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Th > L) ' The Fistical Four tramped into the study, and after them
e ay of Reckonln for . myt e o came the Colonial Co. the three Tommies of the Modern
feet ng ® %  side, and a dozen other juniors. The nuis ‘were on their
W, with alarm in their faces. he looks of their unwelcome visitors were very grim indeed.  “I suppose you know you're
going through it!” said Jimmy Silver. ‘

sidering what had happencd to them fonings did they beat you by, | Well, that takes the cake! You look { correctly, alter spoofing you, Jimmy
that day. Jimmy?” a happy lot, too! Ie, he, he! Silver.”
Old Mack, the porter, blinked at This question was intended to “Ob, squash him!”  growled Jimmy knitted his brows.
' them as they trailed in, and grinned | conyey decp sarcasm. Mornington. ; “Wo were all spoofed!™ he said
o littlo. Boveral follows in the quad | _*We haven't pla¥ed the match, you }  Jimmy caught the fat, Classical by | angrily. “How was I 1o suspect thav
stared at them, and grinned a good | silly ass!* was Jimmy Silver's reply. | the shoulder. Smythe had tipped the chauffeur to
deal. Tubby Muffru, of the Classical Tuhby stared. “ Where's, Smythe of the Shell?"” he | take us wandering across country, a
4 Jim chorus of grosns. | Fourth, came ‘rolling up to greety ¢ Haven't you béen fo Greyfeiars?” [ asked. keep us away from Greyfriars®™
oo ,',m'"’ Silver & Co, felt | thom. 4 “No!"” - “Blossed if I know,” answered | Mornington shruggod his shoulders:.-
over g’ of Rookwood | “Beaten Greyfriarst ho_asked. “Well, my word?” cjaculated the | Tubby Muffin. *fle went out with a 1 warned you that Smythe was up
ol iy bodm they returned “#No!"” grunted Jimmy-Silver. fat  Classical. “ You _started for | crowd of his pals soon after you to some trick,” ho answered.
the pey and troubled in | - “Ob, my hat!” ssid Tubby. " Well, | Greyfriars in Smythe's motor-car. | Sarted in the motor<ar. They | * You said ho was!” snapped
ket "t occasion, T must say you don't look liko 8 Win“| i you Joso tho wiiy!” haven't come in yet. 1 suppose | Jimmy. * Bat you'ro always suspect-
the 1“:«-:“‘; Joft that { ning crolw,!. * But you -l;(zuldu t 13;: #Oh, rata!” thoy're making a day of it."” ing wTebon (’)s mquun(clh)lt‘m;:ng
o s Y g “Di “ L obs . " 2R Y n't ‘give a hin
spirits. | lot Groyfriars beal you, Jimmy, 2! “ e, ho, ho!™ odckled Tubby. Did they take cricketing things? :“""‘“ m.ti ;:““" u:m, anyhew

Ued in the 4, d . I
, opths of | shouldn'¢ really, “you know. You L 4 L s 4 2
r'l'h‘,.h”m‘flun::esl orening | vuld hive Bad'me in tho teemm ] EWhat aro you chiosting st i\nf:t‘lf\:: o L pobeed that some ol themm ba P e b e o
Vorg 4; e Y Lovell did not_sco anything “That settles it,” said Valentine AR 3 5
w &::'h\:ml' thay weshr F.J;{:shﬁvlo'u. growled  Arthur E-II‘:::.“. it (hat day's disestrous | Mornington, ‘E'Smy o & Co. weat "'“\‘ lE:‘:‘"!w couldn’t guess what i
il ', Porbegea it | Well, it might hive, sadp BEPRN. b Gropteara | it 1, o plact, Al S | "1y hors—n
3 % to by wondered at, con '1"',',‘:",':,':‘,' l,'.,“ ‘;’,,3.,‘1" b!h.'lnn.w' chuckled  Tubby.« - He, m‘e. el ! dashed motor<car. Or, to speak more | Ob, rats! We're all as wise ov
) ! 2 o -l g - -
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THE BOYS® FRIEND

: Jimmy's skipper, o it"
Rilver Wepedking i froth ] Jimmy Silx S el Dl
wood School,” he said. *‘1 hope [ T :‘:1::‘1;;‘.(.)1“1 X(?\'F(l e rked Erroll, with a rather un.

vou will excuso me, sir. 1 want to

n at Grey-

friars the bet

bo warned off playing a tric

re you would, Morny.”

