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Fdwarl Lovell sympatheticilly, but
perhays not very tuctfully, :
“Wow! No,”’ groaned Jmmy
Silver. “Not at alll Wow! This
is simply a new fom of gymnastics.

[rdeed, he was debating in his
mind whether he should tell Carthew
10 go and eat coke, instead of taking
21_5 bankiote to the tuckshop for
him,
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“We’ve got to malke Carthew sit up, wnother taste of the cane, Silver?

somehow.”’

“ Oh, the rotter!” mumbled Jimmy
Silver.

It was really a hard case.

Carthew, the bully of the BSixth,
and the most intensely disliked pre-

Jimmy's eyes gleamed,

But Lovell hastily picked up the
note and handed it to his chum.
He did not want to see Jimmy
given further punishment; and the

Pick that note up at once |

“1 asked him.”

“1 suppose you're, telling
snapped Carthew. \

“You shouldn’t judge others by
yourself, Carthew!” tetorted Jimmy
Silver, :

lies!”

Jimmy was looking a good deal more
comforted, from which it might
have been guessed that he had
thought of a scheme of vengeance.

The 2nd Chapter.

“PDoes it run in vour family, Jimmy?
Now 1 come to think of it, I've seen
signs of insanity before.”
“Bow-wow!”  answered
Silver.
The Fistical Four walked down to

Jimmy

] h : : rds e U ¢ The prefect’s eyes glinted. Jimmy Has ‘an ldea. the village.

1 Ry e { | prefect was quite within his vights in , Wi T G LTSRS : 919 L
jH.Ct dmi a%“'ﬂm(;llstﬁgﬁln Tiifv %1*132153?01\ calling on the services of a f.&g*f It bad been his intention to pro- Feel up to c.rul\e1t-, ‘Jlml%ly.. Joey ‘Jones was an old acquaint-
“‘(.)Ioii;‘).lv (3:1\'(’1: st untcl‘m'takun.to “We'll take it, Carthew,” said voke the fag into a cheeky retort, | asked Lovell, as the Fourth ort [ ariie’ of tha Classical  ohusng. -
puni:ﬁiI P RETN the prefect having | Lovell. ‘“Come on, Jimmy!” and he had succeeded. came out after lessons. He was a man from the Front, dis-

bullied’ Jimmy's cousin, Algy of the
Third, in a way that Uncle James
did not approve of. :
Possibly Carthew did not care very
much about Uncle James' approval.
Jimmy’s method had been to

The Fourth-Formers went out into
the quad.

Jimmy Silver crumpled the bank-
note in his aching fingers.

“Jolly good mund to chuck it into
the fountain,” he grunted,

“Is that the way to talk to a pre-
foet, Silver?”

“A  prefect of your sort-—-yes,’
answered Jimmy Silver recklessly.

Carthew snatched up a cape.

“Hold out your hund!”’ he thun-

(]fffl,‘k! ’

- Jimmy shook his head.

“T couldn’'t hold . a bat,” he
answered. ‘I've got something else
on, too. Like to come for a walk?”

““Where?” asked Raby.

“Coombe., I've got to see a man,’’
answered Jimmy Silver.

charged for wounds, and he had
taken up potato-growing at Coombe.
The Fistical Four had sometimes
gone down on half-holidays to lend
him a hand with the digging.
He lived in a cottage outside the
village, and he was resting in his

an re tintacks in Carthew’s arm- “"Tain’t much tr y cha it . ; ; T : el R e BN i ] ]
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' 58y ) his ﬁxk ot A s “T don’t believe he cares twopence | of. that, Carthew?” said = Jimmy Liovelt ; s h qu(;lf mati Dave r fields, when the juniors came along.
b“{? < ol '-Ip A VR e iy P e pl Silver, between his teeth. you got 40 see 1n the village! Jimmy drew a crumpled sheet of
Jniortunately, Carthew had come | about naving 1t changed; 1Us oniy to “ Joey Jones, the potato - mer-

into  his study unexpectedly while
Jimmy was thus engaged.

Though Jimmy was not exactly
tearful, his feesings were expressed
insemphatic ejaculations.

give me a job,” growled Jimmy.

* Never mind. Come on!”

The Fistical Four walked to the
school shop which Sergeant Kettle
kept' in the ground floor of the old

Carthew did not answer that ques-
tion.

He caught the junior by the collar,
and the cane came down across
Jimmy's shoulders.

chant.” ;

“ But you don’t want any spuds!”
exclaimed Lovell, “We've got lots
of spuds, from our own allotment.”

“Quite s0. I want him to write a

paper from his pocket as he paused’
outside the garden gate, and glanced.
at it. .

“1 think that will do,”™ he mur-
mured.

Carthew had given him six on each | clock-tower. Jimmy Silver wrenched himself | |aiter for me.” i “What on earth is it?” asked New-
hand. ; § Jimmy threw the note on the | savagely away, and dodged out of “Well, my hat! Why!"” come,
It was a punishment quite out of | counter. the study. “ Because his handwriting is dif- “Look and see, old chap.”

proportion to the offence—~at least,
from the point of view of the end

“Can you change that for Carthew,
sergeant?’”’ he asked.

He just escaped another lash as he
went.,

ferent from mrine.”
“Great pip!”

Lovell & Co. looked at the scribbled
paper.

study. ) Mr. Kettle shook his head. Carthew tossed the cane on the Jimmy Silver’s’ chums stared at It ran: X
“Poor old Jimmy!” repeated the “Sorry, Master Silver; change is | table and grinned. him, greatly mystified. “FOUND !

Clo. e W short,” he said. | “1 fancy 1 shall bring that young But they followed him as he started £5 NOTE, No. 00010101. Owner
“Yow-ow-ow ! said Jimmy Silver. “Right you are,” said Jimmy, | cub to heel in the long run!” he | for the gates. can have same by applying to

“Never mind. Can’t be. helped.
Yow-ow-ow ! My blessed hands are
| on fire—wow ! Let's get out.”
¢ «(Come on, then, old chap,” said
aby. i
'The Fistical Four went downstairs.
Jimmy felt that a walk in the
pleasant summer sunshine would
iake him feel better.

But his luck was out.

Mark Carthew of the Sixth jvas
standing in the doorway, chatting
with Knowles of the Modern side.

taking up the note again.

He was not sorry to have to return
it to. Carthew unchanged.

The chums of the Fourth returned
to the School House.

Knowles was strolling away to Mr.
Manders’ House, and Carthew had
gone to his study.

Jimmy repaired there.

“Well, why haven't you changed
it?”’ demanded Carthew in his mast
bullying tone, as Jimmy laid the

murmured,  “ I'll take the cheek out
of him, or I'll know the reason why."

But Jimmy Silver's feelings, as he
scudded away from the Sixth-Form
passage, could not have been ex-
pressed in words,

That afternoon, in the Fourth
Form-room, Jimmy Silver was very
thoughtful.

e was not thinking, however, of
the valuable instruction he was recelv-
ing from Mr. Bootles.

“Is it a wheeze?’ asked Lovell at
last, as they turned out into the road.

“ Guessed that at last, old top? You
must have been giving your intellect
Swedish drill, or something,” said
Jimmy Silver affably.

“QOh, rats!” answered Lovell. “I
don’t see what you're at. I could
write a letter for you, if you wanted
it : '

“Carthew would know your fist,. if
he went down to the office, and in-

M. Carthew, Sixth Form, Rookwood
School, near Coombe. Apply per
sonally, not by letter.”

The three juniors rubbed their
eyes.

“D-d-d-do you mean to'say that
Carthew found that banknote and
kept it?” ejaculated Lovell.

“Not at all.”

“ But—but this——"

“That’s an advertisement for the

1 _ . banknote on the tahle. He was thinking of Mark Carthew | quired after the letter.” ‘ Coombe Times,” ”’ « said Jimmy,
The Classical prefect grinned at the “The sergeant’s got no change.” of the Sixth, and. of ways and means’ “What office?” yelled Lovell. Silver calmly, “It goes in this

gight of Jimmy's pained face.
“Fag!” he called out.
Apparently Carthew wanted a fag

‘“Most likely you've been too lazy
to ask him,”’ growled Carthew. ‘s
that it, you scowling young rascal?”

for making the bully sorry for him-
self.
When = classes  were  dismissed

N

“The local paper office.” ‘
‘1 say,.this 18 getting serious,” said
Lovell, with a look of concern.

week's paper.”

{Continued on the next page.)
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“But the note's Carthew's; isn’t it?"”

“1 suppose 8o. He's & rotter, but I
don't suppose he's a thief.”

“But—but that advertisement sounds
as if the note’s been found, and Car-
thew's keeping it for the owner to call,”
said Lovell} in bewilderment.

“ Exactly.”

“Nobody will sall for it, if it's Car-
thew’s.”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“My dear man, fhere arée a certain
number of dishonest persons in  exist-
ence,” he answered. *“It's sad, but true.
Take that gang, f'rinstance—Hook, the
bookie, and his friends at the Bird-in-
Hand. There are others. Even in this
delightiul countryside there are persons
who are not above annexing other people’s
property. You ought to have found that
out by the prites you've been charged for
things.”

“Yes; bube—"

““Hvery chap whe sees that advertise-
ment will know that the banknote’s to be
had by applying personally. Ninety-nine
in a hundred won't take any notice of it,
of course. The hundredth will. See?
This advertisemetit s enough to bring
half the rogues in the county calling on
Carthew and demanding his banknote.
It will keep Carthew oecupied a bit in his
gpare time, and he won't have so much
time to waste on little us.” "

o '5 ﬂ'

“Oh!” ejaculated Lovell,
jape.n

“Got that at last?” asked Jimmy Silver
sarcastically.

“My hat! Why, a dozen people may
come asking for that banknote!” ex-
claimed Raby. “1 suppose there's as
many rogues a8 that around this part.”

“Shouldn’t wonder. May be more. I
think Carthew will be kept busy for a
time,” said Jimmy Silver cheerfully.

“There’ll be a terrific row when it
comes out that somebody’s shoved the
ad in the paper!” gasped Newcome.

“That’s why I'm not going to write
the letter. Joey Jones' fist isn’t known
to anybody, and it won't hurt him. See?
Carthew's a suspicious heast, but even
he wouldn’t think of suspecting - the
potato merchant of japing him.”

TR, WTTNRY )

“Walt for mo, ol oy,
be a fev minujes’”

limmy Silver wert ap the poils 10 the
cottage.

He was sury that Mr-. Jonis would
oblige lim by cipyhg out that leite:,
as there was evidently ne harm in it

Lovell & Co. waited for hin

They were grimning row.

Exactly what resilts that 1dvertis:-
ment in the lowal paper would bave they
could not guess, huab it wis pretiy certain
that ths results woiald cavse Carthey
of the Sixth a considerable amount of
surprige and distutbance.

Jimmy Silve: rejoined them i o Tew
minutes, with an eaveope in his hand

1 by

containing the cop3y ol the wdvertise-
ment.

“We'll shove this in at the door of
the © Times ' office,” he said. “An -

thing in before six fo-day comes oub in
the rag to-morrow. Carthiew’s nat likely
to see it; he mever reads the local paper,
of course,. We've got to puat in a bob—
stamps: will do. You can't trace
stamps.”

“Oh, my hat!” aid Lovell,

A ‘dozen stamps were purchased at the
village post-ofliice, and slipped into the
envelope, which was then closed.

The Fistical Four strolled doewn the old
High Street of Coombe, and the letter
was duly dropped inte the box at the
door of the “Coombe Times® office.

Then the Classical chums walked lhome-
ward, smiling.

“That's a bit safer than gumming his
inkpot or glueing his slippers,” remarked
Jimmy Silver, “and 1 fancy it will worry
him a bit more, the beast!” Jimmy
rubbed  his hands. “The worst is, he
won't know I did it. I can’t very well
tell him that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.
not.”

