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BE A SUCCESS!

ERY easy to say that! 'But how is
success to.-be won? What has the
young fellow starting in life to do
about it? Of course he is getting

on with his job. We all know that. But
when he looks ouf at the future he some-
times feels a doubt as to his powers to win.
He knows he wants to strive for greater
heights than others. He feels it in him to
achieve. It is this notion makes him a shade
uneasy. He asks himself whether he ought
to be satisfied with the ordinary methods.
ls there not something else—something
bigeer, and outside the old rut? Undoubtedly
there is! Now, I have one thing to add here,
and I wanb you to jump to it. You will be
grateful for the tip in after years when
You are rising hand over fist, et Part 1 of
* Harmswortl's Business Encyclopedia.”

GET IT NOW!

There is no time to be lost! This is a
c¢hanee in a mitlion? The new Business
Eneyclopedia is now on sale. The cost will
an you into a penny a day. It is a dirt-
cheap price to pay for victory. It will pay
for it, all the same. The new Business
Encyclopedia is written by great mea who
have conquered. It shows the reader how to
o it, how to overcome difficulties which seem
gigantic, but which are simple enough if
you know the way to go to werk. It ex-
plai\r\zs problems, for it is the Bock of How
to Win.

all.  Make sure of each ome of the fort-

L WORD WITH YOUR EDITOR

Having said that much I have said |

nightly parts. This new Encyclopedia wiil
make life fuller and bigger for us all.
“THE RETURN OF PARKER.”
By Martin Clifford.

Now for a cut at wmext week’s mammoth
“Pop ” programme. This St. Jim’s yarn is
plum-full of thrilling i . Parker re-
turns to the s ol, and at a change is
there! <Chameleons and lecpards can sing
small,  Parker chums up with the merry
“blades,” and is hand-and-glove with rank
oatsiders like Cutts and Mellish. Tom Merry
& Co. are mueh surprised, and with jolly
good reason!

“A COOL CUSTCMER!"

Cool he is, this new fellow from the Rtat
who comes to Cedar € and makes ti
hum. See the great Thompson Valley yar
for next Tumesday. The lively stranger who
strays in from Uncle Sam's land has manners
ich would freeze the milk.. Frank Richards
& Co. rise nobly to the needs of the occasion.

“TRUE TO HIS CHUM ! ©
By Frank Richards.

Next week’s yarn of Greyfriars, featuring
Harry Wharton & Ce., reveals an amazing
state of affairs. There has been something
in the wind for a long time past. MHarry
Wharton has eaused dismay to his tfrue
chums by his hasty actions. He does not
seem fit to be a leader. But something hap-
pens which gives him a chance to atone for
everything.

“ CHUMS TO THE RESCUE!"
: By Owen Conquest.
A top-hole mystery story of Reckwood.

this! Jimmy Silver & €o. win first honours
by saving their Form master from the

clutches of a ruthless gang of kidnappers.
So far, so good! But who are these kid-
nappers? What is their metive for the
dastardly attempt? Everybody is baffled,
police included.

A SPECIAL HOBBY SUPPLEMENT.

If space allowed I would say mueh of mest
week’s grand Hobby Supplement. Unluckily,
that is impossible. It is a magnificent i
anyway, full of clever contri Y e
perts who kmow how to handie their sub-
jects.

“DICK O’ THE HIGHWAY !”

By David Goodwin.

Don't miss a line of this brilliant drama!
We are not far off the thrilling wind-up, and
as the great climax draws near the interest
gets more intense. Next week Dick Neville
has a splendid part to play. You will say
once more that it is a superb story.

‘“ POPULAR "’ SERIALS.
There is sGueeze in

o i or several
past the * Popular > has been seoring
trinmphs with its stories of the old
days. Somle say the good old days. They
were good in heaps of ways, bad in others,
same as with all periods. But there was
romance to be found in the bygome. Actu-
ally you must have about a couple of cen-
turies as foreground, so to speak, to give
effect to the real romance. It is time that
helps. Now you can take my word for it,
the “Popular ** is out to keep up its repu-
tation as a serial-provider. The new serial
carries on with the “ Popular »* tradition in
a2 more than usually efficient manner. Look
out for fuller information em this matter.

Dour Editor,

"

WIN SUCCESS IN BUSINESS

' This NEW WORK will help you to

Tackle a Bigger Job

Earn More

Carve out a Big Future for Yourself

Knowledge is the secret of success.
any business—it’s the hittle bit of exira

difference between the boy who stays on junior pay and the hoy
who climbs from job to job to a big position at the top. This
new work will give you much more than a little extra knowledge—

it will tell you all yeu want to know,

up, Harmsworth’s BUSINESS ENCYCLOPEDIA will tell you—
How to become an Accountant, an Auctioneer, Electrical Engineer,
a Shopkeeper, an Architect, or cnter any profession you can
think of. Once you have decided, or if you have already ontered

upon a career, it will give you the

about every subject connected with jt.

Cabinet Ministers, Treastry Experts, Directors of big Bauks, and

great Business Men have combined

ENCYCLOPEDIA. Tt will be fully i
will be alphabetically arranged. It is to be issued fortnightly
The ONE PENNY PER DAY # will
cost you may mean hundreds a year to you later on. :

HARMSWORTH'S

BUSINESS ENCYCLOF

On Sale at all Newsagents, Booksellers, and Bookstalls

parts at 1/8 per fortnight.

When you start in business—

Money

knowledge which niakes the

whatever business vou take

fullest possible information

to write the BUSINESS
ustrated, and the contents
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Dick Neville comes very near to finishing his career on the long.
grey road of fortune at an early stage, and only just eludes
the cluiches of his pursuers, the King’s Riders.

ek o THE Hig

An Absorbing Romance of Dick Neville's
strange and thriliing adventures on the
iong grey road with the famous highway-

man, Dick Turpin |

BY
DAVID GOODWIN.

NEW READERS START HERE.

Travelling North to school in the guardion-
ship of their Uncle Vesey, Dick and Ralph
Neville, the two sons of the late John Neville,
of Faulkbourn, one of the finest estates of old
Zngland, 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 wvisits a horse-dealer and wins
by his wonderful horsemanship a beautiful
black horse which is named Satan.

Dick has not been long on the road when
he hears that ‘his young brother Ralph is in
danger of his life in the school in the North.
In great haste he rides to Duncansby School,

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 vides 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
is an outlaw with a price on his head, and
that one of the boys at the school, a sneak
named Dirkley, has tried to denounce Neville
to the authorities.

Soon after Ralpk is installed at
Anstell's his  guardian, Vesey Neville,
appears on the scene, and commands Dr.
Trelawney to hand Ralph over. But the
doctor refuses to do this, and Vesey
leaves, vowing revenge. The doctor sees the
danger hanging over Ralph now that Vesey
has found him; so, with Dick Neville, he
goes to one of lhe governors of the school,
a baronet mamed Sir Henry Stanhope, for
advice. But the baronet will not hear what
he has to say. “ Not now! Come to dinner
and tell me!’” he says.

(Now read on.)

and arrives in time to save Ralph's life.
Their Only Hope! .
43 AY, but it is of the greatest
importance, Sir Henry!” said the
doctor eagerly. “I pray you
to——"

“71 won't hear a word!” cried the baronet,
ehuckling, “ Quite impossible at this time
of night, and I've some jolly fellows at home
waiting for me. Tell me after dinner to-
morrow. Good-bye till then, both of you!
Don't be late!”

And Sir Henry clattered down the stairs,
laughing wickedly, his spurs jingling all the
way.

A very cheery old bgy,” said Dick,
chuckling. ‘ He will be rare good company.”

“ No doubt,” said the doctor, with a .wor-
ried air; “but I wish he had listened to me,
confound him! I know not what will happen
now. And what brings you here, Dick, with-
out a word of warning? It might have been
most perilous for both of us.”

“I was to blame,” said Dick; “but I had
made sure of finding you alone, and such an
uniucky affair has happened that I thought
well to come to you hot-foot without delay.
My Uncle Vesey is in the neighbourhood,
and it is plain he has tracked Ralph down.”

I know that well,” said the dector grimly;
“he was here not an hour ago.”

“And what did he say?”

“He ordered me to surrender your brother
to him on the instant, and was mighty un-
eivil,’??

“If he gets hold of Ralph he will murder
hira, or get some of Lis hangers-on to do
it, as sure as he murdered my father,” said
Dick between his teeth,

“We must keep your brother out of his
clutches at all costs. But it is a matter

of law, and there, as an outlaw, your hands
are tied. Besides, if they capture you. your
brother will lose his protector, and become
an easy prey to Vesey.”

“ Where has Vesey gone?”

“ Either to the governors of the school, or
the magistrates at Hutton. I think the
former. Sir Henry Stanhope is the chief
governor. That is why I was so anxious to
prepare him in some way for what is coming,
though, for all his offhand ways, I fear Stan-
hope is a man of iron when there is need
fior g

“I don’t know,” .muttered Dick; “we
might deal with a far worse. But it looks
ill for us if Vesey lays some lying tale before
him first.”

“The crux of the matter is this, Dick,”
said the doctor— will you take your brother
away now that the danger threatens, and
try to find a safe harbour for him elsewhere,
or shall we fight it out with Vesey here?
If you choose the latter, I will stand by von
to the end.”

“Then let him stay!” said Dick. ¢ There
is no place where he could be better, if we
defeat Vesey, and it is grave peril for him
to ride the country in my .company.”’

“So be it, then!” returned Trelawney;
“but, look you, Diek, we are on the edge
of calamity, and if I am ordered to give
your brother up by the governors, I cannot
refuse, by any possibility. So mount and
ride, and if there is a way on earth to do
it, stop Vesey before he reaches Sir Henry’s
ear 12 5

“I'll stop him,” said Dick grimly, “with a
warrant in each holster! Good-night!”

And a minute later Black Satan cleared
the school fence and was lost in the darkuess,

The doctor sank back in his’chair.

St..
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Vesay’s Plot, and What Came of 1t! .

HETHER by luck or good manage--

] ment, Vesey Neville kept entirely

out of Dick’s way next day, nor

was the young highwayman able to

find where he was staying. Some plan was

at work which threw his nephew off the

track completely, and while Dick, for once,

was off on a fool's errand in the wrong direc-

tion, Vesey’s coach rolled boldly up to the

door of Basing Hall, where Sir Henry Stan-

hope lived. It was then towards the middle
of the afternoon.

“ Tell Sir Henry Stanhope that Mr. Neville,
of Faulkbourn, waits upon him,” said Vesey
pompously to the serving-man who opened
the great door. = ;

“Mr. Neville, of Faulkbourn?” grunted Sir
Henry, when the servant brought him the
news, He was pulling on his boots in great
haste. “Faulkbourn! Why, that’s the name
of that amusing young dog who's coming here
to-night! What an odd thing!”

“He waits below, sir, and he seems very
impatient,” said the servant. f

“Impatient! Burn him, what's he got to
be impatient about?” said Sir Henry, pulling
on the other boot. “I don't know him from
Adam! T can't see him; I'm very busy.”

But at that moment, fearing he was going
to be refused, Vesey appeared in the door.
way, having prevailed on a servant to show
him up.

‘“Have I the honour——* he began.

_“Ah, how d'ye do, sir—how d’ve do?” said
Sir Henry, snatching up his whip and gloves.:
“Must beg you to excuse me—can’t stop
now—most pressing husinegs !

f‘ Sir, T pray you hear me but a moment !
cried Vesey eagerly. <1t is a matter of
the greatest urgency!”

‘“Greatest urgency! Pest! Quite ovt of
the question! Don’t think me rude, sir, but
all business finished yesterday! I must go
now—most impm‘t-u;xt matter—my keeper has -
a new brace of pointers!” i

“For Heaven's sake, listen, sir!”® cried.
Vesey, trying to detain the baronet as he
hurried out of the room. i

“Couldn’t think of it! Come and dine'
to-night—tell me after dinner—lot of jolly
fellows coming—half-past five—don't forget:!
Good-bye till then, sir!” - :

And Sir Henry was goune like a whirlwind,
feaving Vesey gaping behind him. :

“ What an extraordinary person!” mumbled
Vesey, 2s he made his way back to his coach.
“ He shies like a horse af the very sound of
business. \Well, £ must make the best of it,
I_suppose." and wait till the evening. He
will wish he had listened when he hears my
news!”

And he drove away.

< e B “ 0 . °

A little before five that evening Dick,
Neville and Dr. Trelawney arrived at Basing'
Hall almost together. They were shown into
the large saloon, where Sir Henry welcomed
them heartily. Two other governors of the
school and half a dozen other guests were
there, and Sir Henry’s description of them as
“ jolly dogs ¥ certainly fitted them to a hair.

Dick made himself so agreeable, and
amused the company so much, that he soom
hecame the life of the party, and even Dr.
Trelawney threw off his scholarly air and
began to grow lively. i

“There is one more to come,” said Sir
Iienry—“a gentleman who called to-day to
see me about something, and as I was too
busy to stop, I asked him to join us. Plague
me if I can rememher his name! Oh, here
he is!?

The curtains were swung apart, a servant
announced “Mr. Neville, of Faulkbourn!’
and Mr. Vecey walked into the room. Sir
Henry presented him to several of the
guests, who welcomed him, yet looked at
him a little askance. His heavy, dark face
and gloomy manner were out of place in that
jovial assembly. i

Suddenly Vescy met Dick’s eyes, and the
elder ;man. started violently and changed
colour. He could hardly believe his senses, =

“Mr. Faulkbourn—>Mr. Neville!” said Sir
Henry, waving them towards each other. ° |

Vesey’s face showed a mixture of fear and
triumph. Dick looked at him with a cool,
;ronical smile, and vouchsafed a very slight

ow.

“(Come, these bangdog servants of mine
are a long time serving dinner!” cried Sir
Henry. “Let us broach another bottle or so
while we are waiting!”’

While this pleasing interlude was going on

TuE Porurar—No. 314,
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iVesey slipped guietly away. Dick paid no
attention to the fact beyond smiling to him-
self slightly, and just as the banquet was
ready Vesey sidled back into the room.

Sir Henry and all the guests went into the
dining-hall, and Dick, often as he had'dined
with country gentlemen upon his travels, sat
/down to such a feast as he had not seen
for many a long day. The fare was admir-
able, the cooking perfect, There was not a
better judge of wines in all England than
Sir Henry, and the feast proceeded with jest
after jest and story after story. Dick was
tacitly voted the most amusing guest that
ever put his knees under the mahogany, and
the only man there who seemed out of place
was Vesey Neville, who sat mum in his seat,
fidgety and ill at ease. Presently he glanced
towards the door, and half rose from his
chair.

“Clear away the rest!” ordered Sir
Henry. “ Bring on the walputs and the bur-
gundy, you rascals!®’ S

“ Sir Henry,” cried Vesey, springing to his
feet, “1 have to thank you for a most
pleasant feast! And now 1 have a surprise
in store. You would not listen to me this
morning, but you will be the better pleased
now. A rare jest, by my faith!”

“A -jest? Then let’s have it!®? cried Sir
Henry, for all the table were locking at
Vesey.

“A jest with a sting in the tail,” said
Vesey. “That free-tongued "youngster who
sits on your left hand is none other than
Dick Neville, the most notorious and red-
handed outlaw! A highwayman, sirs—a high-
wayman!?® -

A stupefled silence fell upon the table.

“Enter men,” cried Vezey, waving his arm,
“and do your duty!®

Two fully armed King’s Riders strode into
the room and saluted Vesey.

“ Seize that knave there,”” shouted Vesey,
pointing to Dick, ** and bind him fast !>

““ What, in the fiend’s name, is this??
said Sir Henry, spri up, purpie in the
face. “Stand back there, you rogue!’” he
cried to the sergeant of the Riders, who was
advancing to seize Dick. < Do you hear me?*’
he added, so fiercely that the man shrank
back.

“’0d’s blood! What do you mean, Sir
Henry ?** screamed Vesey. ““I do assure you
the knave is a common robber, and there
is a price on his head! T pray you let the
men do their duty! I brought them here for
the very purpose!”

“Ha! You did?” said Sir Henry, in a
voice of thunder, his usual jolly face terrible
in its anger, and he turned to the riders.
“How now, you dogs? Who gave you leave
to tramp into my house, as though it were
your barracks? You shall be broken for
this 2>

“1—Y crave pardon, sir!®’ stammered the
sergeant, trembling. ‘ Mr. Neville commanded
us here! T thought it was by your orders!?”

“You!* cried Sir Henry to Vesey. * You
dare to bring armed men into my dining-

hall and insult my Blood and
hounds! Out with your sword, sir! Make

room there, gentlemen, and I will show you
the colour of phe Tuffian’s inside!”’

And, whipping out his long blade, the old
fire-eater, beside himself with fury, rushed
forward to meet. Vesey.

“I will not fight, sir! I cannot fight!”’
roared Vesey, skipping bhehind a chair. I
appeal to the company! Plague on it, sir!
You cannot mean to shelter a felon?”

“Felon'!” cried Sir Henry. “Who says Le
is a felon? What is your word worth, you
black-a-vised rascal? T hhve no knowledge
of his offence; and if he were a highwayman
twenty times over, lie’s a gentleman, odd-
rabbit me! And that’s more than I can say
for you! By the black rood, if you do not
draw and face me, my servants shall flog
you from the house!”’

“T wan’'t !’ cried Vesey, drawing his sword,
and flinging it on the ground. “T am not a
fighting man! I appeal to the company if
I have not done my duty before the law !’

“’0d’s-wounds, sir!” said Sir Adam Vin-
cent, another governor of St. Anstell's.
“*Tis none of my quarrel, but, if you want
my opinion, you are as scurvy a knave as
I ever met!”

“And so say all of us!”
others hotly.

“Will you let the outlaw go?’’ shrieked
Vesey.

“OQutlaw! I wonder he does not prick you
through the ribs for the affront,”” execlaimed
Sir Henry, sheathing his sword with savage
contempt—“save that no gentleman would
dirty his good steel in the carcass of such a
coward !’

TEE Porurar.—No. 314,

chorused the

“He is Dick Neville,” cried Vesey, “and
his confounded young brother Ralph, who is
my ward, is at St. Anstell’s School, and the
doctor refused to give him up!”

*“1 care not if he be fifty times an
outlaw !’ said Sir Henry. “He is my guest,
and my house is my castle! You and your
knaves of Riders have no right to set foot
in it, sir, and I shall do with you as [
said! Summon the servants, therei*

¢ Bravo, Vesey!”” said Dick, with a quiet
laugh. *You are providing a very pretty
after-dinner entertainment!®

Vesey lost all control of himself, and, his
fury overcoming his fear at the taunt, he
spat out an oath, and struck Dick across
the face. The blow was half-guarded, and
was a light one; but the young highway-
man’s eyes blazed like hot coals, and he
leaped up.

““Hold!” cried Sir

Henry, springing be-

tween. *That is enough! We will end the
affair here! Sheath your sword, Dick! Ser-
geant, arrest this man for assaulting a

citizen! 8o it goes best!®®

““Nay, let me——" hegan Dick, struggling
to get at Vesey.

“Peace, boy! Remember, you are my
guest. This is the best way, believe me.
Lay hands on him, men of the Riders! The
offence is now yours,” said Sir Henry, “and
You shall answer for it! Away with him to
Hutton cells, and he shall answer to the
magistrates in the morning for striking a
private citizen! Do youn hear, men?”

VESEY FUNKS IT! Whipping out his

long blade, Sir Henry rushed forward

at Vesey. ““ 1 will not fight you! *’

roared Vesey Neville, skipping behind

achair. ¢ ] am not a fighting man ! »
(See this page.)

CAY, 8 said the sergeant, with alacrity.

And, fearing they were going to get into
trouble for their unwarrantable entry into
Sir Henry’s house, the men hastened to obey
his order, and Vesey was dragged, bawling
and protesting, out of the room.

“Hark to his bellowing!® said old Sir
Henry, shaking with laughter, as Vesey’s pro-
testing voice echoed down the hall as the
Riders hauled him along. ¢ Pink me, the
rogue has' no more dignity than honesty!
Come, ,gentlemen, we're well rid of the
rascal! Do not let this little matter damp
Jjollity !

“1 greatly regret, sir,”” said Dick, rising
from his seat, ‘“that I have becn the cause
of this disturbance in your house, and I
think it will be only fitting for me to make
my apologies and leave you!?”

*“Not for one moment!*’ cried Sir Henry.
‘“There’s no apology necessary, and run me
through the body if I let you go till the

evening's finished! We'll make a night
of it1”
“Hear, hear!” cried the rest of the
company.

And, filling their bumpers to the brim,
thiey pledged Dick with an uproarious toast.

“But I ought to warn you that the man
spoke the truth!’’ protested Dick. I am
the highwayman, Richard Neville!*”

“All the hetter!” cried the jovial old
baronet, who was flushed with excitement
and old port. *“ Gentleman, here’s another
toast! Long life to Dick Neville, the jolly

man’s leave a8 to what guests I shounid
shelter under my roof !”

Dick sat. back again in his chair with a
laugh, for he saw they had no mind to part
with him.

“ You are no robber, sir, but a man of
honour!’” cried Sir Adam Vincent.  “ And,
pink me, if there’s any man here finds fauls
with my words, let him stand out :
draw !’ he added fiercely, hitching his ra
to hand, and looking round the boar

But the company were quite of lisopinion,
and cheered Dick again.

“I am vastly honoured+!’ chuckled Dick.
And then he became grave. ¢ But though
this is mighty fine, geutlemen, what will be
the upshot of it? Vesey Neville will not be
long in the cells, and what will be said when
it is known you arrested him and let me go
free?”

“1It is a little awkward, I confess,”* said
Sir Henry. ‘“But, no matter, let the morrow
take care of itself!- He had no right to
bring his confounded Riders marching into
my house without a warrant, and a warrant
he never had!”

““ Nay, that I'll swear to!” cried Sir Adum
Vincent. ‘“For I am chairman of the
magistrates’ bench this week, and I have
issued a warrant to no man! Pink me if
I'd make a trap of a friend’s house, either,
even were I asked!*

A burst of laughter greeted this.

“ Ay, ’tis only because the knave
-livered to catch his man in the ope
““He thought to make

is

too

white
said Squire Bailey.
sure of him here !>

*“To come and dictate to me whether a
hoy should be given up to him from St
Anstell’s!? eried Sir Adam fiercely, filling
himself another bumper, and growing redder
and redder—' me. the chief governor of the
school! I would I had spitted him through
the ribs !

*“ Ah, there’s the rub, by your leave. Sir
Adam ! said Dr. Trelawney. “You will
agree, by what you have seen of him, that
our young gunest is well able to take e o
himself. But ‘tis a different matter fo
brother, a mere bey of fifteen, who iz in
my care.” =
** Why, what, then?” cried Sir Adam.
committed no crime!*
¥. he has not; but it is a perilous
affair for him to be known as brother to an

outlaw. And this man Vesey Neville is his
guardian, and demands that he be given up.
Indeed, he has demanded it of me -

and I refused. He came here to-nig
the matter before Sir Henry, and fo
_obey.”

“EBgad!
in Hutton cells!” chuckled Sir Henry.
what does he want of the bo

Dr. Trelawney turned to ; but the
young highwayman. though he saw the need,
hesitated to lay his family history be
roomiul of strangers, and Trelawney,
this, did it for him. In a few senten
told the governors of Vesey's pers
his attempts to murder Ralph and ruin
brother; and how he had so far been
thwarted.

“Is this so, sir?? said Sir Henry, turning
to Dick.

“1t is the truth,” said Dick,

He’ll have time to think it over
“ But

“thon

should not have intruded my private
on y

. I can look after myself. as
says, but T own I am troubled about
my young brother.”

*“1 wish I had broken that black-hearted
villain’s neck !”? cried Sir Henry. © Did )
ever hear such infamy., Vincent?*

“He ought to 'be hung by the heels!®
growled Bailey.

“But, look you,” put in Sir Adam more
gravely, “there is danger in the wind. If this
knave is truly the boy’s guardian, we canr
prevent his taking him away. I am c
governor and magistrate, but if I refuse,
this Vesey can go to Chancery and force me
to give the order.” :

“ And that means death for my brother,”
said Dick, ““if once he is in Vesey’s clutche
“What is to be done?”? said Sir Henry.
‘“Here is my plan,” said Dr. Trelawney.
‘“Suppose the boy had one of the school
foundation scholarships, entitling him to be
kept and taught at St. AnstelPs indepen-
dently of anybody? It would be an obstacle
to throw in the path of Vesey's claim.
With your help, gentlemen, in such a case,
I think the school could refuse to deliver him

up.”? =

“Egad, that might well be!” exclaimed
Sir Henry. “But how is such a lad to win
such a scholarship?”

highwayman, and the best company ever a
man had at bis board! Rabbit me, I ask no

‘“By your leave,” said Trelawney, drawing
a paper from his pocket. “ The boy is above
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the average in wits when he chooses to work,
80 I have been keeping his nose to his desk
of late for this very purpose. He made
marvellous progress, and even this day 1
but him to the test, and the scholarship is
his. Now, gentlemen, if you will but put
your signutures to it, confirming the boy by
your authority as a Foundation Scholar of
5t. Anstell’s, I warrant we shall have no poor
chance of keeping Vesey Neville at bay.”

Dick leaped to his feef.

“Doctor,” he cried, “you have shown us
A thousand thanks to you!”

“The very thing!” eried Sir Adam. <A
master-stroke! Come, Stanhope and Bailey,
and put your names to this screed, and we
will see if we cannot defeat this villain for
good !

Kidnapped !

HE  three governors signed the
scholarship deed on the soot, and
Trelawney, with a grim smile,
put it back in his pocket. -

“It comes into effect to-morrow,” he
said, “and if we can but hold Vesey
ville off till noon his chance of liftine
his young nephew from St. Anstell's will
be gone.  And that delay, thanks to the
blow which led to his arrest, we have
already gained.” .

