the Head’s study still glimmered out into
the gloom.

At half-past eleven that light was also
gone, and the house lay in unbroken black-

ness.
still, the

Quiet
patiently. =

There were strange thoughts and suspicions
at work in Vernon-Smith’s mind. Never had
he been more alert than he was when mid-
night sounded out from the old clock-tower
of Greyfriars.

From where he stood he could see the
window of the Head’s study—a pale glimmer
in_the dimness of the night.

He watched patiently, tirelessly.

One, two had boomed out dully into the
night. All Greyfriars had long been sleeping.

But the Bounder started suddenly, and his
cyes gleamed as he heard a soft and stealthy
footstep in the silence.

He clenched his hands hard.

Guided by a strange suspicion—a suspicion
so strange and almost incredible that he

“Are

and Bounder waited

| shadow appeared.

doubted it himself—he had taken up his
watch. But that stealthy step banished
doubt from his mind. There was someone
in the quadrangle—someone who moved with
creeping steps. Who was abroad in the quad
at two o’clock in the morning? The blackest
of black sheep of the Sixth would not have
stayed out till that hour. ke

The Bounder watched, with glinting eyes.

Against the darkness of the house, close
to the Head’s window, a darker patch of
It was a moving form.

It stopped below the window, and the pale
glimmer of the glass was shut off by the
interposing figure.

The Bounder’s heart beat hard.

His band slid into his pocket, and closed
upon a short, heavy life-preserver. He had
not come unprepared. Few fellows would
have cared to tackle the midnight marauder
alone, unaided; but the Bounder’s nerves
were of steel, and he .dig not feel _th
slightest doubt or hesitation. He only waited
to make sure.

There was a low scratching sound from the
direction of the window.- : 3

Vernon-Smith knew what it meant as it
reached bhis straining ears in thq stillness.
A diamond was cutting at a section of the
glass, to enable the intruder to reach the
catch within and open the window.

There was no doubt now. )

The Bounder left his shelter and tiptoed
towards the house. With unfaltering deter-

mination he approached the -dark figure
crouched on the broad sill of the study
window.

The scratching ceased suddenly.

The crouching man looked round sharply,
suspiciously. ‘A glimmer of starlight fell on
his face, and the Bounder recognised the
sharp features, the big, thick, black beard of
the man he had seen the previous night.

It was Slippery Jim!

{Cautious as Vern,i-S8mith had been, the
keen ears of the thief had detected some
slight sound, and he had taken the alarm.

There was a soft thud as he leaped down
from the window-sill. =

Ilis glance swept round quickly, suspici-
ously, into the gloom.

The Bounder was within six feet of him.
Ife threw caution to the winds then, as he
saw that the man was alarmed. !

“Help!”

His voice rang out with startling clearness
through the silence. And as he shouted he
leaped forward and hurled himself upon the
cracksman.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Limelight !

113 ELP!”
That lond, ringing shout
reached many startled ears in
the House. In the Remove

dormitory Bob Cherry started up in bed.

“Help!”

For a second time the shout rang out from
the quadrangle.

“Smithy!” he gasped. “Smithy’s yelling
for help! Come on, you fellows!”

Bob tore out of the dormitory in his
pyjamas. There was a sound of opening
doors and a buzz of voices.

In the quadrangle, Vernon-Smith had no
time to shout again. He was grappling
with the cracKsman and struggling for his
life.

With savage strength the cracksman bore
him to the ground, in spite of his furious
resistance. In the struggle the black beard
had come off and the slouch hat of the
ruffian was trampled under foot.

The Bounder crashed to the ground with
a concussion that knocked the breath out
of his body. The cracksman dragged himself
away from Vernon-Smith’s relaxing hands,
and leaped, panting, to his feet.

As the Bounder gasped on the ground,
the cracksman fled across the quadrangle to
the wall.

Vernon-Smith raised himself on his knees,
the life-preserver still in hig hand. With
a steady hand, panting as he was, he hurled
it

There was a yell of pain frgm the fleeing
mau, and he reeled for a ment. The
missile had found its billet, and it erashed
to the ground as the running man staggered,
But the rascal ran on, and as Vernon-Smith
scrambled up he heard him at the school
wall. He had reached the little gate set in
the thick wall at a short distance from
the big bronze gates of the school. But
he paused there only a moment, and then

ran along the wall and -cllmbed it with
desperate haste.

Vernon-Smith,
after him,
the road.

e turned back with angry disappoint-
ment.

Slippery Jim had justified his name once
more. ie was gone. For a moment the
junior heard. the rapid patter of footsteps
on the hard road outside, and then there
was silence,

The big door of the School House had
swung open. Wingate of the Sixth, half-
dressed, was in the quadrangle, and after
him came Bob Cherry, the Head, and Mr.

guided by tite sound, rushed
in time to hear him drop into

Quelch, the latter carrying a lamp.

“What has happened?” exelaimed Dr..
Locke.  “Was it you who called, Vernon-
Smith?”

“Yeg, sir.®

“What—why—»

“It was the burglar, sir}”

The Head looked at him very sharply.

“What do you mean? Where is he v <

“Ie’s gone, sir! I found him in the guad,
trying to get in at your window,” said
Vemop-Smith quietly. “I went for him—-"

“This is most extraordinary, Vernon-
Smith! What were you doing out of your
dormitory at such an hour?”

“I was keeping wateh, sir.”

“Bless my soul! How dare you do any-
thing of the sort!” exclaimed Dr. Locke.
“Probably you have been irightened by a
shadow. - There is no sign of a hurglar
here!” .

“Look at this, sir,” said Boh Cherry.

He picked up the thick hlack beard from
the ground.

“And this!” said Harry Wharton. Tt was
the slouched hat the cracksman had worn.
“Somebody has heen here, sir.”

"Looks like it, sir,” said Wingate.

All eyes were turned on Vernon-Smith in
the quadrangle now.

The Bounder sci his lips hard.
failed in his self-imposed task,
be had to face the music.

Dr. Locke frowned.

“You should have done nothing of the
sort, Vernon-Smith., You have very probably
interfered seriously with the arrangements
made by the police.” g

The Bounder bit his Iip.

Had the cracksman
Bounder would certainly have been the
cynosure of all eyes, and his cool proceeding
in taking the task upon himself would have
heen excused. But the cracksman had not
been captured, and the master was not at
all convinced that the cracksman had been
there at all.

“Dr. Locke! I—I—" he began.

“Enough! You have done serious wrong:
in leaving your dormitory and exposing your-:
self to danger, Vernon-Smith, even if your,
story is true. You will go back to bed at
once, and if you leave the house at night
on any future occasion I shall punish you
severely — most severely. If, indeed, the
burglar was here, you have probably pre-
vented his capture by your foolish inter-
ference. In every way you have done harm
by your reckless and impertinent action.!
My boys, go back to bed. I am sorry you
have been disturbed owing to this reckless
lad.”

The Bounder, with feelings too deep for
words, strode into the house. The fellows
made their way back to the dormitories,
excitedly discussing the strange happening.
Mr. Quelch carefully locked and chained the
door before returning to bed. And in Grey-
friars the general opinion was that Vernon-
Smith of the Remove had played the
“giddy ox” for. the sake of getting into
the limelight and that the cracksman had
never been near the school at all,

He had
and now

. 0y = . . &

After breakfast in the morning Vernon-
Smith was called into Mr. Quelcl’s study. |

The Remove-master questioned him closely
as to the happenings of the previous night,
and he seemed somewhat impressed by the
Bounder’s statements.

“I hardly know what to say to you,
Vernon-Smith,” said Mr. Quelch, at Jast.
“You must see for yourself that you have
acted in a most reprehensible manner.
Certain precautions have been taken to
guard the valuables here, and to effect the
capture of the burglar if he should pay
us a visit. It is very likely that your

Tae Porurar.—No. 313,
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Interference has had the most unfortunate
Tesilts "

“May 1 ask one question, sir?” said the
Bounder. “Is it Inspector Flick who is
taking the precautions you speak of?”

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows.

“I do not see how you know anything
about Inspector Flick, Vernon-Smith. How-
ever, I may tell you that the whole matter
is in his hands. I trust you will see that
help from a junior in the Lower Fourth is
not required. I must ask you, Vernon-Smith,
to give me your promise not to leave the
house again at night. I am willing to
credit you with disinterested motives,” but
you have done nothing but harm, and, in
any case, your conduct was outrageously
impertinent.”

“I promise,
missively.

“Very well. I shall now let the matter
drop. You may go.”

The Bounder went.

“I've promised not to go out of the House
at  night again burglar-hunting,” he told
Wharton, who asked him the result of the
interview.

“That’s good  enough,”
“Better leave it alone.”

“But I haven't promised not to leave the
dormitory,” said the Bounder coolly.

And he walked away without further ex-
planation, 3ar; Wharton shrugged his
shoulders. Vernon-Smith was obstinate, and
intended to have his own way; and he
would not escape so cheaply next time. But
it was of no use arguing with the Bounder
when his mirnd was madc up.

sir,” said the Bounder sub-

said Harry.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Catching the Cracksman !

= ARRY WHARTON remained awake
H for some time after the iest o.

the Remove had fallen asleep that
night. The captain si the Remove
Was Uklasy  ul ¥ mind,

e knew that Vernon-Smith had not
abandoned his scheme of going for the mys-
terious cracksman, and he was uneasy on
the Bounder’s account.

Wharton was still awake when twelve
o'clock sounded dully through the night.

Then he heard a slight movement in the
dormitory. He 'sat up in bed, peering
through the gloom.

“Is that you, Smithy?” he whispered.

*Yes. Quiet!”
“You're going out?”
“Only downstairs,” said the Bounder

calmly. “I've prowised not to go out of
the House, and you know I keep my word.”

“Quelchy would be just as ratty at your
going out of the dorm,” said Harry. . “I
wish you’d chuck up the idea, Smithy. It
means an awful row if you're found out.”

“I'm chancing that.”

Vernon-Smith had been dressing while the
whispered talk went on. He did not put on
his boots, however. In his socks he crept
quietly to the door, and opened it almost
without a sound. :

Wharton impatiently laid his head on the
pillow again. Vernon-Smith closed the door
and stepped cautiously and quietly down
the passage. .

At that hour all Greyfriars was sleeping.

He descended the stairs without a sound,
and crept along the wide corridor upon
which the Head’s study opened.

All was darkness.

The windows were all covered with thick,
dark hangings, and not a gleam of starlight
penetrated. The Bounder groped his way
along, and stopped at the door of the study.
Silently he turned the handle, after a
pause to make sure that the study was dark
and untenanted.

Blackness reigned within the room.

Even the iron-nerved Bounder’s heart beat
a little faster as he entered that sacred
apartment. But he did not falter. He
closed the door quietly behind him, and stood
for some minutes motionless in the darkness,
peering about him,

Verron-Smith groped in his pocket. He
drew out a thick, strong cord, the end of
which was fashioned in a slip-noose.

Then he flattened himself against the wall
close to the side of the window, with the
hangings concealing him. There he waited,
with the looped cord in his hand, his eyes
gleaming in the dark, and his heart beating
fast. g :

It was 2238 avpleasent vigil.

The minutes passed slowly on leaden wings,
and it seemed an age before he heard the
dull stroke of one from the clock-tower.

One o’clock. The house was deeply silent
and still. In all the vast building only the
Bounder of Greyfriars was awake—watchiul
as a cat in the dark.

Was the man coming?

After the failure and the alarm of the
previous night, had he, perhaps, taken the
alarm, and put off his intended visit to
the school?

Two o'clock!

The Bounder was tired, and his eyes grew
heavy, but he did unot relax his vigilance.
There were pins and needles in his cramped

i

H.M.S. EREBUS

MONITOR.
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limbs as he stood motionless between the
dark hangings and the wall, beside the win-
dow. But he bore his discomfort with grim
determination,

A sudden shadow darkened the glimmer of
the starlight on the panes,

The Bounder drew a quick, silent breath,
;\ tthrill running through him from head to
oot.

Outside the glass a figure, crouching on the
broad window-sill, was silhouetted against the
starlight.

The Bounder did not move, he did not utter
a sound. The slightest sound would have
alarmed the man without.

Scrateh, scratch, seratch!

Faintly in the silence of the night the
sound came in to the straining ears of the
hidden junior.

1I'c was the scratch of a diamond on the
glass.

Faint, but steady, unceasing, the diamond
cut its way through the thick glass. Not a
tremor did the Bounder feel now, though
every moment the desperate cracksman was
nearer to his entrance—every fleeting second
brought the crisis closer.

Scrateh, secratch, scrateh, serateh!

The scratching sound sudd nly eceased.
Silence fell, and then there was a movement
without.