The Fistical Four were feeling {far
more cheerful when they reached Rook-
wood. Jimmy Silver especially was par-
ticularly chirpy, for he was anticipat-
ing the success of his scheme for get-
ting even with Carthew.

" Better

]

The 3vd Chapter.
Tubby Muffin is ¢ On."”

The next day Jimmy Silver & Co. ex-
pected something to happen.

What would happen they did not know,
but they were sure something would, and
that it would not be agrecable wo the
unspeakable Chrthew.

The affair of the advertiscment was kept
gtrictly dark.

All the four agreed that the less said
about it the better.

When, after lessons that Friday, the
chums of the Fourth came upon Tuhby
Muffin perusing a copyv of the “Coombe
Times,” they were a little startled.

Tubby was sitting on onc of the oaken
benches in Little Quad blinking very
earnestly over the loeal paper, and the
Fistical Four exchanged glances as they
observed him.

“Has that fat bounder got on to it2”
muttered Jimmy Silver uneasily.

Itt was rather a worrying idea, for
Tubby Muffin was a born chatterbox, and
was certain not to keep the secret if hic
dound it out.

.

Tubby had many surreptitious ways of
finding out secrets. \

“Hallo, what's in the paper, Tubby?”
agked Jimmy, with a ecareless air, a3 he
stopped with his chums.

Lubby looked up, startled. He had not
heard the Fistical Four approaching.

To their surprise, he whipped the paper
under his jacket at once.

“Eh?” he stammered. “N-n-nothing.”

“That’s the local rag, isn’t it?” asked
Lovell.

*Nunno.”

“What?” exclaimed Jimmy Sllver.
Jimmy had seen the title *“Coombe
Times " in big letters on the paper.

“It's—it's "the * Daily Mai{,' ey .

Tubby confusedly,
the—the it

“Cricket reports?” asked Raby.

“Ye-es, that's it,"” said Tubby, in re-
lief., “I=I1 was just reading wup the
cricket reports, Jimmy.”

“In the * Daily Mail '?” grinned New-
come. ‘

Tubby stuttered.

“1—I meant to say this is the local
paper !” he gasped.
“This week's?”

"Yeﬂ."

“There aren’'t any Rookwood reports
in this week's.”

“Oh, dear! 1-<I mean--1 was reading
up the Bagshot reports.”

“@Good! Let's see how old Pankley has
bheen getbing on in cricket,” said Jimmy
Bilver, holding out his,hand for the paper.

Tubby Muffin held his fat paw over it,
as il fearing that it would be snatehed
away- ) %

The Fistical Four stared at him.

They could not wunderstand the fat
Clasgical’s evident confusion and alarm.

Even il he had been reading the
precious advertisement there was no
reason why he should tell whoppers about
it, so far as they could see.

“Look here, what’s the matter with
you, Tubby?” demanded Jimmy Silver.

“N-n-nothing. 11 say, I must go,”
said Muflin nervously. *“I<-I've got to
see Carthew.”

“Carthew!”

et L e
(o Neswhy., " 1 dﬂl‘i" TI\TEI(
clafom to my banknote," sald Tubby, on
congideration, “L wouldn't let Leggett
or Gower sce €his; tiey might say it was
theirs.”

“Bankrote!”™ repeated Jimmy dazedly.

“¥es: tie five-pound note I lost the
other dag,’ said Tebby.

‘“My only hat *?

“Carthew’s found it,” rattled on Tuhby.
“Xsn't that lucky? I°d really given it up
as gone, you know,”

The chums of the Fourth fairly blinked,

It was ovident that Tubby had seen
the advertiserment, and equally evident
thiat: he intended to lay claim to the
fiver, :

Jimmy Silver rubbed his nose hard,

He had siid that the rogues of the
vicinity would be after that banknote,
hut it had not occurred to him that there
were rognes at Rookwood who would he
after it, too. .

Tubby BMufin, perhaps, was too stupid
to realise that he was heing a rogue,
but it was clear that he was after Cars
thiew’s banknote.

“Well, my only sainted aunt!” mur-
mured Lovell. . “The—the awful fraud!
;.\{ou’fat image, you bhaven't lost any
iver!”

“I—I'm reading up

—

“I haven't mentioned it before,” said

Muffin, “1 didn't care to make a fuss
about it. But as Carthew's found it,
and advertised it, I'd better eclaim @ it.
Don't you think s0?”

“Qreats Scott!”

And with that Tubby Muffin trotted
away.

“Better tell him it’s spoof!” said Raby
uneasily.

“And he'll babble it out to all Rook-
wood, and Carthew will soon know whao
put the advertisement in,” said New-
come.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Can’t tell him,” he said. “If he’s
such an awful little rascal as to claim
a banknote he knows isn’t his, let him
interview Carthew, and if he gets a lick-
ing it will do him good!"

The Fistical Four sauntered back intg
Big Quad.

Tubby Muffin, in the distance, vanished
into the School House.

Probably he wasg anxious to*put in his
i:]_aim betore someone else anticipated
1m.

Jimmy Silver & Co. joined Erroll and
Morny and Oswald, who were heading
for the cricket-field.

Leggett, of the Modern Fourth, called
out to them,

“Seen that fat bounder Muffin,
chaps?”

“Yes; he's gone in,” answered Jimmy
Silver, .

“He’s got my paper,” said Leggett.
“I've been looking for the little heast.
Did you see whether he had it?”

“The local paper?’ asked Jimmy.

“Yes; ' Coombe Times.'"”

“Yes, he had it,” said Jimmy, looking
at Leggett. “Anything in it, Leggett?”

“Oh, yes!" said Leggett causally. *1T
got it to see about my advertisement
of my white rabbits, yon know, and I
happened to come across quite a surprige.
What do you think?  Carthew of the
Sixth has found the banknote I lost the

you

| other day, and he’s advertising it in the

local paper.”

tellir‘;ﬁ:‘vg‘i‘lr_ :
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“0b, ¢rumbs!”

“You'd rather have expected him to
advertise it on the school -noticesboard,”
remarked Leggett. “But I dare say he
picked it up outside Rookwoed, and
doesi’t gness that it belongs to a Rook-
wood chap. 1 must have dfﬂii?'ad it
going down to Coombe yesterday.'

The Fistical Four were Ep'ﬂ%u{hle!as.

This was the second Rookwood elaimant
of the banknote, which had never been
logt “or found.

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy at lagh, *You—
you lost it, Leggett?”

“Yes; I'm not usually carélefs with
money, but I did. I was reading the
aﬂwettisemem out to Peele, when tha
fat little beast came up, and he sneake
the paper when I laid it down. 1 want
that paper to take with meé to Carthew.
Izlesscd if I know what Mufiln wanted
it dor!”

“Perhaps he wanted to take it to
Cairthew, too!” suggested Lovell, with a
grin.

The Modern junior started.

“Oh, my hat! He went in, did you
say?”

And Leggett fairly bolted for the School
House to recover that valuable paper.

“You don't think Mufin would claim
Leggett’s banknote, do you, Jimmy?”
asked Erroll, with a puzzled look,

“Perhaps it’s as much his as Leggett’s,”
said Jimmy, with a chuckle. X
“Quite as much, very likeély!” chortled
Lovell. :

And the Fistical Four went on to the
cricket, wondering how Tubby Mnffin
and Leggett would get on with Carthew
of the Sixth.

The 4th Chapter.
: Rival Clairmants,

Mark Carthew was in his study when a
tap came at the door, and the Sixth-
Former snapped:

“Come in!”

Muffin, of the Clasgical Fourth, came
i
‘He was looking a little nervous, and
he bad the “Coombe Timed " folded in
his fat hand.

Carthew stared at him.

“What do you want, fat ribs?” he usked
politely.

“Please I've come for the five-pound |

note, Carthew "

Carthew sat bolt upright in hig chair.
He was so astonished that he could only
stare at Reginald Muffin  for some
moments.

As he knew nothing whatever ahout the
advertisement in the “Coombe Times,”
naturally he did not know that he was
supposed to have found a banknote and
advertised 'i;%r,“tgﬂ D'WHG.T;-T, Rl 2t
L“ l'ﬁ‘;llwﬁ whime ;nl' V’h:ﬁ?" he ojacilated
H B,

“The fivespound note, Carthew, please.”

“You've comie here for a five-pound
note?” repeatel Carthew, still scargely
able t6 belicve his ears.

“Yes, pleise !

The SixthFormer started to his feet.

“Are you potty, you young idiot?” he
exclaimed.

“Nunno. I—Ive called for the fiver,”
said Muffin, backing away in some alarm.
He did not see why Carthéw should be
either surprised or angry. “I-I lost it,
you know."”

“You lost a fiver?”

“Ye-es.”

“Well, you young idiot, do you think
I'm u magieian, to find the things you
lose? Tf you've lost a fiver, go to your
Form-master, and he will put a notice on
the hoard.”

“B-b-but you've found it, Carthew!®
stammered Tubby Muffin, more surprised
than the prefect.

" \vl]at?f!

“Youw've got it, you know.” ;

“I—I—I've got it!” repeated Carthew
amazedly. “You idiotic little rascal, do
you think I've got your fiver? What do
You mean?”

“I—I say, you have, you KEnow!”
gasped Tubby Muffin. “You found it,
you know!"

Carthew's eyes glittered.

He did not know about the advertise-
ment, and Tubby did not know that he
did not know, so a misunderstanding was
inevitable.

He could only conclude from Muffin’s
words that the fat Classical supposed
that he had found a lost fiver, and was
keeping it.

That would have made a better-tem-
pered fellow than Mark Carthew very
angry.

He did not answer Tubby Muffin,

He pieked up a cane, and came round
the table,

Tubby, much alarmed, executed a
strategic movement towards the door.

“So you've lost a bhanknote, and you
think I've got it!” spluttered Carthew,

erimson with wrath.

« ——  Why, you——  TLook here!
What's this mean, then?” stuttered
Muffin, holding up the paper.,

Whack!

Carthew did not even look at the paper.

He did not see any connection between
that and Tubby's claim for a lost fiver.

He brought down the cane on Tubby,
and the fat Classical gave a fiendish yell
and bolted for the passage.

Whaek !

The cane came down again on Tubby’s
fat shoulders as he escaped, and he fled
down the passage, howling.
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L *Come back!” roared Carthew, glaring
after him from the study doorway.

Tuhby Muffin was not a very bright
youth, but he was too bright to think of
obeying that command.

He bolted round the nearest corner
and vanished.

Carthew snorted, and turned back into

 his study.

He was angry, and with reason.

He knew that he was disliked among
the juniors, and he had never supposed
that they had a hi%li opinion of him; but
it was rather a shock to find a junior
suspecting l':iim of keeping a bankdote
he had found. {

And why Muffin should supposé he had
found otie was a deep mystery.

The prefect returned to his ehair, and
picked up the pink paper h€ had been
studying when Muffin interrupted him.

He was destined to be interrupted
again.

“Come in!” he snapped; as there was a
respectful tap at the door, and he slid
the paper out of sight again.

It was Albert Leigett_, of the Modern
gide, who entered this time.

Carthew gave him a glare. H

Modern juniors had no business visiting
Classical prefects.

“What the dickens do you want?” he
rapped out. “Can’'t a man have a bit
of quiet in his own study? Out with it,
sharp!” G

“Sorry to interrupt you, Carthew,” said
Leggett. “It's about the banknote.

Carthew jumped. {

“The banknote!” he ejaculated.

“Ves, please, Carthew,” said Leggett
meskly. “It's mine.”

“Yours!” stuttéred Carthew.