“Though, beshrew me,” said Sir
Adam, “now the port is out of my head,
I fancy he will make it hot for some of
us. - But now we must hold him at all
costs overnight. Hallo! Who the mis-
chief is this?”

The curtains were thrown back, and a
small, breathless form ran into the room:.
It was Ralph!

“You infernal young rascal!” eried the
doctor. “How dare you leave the school
—hey, sir? It’s long after  lights out * 17

“I know it, sir,” panted Ralph. “I'll
take my whacking for it. But I let
myself out of the dormitory window to
see if I could find Dick.”

“What is it, young 'un?’ cried Dick,
starting up. “ Anything wrong?”

“I came to tell you about Vesey,
Dick. He’s after us both. I didn’t know
if you knew. But that’s nothing. I saw
him a few minutes ago in the hands of
the King’s Riders. What does it mean?
Who arrested him?”

“He was arrested by my order, young-
ster,  for striking your brother In my
house,” said Sir Henry.

“Ah!” cried Ralph. “Then if some-
one does not hasten after him he will be
free again while you are all sitting here
at wine, Four of his bullies have come
to his aid, and are trying to rescue him.
The two Riders are making a brave
stand, but they were well-nigh over-
powered when I saw them.”

“ By the black rood,” cried Sir Henry,
springing up, and hauling on the hell-
rope, “we must see to this! Hi, there!
Have the beasts saddled and brought here
instantly I To horse, gentlemen, and set
this matter straight !”

The guests leaped to their feet and ran
to the door, Vincent and Bailey at their
head, while Sir Henry hurried off to
summon his men and give his orders. In
less than two minutes Stanhope, Vincent,
Bailey, and Dick were mounted and
ready.

“Here, young ’'un,” cried Sir Henry
to Ralph, “you come with us and show
us the way. That'll save time in talk-
ing.”  And, gripping Ralvh under the
arm, he swung the boy up in front of him
in the big hunting-saddle, and set spurs
to his horse.

-~ “Right away by Burton’s Spinney 1”
eried Ralpl, in high delight. “That was
where I last saw them.”

_ Away swept the four horsemen into the
night, their hoofs striking fire from the
flint stones, Dick riding beside Sir Henry,
and Sir Adam snorting and siesring
lustily.

room.
the boy.

STARTLING NEWS! The curtains were thrown
back and a small, breathiess form ran into the
It was Ralph! < Vesey is after us!” cried

‘“ 1 saw him a few minutes ago with the
King’s Riders. What does it mean 2 (See this page.)

“Now mind, Dick Neville, yowre to
keep out of this fray!” cried Sir Henry.
“We'll deal with the rascals ourselves.”

“Oh, plague on it! I must have a slap
at them ” cried Dick eagerly.

“Nothing of the sort! I know hest,
sic. If you mix in it you'll crab the
whole thing, and make it worse for us.
At any rate, don’t join in unless we need
help badly.”

Dick was forced to see the recason of
this, and reluctantly he agreed. His new
friends were men of influence, one of
them a magistrate, and Vesey was bring-
ing himself within reach of the law. He,
the outlaw, could have no hand in it, but
he fervently hoved the others would be
so hard pressed that he might ioin in
and strike a good blow. To be‘out of
any fracas that was going was misery to
Dick Neville.

“Yonder they are!” cried Ralph,
pointing to a knot of dark figures striv-
ing together at the cdge of the
spinney.

“Push on, lads? ecried Sir Henry.
“The Riders are hard pressed. Charge i

A wild thrill of exultation filled Ralph
as he felt the wind whistling in his ears
and swift hoofs bearing him onward. He
saw the two Riders, one with an arm
hanging useless by his side, standing over
Vesey's handeuffed form, and fighting
stoutly with two huge ruffians whom
Ralph knew well to be paid followers of
his uncle’s. Anothe: lay disabled on the
ground. But just at that moment two
more bullies came running up, and the
Riders were in a fair way to being over-
powered. .

“THE TREASURE
OF BLACK MOON
ISLAND {7

Amarzing New
Romance

COMING
SHORTLY!

Vesey, who had been shouting to his
men to encourage them, bellowed lustily
with fright as he saw Ralph’s gleeful face
over the ears of Sir Henry’s horse, and
struggled in his bonds.

“Down with ’em!
shouted Sir Henry.
crops of your whips!?

There was a loud howl as the horse-
men flung themselves on the ruffians, and
fwo of Vesey's mien were bowled head-
over-heels. A third was felled by Sir
Adam's whip, and the last took fo his
heels and bolted into the woods.

“Thank Heaven, your honours arc
just in time!” panted the sergeant of
the Riders. “Another minute and they
would have murdered us, for the odds
were long 17

“Bind those knaves we have knocked
down !” ordered Sir Henry.  * Make ’em
fast 1

The Riders threw themselves on the
prostrate ruffians and bound their wrisls
behind them. They were all able to
walk, and were hoisted on to their feot.

“You scoundrel I’ cried Vesey to Sir
Henry, beside himself with rage at being
thwarted just as he had hoped for frec.
dom. “This is more of your work, is it?
You are in league with that brat and his
outlaw brother, and you think to rids
over me with a high band?”

“Are these vyour men?’ said Siv
Henry, pointing to the captives, and pay-
ing no attention to Vesey's accusations.

The squire of ' Faulkbourn checked
himself and hesitated a moment. He saw
the trap. :

“Nay,” he cried, with an oath, thev
are but honest fellows, who, finding a
gentleman in the hands of these King’s
Riders for no cause, did their best to

Ride ’em down!”
“Give them the

help him. 1t is blackmail, .and no less !’
“He lies, Sir Henry!” said Ralph
coolly. “Those men are paid bullies of

his. T know them well.”

“You have cooked your goose this
time, Mr. Neville, of Faulkbourn,” said
Sir Henry dryly. “Sergeant, take him
to the cells, and these ruffians with him.
My men will accompany you, and guard
against any further attack,”

The prisofiers were marched off, Vesey
in their midst, a guard of Sir Henry's
servants, who had arrived, going with
them.

“A very prelty brush,” said Sir Henry
to Dick as they rode back. * ¥aur unclo
has fouled his own nest witn a ven-
geance this time. Be ready to give me
your aid, and 1 think to-morrow we may
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rid ourselves of Mr.

Vesey. Neville, of
l‘aulkLou»n e

“Well, Dick, are you \\Dndeung what
sort of a rope they 11 hang you with?”

Dick glanced up, and his face cleared
as he saw Black Bess trotting towards
him, with Turpin’s devil-may-care figure
on her back. The young outlaw had been
riding to and fro all the morning between
Rasing Hall and Hutton, chafing because
he was unable to hear what was going on
at the courts. It was the morning after
ihe banquet at Sir Henry’s; the time
close upon noon. Dick had been sternly
forbidden by the old baronet to show
himself near the court-house, for fear of
imperilling his young brother’s chances.

5 Hallo, Turpin! Is it you?” he said.
“Here have T been eating my heart out
ever since this merning, wondering what
is passing at Hutton. We had rare sport
last night, but now the affair is coming

to a head I am very anxious. I was
dining with Sir Henry——"
Ay I know all about that!” said

Turpin. I heard it before sunrise, from
one of Stanhope’s men. I am like to tell
you more than you can-‘tell me. What
do you want to know, that you are ridi ing
up and down like this?”

‘T want to know how Vesey comes out
of the wars,” said Diek,
has the best of us over this affair, for we
carried matters with too high a hand.
And that’s more than you can tell me,
though I know youn pride youlseh on
being always abmaat of the news.

“Then you're out once more,” said
Turpin, coollv taking snuff, ’fol this
very morning I saw Vesey turn all the
coléurs of the rainhow, and I'm first with
the news, too.”

"Wbat! Then where were you?”

“In the Hutton Court-house.”

“*0d’s bodkins! You don’t mean it?”

“for 1 doubt he’

“Why not!” said the highwayman,”

grinning. ‘“Many a judge who hopes to
hang me I have sat and listened to. It
gives me many a hint for when my time
comes. I left Bess in a cottagei’s shed,
and went to Hutton, with a labourer’s
smock-frock over my riding-clothes. Ho,
ho! They little thought Turpin sat by
them, with his pistols under the linen!”

“ By the roed, you're a daring rascal!”
said Dick, all anxiety to hear what had
passed. “ How did Vesey fare?’

“Why, he was brought in looking as
green and yellow as a balf-ripe marrow
a‘tel his night in the cells. He protested
that he was the squire of Faulkbourn;
but they clapped him in fhe dock with
hls rascals, all in a bunch.”

“Ho, ho!” chuckled Dick. “I wish I
had refused Sir Henry’s advice and gone
niy self.”

A good thing he has more sense than
you,” said Turpin, “for youw'd have
spoiled the whole thing. Well, they read
the charges against him, in langnage
that made him wriggle and curse under
his breath, and they called on him to
answer. for having assaulted a citizen in

! ~(:nmds Vesey. ‘Twas
the hlgh\\a\ man, Dick Neville, and Sir
Henry Stanhope sheltered him! Where
is this citizen who charges me? Bring
hlm forth !”

So the usher calls aloud for ¢ Richard
I‘aulhbourn, and, of course, you were
not there. I winked to myself, Dick.
Old Sir Henry is no fool; he’ knew \\hat
he was about.

‘It seems the prosecutor is not
present,” said the chairman of the bench,
‘ so the case falls out.’

“¢ But I have been lying in the cells all

night, like a common felon!" squeaks
Vesey. ‘I say it was Dick Neville, the
outlaw !’

“¢If you are not quiét,’ says the old
cock in the chair—Sir Adam Vincent—
¢ Ill commit you for contempt of court!
This charge "is abandoned, since the
prosecutor is not here; but there is a far
graver one to follow.’

*“So the usher reads out a charge
resisting the King’s officers, and that the
ruffians in the dock had. made a
murderous attack on the King’s Rid
which ecaused Sir Adam to bee
tremendously solemn

“So he had,” said Dick.
put away three bottles myself.
fox-hunters have heads like
baulks.”

“It didn’t improve his temper,”
Turpin; ‘“he scowled at Vesey as if
would eat him; and half a dozen
nesses came up to prove that the ruffia
in the dock had made a murderous a
on the King’s Riders to rescue Ve

“¢What have you got to say :
thundered the old chairman. ‘Do you
deny that these vile knaves of yeurs
your order, tried to rescue you fi«
officers of the law?’

“Vesey swore they were not his men;
they only {ried to save him fr
wrongful arrest by ras ally
had been bube( 1 by Sir Henry.
ruffians themselves thought t
shelter themsel behind V.
all owned they had only done
‘-md paid them to do.

“Vesey nnn]\ (ﬂ”d‘)‘! d at that, #
- Adam would send nvm

“7 saw s
Thes

timl

what he

a'x‘l

first I thought S
back to 1Znu)o But he couldn’'t d
that;

0 he sent The ruffians there instea
and sentenced \ 7
he coMld—tw nn“

\ e gmnca\

wanted to stay and talk about the \\ml\rd
and

h]gh\\'});)zaw Dick Neville, the
infamous Sir Henry who had r sed to
have him arrested; but they took the fine
off Vesey—he pa!d it as if it tore his
heari-strings out—and
bundled him out of
court.”

Dick laughed till
sides ached at T
account of the
and the tweo
merry over Then
Dick suddenly became
grave again.
“Did you see ¥
/esey went when
> the court-hous
he said.

“Nays. I d
Bat he’ll not
you any more
while; he
severe a
get nothin
Hutton
In fact,
10(]‘ 2

lou don’t
knave,” -said :
“he’s all the more to be
feared for that. He'l
play a bold stroke and
a new‘one. I ‘wish 1
could: get some inklir
what it may be.- Vese:
is never at a loss for
long.
“What can he do?”
said Turpin. “Hark!
Wlm comes yonder 7”7

The +two friends
listened. ~ The sound
of ~wheels and hoofs
beat upon their ears,
and soon they saw a
two-horse postchaise

his

trial,
made

he's a

know

Di

the

TO THE RIDERS’
* Give them your whips ! ??

RESCUE !

ruffians and two of Vesey’s men wers bowled head-over-heels.

¢ Dowa with them !
There was a wild yell as the horsemen flung themselves on the
(See page 5.)

Ride the rascals down ! * cried Sir Henry.

swinging along  the
road past them.

“Help—help !
a clear,

cried
boyish
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COWBDYS TO THE RESCUER!

hands in dealing with the rascally Swiss, Gunten.

watch the persecution of one of their fellows !

An Extra-Special, Long,

The ranchmen of the Thompson
Valley take the law into their own
They are not men to stand aside and

Complete story of FRANK RICHARDS’ schooldays in the Lumbet

School of the Canadian Backwoods!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Cowboys to the Rescus!
& GUESS there's trouble thar!”

Billy Cook, the foreman of the Law-
less Raneh, bent his head a little, and
listened.

¥rom the distance, in the evening shadows,
came the echoing of rapid revolver-shots.

Five stalwart ranchmen were rid up
the trail on the northern side of Thompson
Town, Billy Cook in the lead. And the sound

of firing came to their ears from beyond
the pateh of pine and larch that hid the
Hopkinses’ elearing from theic sight.

“ Sheotin',” continued Billy Cook. “Jest
fike young Bob Lawless to land himself in
the middle of it. Lucky his popper sent us
to look arter him. -Get your quirts ready,
and come en!»?

The ranchmen turned from fol-
lowing a rough bridle-track the
es' homestead.
came through the
the setting sun, a

the -trail,
towurds

sereen of pines,
rather startling

and in
scene burst upon theu view,

'he Hopkinses' log cabin was closed up,
Goor and windows barred and shubtered.
Within that cabin were Vrank Richards &
(0., of Cedar Creek School.

At a distance from it, lying in cover
among the serub and tree stumps, were half
a4 dozen roughly-clad men, ¢ buildozers”
c¢very one of them, keepind up a revolver-
tire on the shuttered windows.

The pistol-shots spattered on the thick
od, without doing any d bheyond
ig the wood. 'They could uot pene-
T into the eabin.

Billy Cook surveyed ths

¢ That’s the Red Dog cr
“And thar’s Old Man Guaten e
on, by thunder!”

“0ld Man Gunten.” the stor
moneylender of Thompson, wi:
Lhind a tree, wateching the b
irom that safe cover. Neither

scene

grimly.

Gunten nor
the Red Dog ruffians observed the cattlemen
riding up beh ind them. They were too busy.

6 was not till Billy Cook and his com-
panions were close at hand that Mr. Gunten
caught sight of them. The fat Swiss store-
Keeper gave a start at the sight of the
hiorsemen from the Lawless Ranch.
He called out to his men, and the spat-
tering fire of the revolvers ceused. Keno
‘Kit and his gang stared round surlily at the
T3 mvh mel.
Waal,
the cireus,

I guess we've arrove in time for
Old Man Gunten,” remarked Biliy

Cook, drawing rein within a couple of yards
of the fat storekeeper.

Mr. Gunten scowled at him.

“You're not wanted here!” he snapped.

Billy Cook grinned,
“1 guess you're mistooken, Mr. Gunten.
Keep that shooter down, Keno Kit, or vou'il

get my guirt

your shoulders
you can say sugar in mine!’
Billy Cook made a wmovement  with
heavy cattleman’s whip he carried
hand.
“1 guess you've no business here!” snarled
Keno Kit, but he lowered the revolver.
“What do yeu want, Billy Cook?» de-
manded Mr. Gunten. * What the thunder
have you come along here for now?”?
“Old Man- Lawless sent us along,” ex.
plained the ranch foreman. © Young Todgers

before

und

the
in his

arrove with a me ge that Bob Lawless
rank Richard ere puttin’ up to-night

i 2 bang. Old Man Law-

3 seented trouble, 1 sent us along to
mqtmc You see. ,x(l Thompson knows tlu\
you've (z(»t a elaim on Hopkins' farm, and
that yonu [“t tryin® to get his land oft hini,

and so——"
“If you want to know,
a4 mortgage on the

['ve foreclosed on
holding!”’ said Mr.

Guaten sourly. *I'm here to take posses-
<ion”'

‘ The sherifi's the man to put you in pos-
session, if you've got an order from the
un'rt at Feas

* The sheriif’s away, down at Kamloops.”

“1 guess youll have to wait till he’s
home a , them:™

« That y business!" said Mr. Guuten

vagely. veryone in that cabia is wel-
come-to -walk. out if he chooses. But if

it's held against me, the proper owner, I'm
going to set it on ﬂr(" 2

BIU) Cook shook his head.

“I guess mot!” he said.  Young Todgers
told us that you'd been offered the money
due on the 'm\rtvzwr#——

“Too late!”

“You won't take the money?"

“ No, I won't!” snapped Mr.
know my own business best,
to take the property.”

The raneh foreman looked at him keenly.

Gunten. =1
and I choose

“I dunno how the law stands about
that,” he said. 1 guess the shieriff wouldn't
be in a hurry to ruru a settler out of his

homestead vslveu you rh offered_ your dollars.
P’r'aps that's wln you're tnm" to get pos-
session wh Mr, Heénderson is aw ay at Kam-

loops. Anyhow, this is clear agin the law.
Yon can't take poss on with a gang of
bulldozers from the Red Dog, without any
representative of the court hyer. And.

you're not goicg fo be allowed!™
*Who's going to stop me?” shouted Mre.
Gunten. -
answered the ranchman coolly.!

#* s am
ik what 1'm hyer for! Your bulldozers -
are going to stand off instanter! I give
them two minutes to abquatulate !>

There was a growl among the Red Dog
crowd, and they handled their revolvers.

Billv Cook regarded them :xsmuely.
l\;n

miuutc !V he repeated. ¢ Arter
o begin on you mth our
I guess it you use those
be sorry for it arterwards!
There’s 4 rope in ’Il.omp&on for any galoot
who forgets that he’s in Canada, and thinks

he’s at home in Oregon, and Tets off his
shootin'-iron  reckless! But take your
clice!  Boys, get your quirts veady!™

The cattlemen grinned, and grasped their
heavy ps in readiness for the fray.

Keno Kit and his comrades looked at one
another,

As a matter of fact, they dared not ven-
ture upon reckless ahootmg. hich might
have led to fatalities, such fatalities hcmg
called, in the lhumpson Vailey, by the un-
pleas ant name of mur der, with punishment
appropriate to follow. The wmanners and
customs of the Oregon mining-camps were
not safe to pl.\cn:c on the Canadian side
of the border.

Old Man Gunten,
would not do.

He was a prominent citizen “of Thompson,
and he had his position there to consider.
A pitched battle, with two or three deaths
to follow, was a rather too serious matter
for the fat-Swiss to contemplate. And be
had a very keen concern for his ownm fat,

too, realised that it

unhealthy skin.

He made a sign to his followers, which
gave them tlw excuse they wanted for
“ backing down.’

The Red Dog ruffians, still growling
thredteningly, drew off, and started for

Thompson.

Billy Cook watched them out of sight, with
a serene grin, and then rode on to the fog
cabin, and smote on the door with the buts

of his whip.
THE Porurar.—No. 314,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Order of the Boot!

RANK RICHARDS opened the door of
: the log cabin. 2
Never had Frank been so glad to

) see the brawny foreman of his

uncle’s ranch.

Frank Richards & Co. had come there to
help Mr. Hopkins and his son Harold to
held the fort against Mr. Gunten's myrmi-
dons, and they had held it successfully so
far. The rattling pistol-shots outside had
done no damage. The fusillade had been
intended chiefly to scare the garrison into
surrender. But if Mr. Gunten had carried
out his threat of setting fire to the cabin,
vhe situation of the garrison would have
been serious emough. The arrival of the
cowboys had changed the aspect of affairs,
however.

‘““Hallo, old Billy!*’ called out Bob Law-
less. ““Jolly glad to see you!”

“Never so glad to see anybody!” re-
remarked Vere Beauclerc, with a smile. I
suppose Mr. Lawless guessed that trouble
was going on here?’

“Y guess he did,” grinned Billy Cook. “I%
wasn’t very difficult to guess. Anybody
lLart?*

“No,” said Frank: “only some of those
ruffians have some small-shot in their legs
from Mr. Hopkins’ shotgun.””

“And they'd ’ave 'ad some in their ‘eads
if they adn’t cleared off,” remarked Harold
Hopkins, the Cockney of Cedar Creek. * They
ain’t taking our ome off of us!”

Billy Cook chuckled. Hareld's difficulty
with the aspirates was very entertaining to
the Canadians.

-Old Man Gunten kad followed the cattle-
mien to the log cabin, and now he looked
in at the doorway with a frowning face.

Mr. Hopkins eyed him grimly.

The Swiss storekeeper stepped inside.

‘““What may you happen to want?> asked
Billy Cook, locking at him.

‘“ Possession of this cabin and clearing,”
answered the storekeeper. I can show you
the order of the court authorising me 2

“1 guess that’s of no interest to me,” an-
swered the ramchman. 1 ain't looking at
any of your dockyments. But if this was
my eabin, I'd take you by the seruff ¢f the
neck and fire you in two shakes of a coyote’s
tail 12

Mr. Hopkins pointed to the door.

* Houtside !” he said.

“The law——> ~
, “Never mind the law,” said the settler.
{ “You've been offered your money, and that’s
enough. Take it, if you like—?’

I “I refuse to touch it, and I claim my

rights here i’ said the Swiss savagely.

The settler advanced upon him, and Mr.
Gunten backed into the doorway again.

'« There he stopped, uneasy but defiant.
“If you lay hands on me >> he began.
“T'll do that fast enough.”

The settler suited the action to the words
‘at once.

i He grasped the fat Swiss, spun him round,

and planted a heavy boot behind him. *
Old Man Gunten flew out of the ecabin

under that powerful propulsion, and landed

on all-fours two or three yards away, yell-

ing. 5
There was a roar of laughter from the

cattlemen.

“ We'll see that galoot back to Thomp-
son,” said Billy Cook. <1 guess he won't
want to go on the war-path agin when we're
through with him. Come on, pards !>

As Mr. Gunten serambled furiously to his
{ejet the cattlemen’s whips cracked round
VT,

1 “Off you go!” called out Billy Cook.
i Yarooh!” howled the store-

as the ranchman’s whip curled round

¢ Stand back! I—— Yoooooop !”?

Four or five long quirts were lashing round
the storekeeper’s fat legs, and he took to
Liis heels, howling.

The cattlemen rode after him as he started
in flight towards Thompson. They kept pace
with him, riding round him, cracking their
whips, and giving him an occasional cut
‘round the legs, roaring with laughter.

Mr. Gunten was not a sprinter; he had
too much weight to carry. But he put on a
remarkable speed as he headed for the town.

The cracking whips hunted him all the
way to Thompson, and he arrived in Main
Street red and panting and perspiring, and
babbling with fury.
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The sight of the fat storekeeper scuttling
up the street, with the laughing cowboys
cracking their whips round him; drew a crowd
at once,

There were yells of laughter on all sides.
Mr. Gunten was a prominent and wealthy
citizen, but not a popular one. There was
no help for him from the chortling crowd
in Main Street.

Right up to Gunten’s store he was escorted
by the ranchmen, with ecracking, stinging
quirts.

‘He bolted breathlessly into the store and
escaped at last, leaving a mob roaring with
laughter outside.

Then Billy Cook and his camrades rode on
to the Ocecidental for liquid refreshment
after their efforts, and it was at rather a
late hour that they galloped home to the
Lawless Ranch across the prairie.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Gold !

RANK RICHARDS & CO. stayed the
night in the Hopkins’ homestead.
Door and windows were barred, but
the night passed without any dis-
turbance. Old Man Gunten and his myrmi-
dons had been effectually scared off by the
ranchmen.

The chums of Cedar (Creek were up soon
after dawn.

They breakfasted with the settler in the
cabin, and over breakfast Frank Richards
Wwas wearing a very thoughtful look.

Frank was giving the affair a “big think.”

The fact that Old Man Gunten had lent
more money on the homestead than it was
worth in the market, and that he had refused
to aecept his money with interest added,
was very perplexing, and Frank had been try-
ing to think out an explanation of the mys-
tery.

Tyrannical and overbearing as the fat Swiss
was by nature, his greed of dollars was his
ruling passion, and evidently he had some
more powerful motive for his conduet than
th? mere desire to show his power and “act
ugly.”

If he refused the offer of five hundred
dollars, it could only be because the holding
was worth more than that sum to him.
Which was very perplexing. because better
haldings could have been bought, up and

‘he Thompsor Valley, for less money.

Frank, conning over that ecurious

his mind, found an explanation at

tio -ussisted, perhaps, by the sound of the

miners at work on the creek, the “ placer

claims being very near the Hopkins’® home-
stead on Cedar Creek.

“1 think I've got it,” Frank remarked at
last, after a long silence.

“ What and which?” asked Bob.

“0ld Man Gunten is bent on getting hold
of Mr. Hopkins’ land,” said Frank. “Why?»

““ Because he’s a pesky coyote,” said Bob.

Frank Richards laughed.

“He would rather have the money, unless
the land was worth more than five hundred
dollars to him,” he said.

“That’s what beats me.” said Mr. Hop-
kins. “This holding wouldn’t fetch that if
I sold it in Thompson. And I ought to
know the value of the land I've worked on.”

“ There’s only one explanation,” said Frank
quietly. ¢ The land’s worth more than you
suppose, Mr. Hopkins.”

The settler shook his head.

I guess I know what it will produce,”
he said. ““Of course, with money spent on it
for fertilisers and agricultural machinery,
it would be worth a lot more. But there's
better land down the vailey, if Old Man
Gunten wants to try farming.”

“It’s this holding he wants,” said Frank,
“and it can’t be for farming. There's some-
thing else.” -

“ What clse, then?” asked Beauclere, with
wide-open eyes.

. Frank waved his hand towards the
gings along the creek.

“What about geld?” he said.

< Gold !