A section of the glass had been removed,
close to the fastening of the sash. A few
moments more, and the fastening would be
pushed back, the window opened, and the
cracksman would be within the room!

The Bounder watched tensely.

A hand ecame -through the openi :
strong, sinewy hand, groping for fhe catcli.

Then the Bounder moved.

With the quickness of a flash he snatehed
at the hand, and grasped it, dragging it
farther through the opening,

There was a startled, stifled cry without.

The Bounder's other hand closed on the
wrist, dragging it down. Outsi e, the man
was struggling madly to withdraw his hs
But it was dragged down over—the sssm ruth-
lessly, with such force as almost to break
the wrist. And a second later the slip-noose
was slipped over the hand to the wrist and
drawn tight. Then, with both hands the
Bounder grasped the cord and dragged on it
hard, and the whole arm of the trapped
cracksman came crashing through the
shivered glass.

; Vemog~Smiti1 pushed through the hang-
ings, still dragging with all his foree upon
the cord, and he took a turn of the cord
round the handle of the door as he dragged
it open, and knotted it there with steady
fingers.

Then he stepped into the assage.

“Help I o e

His voice rang through the startled House,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Caught!

113 ELP!»
In every corner of the building
rang the Bounder’s ery.

Outside, on the broad sill, the

imprizoned cracksman was struggling
furiously. His arm was drawn through the
window, held at length by the taut cord.

and he was a helpless prisoner. Savage
curses came from his lips. There was a loud
crash of breaking glass as his left hand
smashed through a pane in a frantic en-
deavour to reach his right and release it
from the thrall. .

But the Bounder had leaped back to the
window. >

As the left hand clutched at the imprisoned
right, Vernon-Smith grasped at it by the
wrist, and he held on to it with both hands,
dragging it down. -

Through the smashed pane a furious, black-
bearded face glared at him with eves that
seemed to burn with rage.

The Bounder held on grimly.

““Help!” he shouted again,

There was a clattering of footsteps in the
silent house—a buzz of voices. A light
gleamed in the passage without—the electric
light had been turned on.

Mr. Quelch; in his dressing-gown and
slippers, with an angry face, strode into the
study.

“Vernon-Smith! Is that you again? How
dare you! Why—what—»

The Remove master almost staggered.

He had switched on the light in the study
as he entered.

The sudden illumination revealed a start
ling sight.
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“ What—what——"’ stammered Mr. Quelch.

“T’ve got him, sir!”

“Bless my soul!”

“It’s the eracksman, sir,” said Vernon-
Smith quietly. “He can’t get away. I've
got him. But somebody had better go
round—-"*

‘“Good heavens!” stammered Mr. Quelch.

Wingate and Gwynne and Loder of the
Sixth hurried into the study with pokers
in their hands, followed by Harry Wharton
& Co. They gasped at the strange sight at
the. window.

“Well, by Jove!”
“ Vernon-Smith——>

A burglar!” exclaimed Loder.

Mr. Quelch recovered himself.

“Follow me!” he execlaimed. ¢ The man
must be secured at once. Undoubtedly it is:
the burglar! Follow me!”

ejaculated Wingate.

Mr. Quelch hurried out of the study, fol-

lowed by the three Sixth-Formers. Mr. Prout

and Mr. Capper joined them in the passage,

and Coker and Blundell of the Fifth. Mr.

Quelch hurriedly unfastened the door, and the

whole party rushed out into the quadrangle.

Mr. Quelch and his companions gathered

round the window. The escape of the cracks-

man was cut off now, even if -he had been

B able to get loose from the cord in the study.

“We've got him, sir!” said Wingate

i cheerily. “Now, my man, the game’s up!

5 Better take it quietly!” .

‘“Secure him{” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Let me bind his hands first, sir,”” said

= the Bounder, through the window. ¢ He’s
= most likely got a revolver in his pocket.”
g “Quite so—quite so!”
“Hold on to his paws, you fellows!*

“We've got him,” said Wharton.

“The holdfulness is terrific, my ludicrous
Smithy,” assured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“He cannot get awayfully unless he leaves
an esteemed arm here behindfully.”

3 The Bounder dragged a whipcord from his
= pocket, and coolly slipped it round the wrists
> [ oi the cracksman. With a hard and steady
““~hand he drew it tight and knotted it.

Slippery Jim was a helpless prisoner now.

Then the Bounder cast off the cord that
Outside.
grasped
him, and hauled him down off the window-sill,

held the ruffian to the study door.
Wingate and Gwynne and Loder

= with a bump, to the ground.
T “Bring him into the house!” said Mr.
i Queleh.
The cracksman was struggling. But with

the grip of the three big Sixth-Formers on

: ' him, and his hands tightly bound, his
= struggles were of no avail. He was marched
into the house, and the three prefects

brought him into the Head’s study, followed
by Mr. Quelch. The Head had-now arrived
on the scene, in a state of great agitation.
He stared at the sullen, savage-faced ruffian,
and at the captors, and at the Bounder of
< Greyfriars.
“That—that—that is the burglar!” he ex-
claimed.
“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Quelch. . “He is cap-
o tured, owing to Vernon-Smith. It was Ver-
non-Smith who gave the alarm.”
“Indeed! "What were you doing out of
your dormitory, Vernon-Smith?”
“1 was waiting for him to come, sir. When
hie put his hand through the glass to open the
- catch, I slipped a slip-knot over it, and held
@ him. Otherwise he would have got away.”
“Really, Vernon-Smith, you are an extra-
o ordinary boy!” exclaimed the Head. “ You
5 have once again been guilty of recklessness
and disobedience, but’ in the circumstances
1 do not see how I can punish you. You
‘have certainly acted with great courage.
This rascal must be handed over to Inspector
Flick at once. Wingate, perhaps you will
be kind enough to seek him. He is some-
where about the school, keeping watch——»
The Bounder burst into a laugh.
“Verpon-Smith ! said the Head sternly.
£ “Wingate won’t be able to find Inspector
Flick, sir,”’ said Vernon-Smith coolly. * No
good looking for him !*
“Wha-at?”
“Look !”
Vernon-Smith stepped to the cracksman
and caught the thick black beard with his
» hand. It came off in his grasp, revealing
a hard, clear-cut, clean-shaven face.
The Head uttered a ery of amazement.
“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
Bob Cherry gave a yell.
“Inspector Flick! Oh, my only aunt!”
“Inspector Flick!” murmured the Head
dazedly. ‘° What—what——>
e “He is no more Inspector Flick than I am
Inspector Grimes,”” said Vernon-Smith ogolly.

" Head.

“He is Slippery Jim, the eracksman. He
came here in a police-inspector’s uniform to
get information about the crib he was going
to crack!”

“Good heavens!”

“1 knew his face,”” continucd the Bounder,
enjoying the sensation he had caused. It
was the same face I saw over the wall at
Friardale Park on Monday night, but without
the beard. He came here in an inspector’s
uniform, with a Scotland Yard inspector’s
card. But I knew him!»

“This is—is—is astounding!”’ gasped the
“I—I suppose it—it is as you say,
Vernon-Smith! Certainly I should not have
believed you if you had told me that you
recognised the—the inspector as—as a
burglar! Really, it is very astounding! Even
now I can scarcely credit such effrontery !

“You are an extraordinary boy, Vernon-
Smith! It appears that you have saved me
from a very serious loss. The house is not,
as I supposed, under the observation of the
police. Bless my soul! I even gave that
wretched man a key to the side gate!”
exclaimed the Head, in agitated tones. *“ And
—and actually pointed out the safe to him,
and—and gave him a list of the valuables!
Bless my soul!”

“It is very fortunate, after all, that
Vernon-Smith intervened in the matter,”
said Mr. Quelch, with a kindly glance at the
Bounder.

“Yes, yes, undoubtedly !

‘““This raseal had, in fact, cleared the
ground of any possible danger to himself
by coming here as a detective, and being
allowed to make what arrangements he
pleased,” said the Remove master.

_““That was his object, of course, sir,” said

the Bounder. I shouldn’t wonder if he's
played the same game in other places !

The sullen cracksman had not spoken a
word, but his look as it dwelt on Herbert
Vernon-Smith showed what his feelings were,
. “Mr. Quelch, will you see that man placed
in security while I telephone to the police-
station?”” said the Head.

““ Certainly, sir!”

“My boys, you may go back to bed. Ver-
non-Smith, you have done very well indeed,
and saved me from a serious loss. I excuse
you for having taken the matter into your
own hands, and I thank you! You may
return to your dormitory!”

“Yes, sipd

The Bounder walked out of the study in
great spirits. He had been justified at last,
and it was the hour of his triumph.

Bob Cherry clapped him on the back in the
passage,

“Good old Smithy ! he exclaimed.
shoulder-high, you fellows !

““Hear, hear !

“Oh, don’t play the giddy ox!” said Vet-
non-Smith.

“ Bow-wow! Shoulder-high!”?

The grinning juniors closed round the
Bounder of Greyfriars, and he was hoisted
into the air. On the shoulders of Wharton,
Bob Cherry, and Squiff he was borne up the
staircase and back to the Remove dormitory,
the hero of the hour. s

“ Here,

THE END.

(There will be another long complete story
of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars,
entitled: ** Chums Divided!” in next week's
issue.)

THE BOUNDER’S CATCH ! The Bounder’s hand closed on the wrist of
the man, dragging it down. And a second later the slip-noose was slipped

over the wrist and drawn tight.

Then with both hands Vernon-Smith

grasped the cord and dragged on it hard, and the whole arm of the cracks~

man came crashing through the window.

(See Chapter 6.)
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the fact that he carries about him an
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mellish Tries it On !

= ALBOT, of the Shell of St.
awoke early one morning.
Birds were twittering outside, and

the sun shone in brightly through
the dormitory windows,

Talbot turned over on his right side, and
noticed that the bed next to him that way
was empty.

It had been empty since the beginning of
term—until last night. But Parker, a new
boy, who had arrived at the school tlie
previous day, had slept in it then. Where
was Parker now?

Talbot sat up and saw the answer to his
own unspoken question.

Parker stood in front of a looking-glass,
and he was shaving!

And Parker needed it!

The reflection of his
showed it quite bristly.

He was working away industriously with
a safety razor, taking the most minute
care.

There were other fellows at St. Jim's who
needed the services of a razor at times. But
they bardly needed those services daily, and
this fellow evidently did. Moreover, they
did not sleep ‘in the Shell dormitory, us
Parker did.

Kerr had already ventured on the guess
that Parker was considerably more than
fitteen. Talbot felt sure that the truth was
beyond that.

The fellow was a man, not a boy at all!
But why had he come to St. Jim’s in this
masquerade ?

That was a complebc_puzzle.

One fellow at St. Jim’s had found out
about this strange mew boy, and that boy
was Mel , the sneak of the Fourth. Mel-
lish managed to find out a great deal of
things about other people by listening at
keyholes and round corners.

He had overheard a conversation between
two strangers in the village the previous
day, when Parker had come to the school,
and these men were talking about Parker.
But they called him Parker-Roberts, which
appeared to be his real name. And he was
a reporter of the famous newspaper, “ The
Daily ‘Messenger.”

What Parker-Roberts, to give him his real
name, was doing at St. Jim’s was a mystery
even to Mellish. He had only been able
to discover the new boy’s name and iden-
tity, but as to his strange intentions he
cculd not think or find out what they
could be.

Bellish wished he could speak to the two
men in the village, who seemed to know a
great deal abouf Parker, He knew their
names as Rusty and Smiler, but, apart from
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Jim's,

chin in the glass

T

strange new boy, with favourable eyes.

In spite of

air of secrecy, he is quite a decent fellow !

A Splendid Long Complete
Story of TOM MERRY & Co.,
the cheery chums of St. Jim’s,
introducing a new character,

that, ke did not know where they came from
and why they were watching the new boy.

Now as Talbot watched Parker at the
mirror, he felt sure that there was some-
thing big behind the mystery. His thoughts
went very near the truth.

“ Well, after all, it’s no affair of mine,
and I don’t believe there’s any harm in the
chap,” Talbot told himself,

Yet be could not help feeling vaguely
uneasy.
He waited until Parker had finished

operations and put the shaving tackle away,
aund then he stretched bimself and gave a
loud yawn.

Parker looked round with scriething very
like a guilty start.

“ Hallo!” he said. < 1t’s Talbot, 1 see. I
suppose you are, like me, in the habit of
waking early 2"’

“Yes, 1'm often awake before the rest,”
said Talbot. < F¥eeling stiff and sore this
morning—eh? Grundy does barge rather.”

The latter part of the remark was in refer-

ence to the footer practice match the
previous day.
“I don't think I was ever stiffer and

sorer in my life!” Parker said, with evident
feeling. .