“Yes, 11 lost it,” said the rogue of
rather surprised by the
excitement in Carthew’s looks. :

ife did not see anything for the Classi-
cal prefect to get excited about.

Carthew picked up the eane, which had
already seen so much service that day.

“You cheeky young raseal!” he ex-
claimed. *“Is this a put-up job between
you and Muffin ?"’

Then Leggett thought he understood
the cause og the prefect's cxeitement.

“Oh, has Muffin been here?2" he ex-
claimed. “The rotter! He’s got my

aper! Don't you believe him, Carthew.
?E's not his. He simply happened to hear
me reading about it to Peele.”

This was so much Greek to Carthew,

“1 know it's not his, you young idiot!’ §
- 1

snapped Carthew. ‘*1t's mine, 1

pose. What do you mean?”
“Yours?” ejaculated Leggett, In amazes

ment. “But if yon found it, Carthew

“Who said 1 found it?” roared Carthev.
“Why, you did!” said Leéggeth, more
and more amazed. “You-—— Yarocoh!
Qh, my hat!”
Un, my hau ™
Whnek, whaek, whaek !
Carthew was irtitated already by Tubby

, Muflin’s extraordinary claim to his bank-

note.
h_'l‘he second claimant simply exasperated

im.

If a fellow in the Sixth Form couldn’t
show a fiver without having that fiver
claimed by cheeky juniors, it was time
s}iq{rinqthing was done, and Mark Carthew
did it.

He collared Leggett, and laid the cane
about him, and Leggett danced round
him, yelling.

“Yah! Yarooh! Stoppit! Help! Oh,
crumbsg! Oh, seissors!” :
Whack, whack, whack!

“There!” panted Carthew, sending

Leggett spinning out of the study when
he’ had finished, which was not till his
arm was fatigued. “There, you cheeky
young scoundrel! Now come back and

| give me some more of your cheek!”

Leggett didn't!

He would sooner have gone into a
lion's den, like a second Daniel, as into
Mark Carthew's study just then.

He ran for his life.

The 5th Chapter,
Joey Mook Looks In.

“Look out, Peele! Look out, Gower!”

Peele and Gower, the black sheep of the
Fourth, were chatting in the quadrangle
when Tommy Dodd, of the Modern side,
called out that warning.

Peele and Gower were discussing
“geegees,” and something's chance of
winning somebody’s race; but they left
off that interesting discussion to stare at
Tommy Dodd.

“What are you burblin® about?” asked
Peele.

“Here comes a pal of yours!” grinned
Tommy, ierking his thumb towards the
school gates.

The two nuts of the Fourth glanced in
that direction.

A stout gentleman with a red face and
a spotted tie was coming in, looking very
warm after his walk.

“By gad!” ejaculated Peele, “It's
Hook !”

“Joey Hook!” stammered Gower.

The fat bookmaker was the eynosure of
all eyes as he came in, and Peele and
Gower looked quite pale,

They had certain surreptitious dealings
with the bookmaker at the Bird-in-Hand
public-house ; but, of course, that was
strictly under the rose.

“He—he can’t be idiot enough to have
come here to see us!” muttered Peele,
terribly alarmed at the bare possibility.

“Mind, we don't knew him!"” whispered
Gower hastily. ‘“Here comes Bulkeley,
too! Oh, my hat!"

The two alarmed nuts scuttled away
among the beeches, anxious to avold the
glance of Mr. Hook.

Tommy Dodd chuclkled.

On some occasions, with great seerecy.
the nuts sought Mr. Hook's congenial
society : but evidently they did not want
to see him at Rookwood.

Bailkeley of ‘the Sixth bore down on
the bookmaker, with a grim brow,

Joey Hook was not the kind of visitor
that was wanted at Rookwood, and
George Bulkeley was prepared to see him
off the premises if necessary.

. Mr. Hook gave him an affable smile.
“Nice cvenin’, sir!” he remarked. LA
“What do you want here, my man?”

" asked the captain of Rookwood grimly.

“T've ealled on a little matter o' busi-
ness,” explained Mr. Hook. *DMaster
Carthew is at 'ome, I 'ope?” Rk
_“Carthew!” murmured Jimmy Silver.
The Fistieal Four had joined the crowd
gathering round. “Carthew, you fellows!
Guess what he wants!”

Lovell and Raby and
softly. Y

It was easy enough for the Co. to
guess what Mr. Hook was after when he
mentioned that name. !

“You've called to see Carthew?” ex-
claimed Bulkéley, scarcely crediting his

Newcomtie chuckled

ears.
. Bulkeléy had hiz doubts about whether

Mark Carthew was quite up to the right
Rookwood level of conduct, but to find
a bookmaker calling on him at the school
was a “facer.”

“Yes, sit,” said Mr. Hook calmly. “I've
seen the advertisement. Master Carthew's
found the banknote I lost t'other day,
and I've called for it.” )

“Oh!” said Bulkeley. “Is that it?”

“Why, what did you think it was?”
asked Mr. Hook. “Nothin’' in a profes-
;;lio?al way doin’ ’‘ere, 1 suppose? - He,

@

“I suppose you can see ‘Carthew,-.if
that's what vou want,” said Bulkeley,
rather perplexed. ;

“I ’ape s0," shid Mr. Hook emphabic-
ally. “ Pr'aps one of these young gentd
would be so kind as to show me where
’is quarters is.”

“Certainly.” sald Jimmy Silvet, at once,
“Shall T take him in, Bulkeley!"

“You may as weoll," said Bulkeley.

“This way, sir!” daid Jimmy.

“Thank you kindly, young man?!”

Jimmy Silver led the way, followed by
Mt Joseph Hook and quite an army of
Juniors.

Mr. Boobtles met them in the doorway.

The Fourth Yorm-master knew the dis-
reputable Mr. Hook by sight, and he was
sarprised, shocked, scandalised, and
geveral other things, to see hirm in the
midets of a Rookwood ¢rowd, in the Rook-
wood quadrangle

“What—what does this mean?” ex-
claimed Mr. Bootles, barring the way into
the hotss. “Kindly explain whit you are
domng here! What—what?”

Joey Hook exyplained urbarely.

‘Blessmy oul!* exclaimed Mr. Bootles,
“Under-under these circumstances, you
—jou miy, 1 sappose, speak bo Carthew.
But—bat——-"

“Will it do the feller any ‘arm, me
speaking to ’im? deminded Mr Hook,
rather bdligerently.

“ Ahem !~—ah -ahem?! 1—X will cmduet
you to Carthew’s stady personally,” said
M. Boobtles hastily.
[ VET IOnTeR 1
nead not ramiln,
wnli ' HoOOK [

Mr. Hook fellowed him.

The juniors followed Mr. Hook.

They did not intend to be left out of
this if they could help it.

_Arrived outside Carthew's study, Mr,
Bootles knocked at the door, and threw it
open. |
_Mark Oarthew was having his tea, and
Knowles of the Sixth was at tea with him,
Both the seniors jumped up as Mr.
Bootles whisked in,

Knowles and Carthew stood almost
petrified at the sight of the fat book-
maker behind Mr. Bootles. i
. “Arternoon, gents!” said Mr, Hook, ag
affably as ever, fanning himself with his
hat, *Warm, ain't it?” A
 “Carthew, this—this gentleman has
called to see you!” gasped Mr. Bootles,
“1 deem it my duty to remain present at
the interview, to avoid—ahem !-—mis-
understandings."™

The two prefects stood dumb.

Both of them knew Mr. Hook—both
had had dealings with him, as a matter
of fact, in the strictest secrecy.

The sight of the Kaiser at Rookwood
could hardly have dismayed them more
than the sight of Mr. Hook.

“I—I don’t know the man, sir!” gasped
Carthew. “I1--I've never seen him before.
I've certainly never had any dealings with
him, If he says——"

“I've called about that there bank-
note, sir,” interposed Mr. Hook, anxioua
not to alarm his young acquaintances,
He realised what was passing in Carthew’s
mind. “Course you've never seen me
afore, sir. 'Ow should you? It’s simply
the matter of the fiver, sir.”

“The~—the fiver!” stuttered Carthew.

There was a howl from the passage:

“Pay up, Carthew! Pay your losses!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

L
¥ L]
Monse follow me, Mr.

“Did your geegee come in elevent
Carthew?” i
A yell of merriment f{ollowed thae

gquestion.

Mr. Bootles hastily clesed the door,

Arthur Edward Lovell squeezed Jimmy
Silver’s arm ecstatically,

l “'Pid you see Carthew’s face? Ha, ha,
ha!

“I did!” gasped Jimmy. “He knows
Hook. Ha, ha! He thought Hook had
come to give him away. Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Fistical Four roared.

better than they had ventured to expect.

The 6th Chapter:
Nice for Carthew. {

Mr. Joey Hook reassuringly. “If you'll
‘and it over to me, Master Carthew, I'lIl
thank you ‘eartily.”

“What do you mean?” exclaimed
Carthew shrilly. “Do you dare to say
that T owe you money? Mr, Bootles, i
is falge!"

“My dear Carthew—-""

“I can back up Carthew in that, sir.”
said Knowles hurriedly, “1 am perfectly
certain that he has never been guilty—- -

“You don't catch on, gents,” said Mr.
Hook, before the Form-master could

speak. “I ain’t sayin’ as Master Carthew
owes me any money. Course he don't!

Jimmy Silver's jape was working outj

‘I &

‘You—yoeu janiors

“Jest t\pe matter of that fiver, sir,” said!

Stele g
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"Ow could he when he don't know me?
1t's simply the matter of the fiver.”

*What-—what fiver?” stammered Car-
thew, wondering whether he was on his
head or his heels.

“The fiver you found, Mr.
Hook, also wondering.

“That I—I—1 found?”

! “Yes, sir! That's what I've called
ora:

Carthew stared at him dazedly.

"Please give the man his banknote,
and let him go, Carthew!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles impatiently.

“I—I-—I—" ‘stuttered Carthew. *“But
--but I haven't a banknote, sir—I—I1 mean
I haven’t found one!”

**What—what ?”

“I--1 assure you, gir, that I have found
no banknote,” said Carthew dizzily. *“I
have a fiver, certainly, but it is my own.”

“0Oh, come,” said Mr. Hook impatiently.
“1f you haven't found a five-pound note,
for which the howner is to apply person-
ally, what for did you say so, Master
Carthew? Answer a man that!”

“I've never said so,” gasped Carthew ;
“I certainly haven't!”

“There appears to he some mistake,”
said Mr. Bootles.

“There ain't any mistake,” said Mr.
Hook obstinately. “I know I've walked
‘ere in a ’ot sun for that hanknote what
I lost, and what Master Carthew found.
I'lll be obliged to Master Carthew for
‘anding it over.” g

“Carthew, have you found a banknote
or not?"”

“Certainly not!” gasped Carthew.

“It is most extraordinary! This man
declares that you have advertised the
banknote in the local paper, for the owner
to call for it here.”

Carthew almost tottered.

“Is that the fact, Carthew?”

“No!"” howled Carthew. “Certainly
not! I've done nothing of the kind. Why
should I, when I haven't found a bank-
note at all?” :

Mr. Joey Haook began to look ugly.

“If you haven't found a banknote, what
did you advertise that there banknote
for?” he demanded.

“I didn’t!” yelled Carthew.

“You did!” roared Mr. Hook.

“T tell you 1 didn’t!”

“And I tell you I read the advertise-
ment with my hown heyes!” shouted Mr.
Hook, sprinkling his aspirates freely as he
grew more excited. “And that there
paper is in the bar of the Bird-in-’And at
this ’'ere moment. Name and address
given—Carthew, Rookwood School. 1f
you've changed your mind, sir, and want
to keep that there note, it's too late.
You 'and it hover!”

“1 didn't!” shrieked Carthew.