Frank Richards nodded.

“Yes. The placer miners are at work jush
over Mr. Hopkins’ border. There's gold close
at hiand, anyway. Suppose Old Man Gunten
has found that there was gold in this land?>

EPhew. 2>

“It’s quite likely,” said Frank. < There’s
quartz eropping up in the soil. and it’s elose
to the gold-bearing roeks. The fact is, that's
the only possible explanation of Old Man
Gunten acting in this way. He's a beast!
But he doesn't want to - make himself

i

dig-

unpopular for nothing, and lose money by
doing it. I've heard that he’s planning to
stand for the legislature; and turning a
farmer out of house and home isn’t the way
ta get votes in the valley, is it? ‘The land’s
worth more than Mr. Hopkins knows; that's
the only way of accounting for what 0ld
Man Gunten is doing. And it can only be
worth much if there’s gold in it.”
““My hat!” said Beauclerc.
Bob Lawless gave a long,
whistle.
5 (ﬁrreat Scott!” was Harold Hopkins® re-
ark.

expre

e

m

Mr. Hopking sat silent. The simple settler
had been puzzled and perplexed by Old Man
Gunten’s apparently inexplicable determina-
tion to seize upon his holding. But he had
never thought of that explanation.

He nodded at last slowly.

“It’s possible!” he said.

“Have you ever come across fraces of the
yellow?” asked Bob Lawless eagerly.

““Oh, yes! The soil's mighty poer and
rocky for farming. There’s traces of gold
turned up in half the farms hereabouts,” said
Mr. Hopkins. ¢ Not enough for pay-dirt, but
enough to show. But I've never thought—>

“Qreat Jerpsalem!” said Bab. * That's
the explanation, of course! We were jays
not to think of it before! You've gof to
hold on to this land, Mr. Hopkins, like grim
death to a nigger!”

“You bet!” said the seftler concisely.

“If there’s gold in the soil.” continued
Frank Richards, “it may be no end of a
bonanza—in fact, it must be valuable for
Old Man Gunten to be so keen on it. You
can get one of Mr. Isaacs’ survey here, Mr.
Hopkins, to make an examination and report.
And, meanwhile, Old Man Gunten has got
to be headed off I

“We’ll take a note to Mr. Isaacs’ office
on our way to school,” said Bob Lawless.

“I guess that's the proper eaper!™ said
the settler slowly. ““It's a chance that
Richards is right, at least; it makes it all
clear, and it was a puzzle before. You'll
stay at ‘omie from school to-day, 'Arold, and
’elp ’old the cabin if there’s trouble. And
I'm expectin’ Bill ‘ome to-day, too—he ought
to be ‘ere any minute. I'll write that there
note to Mr. Isaaes now.”

A little later Frank Richards & Co. called
to their horses to start. A big, bronzed
young man tode in from the southern trail as
they were starting. It was Bill Hopkins, the
settler’s eldest son. from Kamloops. With
three Hopkinses at home, the chums of Cedar
Creek felt that the holding would be safe
enough if Old Man Gunten recommenced his
tactics. They rode away in cheerful spirits
to Thompson.

At that hour of the morning Thompson
was -generally a quiet town; it did not, as
a rule, “wake up > till nightfall. Put on this
especial morning there was unusual excite-
ment in the frontier town.

As Frank and Bob and Beauclere rode into
Main Street they found a crowd gathered
thero outside Gunten’s store. The ecrowd
looked excited, and Bob recognised among
them two or three cattlemen from the Law-
less Ranch.

“ Something’s
Richards.

“Up against Old Man Gunten, I guess!”
said Bob Lawless. <I fancy the burg has
heard now about his trying to turn Mr. Hop-
kins out of his home. There may be trouble
for the old rascal!”

“8erve him right >

“You bet!”

The chums rode on to Mr. Tsaacs’ office,
whicl: was just open. Mr.,Isaacs was a gen-
tleman of the Oriental persuasion, who
“financed » mining concerns, and did a great
business with prospectors on ¢ grub-stakes,”
and supplied surveyors and engineers for the
more important mines, and also lent money
at considerable interest—having many irons
in the fire. There was.no love lost between
Mr. Isaaes and Old Man Gunten, whose
money-lending activities Mr. Isaacs regarded
as poaching upon his special preserves.
And although Old Man Gunten often alluded
scornfully to Mr. Isaacs as a ‘“sheeney,”
there was no doubt that Mr. Tsaaes was the
more honest man of the two.

Mr. Isaacs received the settler’s note, and
read it with much interest, and smiled and
rubbed his hands.

“I guess my man will be with Mr. Hopkins
inside an hour,” he said, “ Goot-morning,
young shentlemen !>

Frank Richards & Co. left the office, feel-
ing quite satisfied. Mr. Isaacs’ own personal
feud with Old Man Gunten was a guarantee

on!”  remarked Frank

R
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that he would do his best to help the victim
of the Swiss storekeeper. = -
There was a roar of voices in the direction
of Gunten’s store, and the chums rode back
in that direction. They were Kkeenly
interested in what was going on there.
. The crowd outside the store was thicken-
ing.
Cattlemen from the ranches, placer-miners
»from the creek, “hands’ from the quartz-
mines, small-holders from down the valley,
and all sorts and conditions of “ galoots,”
Liad gathered in strong force, letting the busi-
ucss of the morning slide while they gave
their attention to the affair in hand. And
the affair in hand was, apparently, the bring-
ing to order of Mr. Gompers Gunten.
“*Lynch him!” was a cry being raised in
sections of the crowd, as ¥rank Richards &
Co. came along.
Bob Lawless grinned.

“O0ld Man Gunten don't look like being-

popular just at present,” he remarked.
 Hallo, you fellows!” Chunky Todgers, on
his fat little pony, joined the chums in Main
Street, Like them, he was on his way to
school, but was letting school stand over
for a while. “I say, there’s going to be
trouble here! The whole town’s talking
about Old Man Gunten and Hopkins!”
““Looks like it!” said Frank, laughing.
1 fancy they're going to rush the store!”
aid Chunky Todgers. “1f the place is
cked, you chaps, do you think a fellow
would be justified in helping himself to some
maple sugar?”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“ There's been a row last night,” cofitinued
Todgers. “Some of the citizens cleaned out
the Red Dog saloon, looking for Keno Kit
and his gang. Those bulldozers are. hiding
away now. I reckon they'd get strung up if
the crowd found them! I say, what do you
think Old Man Gunten is feeling like just
now?”’

The chums of Cedar Creck chuckled.

Old Man Gunten at that moment was pro-
bably in the bluest funk of his career.

In his dealings with Mr. Hopkins he had
acted within the letter of the law, certainiy —
as did Shylock when he demanded his pound
of flesh. But the letter of the law did not
matter much to the rough-and-ready citizens
of Thompson.

All they knew was that the greedy money-
fender was taking advantage of a egal tech-
nicality to turn a harvd-working man, with his
family, out of house and home, and conduct
like that was not popular in the Thompson
Valley of British Columbia.

Mr. Gunten, with all his sharpness and
cunning, had certainly never foreseen what
a storm he was raising about his own ears.
There’ll be bad trouble!” said Beauclere,
watching the buzzing crowd from his horse.
¢ The sheriff’s away, too. I say, Frank, this
is a rather good time for dealing with Gun-
tenl:

“How do you mean?” =

“You offered him the money vesterdiy to
- cledr up Mr. Hopkins' debt to him, and he
ed it——>

’

“ Would he refuse it now,
mob under his windows,
Frank Richards started.
My hat! Good for you, Cherub!
on! We'll go and see Gunien!”
Aud the chums of ¢
through the crowd tows

with this merry
do you think?”

Come

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lynch Law!

44 OLD on!”
H ¢ Stop !
By thunder—-»

Loud and angry voices sounded

round the schoolboys as ¢ tried to push
through the mob. There was not mueh room
for horses in the crowded throng outside
Gunten’s store.

¢ Sorry, gents!” said Bob Lawless politely.
“Please let us pass! We're going to pay
Mr. Gunten what Hopkins owes him. We
want some of you-to come into the store
and see that he takes the money.

“ Good for you, young Lawiess!” ex-
claimed Buster Bill, whose red head and

beard towered over the erowd. * Let them
pass, you galoots! T reckon we'll see that
,01d Man Gunten takes the money!"

“ Hurrah!*”

The crowd surged on round the store, with
the achoolboys in their midst. Frank
Richards & Co. dismouited, and Bob rapped
at the door, which was bolted and barred.

“Come down and let us
Gunten ! roared Buster Bill.
A window opened above,
At the window appeared the fat face and
figure of Giompers Gunten, his face almost

as white as chalk.

A threatening roar greeted his appearance.
Two or thiree revolvers cracked in the air,
though they were not directed ab the store-
keeper.

“Go away
quavering voice.
you'll be fired on!"
~ YT guess that'll be the last thing you'll
do_in this hyer airth if you pull trigger on
this crowd!™ answered Buster Bill con-
temptuously. “ Come and open the door!”

“1 refuse——*""

“ We've come to pay for Mr. Hopkins!”
shouted I'rank Richards.

0ld Man Gunten looked
savagely.

“It’s too late, as
he snapped.

“I've got an order on the Thompson Bank
for the money !

SedGoen. il 42

The crowd roared and surzed. Heavy blows
rained upon the door, and there was a crash
of glass as a window smashed.

Mr. Gunten disappeared for a moment, and
returned to the upper window with a rifle
in his hands.

His hands were trembling too much to Lold
the rifle very steadily, however. =

But the zhit of the weapon was enough
for the crowd ian the street. A dozen
revolvers glistened in the morning sunshine.

“Put down that gun, or we'll riddle yerle
roared Buster Bill.

Bullets were fiyiug now, though
only spattered at random on the w
store.

But it was elear
Gunten used his
as the cattlemaa
the earth. He re:
dropped the gun out

“I—1 gue 5 * he gasped.

“Git a move on, , afore we smash in
the door, and your durned store along with
it!"” growled Buster Bill,

in, Old Man

“If you touch my store,

down at him

1've told you before!”

ret they
Is of the

enough that if Old Man
uul rifle it would be,
last action on
himself, and he

* shouted the storekeeper in a |

In a few minutes there were sounds of
bars and bolts being removed within,

Old Man Gunten, with mingled fury and
fear in his heart, had bowed to the inevi-
table. He had to open the door or see” ib
broken in, and he chose to open it,

The instant the door opened Frank

Richards & Co. were swept inside in a surge
of the mob.
. Mr. Gunten was swept back by the rush
into the room behind the store, which was
soon crowded, as well as the store itself,
With a shouting mob.

" Order hyer!” roared Buster Bill, making
his powerful tones heard over the diu.
** Order, you galoots !

“Lynch him!»

“ Ride him out of town on a rail!"

“ Hurrah !> :

“Order, I say!™ shouted the big cattle.
man, shoving back the too-eager  citizens
who were crowding round the terrified store-

keeper,

“ Gentlemen—gentlemen ——° panted Mr,
Gunten.

_Buster Bill :succeeded ia restering some-
tihing like order. Mr. Gunten  sank,

trembling, into a chair at the table, and
the Thompson men surrounded him, leaving
him a litfle room. Buster Bill was master
of the ceremonies, empha sing his commands
by brandishing a big Navy revolver.

“Now, then, young Lawless——?

““Here we are!” said Bob cheerily. ¢ M.
(hmten,‘l-‘mnk Richards has come to pay

You—

e

“1'm ready,” said Frank. ©T offered you
the money vesterday, Mr. Gunten, and you
refused it. Here's the order on the bank for
five hundred doltars, the sum with interest
that Mr. Hopkins owes You on the mort-
gage. Will you take it??

The tat Swiss breathed hard.

Strictly speaking, he was within his rights
in refusing the money, as the time allowed
for payment had lapsed. But with a crowd
of an: men round him to see fair play
r vas difficult.

4
4y

b

NEIRIRY

HOLDING UP QUNTEN!
rifle in his hands.
the street.

Mr. Qunten Appeared at the window with a
The sight of the weapon was enough for the crowd in
A dozen revolvers glistened in the sunshine.

gun!® shouted Buster Biil,

1 ‘¢ Put down that
(See Chapter 4.)
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“I—I elaim my rights,” he said feebly.
“The money wasn’t paid on time, and the
holding’s mine {??

“What do you want
Frank.

*That’s my business!”

“You happen to know that there’s gold
there, of course!”

Mr. Gunten jumped.

Frank Richards had spoken at a venture,
hoping to take the fat raseal by surprise;
and he had certainly suecceeded.

Old Man Gunten - stared at him blankly,
with dropping jaw and wide-open eyes.

Frank Richards did not need an answer.
The amswer was to be read plainly encugh
in Mr. Gunten’s startled face.

{is_eyes glinted as he looked round on the
surprised faces of the Thompson men.

¢ (jentlemen,” he said, “you hear that?
Old Man Gunten found out that there’s gold
on the Hopkins' holding, and he lent Mr.
Hopking money to get him into his clutches.
Now he refuses payment b se Mr., Hopkins
couldn’t raise the nmoney quite in time.
That’ game, and you know what to

with {62’ asked

s his
think of it.”

Buster Bill looked round.

‘“Get a rope from the store, some of you
galoots ! he called out. :

“What are you doing to do??

shrieked

the Swi

“Hang you over your own deor ! answered
Buster Bill coolly. “'That’s the stuff you
want, you foreign trash!®
“T

)
| “Lynch him!”

The store rang with the threatening shout,
and rough hands were laid on the scheming
storekeeper on all sides.

THE FiFTH CHAPTER.
The Luck of the Hopkinses ! -
LD Man Gunten staggered to his feet,
his face white as ashes.
¢ Stop ! I—1— Gentlemen,
stop! I guess—— Mercy!”
“ Lynch him!”
Frank Richards & Co. drew nearer to the
wretched schemer. Rascal as Gompers
Gunten was, they certainly did not wish to

see him lynehed by the angry crowd. Fortu-
nately, Buster Bill iuterposed. For the
moment it looked as if all Mr. Gunten’s

'cunning schemes would end at the end of
.a rope over the doorway of his store.

| ‘“Hold on! Now, Mr. Gunten, jest you
give us the frozen truth, if you know what’s
good for your health!’ said the big cattle-
man. “Is there gold on the Hopkinses’
holding 272
3 kXS I_I 23

¢ Lynch him!”»

“Yes!’ gasped Mr.
true! Merey!” i

“ You pesky polecat!” said Buster Bill, in
great disgust. “You’ve found out the hold-
ing’s worth a fortune, and you want to rope
it in for five hundred *dollars!”

** The—the law—-—"*

“ Now, you can do the fair thing, or you
can dance at’the end of a riata!’ said
Buster Bill. ‘““Hyer’s young Richards with
your money, and there’s a pen and ink!
You're going to be paid, and you're going
to put it in writing fair and square, to sec

Gunten. “It's—it’s

old Hopkins clear before any court in
Canada, You're got your own free ch’ice,
remember; but you'll be lynched if you
 refuse! Is that clear?”

It was clear enough for the hapless plotter.

Old Man Gunten’s cunning schemie had
‘ended in disastrous failure; and with the
rope very nearly round his fat neck, he was
only too glad to see his money again and
escape with a whole skin.

He grabbed the pen.

The document he drew up was comprehen-
sive enough, and satislied even Frank
Richards & Co., who serutinised it with the
areatest care, kunowing the slippery nature
of the rascal they had to deal with. Buster
Bill and flve or six of his comrades signed
it as witnesses in a remarkable variety of
< fints. 2

Then the order 'on the bank was handed
#ver, and received with a shaking hand by
the storekeeper.

“1 guess that lets us out,” remarked Bob
Lawless. “We’ll ride back to Hopkins’ eabin
before 'we go to scheol, Franky. Thanks
 very much, Mr. Gunten! How does it feel
. to be honest for once in your life ?*

' ‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

A bitter scowl was the storekeeper’s only
ireply.
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Frank Richards & Co. returned to their
Lorses, and mounted and rode away in the
greatest spirits.

They left a worried and terrified rascal
behind them.

Mr, Gunten’s rascality had roused the
Thempson men, but his tardy act of justice
was not-sufficient to quieten them. Like the
ss magician of old, he had raised a
: he could not quell.

There was already wrecking going on
in the store, and tins and packets and all
kinds of goods were being pitched recklessly
into the street, and there was hardly a win-
dow left whole in the building., And some of
the niore lawless spirits in the mob were still
demanding lynching.

Old Man Gunten had signed away his un-
just claim, but it looked as if he would
have to pay the penalty of his rascality
after all damage already done w
not to be covered by five hundred dollars.

But Buster Bill’'s bull-voice dominated the
crowd.
* Gents !” bawled the big cattleman. * 0ld

Man Gunten hev played up, and he’s goin’
to keep his neck—till next time. But he's
wasted the time of a hundred galeots hyer,
and he’s tried to swindle ‘a feller-citizen.
The drinks-are on him!”

** Hear, heart>>

There was a shout of applanse at once.

“I agree—I agree!” panted Mr. Gunten,
glad of the loophole of eseape. In mortal
fear of his worthless neck, he was only too
glad to be let off for *“drinks.”

“QOld Man Gunten is askin’
the Occidental to licker wup!® continued
Buster Bill. ¢«“Is that kerrect, sir?”

“ Quite—quite ! >

“Then come along!” said Buster Bill.

He took Mr. Gunten by the arm, and led
him from the store, accompanied by a laugh-
ing and good-humoured mob now. The
Thompson men were thirsty after so much
shouting, and they followed Mr. Gunten and
Buster Bill to the Occidental like lambs.
In the bar-room of the Occidental Mr. Gun-
ten grinned as cordially as he could. In the
Western phrase the *“drinks were on him,”
and he was not let off lightly.

But when he limped back to his damaged
store at last, he was glad to find himself
alive and well—and glad that he had had to
pay no more heavily for his rascality. And
it dawned upon his mind that honesty, after
all, was the best policy—at least, in a town
like Thompson!

. 0 . 2 ° v »

Frank Richards & Co. were late at school
‘that day, and they hore with becoming meek-
ness the censure of Miss Meadows. They
were thinking quite as much about the Hop-
kins® holding, and the investigations there of
Mr. Isaacs’ man, as about their lessons.

But it was not till a eouple of days
later that Mr. Isaacs’ man made his report.

When that report was made it was, as Bob
Lawless expressed it, a “regular sock-
dolager.”?

From Old Man Gunten’s confession it was
already known that there was gold in the
holding. The storekeeper had made the dis-
covery long since, and had laid his eunning
plans for getting possession of the land.

The surveyor’'s report confirmed that con-
fession. and set all doubts at rest.

Where Mr. Hopkins® plough had scratched
the scanty, stony soil for a bare living, rich
veins lay deeper down, and the outcrop was
sé promising that Mr. Isaaes was ready to
“go in* with the farmer to develop the
mine. And when Harold Hopkins turned up
at Cedar Creek School again he came with
a beaming face. :

“It’s jest orl right!” said Hopkins glee-
ully. *“Jest a bit of orl-right, aud no error.
We're going to roll in it, you ecan bet.
You’ll. see me in a silk ‘at yet, like the
one you wore when you first came to Cedar
Creek, Frank Richards! Old Isaacs is ad-
vaneing the money to work the lode, and
poppers’ got your five hundred doilars ready
for you, Frank. We're all going to be blessed
Creeshuses !

It remained to be seen whether the Hop-
kins would be transformed into Creesuses;
but Frank Richards & Co. and all Cedar
Creek cordially hoped that it would come to
pass.

THE END.

(There will be anolher stirring long com-
plete story, dealing with .the adventures of
Frank Richards & Co. of Cedar Creek,
iext week's special issue.)

all of us to-
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IN THE ToOILS!

by The Editor.

NE of my most enthusiastic readers
of the * Popular ** me a
graphic aceount of an amazing
adventure which befell him some

time back during a visit to the wonderful
Amazon country.

Some months back he was bitten onece
again by this desire to cross the seas, and
he secured a passage in an interesting little
tramp steamer bound for Monte Video. But
on its way to the land of the pelicans t
vessel touched at several South Amer
ports, including Bahia. From this Br:
port my chum went right up-country. As
we all know there is little more than a
fringe of civilised country in Brazil. The
coast - cities are brillianb.” Up country you
get the wilderness, A pretty wonderful
wilderness it is. My correspondent can
handle the Porbuguese language, and had no
difficulty in finding means to visit the
forests of the interior. He tells me, in the
course of his long letter, that one day he
was surprised by hearing cries of distress
coming from the jungle as he sat in his
boat. He had made the hoat fast, and was
thinking of having a meal, when the piteous
call from something in distress fell on his
ear. . The sound came from quite near at
hand, and my chum made his way through
the thick vegetation which grew down to
the shore. Up the sloping ground he went—
a quarter of a mile it must have been.
Then suddenly he came upon a sceme which
for sensation eclipsed all the many adven-
tures he had met with on the voyage out.

Just ahead of him he saw a dense bush,
which he immediately recognised as the
octopus plart, which preys on animals, drag-
ging the umwary into its teils. Right in the
centre of this bush, with its deep ecrimson,
waxy flowers, agpd its lithe and sinuous
tentacle-like, coiling tendrils, my chum saw a
quaint little brown monkey. The poor little
creature was fighting for its life,

It was, as the narrator points out, impos-
sible to avoid a shrinktug. The spectacle
was horrible, but he overcame his seruples,
and dashed forward, his big jack-knife in
his hand. The little simian heard his
approach, and turned and gazed at his
rescuer. Succour had arrived only, just in
time. The tiny victim was abandoning the
struggle. The air was filled with the weird,
swishing rustle of the moving tendrils, and
the monkey was being slowly drawn inwards.
My chum slashed with his knife at the
curling tentacles, and then he made a grab
and managed to draw the monkey cut of
danger. It was panting hard, and there was
a strange hunted look in its eyes. In a
minute, however, it had partially recovered,
and leaped on to my chum’s shoulder, rub-
bing its funny little head against his ear.

The next second it leaped again, catching
at a branch of a towering tree. In a second
it was up and away into the leafy sanctuary,
chattering as it went.

But in that spell of time its rescuer's
attention was off the peril of the Southern
forest. He had cause to regret his eare-
lessuess the moment after, for suddenly he
felt the soft pressure of a coil of creeper
round his leg. He was jerked back, and he
almost fell. = Just saving himself, he swung
round and cut. at the tendril which had
laced itself about his thigh and lower leg.
The tendril was tough, but he managed to
sever the strand. The danger was not OVer,
however. A huge tentacle from the hideous
octopus plant dropped from the top of the
bush and fastened, vice-like, on his shoulder,
swinging him towards the centre of the
plant. :

He fought savagely, and, as he realised,
well-nigh hopelessly, for life and liberty. His
left arm was pinioned by a writhing tendril
of the thickness of a gardem hose-pipe.
But his right hand was free, and he fought
on, slashing madly at the soft strands which
had him in their power. He was being
steadily sucked in by the monstrous plant.
There was no help at hand. All rested on
himself. There was a mist beforé his eyes;

‘but, though his senses were almost inert, he

strugeled on, hacking at the flesiiy tentacles
until at last the pressure was relaxed, and
he staggered out of captivity, a free man.
He tells me that he hardly knew how he
managed to regain his boat. One can well
believe that! 2
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A SPILIT N TER CO, 1 Even the best fellows can make mistakes.

Wharton acts hastily,

and his burst of tem

form, and even of his closest pals !

THE FiRST CHAPTER.
A Quite Unappreciated Joke !

64" ERE he comes!”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!®
““Shut up, you chaps!™

“Rot! - Ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton paused in surprise.

The captain of the Greyfriars Remove had
just come in from the footer-field. His face
was ruddy and good-humoured.

A number of juniors were gathered before
the notice-board in the hall,

They were evidently in a state of great
merriment. g

Skinner was chuckling, Snoop was cackling,
and Bolsover major was roaring. A dozen
other fellows were grinning, as if over a par-
ticularly good joke. Billy Bunter, the fattest
junior in the Remove, wus cachinnating with
such energy that he seemed in danger of
apoplexy.

Wharton looked at the juniors, and they
looked at him. Some of the fellows left oft
taughing, but not Skinner & Co. Some of
them looked sheepish as Wharton came up,
but Skinner & Co. did not look sheepish.
There was nothing sheepish about Skinner
& Co. They cackled more loudly than ever.
Frank Nugent, who was in the crowd, turned
a Xtit.tle red. He had been grinning like the
rest.
““Hallo! What’s the joke?” asked Whar-
ton, in surprise.

It was pretty evident that the laughter
was connected with himself—that he was,
in point of fact, the joke.

As he realised that, the good-humoured ex-
pression faded from Wharton’s face. He did
uot exactly enjoy being laughed at.

‘* Nothing,” said Nugent hastily. ¢ There's
nothing to cackle at. Tea's ready in the
study, Harry.”

Nugent slipped his arm through his chum’s
as he spoke, But Wharton did not allow
himself to be led to the stairs. He remained
where he was, all the more determined be-
cause. it was clear that Nugent did not want
Bim to discover the ¢ joke,” whatever it
was.

No hurry,” he said quiefly, ¢ 1If there’s
such a ripping joke on, I may as well share
it. What is it, Skinner?”

“Oh, nothing!” said Skinner airily.

¢ What is it, Bolsover?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolsover major,

Wharton reddened.

¢ Can’t any of you answer?” he rapped out.

1t must be jolly funny to set you cackling
like a lot of old hens!”

‘““He, he, he!” cackled Billy Bunter.
“Ain't it true to life—what? He, he, he!”
“What do you mean, you fat duffer?”
“He, he, he! I say, you fellows, make
room and let Wharton see it. It does a chap
good to see himself as others see him, you

know.””

*Ha, ha, ha!?

“0h, come on?’ said Nugent uneasily.
“Don’t waste time on those grinning asses,
Harry 1*

“You were grinning vourself when I came
in,” said Wharton tartly,

W-w-was 19

“ Yes, you were!”