“Would you care to be shown round?
You didn't see all St. Jim’s yesterday, you
know.”

“I should bhe greatly
Talbot—that is, if it's
trouble.’

““Oh, pone at all! I shall like it.”

There was no other fellow in the Shell,
with the possible exeception of the learned
Skimpole, who was as mature in his ways
and speech as Talbot. His early life, half-
forgotten as it was now, had made him so.
Parker probably found him a far more con-
genial companion than he would have found
most of his class-fellows.

It was still well short of breakfast-time
when they came in together.

¢ Cheer-ho, Talbot! Up with the giddy
lark this morning, weren’t you¢” caid Tom
Merry, meeting them.

““Yes, if you call Parker a lark,” replied
Talbot, smiling.

“1 shouldn't think of  taking
liberty with Parker,” said Tom.

“Rats! Our dear Philip is the greatest
lark of all the ages!” said Monty
Lowther.

Parker passed on quickly, leaving Talbot
with the Terrible Three. A dose of Lowther
before breakfast was really more than
Parker felt equal to.

Someone stopped him—a fellow he did not
know, It was Mellish, whose compulsory
footer on the previous afternocon had been
put in with a lower grade of players than
that in which Parker had been tried.

“I say, I want to speak to you, you
kuow,” said Mellish nervously.

obliged to you,
not too much

such a

Parker the mysterious.
By -

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Author ‘of
St. Jim’s now appearinz :a the
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““GEM *’

famous

every Wednesday.)

Mellish had taken coumsel with Crooke.
Crooke had agreed with Mellish that it was
a great pity that they had not the wily
Levison to aid them. Racke was best out
of it, Crooke said. He was npot likely to
help in such a scheme, having
money without practising blackmail. And,
on the whole, Crooke thought Mellish had
better open the ball himself. He—Crooke—
would come in later.

The very mention of blackmail had
made Mellish feel nervous, thouzh he was
under no delusion as to what his
really meant.

But Percy Mellish was very
just a little bit vain of having
a scheme all on his own.
appearance was not by any m

So Mellish had nerved hi
playing of a lone hand.

“I haven't the—er—pleasure of
you, and I happen to be rather pr
time just now,” said Parker.
any business with me—which w¢
rather unlikely, I should suggest t
not spoil by keeping until Iater.”

That nettled Mellisti.

“Oh, you think so, do you—>Mr. Parker-
Roberts?” he said.

yard-up, and
thought out

of Parker had a glint in them
made Mellish feel decidedly uncemfortable.
W a rotter Crooke had been to
ils share! That was Mellish's first th

He had never been used to putting thros
things on his own, and it is not easy
the jackal to play a lion-like part.

But it seemed to Melish that hLe
the whip-hand, for if Parker ‘turned na
he could tell what he knew. He would
tell how he had come to know it, of eou

“That’s your right name, I believe?
said, with all the boldness he could muster.

Now, Parker had a misSion at St. Jim's
and he did not intend to allow it to be
cut short by a rat like this. He saw that
he would need. to parley with the rat—to
buy him off. probably. Parker did not like
the notion but, whatever his age might be,
he was at least old enough to know that
one cannot always do as one likes.

“You .seem to be labouring under soma
absurd delusion,” he said. “It had better
be discussed in private, if there is any neces-
sity to discuss it at all.”

Mellish felt that the first hit was his, and
waxed bolder.

“Come along to my study,” he said.
can talk all right there.”

1t was Parker who closed the door and
locked it carefully; and Mellish did not
fancy that. It seemed like taking the direc-
tion of affairs too much out of his hands.

Nor was he made to feel easier in mind
when Parker took a seat upon the table and
swung one leg in a careless way

had
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Mellish  felf
more innocent

younger than wusual, and
than he had any right to be

feeling, considering that blackmail was his

game:
“Now, ik ti

coolly.
“My name’s
“Oh! Not i
“No. Every

“Y am ineli
a good thing,
“I really don
the tone of ti

“Look here,
of superior ta
“1 suppose th

he first place, I may as well
know to whom Fm talking,”

said Parker

Mellish. I'm in the Fourth.”

h the Shell?”

ody ain’t in the Shell.”

ned to regard that as rather

said Parker.
improve

on the whole,”
't think you would
e Shell.”

you needn’t come that sort
k with me!” snarled Mellish.

rt you think, because you're a

man and I'm |only a boy, you can bounce
me. But you pan’t.”
“Think mnot,| Mellish?” said Parker, very

coolly, very quiietly; but in a way that made

Mellish very
little mistakes
“Oh, I dare|
comes to thaf
“But that w
You're twice 1
able to lick m
you know.”
“You are a
say,” said Pa

ineasy.

“That’s one of your
75

say you can lick me, if it
,” said Mellish unpleasantly.
ill hardly suit your book.
y age, and you ought to be
e. But that ain’t the point,

very well-grown eight, I must
rker coolly. He did not—as

Mellish noted-+say that he was no more

than sixteen.
“Eight—and

“And what; g

the queer new

“What’s  th
you're a boy?
or behave like

“My objectionable young

not realise th
type of boy?”
“1 dare say
sullenly. “But
And Parker

He only “implied it.

the rest!” sneered Mellish.

recisely, is the point?” asked

fellow.

e silly use of . pretending
You don’t talk like a boy

one.” 5

idiot, do you

at there is more than oune

rapped out Parker,

there may be,” said Mellish

you ain’t any of them!”

may have realised that these

= ere true, though spoken by one who

d;id not deal in
Mellish grew

“You can W
in chaps
donkey of a D

take

on. “But I'm
““Most certal

truth as a staple commodity.
bolder. e

angle your explanations to
like Tom Merry and that
Arcy, 1 dare say,” he went
not their sort.”

nly you are not! Anything

more widely different I should find it hard

to imagine.”

“That’s meant for an insult, Mr. Parker-

Robers, of the
not going to b

¢ Daily Messenger ’; and I'm
e insulted by you!”

Mellish had shown his full hand now, and

felt rather afr

own beldness.
But it was

had gone home

THE S

UST for
dropped,

He was
expected,
been exactly th

aid when he thought of his
lain to him that the shaft

ECOND CHAPTER.
Blackmail !

a moment Parker’s
and his face paled.
not quite sure what he had
but he knew that it had not
s. The rat knew more than

jaw

he had imagined.

‘“ And where,

particular mare

“Never mind
Mellish exulting
grifin—direct fr

can’t take me

are black in th
“I have no ta
ments,” replied

man to whom
staff of the °
I do not see
further fact
brother—"

may I ask, did you find this
s-nest?” he said.

where I found it!” ecried
y. “I know it’s the straight
m the borse’s mouth. You
in, not if you lie till you
facet” .

te for your favourite amuse-
Parker dryly. “The gentle-
you refer is a member of the

Baily Messenger.” That facf
k| to contradict. But the
f his having a younger

“Oh, you cam’t bluff me like that! I

know better,” s
But he did n
had felt. Sup
made. a mistake
No, it wasn’t

id Mellish.
t feel quite as sure as he
ose those two roughs had

good enough. This fellow

was no boy, and no one to whom he had

talked as he h

zd talked to Mellish would

believe him one.

“Rats!” said
other had had t
“The precise
“Walker abo
You’re yourself,
“A position -
humanity,” repli¢
speaking more
an exception af
think. For you

Mellish boldly, before the
me to.speak again.
eaning of ‘rats’ being—"
t your younger brother!
and nobody else!” .

share with the rest of
d Parker, looking older and
ryly than ever. “You are
this moment, Mellish, I

in tackling me thus you are scarcely your
real self. But that is of little consequence.
You are not a subject of sufficient interest
to be worth prolonged discussion, are you?”

“I'm not & swindler, anyway!” snarled

Mellish. “I'm not here under a beastly
false name! Everybody knows all about
e

“Which makes me wonder why you are
still here. But I do not think that the
school in general knows quite all about you.
Even as much as it knows probably does
not conduce towards your personal popu-
larity.”

The sarcasm went home Mellish writhed.
Ife was not scoring. Crooke would laugh at
him, and tell him that he was an ass to
attempt playing a lone hand that would
have required all Ernest Levison’s skill. -

Parker was to have been taken in and
flecced. Well, Levison might perhaps have
been able to fleece him. Mellish felt that
he was not getting on very fast with that
delicate operation.

“Well, Mellish, what are you going to do
about it?”

Mellish took “heart from something
thought he read upon Parker’s face.

“I don’t know that I want to show you
up,” he said. “That wouldn’t do me any
particular good. Of course, you haven't
come here for any real harm.”

“How do you know that, Mellish?”

“QOh, it stands to reason! Why should
you?”

“Why shouldn’t 17"

“Well, I shouldn’t say you're that sort of
chap.”

“I don’t think I am that sort of chap,
Mellish. On the whole, I have always re-
garded myself as tolerably decent. But as
far as my coming here is concerned, you
really seem to afford a certain amount of
justification for it. I hadn't expected to
meet anything quite as low as you at a
public school. Bullying, I was prepared for,
and I understand that there is some of what
is, I believe, called * pub-hunting.’ »

_He paused. Mellish felt his:flesh creep.
This was an uncanny chap. How came he
to know anything about the Green Man?

Levison’s more acute brain might have de-
duced the true object of Parker's coming to
St. Jim's, from that speech. Mellish never
even guessed at it.

“But I really had not anticipated finding
a blackmailer at St. Jim’s!” :

“Who's a blackmailer?” splutfered Mellish,
in weak wrath. “Did I say anything about
making you pay blackmail?”

“Not in so many words—admitted.”

“Well, then?”

“But that isn't the blackmailer's usual
way. I have seen something of the mood,
and I know.”

“That's no concern of mine! It doesn’t
matter to me what beastly rotters you’ve
go mixed up with!”

“Softly, softly, Mellish! You go too fast.
Now, I should incline to Iabel you as
rather 4 promising specimen of the black-
mailing genus. What but blackmail could
you have meant by saying that it would
be of no benefit to you to expose me?”

“I only meant——"

“That you would refrain from exposing me
if T made it worth your whife? ' But what is
the inevitable inference. from that, my
young criminal, e¢h?” -

Parker caught Mellish by the shoulder, and
scanned his face with keen, hard eyes.

“I—I—— Look here, you know, it would
be much better for both of us to be
friendly!” bleated Mellish. “I'm beastly
hard-up, and—and that makes a chap do
things he's not very keen on. I don't ask
you to pay me anything, really. Lend me
a guid for a few weeks; that will do me.
And I give you my word of honour that I
won’t let out a thing about you!”

“I like not the security,” said Parker.
“But I don't want this absurd story of
yours to get wind, for reasons that are no
concern of yours. You shall have a,
sovereign, though not as a loan,-and only
on conditions.” ;

Mellish felt immensely relieved, and. began
to imagine himself a born diplomatist.

“Sit down. Take pen and paper. Write
as I dictate,” ordered Perker; and there was
a snap in every word.

Mellish. did as bidden.

“What is your Christian name?”

“Perey.” Z A =

“Ah! A good old name of the brave old
days descended to base uses! This is what.

he

aren’t naturally bBld, sad

| you are to write: ‘I, Fercy Mellish, do

hereby acknowledge the receipt from Philip
Ignatius Parker of the some of £1 sterling,
paid me in order that I shall not disclose
his supposed identity——' 7

“* With Mr. Parker-Roberts, of the “Daily
Messenger,”” ’ shall I put?” asked Mellish,
putting his tongue in the cheek farthest
from Parker. Mellish was feeling much
bolder now. ;

“With nobody. Put a full stop, you young
sweep !”.

“After ‘nobody ’?” Mellish inquired. He
was under the gross delusion that he could
afford to trifle with Parker.

Ernest Leyison would have known better
than that, for he would have discerned the
pitfall in that paper.

But Mellish was soon to understand.

“I shall not put up with another word
of your- impudence!” rapped out Parker.
“Slgn,_ date, and blot. Here is your
sovereign.”

A pound-note passed from hand to hand.
Lhe feel of it was very grateful and com-
forting to Mellish. But not so were the
words from Parker which followed.

The queer new fellow put the paper care-
fully in his pocket. :

“Now, Mellish,” he said deliberately, “I
suppose you realise the fact that- you are
quite at- my mercy?”

“By gum, though, I don’t see that!” said
Mellish,” in dismay. “I—I—-— Tt seems to
me that-you are at mine, come to. that:”.

“Does it? That shows only the limitations
of your intelligenee. I am doing nothing
illegal here. Discovery for me could méean
no more than some slight unpleasantness, of
no real moment.” g 3 2

“Well, what have I done? Borrowed a
quid from you, that’s all!” :

Parker tapped his breast-pocket.