“This—this is most extraordinary!”
gasped Mr., Bootles. “If you did not
inse}:t such an advertisement, Carthew

sir,”  said

“1 did not?”

“1 saw it!” roared Mr. Hook., “Read it
with my hown heyes. I gays to the pot-
man, says I, ‘I'm on this!’ says 1. I-—I
means, I says fo the potman, ‘ That must
be the note T’ lost the huther day,’ says
1. And I comes ’ere,” a long walk in ‘ot
weather, for that there note.”

Mr. Hook's bull voice could he heard
the length of the Sixth Form corridor,

Sendops as woll aw junlors wero gnbhers |

Sariors as well as juniors were gathe:-
ing there, in wonder.

Carthew panted for breath.

He coud only suppose that Joey Hook
vas intexicated, and had mixed up the
address given in some adverbisement with
his.

“It's
tered.
never
paper.
note”

“You—~you see, there is some mistake,
Mr. Hook” urged the ¥ourth Form
naster. “Pray retire now.”

“*Ave I come ’ere for nothing, then?™
roarcd Mr. Hook, X tell  yotlyy s, L
ain’t going to be diddled!”

“Bless my soul! Pray—-"

“Hain't I read that hadvertisement
with my hown heyes?” bellowed Mr.
Hook. “Now Master Carthew says as
‘ow he never put it in. He’s going to
keep that there banknote what bhe's
found, hay? Not on ’is life!”

“Mr. Bootles,” muttered Carthew, "the
man's drunk! He's mixed up my name
with some other in the paper. You see

o mistake, Mr. Hook,” he stut-

“Quite a mistake! I cerbainly
put. any advertisement into the
I have not found any bank-

“1 gee, 1t is clear. I——"
“Wot are you mutterin® about?” de-
manded Mr. Hook. “I tell you 1 ain't

I don’t want a row.

woing to be diddled!
But T've ’ad a

I'm a respectable man.

long walk ’ere in 'ot weather. And 1
says, says [——"

The door opened, and Bulkeéley of the
Sixth looked in, with Neville behind
him.

“Can we be of use, Mr. Bootles?”

asked the captain of Rookwood quietly.

“If—if you 'can persuade that—that
man to go quietly, Bulkeley!” gasped the
flustered Form-master.

“I think 1 can, sir.”

Bulkeley gripped one of Mr. Hook's
arms, and Neville gripped the other.

“This way!” said Bulkeley.

“Y says, says I—"

“This way!”

Between the two hig prefects, Mr. Hook
was walked out of the study, helpless as
a baby. .

He wriggled {furiously, but the
grasp on his arms did not relax.

His feet hardly touched the floor as he
was bhorne along.

Mr. Bootles = mopped
brow.

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated. “ What
a—what a very distressing occurrence!
Oh; dear! Bless my soul!”

“Let a man alone!” came Mr. Hook’s
booming voice from without. “Let a
man alone, and be blowed to yer! Hain't
I ’'ad a long walk in ’ot weathgr? Don't
vou say I'm drunk, young man! I'll ’ave
You ‘up for libel! As for that young
swindlin’ ‘ound Carthew, I ecould say
some things about ’im if I liked!”

iron

his perspiring

Carthew trembled.

Knowles looked quite sickly.

The two unhappy blades of the Sixth
would have given a great deal for Mr.
Hook to be stricken dumb at that
moment.

“Let a man go!” roared Mr. Hook, as
he was propelled out of doors.  *Let
Carthew stand up to a man and face
-im!  That's wot I say. He's got my
fiver! He's made bets with me, he 'ag!”

Carthew set his pale lips hard.

“Take no notice of the man's wicked
falsehoods, Carthew,” said Mr. Bootles.
“No one will heed such libellous state-
menta.” y

Carthew was not so sure of that.

There were fellows at Rookwood who
knew that Mr. Hook's enraged state-
ments were not libellous, at least.

"Let a man alone!” Joey Hook's bull-
voice was growing fainter in the
distance now, as the two prefects pro-
pelled him to the gates, followed by a
cheering mob of juniors. “I want to see
the 'Ead! T want to tell ’im some things
about that there Carthew! He's been at
the Bird-in-’And, he has, playing billiards
with the bhoys—bettin’ on geegees, too!
That's the kind of ’ound he is! I'm
goin’ to see your ‘eadmaster, I says!”

“Not this time, dear boy,” grinned
Neville.

Bulkeley’'s face was dark and grim.

He had a suspicion that Mr. Hook's
furious accusations had some truth in
them, but that did not make him any the
more merciful to the bookmaker.

They reached the gates, and Mr. Hook
went spinning into the road.

He sat down there with a bump and
a yell.

“Yow-wooop! Oh, you young villains!
I'm a-comin’ in! I'm goin' to see the
'Bad! I'm goin’ to tell 'im about that
young rip !”

“I give you one minute to clear,” said

s
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The merchant was a burly, square-
Jawed man, roughly dressed, with a stick
under his arm.

He wore a bowler hat on one side of his
head, and had a dog at his heels.

He looked like one of the roughest class
of frequenters of racecourses, as doubt-
less he was.

His argument with Mack was growing
warm.

Finally he pushed the old porter aslde,
and strode in.

“Hallo, it's another merry
said Jimmy Silver.

Lovell burst into a chuckle.

“My hat! I wonder if it's another man
to see Carthew?” he exclaimed.

Smack !

Lovell staggered and yelled as Carthew
smote him.

Carthew's temper wds not good that
day.

“You—you—you——'
“You-—you rotten bully, Carthew!
did you do that for?”

Carthew only replied with a glare.

He had done it because he was ill-
tempered, and wanted to wreak his wrath
upon somebody.

It really was unnecessary for him to
explain.

Lovell clenched his fists, but Jimmy
Silver caught him by the arm.

Hammering a prefect was too risky an
enterprise.

“Go easy, old chap!” whispered Jimmy.

visitor I

3

stuttered Lovell.
What

o “I-—-1T—D1 —" spluttered Lovell
furiously.

“Keep smiling!  There’s trouble coming
along for Carthew,” murmured Jimmy.

“Listen to that merchant.”

The man with the stick under his arm
was striding towards the house.

The juniors heard him speak to Smythe
of the Shell.

“You Master Carthew?”

Evidently it was Carthew he wanted.

Carthew heard him, too, and he hur-
riedly retired to his study.

R

>

Bulkeley quietly. “After that 1 shall
begin using my boots.”
- He drew back his foot.

Mr. Hook scrambled up. The minute
was enough for him.

He gave up all desire of seeing the
Head, and bolted like a rabbit.

Bulkeley watched him out of sight,
ifrowning.

The captain of Rookwood strode back
to the School House with Neville, with-
out a glance at the chortling juniors.

Jimmy Silver’s face was happy and
serene.

“Carthew licked me yesterday, dear
old beans,” he remarked. “I think we've
licked Carthew to-day—what?"”

“Ha“ha, shat™ ;

“Put your money on the end study!”
chuckled Lovell.

And they roared.

The 7th Chapter.
The Successful Claimant!

“Hallo, 'who’s that . merchant, I
wonder?” remarked Algy Silver of the
Third Form. *“Looks a bit of a corker—
what?”

Morning lessons were over on Saturday.

The fellows were coming out of the
Form-rooms when the "“merchant” was
seen at the gates, engaged in a warm
argument with old Mack, the porter.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stopped to look.

Carthew of the Sixth was on the steps,
looking pale and worried.

Carthew had quite forgotten to bully
anybody since Mr. Hook's visit: he had
other matters to occupy his mind.

He glanced carelessly towards the

“merchant ” in-the. distance.

the passage, howling.

What the man could want he could not
imagine, but he knew he did not want
to see that rough customer.

“Nunno!” stammered Adolphus Smythe,
backing away from the stranger. *“Not at
all, I assure you.”

“Well, I've called to see Master Car-
thew,” said the rough-looking merchant
testily. “ Where is he? Take me to him.
I got no time to waste. Tell 'im that
Bill ’Ichens wants to see ’im.”

“Oh, gad!” gasped Adolphus.

Jimmy Silver ran up.

“This way, sir!” he called out joy-
folly. g

Jimmy was quite prepared to show any-
body to Carthew’s study. .

“Thank you, sir,” said Mr. Hichens.
“I've called for my banknote what
Master Carthew’s found.”

“I thought so,” grinned Jimmy.
“Follow me—this way! Oh, crumhbhs! The
—the Head!”

Jimmy Silver was piloting Bill Hichens
into the House when Dr. Chisholm loomed
up in the doorway.

The Head had seen the sporting-looking
gentleman from his study window.

“What is this?” demanded the Head,

L with a grim look at Mr. Hichens.

The man touched his hat civilly.

“Master Carthew ’ere has found a bank-
note ' belonging to me, sir,” he said.
“I've called for it. Advertisement in
this ‘ere paper. Number 00010101. Fipun
note, sir!” ;

“Oh!” said the Head. “You may take
this gentleman to Carthew'’s study.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy.

Jimmy led the way, and tapped at Car-

thew’s door, and opened it, as there was
no reply.

Carthew gave him a savage look.

“This gentleman to see you, Carthew,”
said Jimmy serenely. And he stood
aside politely for Mr. Hichens to enter.

The  racy-looking gentleman tramped
heavily in.

Carthew kept the table between him
and his visitor ; he did not like his looks.

The¢ Head was hovering in the corridor,
frowning, and Jimmy Silver had left the
study door open.

“Master Carthew, hay?” said Mr.
Hichens.

“That’s my name. What do you want
here?”

“I've called for the banknote.”

Carthew breathed hard.

“Are you mad?” he exclaimed shrilly.
it Wdh)at. banknote? Has everybody gone
mad?”

The man stared at him,

“The banknote you found, sir,” he said.
“I'm speakin’ plain enough, ain’t 1? The
fipun note wot you advertised in the
* Coombe Times.” Lookin’ at that there
paper hover my breakfast this morning,

sir, I saw your advertisement, so
comes along.” g
“I have not advertised any note! You

must,’ be mad or drunk!” shouted Car-
thew, exasperated. ‘‘Great Scott! How
many silly idiots are coming here talking
about a banknote, I wonder?” -

Mr. Hichens looked ugly.

“I: don’t foller you,” he sald. “’Ere’s
the paper, and 'ere’s the advertisement,
and I'm the man wot that banknote
belongs to.”

He extracted a copy of the “Coombe
Times ” from his pocket, considerably

stained with fragments of Mr. Hichens'
last meal.

“I tell you 1 did oot put any adver-
tisement in that paper!” raved Carthew.
“It’'s a mistake, or else you are drunk,
Get out of my study!”

“Carthew !”

The Head was looking in

ILARRRIIEDVBY
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The cane came down on Tubby Muffin's fat shoulder as he escaped from the prefect; and he fied down

at the door with a severe frown.
“Kindly control your voice, Carthew!
What does this mean? Yesterday, I under-
stand, there was an unseemly disturbance
over this matter. If you have a bank-
note 'belonging to this man, hand it to
him at once, and let him go.”

“I—I haven’t, sir,” stammered Car-
thew. “I don’t understand it at all; it
simply beats me hollow.”

“Look at that there, sir,” said Hichens,
handing the paper to the Head.

His dirty thumb pointed out the adver-
tisement.

Dr. Chisholm, with a deepening frown,
read :

“FOUND!—£5 note, No. 00010101.
Owner can have same by applying to M.
Carthew, Sixth Form, Rookwood School,
i!t;;tr Coombe. Apply personally, not by
etter.”

“That seems perfectly eclear, Car-
thew,” said the Head,\handing the paper
to the prefect in turn. “Your conduct
appears to me inexplicable, Carthew.”

Carthew’s eyes almost started from
his head as he read the advertisement.

He could scarcely believe his eyes.

The paragraph danced before his
astounded gaze.