“Well, why shouldu't Nugent grin?®
chuckled Bolsover major. ¢ Nugent couldn't
help grinning, Mr. Magnificent Wharton!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors

“It’s only some rot of Skinner's,” said
Nugent. ¢ Nothing to take any notice of.”

Wharton did not heed. He pushed his way
through the crowd of juniors to the notice-
board. Then he saw what had excited the
merriment of the Removites.

There was a sheet of paper pinned on the
board among the school notices. But it was
not a notice. 1t was a caricature. Whar-
ton’s brow darkened as he looked at it.
It was evidently meant to represent himself,
and there was no doubt that it came from
Skinner's skilled hand,

It was a pen-and-ink sketeh of Wharton,
and the amateur artist had hit off the like-
ness very cleverly.

But while retaining the likeness to Whar-
ton’s handsome features, he had imbued
the countenance with an expression of lofty
pride and disdain. The lip was curling, the
nose was elevated, and the whole éxpression
was that of a person who did not consider
the earth quite good enough for him to walk
on. The figure, very cleverly drawn, repre-
sented the junior strutting, amid a crowd
of fellows who were bowing down till their
foreheads touched the ground. Under the
picture was scrawled:

“MR., MAGNIFICENT WHARTON.”

Harry Wharton was generally popular in
the Remove; but he had his enemies, and his
enemies held it chiefly against him that he
considered himself monarch of all he sur-
veyed. It was true that some fellows found
it difficult to get on with Wharton, but they

Goaded to rage by certain circumstances,
per brings down the resentment of the whole

Harry

\
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were generally cads like Skinner and Snoop.
True enough, there had been a time when!
Lis uucertain temper had tried the patience
even of his best chum, Frank Nugent, but
that time was long since past. But it was'
quite in Skinner’s style to rake up old
troubles and perpetuate them if he couid.
Skinner was up against Study No. 1 all fhe
time.

Had Wharton been in his usual cheery
mood he would probably have laughed at the
caricature, though perhaps in a rather
annoyed way.

But his temper was already a little on
edge from the laughter that had greeted him
and from the fact that Nugent himself had
been grinning at the ridiculous representa-
tion,

It was evident that a good many of the
fellows considered that there was a likemess
between the captain of the Remove and the
strutting, swanking duffer in the picture. Ih
was not pleasant to find that anybody dis-
cerned even the faintest shadow of a like-
ness.

Wharton did not laugh.

His eyes gleamed as he looked at the
caricature, and the juniors, noting the
gathering signs of wrath, grinned the mora.
[t was immensely amusing, especially fo
Skinner & Co., to get Wharton's rag out.
Wharton was not easy to draw as a rule,
But he had been drawn quite easily this time.
He looked round wth glinting eyes at the
grinning circle.

* So that’s meant for me?” he said quietly.

“He, he, he!” eackled Bunter, “Isn't it
a good likeness?” =

*“Ha - ha, hat

“fOh, wad some power the giftie zie
us, to see oursels as ithers see us!" ¥ quoted
Ogilvy, and ‘there was a fresh roar.

Wharten looked directly at the Scotfish
junior. .

‘8o that’s what you think of me, Ogilvy?”

“ Well, not exactly,” grinned Ogilvy.  But
there’s o likeness, you know. Anyway, it's
funny.”

‘“ A really good likeness!” roared Bolsover
major. “ And it's dashed funny.”

“1 don't call ‘it funny!”

“You wouldn’t. Ha, ha, ha!”

1 think it's rotten caddish,” said Whar-
ton, “and I think the fellow who did it
and stuck it there is a rotten cad!”

“Thaunks !” yawned Skinner, =
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“Bo it was you?”?

“1 felt called upon to pay my tribute to
the Great One and Only,” explained Skinner
humorously, while the juniors chuekled. *1
hope you don’t see anything to be offended
ab in that likeness, Wharton, I did my very
best to cateh the likeness. These chaps seem
to think it’s a good portrait. But if you
can suggest any improvements, I'm willing to
make any alterations.”

Wharton did not reply, but, with a flushed
face, he reachéd up to tear the offending
paper from the board.

Skinner started forward.

“Let that alone! That’s my property!”

Wharton did not heed. He tore the paper
down, and Skinner caught his arm.

“Give it to me!” =

“T'll give you something else, you cheeky
cad!” exclaimed Wharton, his temper break-
ing out. ‘“Take that!2

“That ” was a drive with his right, and it

caught Skinner on his pointed nose, and
flattened the point. considerably. Skinner

gave a muflled yell, and went over backwards,
and landed on the floor with a erash.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Quite in the Wrong !

113 AH! OhL! Ah! Ow!
Skiuner sprawled on the floor,
gasping. A red stream ran from

. his nose. In the haste and anger
of the moment Wharton had hit reaily hard
vgltlmnt intending it, and Skinner was hurt.
The athletic captain of the Remove would
never have thought of using strength against
t,h'e weedy, unfit slacker it he had been cool.
_ There was a murmur from the crowd of
Jupiors. They were not laughing now.

“ Shame!” hooted Snoop,

Wharton turned on him fiercely. He was
sorry for the hasty blow as soon as it had
been struck, but he was too angry to think
of admitting it.

Snoop dodged back hastily behind the burly
form of Bolsover major.

Wharton made a movement forward, and
Bolsover stood solidly in his path. The
bully of the Remove was sneering, and he
had his hands up. It was a rare chance
for Bolsover. Certainly he would have
knocked Skinner down without a moment’s
hesitation for a smaller offence. All the
same, it gratified him to be put in the posi-
tion of defending the weak against the streng
~—quite a new role for the Remove bully.

"_Hands off 1> said Bolsover major coolly.
“ You're not going to touch Sncop! Hit a
chap your own size!?

** Dash it all, Wharton, keep your temper!”
&aid Tom Brown tartly. “You shouldn’t
have ‘let out like that. It’s only a joke.”

Skinner sat up. Russell and Ogilvy helped
him to his feet. Skinner dabbed his nose
savagely with his handkerchief.

“ You beastly rotter!” he gasped.
took me unawares !*

Wharton crimsoncd.

I didn’t mean to—»

“ Liar!” howled Skinner.

Nugent caught the captain of the Remove
by the arm as he made an angry stride
towards Skinner.

““ For goodness’ sake, let ibdrop, Harry!
There's nothing to row about !>

“Not being called a Jiar?”
Whazton savagely. * Let me go!’
.+ But look here =

Wharton shook off Nugent’s detaining hand
angrily. He strode up to Skinner.

“Now, you cad, you say I hit yow un-
awares! Well, T'll hit you when ‘you're
Jooking, it you like! Put up your hands!”

Bolsoyer major shoved in hetween then.

“Stand aside!>’ shouted Wharton,

“Rats!?

Wharton’s eyes blazed.

“ Will you get aside?”

“Neo, I won't!”

“Then I'll jolly soon shift you!”
““Go jt, Bolsover!” sang oub a
voices, as Wharton rushed at him.

Not a voice was raised for-the captain of
tite Remove.

“You

exclaimed
’ 5

doren

There was a sudden shout from the
passage.

avel?
“Look out!®” exclaimed Nugent. “Ib's
Quelchy !
Wharton and Bolsover were fighting,

hammer and tongs, and they did not cven
hear. In the excitement of the moment both
parties had forgotten that they were within
hearing of their Form-master’s study.

- ‘PuE Porurar.—No. 314,

Mr. Queich strode on the scépne, with a
thunderous brow.

“ Wharton!  Bolsover!
stantly !> he thundered.

‘“ Harry!?

“ Chuck it, you duffers!’

The two juniors, flushed
separated.

They stood glaring at one another, panting
for breath, while Mr. Queleh glared at both
of them. ? 3

“Now, what does this mean?’ exclaimed
the Form master. “How dare you ficht in
the House within a dozen paces of my study
door!??

The culprits did not reply.

It is disgraceful!” exclaimed HMr. Quelch.
“All the more as you, Wharton, are head
boy in the Form!”

Wharton did not speak.

I must know who began this!” said Mr.
Quelch.

Wharton set his lips. He did not regard
himself as the aggressor in the confliet.
Bolsover did, and so he did mnot speak,
either.

“You have heen fighting, too, Skinner!*
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Neo, sir’?

“ What ! Your nose is bleeding!”

“ Wharton attacked me!” said Skinner sul-
lenly. “I'm not stromg emough to fight him,
and Bolsover took my part.”

It was true enough, in a way, though it
did not quite correctly represent how matters
stood. But it placed the captain of the
Remove in a decidedly unfavourable light.
Mr. Queleh’s brow grew darke

*Is that. .correct, Whar
elaimed.

*In a way, I suppose it is,’*. said Harry,
biting his lip. **I knocked Skinner down, and
Bolsover meddled.” - -

It was not a very judicious reply to make
to an angry Form master.

“Bolsover did quite right to meddle, as
you eall it, if you were ill-using a lad weaker
than yourself!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch
angrily. “I am surprised at you, Wharton!
1 should never have expected this of you!
Whatever cause of offence Skinner gave you,
yYou had no right to strike him !>

Wharton knew that well enough.

“You -will take five hundred lines,
Wharton! Disperse now, my boys, and kindly
fet, there be no turther disturbance.’?

The Form master rustled away, frowning.

The crowd of juniors broke up, some of
them grinning. Skinner went away to bathe
his nose. Bolsover major gave Wharton a
triumpbant, jeering look which very nearly
brought about a renewal of hostilities on the
spot, though Mr. Quelch had hardly reached
his study.

But the captain of the Remove controlled
himself with an effort, and went up the
stairs to the Remove passage.

A laugh from Bolsover and Spoop and
Stott followed him, and it made his_ ears
burn. He turned back on the stairs.

“ Come on, Harry!”’ said Nugent anxiously,
catching him by the sleeve,

‘Wharfon shook off his hand awugrily.

He was angry with Nugent, angry with
himself, angry with everybody. He realised
quite clearly that he had not acted well,
and that he had placed himself in the wrong.
But the condemnation he saw in most faces
only made him the angrier.

He did not return to the lower hall. He
went on to the Remove passage and into his

Cease this in-

and excited,

e ‘ex-

study. Frank Nugent followed him in in
silence, and with a somewhat contracted
brow. G
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Strained Relations !
1 ALLO, hallo, hallo!” i
- Bob Cherry looked info the
study, and greeted the juniors

with his usual exuberance.

Bob was in blissful ignorance of anything
being up, and he did not notice for the
mement the glum silence that reigned in
Study No. 1.

5 ed your tea?” he

up, anyway! Coker of the

ede= < Biivk
th is holding
a giddy rehearsal in the Rag. The Fifth
Porm Stage Club is going strong. And I
was thinking that some pea-shooters at the
window would help them along—what!”
*Good egg!” said Nugeunt E
*“ Johnny Bull's getting a squ
ink in case we come to close quarters.
on, Wharton! You're coming?”
Wharton hesitated. s -
““ Nothing the matter, is there?*® asked
Bob, looking from’ one to the other.

irt filled with
Come

It dawned upon the cheery Bob at last
that something was wrong.

** Nothing,” said Nugent quickly.

“Oh, nothing!” said Wharton,

“Was it one of you chaps gave Skinner his
nose?? asked Bob, ‘““I've just seen his pose.
I’s a corker!”

“1 did,” said Harry curtly.

“Good! I dare say he asked for it!® said
Bob.

* Nugent doesn’t think so,” said Wharton,
with a curl of the lip.

“ Never mind about that,” said Nu
“ It’s not worth jawing about, auy
go and rag Coker!”

*“Yes, come on!?” said Bob,
trouble was in the air, and anxic 3
it off. “ Coker would make a cat laugh,
we get a ripping view from the window R

*“1 do mind about it!” said Wharton obst
nately. .* Skinner was a cheeky cad!

“0Of course; he always is!* ag
pacifically. .

“He drew a rotten picture of me!™

Bob chuckled. #

“ That picture on the board?” he asked.

“0Oh, you've seen it2*

“Yes, I saw it. It was cheeky 3
and all rot, but it was funny, wasn
“It didn’t strike me as funny.”
“Oh, come, it was funny enough,

and
Skinner knows how to draw, too.” said Bob

* Some of hia caricatures are jolly ne

arly
good as the pictures in comies. He

me once with feet like a giant: tI1d t
mind. I know I've got good-sized feet—
better than Skinner's stumpy hoofs. 8

you didn't give him that nose for drawing
4 comie picture?”

¥es, 1 did>

“Well, it's no bizney of mine,” said Bob,
though his expression changed a little. “ Let's
go and rag Coker!”

“8o you agree with Nugent?”

‘““Eh? What’s the good of jawing? Coker
will be getting through that rehearsal if we
don’t buck up!”

“Hang Coker and his silly rehearsal!”™ ex-
claimed Wharton irritably.

“Well, we ean’t hang him, but we can rag
him,” said Bob amicably. * The window's
open, you know, on the quad, and we can
zet in a volley before they know we’re there.
Then Coker's Hamlet will have a sad ending,
after all!”»

‘“ Skinner was .a cheeky cad!” said Harry.
“He caught hold of my arm when I was
taking down his foolery from the board, and
I hit out !>

‘“Well, he deserves it for a lot of other
things,” said Bob.

‘“He deserves it for that!”

“What a chap you are to argue, Whar-
ton !

*“0Oh, it's my rotten temper, of course!”
said Wharton. “I can see that that's in
your mind. But I think a chap in my own
study might stand by me, and not join those
cackling cads against his own pal!>

“ What’s the good of jawing?” said Nugent.
“You were hasty, and that's all about it!”

“1 wasn’t hasty!”

“Well, you weren't, then,” said
patiently. “Is that satisfactory?

Wharton threw himself into his chair again,
his brow very dark,

“Come on!” said Bob anxiously.

“For goodness’ sake, don’t play the giddy
ox!” exelaimed Nugent. I suppose in
not bound to approve of everything von de
You know jolly well that you oughtin't
have knocked Skinner down, as he’s a w
rotter, and can’t stand up to you! It
the game to hit a echap who can't tackle
you !*

““So I don't play the gdme?”

“I don’t say that, and you know it. If
you want it quite plain, I think you ought
to tell Skinner you're sorry!”

“I'm not sorry!” S

“Well, you ought to be!” said. Nugen
tartly. “You stand any amount of cheel
from Bunter, becaunse he’s a fat idiot. W
couldn’t you keep your temper with Skinn
over a harmless joke?”

“It wasn't a harmless joke!
amuse me*so much as it amuses
you see!” 5

‘“Oh, don't be an ass,
Bob uneomfortahly.
grinning at a joke?
Skinner's picture of me with
Hun !> >

“That was different.” -

“Well, I don’t see it. And since you've
asked me whether I agree with Nugent, I
do. It was altogether too thick to knock

(Continued on page 16.)

Frank im-

It doesn't
you and Bob,

you know!” said
“What’s the harm in
I saw you grinning over
feet like a
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By Billy Bunter.
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Y DEAR READERS,—This week I
am in my element, for I have to
deal with a toppick which is very
dear to my hart. Cookery is my

“forty,” as they say in France. I never had
0 l‘mm the cullinary arts, for I am a born
cook.

When I look around, and see the appalling

iggnerence of the Greyfriars fellows in the
matter of cookery, it makes me shudder, I
don't beleeve there is a single fellow in the
Remove barring mysel! who knows how to
cook a dinner.
Take Bob Cherry, for instance.
play footer—after "a fashion,
Ie can box, he can swim,
form Jimmynasticks, but
Dress him up in a shefi’s
him into the school kitchen, and ask him to
prepare dinner for three hundred fellows,
and he will ring his hands helplessty.

Our cisterm of eduecation is all wrong. They
teach a fellow Lattin and Greek——dum
langwidges which are no good to him either
now or afterwards. .They teach him jog-
by and histery and mathmatticks. But
would never dreem of holding cookery
ssons in the Form-room,

Time after time I have pointed out to the
orthorities that a chap who can't cook is a
worthless member of Sossiety. What's going
to happen to him if he goes on a camping-
out eggspedition, and has to cook his own
giub? He'll be absolutely done.

Sooner or later the Head will wake up to
the fact that cookery lessons ought to be
part and parsel of the school Reggie Mee.
Meanwhile, the fellows are being left to
wallow in iggnerence.

The fuburists tell us that in years to come
there will be no cookery, bekawse we shall
take all our food in tabloid form. Fancy
sitting down to a dinner of mizzerable little
tabloids! Give me the good roast heef of
Old Ingland! T'm not*a glutten by any
means, but I do like my meals to be sollid
and substantial, The mere thought of
tabloid-feeding sends cold shivers down my
spine. =

Can you imagine what the kings and
trenchermen of the past would be like if
they lived on tabloid foodstuffs? Take old

He can
He can run,
and he can per-
he can’t cook!
attire, and send

King Alfy. I know a lot about him, for
he is a fellow after my ownm heart. He
would sit down at the board soon after

rising in the morning, and, with a gather-
ing of good, all-round trenchermen, carry
a feast right through the day without a
stop and far into the night, and without
feeling tired or uncomfortable, It does my
heart good to read about this jolly chap.
Who was Baron Bunturrede Bunturre ?
The famous trencherman of the fourteenth
century. He and his followers sat to feed
ab the beginning of the week, and were still
haugry five days after. That's going some !
I wish I could follow the example of my
ancesters, and there would not be a happier
fellow in the world than °
Your sinseer pal,
YOUR EDIFOR,

ASSISTED
BY HIS
FOUR FAT

BRI HRORRORAR
A DINER’S DIARY!

{Some extracts from the
diary of Samuel Bunter.)
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MONDAY,

Overslept, and came down late for brekker.
The rashers were cold, and some mizzerable
little sneek-theef had perloined my eggs! 1
felt fammished all the morning, and fainted
three times in the Form-room, owing to lack
of nurrishment, But I had six helpings of
pie for dinner, aad that pulled me together
again.

TUESDAY.
A dreadful day. Woke up with toothake,
and had to go to the dentist’s and have it

distracted. Konsequently, I was unable fo
eat anything more sollid than bred-and-
milk, I'm s0 weak and fammished this

evening that I cia scarcely hold a pen!

WEDNESDAY,

Back to the normal dict to-day, thaunk
gooduess! Pork chops for dinner. I love
pork cheps, and I pitctied into them with
relish—and apple-sauce! This afternoon I
was walking along urtfield High Street
when a kindly old gent—wbhose name must
have been either Phil Anthropist or Ben
Evvolence—took me into the bunshop and
stood me a ripping feed. 1 shall bless him
till my dyeing day!

THURSDAY.

Dicky Nugent reseeved a tuck-hamper
from the old folks at home, and we had a
glorious spread in the Second Torm dorm,
I ate halt the kontents of the hamper, and
the other half was divided amongst the
remainder of the fellows.

FRIDAY.

I went into the school kitchen and told
the cook a tail of woe. 1 kidded her that
I had missed brekker and- dinner through
beigg late, and she took kompassion on me,

(Continyed on col, 3.)
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DINING-HALL
DITTIES !

By Dick Penfold.

HERY, was a
Skinner.
Who couldn’t demolish his dinner,
Like the famous Jack Sprat
He wouldn’t eat fat,
And now he’s perceptibly thinner!

3

young fellow named’

Though Bunter declares he's no glution,
He loves a good meal of roast mutton,
One day, in his greed, = %
He devoured such a feedis
He exploded and burst every buiton!

An amateur cook named Dick Rake
Was given some dumplings to bake,
They weren’t a suecess,
For he qguite failed to guess
The number of minutes they'd take!

A weedy young fellow named Snoop
Had a rooted aversion to s0up.

With a fierce Hymn of Hate

He threw down his plate,
Aud now he bas gone through the hoop!

A fag in the second named Gatty
Could never stand meat that was
1f it chanced to be lean
He would say, “ All serene!”
I fatty, then Gatty was ratty!

fatty.

A burly F¥iith-Former named Potter
With fury grew hotter and hotter,
¢ Some villain,”" said he,
“Has put salt in my tea.

Ul flatten his features, the rotter!”
92002290020002990008922000903 _
(Continued from previous column.)
and let me spend a havpy half-hour in the
larder. 1 came out feeling like a toy balloon
that’s been blown up to bursting-point!

SATTERDAY, :

Our fags’ eleven happened to be playing
at St. Jim's. I accompanied the feami as
sixth. resserve, and took part in the hansom -
spread that was provided «by the St. Jim's
fellow Taking the ruff with the smooth,
this has been a jolly good week in the
matter of grubb!
C0000000000020008905080059005
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9 Billy Bunters WecklyE\ §

BILLY BUNTER:

My faverite dinner is rather a com-
plickated affair. It starts off with a
plate of tomatoe soop, followed by
“*horse doovers.” Then comes whitebait
or a Dover Moul follo“ed by what the
French call “on- hav But it needn’t
be on a tray. Personally, 1 prefer it on
the table! After the “on-tray ” I like
a young spring chicken—a whole one—
with stuffing and bread sauce and
several kinds of veggetables. By this
time I am getting nicely into my stride.
For dessert, there’s nothing to beat a
jam roly-poly pooding, unless it’s a
dish of apple-dumplings.  Then I like a
few tasty jam-tarts to wind up with.
After such a dinner I feel fighting fit,
and fear no foe in shining armer! But
such dinners come my way very seldom
—more’s the pity!

Oﬂe /mzn s meal /s anotber rraﬂ.r‘
orsore, T e [froftr of /“/.7/5‘

¥ cdage /s porre oo Ly /4

wews pubpstbed be/a?-

ALONZO TODD:

My Uncle charnln has urged upon
me the necessity of eschewing—not
chewing !~—such things as chops and
steaks, and becoming a fruitarian; that
is to say, a person who derives all his
nutrition from the kindly fruits of the
earth. I have adopted this plan, and I
can honestly say I feel much better for
it. What choicer meal could you have
than a handful of seedless raisins, or a
rosc-red apple carefully pceled and
dissected? I shall avoid meat in
future, and I have no doubt that by
so doing I shall develop into a big
strong man like Sandow !

DICK PENFOLD:
“Man wants but little here below,”
5o runs the ancient ballad;
The finest dish that I could wish—
A little lobster salad!

LORD MAULEVERER:

My favourite dinner consists of thin
clear soup, because you don t have the
beastly fag of carving’it! When it's

tough” chicken or tough rabbit for
dinner I groan inwardly, because I
know what a spell of hard labour

awaits me! I shall have to employ a
fag to do all my carving for me, and
then feed me with a spoon. That seems
quite a capital idea, begad !

WILLIAM GOSLING:

“Wot I says is this ’ere. I don’t be-
lieve in all these foolish fads an’ fancies.
One meal’s- as good as another, that's
wot I says. Lvelsthm comes alike to
me. Whether it’s duck an’ green peas
for dmnm or jest a modest snack of
bread an’ cucese, I’'m quite contented.
I'm wot they calls a philosopher.
Matter of fact, solid food don't interest
me werry much. Liquid food is more
in my line! I drank a lovely dinner of
‘ome-brewed ale to-day!”

FELIX (the kitchen cat):

I am very fond of fish cutlets, and T
have a strong partiality for ste“ed
rabbit. As for mice, I wouldn’t give a
“Thank you !” for them dead or alive !
Too much fag to catch mice, when so
many lovely snacks can be had in the
school kitchen. T'm getting awfully
fat this winter, It’s a case of

“Felix keeps on stuffing
Keeps on stuffing still ! i
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OW would you like to have to
prepare meals for three hun-
dled ‘hungry schoolboys ?

is a colossal ta_sk
although I haye plenty of assistance 1n

and,

the school kitchen, I am frequently
driven off my head with worry.

The three hundred boys at this school
have varying tastes. A dinner which is

deliclous to some is 1egu1ded with
loathing by others. I don’t think I have
eyver yet “cooked a dinner which has

given Tniversal satisfaction.

Last Wednesday I made some curry.
It was a bitterly cold day, and I con-
sidered that curry would go down well.
But directly dinner was over my kitchen
was invaded by a horde of grumbling
schoolboys.

“I am SOWWY to have to'lodge a com-
plumt ma’am,” said Master D’Arcy,

‘but the cuw wy was the absolute Timiit |
You may be a hot-stuff cook but I'd
wathah you didn’t make any “hot stuff ’
in future!”

s Hear, hear !” said Master Blake. “1
took a spoonful of the beastly stuﬁ
and it burnt my tongue so badly sbat I
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had to drink about three pints of water
to cool myself down !”

“‘pxt time it’s curry for dinner,
f ma’am,” said Master Lowther, “give
us fair waening, so that we can escape
the terrible ordeal by running away
from St. Jim’s!”

The only boy who expressed his de-
lighted approval of the curry was

Master Koumi Rao, who comes from
India. Curry is a favourite dish in
India. I heard from a reliable source

that Master Koumi Rao devoured six
helpings.

Roast beef and Yorkshire pudding is
a dinner that finds favour with many.
Others prefer roast lamb and mint
sauce. Whenever it happens to be beef
for dinner I get called over the coals
by the lamb-lovers, and when it’s lamb
for dinner the beef-lovers swarm into
the kitchen and tell me in blunt lan-
guage what they think of me!

I always have great difficulty in
arranging the desserts. Some boys, like
Master Bunter, are crazy on plum-
puddings and dumplings. They eat
several of them at one meal—I don’t
wonder that their figures are round,
just like the pudding they eat. Many
of the boys, and especially the seniors,
like fruit, cooked or otherwise. They
must think it is more dignified to toy
with an apple than dig into the depths
of a dumpling, or explore the mysteries
of the jam-turnover.

Peisonally I would sooner serve the
boys who like fruit, for that is a dessert

that requires less work. - Do not think

‘“ DINNER FOR THREE HUNDRED!”

An article describing some of the trials and tribulations or
my daily round.