“I have only to show this paper to Mr,
Railton or the Head, and your hours at the
school would be numbered,” he said. “It is
a confession that you have practised black-
ma‘.xIl!”I

“I—I— Here, you give me that paper
back, and take your beastly mogegl”
gurhled Mellish, licking lips gone. suddenly
ry: - =

“Certainly not. Until my mission here is
completed this will hang over your head, so
it behoves you to be om your best be-
haviour. And, by the way, I can see no
reason why we should know each other. In
future you will be good enough not to ad-
dress me unless I speak to you first!”

Parker of the Shell—who was also P. I.
Parker-Roberts, of the “Daily Messenger
—unlocked the door and went out, just as
the bell for breakfast clanged along the
passages.

Mellish groaned. He had intended to
do a stroke of work before breakfast, and
he had done it; but he did not feel too weld
satisfied with it now that it was done. =

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Parker’s Peril !

3 HERE ’e is!’ hissed Smiler, in tha
ea};Ao]fl Rus}fty. :

right, cocky! T s’pose T

- - know Parker-Roberts whean see
im without you blowin’ a blessed ‘urricane
down my ear’hole!” growled the amiable

Rusty.

“Wot are you goin’ to do? That’s the
question.”’

“I'm goin’ to ‘ave another pint,” answered
Rusty, with the air of having disposed of
the question in a manner that could not
fail to prove satisfactory to the ques-
tioner. :

These two worthies had taken up their
quarters in_the village at the cottage of
an aged widow whom Rylcombe knew. as
Mother Gamm,

They did not trouble Mother Gamm much
at such times as the Greem Man was open.
And when that respectable establishment
had closed its dogrs they still hung about
on the watch.
. But up till now their watching had been
m vain.

Parker had come down to the village to
get a pair of footer-boots. Those he had
found in his trunk—packed with the rest of
the things by a firm of outfitters, to whom
& general order had been given—did not fit
him comfortably. And Parker, though he
was surprised at himself that such should be
the case, had taken quite keenly to footer.

“Look ’ere, we can't afford to let this
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chanst siip!” said Smiler in Rusty’s ear. Three had come out of the repairer’s shop As they rushed forward the two roughs
 He's middlin’ sure to go back through the | rather disgruntled. The repairer bad dis- | made a bolt for cover.

woodi—it's a short cut to the school, you | covered what was wrong, and his knowing But Rusty had looked too long upon ths
know. Wot we've got to do is to lay sait | smile had not pleased them. Moreover, he | beer, even as Smiler had warned him he
for ‘im. I've got the black masks in wy | could not supply at once the rubber | might do.

“bocket.” washers. He had wone in stock. Perhaps He lurched, and clutched at Smiler, who
Payker was still in the boot-shop when to-morrow, perhaps on Monday—some time, | had very nearly reached cover. Smiler was

the two, after a hasty drink, hurried out | anyway. one of the retiring type.

of the Green Man, and took the road to “Some of the Grammar School crowd, I'll They weirt down together with a erash.

the wood. bet !’ said Tom. They struggled up, using

Outside a grocer's shop stood three “Let's have a hunt round and see if we language to one amnother, jus
bicyeles. Inside could be seen three juniors 4 can spot the rotters,” suggested Lowther. | be too late!

—t Terrible Three. Manners gave a growling assent. For the Tervible Three piled in upon them
‘“Spme more of ‘em,” said Smiler doubt- They passed the boot-shop, and saw Parker, | as one man.
fullyl In times of action Rusty became the | who was still there. Smiler went down again, with Manners 2ot
seniof partner of this firm, for Smiler was “1 say, Tom, do you think it could have | Lowther on top of him.
not $0 bold, as cunning. * But they'll be | peen that chap??” said Manners, Rusty caught Tom Merry by the ¢
goiu'| back by the road, as they've got their “Oh, not likely!” said Tom. and slung him into the bushes 2
bikesy?* ““Can you imagine our Pignacious descend- Tom was up again in a se
“Cpme on!” growled Rusty. I never | ing to such puerile tricks?"” asked Lowther. | that second Rusty had kic
didn’t see such a slow chap as you in all | I wouldn't trust him,” said Manners. | viciously on the . and i
mmy puft! Don't 'ang back now, or it's me | “The chap’s a beastly intruder, anyway!” Lowther off his chest, and 3 i
~wot“Will "ave a tale to tell the Big Boss!” “Still, even to a beastly intruder there | to his feet. {
They hurried off in the direction of Ryl | are limits,” Lowther said blandly. < Pig- “Ow! You foul brute!™ yelled Man i
combe Wood. : i nacious is quite incapable of such a dreadful badly hurt. §
The Terrible Three were buying pepper. deed.”’ . But he was not so much hurt as ta 1 $
Their order rather surprised the grocer. “ We don't want the bounder, anyhow ! | out of the fight.
nevey before had he seen three hoys with growled Manners, who still resented the in- He grabbed Rusty's leg and palled ¢
such |a big appetite for pepper. They were | trusion of Parker. rough over. —t
" buyidg enough for all St. Jim’s. “We do not!” agreed Lowther. “ But the Lowther thrust his right band into i
But it was not for all St. Jim’s that they | chap's not an absolute Prussian. He's a pocket. When he brought it out it i $
bought it. v deep onme. We don’t know all about dear | yellow papered package in it. [
It was for the henefit of Arthur Augustus Philip- yet. But we know that he would | hands, he broke the pac
D'Ar¢y and those why were supporting him | not do this sort -of thing,” hurled it full into the naly face of Rus
in a pertain project. Tom Merry agreed. Manuners, finding him- “Yow! Yah! Yow! ¥Yah! You've b

Twp Grammar School boys came strolling | self in a minority of one, -shut up. He did me—atishoo I’
‘up the street—Carboy and Gustave Blane, | not wholly = dislike Parker. The fellow * A-tish-00!” echoed Tom Merrs. taken
more| generally known as Mont Blanc. would have been bearable in another study, | with.a violent fit of sneezing. ;

'J:h ¥y saw Parker at the bootmaker’s. Manners thought. - . *“Oh, hang it all. Monty! I got

Carboy's eyes glistened. 2 Carboy got his receipt for the registered | of it as that rotter did—atishoo-b

_‘Tl{z{tts the bounder we pumped on,” he letter, and put it into his pocket. Then, | complained Manners.
said—r* the (Ghap that kicked Gordon Gay foregoing the proposed interview with Parker, | © Couldn’t—atish-ish-hoa-hoo'—help it. old
in the ribs!” he and Mont Blanc made themselves scarce | chap !’ said Lowther. * I've—atishoo!

R ISR

much

o

BI":th VARl piccident W veplicd- Monb | writ iz darriple Thrse werc searching for | some—atishoo!—too > < 8
.-'.m e 7 2 them at the other end of the street. . ““A-tish-oo! Come off it, won't yer? This
Yes; but what we're goiug to do to him The Terrible Three drew blank, of course. | is—atishoo!” howled and sneezed Smiler—
I Doodie Dot he waiband wnber | Sup ol B hiraed. | Patker | hind also | ““Oh, lumme—atishoo " i ks
view | him. He scems to be all on his lone- vanished. But Smiler struggled up, and Lowther's ‘
Sore) . X : Tom Merry looked at his watch. attempt to stop him was made in vain.
“Non, I zink not. .1 zink he is not all | & No time to spare, children,” he said. Sneezing violentiy, Smiler plunged into the 3
by D £ alone. Zee, zere are pikes by “Keep up with your Uncle Tolmy if you | thick underzeowth and i a moment was
.:Z;gtf,d~ fl‘;‘;.zse e‘i‘:'cég{sn_o?g,‘f you call | oy and put your best feet foremost it you | lost to sight, though not fs sound. for thor <
e Ca , ees I 3 ® 3 3 & is s 5 i smi = - s * ===
SHalf a jift] Let’s scout!” said Cirboy g};arl;o:g'ke in by the time dinner is served, f;);xgginhedarg ?]t: §§:~;\§efffn§a;ut{~rthc hbt ngt
%lx?e 'peepe(xil i’i at. “‘; kdoo'rﬂf)fb e g?l;utl!b They hurried off, and naturally took the | .« Loo%( out, Tom ! .it)&shob: bligogk‘outi“ 3
b- lief?o:fsci%'é 1€ Was busy with the | o0t ‘cut through the wood. R¥Sl§’y ks v and swinging his club. 3
: ; s : STl £ 2 -
Hel did not use a pin. That would have dha ie—atishoo-hoo! lob_of 3
;\)[eent a low trick, as he told the grinning kﬁ) r(\l;oelgll.d Vell‘r’l?’ blinded for—atishoo! -
Mont Blanc. i it
He| whipped off the cap of an inflating- THE FOURTH ?HAPTER' 1t did not appear that Rusty was quiie 8
~valve, pulled out the plunger, and removed ’ Rescue ! blind. He saw the rush Tom made for him,
Arom|it the little sheath of rubber. Three ARKER was already some distance | and his ‘club came down heavily. Tom g
times he did this, and three back wheels ahead. He had po notion that his | stumbled and fell, and by that Iuncky fali
were - rendered as flat ‘as pancakes, and, study-mates were in Rylcombe, and | escaped the full foree of the savage blow.
morepver, quite incapable of heing pumped compelled by Grammarish machina- Rusty bolted. =
-:5?‘-(335“ the loss of the rubbers was dis- i‘;ég?ti—dtoforrett[;!r;xmon foot, or he would have dé\hnners and Lowther were im mo con-
rered. ) . iti i : d hi Wit
Thén he and Mont Blanc hurried across. He had already quite a high opinion of o:léor;me;;ntgo l;li:te::'gg——tg-hihc?x“r?alﬁi— mllxir' -
tue gtreet into the safe shelter of the post- | pom Merry, and”was beginning to think | have been smarting a good deal_the burly
ofice s hetter of the humorous Lowther and the | brute made for cover. =
There . Carboy opened his band. The | somewhat surly Manners. He- thought of They let him go, for they had ne choice
glrzei!tne hser?ggu grinued, but Carboy looked Ma““fl'?s ail surly, for he had seldom yet ]TI')I the matter.u l‘he;ly couh} not even pursue.
L o 5 = = seen him otherwise. S hey were in the throes of a Yery paroxysm
< We're poor, but honest,” he said. I By the time they entered the wood lie | of sneezing. =
cant) keep these, of course. (et a regis- | wac well into it, and out of sight aloug one | Suddenly Parker sat up H
‘tered envelope, Mont Blanc.” of the bends of the winding patl. Even in the midst of their sneezing the
Jere zey come! Now ze fun begins! | “They rounded the bend. three were delighted to see that. The blow }
Jom | Merry is vair’ mooch - surprise; an' “There’s the dear Pignacious!” said he had taken had Tooked - vs*;s"he“vrv e
=Lowthale, he ees. not at all please; an' | [owtner, *Shall we call to him to wait | and they had been by no meane cerisin il L
Mantairs, he eez ze most agranoyed of zem | po 11 Wind wncles?? ftnad not Lied hiug = = +
a1l ! - - g f Y pev g 2 5 = e 2 e T O (8 U .
fﬁgx;‘n Eg-‘stl;g%‘ooe, e street, an' zey look u'il;ats '(; .ﬁ{nlgo:\rilz::gsl;sj; “We don't want | dnd the fiest thing Parker said—or, rather,
ther i b rokoapper, goul silly chump, or| ™ o Mogk out, Parker!”-yelled Tom Merry | Lol b 54%, 10T to sneeze is searcely to speak,
they It be looking across the street and spot- | ipn” on %y strength of his lungs. | & Atishoo Eoohoo
repiibesayn Noi theyTe going into the | “iryg' roughlooking fellows, vith biack half: | Tt had become a chorus of four—but a
= e < masks upon their faces, had stolen out o chorus woefully out of ti - !
. Mont Blanc his hand 5 = < 8L i S & 3 of time and tune.
: i‘,g'ow, \'}ou Igle};f{fdwi%;e?;l_] psoog(;fef'f,uysum the undergrowth in rear of the unconscious And they sneezed till the tears ran down
Carboy ‘impressively. * These things don't | ©oTKeF. s 3 ; their cheeks, aund then they sneezed stiil
belong to me, do they? He whipped rot_md just as thg burlier of more, and cne«! again, and sneezed yet more,
He [showed the three little pieces of rubber | the two roughs struck at him with a heavy till Tom Merry managed to gasp out:
tubing in his hand. club. “What a ja—atishoo! Are you—atishoo!—
‘“Non! Zey belong to Tom Merry & Co.!” His arm wenb up to shield his head. The | much hurt, Parker, old scout?” %
grinned the French junior. Terrible Three saw the arm drop as if “1 am not—atishoo ! —seriously—atishoo ! -
“ Well, I'm honest, I am. It wouldn't be | broken,-aud yet there remaimed force emough | hurt, Merry. But Jf you mean that this
at all the straight thing for me to keep | in the blow to send Parker to grass. thing is a joke—atishoo!—all I have to say
them| nor yet to chuck them away,” said ‘“ Rescue ! yelled Lowther. is—atishoo ! N g
the yirtuous Carboy. “I'm going to send “St. Jim's to the resecue!” shouted Tom _“That, Pignacious, is—atishoo!—about a!
them| on to their proper owners, circum- Merry. any of—atishoo!—can say!” gasped Lowther.

stances not allowing of their being returned ¢ We're coming, Parker!" howled Manners, “I do not agree with you!" snapped

at this moment. And, to make sure that forgetting all his resentment against the | Parker.

they | get them, I shall put them im this | intruder. - He took out his handkerchief, wiped his

registered envelope—see? Got a scrap of It was not Tom’s fault that the warning | eyes, and then blew his nose with a sonnd

paper? We may as weil send our compli- | was not in time. Even as it was, it had | like unto the sound of a trumpet.

ments with them. Nothing like being really | saved Parker something, for the full foree of | This seemed to have some effect, for he dil
ey

polite! the blow had failed to reach his head. - not sneeze again for quite a quarter of a E
Mottt Blanc ducked his head. The Terrible | ~ And their nearnese had ab least the effect .minute.
THr PorvLar.—No. 313. of preventing a second blow, ~The Ferrible Three, not at all above taking
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a hint| took this one. They trumpeted as
one man.