“That there's my banknote,” said Mr.
Hichens, “No. 00010101. I got the number
ere on -a bit of paper, sir.”

“Have you a banknote with that num-
ber, Carthew?”

“I—1 have a banknote,
lated Carthew.
number.”

“8how it to me!” snapped the Head.

Carthew, wondering whetlier he was

sir,” articu-
“I—I have not noted the

‘though it happened to be true.

awake or dreaming, extracted his fiver
from his pocket-book and handed it to
Dr. Chisholm.

“The number 'is that given in the ad-
vertisement,” said the Head, glancing at!

it. “This—this gentleman has the num-
ber, too. 'T'he banknote is evidently his
property, Carthew.”

Carthew jumped. :

“It’s not, sir! It's mineé!
banknote, sir!”

“Then why did you advertise it aw
found by you?”

“I did not, sir!” gasped Carthew. “I—
I can’t understand how that got into the
paper. I never put it there.”

*Carthew !”

“It—it’s true, sir!” groaned Carthew,
realising how very “thin” that story,
sounded, even while he told it, anaIi u[ven
“I—I've
never seen that advertisement before,
gir! [ know nothing about it!”

“Do you mean to say, Carthew, that

It's my own!

‘someone has inserted this advertisement

in your name, without your knowledge:
or permission?’” said the Head coldly.

“I—I suppose so, sir.”

There was a snort from Mr. Hichens.

“A most extraordinary thing,” said the
Head. “The unknown person must have
known the number of your banknote,
Carthew, since it is given here. Carthew,,
I am sorry to say that it appears to me
tlmg tl'w note is not yours,”

Olkiir ‘!)

“Having found it, you advertised it for
the owner to claim,” said the Head
sternly. “A proper proceeding. Is ity
possible, Carthew, that since then yow
have entertained the dishonest project
of keeping the note for yourself?”

Carthew stuttered,

uI_'l__'I_____P)

“Changed ’is mind, sir,” said Mr.
Hichens, with a2 nod. * Thought of keepin®
it for ‘isself, Dishonest, I call it! Not '
wob a man would ¢xpect of a young
gentleman at a school like this “ere, I
do say!”

The Head wineced. ¢
“Carthew, I am shocked, disgusted!?
I'—“—'—'I’

“Believe me, #r” stuttered Carbhew,
“fT—1 never found ihe note, I never
advertised it, I never—-~

“T cannot believe any such nonsenses,
Carthew ! Give thoe gentleman his banks
note at once!” commanded the Head.

“Wha-a-at!"

“Give it to him immediately?!” tiun-
dered the Head.

“Bup I—-I-~I—— It’s mine!” shrid<ed
(Carthew.

“You will ober me. Carthew, or yow
will leave Rookwood School by the neit
train!” thundewed the Head.

Carthew, with a face that wis sinply
extraordinary D expression, handed tle
five-pound mote to Mr. Hichens

That gentleman shipped it inte lis
pocket., with great salistaction.

“Thank you, sir!” he said. “Mudh
obleeged. Mornin' Lo you, sird

Hi,
Teaser ! y

Aand Mr. Hicrens vwith the Gerrier stil
ot his hees, withdraw,

He Yost no tims i gebting olecar of
Roolwond

Prahably  hey wad ansious te ot 1o o
fafe distanoe, buviog o slolem Hionkobe
l&il[&“!}l!}umﬁ’i‘!}h Yilley o [SEVIEF AW § ralnuauweg
in his possession.

“] shall have to consider what action
io take in this matter, Carthew,” said
the Head sternly. “I doubt whether T
can allow you to remain at Rookwood
after this.”

“1—I swear, sir—-"

“Nonsense !”

The Head swept from the study.

Carthew of the Sixth collapsed into a
chair, gasping. He felt completely over-
COme.

He was under suspicion of having at-
tempted to steal his own fiver. And he
had lost the fiver!

The bully of the Sixth was paying for
his many sins, with interest. ‘

A dozen fellows had heard what passed’
in Carthew’s study, and there was a buzz
of excitement on the subject at Rook-
wood.

Jimmy Silver & Co. executed a wara
dance of triumph in the end study.

That celebrated study had certainly
“got its own back ” on the bully of the
Sixth.

As Lovell remarked, Carthew had been
fined five pounds for assault and battery;
that was what it amounted to.

And the Fistical Four agreed that it
was just. '

Carthew, of course, was able to prove
his ownership of the note. A letter home
brought a reply, with the number of the
note in it, which he showed to the Head.
Dr. Chisholm, very tartly, had to admit
that the banknote was Carthew’s, and it
followed that the advertisement had beem
put in the “Coombe Times” hy some
practical joker.

The Head advised Carthew to give the
police a description of Mr. Hichens, and
he did so; but theé racing gentleman
and his terrier and the banknote had!
vanished together, and were not to be
found.

Three or four more applicants for the:
banknote, who dropped in during the next!
few days, were turned away from the
gates.

Carthew paid a special visit to the
“Coombe Times” to learn who had in-
serted that advertisement, buf he came
bootless home.

And that week, unfortunately, his
temper was very bad, and Jimmy Silver
«‘; Co. had the benefit of a good deal of
it.

But they did not mind, for there wag
no doubt that they had got even with
Carthew ! AN

THE END-
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The 1st Chapter.
Chunky the Romantic !

It was such a deep -sigh that /it
sounded like the air escaping from a pair
of bellows: and Frank Richards sat up
in the grass and stared at him.

It wag 'a hot day in the
summer, and Frank Richards & Co. wero
taking it casy on the bank of the ereek
while thay waited for the bell for after-
noon lessons.

Bob Lawless wasg sitting at the foot
of a tree, leaning lazily back, staring
idly across the shining creek,

Frank and Vere Beauelerc lay on their
hﬁwks in the rich grass, looking at the
sKy.

Wide and blue, dotted with fleeey white
clouds, it was pleasant to lpok upon,
stretohing far away to the summits of
the Rockies in the distance.

Chunky Todgers had been reading,

Chunky was a fat youth, with an enor-
mous appetite, and ap inordinate fancy
for maple sugar,

But he was alse a romantic yvouth.

He favoured the novel in his taste for
reading, and he devoured the produetions
of the Chicago lihraries that found yheir

way as far north as the Thompson
valley,

The eirculating library in Thompson
had no wore devoted  adherent  than
Chunky Tadgevs,

Chunky had reached the end of his

hool, and he looked up and gave that
huge sigh which drew the attention of
the other Cedar Creek follows,

DU W Ve TUNE R
the ot dor Codar Orook fodlows,

"Haadlp " murmurod Jfeih
drovsily. “What's the trouhln?
ovordode i1 vt dinner, Chanky?"

“Roo!" replied Todgers,

"1 tlought you wer: n
on  tke o ple,  Chuaolky,!  sald | Fank
Rickards. “Xb wis nite, but yo1 csen
havp tee mitch of 3 gond thing.!

“Tadn’t that |V snapped Chunky,

“Are you in love again?' mimned
Frank,

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Chumky bad heen in love in His time;
his romantie ideas tock different forms
at lifferent times, j

“No, yvou asgl” he gmated

“Wel, what's the matter, then?” asked
Ver: Beauelere.

L1Y

Lawlens
Joewn

bit 1eo leen

Chunky sighed azain,
“There he goes, like Ddellows” said
Bah, wawning. "It was the pie right

enongh”

“I was thinking,” said Chunky, with n
third sigh, deeper than the others. *1
say, ®hig navel is topping. All about
a chap who was brought up on a Cali-
foryian ranch, and turied out to he the
son of an Engligh marquiz, and had a
birthmark| you know, that his fond father
knew him by, and game in for a title and
a fortune and an old castle with suits of
armour in the hall.”

“Poer ehap!” said Bob.

“Ehi

“Awiul thing for a chap who's lived
on a ranch to have to go home to Eurppe
and be a marquig!” said Boh innocently.

“You ailly iay!" exclaimed Chunky
indignontly, “1 jolly well wish [ could
turn out to de a marguis! This chap

in the book was taken away when he was
a nipper by a faithful retainer—--"

“Good old faithful retainer!”

“To gave his life frem his wicked
uncle,”” said Todgers., *This unele was n
regular terror, you kneow. Lots of times
he tried te poisom him, and shoot him,
and get him hanged on false charges, you
know ; hut young Cholmondeley de Vere
c¢ape up smiling every time, and downed
him.”

“What a nice unecle to have in the
family cirele,” yawned Bob, “Are mar-
quis’ uneles like that, Cherub? You
ought to know. 28 you've got noble lords
in the family."

Beauclere laughed.

Y1 say, life is pretty dull here, ain't
it?" said Chunky.

*What?” '

“Compared with young Cholmondeley
fde Vere's life; 1 mean. Fancy turning
out te be the son of a marqguis, and
gaing heme to a castle in England, with
suits of armour, and grey-headed,
retainers bowing to the greund, you
know,” '

“Ha, ha, hal” gelled the three,

“No sueh Inek for us,” said  Chunky

essimisticnlly. “We shall grow up to
he  blessed  Tarmers, and never sée a
casfle at all,” f

“Who knows?” chuckied Bob Lawless.
“Perhaps your popper may turn out to
he a faithful old retainer in the family
of Lord Tem Noddy de Caghpox!”

* Ha, Ha: halt

“Perhaps that’s why he ecame to
Canada," epntinued Bob. "To save you
from the wiles of your wicked uncle, Lord
Duoke Whiskers de Bowie-Knife. Somo
%0y when you'rg doing lessoms a man in

Canadian

old !

LORD TODGER

mh%\a‘ﬂ\

~y,

mareh into Cedar Creek,

disguise will
perbaps, and elaim you as the long-lost
gonn of the Lord High Marguis of Thing-
ummy, and you'll walk off to your castle
—perhaps !
“Perhaps!” grinped Frank Richards.
“1 shouldn't be surprised,” said Rob

gravely, *“OUhunky has a rather aristo-
eratic out, hasn’t he?"

“Do you think go, Boh?" gasped
Chunky, greatly flattered. ;
Y Sure ! Sort of lofty!” said Baob.

“Noble, in fact!"”
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Frank and Beau-

clere, delighted by the expression = on
Chunky's podgy face.
Todgers snorted, as he realised that

Boh was pulling his leg.

“Well, it wouldy't be so joliy surprising
as you may think,” he retorted, “Yourg
Cheohmondeley de Vere was working on a
ranch when he first found that he was
gon and heir of Lord Cholmondeley de
Plantagenet, The ranchers had always
noticed his aristocratic ways, and had
dome the rough work for him, from in-
sbingtive respect for nohle blood,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Beb, *More
likely to let seme of his neble blead out
at his nose, 1 zuess, if he put en side
on a ranch.”

“Oh, you're a hblesged Thilistine,” said
Chunky. “You never read movels, and
you don’t knew anything about mar-
quises and their ways,”

And Chunky opened his novel again at
the place where the vouthiul De Vere
was first reeognised by the Marquis of
Plantagenet, and his little round eyes
o oty dmwamramett va S vinds phisepme or
Flantirered, nnd B Hielo rm‘nh Byl
wero  glaod wpow the feselnpting poago
MEE ALK,

“Chuek that rot into the ereek!” said
Beaby, ]

B & ¥

Bobh Lawless rose apd stretehed
shurdy limdhas,

“'Duff plackine,” he smid, “Let's ugo
and split seme logs for Mr, Rhepherd,
you fellowvs, We puid we would,”

“Righl=he 1" sald ¥ronk. And he rosc
fram the grags, DBeanglere following his
gxample,

The thre: chumg walked away through
the snnsghing tawards Cedar Creeck School.