JIM’S COOK.

that by this remark I do not like work-
ing. The kitchen is my palace, my
ngdom and I am never so hapm as
when I am working in it. But one does
like to serve a light dessert after a
heavy dinner that has taken many
hours of preparation and cooking.

My most frequent visitors are Master
Wynn and Master Trimble. They are
always complaining that they never get
sufficient food to keep body and soul
together. Master Trimble declares he is
wasting away to a shadow: but I can
see no outward and visible signs of it!

It is useless for boys to come and
beseech me to provide them with a
secret “spread” in the kitchen, when
they have just eaten an enormous
dinner in the dining-hall. The school
food is' excellent, both as regards
quality and quantlty—and no boy has
a right to complain,

Believe me, the life of a cook at a
public school is not a bed of roses. My
assistants frequently go on strike, and
leave me to bear the whole burden
myself.

I have written this article while the
apple dumplings are cooking for to-
day’s dinner. 1 have a horrid fear that
they are overdone, and that the pastry
is scorched. So I must hurry up and
finish.

I consider that a school cook ought to
be paid a very big salary, because of
the tremendous 1mportance of her work.
They say that the pen is mightier than
the sword; and in my opinion! the
rolling-pin is mightier than both!’
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Loder of the Sixth looked into

Study No. 7 in the Remove

passage. -There was no response.

The study appeared to be untenanted.

Just as Loder was about to withdraw,

however, there was a muffled sneezo
from underneath the table.

Billy Bunter had heard footsteps
approaching, and his trained ear had
told him that those- footsteps were
Loder’s. Fearing that Loder had come
for his impot, which had not yet been
written, Buuter had promptly taken
refuge under the table.

Hearing that muffled sneeze, the pre-
fect took a quick stride towards the
table.

“Come out, you young sweep!” he
roared.

“Ow! TI—Pm
Bunter. v

Loder groped under the table, and his
hand came into contact with a fat leg.
He tugged at it, and the rest of Bunter's
anatomy came into view by instalments.

“Why were you hiding, you young
idiot?” demanded Loder. “You've
nothing to be afraid of. I’m not going
to eat you!”

“I—1 thought yow’d come to collect
the impot,” stammered Bunter, scram-
bling to his feet. “It—it isn’t quite
finished yet, Loder.”

“Never mind the impot,” said Loder,
“Cut it out. I've something more
important for you to do. They tell me,
Bunter, that you're rather a dab at
cooking.”

Bunter brightened up at once. He
fairly beamed at the prefect.

“Yes, 'm a jolly good cook, Loder,”
he said. “I can cook anything from a
tadpole to a four-course dinner.”

“Well, Pm having a little dinner in
my study,” explained Loder. “Carnec
and Walker are coming along. Do you
think you could make a rabbit-pie for
the occasion? I've spoken to Mrs.
Kebble, and she says you can have the
use of the kitchen, and she’ll supply the
ingredients.”

“Good !” said Bunter. “I’ll make you
s really ripping rabbit-pie, Loder. A
perfectly priceless pie that will melt in
your mouth. And what would you like
to follow ? Apple-dumplings ?”

“Can you make apple-dumplings?”

“Can a duck swim? Tl make you a
delicious dinner. You’ll vote it the
finest feed you've ever sat down to!”

“Go ahead, then,” said Loder. See
that everything’s ready by seven o’clock.
And mind you don’t help yourself to any
of the grub after it’s been cooked. If
you do there will be trouble

“Oh, really, Loder! I'm not in the
habit of sneaking another fellow’s grub.
You can safely leave everything to me.
That rabbit-pie will be all ready for
carving ab seven o'clock. I’ll get busy
right away.?

And Billy' Bunter rolied out of the
etudy.

On his way to the school kitchen he
encountered his minor Sammy.

é E S Bunter here?”

not here!” groaned

/

“I say, Sammy, what would you say

to a first-class feed—rabbit-pie, with
apple-dumplings to follow 27’

“I'd say ‘Thank you very much?!
said Sammy. ‘“But what are you get-
ting at, Billy? You know jolly iell
there’s no chance of a feed.”

“Yes, there is—honest Injun!” said
Billy. “Be outside Loder’s study a few
minutes after seven, and you’ll see that
I'm not kidding.”

“All right!” said Sammy, his eyes
sparkling at the prospect of rabbit-pie
and apple-dumplings. “I'll be there I

Billy nodded cheerfully to his minor
and went along to the kitchen. Arrived
there *he peeled off his coat and rolled
up his sleeves and donned a white apron.

Walking to the window, Bunter
saw the terror-stricken seniors
heading for the gates.

He found all the ingredients ready to
hand, as Loder had promised. He had
the kitchen to himself for the time
being, and was able to set to work with-
out interruption.

Billy Bunter was a splendid cook. e
did not need to' consult any of the dog-
eared cookery books which stood on the
kitchen shelf. Bunter had nothing to
learn from Mrs. Beeton.

Within a couple of hours Bunter had
made the pie—a perfect peach of a pie,
as he expressed it.

The apple-dumplings had also been
prepared, and they were done to a turn.

Billy Bunter removed his apron and
put on his coat and carried the pie and
the dumplings on a tray to Loder's
study.

It was now seven o’clock, and Loder
and his guests had arrived. They were
famished; and the sight of that pie was
particularly pleasing. The savoury
odour it emitted was more to be desired
than all the fragrant perfumes of the
Bast.

“Oh, good!” said Loder, in tones of
great satisfaction. “That pie’s as near
perfection as it’s possible for a pie to
be.” :

Loder carved the pie and served por-

tions to Carne and Walker. Then he
treated himself to a generous helping.

" Billy Bunter lingered in the door-
way. He waited until each of the seniors
had eaten a few mouthfuls. Then he
spoke.

“What does it taste like, Loder?”?

“Top-hole !” mumbled Loder, with his
mouth full,

“Don’t you feel a pain?”

“Eh? *Why should T feel a pain?”?
asked Loder, in alarm.

“ Well, some people can’t stand rabbit
unless it’s fresh. Tt gives them severe
internal pains. I’ve even known fellows
to be poisoned through eating stale
rabbit.”

The three seniors dropped their knives
and forks with a clatter. They stared at
Billy Bunter with horror-stricken eyes.

“You—you mean to say this rabbit
isn't fresh 7 asked Loder, aghast,

“Fresh? T should say not! I saw
this same rabbit hanging up in the
kitchen at the back end of the term.”

The seniors were on their feet now.
They had turned quite-pale.

“We—we've been poisoned!” gasped
Carne! “I'm beginning to feel awfully
queer inside !” :

“ Same here !” groaned Walker,

There was nothing wrong with the
three seniors, really. It was auto-sugges-
tion that was making them feel queer.
Bunter had told them that the rabbit
had been hanging about all the term,
and they at once imagined they were ill.

Loder gave Bunter a glare that was
almost hidmicidal.
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“You young villain!”? he roared.
“Do you realise what you've done?
You've poisoned us!”?

“Oh, really Loder——* -

“I’'m going to the doctor at once!"
said Loder.

Loder rushed out of the study, and
Walker and Carne followed hard on his
heels.

Walking to the window, Bunter saw
the seniors heading for the school gates.
He chuckled softly, and then, going to
the door, he glanced out into the
passage. Sammy was there.

“It’s all serene!” said Billy gleefully.
“Step inside, Sammy, my boy, and
sve’ll have the feed of our lives I

And they did. The rabbit-pie dis-
appeared as if by magic, and the apple-
dumplings went the way of the pie.

An hour later Loder & Co: returned
from TFriardale. They had heen to sce
Dr. Short. who assured them that there
was no question of their .having been
poisoned. =

Then i dawned on ILoder that the
affair was nothing but a clever ruse on
Bunter’s part to get the seniors out of
the way.

Loder spent the rest of the evening
looking for Bunter. But the Owl of the
Remove, wise in his generation, had
hidden himself from mortal ken until
bedtime.

THE END.
THE PoruLiR.—No. 314.
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Skinner down. You might have pulled his
¢ar. But you really hurt him! »

“1 didn't mean to hurt him,” said Wharton,
flushing. “I suppose you'll be ecalling me a
bully next!»

** Well, you did hurt him, and he’ll be
wearing that nose for a week. But, for
goodness’ sake, don’t let’s hegin ragging over
a worm like Skinner! Let's go and help
Coker with-his rehearsal!”

““Hang Coker!”
oure not coming?”?

Ny 127

- Well, don’t, then!” said Bob tartly; and
he left the study. =

Nugent made a movement to follow him,
but hesitated.

“ Better come along, Wharton!”

“I'm not coming,” said Wharton grimly.
“You've as good as called me a bully, and
you say I don’t play the game. I expect
you to take that back!™

Nugent paused.

““You put the words into my mouth,”’ he
said. “ Al I said was that you acted hastily,
and that you ought to tell Skinner you're
sorry ! =

“Well, until you think differently, you
needun’t trouble to speak to me again!” said
Wharton savagely. = -

Nugent looked at him. His own temper
was very patient, but it was rising now;
but he checked the words on his lips. He
did not wish the breach to go any further,
if it could be helped. He quitted the study
without another word.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Mischief Makers !

13 OW-0W! Wow!” :
Thus Skinner, as he sat in his
study and rubbed his nose ten-

derly.

Tis nose had swollen a Iittle, and it was
very red and very tender. Harry Wharton
fiad hardly realised how much force he had
put into the blow; but Skinner, naturaliy,
had fully realised it.

Bolsover major and Snoop and Stott had
come to sympathise, but sympathy did not
help his painful nose.

“ Well, how are you feeling?»
sover major.

“ Rotten!” growled Skinner.

“How’s your nose?” asked Snoop.

¢ Look at it!»

“We've been talking about it,” said Bol-
sover major, “ We're your friends, Skinner:
We're not going to see you treated like
that.”

**Certainly not!” chimed in Snoop.
“Who's Wharton, to take it on himself to
knock down a chap at his own sweet will?
Might have been me!”

“Or me, or Bolsover,” observed Stott.

“Not me!” said Bolsover. ‘ Wharton
would think twice before he punched my nose.
He punched Skinner's nose because Skinney
takes it lying down.”

Vell, he did liec down, and no mistake!”
““He, he, he!”

“What can I do?” growled Skinnmer. ¢1I
suppose you don’t think. can lick the beast,
do you? He can make rings round me!”

“You can try.”

“0Oh, rot!”

“It isn't rot!” said Bolsover major.
“That's what we've come about, Skinner.
‘You can’t be treated like this. I suppose
Wharton isn’t (Grand Panjandrum and
Brother of the Sun and Moon, like the Em-
peror of China. He hadn’t any right to
punch your nose, I suppose. You've got to
call him to account.”

“Oh, rot!” grunted Skinner, He began
to have a glimmering of the purpose of this
friendly visit, and it made him uneasy.

. “Now, look here. Skinner, Wharton
knocked you down, didn't he?”
< “Yes!” snarled Skinner.

“You ean’t take it quietly.”

_“I prefer to say-nothing aboub the matter.
You know I can't taclkle him.”

‘“Yes, you can. And I'll be your second.>

“We'll all back yeu up, Skinney !

Skinner gritted his teeth.

. “I'm jolly well no$ going to fight Wharton,
if that’s what you mean! After all, I don’t
* THE Popurar.—No. 314,

asked Bol-

suppose he really meant it. He was in a
temper.”’

“Turning the other cheek—what?* sneered
Snoop.

“You've heen knocked down,” roared Bol-
sover major, “and I can jolly well tell you,
Skinner, that if you take it quietly, you'll
jolly soon be knocked down again! If vou
like it, I'll give you some of it!”

“Look here—*»

“ You won't get hurt much,” said Bolsover
contemptuously. “You'll fight.with the
gloves on. What are you afraid of?”

“I—I'm not afraid I”* mumbled the unhappy
Skinner. © But—but—"

*“But—but!” mimicked Bolsover. A
fellow punches your nose, and you're not
afraid; but yon let him do it. You'll have
every fag at Greyfriars punching your nose
after this, if you don’t stand up for yourself.
We're your friends, and we're not going to
see you disgrace yourself. I know I'm not
going to pal with a funk, for one!”

“I'm not a funk! But—but I can’t tackle
him!” said Skinner desperately, ¢ He knew
I couldn’t tackle him, or he wouldn’t have
done it.”

“You've got to stand up for yourself. Sup-
pose Loder of the Sixth punched Wharton's
nose, do you think he’d take it quietly?
He’s got no more chance against Loder than
you have against him. But he'd fight till
he was knocked into a cocked hat rather
than have his nose punched. A chap is sup-
posed to consider his personal dignity a bit,
even if he gets a licking for it. Wharton
will lick you right enough, but you'll have
shown that you’re not a fellow to be knocked
about without some trouble to follow.”

*““That’s all very well. But 2

“Oh, don't keep on butting like a billy-
goat!” said Bolsover major impatiently.
““Taekle Wharton, like a decent ehap. You
might lick him—after all, you're a bit bigger
than he is—if you've got the pluck. But if
he licks you, youwll have everybody on your
side. The feilows will say you couldn’t have
done more. And it will be up against Whar-
ton, fighting a chap who's not his match.
It’s enough to bring him off his perch.”

Skinner shifted uncomfortably in his chair.
He realised the cunning of Bolsover’s little
scheme. It was such a scheme as he might
have thought of himself, with another fellow
as principal. But he was to get the licking
in the scheme, and that made all the differ-
ence.

“Still; if you like to have your nose
punched, that’s a different thing!>” said the
bully of the Remove scornfully. “I'll jolly
well punch it myself, if that’s the case. As a
matter of fact, you're my pal, and you've
got to fight Wharton, or else fight me! You
can’t disgrace me by backing down.”

“You want to use me to score over Whar-
ton,” growled Skinner. “I'm jolly well not
going to be used!”

“Oh, have a little pluck, do! I suppose
you're not a worm, to be trodden on when-
ever Mr. Magnificent Wharton pleases?*

“I'm not a punch-ball, to be thumped in
the gym !>

“You'll be thumped in this study if you
don’t show a bit of pluck! You'll have fags
in the Third puiling your ear next. Have a
little pluck !>

Skinner crimsoned.

“I'm not afraid of him, hang him!
Oonly—>

“ Well, give me a message for him, and
I'll take it,” said Bolsover major. Suppose

you agree to let the matter drop if he
apologised? That's fair, You can't do
less.”

“ Nothing less than that,” said Snoop.

Skinner gritted his teeth. He was in the
hands of the Philistines. Bolsover major did
not mean to let that opportunity pass for
scoring over the fellow whom he regarded
as his rival.

Skinner reflected that he might as well be
licked by Wharton as by Bolsover major—
for that was really his choice.

And certainly there was a revengeful satis-
faction in placing the captain of the Remove
still more hopelessly in the wrong, and ex-
hibiting him in the light of a bully.

A victory over Skinner would not rebound
to Wharton's credit, while a fight would cer-
tainly give Skinner a leg-up. It would show
pluck. Not many fellows in the Remove were
keen to face Wharton in a serious contest,
though there were plenty who would have
been ready to do so for good cause,

Skinner had cause enough—there was no
doubt about that. He woguld be licked, but
he would fall with glory.” But it was the
licking that Skinner disliked!

But he made up his mind.

“Well,” said Bolsover, whe had
wabehing  Skinner’s e with- cons
amusement, “you oing to take if

“Well, I suppose it’s up to me!” gru
Skinner ungraciou

be

id

“Of course it is! Shal I take him a
message?”?
“-Give him the chance of saying he's

sorry ! said Skinner uuneasil
“Oh, I'll do that, of cour g
sover. < If the Great Magnificent
climb down, all serene!”
And Bolsover & (o. left the study. leav-
ing Skinner in a very anxious frame of mine

e
o

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Declined !

ARRY WHARTON'S brows
tracted darkly as Bolsover m:
stamped into the study and ae-
livered Skinner’s challenge.

There was an uncomfortable silence in the
study.

Frank Nugent looked out of the window.
Bob Cherry began to hum a tune. Johnay
Bull and Hurree Singh looked very uncom-
fortable. This sudden news had put a
damper on the success of the raid upon
Coker & Co.

Bolsover major looked round with a jeering
expression.  Skinner’s challenge was ex.
tremely unwelcome in the study. For that
reason it afforded tihe amiable Bols
keen pleasure to bring it there. Bolsover's
fixed opinion was that Wharton badly wanted
pulling down off his perch. He was prepared
to do anything he could towards that very
desirable end.

“Well,” said Bolsover, “you're not in a
hurry to speak, Wharton! 1 suppose you're
going to meet Skinmer Of course, vou can
apologise if you like.?”

“I shall do nothing of the kind, and you
know it!” said Wharton tartly.

“ Ther you'll meet Skinuer in the gym?®>

There was a pause.

“No, I won't!” said the captain of
Remove at last.

“You won't?" ejaculated Bolsover major.
No; 1 don’t want to fight Skinner.”

“Don't you thisk that you oughf to have
thought about that before you kuocked him
down?>

“That’s my business, not yours!”

Bolsover major snorted.

¢ All serene! You punch a fellow's nose,
and you refuse to fight him afterwards®' I
Suppose a cominon or garden member of the
Form isn’t quite fit for you to 1a
dainty fingers on—what? The id
Remove chaps to be knocked oy
skittles whenever Mr.
is in a temper—hey?”

“O0h, don't be a silly ass!?

“ Well, you can't run the Remove on those
lines!” said Bolsover major emphatically.
“1f you punch a chap’s nose, you'll have to
answer for it! You can't refuse Skinners
challenge I

“1 do refuse it!”

“1 suppose you're not afraid of Skinner?”

Wharton laughed involuntarily. He did
not think that anybody at Greyfriars would
suppose that he was afraid of Skinner.

“You can think so if you like,” he said,
shrugging his shoulders.

“1 dare say the fellows will think you'ra
funking.”

¢ Let them!”

: like
Magnificent Wharton

“You don't care twopence what the
Remove  thinks, I suppose?”’ snorted
Bolsover. .

i

‘Not three-halfpence !

S0 that’s your answer?”

“Yes. And I don’t believe Skinner wanted
to send me a challenge, either! Some mis-
chief-making cad has egged him on to
do it!”

“ Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.

Bolsover major turned crimgon.

“ Well, the matter won't end here:!” he

said. “I'll take your answer back to
Skinner. Skinner's my pal, and I'm seeing

him through! I dare say youll make up
Your mind to fight him when he tweaks your
nose in public !’

And Bolsover major stamped out of the
study, disappointed and furious. Silence fol.
lowed his departure. Wharton looked round
at his friends.

“1 suppose you fellows don't think that
I ought to fight Skinner?” he asked. * You
knoxr that weedy waster can’t stand up to
me.

#That’s true enough,” said Bob,




Every Tuesday

THE POPULAR.

‘““ What do you think, Nugent ?**

Nugent made an uncomfortable movement,
* You oughtn't to fight him,” he said.
Skinner's no mateh for you, but——’
“Oh, out with iti”

“You ought to tell him you're sorry, and
let the matter end.”

‘“ Apologise, you mean?”

“ Well, yes.”

“ And when should I hear the end of it
if I apologised to a crawling worm like
Skinner?” growled Wharton.

“That isn’t the point. 1t’s up to a chap
who’s in the wrong to admit it.”

“So I'm in the wrong?

““Yes, I think so. Ask the other fellows.”

“I can see you're all against me!” said
Wharton hitterly.

“Well, I think you’re an
Johnny Bull, who was famous for
markably candid speech.

“ Same here,” assented Bob.

“The sameiuln is terrifie!?

‘Wharton gave chums a
left the study without re
looked at one ancther grimly.

“What a blessed storm in a
growled Johnny Bull.

“Oh, blow Skinner!™. gaid Bob Clerry.
“I've a jolly good mind to go and give him
another on the same spot !>

Nugent did not speak.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bu]l and Hurree
Singh went along to-their own quarters, and
Nugent was left alone., He was in a very
uncomfortable mood.

Wharton did not return to the study.

- There was a breach between the two chums
now, and Frank had a miserahble feeling that
the split in the study would widen instead
of healing.

He looked round frowningly as footsteps
reared the door. Skinner, with his arm
linked in Bolsolver major’s, appeared there,
Snoop and Stott bringing up the rear.

* Wharton here?”’ demanded Bolsover,
looking tound the study. < Hallo! Where
has he hidden himself ?*?

*“He hasn’t hidden himself, and you know
it!” snapped Nugent.

“ Well, where is he? Skinner wants to see
him—don’t you Skinney?”

“ Ye-es,” said Skinner, not at all enthusi-
astically.

“Find out!” growled Nugent.

ass!?” said
bis re-

s

< look, and
The four

teacup !**

“Come on, you fellows!” said Bolsover
major. “We’ll find himm! We’ll see whether

he won’t fight a chap after punching his
nose !** <

Boisover & Co. marched off downstairs to
look for the captain of the Remove. Frank
KNugent, after some moments’ hesitation, fol-
lowed them.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Fight

ARRY WHARTON was in the junior
Common-room. He had sat down
to play chess with Mark Linley
when the enemy arrived. His face

wasg still very moody, His temper had placed
him in a false position, and he realised it;
but he was not prepared to extricate himself
from it by undergoing the humiliation
Bolsover had planncd for him. He could not
lick Skinner without discredit to himself, yet
it was impossible to avoid the challenge if
Skinner persisted in it. And Skinner was
quite under Bolsover’s thumb, and the bully
of the Remove was determined not to let
the matter drop. And the feeling that the
general opinion v against him only added
to the angry obstinacy in Wharton's breast.

““Here he isi” announced Bolsover, as he
led his flock into the Common-room.
“You're wanted, Wharton!”

Wharton’s eyes were fixed on the chess-
board, and he kept them there.

“ Perhaps the Magnificent One will kindly
give us his noble attention for a few
moments ?” suggested Snoop.

And there was a laugh.

Wharton did not look up.

* Wharton!*® roared Bolsover.

XNo wer.

“ Skinver wants to speak to you!?

v

“Can't ¢ inner speak for himself 7" sug-
gested Veraon-Smith,  Has Skinner engaged
99

yoi: as his trumpeter, Bolsover?

“You shut up, Smithy! Skinner has chal-
lenged Wharton, and Wharton isn't going to
funk it!» >

Wharton looked up at last.

. “If you've come here looking for trouble,
Bolsover, I'm your man!’” he said quietly.
“I'm ready to step inte the gym whenever
Yyou please!”

“ You can't get out of it like that ** said

g
—

oS

=

N

THE HEROISM OF A SNEAK.
Skinner. **RNo!?’
fist lashed out at Wharton’s face.

muttered Wharton.
Wharton’s hand whipped up like lightning,
and Skinner’s wrist was caught before the blow reached its mark.
Chapter 6.)

“ Will you fight me, Wharton 2 *’ said

‘“ Then take that!’’ Skinner’'s

(See

Bolsover coolly. ¢ Skinner’s the injured
party! Look at his nose, you fellows!”

“ Well, it does lock a picture!” grinned
Hazeldene.

Skinner rubbed his nose and scowled.
ipeak up, Skinner!”’ chimed in Treluce.
‘i've sent you a challenge, Wharton!”
said Skinner.

Bolsover major had pinched his arm as a
hint to get to business

“I've refused it,” said Wharton.

“ You punched my npose.”

‘“ You asked for it!”

L, draw it mild!” said Ogilvy. - You
can’t refuse, Wharton. What the dickens!
You can't punch fellows’ mnozes as you
please !>’

“You'll have to fight Skinner if he in-
sists !> said Russell. © You should have kept
your paws to yourself, you know!”’

“When I want your opinion I'Il ask for
it, Rassell!”

“T'll give it to you withoub heing asked!™
exclaimed Russell angrily. “‘ You're acting
like a cheeky bully!*

“Hear, hear!” chimed in Billy DBunter.
“ Really, Wharton, I'm surprised at you! I
should advise Skinner to punch your nose, as
you did his! In Skinner's place, I should
certainly lick you, Wharton !

Wharton laughed; he could not Lelp it.
The fat aind unwieldy Owl of the Remove was
not likely to lick anybody.

“Go it, Skinner!” said Bolsover major
encouragingly, and giving the unfortunate
Skinner’s arm another twist. by way of
further encouragement. e

“Look here, Wharton, you've got to fight
or apologise!” gaid Skinner.

“I won't do either!”

“Well, I'll give you the coward’s blow,
then ! gasped Skinner.

Wharton’s eyes glinted.

“ You'd better not, Skinner!””

“ Will you fight me?”

i3 N0:77

“Then take that!” .

Skinner's fist lashed out at Wharton's set
face. Wharton's hand whipped up like light-
ning, and Skinner’s wrist was caught before:
the blow could reach its ‘mark. Skinner
struggled to free his hand, but he could
not. He lashed out with the other band,
and his other wrist was caught in a grip
like a vice. Then Skinner was helpless. He
wriggled and struggled in Wharton's grasp,
but in vain, and there was®a how! of
laughter from the juniors. The dramatic
coward’s blow could not be struck under the
circomstances. ;

Whartou looked grimly at Skinner's
flushed, furious face. The humiliation of his
position, held like an infant in a stronger
grip, roused Skinner to fury, and he forgot
his desire to, avoid the fight. He struggled
desperately to release his liands.

¢ Let mg go, you rotter!” he shouted.

Wharton smided contemptuously.

““Help me, Bolsover, you rotter ! panted
Skinner.

*“Let him go, Wharton!?

““ Mind your own business !

“Then I'll jolly well make you!»

Bolsover major made a grasp ab Wharton,
and he had to let Skinuer go. He turned to
Bolsover angrily, and as he did so Skinner
struck him full iir the face. The blow caught,
him by surprise, and he reeled back over his
chizir and rolled on the floor

TEE Porurar.—No. 314,
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There was a buzz as Wharton went down.
Skinner, almost scared at what he had done,
stood blinking at him,

Wharton scrambled to his feet, his face
white with rage.