‘“ And down go the walls of Jericho!” said
Lowther. < Atishoo!”

“It Wwouldn’t -be a bad plan to—atishoo!—
move and get away from it,” suggested
Manners.

“Youw’re right, old echap,” said Tom.

“ Ther¢’s no hurry otherwise, of course, for
we're bound to be late for dinner, and we
may as well be hanged for a lamb as a
sucking-pig.”?

“And it’s no good even thinking of goin
after those rotters,” said Lowther. * They’ll
have gpt clear away before this.”

Parker moved forward on hands and knees,
and ‘proceeded to inspect carefully a little
heap of brownish-yellow, greyish stuff which
lay upon the grass.

He dven took up a few grains of it and
placed |them in close proximity to his nose,
with the natural result-that he was obliged
to staint sneezing again.

“This is—atishoo!*

“Nof at all!”” said Lowther blandly.

is but that which produaces atishoeery
speak.?

““It |is pepper!” said Parker, with some
indignation.

“Giddy Herlock Sholmes you are, ain't

you, P

SRy Be not unmannerly.

Si,
To smell the pepper when it would have heen
casy tp look at the label is quite in the

most approved Herlock Sholmes manner. Is
it not|so, my dear Jotsen? There is the
label. |Parker. Somebody-or-Other's Perfect
Pepper—Parker’s Perfect Pepper: Parker's
Perfect Pepper for Pale Prigs. Warranted
to—’

“Bu} ‘what were you doing with pepper
i¢ your pocket?” asked Parker, turning upon
Lowther in quite his most grown-up manner.
_Ther¢ was a snap in the question, as if
he whq asked it was a master, with a right
undispited to an answer.

*“Jolly lucky for you the pepper
i-should say !> growled Manners.
4t is true,” Parker replied, in rather

was

a different tone. “Yes, that is undoubtedly
true. [ forgot for the moment that you all

came |to my rescue - with unhesitating
gallantiry. T hope you will believe that T am
deeply |and honestly grateful to you!®

He spoke with feeling, and without his
customiary stiffness; yet his tone was very
unboylike.

“ Nothing in it,” said Tom.
done the same for us, like a shot.
you've (had a nasty whaek !>

Parkgr had put up his hand to his head.
There [was blood on it when he brought it
away.

“Oh, I don’t think it is serious!”” he said.
“Merely a slight extravasation of the skin.”

“1 spould call it a elump on the napper,
and a |jolly painful one!” said Manners.

“That is not what I should ecall it. And
T really fail to perceive how it can be called
jolly, Manners,” answered Parker, quite in
his usual style.

“Can you toddle?” asked Lowther.

““Oh,| of course I can!”

Parker got to his feet. But he was very
unsteady upon them. His head felt as if it
were still whirling, and he was glad to take
Tom Merry’s offered arm.

“You'd have
I say,

{THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Parker is Mysterious !

€« HO were the rotters?” asked Low-
ther.
It was a very natural question.

But Parker seemed to resent it.

“How should I know?” he asked snap-
pishly.| “They did net leave their cards, 1
believe|*’

““My| dear man, there’s no need at all to

get your wool off! I only supposed that,
as they appeared to be lying in wait to bash
you, they might quite possibly be merehants
who don't exactly love you. And a chap
generally knows his' enemies, even if he may
be in doubt about his friends.”

“Thdt, Lowther, is a philosophic truth
the correctness of which I am not prepared
10’ deny. But I fail to see that there is
sufficient evidence that this was an ambush.
May the scoundrels not have bheen mere
ordinany footpads?”

But the tone in which the question was
asked seemed to sugeest that Parker scareely
believed in this theory.

Tom | Merry did not believe in it, either,
and he|said so at once.
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“It won’t do,” Parker!” he said. “For
anybody to be lurking in these bushes wait
ing for somebody to waylay isn't very likely.
But if they did, would they choose a school-
boy? And the way that chap whacked at you
looked a jolly sight more like murder than
robbery, to me.”

“They were two to one—two men to a
boy,” Manners said. “They'd have stopped
you and cleared you out, if that had been
their game.”

“In short, Parker, there's a mystery behind
this, and you know more about it than you've
Jet on yet,” said Lowther. %

Parker put up his hand to his head again,
and looked very thoughtfully at the fresh
blood on it when he brought it away.

“Let me tie it up for you,” said Tom
Merry. *“I've a clean handkerehief in my
pocket.”

“

““Having failed in this attempt, I think
they will make theuiselves scarce,” said
Parker. “Yes, I should say 1 was safe
enough—absohitely safety is not a thing to
be expected.”

“Do you know the brutes?” asked Tom
bluntly.

“I did not recognise them, Merry.”

“But you've got a good notion who they
may be??

‘¢ Searcely even that.”?

“You've got some notion about it! You
aren’t half as much surprised as an ordinary
chap would be if the thing bad happened
to him {» 5

That was true. Parker had a queer way
of taking it, as if it were all in the day’s
work. The three counld not help faneying
that something very much like this must haves
happened to him before,
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PARKER’S PERIL! ‘‘Look out, Parker!’’ yelled Tom Merry.

rough-looking fellows, with masks upon their faces, had stolen out of the

undergrowth in the rear of the unconscious Parker.

as the burlier of the two roughs struck at him with a heavy club.
Chapter 4.)

Two

He whipped round just
(See

Parker stood in silence while the bandage
‘was applied.” He seemed to be thinking hard
—debating how much he might safely tell
them, Lowther fancied.

And Lowther fancied, too, that he might
have told more had he been dealing with
Tom alone. :

He did not tell anything at once, how-

ever. - It was Manners who spoke next.
“What shall you do about it?* asked
Manners.

“What can I do?” returned Parker, with
a touch of irritation.

“My ‘hat!' There are several things that
might be done!” said Tom. * Informing the
police, for one.”

1 should not think of doing that. I abso-
lutely refuse to report it, or aliow anyone
else to report it to the police! What would
be the use? Those scoundrels wiil elear off
at once—there can be no doubt as to that—
and of what “avail would it be to set a fat
lout like that constable I saw the other
day to track them down?>

““ We agree in one thing at least, Parker,”
said Monty Lowther. “I am free to confess
that Crump, with all his shining merits,
nmodestly hidden, is not precisely my ideal
sleuth-hound.””

Parker smiled faintly.

‘“The best plan will be to forget the whole
affair as speedily as may be,” he said,

“Do you think it is safe to have those
chaps about on the wateh to do you in if
they get half a chance?”

-say, in a few weeks’ time.

They did not wish to appear unduly
curious; but it was enly natural that they
should want to know more than he had yet
told them.

“ Will you be good enough to believe me
if T tell you that, while I have a tolerably
clear notion as to the person behind this
attempt, the men who made it are, to the
best of my knowledge and belief, complete
strangers to me?” said Parker.

He was less than ever like a boy now.
There was nothing in his manner to suggest
that he addressed them as inferiors; but
there was something which made them feel
very young beside him. 2

“Of coursc we will!” said Tom heartily.
“And we really don't want to pry into your
secrets, you know. I suppose you will admit
that this sort of thing is enough to make
any chap feel curious?”

“I admit that. I admit, furiher, that
your aid to me in a very tight corner gives
you the right to ask questions. I only regret
that I cannot possibly make a -full dis-
closure of all that I know and suspect—and
even that would not make plain the whole
story. I promise you that you shall have a
full explanation before I leave—that is to
And now, may
I ask you all to promise me that you will
not tell this story at St. Jim's?»

They promised thiat. ‘But they were not
satisfied. The most curious thing of all was
that Tom Merry found himself dwelling upon
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that wuncompleted sentence of Parker’s—
““before I leave.” What could he have
meant by ¢ before I leave St. Jim’s »? It
was not long since Tom had regarded Parker
as a mere intruder; Lowther and Manners
had pot yet ceased to look upon him as such.
But Tom realised now that he would be
sorry to see Parker go.

For all his unboylike ways, for all the
mystery attaching to him, Parker was one
of the right sort, and most certainly he had
any amount of pluck.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mellish in the Toils !
r ERCY MELLISH was not satisfied.
: The sovereign he had serewed out
of Parker bad only whetted his appe-
tite. s

Two or three days had passed, and the

memory of how Parker had dealt with him
had grown dimmer.
* He had not scored to the extent he had
hoped that time. But just give him another
chance! Hang that blessed paper! Parker
wouldn't dare to use it. It suited pis pur-
pose to be at St. Jim’s, and to use that
paper in order to show up Mellish must
mean his going.

“You ought to fackle the sweep again,”
said Crooke, who was all i favour of bold
measures—for Mellish.

“ Why don't you tackle
asked Mellish. :

“ 1t wouldn't wagh. Didn’t you give him
your word of honour that you wouldn't let
on to a single, solitary chap?”

““QOh, he didn't take any notice of that!”
said Mellish. =

Mellish knew how very little his word of
honour meant, and he was quite right in
his guess that Parker valued it no higher
than he did.

“You ought to have found out more about
those roughs, you know,” Crooke said.

“It’s all what I ought to do,” snarled
Mellish. -~ “Why don’t you chip in and do
something, instead of slinging a lot of rotten
advice at my head?” - o

“Because I don’t choose, for one thing,”
(Crooke replied roughly. “I'm not going to
have you.landing me in a ghastly mess by
your bungling—don’t you think it! But there
ought to be a heap more in this than you've
got out of it yet; and when I see any sign
that you are handling the bizney as if you
meant bizney—well, then I'll stand in with
vou,”

““YI wonder whether those two chaps are
hanging around Ryicombe still?? said Mellish.

“] can tell you that. They are,” replied
Crooke.

“How do you know?”

“My hat, what's that matter? Lodgey
told me, I had a talk with him yesterday.
They're at the. Green Man a goodish ~bit,
you know.” :

“Is Lodgey
Parker?”

“No.. And I didn't tell him. He’d have
been trying to make his own profit out of it
if he knew. And he wouldn't leave many
pickings for us, you bet!”

““See here, Crooke, what do you think I'd
better do?”

“Find out more about why this chump
Parker is here. Pump those two roughs.
You're erafty enough, Mellish; you could
do it.”

Mellish had not so mueh confidence in his
own_craft. Again he wished that Levison—
the Levison of old—had been with him in this
affair instead of Crooke, who had very little
more pluck and rather less brains than he
himself had.

1 might toddle along to Rylcombe and see
if I can come across them,” he said doubt-
fully. “Of course, it would be useful to
know a bit more. But as for pumping them,
that won’t be so easy, I guess.” ;

“Two louts like that!” sneered Crooke.

“Why don't you have a shot at them
yourself, as you know they’re such louts?”
asked Mellish hotly.

But Crooke only shrugged his shoulders.
He was not on.