Chunky Todgers, with hizs bhapk against
the tree pn the edge of the wood, and
hig legs drawn up. his novel resting on
hig knees, devoured for the fifth or sixth
time the adventures of Cholmondeley de
Vere, and wished deaply and sadly that,
gomehow, sueh great fortune would come
his wayv, and that he would “turn out ™
to bhe the Marguis of Todgers.

his

Dry Billy in Luck !

Dry Billy Bowers was tired that after-
BOOM.

He lay in the deep green thicket’ and
rested, a gpod deal like an animal eurled
up in its lair.

It was very pleasant in the deep,
s{;@ntaq wood, with the green hounghs
sheltering him from the sun, and glimpses
of the ecreek showing through the foliage
on the bushes. '

Mr, William Bowers was tired, and he
was resting ; but he was not wholly at
ease, for he was thirsty,

Thirst wag Mr, Bowers® constant com-
panion in hig travels.

It was his worst enemy, for it had
caunsed most of his misfortunes:; and his
hest friend, for it was at the root of
all his pleasures.

True, there was the limpid creek aft
hand; but it was not that Lkind of
fluid that wsas required to quench Dry
Billy's thirst.

_ Mr. Bowers had had an exeiting morn-
ing.

He was a ‘“hebo from owver the line,”
and such a character was likely to find
a warm welcome in a hard-working sec-

tion of the Canadian West  like the
Thompson Valley. 1 :
Perhaps Mr, Bowers' exploits as a

liobe, er tramp, had made it judicious

s~ A Magnificent Long Complete
N Story, dealing with the
Schooldays of Frank Richards,
the Famous Author of the
Tales of Harry Wharton & Co,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

far him to cross the border into Canada
for a timae,

On desperate oceasions, when he was
very thirsty, Dry Billy had worked,

But such oceagions were rare.

Hig course on his travels, wheresoever
his footsteps led him, was generall$
-marked by chickens migsing from their
roosts, clothes missing from the line, or
implements from the farm  buildings,
oegagionally a horse from its graging-
patch,

Naturally, Mr. Bowers often had to
hreak fresh country when he started on
his summer excurgions, ?

fe might have been remembered on
hig old greund.

Mr. Bowers had had good and bad luek
in his time, bhut of all the inhospitable
seetions he had ever struck, the Thompsen
Valley wag the worst.

He had wandered into Cedar Camp,
not & pingle drink had gome his wa)
quench his worst enemy and his best
friend.

A lumberman's heavy bhoot had finally
helped him out of Cedar Camp, and Mr.

Bowers had digmally hoofed it on to
Thompson,

Now he lay and rested in the green
wood.

Mr, Bowers was roused from his dose
by the sound of voices near at hand.

He pricked wp his ears, and listened,
wondering whether hg could “strike " the
speakers for a " quarter,”

A grin gverspread his fat, whiskery,
cn;:wr-;mlqureﬁ face ll{ﬂ he heard Eﬁlw ¢On -

argintion of Hrapk Richar kU, an

ﬁw-uﬁﬂ*u%’»h i oo ek the ol
varmalion of Feaok Wlehaeds & Co, oo
Chinky Tadgers.

Mr, Bowers was amused,

He had a sense of humonr, and Ohonky's
lotty aspirations tickled him,

He heard the meeding footsteps of the
phree  schoglhays  and  heaed  Chunky
Todgers turning page. after page as he
toljowed " the thrilling adventures of
Chalmondeley de Vers,

Mr, Bowers! grin increused in gize.

He winked at the trees.

Necessity ig the parent of invention,
aunid ‘Mr, Bowers was so thirsty that his
brain worked st unacenstomed speed,

It was really a brainswayve that smote
Dry Billy, and caused him to grin and
wink and chuckle noiselessly,

After that long, dry season he thoughd
he saw fire-water ahead,

It depended on Chunky Todgers, on
the extent of hiz obtuseness, and the
depth of his gullibility,

At all events, Mr. Bowers reflected, it
wag worth trying. -

If it did not {furn out a honanza, it
would cost him pothing.

Mr. Bowers had had some experfence in
earlier days of the stage, having
“walked on ™ as extra gentleman in barn-
storming r:LnnPanlaﬁ of the Wast,

Therefore, he knew as mueh abont
mysterious marquises, and their manners
and cugtoms, as any novel-reader did,

After thinking it out, My, Bowers rose
sitently to his fest,

He peered through the foliage at the
fat sehoolboy sitting under the tree, his
eager eyes on the novel,

Chunky sighed again as he looked.

Poor Chunky was thinking that he,
Tadgers of Todgers’ ¥Farm, wounld never
have the glorious fate of wyoung Chal-
mondeley de Vere,

No tall and noble-featured marguis
would clagp him to his breast, while he

exclaimed, in agitated tones: “My long-

lost son! Those features—these doecu-
ments! Come to my arms!”

Seme fellows had all the luek, Chunky
refleacted bitterly.

Mr. Bowers winked over Chunky’s head
and withdrew, and by a eircuitous route
left the wood, and came out inte the
path by the creck some little distance
from Chunky.

Then, as if coming from Cedar Oamp,
he approached the schoolboy.

Chunky Tedgers glanced up at the seund
of footstens,

¥ be in danger,

He frowned a little at the sight of the
ragged, dusty tramp, with his copper
uo:tm.vle.\'ion. beery features, and tattered
hat.

Chunky might long to be a marqguis, in

hig idle moments, but he had all the
healthy Canadian contempt for the
slacker who would not work, all the same,

But Mr. Willlam Bowers was not

deterred by his frown.

He approached Chunky, treading softly.

"Cut it out!” said Chunky, hefore Dry
Billy could speak, *“Not a ecent! Go and
ask for a job-—there's lots pgoing at

, Thompson.”

* Higt !

Chunky dropped his novel in astonish-
ment. =

He had expected a request for financial
assistance from the dusty gentleman, and
instead of that the dusty one placed his
finger on his lips and whispered ;

* Hist 1"

“Wha-at 7 stuttered ‘Chunky.

“Hist "

“0n, ¢rumbs!”

Mr. Bowers, like Mosesa of old, looked
this way and that way.

Chunky watehed him in agtonishment
and some alarm,

“We must not be ohserved,” whispered

r Mr. Bowers, in a thrilling voice, quite feel-
ing that he was a “walking gentleman
again for once on the histrionic boards.

“Wha-a-at?”

“ Hist 1"

“Look here, what the thunder are you
driving at?” demanded Chunky, wonder-
ing whether the man was mad.

"1 ¢an remain but & moment,” said Mr,
Bowers, in a hushed tone,

“You npeedn’t,” said Chunky. “I don’t
like tramps, and the sooner you sheer off
the better.” ;

"“Hist! I am in disguise,”

“Wha-aat?'" ‘

* Hush ! .*slg'ea.k lower, or my life may

" Wha-at?”
“¥rom your wicked unele,” whispered

| Mr. Bowers,

Chunky Todgers sat dumb,

‘The 3rd Chapter.
Qlorious News !

Chunky Todgers found his
last.

“What are you driving at?” he gasped,
“Do you mean my Uncle George? Let
him hear you calling him names, that’s
all, you blessed hobo!”

“Do you not understand?” panted Mpr,
Bowers excitedly. “I am here to seck
you, | have long sought you, in disguise
and danpger. If your unele—your wicked
ungle I mean—should discaver you, youp
life would pay the forfeit!™

"My word!” gasped Chunky.

voice at

*"Yan know not the secret of  your

"w WOR™ ERsapol OninKy,

"You kuow not the seeret  of
hirth," breathed Mp, Bowers,

Chunky palpitated,

He had [mé the faintest idea that Mr.
Bowers had overheard his conversgation
with Frank Richards & Co., and the man
was a total stranger to him,

Chunky was getting,both exeited and
interested., |

Wag it posgible- -

The bape possibility dazzled him.

“The-—the secret of my hirth!” stam-
mered (hunky,

“What have you always helieved your
name to be?” asked Mp, Bowers,

“"Tadgars.”

“Ha, ha! Have youn the loek of a
Todeers--have you the cut of a Todgers?

Yonr

ekl pot gome seeret feeling within your

hreast warnm yon that your name wag not
Todgers—~that if the truth were known
you came of an ancient and noble race 2"
"Yes!" gasped Chunky, ©l-—I've often
thonght»—-"
“hat hrow-—those flashing eves?!” ex-

elalmed Mr. Bowers, gaging in  awed
admiration at Chunky. “That face!
Those features! = The heir pf b?onteagle
i# no longer lost!”

“Mum - mum - Monteagle!" stuttered
Chunky,

"Lord Reginald de Menteagle,” said

Mr. Bowers. “That is your rightiul name
and—and title, son and heir ‘of the
Marquis of —of Monteagle Towers,”

“0Oh, erumbs!” gasped Chunky.

“Nopble youth!” exclaimed Mr. Bowers.
“Htep  into the wond! We "lay be
ohserved!  Your wicked uncle is on the
track.”

“0Oh, erumbs!”

Chunky fairly jumped
after Mr. Bowers.

Certainly he did not want to be
spotted by his wicked unele, if that
gentleman was anything like the wicked
uncr.lflt of Cholmondeley de Vere in the
novel.

“But—~but———" he gzasped. ;

“Listen!” breathed Mr. Bowers. “I
can remain but' a few moments, or both
our lives may be sacrificed. You are the
heir of the Marquis of Monteagle, who
ias wept for years for his missing heir.
In tl;e dead of night——" '

“Oh!" i

“In the dead of night a child was
placed in the arms of Mr, Todgers, with
a purse of gold——-" :

into the wood

“Wa-a-was 62"
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{ sibly commonplace in

“"He was bidden to take the child to
Canada, and bring him up as his own
son,” pursued Mr. Bowers. “He did not
suspéct that the child was the son of
the wronged marquis, and that the man
wha handed him over was Lord Horace,
the wicked uvnele of the wunhappy bov.
For fourteen years you have been sought
in ‘vain,”

“Great Scott!”

HNow at last yon are found!” gasped
Mr. Bowers, “Information was received- -
I came to Canada at the marquis’ orders
—but Lord Horace was on my track. 1
was attacked--pobbed. 1 hecame penni-
less. Digguised as a Lobo, I came hither
—and now by chance I have found you.”

“How did you know e?” gasped
Chunky. i

“By your resemblance to the aneient

knights of the Monteagle race, whose
!}nrtrﬂlt_s hang  in the hall at the
owers,”

“Oh, by gum, did yony"

~“Bat hist!”  continued Mr., Bowers.
“Not a word, net a whisper! Your fate
may yet hang in the Dalavee.  Lord
Horace i on the traek. I have been

rohbed! 1 am penniless! Listen! Two
horses mugt be obtained, so that we
can ride together to Kamloops, where I
bave money in abundance in the—the
bank. A small sum will be required to
pay  for the horsess Have you ten
dollars?”

“I—I guess I've only got one dellar!”
said Chunky in dismay.

Dry Billy's eyes glistened.

Even one dollar was enough fo quench
his thirat for a few minutes.

“Have they kept the heir of Monteagle
short of money?" he exclaimed. * But
doubtless such were the instructions of
Lord Horace. Lord Reginald, money
must  bhe obtained ! Once 4bopard the
Ingger and the girl is onps!”

“Whaty

“I—1 mean, once at Kamloops we are
gafe from Lord Horace and his myps
midons, Can you raise the money 7"

“N—I puess s0,” pasped Chunky.
I eonld homrow o horse for you.
my pony at sclool, you know,”

Mr. Bowers sharted,

He had not known that,

“You have a pony, and you conld
horrow a horsc?”’ he gasped,  “(jood !
Excellent! Bat a few dollars would be
—wlir:- useful algo. Come to the hannted
onk."

*The what!”