““ We're even now!” said Skinner, backing
away. “I'm willing fo let it drop if you
are ! S

“ That's fair!’> grinned Russell.

Wharton made no reply, but he rushed
al Skinner. ¥rank Nugent caught him by
the shoulder and stopped him.

“ Let me go!” shouted Wharton.

¢ Hold on, Harry!”

“Let e go!’?

“Hold on, I tell you!
drop here!*’ zaid Frank,

Wharton glared at him.

“You may be funk enough to take a blow
in the face, but I'm not!” he shouted.

“It’'s no more than you expected Skinner
to take.”

¢ Oh, don’t talk to me!*

Let the matter

Wharton shook off Nugent's grasp, and
rushed at Skinaer.
‘“ Now, put up vour hands, you cad! 1l

fight you now-—till you ean’t stand!®

Not here!’” exclaimed Vernon-Smith.
“You'll have Quelchy in if there’s a row!
Come into the gym!?

“I'm—I'm coing to have the gloves on!®
stammered Skinner. “1I'm not a rotten prize-
fighter! I—1'm pot going to fight without
gloves !t

Wharton laughed scornfully.

¢ Come into the gym, then, confound you!”

¢ Come on, Skinney!” said Bolsover major.
“I'm going to be your second.”

Bolsover marched Skinner off triumphantly.
Harry Wharton followed, with a black brow.
Nugent joined him.

““1 suppose I'm going to be your second?™
he said quietly.

“You can please yourself about that?1®

“Then I'll be your second, Harry.”

Wharton growled, and made no other
reply. The party arrived in the gym, fol-
lowed by about half the Remove.

The famous Co. were all on the spot now,
but for once Wharton’s chums could not feel
proud of their leader. The look on his face
showed that there was a bad time in store
for Harold Skinner, and it would not be a
pleasant spectacle to see the athletic captain
of the Remove hammering a weedy slacker
who was not half his match. :

The two juniors threw off their jackets
and donned the gloves. Skinner’s expression
was the reverse of joyful. He looked a good
deal as if he was going to execution; and,
indeed, if he had been capable of licking
anybody, he would rather have licked
Bolsover major for getting him into this
scrape than Wharton.

Vernon-Smith, who was
keeper, took out his watch.

appointed time-

“Ready ?” he asked.
“Ye-es ! zaid Skinner. =
ERimel?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Broken Friendship!

4% IME !
The fight began.
The Removites looked on with
Leen interest, curious to see what

kind of a fight the black sheep of the Form
would put up against his athletic oppouent.
Skinner, finding himself fairly in for it, did
nis best. He started the attack. He got
home a couple of blows, and then he found
himself, as it appeared to him, the centre
of a whirlwind.

Blows rained on him, and he was kunocked
right eng left. Before the two minutes
allowec for the round had expired Skinner
went to the floor, gasping.

Verron-Smith, grinning, began to count.

““One; two, three, four, five——?>’ 3

Skinner staggered up. :
e

“Hang you, I'm mnot done yet!"
snarled.
He rushed at Wharton. His blows were

brushed aside, and a hard glove smote him
on the chin and hurled him backwards,

HEiime 1 s

Bolsover major dragged Skianer up, and
made a knee for him. Skinner sank on it,
blinking and gasping.
can’t go on!” he stutired.

“Yes, you can!” growled Bolsover. * And
for goodness' sake put a bit more beefl into
it! You've hardly touched him yet!™

“Grooh! Ow, my chin!? .

Wharton had stepped back, but he did not

11

go to Nugent. He caught the look on
Frank’s face, and read the condemnation
there. His face flushed with anger. He

waited grimly for the next round.

“Time!” said Vernou Smith.

Wharton stepped up quickly. Skinner left
Bolsover’s knee with visible reluctance and
toed the line. 2

*“ Go it, Skinner!*
couragingly.

The second round began.

Skinner attacked desperately, eager to get
it over. He did not have long to wait. A

said out Snoop en-

drive straight from the shoulder knocked him |

off his feet, and he went down on his back
with a erash. There he lay, dazed.

“ One, two, three, four, five, six, seyen—*"

“ Buck up, Skinner!”

“ (et a move on, old chap!”

¢ Bight, nine—out!”

The Bounder slipped his watch back into
his pocket. The fight was over; the defeated
chiampion had been counted out, much to
hLis relief. Bolsover major snorted with
isgust.

“ Call that a fight?’’ he growled.
Skinner groaned. ]
Bolsover jerked him to his fect.
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““You're nob hurt! Get vour jacket om?
Call that a fight? Brr-pr!?

“Ow-ow! Wow!” mumbled Skinner.

Nugent held Wharton’s jacket -for him
Wharton slipped it on, and, withoat a word
to his chum, strode out of the gym.

There was no satisfaction in the victory
for Wharton. He was angry and disturbed
and ill at ease when he returned to his st
and strove to centre his mind on his
paration. His look was so forbidding w
Nugent came in that Frank did not speak
but sat down quietly to his work.

It was not easy for Wharton to co
trate his mind upon work in his pr
mood, but by sheer force of will he d
Work was finished at last, and he ros
his feet.

Nugent put aside hig hooks.

It was Nugent's intention to say notbic
of his thoughts, and to allow everything to

20 on as before, if he could. But he was
aware that that would not be eas His

spoken condemnation, which he could n
help, had its influence, and he did not
expect his chum to endure it patieatly. And

it was hardly possible to chat ia the
cheery way as if nothing had happe
Nugent made the efiort, but it could
he called a success. =
““Coming down to the Common-room?™ lLe
asked.
W

ton paused before he replied.

“We'd better have this
abruptly. < We can't dig
together scowling at one another

“I wasn't aware that T scow

“Do you think it isn't plain e
you're thinking?’’ exclaimed Wha
£ “T1 expected
my friend, and inste
with ali the res

1t all the rest are down om yon
that ought to be a pretty plain
u've put yourself in the wrong!
‘I don't admit it for a moment!”

“Well, there's no need to qua
it. Let the matter drop.”

“That’s impossible. You thiak T freated
Skinner brutally in hammering him afte
had struck me?”

*You had struck him.*

“That's different.”

Nugent’s eyes g

“If you think t
it’s because what Skinner & C a3
you is true—that yeu look om yoursel
little tin god. You seem to be trying
Jjustify everything they say about you!™

“ Well, you don't want to pal with a litile
tin god!” said Wharton bitterly.

“1'll get out of the study, if you like!"
said Nugent tartly, <1t isn't particulariy
agreeable here!”

“You won't! It was your study before 1
came to Greyfriars! I'll get out!™

Harry Wharton walked out of the study
as he spoke, without giving his chum time
to reply.

Nugent looked after him in silence, his eyes
glittering and deep anger rising in his
breast.

There had been little disagreements in the
study before, but it had never come to this
But if Whartou could throw over am old
friendship as lightly as that, his friendship
was not worth keeping, and it could go.

When the Remove went to the dormitory
that night Wharton and Nugent did not
speak.  Skinner, though still feeling some-
what sore, grinned as he noted it. 1t was
a revenge for him, at least. He was glad
to see the split in Study No. 1. Bat it was
distressing to the members of the famous
Co., =0 long shoulder to shoulder, and now
divided. And the position was awkward for
Bob and Johnny Bull and Inky, who were
still on chummy terms with both the parted
friends. If the breach continued, it looked
as if they would have to {ake one side or
the other; it could scavcely be avoided. And
that would be the end of the Famous Five.
Moreover, there was little doubt which side
they would take.

THE END,

(There will be another topping long com-
plete story of Harry Wharton & Co. of
Greyfriars, entitled: * True to His Chum!”
in next week’s issue, In this grand story a
great chance comes to Hariy Wharton te
regain his lost popularity in the school.)

AN SWER
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In which new light is

~ of Parker, the amazing new boy of St. Jim’s, and several things are

shed upon the mystery
made clear ! :

- THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Wager!
PERCY MELLISH, the sneak of the

Fourth of 8t. Jim’s, was looking

very pleased with himself as he

emerged from the School House
and made his way across the Close.

Mellish had a great deal to think
about just then, and those thoughts were
pleasant ones. He was going to see two
men, acquaintances he had made a few
days ago, and their business dealt with

Parker, the strange new boy. Parker
~ had only recently come to St. Jim’s, but
he had made a name for himself very
quickly,

These two men with whom Mellish had
made an appointment were very in-
terested in Parker; so interested, in
fact, that they had, on two occasions,
made attacks upon him that had only
been frustrated in time by Tom Merry
& Co. of St. Jim’s,

Why these worthies had attacked
Parker was a mystery to Tom Merry &
Co., although Mellish could have told
them a great deal about Parker. For
one thing, Parker was not a boy. He
was a reporter, named Parker-Roberts,
of the “Daily Messenger.” That much
. Mellish had been able to.find out for him-
- self, but he did not know why Parker-
- Roberts was down at.St. Jim's. He
* knew there was something deep in the
" nystery, and he hoped to find out some-

thing that day from his friends Smiler &
. Co. in the village.

He was going to see his friends and
patrons, Messrs. Smiler & Rusty, now.
There was a sovereign to be earned—
- or, at least, to be obtained—ecasily, and
Percy  Mellish meant to have that
sovereign. :
Messrs. Smiler & Rusty had not cleared
out immediately after their assault upon

Parker in Rylcomhe Wood.

' Their victim had not recognised them,
. they were sure. It was a very off-
chance whether he would have done so
had he seen their faces. They knew
him ; but, then, lots of people knew P. I.
Parker-Roberts, of the “Daily Mes-
senger,” whom that gentleman did not
know.

If -he had been going to report to the

A Thrilling
Tom Merry

(Author of  the

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

appearing in the “*GEM* every Wednesday.)

Long Complete story of
and Co., the chums of
St. Jim’s,

BY

famous stories of St. Jim’'s now

police, he would have gome back to
Rylcombe at once, Smiler argued.

And if they went back to “ the smoke ”
without bringing off their job, the Big
Boss would come down heavily upon
them, Rusty opined. .

So, taking one consideration with
another, they decided to stay and have
arother shot. Therefore, their suborn-
ing of Percy Mellish to play the spy.

Mellish had expected to have to walk
past the Green Man in the hope of see-
ing them at that high-toned hostelry.

But he came upon them before he
reached the village, as they sat on a heap
of stones, Smiler with a Woodbine
between his lips, and Rusty chewing the
eternal quid.

“ Hallo, old pal I cried Smiler. “You
ain’t never goin’ to pass us without a
word, are you?”

Mellish jumped off his bike.

“I didn’t know you at first,” he said.

Smiler grinned, and gave Rusty a
nudge.

“We’re slap-up toffs now, ain’t we?”
growled Rusty.

“Congrats!” said Mellish, not quite
knowing what to say. “Was it a legacy,
or something of that kind?”

“That’s the k'rect card,” answered
Smiler, 3

He pulled out a handful of silver, with
the gleam of gold—rare sight in these
days—among it. Mellish’s eyes glistencd
with greed.

“Sit down alonger us, an? ’ave a talk,”
growled Rusty.

Mellish glanced round nervously. The
Fourth and Shell were safe, but seniors
or fags might happen along the road.

“’Fre, this is nigher the ticket!” said
Smiler, getting up and opening a gate
hard by.

The three passed into the field beyond.
Mellish, feeling very nervous, stood his
bike out of sight behind the hedge, and
they settled down together in the lee of a
staclk.

“’Ave a fag, Mister—— Now, it's a
rummy thing, but I clean forget your
name,” said Smiler.

“Thanks!” said the sneak of the
Hourth. “My name’s Mellish—Percy
Mellish ‘

“An’ how’s Master
on?” said Smiler,

Rusty grunted.
of oil about Rusty.

Mellish blew smoke down his nose, and
coughed a little. The cigarette Smiler
had given him scemed of 2 stronger kind
been in the habit of

aster Parker gettin’
in his oiliest tones.
There was no excess

smoking.
“An’ how's Master Parker gettin’
on?” asked Smiler.

“Mr. Parker-Roberts of the ‘ Daily
Messenger,” you mean, don’t you? Oh,
I know a thing or two!” said Mellish
boldly.

Smiler looked at him with well-pre-
tended admiration.

“Well, if you ain’t a knock-out, Mister
Percymellish 1 he said.

Mellish was so pleased that he drew
smoke the wrong way, and began to
cough and splutter.

Smiler, in most friendly fashion, patted
him on the back. Rusty only smiled
unpleasantly.

“Will ’appen sometimes, even to a
seasoned smoker, like wot T can see with
‘arf an eye you are,” said Smiler
sympathetically. ““ An’ ’ow did you find
out PR iden-ti-fi-cation—eh, Mister
Percymellish?”

But Mellish bad no intention of giving
away that secret.

“I'm not going to tell you that,” he
replicd. “But as we're all on the square,
I thought it was only fair you should
know it.”

“Ah, there’s nothin’ like bein’ all on
the square! 'That's us, ain’t ‘it, Rusty,
old pal?” ~ >

“Not ’arf!” replied Rusty, gettin
nearcr the truth than his friend.

(18

We're thinkin® about takin’® a little
bit of a ’ouse somewheres this way, with
o garding for Rusty to dig in,” Smiler

said.

“Oh ! said Mellish.

Tt was not for conversation shout the
plans of Messrs. Smiler & Rusty that
he had come.

“’Ad the police up at your show lately,
Mister Percymellish?” asked Smiler,

“Police? My hat, no! Why should

we?” =
- TRE Popnrar.—No. 314,



20 THE

LEADING BOYS' STORY

“Dunno! Does ’appen sometimes—
even in the most respeckerable establish-
ments. Don't it, Rusty?” .

" “Don’t arsk me!” creaked Rusty., “1I
don’t know nothin’ about the perlice, nor
more I don’t want!”

“1 dessay it was on’y a silly bit of
talk,” said Smiler thoughtfully. “Folks
will talk in these peaceful, little, quiet
places. Nothin® ain’t ’appened to no one
there, I don't suppose, then?”

“Not that I’ve heard of,” answered
Melli’s’h. “And I should be sure to
hear,

* % Ah, so you would, bein’ that sort!”
Smiler said.

Mellish felt reasonably doubtful whether
that was exactly a compliment. It was
very much the sort of thing fellows in
his own Form had said to him at times,
and most certainly it had not been meant
i1 a complimentary sense, then.

* 1 But he wanted to get to business.

!

¢#I've found out when P.-R.'s going to
town,” he said. =

“Good! An’ when might it be
returned Smiler, taking care not to
appear too eager. -

But Mellish had scen the gleam in
Rusty’s brutal eyes, and a vague feeling
of alarm took hold of him,
| “Took here, T want to know first what
—that is, why you're so interested in the
chap I’ he said. ;

“Qui’ ri’!” replied Smiler, slapping
him on the knee. * Tell the young gent
all about that bloomin’ bet, Rusty 7

“Tell ’im yourself!” creaked Rusty.
“1 ain’t got so much wind to spare as
you ’ave!”

“Well, this is the size of it.
vou're a-‘earin’ of this in strick
dence, Mister Percymeliish !”

“Oh, that’s all right, of course!” said
Mellish.

“Well, T dessay you've guessed
already, bein’ so cute, that me an’ Rusty
ain’t down ’ere not ‘olly for eur ’ealths !”

“0Oh, I know that!” -

“You would—that's you! Sharp as a
vazor, you are, Mister Percymellish!
Well, there’s a bet ’angin’ on to it!”

“You said that before.”

“So I did. Snakes, you're a sharp
‘! It's about P.-R. bein’ ’‘ere at
school, you know. There e is up at the
schicol, jest like the rest of you, ain’t ’e?
In ’is little Tton jacket an’ 'is little turn-
down coller, jest like a good little
Tomiuy - make - room - for - your - uncle !
Toumme, it don't 'arf make me laugh to
think of it! - An’ ’im wot ’e is—the
deepest bloke anywheres this side of
the Channel.”

“VYou don't mean that he's done any-
thing? Oh, no, it couldn’t be that, of
course !

“Police job? -~ No, that ain't P.-R.’s
line. Moo fly for thats °E'd sooner ’elp
the blucbottles!”

““Special crimie inwestigator! Bah!?
creaked Rusty, spitting.

Again Mellish felt that vague thrill of
foar. He did not like Parker at all,
but he did not hate him canough to want
anything seriots to happen to him.

*“Qur boss——"

“Who is he?” asked Mellish.

“ Ah, that’s a question as I ain’t
allowed-to answer ! But never mind that.
"[n: an’ P.-R., they been up against one
another some time. An’ now. they've
got a bet on. If P.-R. can stay ’ere at
school without bein’ twigged as not bein’
a boy at all, but a growed man—same
as me an’ Rusty ’ere—then P.-R. wins
a swn of the right stuff as would fair
astonish you. Contrariwise, if ‘e’s
spotted, our boss mops up the whack.
See?” :
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o”

Mind,
-confi-

Mellish did not quite see, but he
believed.

It was a fairy-tale, of course. The
only truth in it was what Smiler had
said as to the relations between his em-
ployer and Parker.

The Big Boss—very few people knew
him by any mame but that—was one of
those spiders of crime who build their
webs far and wide. As Special Crime
Correspondent of the “Daily Mes-
senger,” P. I. Parker-Roberts had found
out a great deal more about the Big
Boss than that scoundrelly potentate
cared for. :

This new scheme of Parker-Roberts’—
the staying as a boy among boys at St.
Jim’s—appeared fo- the Big Boss to offer
bis understrappers a far better chance of
putting the too active journalist out of
the way for a time—for the plan stopped
short of murder—than was likely to pre-
sent itself while he was in London,
where the whole police force knew
him as a powerful auxiliary, and watched
after his safety as that of a good friend.

So Messrs. Smiler and Rusty had
been sent along, and had found the
traitorous tool they needed in Percy
Mellish.

“How long has he to stay here to
win?” asked Mellish.

“That's mor'n I'm exac’ly authorised
to tell you, young sir. But ’elp us, an’
you're on for a share of the ‘oof! ’Ii's
a free-’anded bloke, our boss.”

““How much is the bet?”

“A cool thou! One thousand jimmy-
o’ goblins!”

Mellish felt almost stunned. To think
of Parker—Parker of the Shell—being
able to make a bet of £1,000!

“And what do T stand in?* demanded
Mellish, greed conquering his astonish-
ment. >

“Well— Shall we say a tenner?”

“I think we'd better say twenty-five,”
answered Mellish, his voice trembling
with excitement. ==

“You're a ’ard bargainer, Mister
Percymellish!  But done with you—for
two tenneis!”

“Right-ho !”

That the boss of Messrs. Smiler and
Rusty was certainly not playing the
game occurred to Mellish. But that was
not his affair, he told himself, Of
course, the fellow wanted to win all that
money. And Mellish really had no
special predilection towards playing the
game.

It would serve Parker rvight for coming
to St. Jim'’s under false pretences, and
being sarcastic and contemptuous to
better fellows than himself !

“Now, _about this ’ere little trip to
town ?” said Smiler oilily.

“I shall want something on account
before I tell you about that.”

“Two quid do you, Mister Percy-
mellish ?”

‘“ Make it five, can’t you?” :

“No go! Ain't got so much in ’and
of the boss’ chink. An’, of course, we
want our own oof for the. little place
we're a-thinkin® of takin'—where you'll
be a welcome guest any time, Mister
Percymellish ! :

- Not if he knew it, Mellish thought.

He took the two pounds, he gave his
information, and he went.

“That's a slimy 'un,” said Rusty.

“'E’s the sort that suits me!” replied
Smiler, looking very ugly. “It’s easier
to do down the chap whot thinks ’e
knows such a perishin’ lot—easier every
time, Rusty, old pal!”

PAPER.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Parker-Roberts, of the ¢ Daiiy
Messenger.””

& HERE ’e goes, bless ’im!” said
Smiler viciously.
“’007” inquired Rusty, out
of a mug ol beer,

“W’y, P.-R., of course! ’Oo elsa,
timber-'ead 7

“So ’e’s reelly goin’ up to town?”
= “';:ooks like it. He's got a bag with
iy

“That's all right, then, though I
more’n ‘arf fancied your nice young
frie’{ld at the school was playin® it on
us.

“’E better ’adn’t!” snarled Smiler,
who seemed in a very bad temper.

“Keep your wool on an’ your pecker
up, mate!” growled. Rusty. “We'li
bring it off to-night, you bet—if e
comes back to-night. But I don’t trust
that there Mellows, or wotever is silly
name is—not a yard, I don't!”

The two worthies were in the Green
Man.® Parker had just passed on his
way to the station. Ile had obtained
leave to go up to town, but only on con-
dition that he returned the same night.

In the circumstances, however, that
suited Parker very well. He felt that
to leave St. Jim's from Saturday to
Monday, with matters in their present
condition, would be too much like a base
desertion of D'Arcy, who, in loyalty to
him, had thrown over his older friends,

Parker did not know how often
Arthur Augustus had had positively
final raptures with Blake, Herries, and
Digby before—final raptures which wera
healed within a few days. It was not in
any one of those four staunch chums
to bear malice.

Both Parker and D’Arcy would be
missing footer that afternoon. Parker
regrefted it. He had grown very keen
on the game. D’Arcy, though he had
a%l\\'a.ys been keen, did not regret ij at
all=

Gussy ivas expecting a flving vi
from his brother, Lord Conway, h
on short leave from abroad. And
Gussy’s one regret was that he would
not be able to introduce his new chuwm
to that gallant officer.

Parker did not share that regret. He
had reasons of his own for not desiring
to meet Lord Conway.

It- was to the *Daily Messenger "
office that Parker was going.
started as Parker of St. Jim's, a rather
old-looking, but chubby boy in an Eton
jacket. When he reached London he
had become P. I. Parker-Roberts, a still
chubby, but a most unschoolboy-like
individual in a blue serge lounge suit.

He had been thinking hard on the
Way.

Among the thoughts that had passed
through his mind had been this—the ar-
rangements made for his speedy return
to town in the event of his being wanted
there in a hurry were scarcely satis-
factory. He had far more difficuity than
he had anticipated in getting permission

to go.

And P. I. Parker-Reberts iwas too
valuable an asset by far to the “Daily
Messenger ” to be tied up, so to speak.

He remembered very clearly svhy
things had been left like this. It had
been agreed between him and the great
man who ruled the destinics of the
“ Messenger ”’ that there would be no
difficulty in his cutting loocse altogether
at any moment he chose. His mission
was not of such importance that it could
not be left. incomplete.

But now—well, Parker did noi want
to _cut loose in a hurry.

He had not grown fed-up with
St. Jim’s yet. He knew that his staying
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long there was eud of the question. But
another fortnight or three weeks—that
should be possible. He would be willing
to let it rank as a holiday.

Parker-Roberts took a taxi from the
terminus to the. great building in which
the “Messenger 7 had its home, nodded
to the grey-moustached commissionaire,
and ran up the wide staircase to the
chief’s room on the first floor. Few
people entered that sanctum, but the
man on guard by the door let him in
at once.

“Why, boy!” said the man with the
sirong, clean-shaven face and the
grizzled hair, of whom the whole staff
stood in awe. :

“Here I am, chief !’ said Parker.

“And looking uncommonly fit, too!
But you've sent no copy along, you
young dog! I had really been hoping
to make something of a splash with
your revelations as to life at a public
school.”

“But that wasn’t the ouly reason why
T went down there, was. it, sir?’ said
Pavker quietly. ¢

“Well, no—not the only cne; but the
chief one.” ‘

“The other being to enable both of
us to find out how far our views of the
public school system were right, and
how far wrong.”

“That’s so. But that was rather a
side-issue. Like you, I am not a public
school man, and I have always held that
the system is, on the whole, unsound.”

“We were in complete agreement cn
that score till I came back from abroad,”
said Parker-Roberts quietly.

“Yes; you ratted a bit then. I'm
not - surprised. You almost made me
rat, too. Those splendid youngsters!
But still, Imynot convinced that the
system made them, and you were not,
either. It might have been in spite of
the system. What do you think now?’

“I am not sure, sir., I'm shaken—I
don’t mind admitting that. I want {o
go back and make more sure. But I
cannot promise you as much as a single
par out of it all. Does that get your
goat?”’ ]

St. Jim’s would have been astonished
to hear that expressive Americanism
from the precise Parker. He spoke far
less stiffly here, in familiar surroundings,
than there. :

“It does mnot, boy. In thirty years
spent in the wicked newspaper world
you are the most entirely reliable person
I have ever struck, and I bank on you
every time. Do as you like. You re-
mind me of a Biblical character—the
Prophet Balaam, who went out to curse

-Tsrael, but stayed to bless.”

“‘.’And it really is a ftrifle like that,
S

The chief looked keenly at his young
aide,

“Then why not admit we were wrong,
drop the whole affair, and come back
here at once?”’ he asked.

“But I want to go back there, sir!
It's doing me good! The Army took
some of the pedantic rubbish out of me.

This is going to take the rest, I think.
Besides, it’s a holiday, and I needed
one.” .

“You deserved one, at least. Well,
boy. you're wanted here, but not so
badly at the moment that we cannot
spare you. The time may come, though
—and that soon—when I shall ask you to
drop the schoolboy and put on the man

. again at a moment’s notice.”

“ A request from you is a command to

me, chief!”

“By Jove, boy, I wish you were the
son I never badl And that’s a thing I
have never said before to anyone, or
thought of anyone. Now tell me some-
thing of your experiences. You have
any amount of good eopy, I know, if you
aren’t going to use it.”

Parker-Roberts proceeded to tell of
some of the things that had happened to
him. He would have kept back the
Rylcombe Wood incident, but it was
impossible to do justice to the Terrible
Three without telling it. The story made
the chief look very grave. He knew a
good deal about that prince of scoundrels
whom his followers called the Big Boss.

But the. older man had lots of con-
fidence in the younger one’s ability to
keep his own head against any dangers
that might threaten it. And, in any
case, therc was no certainty that London

(L

e

You will rank as an old St. Jim’s boy
after this, Philip.”