Mellish wandered out, uncertain what to
do. In the quad he happened to pass Talbot
and Parker. a

They were talking. Perhaps Mellish could
not have helped catching some of the words
spoken, but it is a fairly certain thing that
he did not try to avoid hearing. He passed
very slowly, and Parker did not observe him.
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him yourself?”

on to their being after

If Talbot did, he paid no heed. He knew
nothing of Mellish’s interest in the new
fellow. ,

‘“Leave for the week-end?” Talbot said.
“ Well, T don’t know. It is given at times,
if there’s urgent need; not unless, these days.
The Head is not very keem om giving per-
mission.” :

“I shall have to do my best to conquer
his opposition,” Parker replied. My errand
is really an urgent one.”

“Get your people to wire to him,” sug-
gested Talbot.

That was all Mellish heard, and at the
moment he did not look upon it as of much
importance.

He noticed that Parker's hair was cut short
in one place, and that his head just there
was adorned with sticking-plaster, and he
vaguely wondered how and by whom he had
been hurt.

But the Terrible Three had kept Parker's
secret well. Al four had been late for
dinner on the day of the attack, of course—
very late, for Parker had needed repairs
before he could go in. But this had only
entailed two hundred lines of Virgil each.
iny Six people knew as yet of that assault
in Rylecombe Wood.

Mellish wandered out of the gates and
along the road to Rylcombe.

Just before he reached the village he en-
countered Messrs. Smiler and Rusty.

He would have turned back had he seen
them in time, for his heart failed him at
;;I}e pinch. But they were too close upon
him.

He thought of walking past without speak-
ing, but Smiler would not allow that.

¢ Hallo, young gent!” he said cheerfully.
“How's everythink?” '

“Oh, pretty well—all serenme!’”” answered
Metlish, smiling weakly,

** Master Roberts—goin’ on all right-ho, is
he?>?

““Oh, yes, I think so! He seems to have
found his feet.”

I said Roberts, didn't I? Oughter been
Parker, so it 'ad. Queer thing, one young

gent ‘avin’ two monikers like that! But I
dessay you can explain it, sir, bein' a
scholler 2

“ No, I can’t,”” said Mellish, realising that
he must go warily; for it would not do to
have these two ruffians suspect that he had
spied upen them.

“Ah! Bubt mebbe ‘e ain't no pertikler
friend of yours?™

Mellish forgot his caution in a rush of
rancour against the fellow who had made
him feel so young and so cheap.

1 hate the beast!” he said viciously.

He did not see the nudge that Smiler gave
Rusty.

“ Now, that’s a middlin’ queer thing, too,”
said Smiler thoughtfully. *“ A nice, affable-
spoken young gent like him.”

Rusty said nothing. He chewed on. But
Mellish saw something in his face that would
have told him Rusty did not love Parker,
even had he been ignorant that these men
had shadowed the new hoy to Rylcombe.

“He's a rotten outsider!” said Mellish,
summoning up all his boldness. “And I
don’t believe you're any friend of his, what-
ever you may say!’

N Smiler grinned. A very ugly grin it was,

00.

“ We're interested in ’im,” he said.
“That’s enough to be goin’ on with, I
reckon. If you was to get- more friendly
like with me an’ my pal Rusty ’ere, we
might tell you more. ‘Cos it would suit us
very well, on the ’ole, to 'ave someone up at
the school—well, lookin’ after our interests,
as I might say.”

“ That would depend on whether you eould
make it worth my while,” said Mellish, walk-
ing open-eyed into the trap set for him. ~

Smiler knew a good deal of human nature
in its worst aspects. He had already sized
up Mellish as a greedy, unscrupulous young

rascal, without pluck or. conscience. He

might have preferred a bolder aide. But

an indifferent tool was better than none.
“It might be,” he said cautiously. I

don’t mind tellin’ you this much—there’s oof
in the game we're playin’, me an' my pal,
Rusty.”

‘“ Shouldn’t be in it else.”

Rusty creaked out those few words, and
spat. Mellish felt rather afraid of Rusty,
but not at all of Smiler. Had he only
guessed it, Smiler was by far the more dan-
gerous villain of the two. 2

“ And I should want to know a bit more,”
said Mellish, g

shouldn’t know it all, s'long as we feel sure
we can depend on you. Like to ’‘ear it
now?’? =

Mellish glanced up and down the road.
He did not want anyone from St. Jim's to
see him talking to these two.

Smiler noted that glance, and read its
meaning.

““ Another time would be best, T dessay,”
he said, “an’ not quite so public a place.
Look ’ere, it won’t 'urt you to tell me this:
Is Parker, or Roberts, or wotever we ought
to call the feller, stayin' long at St. Jim's?"

Mellish opened his eyes widely.

“ Years, for all I kmow. Why shouldn't
he?* he returned.

He had not forgotten that he was not s
posed to be aware of Parker’s real iden

“Oh! That's a rum ‘un—eh, Rusty?
‘'Ow’ll they get along without ’im wup im
town ?”

‘“He’s going to run up te town,” said
Mellish. I heard him talking about i

** Oh, an’ when might e be goin’!
Smiler, eager for the answer, but
in quite a casual tone.

““This week-end, if
Saturday, I suppose.”

“ Look ‘ere, if you can find out for us wot
train ‘e goes by, an’ wot train ‘e’ll be comia’

%y

up-

he can

get

“ Well 2’ asked Mellish, as Smiler pa

“ A couple of quid, cocky! Does tha
your voos?"

“Yes,” said Mellish. Of course, i
a fat lot. But, then, it's nothing m
do. Anybody might know a thing like th

“Right you are, young-feller-melad!
Bring the information, an’ the s IS 3
Also, T'll tell you all about Parker-Rot
an’ why ‘e’s ’ere. There’s a bet =
to it; that’s‘all I need say now.”

“ Right-ho! Depend upon me.™’
Mellish.

Then he saw St. Jim’s caps in the distance.

“I must hook it!* he said, and stepped
out briskly towards Rylcombe.

said

“’'Ooked 'im fair, Rusty!” said Smiier,
with a grin of exultation.

“Mind 'e don’t do yer g
growled Rusty, and spat 3 n

Rusty had also some kno-wl&df:e of human
nature, and he did nof trust Meilish.

But Smiler knew himself too cunning for
that young rascal.

Mellish was in the toils! Greed and ran-
cour had caused him to play the traitor—
whereof were to come danger to Parker and
no little discomfort to Mellish himself—as
will be told in a later story.

THE END.

(You must not miss reading next week's
thrilling long complete story of Tom Merry
& Co. of St. Jim’s, entitled: *“ Four to the
Rescue!” by Martin Clifford. It is a great
story!)

“ Naturally you would, a shiu‘xi young blade
like you! But there’s no reason as you
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Dick Neville is given a chance to repay his comrade,

Turpin of the Road, for the

Dick o' mhe

hi

gallant way he has stood by
m ! :

Hichway:

An Absorbing Romance of Dick Neville's
strange and thrilling adventures on the
long grey road with the famous highway-

man, Dick Turpin !

BY
DAVID GOODWIN.

NEW READERS START HERE.

Travelling North to school in the guardian-
ship of their Uncle Vesey, Dick and Ralph
Neville, the two sons of the late John Newille,
of Faulkbourn, one of the finest estates of old
England, are held up by a highwayman.

The highwayman proves to be none other
than_the notorious Dick Turpin.

Still burning with rage over the manner
his rascally uncle has swindled both of them
out of their estates, Dick Neville decides to
leave his wuncle there and then, and join

~Turpin_on the road. He saddles himself on
one of Vesey’'s horses, and takes one hundred
pounds from him that has been left to him
in the will of John Neville, and rides away.

Mad with anger, Vesey Neville continues
the journey with- only Ralph as his com-
panion, and Dick Turpin, with his newly-
found companion, watch the coach disappear
from sight over the brow of the hill.

Having firmly made up his mind to join
Turpin, Dick visits a horse-dealer and wing
by his wonderful horsemanship a beautiful
black horse which is named Satan,

Dick has not been lorg on the road when

he hears that his young brother Ralph is in
danger of his life in the school in the North.
In greatl haste he rides to Duncanshy School,
and arrives in tine to save Ralph’s life.
Dick Neville has in his mind a school in
which he feels his brother will be safe, and
that school is St. Anstell’s. The two brothers
journey to the school, and when Ralph is

safely installed under an assumed name
Dick rides away. The headmaster—one Dr.
Trelawney—being indebted to the young

highwayman for having once saved his life,
is pleased to take charge of Ralph, in spite
of the knowledge he holds that Dick Neville
4s an outlaw with a price on his head, and
that one of the boys at the school, a sneal:
named Dirkley; has tried to denounce Neville
to the authorities.

Soon after Diek instals his brother at St.
Anstell’s he meets Lord Malmaison at an inn,
and the latter makes Dick a fine offer if
he will bring Turpin into his hands. Dick
pretends to agree to this, and, after planning
the supposed trap, sets out to find his
comrade of the road. (Now read on.)

A High Position for Lord Malmaison!

EN minutes later Dick was riding
Black Satan up the slope among
the ‘pine-trees in the outer night,

looking about him keenly, and soon
Iie saw a horseman approaching. He drew
back among the trees, and soon saw it was
his old ecomrade who approached. Just as
Black Bess and her rider came abreast him,
Dick spurred out across the outlaw’s path.

“Stand and deliver!” he cried, laughing.

“’0d’s blood, Dick, is that you?” said
Turpin. “ Never play such a trick as that
in the dark, boy! Another second, and I
should have emptied my pistol into you!”

‘“ Then keep the charges in them, and see
well to the priming, for you will need them
soon!” said Dick.  Turpin, my boy, think
you are worth a thousand ghineas?”’

‘“ What new grip is this?’* said the outlaw,
grinning,

1 am offered that sum to give you up,”
said Dick, “and a free pardon besides. What
think you of the bargain?”’

“A better offer than I'm ever likely to
get for you!” grunted Turpin.

1 have made all the arrangements,” said
Dick. “My men are ambushed, and you
cannot escape them.”? =

And with that be told his comrade all
that had happened since he dined at the
Three Crowns.

““I thank my stars,”” said Turpin, “that
this night yonder attorney lit upon a gentle-
man by mistake to take his offer! I kpow
no other comrade who would not have sold
me ab-the price, and the plot is so well laid
there were not a chink to crawl out by.
Dick, your hand once again!”

And never did the two outlaws grip more
warmly.

“Bub a truce to sentiment!® said Dick.
“How could I have done otherwise? We
have now to go and deal with those knaves.

! One thing I must claim, as they are my

prisoners—you will not shed their blood.
They are well fooled as it is.”

“Oh, if you choose, let that go,” said
Turpin, rather grumpily, “though a bullet
apiece would make them surer! But I shall
deal with Malmaison !’

“Come, then!” “said Dick.. “I have
fastened them all securely, and the fiend
himself could not get out of those chests.

What grudge has Malmaison against you,
Turpin 2+
‘“Grudge!” cried Turpin. < Why, the

villain owes me more guineas that I ani cver
likely to hear of—a fat booty! I was
leagued with him in a great pillage on the
Border last year, for you must know the
fellow, though of higherank, has squandered
his revenues so far that he resorts to very
dirty ways of filling his coffers. He put this
plunder in my way, arranging that a banker’s
coach with its bullion should fall into my
hands. I did the dirty work and faced the
danger, and then he robbed me of my share
of the booty, all but a few guineas, and
would not divide. I swore to be even with
him, and, knowing I keep my word, he was
afraid. So. he hatched this plot to get rid
of e

“And my grudge against him is that he
thought I was as bhig a knave as himself
and would sell my comrade for money,”’ said
Dick. “But here we are at the door of
the ambushed room. Watch while I give
the signal, and you will see some fun!*’

Tarpin cocked his ear expectantly, a sly
grin on his face, and the two walked into
the room, talking as they went.

“Neville, my boy,”” said Turpin, nudging
Dick, and speaking loudly, “I have left my
pistols in the holsters. ‘T'were better I went
back and fetched them.?”’

“Nay,” replied Dick, following his lead,
“you will not need them here; and I have
mine. There are no enemies t6 fear.”

‘“ That is well,” said Turpin; ‘ for, in truth,
I am not too casy in this neighbourhood,

very muddy-minded and treacherous rogue
is that same Malmaison, Dick, though not
quite so unclean as his raseally retainers,
who he has set to persecute me when I come
hereabouts.*’ i

Al said Dick.  Are they very knavish
fellows 22

** As villainous and unwashed a set of louts
as any in England!” replied Turpiu, grin-
ning hugely, as he thought of the amen in
the chests who were listening. A cowardly,
skulking, chicken-robbing, chicken-stealing set
of gaolbirds as ever disgraced a country!”

“Ha, ha!” laughed bDick. * Very like,
Turpin—very like. But now, Turpin, to
business !