“I mein, come to this spot with Tle
horses and the mopey, and a1l s wel,
From Kamloaps & message shall be sent
to Mr, Todgers, acquainting hin that vou
are starting for England to join your repl
father,”

ul}haw:n

“Thuy will the machimatiors of 1o1d
Hﬂr{fﬁsgbe b?ﬁled\" ;

i I S ALt S WU LRSS LTI
Warmen hﬁnﬂﬁf“ "

T do 101 gaaped Chunky. 00,
hat! ‘There's tha sehool bel)!?

“What ig school ot such a
this?" exclaimed Mr. Bowers,
moment must he logt!”

“ But—hut Miss Meadows will spot me
when [ go for my pony; and 1 eouldn't
get it out of the carral till after lessons,”
gaid  Chunky. “Perhaps U'd better tell
Miss Meadows all you've told me.”
_“0On your life, not a word!" gasped
My, Bowers, ' Better to attend lessons

“Or
I've got

my

time as
*Not

and come afterwards here, with the
horses and the money.”

“Good " Je

“T will await you, still in disguise.

Not a word, not a whisper, or all may
he lost, and Lord Horace may triumph,
ahe your noble father's heart may he
broken amid the lonely splendours of
Monteagle Towers!" said Mr. Bowers
improess vely,

"Ll be jolly ecareful!” gasped Chunky.

“But stay., You said you have ane
dollar.” i

“Only one,” said Chunky, .

“Leave it with me., 1 will obtain food
for the journey, and meet you here with
it ready.”

“All right " ; .

Chupky Todgers' dollar passed into My,
Bowers' hand, and the fat schoolboy ran
through the weod towards Cedar Creek
School, his heart thumping.

Mr. Bawers gazed after him, and gazed
at the dollar, J

“Jerusalem crickets!” he ejaculated.
“Billy, my boy, you're in luck! You've
kenoed for once, I guess. 1 calonlate I
never thought my old experience on the
hoards would eome in so pesky unseful,
and I pever reckoned Ud strike a horn
idiot in this section! My luck's inl”

And Mr. Bowers started for Thompson
town, where the dollar was very quickly
passed over the bar at the Red Dog
galoon.

"The 4th Chapter.
His Lordship.

Chiinky Todgers was a little late for
lessons.

All the Cedar Creek boys and girls were
in their places in the hig school-room
when Todgers arrived breathless,

There were three classes at work in
the big school-room, presided over hy
Miss Meadows, Mr. Shepherd. and Mr.
Slimmey.

Chunky belonged to DMiss Meadows®
class, and the school-mistress gave him
a severe look as he came in.

“You are late, Todgers!" she ex.
claimed. il el

Chunky Todgers was ahout to say
“Sorry, ma'am!"” when he rememhered

that he was the son of a4 marquis.

That made a great difference.

Cedar Creek School appeared inexpres-
hig eyes in com-
parison with Monteagle Towers, -

Chunky was swelling already, like the
frog in the fabie.

" He gave Miss Meadows a lofty look.

“Did you address me, madam?” ha
asked. j
“What "

“I regret that 1 am somewhat late,™
said Chunky in g stately way. i
Halt unconsciously he imitated the



¢ wstonishment.

CBaid Chunky,

“Where did you pick up thatfi word?
gasped Bob,

“Ha, ha!? roared Frank, #HIp the
novel, of epurse. People use thage words
in novels." j

“Hitherto,” said Chunky,” with ecalm
“disdain,  “1 have been KkKnown as Joe
Todgers, The secret of my birth has not
been known."

“Ye gods!”

“T am, bound to secrcey at|present,”
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pocent of Mr. Shepherd, the new master at
the Inmber school, whose aceent, was 2
never-ending joy © to the Cedar CUreek
fellows.

Chunky, Todgers had chuekled over it
as much ag anyone, but now that he wasg
dhe gon of a marguis it was a different
matter. He thought it a gond idea to
cultivate that accent, ready for the time
when he was presented to the old neble:
man at Monteagle Towers.

Mr. Bhepherd himself glanced round
as Upunky spoke in a high-pitebed and
drawling tone.

“Todgers!” exelaimed Miss Meadows in

"I wag lingerin’ in the wood, madam.,”
deliberately dropping his
final “g,” as Mr. Shepherd did with his,

“Ga to your place at onee, Todgers!™!
paid Miss Meadows, very much puzzled.

“With pleasuah, madam!"

Miss Meadows started, thinking that |
Chunky was imitating Mr. Shepherd’s!
weird aeccent from a spirit of mockery.

But she allowed the incident to pass,
and the' fat schoolboy sat, down in hig
place, to meet the surprised starg of
¥rank Richards & Co. ;

“What's the matier with youj
Chunky?” asked Frank in a whisper, ag
soon as Miss Meadows' attention was
engaged elsewhere.

*Nothin'.”

#What
¥ Nothin' at all, deah bhoy!?

Frank almost collapsed.

“You gilly ehump!” whispered Bob Law
less. " What are you making fun ef the
Gentle Shepherd forf?"” |

“1 am not makin' fun of anyone, Law-
less. Please don't grasp my arm in that
rough mannah!” said Chunky. :

“®ilence in clags, pleapa!” rapped ont
Biss Meadows severely.

Boh Lawless was silent from gheer
amazement, 1

Many of the fellows mimicked Mr.
SBhepherd’'s aceent for fun, hut Chunky
MIopTerd s nooonl ToF T, Wy ﬂmw.?r
Todigory secinee o he dohg 1 Aapally.
carnest. - ,

What was the malba with hin Bab
conld mot gxess.

Many glaneps were turmed omn Clhunky
Todeers that alternom, Fy

He wis ot his myml gelf i

He generally Ionaged iy his seab, aéul
Miss Meadows had oiten tald him o it
up  straighter. bai npw he sab  bolb
upright, npheld doubtles by the oqn-
geionsness of the noble hloold that fiowed
in hig vems. .

Hp kept bis fat chin well up, and when
he leoked roupd [t was withh @ Todty
slance, In fact, Chunky's expression was
growing supereiliohs, j

The sense of his amenge superiopiby
wwirs turning his bead o little, i

The mere he theught of it the mere
puffed uwp peor Churky hecame, il he
seemed likely to strike the stars withilis
sublime head. :

Vere Beauclerc was related to a tifled
family in England, but he, Chunky, was
actuaily heir to a great title 8

He was Lord Reginald in bhis own right!

It was an intoxicating thought, {

Chunky was a good fellow at heart, but
his head was pof quite so good asg his

heart, f i

He was falling a yictim fo an uhcc:iﬁrn]-
lable desire to “swank” :

When afterncon lessons weare jover
Chuiky walked out of the schoolfoom
as if he were treading on air.

Tom Lawrence clapped him on the
shoulder in the playzround, [

“What’s t‘lu-, matter, Chunky?] he
Inquired. \ J

Todgerg gave him 2 stony stare.

“Tnhand ma, please!” he said.

“Wha-at I” stuttered Lawrence. |

“Unhand me! 1 object to thisffami-
liarity of mannah!” :

“0h, my cye!” gasped Lawrenee, fdumb-

ded.

fo}‘lgltmd as a hatter!" said Bob Iawless
n wonder. }
'i “Pi‘aycdo not be impertinent, Lapless!"

“Impertinent!” yelled Bob,

£ 'k',aas-’!

“Yaag!” repeated Bah dazedly.

“0Oh, yaas! T obhject to ignpe
and familiarity! You fellahs mu:
to keep your distance, begad!” |

“Begad!” murmured Frapk Ricljards.

“He must be potby!” said Verg Bean-

inence
learn

clere, in wonder, “Or ig this inke,
Chunky?” ; i

“Pray do not address me as Cpunky!”
answered the fat youth. “My Bame is

Reginald !” e | 1
“What!” yelled Bob. “Yourf{name's
Joe, you silly jay! Blessed if hg hasn't
forgotten his own name now!" ¢ B
“My ndme,” said Chunky, wit
dignity. “is Reginald! Hitherto

st-::xtely

continned  Chunky, as wondefing eyes

€ i\j}'

RD TODGERS!

turned on him from all sides,
wicked unele——-7 ‘

A

(Continued from the
previous page.)

“Nour Frank
Richards.

"My wieked unele—-—" ;

“Better let ypour Uncle George hear you
saying that!” exclaimed Lawrence.

“I am not referring to my Uncle
{ieorge. George Todgers is not really my
unele at all, as it turng oug,”

. “He's wandering in hig mind,”
Hopkins.

“I'm npt wandering in my mind,” said
dChunky ealmly, "1 am statin’ the facts
'”n-vn;}led to me. You common fellows

“Wha-at?’

. “You common fellahs don’t know how
‘to treat a fellah of noble hirth! You

whatter?” ' gagped

said

- may be surprised to hear that 1 am gein'
' to England shortly.”

“What for?”

“To be restored to my rightful parent
—my long-last father!"”

“Eh! Your father's dn Canada, isn't
he?” yelled Beb. *“Heliwas yesterday,
anyway.”’

"My father is at Mmmteagle Towers,”
answered Chunky. *“Mr, Todgers was a
faithful old retainer——"

“Creat Scott!"!

“Mad!"” said Eben Hacke,
had hetter see him home, I reckon !
may want tying up if he gets worse!”

“Bah!" -

With that
scorn Chunky
rather, strutted,

And the podgy

“Some of us
He

ejaculation of disdainful
odgers 'walked away-—or,

schoolboy looked so

“Over-cating?” asked Frank.

“No!" yelled 'Lodgers. *“My
uncle’s after me!”

“My hat!"

Bob Lawless lét go hig horse, and took
Chunky Todgers by the collar, and shook
him foreibly.

“Look here. you dotty gopher!” he ex-
claimed. ‘“If you're not mad, tell us what
you mean! Sharp now!”

“Ow! Yaow!" | ;

“Will you explain yourself, you silly
ayi"

i Groogh! Teggo! Look here, I'll tell
you fellows!” gasped Chunky. “I rely on
vour keepin' the dread gecrot.”

“Don't give us novel language, you fat-
head! Tell us what you mean in plain
Canadian!” howled Bob.

“I-I've found out the seeret of my
birth!"”

“There wasn't any secret about it, you
chump! You're registered at Thompson
like every other kid born in this section.’

“That's only what's supposed,” said
Chupky mysteriously. “In the dead of
night a ehild was placed in the hands
of Mr. Tedgers,”

[ whli‘t?"

“He wap§ bidden to take the hoy to
Canada, and bring him yp as his own
son,”

“Great Christopher Columbus !”

“My rightful father is the Marquis of
Monteagle Towerg!™

“Which?”

“And 1,7 said Chunky impressively--"1I
am Lord Reginald de Monteagle.”

“Lord Reginald de Monteagle " moaned
Bob Lawless,

“Yep-I--1 mean yaas, The man who
searehed for me reeognised me by my
likeness to the portraits of the ancient
knights of Monteagle that hang in the
castle of my nohle race!”

Frank Richards & Co. stared at Chunky
dumbfounded.

For a moment the heir of Monteagle
thought that they were properly im-
pressed. But that was a mistake ; he had
only taken their breath away.

A yell of Ilaughter from the three
apprigsed him of the faet that they were

wicked

‘“ 1 guess—+~ Yarooooh ! roared Mr. Bowers, as the trail-rope curled round him.

supremely absurd as he ghrutted that a
yell of irresistible langhter followed him.

The 5th Chapter.
The Dread Secret !

Frank Richards and his chums had
taken out their horses to ride home when
Chunky Todgersg hore down upon them.

Chunky, in his new-found greatness,
had treated the chums with lofty super-
ciliousness, like the rest,

But it had dawned upon his semewhat
obtuse brain that he was in want of aid. -

As yet he was not the recognised heir
of the noble line of Monteagle, and be-
fore that could take place he had to get
to Kamloops, where the disguised Mr.
Bowers had plenty of money in the bank
and there wag protection from the wiles
of the wicked Lord Horace.