1%

“ But

look at his chum

t appointed on

ngEos «aid
in the Comg
! claimed,
p alter  the
Con- | o
P | & Of ¢ under th od ¢
f [ € ‘ould bo called off, I sup O -
from 3 i wo could ask Wharton to . 1 used to be up against |
R S ) | po id we could aa, WL eal | him awonet but that was more
the Jifioxias 0 misunderstanding than anything else, |
Previous 5|5t Bot e fools ' enongh TR
0 S it “I'm glad of that.
% HE | already, without adding to “Rat  personal friendship . i» Fooe
pages : rowled Raby i
growlec aby. s matter and cricket is another. X
\ Vi | Least said soone 1 think I should make a good jumior 1y
marked Newcome. G Jolly foqry
i an’t be helped. | s Sbpealin® for the
S their

and I'm . gy &
them, "% 8o’ g |

spcalk Itn Harry Wharton very par- s med, wnior skipperiist
cularly,” at again y < ° >
you are, after it's happened!” said by Tuin “T don't think he could trick us tem ;;‘i““’_“ ‘}I:‘l“‘ d"ﬁ‘!
Jimmy Silver irritably. wouldn't have troubled you, again like that; but he's got to have G Tl iy e
-1 Woldiyou——r but it's very important. I hopo you |['a  warning, that's certain,” said be changed, you kuow. . d
“Oh, rats!” will allow \Wharton to come to the | Jimmy. “The silly asses haven't Erroll, T R o ith a troyhjep ity
“Order!” murmured  Tommy | telephone.” come in yet, so we may as well have 4 i SEROS it ']“ nni UP | Was evidently 3 beoy
Dodd. “H'm! Oh! Very well! I will| tea. We'll ‘deal with them after- | against Silver personally, but I don’t | an tinaty nm:ﬂ: o
“No good ragging!” said_ Kit [ send for Wharton.” wards,” see why I shouldn’t stand up for the a8 t0 bo by e
Erroll, interposing. Jimmy Silver |~ “Thank you, sif.” And the Fistical Four sat down to | eaptaincy, when 1 think I should | tive of Study No. o
and Mornington wero looking at one |  Jimmy Silver waited. A minate | tea, make a better skipper ! exclaimed | Smytho & Co, oo i U
another very grimly. “We've all [ later there was a voice ho knew well Meanwhile, Erroll and Mornington | Mornington  impatiently. ve | wanted to think wll of
been taken “in. Jimmy couldn’t be | on the wires. had gone to their etudy for tea. Both | thought so for a long time, and f‘}ullﬂ not quite thiy, o
cxpected to guess that Smythe in- “Hallo! That Jimmy Silver?” of them were looking very thought- at's happened to-day is the last | “cricket.” ik thy
tended to get us carried off by that | “Yes, Wharton. I suppose you can | ful, and there was an expression in | straw. The _captaincy A0S 8§ pers —_
cheeky ass of o chauffour, and landed guess why I've rung.you up? We | Morny’s eyes that made Erroll | sonal posession of Jimmy Silver's, is
a hundred miles -away. It never | started for Greyiriars- to-day,” and | glance at him several fimes. The | it?” o Ths 3eq
crossed my mind, I admit.” wero tricked and kept away. Has{ friendship between the two was deep “No. But A Rough Jar
‘*Nor ‘mine,” said Raby. anybody turned up from Rookwood?” | and sincere; but they were very un- ““But you don't think I ought to “Oh, gad1” Wer)

“I knew there was something on,
when Smythe offered us the car, an
I said eo!” answered Valentine
Mornington obstinately. “I advised
Silver not to aceept the offer, and he
can’t deny that.” .

“I don’t deny it!” growled Jimmy.
““And if you weren’t a suspicious ass,
always distrusting peoplo for nothing,
I might have paid some attention.

“Oh, my hat! Yes, rather!”

“Smythe?” asked Jimmy.

“Yes; Smythe and Howard, Tracy,
and that lot,”” came Wharton's reply.
“We were rather surprised to see a
wholly new team from Rookwood.
We were expecting you, of course.
But they explained—-"

“Have you pla,vcd the match?”

¢ Naturally 2"

like in character, and Erroll did not
always understand his chum. He
could see notv that Morny was in one
of his wicked moods, and it troubled
him_a little.

“It's been a muckup to-day,
hasn’t it, Kit?” Mornington re-
marked, as he poured out tho coffee.

“Rotten!” agreed Erroll. “It's
hard on Jimmy especially.”