The moment the words were out of his
mouth there was a loud thump under the .
lids of all three chests, a scuffle, and a
chorus of smothered oaths. Then, finding
themselves fastened in, the hidden retainers

became panic-stricken, and banged their
heads agai the lids in their efforts to
get out,

“ Treachery!* they yelled. “Help! We

are betrayed!®’

Turpin and Dick leaned against the wall
and laughed till their sides ached. Howls
and bellows came from the chests, that
rocked where they stood with the struggles
of the inmates, and the lighter of the three
fell right over and floundered across the
floor like a tinder-box with a mouse in it;
but the solid oak tops and stout fastenings
would not give way. Then, gathering their
wits togetheér, the boxed-up prisoners. ceased
their outery and became silent, waiting
anxiously.

¢ So these are the curs you told me of!”
cried Turpin, wiping the tears from his eyes,
for the antics of the middle chest had been
funny in the extreme. * You have trapped
them very prettily, Dick!?

‘* Pretty well, T think,’”’ said Dick.
now what shall we do with them?”

* Why,”” saild Turpin, with a wink, “I pro-
pose we build a fire there on the hearth,
and do you take yonder old iron kettle in
the corner and fill it with oil from the cellar
—for I know there is a barrel there—and
we will beil it, and pour it into yonder chests
through a hole in the lid, all hot! I have
read of such a merry jest in the * Arabian
Nights,” it I mistake not, and it should prove
very pretty sport (¥

At this the prisoners, who had been lis-
tening anxiously, burst forth into fresh howls
and lamentations. :

‘“Oh, pray spare us, good sir!®’ came the
bellowings, muffled inside the chests. Do
not torture poor retainers, who were but
paid to do their master’s bidding! Oh, pray,!
do not pour in the oil!” !

““ Come, Dick, fill the kettle,”” eried -
Turpin, “and we can pass the time with al
little pistol-practice at yond& chest while
it is boiling!” :

“I’ll bring back my lord with me, too!”
said Dick, grinning. «“We will make him
build the fire and hold the kettle!® =l

Such a hullabaloo did the captives raice!
when Dick went out that it was plain they
really thought he was going to fetch the x)i!|
to scald them with, and that the outlaws'
were going-to torture their prisoners to
death. However, Turpin amused himself,
with the retainers for a while, and soon Dick
came in again, driving Malmaison before him:
at the pistol’s point. The peer’s face was
the colour of a fish's belly, and his fat legs
shook beneath him.

“So, my lord marquis,’”” said Turpin, sit-
ting on a corner of the table, “you have'
arranged a little entertainment for our
benefit? We are im your debf for a very
pretty eveming’s amusement, which I shall
take leave to call “The Dancing Chests; or,!
The Wicked Highwaymen and the Marquis
in the Cupboard!” ~ ;

Turpin’s eyes were light, but there was a
terrible gleam in them as he looked at Mal-
maison, and the peer shuddered.

“I call to .mind,” said Turpin, “that we'
arranged a little matter together not long:
ago, which turned out very profitably—at
least, for you, *as up to the present I have
not noticed any share of the profits coming
my way!* i

I have it all ready for you!> said M:ﬂ-’
maison hoarsely. “I—I will find it some- |
how! I swear you shall have it—I meant it!
for you all the time! i—I was going to
give you my note-of-hand!?* stammered the
marquis, as Dick clapped the pistol to his
head and rapidly sought the man’s pockets)
for bhis promised fee. “I vow, upon my'

henour ! .
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fWho would fake your note of hand?”
cried Turpin, “ You knave, you promised it
in notes or gold! Do you not find it,
Dick?”’

““Nay, there’s nothing here save a dozen
or g0 of guineas in a purse!” exclaimed Dick.
“Not a thing else about him!”

“I might have known it!” exclaimed
Turpin, jumping off the table. I smell a
double treachery here, Dick, which we will
score against my lord if it be so! Keep
him there, and we will soon find out. Which
of these chests is the one with the single
rascal in it?”

“ Yonder,” said Dick, pointing it out.

“We shall get the truth from this fellow,
which my lord dare not tell?”> said Turpin,
undoing the hasp. ‘ Come out, my beauty!”’

He flung back the lid, and hauled the
retainer out by the seruff of the neck, knock-
ing the weapon out of his hand, and snatch-
ing the knife from the man’s belt Then,
forcing the fellow back against the wall,
Turpin clapped a pistol to his ear.

“Now, my gay ruffler;” said the highway-
man, ‘““tell me what your orders were, or I
blow you to kingdom come! Why hasn't
my lord the gold about him? The truth,
now! A lie will be your death-warrant!”

“QOh, spare me, sir!”’ quavered the man.
‘“’Twas none of my doing! Nay, I will teli!
We were to have crippled you with a bullet
and bound you-fast!”

“I know that, dog!
Master Neville here?”’

“My lord was to pretend to write the
petition for a free pardon for him at the
table here, and while Master Neville read
it we were to fall upon him and bind him
likewise, thus  securing both for the
gallows !”?

A very pretty plan, my lord!* said Dick
contemptuously, his eyes glittering as he
looked at the trembling rnarquis.  * Come,
Turpin, what shall we do to this noble cut-

. purse ?*?

“Why,”” said Turpin coolly, hauling the
retainer back into the chest and fastening
the lid on him again, * he deserves death;
But, since you have these foolish scruples
about killing a prisoner, I suggest throwing
him down the well and letting him take his
chance there! There is nothing to be got
out of him!”

“Spare me!” shrieked the marquis
hoarsely. “ You will not murder me? I am
a man of great position, and highly placed!

What of young

There will be a great hue-and-cry after
me”)

““ Highly placed, by the powers!” cried
Dick, with a fierce laugh. < Come, Turpin,
he says true! We’ll place him higher than
Haman! A well is no place for a marquis!
We’ll tie him to the vane on the tower!”

“Very well thought of,” cried Turpin,
“though, pink me, if it isn’t better than he
deserves! Up with him!”

They swung Malmaison up by the heels
and shoulders, and bore him, protesting in
terrified tones, up the <dark stone staircase
till they came out upon the square turret
of the tower, whence all the county lay
shimmering below them in the moonlight.
They brought with them the rope with which
Turpin was to have been bound and they
lashed the fat marquis to the vane-post and
weather-cock that crowned the little spire
in the tower’s centre, and left him there,
grieving in loud wails, against his fate, sur-
prised that his life was spared.

And the two comrades mounted and
cantered away through the woods, leaving
my Lord Malmaison to await the rising of
the sun.

Mr. Vesey Noville’s Reception at St.
Anstell’s,

{3 ICK NEVILLE has bound me in
honour. I would mnet try to
escape the obligation even if I
could. But how, in the name of

all the powers, am I to stop that young

talebearer’s mouth?*’

Dr. Trelawney muttered to himself as he
walked up® and down the study floor, an
anxious frown on his face. Ilis thoughts
were gloomy enough. Just then there came
a knock at the door.

“A note for you, sir,” said the serving-
man, bringing a small sealed letter on a
salver. “It was brought by a gentleman,
who rode away without leaving his name.”

Ag soon as the servant had gone the
doctor tore open the missive, and as he
read it his brow cleared, and thé anxious
look gave way to a grin.

“Dirkley is out of the runming,” ran the
note. “He will not trouble you again. Some
fine new friends of his have taken him
away in a caravan, and I gave them my
blessing. They will make a gipsy of him—
Who knows?

perhaps a man.

AFTER MANY DAYS!
approaching.
who came towards him.

he cried.

As Dick rode among the trees he saw a horseman
He drew back in the shadows and soon saw it was Turpin
Just as Black Bess and her rider came abreast
him Dick spurred out across the outiaw’s path.

f“ 8tand and deliver ! ”’
(See page 25)
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“Y trust you will agree he Is no loss to
St. Anstell’s, and -that this remeves our
chief obstacle.—Yours, B N"

The doctor gave a long, chuckling laugh,
and thumped the table with his hand,
which was improper of him, under the cir-
cumstanees; but he could not help it.

“By George, that young rider iz bad to
beat!” he exclaimed. “] wonder what
hand he had in the affair? And to think
his life, and perhaps his brother’s, hung
upon the words of that evil little raseal

Dirkley! Nothing better could possibly have
happened, and the school is well rid of
Dirkley. He was the worst influence for

the boys that ever I had in St. Anstell's.”

The docter put Dick Neville's note in the
fire and burned it carefully.

“I cannot fail a man who saved my
silver, and then my life,” he mused, wateh-
ing the note burn. “Yet, to thisk th
it is my duty, from the law’'s point of view,

to give him to the magistrates fe be
banged! We are treading on dangerous
ground.”

Dr. Trelawney wrinkled his forehead.

“I would have done it for no other man.
But I feel this young fellow will see fo his
part well, and help overcome the difficulties.
This affair with Dirkley proves it 3
sure I am, too, that Dick Neville is more
sinned against than sinning. However that
may be, I owe him my life.

“And this young brother of his—I should
be loth to lose him. There isn’t a higher-
couraged boy im the schos
always in hot water. He is v
quick at his work, too. What was it his
brother said about this uncle who is trying
to get hold of him? He hinted at great
danger. There is some mystery here, and
I cannot do anything unless I know what the
trouble is. T'll see the boy.”

He rang the bell and summoned Ralph,

who turned up in a stock and collar that .
looked none the better for a fourhwade

boxing-match, composed of Conyers, Hilton,
Assheton, and himself, in which Ralph had
been embroiled when the gatekeeper sum-
moned him fo the study.

“Come here, Faulkbourn,” said the doctor.
“I have a few words to say to you, and I
want you to “be perfectly frank. You
understand there ne trouble connected
with your stay here—some danger, too,
may say?”

Ralph became

“Yes, sir,” he said.

The doctor held up 1 hand.

“Stop!” he said. “I have nothing to do
with that, vish to hear nothing about
it. There is another matter. I understand
you have an unele

Ralph’s lips ¢
flashed.

“Yes, sir,” he d
uncle.”

“Quite so0,” said the doctor. “It has been
suggested that you are in some danger
from that direction. Now, what does it
mean? My boy, you must tell me every-
thing, and perhaps I ean help you. If this
is true, I cannot remain in the dark about
it. Come, Ralph, tell me ihe whole truth.”

“T will, sir,” he said. “My uncle is
Vesey Neville, now in possession of Faulk-
hourn, which should rightly belong to my
brother. My father was weak in health
and in .mind before hjs death, and Uncle
Vesey was in constant attendance on him.
I am telling you the plain facts. My
father died while in Uncle Vesey's hands,
and when the will was® proved it gave the
estates to Uncle Vesey himself.

“How my brother was outlawed by Vesey
Neville's influence, after a mad prank in
which he rode off on one of the ecach-horses.
you  already know. Dick has discovered
that without doubt TUnele Vesey wants to
put us both out of the way, to prevent
any claim on the estates. My uncle then
took me to Duncansby School, near Durham,
where he left me in charge of the school-
master,‘ Callard.”

“Gracious heavens!” muttered the doctor,
“That vile place? I have heard of it.
Yes? Go on.”

And as clearly and shertly as possible
Ralph told the story of the horrors he had
endured at the hamds of Callard. and how
Dick was no more than in time to save his
life. The doctor’s usually calm temper be-
came heated to boiling-point as he listened.

“The very fact of vour being sent to
Duncansby is enough!"” he exclaimed, when

<
But my brother—”

ened and bhis eyes

dryly, “I have an

A
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, TRAPPED ! * We shall get the truth from this fellow, which my lord dare not tell,,"‘;‘ aid Dick Turpin, undoing
He flung back the lid and hau

the clasp of the chest.

““ Come out, my beauty !’

scruff of the neck. (See page 26.)

ed the retainer out by the

Ralpli had finished. “It condemns the
* sender! That vile place should
from the face of the earth!
must fear you both greatly to t
means. And he is r_iglihéfto fear, the raseal!
If you and your brother were free to act!”
“We- have given him some trouble, it
seems, sit,” said Ralph.. “Dick is more than

a mateh for him.”

“And this man who enjoys your estates,
and is responsible for the outlawing of 2
brother, wishes to rid himself -of you by
means fair or foul? It seems incredible.
Yet it is true, true, on the face of it. But
you have found a haven from him here.”

I hope so, sir,” said Ralph. “But he
will leave no stone unturmed to find me and
* get me into his hands again. He is my

legal guardian.”

“That is a danger, and a grave one,”
muttered Trelawney. “lle can claim you,
with the law on his side”

“What I fear most, sir, is that when
fie has me he will use me as the bait to
trap my brother. It is the one snare that
Dick would fall into; he would care nothing
for the danger.”

“Ay, your uncle can claim you,” said the
doctor. “Yef, you are under my charge
here, and, though I fear he has right oa
his side, I might fipd a way. But I fear
the worst. Your uncle is now a man of
influence and wealth.”