To do that he had to'borrow a horse.
and, if possible, some money,

lertainly, be ought to have found no
difficulty in raising a loan on the strength
of his splendid prospeets.

But he knew that he was more likely
to find doubting Thomages than belieyers
among the Cedar Creek fellows.

He selected Frank Richards & Co. as
the most likely to accede to his demands.
“Hold on, you chaps!” he exclaimed,
“Vamoose!” answered Bob Lawless,
with a chuckle, “1 ebject to this
familiah mannah, Todgahs! Don’t start

callin’ me a chap!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

“I—f didn’'t mean to—to he down on
vou chaps,” said Chunky. “Of course,
there's a difference in social station. But
I still look upon you as friends—humble
friends, I might say.”

“Humble friends!”
Richards dazedly.

“You silly, fat, corceited, potty ITump
of ftrain-grease!" shouted Bob Lawless
wrathfully., “ What do you mean?"

Ll B | say, will youn lend me ten dollars?”

“NO.”

“And your horse?”

“My horse? 1 guess not!”

“1-—I ‘must have .a horse and
ecash!” snid Chunky earnestly,
life's in danger!”

repeated Frank

some
*My

The chums of Cedar Creek yelled, while
Chunky blinked at them in great indigna-
tion and wrath.

“Look here, it's as sbtraight as a

string!" he protested. “How could the
man know anythin' ahout me, if it wasn't
straight 2"
. “Perhaps he's heard that you're a
silly fiovel-reading idiot!” answered Boh,
“He's some gpoofer who's found out what
a born fool you are, Chunky!”

“But we’ll make it a trade,” chuckled
Bob, “You say you're going to meet the
man, with a horse and ten dollars.”

*“That’s it.”

it W‘e]l. we'll come with vou,” said Beb,
“If he's genuine, and you’re a real nohle-
man, Chunky, you shall have my hoss and
all the dollars we've got in our rags. If
he's a hoho and a hogs-thief, we’ll give

him ' a taste of the trail-rope. Is it a
cinch?™

“I'd rather take the horse and the
money."”

“Not for Joseph!” answered Bob em-
phatieally,

“Well, T agree, then,” said Chunky.

“He told me to keep tlie dread secret——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” :
“Still, I ean trust you fellows, Come
on," said Chunky, making up his mind,

“He's waiting for me already.”

And the four rode off together to keep
the appointment with the seeker of long-
logt sons, three of them chortling all the
way.

The 6th Chapter,
Dry Billy Remains Dry.

Mr. William Bowers was waiting,

He was reclining, not to say sprawling,
in the grass at the foot ef a tree, while
he waited for his dupe to appear. Mr,
Bowers was in a happy mood.

A dollar's worth of fire-water had nof
quite quenched his thirst, but it had
given him a happy glow, and he had a
cheery anticipation of more to come.

Two horses would sell for a geod price
down the valley at a safe distance, and
any dollars Chunky brought along with
him wanld come in useiul, too,

yoop ! —stoppit ! Let up! Yah ! "

not impressed with the importance of the
dread seeret.

“Ha, ha, hal!

“Oh, carry me home to die!” yelled Bob
Lawless, “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you silly jays—=" ex-
claimed Chunky indignantly. b

“Ha, ha, hal”

“The man's gearchin’ for me. He knew
me at onee——-"

“Ha, bha, hal!”

“He's in disguise, too!" exclaimed
Chunky. “And ['m goin’ to meet him
this evenin'--now, in {fact—=to go to

Kamloops, where I ghall he safe from
Lord Horace-——"

“Lerd which?"

“Lord Horace—my wicked wunele.”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“Look here, youn rotters, ’'tain't a
laughing matter, when a chap’s in danger
of being laid out by his wicked unele!”
exclaimed Chunky. “I want yon to lend
me a horse and some money, so that 1
can 2o to Kamloops.”

“You fat idiot!" gasped Bob. “Who's
heen pulling your silly leg?”

“1t's hoenest injun,
Chunky, almost tearfully. “He Lkpew me
at once. He's in disguise, too.”

“Whe is?" shricked Frank Richards.

“The man who found me. He’s been
attacked hy Lord Horace's what-do-ye-
call-ums—-" Chunky hesitated. *“Some-
thing or other—myrmidons, that's the
word "

“Ha, ha! Thab's a word used in novels,
too!” grinned Bob,

“He was robbed, and so he's disguised
himgelf as a hobo,” said Chunky. * But
he's got lote of money in the bank at
Kamloops.”

“How do you know?"”

“He said so.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Look here, will you lend me a horse
and ten dollars?” demanded Chunky
angrily. 7 AV

“Ha, ha! No jolly fear!” welled Bob
Lawless. *Not to give to a hahe!”

“He's not really a hobo—he's in dis-
guise, because Lord Horace is after him.”

*Ha, ha, ha!” '

I tell vou!" said

“ | say-—l guess—

As for Chunky’s feelings when he saw
Mr, Bowers ride away with the horses,
leaving him stranded, Dry Billy did not
bother about that.

. He was aceustomed to thinking only of
Williamn Bowers. ;

The vagrant raised himself on his
elhow as he heard the sound of horses
being led through the woad. .
~ He grinned complacently, and “winked
into space.

The jingling of horses came nearer, and
the vagrant jumped up.

But, he did not look pleased when four
fellows, leading their horses, came
through the thickets,

He had expected to see only Chunky
Todgers, and at a glance he could see
that the other three were not to be fooled
like poor Chunky.

He cast a quick glanee behind him, as
if meditating flight.

But they were close upon him at once.

“Here I am!”  announced Chunky
Todgers. 2

"And—and hyer Y am!” faltered Mr.
Bowers.

Frank
keenly.

It he was only “disguised * as a tramp,
Mr. Bowers was certainly a past-master
in the art of disguises, for he looked the
part to the very life,
~ “These chaps are gein’ to lend me a
horse and some money,” said Chunky
Todgers. “They wanted to see yon first,
to see that it was all square.”

“Oh!" gasped Mr. Bowers.

Bob Lawless grinned,

“"Only just to see that it's square, my
man," he remarked. *“8So you're the
galoot that's going to save Chunky from
his wicked uncle ?" &

“Ye-e-es!" stammered Mr. Bowers,

“Lord Horace—hey?"

" Ye-es." A

“And you recognised Chunky by his
likeness to the portraits in Monteagle
Towers!" yelled ¥Frank Richards.

Mr. Bowers cast a hurried look round.
But the three had gathered round him,
and there was no escape. i
The hobo cast a very uneasy look at

Richards & Co. scanned him

]the ]cni!ed trail-rope in Bob TLawless”
landa.,

He had an instinctive feeling that he
was going to feel the weight of that trail-
rope shortly. '

The fickle goddess Fortune was not
standing his friend, after all, and once
more he wished that hig straying foot-
steps had not led him into the Thompson
Valley.

"Hps this galoot had any money from
you already, Chunky?” asked Bob.

“Only a dollar, to get some grub for
the journey,” answered Todgers.

“Oh! Where's the grub?” asked Bob.

“The—the grub!” stammered Dry
Billy,

“Yep! Where |8 it?"

“Let's see it," sald Vere Beauclerc,
laughing.

i '—'I 3“053----“-"

Mr. Bowers stammered and stopped.

If Chunky had come there alone with
the horses, Mr. Bowers' intention had
been to piteh him into the bushes and
take possession of them.

That was not practicable now: it was
only tooe clear that the game was up.

“Well.,” said Frank Richards, * you're
not going to Kamleops without any grub,
I suppope? Where is it%”

“Haven't you got iti?
Chunky. ¥

“Nunno !” stuttered Dry Billy,

“Then where's the dollar?” demanded
Bob Lawless. “You spoofing, swindling
hobo, hand Chunky his dellar at once!
That's worth a geod bhit more to him than
Monteagle Towers and the portriits of his
ancestors.”

"1 ean guess where the dollar's gone,”
grinned Frank Richards. “Chunky will
have to go to the Red Dog after that.”

“L—I say——-" began Chunky,

“You silly ass, can't, you see that the
man's a spoofer?” exclaimed ¥Frank. “He
don't dare to keep up the silly rot with
us."

Mr, Bowers grinned feebly, with one eye
on the trail-rope.

“¥Y¥oung gents, [ own up!” he ex-
cdaimed. “1 guess it was a leetle joke
on  Mister Modzers. No harm dene. I
beard him talking to you this aftermoon.
ind that put it into my bead., I guess
this lets e out.” i

Chinky Todgzers® face was a study.

“Then-—~then—~then it's not true!” he
howled,

Mr, Bowers chuckled; he
help it.

"You said you kuew me by my likeness
tn my ancestors at Monteagle Towers!”
elled Chunky.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ou rotter!” roared Chunky. shaking
i lat fist at Mr. Bowers’ grinning  face.
"¥ou hobe!  You rascal!  Gimme back
my dollar 1"

"You aviul rascal!” exclaimed Frank

on oawial rageal ™ exolulmed  FPrank

Wichardy, " You were going to steal the
horses, If Chunky had come here alone.,
Thut was your gume!”

"Gents,” murmured Mr, Bowers, “a
man must live. I'm lookin' for work.
I've heen lookin® for it years on end. I've
had johs on the stage, and I’ve had jobs
on the rajlway, and I've had jobs on the
ranches, but I always got the hoot—I'm
an unfortunate man.”

" A heastly waster, you mean!” grunted
Bob Lawless. )

" Luck’s heen agin me,” said Dry Billy
pathetically. “I've always heen thirsty.
Drink's been my encmy. Young gentle-
men, if you could stand a man a few
dollars to help him on his way—"

“I'll stand you a faste of this trail-
rope, as a warning not to start as a
horse-thief in this seetion!” answered Bob
Lawless, y

"1 guess—— Yarooooh!"” roared Mr.
Bowers, as the trail-rope curled round
him.  “1 'say—1 guess—yoop —stoppit; !
Let up! Oh, let up! Yah!”

*Ha, ha, hal”

“Give it to him!" yelled the wrathful
Chunky. “@Give it to the beast. Beh!
He's swindled me out of a dollar! Give
it to him!"”

Bob Lawless was giving it to him.

The unhappy Mr. Bowers hooped and
danced and jumped as the trail-rope
played round his tattered legs, and made
a rush to escape. ‘

His foot caught in a trailing root, and
he went over in the grass.

‘He roared and wriggled as the TOpE rose
and fell upon him there.

“Let up!" he roared. “QOh, jumping
gophers! Oh, Jerusilem! Don't I keep
on telling you it was only a joke? Only
taking a rise out of that born idiot?
Yaroooh !

Whack! Whack! Whaek!

Mr. Bowers squirmed away, and gained
his feet at last, and ran for hig life.

He fled through the bushes, gasping and
velling, and his crashing footsteps " died
away in the distance,

“Now we'll get off home,” said Frank.
laughing. “You wen't want to go te
Kamloops now, Chunky. You can leave
Monteagle Towers to take care of itself.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Chunky Todgers, a sadder if not o wiser
youth, climbed on his fat pony and went
his way, and Frank Richards & Co. rode
homeward chuekling.

The next day all Cedar Creek was yell-
ing over Chunky's adventures., and  the
fat youth was addressed as “Lord
Todgers ” on all hands.

Chunky gave up his new accent, and
ceased dropping his final ** g’s."

Once more he was plain Joe Todgers,
but, to his schoolfellows, at least, he was,
for a long time after that, Lord Todgers
or Marquis Chunky.

And Mr. William Bowers, tattered and
forlorn, was tramping away down the

exelaimed

could rnot:

| Thompson Valley, still thirsty?

THE END.
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