)

oppose_ Silver” exclaimed Morning.
ton irritably.
**I'd rather you didn't,”
“Why?"
Erroll paused. z
“Well, T think Jimmy S§ s all
right as captain,” he said. What's
happened to-day is rotten emnough;
but it's nothing against Jimmy.
Some of the fellows are dissatisfied,

Adolphus Smythe

€ho Shell, uttered g, g

a weary tone, as gy

luxurious armchajr, |
Adolphus was tireg

{lnl\\as also uneas

n his sublime co

tho Shell firmly bl

a better cricketer than Juay

of the Fourth, and he

But vou are.” Jimm . “ S ® 1
e B X 2 , y set his teeth. I don’t see thal i e . o i Peninel
o g Singthat > remarked |, JeJineedn'¢rask thow it went? ho |5 “\Vell* as! Jimmy's akiper, some i aai e e Ll TR
“dh By e s bt R 531:‘] bitterly. - of the fellows are inclined to lay the Mornington. *I think new blood is | zames as he did. The f,
nonei” said  Morningt Til + Well, we won, you L"?F blame on him.” required. “And 1 think I've got a | had been clected to |1m .
“The fact Tomsne Shat SeriPs|  “What was the margin?” © *Quite right, too.” good chance, Dash it all, " why | good majority of the i 2Nl
trapped us, and spoofed us ou{ of “Ahem! Weo won by an innings Erroll shook his head. shouldu’t there be a new election, | make any dlﬁenncnk\‘{
coing to. Groytriats, and that he's | 304 some ‘runs—shem!—a  good | = “Jimmy wasu't fo biame, Morny. | S50 here be o mew, " | hads'tvoted for Jin
£omng ver b )ra ith by wd of | Mmany runs.” He couldn’t possibly suspect Smythe ““That is all right, I suppose,” said
Fomblie ot 1o mlae thy —aewd of | "} could guess that.  All serene. | of such rotten. trichers Erroll SLleataht e anroee,

fumblin’ idiots to play the match in-
stead of us.”

“Wa're not sure of that yet,” said
Erroll.

It can’t be helped. You understand
that we were prevented from coming
over by a trick, and Smythe & Co.
had no right whatever to play in the

I suspected him.”
Erroll did not ‘answer that. The
quality he least admired in his chum

“You'd back me up?”
“Ye-es." :
“And alot of the Shell would vote

own sweet voice ought to
the voices of a dozen other &

So Adol
b

“y TV e s was the sharpness which had -made S 1
ton e oAt T aomning; | name of Rookiwood.” 3 him' suspicious of Smythe when | for me,” said Mornington, his eyes | slevenwith a deae co
such a trick on us for nothing!” X mnderstand now. you'v6 told | Jimmy Silver had accepted the Shell | glistening..  “Smythe & Co.," Frin- N iR et
“We'll  soon see,”  said in:nmy me, Silver. But, of “course, we | fellow’s offer with frank cordiality. | stance. _ Thes'll be feeling pretty i d
Silver. “As tho rotters haven't come | never guessed anything of the kind | Morny had been right, and Jimmy | sore with Jimmy . Silver, ~ after
ingyet, I—L suppose_they're gono to | at the time.” . had been wrong, undoubtedly; but, | they've been ragged for their
Greyfriars. But I'll ring up Grey- wHave they gone?” to a certain extent, there was more | trickery. =~ They'd vote for anybody
friars and ask Wharton.” X “Oh, yes!” They've been gone a credit in being wrong than in being ainst him.” e e
*That’s a good idea,” said Lovell. | §00d time now. = Must be. nearly | right in the matter, ““They’ll be feeling sore ~with us,
Tho_tired and troubled cricketers | home to Rockwood by this time, 1| Morny frowned. a little, probably | tco, I Suppose. - We' shall take a h hat be had
tramped on into_the schoolhouse, should “think.” guessing Erroll's thoughts. - hand i punishing them.” T l‘)‘ {wus kiak be bad wice
Lhey were all feeling sore and “Thanks!” ¢ “You think I'm too jolly keen,” Moruington laughed. . nq’;n“l"!:!{d“ﬂ r
sorTy. = “I'm sorry, Silver. You seem to | he said, with a-slight sneer. “You LKit, old man, you don't know | 8¢ a cricketer ““. o
Jimmy Silver was exasperated by | have been badly dished.” *. | admire Jimmy for his unsuspecting | much about electiofieering, if you're | ceited e ey
“No mistake ‘about that,”” eaid | innocence—what?” < thinking of ragging the voters,” he | Adolphus himsell.

the trick played on him by Adolphus
Smythe, of the Shell; but he_could

Jimmy. “Well, it can’t be helped.”
i the receiver

“I think it's a good qun!i{_v in
him,” answered Erroll. “ Hardly

said,
Erroll compressed his lips.

not sce that he was to blame in the | Jimmy Silver put up

matter. But it was natural, perhaps, | and left Mr. Bootles’ p_tudg. o | anybody would have smuspected “So you're going to leaye that to

that Mornington should plumo him. | worst that he had feared had hap- | Smythe of treachery.” Jimmy Silver?” he asked.

self a little on tho fact that he had | pened. And the only satisfaction ““But I did, after the St. Jim’s “Isn’t he eaptain?” grinned Morn-

suspected tho dandy of tho Shell of | that remained was tho prospect of | match affair. And you don't like ington. *“So long as he’s captain he 4 -

trickery. making Adolphus Smythe & “Co. | me for it.” - can take captain’s . responsibility, | Greyfriars chortling, i
And as Jimmy was }];unior captain, | suffer for the trick they had playe ‘‘That’s not quite fair, Morny. | When I'm skipper I sha'n’t shrink }wrlnp mﬂ rirril:t:m! g

2 m s nully

it certainly was up to him to sce that
his -team reached Greyfriars to dphy
the . appointed match. Instead: of
which, they had t half the day
whizzing westward in a motor-car,
and the other half in weary railway
Journeying to get home.