“And is he to take me away from here,
to rid himsel of me at- his will?” said
Ralph desperately. “Will the law give me
up fo him, to be his vietim?”

_“It would,” said the doctor, his brow
dark and gloomy. “The law in England is
often a useful aid to a wea and clever
villain. As to your own
‘can prove nothing against
law would deliver you up to
2 bone to a dog!”

“But I am in your charge Hhere, sir!”
eried Ralph. “I am under your care. Can
you do nothing to keep me from him??

mplaints, you
m. Nay; the
rim a5 we throw

The doctor shook his head grimly. /

“T see no way,” he said, “though T would
do my utmost. The best thiny we have o
hope for is that he does not come to claim
you. He lost trace of you at Duncansby, of
eourse, and I see not how he - find out
where you are. MHe may thisk ¥

“Ay!l” ‘eried Ralph. “Toie,
Yikely he will ever find

e does—=" "~ :

| of the room.
& T i 5

A double rap sounded of the door. The
doctor answered, and a servant entered.

“Mr. Vesey Neville, of Faulkbourn, sir,”
he said, “desires to see Dr. Trelawney.”

Ralph started, and 8et his teeth, A
desperate glitter eame into his eyes, but he
gave no sign of fear. The man of the world,
Dr. Trelawney, did not move a muscle. The
worst had come. =

“Desire him to step up,” he said to the
servant. 3

The man departed. - As the door closed the
doctor threw open the other on the far side

he- said quickly, in a low voice.

id the back staircase. - Do not
leave the school, but trust to me. I will
do what I can.” .

Ralph vanished in a moment, and the door
was hardly shut on him when the other
opened agzain, and Vesey Neville was shown
into the room.

He locked fiabby and fat, and his dark
eyes shone more threateningly than ever.
His rich eclothes sat uneasily on his big
body.

“Dr. Trelawney?” he said, in a curt, in-
quiring way. =

The doctor howed coldly.

“What is your pleasure with me, sir?”

“Pleasure!” echoed Vesey, with a short
laugh. “I know not if it be pieasure to
you, but ‘tis very little to me. I believe
you have a young ward of mine as a pupil
m this sehool?” . =

“What is his name??

“Ralph Neville.”

“Y have no suech name on my books,”
said the deetor coldly.

“Like enough,” returned Vesey, “he is
sailing under false colours, and what name
his brother has hit on for him I do not yet
know’ But he is in your school, and T
am about to take him back with me.”

“indeed ?” said Trelawney quietly.

“Ay, indeed!” cried Vesey, giving the
able a rap with his hand. “I warrant
T'll met let the young rip slip through my
fingers a second time! I am his guardian,
sir. Now, will you be kind enough to de-
liver him to me, for I must be going on
my way? My coach awaits me outside.”

“And bhow do you propose that I should
find a boy—if, indeed, he is here—whose
name in the school you .do not know?” said
the doctor calmly.
me with more particulars.”

“Why, hang it, sir, he is a slim young
villain of sixteen or less, with yellow-brown
hair, and features of a delicate sort, and
a proud, supercilious way about him!” cried
Vesey impatiently.

““That description does not help me,” said
Trelawney, who became more cool as Vesey
grew more excited.

“Well, then, sir, parade all of them to-
gether in your hall, and I will soon pick
him out!” shouted Vesey. <“0d’s fish, man,
don’t beat about the bush!”

“If you return on Wednesday you will see
the boys on parade in the guadrangle,” said
Trelawney, putting the tips of his fingers
together. Vesey did not see the growing
storm in his eyes. ‘It is not my custom to
call out four hundred boys, at the instance
of a stranger, at eight o'clock at night.”

“Now, look ye here, schoolmaster,” said
Vesey savagely, bringing his fist down on the
table, “you are trying to make a fool of me,
and you had better leave it, or if——*»

Dr. Trelawney rose abruptly.

“You have said enough, sir,” he said, in
a biting veice, fixing his eyes on Vesey’s,
his words dropping out like pistolbullets.
“1 am not accustomed to this manner of
address. Do you hear me?” he added, in a
voice that made Veséy jump. “Comport
yourself as nearly in the fashion of a gen-
tleman as you can while you are here, or,
by the blaek rood, I will call my men and
have you thrown out!”

Vesey gasped and turned white. Full of
his own new majesty as a landed gentleman.
he had thought te treat the mere dominie
with a high ‘hand, and the dector’s miid
voice had deceived him. But now he had
roused the blood of the fiery Cornishman,
and Trelawney’s anger burst from him.- And,
as we know already, Vesey had no stomach
for fighting. -

“ Well, well, sir!” he said, swallowing his
cheler, and speaking in a lower tone. <
had_no_wish to affront you, and you will
make allowance for a man who has to dance
across country after a disobedient young
cub on sueh a cold night as this. But I
must have that boy, if it please you, sir,”
he added lamely. “ You will be glad enough
to be rid of him, for he will do your school
great discredit. He is brother to the
notorious rogue and outlaw Dick Neville, and
this brother it was who brought him here.”

“This, if it is true, certainly seems some-

“Yow had better furnish

Lj\‘hat} awkward,” said Trelawney very calmly.
Tae Porunar,—No. 313.
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*Ves, sir, a devinsn ugly affair for you,
% the governors of the school learned how
you huiadmitted a highwayman’s brother,”
said Vesey sharply. ¢ Now, sir, you will see
that it is important I should take the lad
away from such perilous gnardianship as that
brother of his. Will you give him up?”

“No, sir, I will not i

«Then I shall apply to the governors of
the1 school for his surrender!” eried Vesey
hot

= Modemte your _ voice, sir,” said the
doctor. I see you CAITY & sword at your
side, and I shall = call upon you te use it
if you address me in that manner again.”

Vesey subsided uneasily.

“As to the govermor®;” said Trelawney,
%1 shall abide b) their decision, not by
yours.”

“You will hme ‘no choice!” exclaimed
Vesey. “Come, sir,.why, this bewting about
the bush? The hoy i best mth me. I am
his guardian.”? :

“ Your authority, I t‘hi k has ceased,”
said the doctor dryly, *si ou gave him
into the charge of Mr. Stéphen Caliard, at
Duncansby. I know ' something. of Dun-
canshy,” he added, fixing Vesey with his eye.

Vesey started uud changed colour.

<1 think you know more of this business
than you choose to say,” he returned, in a
low, savage voice. ‘8o much the worse for
you. I go now to apply to your superiors.
Good-night to you, i We “111 360 who
wins!?

The doctor bowed "rxml,), and YVesey atrode
oub of the room.

S

The Qovernor of St. Anstell's.
NDIFFERENT as b¢ had shown himself
before his visitor, Dr. Trelawney felt
very uneasy and disturbed as he heard
Vesey Neville’s coach-wheels roll away
into the night. -~ All“his hopes of keeping
Ralph’s \vhereaboutf; from his powerful rela-
tion had been dgshod to the ground just as
they were at the!r highest, and the outlook

was _very black, . °

“1It looks as tnouvh Dick Nevxlls and his
brother and myself are all in plaﬂuey hot
water together, > he muittered. “It's plain
there’s no peace for those who get on the
wrong side of the law, and there are

-Henry.

“tie then,” chuckled Sic Henrv

The front
who can that be?”

troublous times coming for me.”
gate bell rang. ¢ Now,

“Sir Henry Stanhope prays you to excuse.

the lateness of the hour, and would be glad
to see you,” said the servant.

“The chief governor of the school,” mut-
tered the doctor; “mow for it! Bub surely
that confounded’ rogue Vesey cannot have
seen him yet? Show Sir Henry up,” he
added aloud to the servant.

The doctor wondered what was cnmmg Sir
Henry wus an old acquaintance, and a great
landowner in the neighbourhood. Dr. Tre-
lawney” could never quite rmake him out.
The buronet, who was very popular, always
seemed to frelav«ney to be poking fun at
him, as, indeed, he did at everybody. Yet
at bottom the doctor knew him to be stern
and fierce when need came,

‘“Ha, Trelawney, how arp \ou(” cried Sir

Henry, stamping into the room. - He was
a cheery-looking, red-faced man of fifty,
bluff, handsome, if rather stout, and with
twinkling grey eyes. ** Pest ,on it!  What

a pinching night! If this frost lasts, every
hunter in the country Wwill be growing fat
in his stall. I looked in, in passing, to beg
you to dine with me to-morrow night.”
“To- morrow 2’ ' said the doetor, & Ha—
hum! -1 fear I shall be busy judging the
boys' examination-papers till midnight.>

““Oh, burn the examination-papers!” cried
Sir Henry with a guffaw of laughter. “ Give
all the young rips a holiday, and come and
shoot my covert\, and we'll dine afterwards.
The south spinneys are as full of woodcock
as a dumpling 15 of currantst”

“Y.fear it is impossible on such short
notlce,”” said the doctor, though he looked
very 1egretfu! ¢ Besides, with stich respon-
sibilities, 1 have to deny myself many worldly
pleaaurea 2

“Well, youw'll dine, at any vate,” said Sir
“Vincent and Bailey are coming,
and haif a dozen others—jolly “dogs, every
one of them.” . And Sir Hum, chucklmg
and taking a hnge pinch of snuff, gave ‘rhe
doctor a poke in the waistcoht.

“ Never thought of seeing you in a white
“You were
more coloured than pLun in our Oxford days,
my boy! Now, sir, 'm going to take no
Iemsal or, pink me, I'll call you out!”
skl Vel‘y well, 1 shall be delighted,”” said the
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doctor, laughing In spite of himself, when
there came another knock at the door and
who should the manservant show in but
Dick Neville himself,-

The doctor’s face was a picture of coa-
sternation; ‘but Sir Henry, who took a sharp
glance at Dxck and liked the look of him,
broke in: -

“A friend of yours, doctor?” he asked.
“Present him to me, Trelawney 19

“Mr. Faulkbourn—Sir Henry Stanhope,”
said the doctor. “Plague take it!” he mut-
tered to himself, as once more a servant
appeared at the door. *I am besieged with
visitors to-night !~ He raised his voice again.
“I pray you to excuse me, gentlemen; I
shall not be long away.”

And with a warning glance at Dick the
doctor went out to attend the matter which
summoned him. He was away longer than
he expected—nearly half an hour, in fact—
and when he returned to the llblan he found
Dick Neville and Sir Henry walking up and
down arm-in-arm, and laughing with great
zest.

“Pink me!” erled 8ir Henry. * Your youns
friend is the most entertaining dog 1 eves
met, Trelawney! I have asked him to join
us to -morrow night—run me through the
body if I'll take any refusal!”

“1 shall be charmed, Sir Henry!” said
Dick.

The doctor looked the picture of astonish-
ment, but his face cleared. This @ ot 3
all. an unlucky affair, he saw. It mi

ple‘, matters.

' said the

* We shall be a most jovial party,’
doctor; “hut, Sir Henry, shall
fo see you in private for a f
before you depart. There iz a mo
matter which I must put before you
not how you will take it.”

“A grave matbter!” exclaimed Sir Heaury,
clapping on his hat and making for the dnur
“I'm off!  Plague it, man, it wounld spoi
my night’s rest to have weighty busin
flung at me this time of the evening! Tw
mornings a weéek I glve up to matters of
business, and a plaguey waste of time it 13
when a man might be hunting. I never de.sl
with grave affairs except then!”

{(There will be uuutlur ?pZ(ﬁdld long 'm»ia?-
ment of gur t ighwayman Seris
nect week's isst
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broad nib). If only ons coupon Is sent t)e m-xce is 3/9, 2d. bcmx atiowed
for each €xtra coupom up to §. {Pocket 44,) Batisfaction gusrantsed
or cash returned. Specm! Now O'fer—-u?our own name in gilt istters

on elther pen for 1
. -S$afety Cap, 2/- sxtra.

Send 7 of thesa councnz . wigh-

Lever sm-ﬂmng Modol

Printed and published e\ery '.l‘uesday b;
Advertisement offees : . Tho Plestway i oﬁse. rrmzdon Screet London, E.
rates: Inland and abroad lis “per.annum ;- 54, -6d. £o mentha

Solo &,

“the Propnetors The Amaisamatedck‘ress (1922‘. Lid., The Fleocway House, l‘nrr}%don Strest, London. lLG C.
anstralia and New Zealand : Moegsrs, Gorden &s Goech Ltd ! lnd for ('Janad&

zing Post. Su
i agents fm'
1926

4. Registored for franamission b, anadian
nta-for South Africa: The Csnf yaf s

8o
9 Impertal News.Co, Etl.iﬂtaadu).—- Satnrdey )’nuar&lﬂh