“And, on the whole, T shall regard it
as a distinetion, sir—if the school does
not discard me, as it probably will when
the truth is known.” i

“Perhaps the truth need mnever be
known. Been caned yet, boy!”

Parker-Roberts laughed.

“Very nearly. It was the escape of
my life!”

“Now see here! You have been run-
ning with the wrong mob, as they say in
Australia. Your experiences have been
with anybody but the goats, save for this
slimy young Mellish. Why not make
yourself agreeable to some of the other
type, and learn their little ways?”

“But that won’t be much of a holi-
day, though I grant it should make
better copy—if this ever comes to copy.

THE DARING CF D’ARCY. ‘‘Help! Help !’ came the cry. A terrific
struggle was going on in the next compartment.
There was just snough light to see iwo

was the first on the footboard.

figures holding down a third.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
(See Chapter 3.}

was safer for an enemy of the Big Boss
than Sussex.

It was curious that Parker-Roberts
found himself summing up the fellows
with whom he had come most into con-
tact with far greater cleainess than he
had been able to do when near them.
Perhaps distance helped.

“I should like to meet your Terrible
Three, and, more even than them, this
young Bayard of a D’Arcy,” said Mr.
Malleston gravely. “Talbot, too—though
I can’t agree with your headmaster in

keeping a young burglar, however
thoroughly reformed, among his flock.
But this juvenile blackmailer 2

“Such a poor little, mean little, two-
penny-halfpenny blackmailer, sir! Don’t
let him prejudice you against us!”

“You say ‘us’ as if =

“And you said ‘ my headmaster,’ gir
Mr. Malleston laughed. *

“Well, he is that, there’s no denying.

T'll do it, of course. Parker the Prodigal
shall go on the bill. But I really shall
not enjoy the society of Cutts, Crooke,
Racke, and the rest &f the gay dog
gang.” .

“Is that a son of Racke, the con-
tractor, of Racke & Racke 7”

Slbiis?

“The father is a simply nnspeakable
outsider.”

“The son, sir, can give his sire points
in that respect, I think,” replied Parker
drily.

“H’'m! I wish you joy of him, then!
Come along and have some lunch. It is
a trifle late ; but I have not yet been out,
and I have not given up eating entirely,
in spite of the doctor’s warnings. You
have had none yet, I suppose ?”

“I have not, and Pm quite ready. By
the way, speaking of eating, I have a
story of St. Jim’s to tell you that ought
to amuse you.”

TuE PoruLsr.—No. 314.
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It did not fail to amuse Me, Malleston.
for it was the story of Fatty Wynu's
preat eating powers, and the feeds he
had been to. :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Four to the Rescue!
66 WIGGEZ-VOUS, Kerr?” said
I Figgins, nudging the Scot in
the region of the fifth rib.

The New House Co. were on
the platform at Wayland Junction, They
had been over to Wayland to sec a rela-
tive of Kerr’s, and now swere at the
station ready to catch the last train back
to Rylcombe.

“I spot him!” replied Kerr.

“What are you two asses burbling
about?” said Fatty Wynn.

“ Never mind, old chap!” said Figgins.
“Your eyes are so bunged up with fat
ihat T don’t suppose you even noticed the
London train comes in. It isn’t to be ex-
pected.”

“I did, then!” answered Fatty. “And
I saw D’Arcy and his brother go to if.
I suppose liord Conway’s - going on
somewhere down the line; but there’s
nothing in that. We knew he iwas
coming.”

“He ain’t quite asleep. Figgy.” said
Werr. “All the same, he's missed what
vou teant.”

“Never mind, as long as I didn't miss
my supper,” Fatty said, with a sigh of
sweet reminiscence. “I hope it won’t be
long before your aunt asks us all over
here again, Kere. She does know how to
give a chap the right sort of meal, and
no mistake |

“Wonder what Parker’s up to in those
trousers, Figgy 7

“Parker? I haven't seen Parker!”
said Fatty.

But Kerr and Figgins had. Parker
had got out of the train from Tondon,
still wearing the blue serge suit he had
changed into on his way up. He had
not meant to show himself in it at Way-
land, but there had been no chance of
making a change on the first part of the
iourney. It would be rather a rush to
zet it done in the few minutes between
Wayland and Ryleowbe; but he would
have to try, and he naturally wanted a
compartment to himself,

So he had tried to avoid D'Arey, but
had not quite succeeded. They passed
one another. Arthar Augustus did not
sce Parker at first, but his brother did,
and Lord Conway ejaculated :

“Why, Pm hanged if that isn't old
Chubby ! Hi, Chubby, old top!”

But Pavker paid no heed. He was
meant, he knew, but he pushed on. Any-
where else he would have been only too
picased to renew his acquaintance with
Lord Conway, but not in the neighbour-
Lood of St. Jim’s, and not with Gussy
present.,

“Who is Chubby,
Gussy.

“Fellah I met abroad, and before that,
in the War—no eund of a good sort, and
as plucky as they make ’em, though a
bit queer in some ways. There he is,
Gus!?

“That? Oh, you are undah a delusion,
Conway! That iz Parkah, one of our
chaps!” :

“Must be a relative, then. Chubby’s
narne is Parker-Roberts. I should like to
bave a word with Parker, but there isn’t
time, Friend of yours, Gus?”

Conway #” asked

“Yaas; an’ one of the vewy best!”
Tue Porurir.—No. 314.

Had there been a minute of two to
spare, Gussy would have hunted Parker
down, without the slightest suspicion that
in doing so he would have been annoy-
ing Parker extremely. But there really
was no time to sparve at all.

Gussy had failed to notice the differ-
ence in dress. He was not so apt to
notice such little things as the acute
KKerr, who had real defective instincts,

Parker spotted a compartment in the
branch-line train in which the lamp was
burning so low that it looked like going
out altogether. He got in there, as it
seemed to him likely that he might have
it to himself. He had not noticed
Iiggins & Co., and he did nof wish to see
Gussy till he had changed.

Even before the train moved out he
had begun to unpack his bag in readi-
ness. He heard the whistle of the main-
line train go, and knew that in another
minute or two the branch-line would be

“ Hallo, Gussy. old scont! Come along
with us!” spoke [liggins;, from some-
where close by. -

Pavker heard. and realised that there
were more St. Jim’s fellows about besides
Gussy. He got as far back as possible,
and pulled his overcoat up. Tt was guite
a mild night, and to that fact was due
his having had the overcoat unbuttoned,
thereby allowing Kerr to spot his un-
orthodox garb.

“Thanks, Figgay! But my fwiend
Parkah is somewheah about, an’ I am
looking for him.”

“Oh, confound it!” groaned Parker.

“Better slip in here. There's
whistle ! zaid Kerr. :

Parker breathed a sigh of relief. But
just as the train began to move, his com-
partment was invaded by Messrs, Smiler
and Rusty.

He did not know them. It was only
because he did not want anyone in there
that he resented the intrusion. -He was
not thinking in the least of the Big Boss
and his myrmidons.

As if the starting of the train had been
too much for it, the lamp flickered out
before the journey had fairly begun.

the

To Parker this seemed rather a bit of |

luck. He would change in the davkness.

He pulled off his overcoat and coat at
once, and had his waistcoat half-way off,
when he felt himself seized.

And while he struggled, badly handi-
capped by the waistcoat, a cloth was
pressed against his face, and he recog-
nised the sickly scent of chloroform.

He dodged, eluding the cloth. He got
his arms free. He struggled hard, try-
ing to reach the communication-cord.

But he knew=shis chance was small;
and, much as he hated doing it, he
lifted up his voice in a call for help.

“Help! Help!”

“What was that?” said Kerr, in sud-
den alarm.

“Help!” came the voice again, more
mufiled now.

“Must have been the wind,” said Fatty
sleepily.

“Shurrup, Figgy!™

“I heard! Tt was Parkah,
called for help!”

“He must be in the next compart-

an’ he

ment! We'll have to—"

But Figgins never finished his sen-
tence, Already Kerr had the door open,
and Avthur Augustus, pushing past

Kerr, was first on the footboard.

“I say, you chaps, that’s no end dan-
gerous! Yowill—2>

‘But Fatty’s warning went unheeded,

And Tatty, though he might sce the

danger more clearly than they, or dread

it more, was every bit as plucky as tha
other three.
Fatty followed.
followed.
There was just enough dim light to see
two figures holding down a thicd on the
seat.

TFatty groaned, but ha

The third figure must be Parker—no

doubt of that!

Gussy, Kerr, and Figgy faivly huried
themselves on the scoundrels. Fati.
would have done likewise, but there
really not room left for I'atty to hu!
himself.

The figure on the seat writhed and
up. It 15not so easy to chlovoform a
one who knows what is being attempte
against him, and, though Parker fei:
queer, he had not been made insensible.

as

ar

The train began to slow down. nearing
Rylcombe. One of the rascals. with a
savage oath, brought up his knee
sharply, took Figgins under the chin. an

sent him sprawling. He carried ove:
Gussy with him. -
“Hang on, Kerr!” yeled the un-

daunted Figgy.

Gussy could not yell; he could only
gasp, for one of Iliggy’s elbows was iry
ing to get into his mouth.

But Rusty had got his hands to the
Sgota junior’s throat, half-throttling him.
Now he flung him away, kKicking at him
viciously, and made a leap for the door.
Figgins clutched at his leg, but in vain.

“Ow-wow !I” howled Fatty Wynn, and
tumbled out, with Rusty on top of him.

The train had now slackened speed to

such an extent that to jump out was not __

very dangerous. Yet only sheer neces-
sity would have made Smiler do that.

But it was a choice between being
made prisoner, and jumping.  And
Smiler, quick to decide, in spite of his
fear, chose the lesser eyil.

He jumped.

Tiggins would have gone after him.
but Kerr and D’Arcy both lay on the
floor, and Figgy did not know how mue:
mjury either they or Parker had su--
tained.

“ Poor old Tatty !” he groaned,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Very Mysterious Indeed !
HE - lights of. Rylcombe Station
dim but welcome, showed. The
train came to a standstill.
: _ Acthur Augustus got up gas
ing. Kerr lay on the floor and gaspe

“What’s it all about, Parkah?” asked
Gussy.

“Never mind that for the moment,
Help me fo get these things into my
bag!” replied Parker sharply.

“Do you chaps know, that poor aold
Fatty’s on the line somewhere—shat
out ?” asked Figgins.

They had not known it, as their face
showed him at once.
on both.

“Oh, he isn't likely to have been
settled!. T’ll run back and pick him up.
Get some clothes on, Parker, And you.
Gussy, look after Kerr!”

“T'm all right {” gasped the Scot.

-

3

There was hoiror

. But Figey was alveady out and specd-
ing down the platform.

The stationmasfer was not inview, A
sleepy  booking-clerk, of tender years,
stood by the booking-hall door, and &
sleepier porter, who might have been his
grandfather, was toddling to the guard’s
van. Neither noticed anything amiss,
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“I say, I'd be much obliged if you
fellows wouldn’t tell the stationmaster
anything about this!” said Parker.

“But weally: 2

“That’s a queer thing to want, Parker!
Of course 2

*“Hurrah !” yelled Figgins.
good old Fatty!”

l “That makes it poss to keep it dark;
but 2

“Please do as I ask you, Kerr! I have
my reasons!”

The porter had at last noticed some-
thing. =

“’Allo, young gents!” he said.“That
You'd no right

“Here’s

there won’t do nohow !
to go off the platform!”

“All serene, old bird!” said Figgins,
pressing a florin into the horny palm of
the porter. “I dropped something out of
the train, that’s all. It wasn’'t a very
valuable article, was it, Fatty? But I
thought I'd better go back and fetch it !”

The article meant by Figgy was Fatty
Wynn, But the porter, looking at the
dusty and red-faced Fatty, saw a gleam
of gold in his hand.

“Ish’d call a gold watch a preity
wallible article mysclf I he said. “ You'd
wincommon luck in findin’ of it ag’in!”

Then Figgy saw.

“Where did you get that ?” he asked.

“PDunno! Must have been one of the
robbers’. It was in my hand, that's all
I can tell you, Figgy.”

“Rot! It’s Parker’s I suppose! Let's
have a squint at it!”
Fatty handed over the watch., He was

glad to give it up, for he needed both
hands to feel himself all over, to make
sure how many places he was broken in.

Figgins’ eyes were quick. Even in the
dim light they could read the inscription
on the back of that watch. :

“Whew !

That was what Figgins said as he read
it. For the inscription said that the
watch had been presented to Mr. P. I.
Parker-Roberts by the members of a cer-
tain London Police Division, in recog-
nition of his gallantry in going to the
aid of a constable of the division when
attacked and got down by several bur-
glars; and effecting a notable rescue.

And Figginsg’ mind was quick, as were
his eyes. Doubt as to the identity of
P. I. Parker-Roberts with Parker of the
Shell might come later, but in that
moment of discovery Figgy felt no doubt
whatever. ’

“What's the row?” asked Fatty. “I
can’t help it if it ain't Parker’s watch,
y>u know. I didn’t try to bag it. 5
anyway, a scamp like that deserves to
lose it 1

“It's Parker’s all right!” said Figgins
giruflly.

“Aye you much hurt, Fatty?” asked
Kerr anxiously. &

“1 ain’t  dead!” replied Wynn,
“That’s as much as a chap can expect !”

But, apart from quite a choice assort-
ment of bruises, Fatty was really not
hurt. He had suffered no more than
Kerr and D’Arey.

“Your watch, I think. Parker?” gaid
Figgins, “Fatty grabbed it from one of
those rotters as he fell!”

“Thanks very much, Wynn! And
thank you all, most sincerely. Nothing
could have been pluckier than the way
in which you came to my help!”

“The scoundrels meant to rob you,
Parker!” said Kerr.  “Thundering
cheek, I call it!”
© “Look sharp there, please!” piped the
youthful booking-clerk. “T ain’t paid to
stand here all night!”

They passed out. The stationmaster
was still invisible, and it hardly seemed
worth while to have him called out. He
could do nothing, it was evident. Fatty
had seen both scoundrels get up and run
away.

“We shall have to report this to
Crump!” said Figgins. “Not that
Crump’s a ha’p’orth of good, of course.
But: &

“Then why ureport?” asked Parker
coolly:

“Don’t ‘you
snapped Figgins,

“I do not. I have already said so.
But you did not hear that. of course!”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Parkah 2

“See here, D’Arcy, if this is reported
it will very probably mean the stoppage
of all leave after dark, I take it 7”

want it reported 7”
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* Yaas, Parkah, I am afwaid it will,
But 2

“None of us can begin to identify
those two men. What, then, is the use
of saying anything 7

“H'm! There’s something in that!”
said Kerr.
_ “There’s a good deal in this bizney, I
faney !” said Figgins drily.

Parker recognised in Figgy’s tones a
latent hostility that none of the other
three showed. But what Parker chiefly
wanted at that moment was his own way.

He kad it. To three of the four, the
affair seemed a plain case of attempted
robbery. And even Figgins did not
know what else to make of it. But
somehow Figgy did not believe that it
was mere robbery.

He had seen the inscription on the
watch, and he smelt a rat.

If this had bheppened before Gussy's
gas-party, Figgins might bave tackled
Parker straight out on the subject. But
he would not do that now. He resolved
to take counsel with Kerr and Fatty be-
fore doing anything.

Iigging talked little on the way back
to the school. Parker also had little to
say, though he made them all—with the
possible exception of Figgy—feel much
more friendly dispesed to him by what he
said, They liked the coolness he had
shown, too.

Fatty did not chatter, but only groaned
from time to time. And Kerr was nof
garrulous. But Arthur Augustus talked
enough for five.

. ¥ - ® »

The New House Co. had a long talk
on the next day. They cut footer to talk.
And after they had finished their consul-
tation they went across to the School
House to see Parker.

But they did not see him. The Terrible
Three, coming in ruddy and warm from
the footer-field, told them they had
very little chance of seeing him for a
fortnight or so.

A wire during the morning had fetehed
Parker out of the Shell class-room to go
at once to town. Something Mr. Linton
had let fall gave the Shell the impres-
sion that a relative of Parker’s had been
taken ill suddenly. It was Parker who
had told Tom Merry that he might be
away a fortnight,

“My belief is that the chap will never
come back at all!” growled Figgins.

But he would not explain why he be-
lieved so, and the Terrible Three had not
heard the story of the night before.
Parker had asked the four who had come
to his rescue to keep that dark.

“Rats!” said Tom Merry, “We'll see
old Pignacious again, you bet! - Why,
I'd more than half promised the chap
that he should play right-half in one of
the less important matches, and he’s as
keen as mustard about it!”

But P. I. Parker-Roberts_had no re-
lative living nearer than a second cousin,
whom he had never seen. That wire had
come from the “ Messenger.”

Parker-Roberts was urgently needed.
But he meant to come back to St. Jim’s.

of -

week’s grand, long, complete stery of
Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s.)
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He had stil the role of Parker tha
Prodigal to play there.
THE END.
(Look out for ‘“The Reclurn
Parker!” by Martin Clifford, next
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-Knowles of the Sixth scorned the idea of the Rookwood Secret Society, and refused to be-

lieve that they were strong enough to interfere with him, a prefect.

his mistake when he became the next victim !

But he soon found out

C(NOWLES
Toesthe Line!
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dealing with the :
Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood
and the Amazing Secret Society.

en Co t
Owen Con uest.
(Author of the well-known tales of Reookwood
appeaving in the * Boys’ I'riend *’ cvery week.)

Adventures of

By

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
On Suspicion!

'Y ODD 1 :
Knowles of the Medern Sixth
stood in his study doorway, and

shouted. :

Tommy Dodd of the Fourth looked round.
But he did not approach. Knowles did not
ook safe to approach at that moment.
idently something had occurred to rouse
the ire of the Modern prefect. His brows
were darkly knitted, and his eyes glittered
under them. He hLad his ashplant in his
hand—an additional reason for not approach--
ing him in a hurry. =

Do you hear me, Dodd?”

“Yes, Knowles,” answered Tommy meekly.

“Come into my study,” said Knowles
harshly.

Tommy Dodd hesitated.

He was bound to obey a prefect’s order,
but be did not like Knowles’ look, and still
less did he like the look of the ashplant.
He decided that it would be less risky to
disobey than to obey, so he cut along the
passage to the open doorway to the quad.

“ Dodd !” shouted Knowles angrily. ¢ Come
here, I tell you! Stop him, Catesby!”

Cateshy of the Sixth, unluckily for Tommy
Dodd, was just coming in. He caught the
junior by the collar.

“Bring him here,” said Knowles.

“Come along, you young sweep!” said
Catesby. :
Tommy Dodd submitted to his fate. There

was no arguing with a Sixth-Former who had
a grasp on his collar.

“ All right, Catesby;
murmured Tommy.

And Catesby led him by the collar into
Rnowles’ study. Knowles fixed an aungry
and savage look on him.

“Why didn't you come in when I called
xou?” he demanded.

“You looked too dangerous,” said Tommy,
eyeing the prefect warily.  But here I am!
What do you want?”

Tresham and Frampton of the Sixth were
in the study. Both of them were looking
rather disturbed.

“ What’s the trouble?” asked Cateshy.

Knowles, with a scowl, pointed to a slip
of cardboard that lay on the study table.
On the card was daubed, in big letters, with
a brush, “BEWARE! The R. 8. 8. is on
vour track! TREMBLE!»

Knowles of the Sixth was not trembling,
as the mysterious message bade him. But
undoubtedly he was in a very savage tem-
per. 5

“The R. 8. 8., said Cateshy. “That
stands for the Rookwood Secret Society, I
suppose?”’

“ Yes—a trick of those cheeky fags!” said
Knowles, between his teeth, They’ve already

Tue Porvrar.—No. 314,

anything to oblige,”

frightened Carthew of the Classical Sixth
out of his nerve; but it won't have the
sanie effect here. Dodd, did yoa put that
card on my table?”

65 NO.”

“Do you know who put it there?”

“How should I know, Knowles?”

“I believe this secret soeiety bizney
a stunt of the Classical fags,” said Catesby.
1 believe Jimmy Silver’s mixed up in it.

“I don't see how a Classical could dodge
in and out of this house without being
notieed,” said Knowles. “I want to know
whether any Modern fags have a hand in
it. Answer me, Dodd.”

“But TI've nothing to
Tommy Dodd.

“Do you know anything about this card?”

“That—that card?”

“Yes; answer me at once,” said Knowles,
taking a harder grip on his ashplant. © Now,
then, what do you know about it?»

“It—it's a card.”

“What??

¢ Made of pasteboard,” said Tommy.

Knowles stared. at him for a moment.

“Are you trying to pull my leg, you
young rascal?” he ejaculated.

“You asked me what I knew about it.>”
said Tommy Dodd meekly. “I'm telling
you, Knowles.”

‘““Do you know who put it in my study?”
asked Knowles, breathing hard.

“1 know who might have,” said Tommy
Dodd after some reflection.

““Who, then?”

¢ Mr. Manders!”

““What?” roared Knowles,

“T don’t say he did, you know, but he
might have—anybody might have,” argued
Tommy Dodd. ¢ The Head might have, if he
felt so disposed.”

Catesby grinned, and Tresham and Framp-
ton exchanged a glance. It was easy enough
to see that Tommy Dodd was avoiding a
direct answer. From which it was not diffi-
cult for the Modern prefects to deduce that
Tommy knew more about the Rookwood
Secret Society than he cared to admit.

1 shall take it for granted, Dodd, that
you put this card in my study if you don't
speak out,” said Knowles grimly.

<1 can't help what you take. for granted,
can I, Knowles?”

“I'm going to give you a licking, as a
warning.”

“You're going to be a beastly bully, as
usual,” retorted Tommy Dedd. “I can't
help that.”

<1 let you off on one condition,” con-
tinued Knowles. “I'm quite eertain that you
know all about this gang of fags that ealls
itself the Rookwood Secret Socicty. Give
me their names, in a list, and I°ll let you
oft the licking, and excuse you faggimg for
the rest of the term.” -

Tommy Dodd’s lip curled.

say!” protested

“ Well?”? snapped Knowles.
¢ Nice i

weather, isn’t it?” said Tommy

1 you answer me?” roared Knowles.
“It will be rather rotten for the footer,
but we shall get some snowballing,”
tinued Tommy Dodd.

Knowles bit his lip hard.

“Shove him across the table,” he =aid.
“When he's had a dozen with the cane he
won't be quite so funny. Up with him!?

To Knowles' surpris Frampton and
Tresham did not move; and Catesby re-
leased his grip on Tommy Dodd’s collar.

Knowles stared at them.

“Don’t you hear me?” he bawled.

“We're not deaf,” remarked Frampton.

“This is bullying,” said Catesby.

Knowles jumped.

It was the first time he had ever heard

Catesby utter a word against bullying. He
fairly blinked at the speaker.

¢ Wha-a-at?” he stammered.

“I'm not having a hand in it said

Catesby, and he quitted the study without
waiting for Knowles to reply.

“By gad!” stuttered Knowles, < Catesby
in a funk! Are you fellows in a funk, too—
frightened by fags, like Carthew?>

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Tresham
uneasily. ¢ There—there’s such a thing as—
as justice.” -

Knowles did not answer that. He made
a rush at Tommy Dodd, grasped him with his
left hand, and plied the cane with his right.

Lash, lash, lash! -

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Woooop!” roired Tommy
Dodd, wriggling wildly in the prefect's grasp,
as the lashes fell.

“Draw it mild, Knowics!” exclaimed
Frampton.

“Don’t talk to me, you funk!” hissed
Knowles. 3

““ Well, we disapprove of this!” said Framp-
ton, and he followed Calesby's example, and
quitted the study. Tresham hesitated a
moment or two, and then-walked out- after

Frampton.
Knowles laid on the cane unheeding.
Tommy Dodd struggled and roared and

kicked; and a hack on the shins only seemed
to intensify Knowles’ wrath., He did not
release the junior till he was quite breath-
less. Theh he twisted him to the door and
pitched him into the passage.

““There!” he gasped. * Now 3%

“Yah! Bully!” howled Tommy Dodd. .

Knowles made a furious stride towards him,
and Tommy fled for his life. The Modern
prefect stepped back into his study, picked
up the card from the table, and tore it into
a dozen pieces. The mysterious warning of
the Rookwood Sccret Society had certainly
failed to do its work upon this occasion.

cone e
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THE SECOND CHAPTER. .
The Secret Society Meets !

% IMMY SILVER came into the end study,
on the Classical side, with a smiling
face.

The end study was rather crowded.

-Jimmy’s chums, Lovell and Raby and New-
come, were there, and Putty Grace and
©onroy and Pons and Van Ryn and Oswald
and Mornipgton, as well as Tommy Cook
and Tommy Doyle of the Modern Fourth.

It was evidently a meeting. Chestnuts
were baking on the grate, and the meeting
disposed of them with satisfaction while they
chatted.

““All here?” asked Jimmy Silver, as he
came in.

“ All excepting Doddy,” said Cook. *He’s
late.”

“Trust a Modern to be late!”
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Rats!” rejoined Tommy Cook cheerfully.

“I’ve just seen Carthew of the Sixth!” re-
warked Jimmy Silver, his smile widening.

- Any trouble?” asked Putty of the Fourth.

“Trouble? No trouble with Carthew of
the Sixth these days. He said—— What do
you think he said?>
{“Give it up!” said Raby.

“He said, *Good-afternoon, Silver '!»
grinned Jimmy, “ as pretty and polite as you
like.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” :

*“What did I tell you?” chuckled Putty
Grace. “Didn't I tell you the Rookwood
Secret Society would work the oracle? Car-
thew has had enough.”

* And he doesn’t want any more,” ehuckled
Jimmy. I suppose he suspects that I'm in
the game, but he can’t prove it. He’s get-
ting so mighty civil that we hardly know
him. He hasn't even cuffed his fag for two
or three days.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“ He wouldn’t be happy till he got it. and
he’s bad 1t now,” remarked Putty. *“It’s the
stunt of the season. We shall bring Knowles
to heel in time.”

‘“Knowles is rather a harder nut to crack
than Carthew, though,” remarked Newcome
dubiously.

“We'll erack him, all the same,”
Mornington.

“ You put the card on his table, Doyle?”

“Sure and did!”*  grinned  Doyle.
“There’ll be a row when he finds it there,
I'm thinking. Hallo, here’s Tommy!”

Tommy Dodd came into the study. He
was looking very flushed, and he seemed to
limp a little. 1t needed only a glance from
the members of the Rookwood Seeret Society
to see that the hapless Modern junior had
‘““been through it.”

‘*Hallo! What's
Tommy Cook.

Tommy Dodd sank into a chair, apd im
mediately jumped up again, with a dismal
ejaculation. =

“ 8it_down, old chap!” said Jimmy ¢

“I—¥'d rather stand for a bit;
Tommy Dodd, with a wry face. *“I-
got a pain!?” .

*“ What’s happened?”’

“ Knowles found the card on his table!”
groaned Tommy Dodd. * He called me in
to ask questions!’?

“But you didn’t put It there, bedad !>
said Doyle.

“ Knowles took it for granted. He guesses
}'m in this stunt, and he pitehed into e
on suspicion ! groaned Tommy. “Ow! I've
had a fearful licking! Yow-ow-ow!”

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

“ Time for the secret society to get to
work again,”” he said. “ Knowles is next
on the list, you fellows!*

“Hear, heart?

*“ Feel very bad, Tommy ?” asked Cock sym-
pathetically.

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow ! **

Tommy Dodd’s reply indicated that he felt
very bad indeed.

“Never mind, We'll make Knowles sit up
for it!” said Conroy comfortingly.

“Knowles doesn’t play the game,” said
Jimmy Silver. “He’s no right to take
things for granted, or to ask a fellow to
conviet himself. He doesn’t know the mean-
ing of fair play. Old Bulkeley wouldn't do
that. But the secret society is going to
teach him a lesson %
¢ ““Carthew’s "caught on already,” said
Putty Grace, “and I think that Cateshy
and Frampton and Tresham don’t want any
more.””

1 know they don't!” said Tommy Dodd,
with a faint grin. “They refused to have

remarked

said

the matter?” asked

a hand in licking me in Knowles' study.
Cateshy said it was bullying—**
*Oh, my hat!?”

““And Tresham and Frampton didn't
approve—-"7

& Ha=ha-ha 122

Tommy Dodd chuckled, but his chuckle

ecded in a dismal groan. He was feeling very
sore.

“ They’'re all learning their lesson,” said
Jimmy Silver. “It’s only Knowles who's got
to be made to understand. And Knowles is
to be the next victim of the R.S.8.” =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Cheap Hair-Cut!

HE door of Knowles’ study was
thrown open quite suddenly, and a
crowd of curious-looking figures
roshed in, and the door was in-

stantly closed again, and the key turned in
the lock, It was tem o'clock, and nearly
everybody was in bed.

The sudden invasion of the study had
taken hardly more than a second.

Knowles blinked at the invaders. That
they were juniors was clear enough from
their stature. But they were quite unrecog-
nisable. Each of them had a Guy Fawkes
mask on his face, securely tied on with
string, and wore overalls over his clothes.
The overalls had evidently been borrowed
from the laboratory on the Modern side.

Their aspect was extraordinary, and rather
alarming. The last to enter locked the door.

“ What-—"" stuttered Knowles.

He realised in a flash that he was in the
presence of the Secret Society of Rookwood
—or some of its members, at least.

The disguised juniors did not speak.
of them rushed straight at Knowl
put up a terrific fight as his assai
rushed him down, and shouted for help at
the same time.

Rut he had time for only one shout.

Two of the juniors staggered away under
iiis hefty blows, but the others were on him,
ciinging to him like cats, and Knowles came
to the floor with a crash. As he sprawled
there, they all scrambled on him, and he was
pinned helplessly to the earpet.

A knee on his chest held him down, and
a hand was clapped over his mouth, clioking
back bis attempt to yell.

But they were not quick encugh.

One more long 'yel escaped the hapless

Sixth-Former before he was effectually
gagged with an eily rag, which, from its

taste, had been picked up in the bike-shed,
and which excellently served its purpose.

‘the pass

Almost immediately footsteps sounded in
age outside. The one shout that
Knowles had uttered had evidently becn
heard in the other Sixth Form studies.

““ Knowles!?”

It was a whisper from the leader of the
masked party. Steps were approaching the
study. It was locked, but the invaders were
shut in, and there was no escape for them.

“ Knowles, tell them it is all right. You
catch on?”

“Yes,”” breathed Knowles.

The gag had been removed from his

mouth, but he dare not shout out for help.

“If they come in and cateh us here, old
pippin, we're going to pinch your nose with
these!”

So saying, the Grand Master produced a
dangerous-looking pair of pincers, and
?napped them threateningly before Knowles'
ace,

Knowles shivered.

“T’ll do my best!” Le mutiered.

“Mind you do!’

The door-handle turned, aund then th(re‘

was a knock.

‘“ Knowles!?”
outside.

“Hallo!* called back Kmnowles, in falter-
ing tones, his eyes on the pincers that were
ready to pinch his nose.

“Did you shout?”

“© Ell?”

“ Somebody shouted for help!” exclaimed
Catesby irritably. “Is anything up here?”

“ What—what should be up? 1It’s ull
right !

““Can’t you open the door???

“I'm—I'm just turning in.”

“ Well, what the thump did you yell for?"
exclaimed the Sixth-Former in the passage,
in annoyance and astonishment. “I heard
you in my study!*’

Kuowles could not explain that it was ie
who had yelled, and why. It was a case ol
least said soonest mended, with a pair ef
pincers just touching the bully's nose.

“I—I was dreaming, I think,” stuttered
Knowles at last. “I1—1 fell asleep in 1y
chair, and I—I think 1 was dreaming—— "’

“Weill, you are an ass!” said Catesby.

And his footsteps were heard returning to
his own study.

There was a soft ¢
Guy Fawkes mas

came Catesby’s voice from

Huckle from under the
as the footsteps died
away. While the préfect was at the door
the secret society meémbers had kept as stiil
as mice; hardly breathing. But he was gone
now—surprised, but far from suspecting what
was geing on in Knowles’' study.

Kunowles bit deep into the oily rag in Lis

A MEETING OF THE R.S.S.
Doyle ?°’ asked Jimmy.
Dodd came into the study.

‘“ Sure !
He was looking fiushed, and it needed only a

‘““You put the card on Knowies’® table,

Hallo, Here’s Tommy!”’ Tommy

glance from the members of the society to see that he had *‘ been through

it

(See Chapter 2.)
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rage. He had felt assured- that the game
was up with the raggers as soon as Catesby
knocked at the study door. He had lied,
perforce, and turned away the only hope
of assistance, while all the time wanting to
|shout at the top of his voice.
{ Now he was at the mercy of the secret
society, and he knew that there was littie
mercy he might expect. The members of
this unruly band had never as yet failed to
carry out their threats, and Knowles had
not much hope of their weakening in this
instance. He was just beginning to realise
why Carthew of the Classical Side, and
Tresham, Frampton, and Catesby oun the
Modern Side, had altered their behaviour
as regards bullying since the advent of the
secret society.

Who were they? His eyes glittered at
them, but could not penetrate the disguises.
The Guy Fawkes masks and the overalls

completely concealed clothes, forms, and
features. Their looks told him nothing, and

they might be in the Shell, the Fourth, the
Third—they might be any of a hundred and
fifty fellows.

He suspected that Jimmy Silver was one
of them, but it was the barest suspicion.
For aught he knew, Jimmy might be fast
asleep in the Classical Fourth dormitory at
that moment. He had listened to the
Grand Master's whispering voice eagerly, but
he could not recognise it—=the forced huski-
ness of the tones baffled him. Knowles, as
he lay on the study carpet, quivered with
rage, but still more with apprehension. He
began to understand Carthew’s tame submis-
sion. e

What was going to happen to him now?
He watched the masked juniors in growing
uneasiness.

Only a soft chuckle broke the stillness of
the room.

¢ All serene now?”’ said the Grand Master.
“ What-ho!”*
“ And now for Knowles!”

“Now for Knowles!” repeated the
members in hoarse voices.
Knowles shivered a little as they sur-

rounded him. The fury in his face wus
changed into something very like fear.

‘“Put him in the chair!”’

Knowles was placed in a chair. He could
not move ‘hand or foot to resist, and his
jaws ached with biting at the oily rag in
vain. Only his eyes were eloquent.

“Knowles ’—the Grand Master’s voice
was very deep—“do you know into whose
hands you have fallen?*’

Knowles glared._

“Nod your head for ¢ Yes,” and answer.”

Another glare.

“Pull his ears till he answers!”

“You bet!” :

A muscular finger and thumb fastened
upon Knowles' right ear, and it was merci-
lessly twisted. Knowles would have given a
fearful howl if the oily rag had not stopped
it. As it was, he gave utterance to a faint,
anguished gurgle.

“ Will you answer now?”’

Knowles nodded hastily.

“@ood! Just in time to save your other
ear!” said the Grand Master approvingly.
“Do you think we shall teach you manners
in time, Knowles?”

Kunowles bit savagely into the gag.

“No answer? Pull his other ear!”

Gurgle.

“Will you answer now, prisoner in the
chair?”

Knowles nodded.

Do you think we shall teach you manners
in time,” Knowles?”’

The Grand Master repeated his question.

Nod again. Knowles had had enough pe
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suasion, and he was
prepared to nod like a
Chinese mandarin, if
requested.

“That’s better ! Now,
do you know into
whose hands you have
fallen?”

Nod.

“This afternoon you
bullied a junior in the
Todern Fourth. Do
You remember?”

Knowles had an in-
ward  struggle, but
finally he nodded. He
knew what would hap-
fen if he did not.
“You remember act-
ing like. a beastly
bully ?>
Nod.

““The rotter real
hat a rotter he
rid the Grand Master.
That’s something !
You realise what a
you are,

The hapless Knowles
nodded.

‘““Are you properly

ashamed of yourself?”
Nod.
“Good! We're get-
ng on! Do you think
that the lesson we're
going to give you will
do you good?”

Knowles wriggled in
his bonds .in a desper-
ate and frantic effort

to get loose. He
would not have
thought of counting

the odds if he ecould
glhave got his hands
free just then. But
he sank back in the
chair, exhausted by
the futile effort. and
as he did so a hand
from under an overall
gripped his ear, and
pulled hard and long.
Knowles writhed in a
perspiration  between
i |rage and pain.

“Do you think the
lesson we're going to
give you will do you
good?” repeated the
Grand Master calmly,

Kiuowles nodded,
cnoking.

in-

He was experiencing a severe form of
bullying now. The secret society were evi-
dently proceeding on the system of making
the punishment fit the crime. Whether it
was doing Knowles good was another gues-
tion. Certainly, it was not improving his
temper or adding to his stock of the milk
of human kindness.

“ Good again! 1 hope, for your own sake,
Knowtes, that the lesson will do you enough
good to cure you! Eyebrows first!”’

A shudder ran through Knowles as scissors
were produced and glided over his eyebrows,
clipping them off close to the skin.

Knowles' aspect was extraordinary withou$
any eyebrows.

“They'll grow again!” said the Grand
Master cheerfully. * You'll look a bit of a
sketch, Knowles, until they grow; but they'll
grow all right. While they're growing you'll
Lave time to reflect upon your sins. You§
have lots to reflect on. Meantime, you'll
furnish a little harmless and necessary enter-
tainment to the fags. I'm sure the Seeond
Form, at least, will be no end interested in
You in this state, and will think it funny!™

There was a chortle from under the card-
board masks.

“ Now for his topknot!”

Knowles wriggled spasmodically. If his
tongue had been free he would have pleaded
for mercy; he was reduced to that. But
he could not speak. He shuddered as the
scissors glided over his head and his hale
fell in a shower.

Knowles, who was rather a dandy,
himself on his hair, which was alway
tifully brushed and parted. The
made havoe with it.  The Grand M Ty
whoever and whatever he was, was evidently
not a skilled hair-cutter. He eut in jags
and gashes, and hair came off in chunks,
leaving thick patches in one place and bald
spots in another. The sufferings of the hap-
less Knowles were acute. How long would
it take for his hair to grow again? What
would he look like while it was growing?

prided
beau-

Carthew's celebrated black eye, at the begin-._

ning of the term, was nothing to this—
nothing! He would have to hide himself in
the sanatorium, under the pretence of ili-
ness; he would have to keep somehow out
of ght of Rookwood. He could not see
himself, but he could feel the scissors snip-
ping and see the hair falling. He knew
that already he would cause howls of
laughter if he appeared in public, and the
amateur barber was not finished yet.

Snip, snip, snip!

The scissors were very busy. Hair lay all
around Knowles in the chair, and he had a
cold feeling on top of his head.

Snip, snip, snip!

“There, T think that will do!’ said the
Grand Master of the Rookwood Secret Soriety
at last. ¢ There isn’t much more to come
offit2

“Ha, ha, Ha!l?

“0Oh, my bhat! What a beauty!’

“ You can thank your lucky stars, Knowles,
that you haven’t reached an age when the
hair doesn't grow again. Suppose you
had !

Knowles did not need to suppose that: he
was horrified enough already. Even if he
found out these young rascals, and had them
punished, that would not restore his shorn
lccks. Nothing but the slow process of
Nature could do that, and that process was
very slow.

He sat with a stony look on his face. All
the ferocity had been taken out of him.now.
He only wondered dismally whether the
secret society was finished yet.

“ That'll do. We're leaving you mnow,”
said the Grand Master. 4

Then the Grand Maste? tiptoed to, the
door and unlocked it, and peered out
cautiously into the passage. The Sixth Form
corridor was deserted. Most of the Sixth
were gone to bed. -

“ All serene.”

Noiselessly the seven members stepped
out of the study, and the door was drawn
shut and closed quietly.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Knowles!

FTER much struggling and wriggling
in his bonds, Knowles managed to
free himself, and, jumping to his
feet viciously, turned up the light,

and looked- into the glass. He scowled
ferociously at his imgpge reflected there.
How was he to appear in public in this
state?

He ecouldn’t—he knew that he couldn’t.
Even for the sake of vengeance on-the secret
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zoeiety he would not meet the grinning looks
of all Rookwood in his present weird siate.
- There was a tap at the door, and he spun
"round. Quick as thought he caught|up a
muffler, and wound it over his head, low
_over his forehead to cover up the niissing
‘eyebrows. Frampton opened the door and
looked in.
“Oh; here you are!” he said:
Knowles muttered something indistinetly.

“ Anything wrong with your head?” lasked
“ Frampton. %

“My—my head? No!» |

“What have you got it wrapped up for,

then ?>
“A—a slight celd,” mumbled Knowles.
Frampton eyed him very curiously He
could see that semething very unusual had
happened, and that Knowles did not intend
to tell him what it was.
Even to his chum’s eyes, Knowles did not
ecare to reveal his disfigured looks. .|[Much
less would he have revealed them to the
whole school.
“Yon've caught a cold?” asked Frampton.
“J-j-just a trifie,” stammered Kpow
“N-n-nothing much! Good-night! I'm|going
to bed!”
“ By the way, what does Carthew say
the secret soeciety?” ~
“Hang Carthew!” -

. Knowles almost pushed Frampton o¢ut of
the study, eclosed the door on him, and
locked it. Frampton whistled softly in the

: passage, and looked in at Tresham’s | study
before going to his own.

. “Somethin’s up with old Knowles,”
marked., “I fauney he’s fallen foul
secret society; looks as mad as a hat

Tresham grinned. |
““Is Carthew backin’ him up?”? he a?kefL

he re-
f the
er.’*

““He said, ‘ Hang Carthew! so I fandy notb.
Looks to me as if the fags have done some-
thin’ to him,” said Frampton. “Hels gob
bhis napper wrapped up, and says he's got

a cold; but he jolly well hasn’t! | They
threatened to shave Carthew, before he
knuckled under. I wonder if they've shaved
Knowles?”> -

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“0ld Knowles was always so jolly| eock-
sure,” said Frampton.  “My idea is, leave
the little beasts alone

“ Mine, too!” agreed Tresham.

And it is probable that Knowles, Jas he

restlessly paced his study, and occasionally
glared at his awful reflection in the
was coming te the same conclusion.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Knowles Toes the Line.
J IMMY SILVER & CO. came down

cheer-
fully in the morning. Perhaps one or
two of the cheery juniors showed slight
signs of having been awake unusually
late. But they were very merry and hright,
and when they met the three Tommijes of

the Modern Fourth in the guadrangle there
was a general chortle. =

“Something’s happened to Knowles,?’ said
Tommy Dodd.

“I believe so !’ said Jimmy Silver. |“1've
heard—ahem —*

‘““Ha, ha, ha!»

“I've heard that be was shaved in his
study last night. Of course, I canlt say

anything official. But I believe it’s true.””
“1 believe so, too,” remarked Putty of
the Fourth, speaking for a moment in the
deep, husky tones of the Grand Mastér.
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”?
““He hasn't come down,” said Tommy| Ccok.
“He’s keeping his bed, and it’s said he’s got
a eold.”
“Keeping his head well wrapped up, any-
how,” said Temmy Dedd. “Towle’s seen
him, and be says Knowle's head is muffled
up all over—can't see anything above his
eyelashes. Something may have happened to
his eyebrows.”
“I wonder if he's going to the Head?”
said Jimmy Silver musingly. “If so, the
Rookwood Seeret Society will have to lie
awfully low and say nuffin. The Head will
be in a rare wax if he sees Knowles looking
like that.” -
I faney be won't care to face the Head,”
. grinned Arthur Edward Lovell. “He | won't
. face anybody like that! .Two to one he's
going to have a long, obstinate cold—long
enough for his fur to grow -again.’
“Ha, ha, hal?
Jimmy Silver & Co. were quite interested
on that subject. They were very well jaware
that the Rookwood Secret Seciety hadFaken

risks in dealing with Knowles so dpastie-
.ally,. and that if the Head made a strict
inquiry, it was possible that something might

IN THE HANDS OF THE INVADERS. HKnowles shuddered as the scissors
The Grand Master, whoevesr he was,

giided over his head. Snip, snip!

was evidently not a skilful haircutter.
hair came off in chunks.

He cut in jags and

i gashes, and the
(See chapter 8.) :

come out—in which case it was undounbted
that severe floggings wouid be the order of
the day. But if that sheuld happen, they
were quite decided that Knowles should
have another and more severe lesson, and
they thought it probable that Knowles was
aware of that.

" They learned, after morning lessons, that
Knowles had not appeared in the Sixth Form
room that morning. That the Modern pre-
fect was confined to his rovm with a cold
was soon known all over Rookwood.

But the nature of his cold leaked out
somehow or eother. By the next day Tubby

Muffin knew all about it, and was spreading.

the news far and wide. That moraing
Knowles was shifted into the sanatorium-
his story of a ecald being taken in good
faith by the Head. =

Bulkeley of the Sixth called Jimmy Silver
to him that morning. He eyed the captain
of the Fourth very grimly.

“Have you heard this about Knowles?»
he demanded. .

“Phat he’s got a cold?” said Jimmy inno-
cently.  “Yes, Bulkeley.”

“I hear it's being said that his hair was
cut by a gang of fags.”

““Not really?”

“Yes, really!” snapped Bulkeley.

“That was kind of them, then, wasn'f
it?” said Jimmy. It will save him eight-
pence at the hairdresser’s.”

Bulkeley looked at him very bard. But
there was nothing to be read in Jimmy
Silver’s innocent face, and the eaptain of
Rookwood turned away.

Jimmy smiled serenely.

It was clear, by this time, that Knowles
did not intend to lay a formul complaint of
the outrage before the Head. He wanted,
as far as possible, to hush up his humilia-
tion, and he feared the future vemgeauce of
the Rookwood Seeret Scociety. He had
sneered ‘scornfully at Carthew and Frampton
and the rest, but he had followed in their
footsteps at last. 'They had had enough,
and Knowles had had enough, too.

“T've got an idea,” Jimmy Silver remarked
to his chums ecasually, “that there won't
be so much bullying from Knewles & €o.
after this. Some fags, ealled the Rookwood
Secret Society, seem to have taken some of
the Hunnishress out of them. It’s rather
mysterious, but whoever they are they 5

s“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Whoever they are, we owe them a vote
of thanks,” said Jimmy Silver. < Probably
the Rookwood Secret Society will disappear

now, leaving only a pleasant recollection to-

Knowles & Co.——*

“Very pleasant!” grinned Lovell.

“We must see him the day he comes out
of sanny. I'm really quite interested in the
progress of his bad cold.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a couple of weeks hefore Knowles

- the seeret society.

came out of sanny—so obstinate and pro-
longed was his “cold.” When he emerged
one morning, the Fistical Four met him with
a polite greeting. Knowles’ eyvebrows looked
very thin, and his hair exceedingly
closely cropped.

was
A blaze came into his eyes
as he sighted Jimmy Silver & Co.

“ Good-morning, Knowles!” said Jimmy

“ Hope you're better!” said Lovell.

For an instant Knowles seemed about to
spring, like & tiger. Buti he didn't. He had
learned his lesson.

< Good-morning ! he answered quite civilly.
“Muech better, thanks.”

© So glad!” murmured Jimmy.

Knowles walked on hastily. Jimmy Silyer
& €Co. exchanged blissful glances.

Jimmy Sitver dropped into Bulkeley’s study
that evening. The captain of Rookwood
met him with a rather grim logk.

“ You were speaking to us the other daj,
in the end study, about some gueer organisa-
tion ecalled the Rookwood Seseret Sociey,
Bulkeley,” began Jimmy softly,

< Well 7>

“You hinted that you'd like it to come
to a stop?”

Vs

“Well, T hear,” said Fimmy eautiously—
“I hear that it’s all over now. This—ahem!
—isn’t official, of course.”

”“ Of course not!”> said Bulkeley sarcastic
ally.

*“Abem! But I hear that there isn't any
seervet society now,” said Jimmy. “1t's all
over and washed cut! I thought you'd like
to know, Bulkeley ! -

And Jimmy quitted the study. Bulkeley
stared after him, and his hand strayed to
his ashplant ; but he withdrew it, and a smile
broke over his faee. He was not quite sure
that the Rookwood Secret ' Society hadn’t
been a useful institution while it lasted—
though he was glad to hear of its demise.

Nothing more was heard at Rookwood of
Knowles & €Co., grown
wise by experienee, were willing to leave the
matter where it was. And where it was ib
remained—a mystery to most of the Rook-
wood fellows. And those te whom it was
not a mystery wisely kept their own counsel.
On the Modern side, Tommy Dodd & Co.
found Enowles much more tolerable than of

. old; and on the Classical side, Carthew,

for the rest of that term, sedulously aveided

trouble with the end study. The Roeckwood

Secret Society was dead and buried, but it

was not forgotten. = The juniers had been

victorious, and it was, as Arthur Edward

Lovell slangily observed, “ Some victory !
THE END.

(You must not wmiss veading  Chums to
the Rescue!” next Tuesday’s grand long com-
‘plete story of the Rookwood chums.)
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a head and shoulders were

voice, - as t S
thrust out of the chaise window. |
- =

‘“’Od’s death I’ cried Dick, clapping the

spurs to Black Satan, and galloping off

at full speed after the vehicle. {’Tis
Ralph! That’s Vesey's chaise, and he's
carrying the boy off ;
“Dick, Dick!” cried the boy. |
“Look out: for a foul shot!’ cried
Turpin; and the words were hardly out
of his mouth when 2 spurt of smoke
leaped from the window, and a pistol-
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{Continued from page 6.)

“Don't shoot!” cried Dick to his com-
rade. “You may hit Ralph!”

“On, on!'” screamed Vesey to his
postillion. = “Two hundred guineas if
you outdistance them !”

The postboy plied whip and spur to
such purpose that the chaise secmmed to
fly through the air.

“10d’s death!” shouted Turpin, spur.
ring forward. “The gravelpits! Catch
the horses, or the boy’s lost !

Right ahead yawned the mouth of a
deep, sheer-falling pit, its edge fringed
with bushes and the {rantic chaise
horses dashed straight towards it. With
his heart in his mouth at this new danger
Dick crammed the spurs inte Satan’s
sides, and made one desperate effort to
reach the chaise in time.

But he was too late. Right to the pit's
brink dashed the chaise and horses,
despite Dick’s desperate attempt to clutch

suers reined their mounts back upon.
their haunches on the very edge, the
chaise plunged over into the yawning pit.

“My brother!” cried Dick, in agony.
“He i3 lost!”

A scream came from one of the horses
as it found itself hurtling downwardsn a
wild, ringing cry from inside the chaise
as it disappeared. Then a moment’s
silence, and a terrific crash, followed bx
silence once again.

They flung themselves from their
mounts and hurried down the slope to the
pit’s bottormn. It was years since the place
had been worked, and the great hollow
was a honeycomb of holes, crumbling
caverns, and mounds of gravel, grown
over with tangled bushes and briars.

The wrecked vehicle lay on its side in
the middle of a juniper-bush, which it
had crashed flat to the ground, and the
horses lay atop of each other, one with its
neck broken, the other still alive, but
breathing its last.

Dick flew to the chaise and flung its

door back. The whole vehicle was
buckled and cracked like a wrecked
vessel, and inside Dick saw only one

form—his brother.

{There will be another thrilling instal-
ment  of this powerful hLighwayman
serial in nexd Tuesday's issue. Eaok out
for it.. Don’t forget that anothey

ball, aimed at Dick’s horse, grazed }%lack

; wonderful romance of the old days is
Satan on the flank.

the leader’s head, and as the two pur-! on the way?)
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