They trailed into the house, and
fellows surrounded them on all sides

The junior cricketers had not for-
gotten, either, how Smythe had
nearly succeeded in keeping Jimm:
Silver away from the recent matc
at St. Jim's,

“The 2nd Chapter.
Morny’s Chancel " -

After all, you didn’t suspect what
Smythe was at; you simply dis-
R
een skipper we shouldn’t

have fallen into !hsph-ap.”

“I suppose that's true.” 2

“Wouldn't that have been better
“all yound!” demanded Mornington.

“No doubt about that.”

from it.
“1I don’t like this, Morny.
like to sy, but this looks to me
like taking a mean advantage of
Jimmy Silver.”
*Preaching again, old chap?”
“Look here, Morny—" " *
Erroll was interrupted by a thump
on the door. It flew open, and Arthur

I don't

Howard e;n;l” :bf;:‘" L

them 1!
and ridiculous
storm, ¥

hn;eh seen
crushing
them bare to the

with questions as to how the match Jimmy Si Bl “the @
PR ’ ny Silver came up tothe énd | ™ .

S0 EO0R e o cricketers | study in the Fourth with'a knitted . - e o Ba
:uyamdegdlhoh qugmm'ymoneul.“dSul:h od br;;‘ov;dl and Raby and Newcoms | 3 7= - ) pOAId Sy atiowt li‘:’d:“ :
posm et stk wt | For Holiday Timed |5
unheard of, % 8 L a8 ¥ (st B . 3 ive. F B

'B\l?w :;:a“t‘e:u:z:." that ::0'&:! ?}: "I‘medl-l‘;ne'bml Four were l:’;“ T There are heaps of ways of spending many a jolly hour on your P e're in “”,,,’.'.;.‘ are
with a humorous eye. It was cheeky w;c!', as Jimmy came into the study. holidays, but the jolliest way of all is to read PUCK when f_m iy ® Who'd b ph |
o:‘géfhiphm_ Smy :lt::“’dn,::l!l" l:‘dl? “l've nz)ok,en' to Wharton,” said it comes out cvery T!qurhy.‘ This jolly coloured picture those Greyfriars kids 'ﬂ” 7
:hc 'Ro:l‘nr‘:o: “crick;fnn’ i ) | Jimmy. “It's as Mlemy e and story paper is simply ideal for summer-time reading. us like that?  They
victims to it, $ ‘was how the | S@yHe & Co. hare 2 frcBhatlded ' ‘ team, too. JokP e
Jusiors looked at it hithegimejioli Hookood Jniors, GIVEN FREE! "o hiad bad Juck” =)

Jimmy  Silver hurried to Mr. [ 0Py the match, o, GiV. A
ey e B | K X o2 el ) e s 10 oot oon og ks loured i
was out, as it happened, and Ji wAnd it, of course” thero m‘;'l'nw crowds of pletures, ote
st oo >| . “By an innings and ess | odjokes. A:‘ple'pdldu'ldwn;ur:“nml,

i ey ke e TR e e P T L started:” Touwse sure Lo e PECK cck b

had to wait for his number, . mot.snycho.mud»wm. The | | Wh'#‘mmm“"ﬁm’urm

He in Mr. Bootles® i %ﬁnﬁ ho can g‘y agent out, S
EslaKhe EERId) ot e, *b-ﬁ;_&x‘ ul;'lhol Gh;’:(.us.“ﬂu'.

Fowrth Form master would not come !
H be's us look & of
in,eFortunately, Mr. Bootlcs didinot | b | g il
iieds e e 5
bt Grestriar” ho sked nto :
Ara & 4 B
a ing.”™ g
R e ]
wmaster of the at i
g :

o
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evil hour, and
hment.
beat them!”

bowled Jimmy Silver.
| w0d Tracy stared at their
ey hnd
"

not thought of this

shouted Conray.
hollow, by an
said Adol-

o 7oling  aas1”  shouted
. “They beat you by
d 76 runs than they

eyfriars, and

sped Adolphus.
thought of that. His
R R gy 24 10 fire, after
k" "k into hiy armchair again

u .

! v iokin', you know!” he
when you fooled us
\ ar, and jo whe
\_”“vxn with ‘t} .)I our tg
4 J“'r’dn\l miles from every-
. "my Silver exclaimed

0 .
.)Dl" A-a—a joke, you
\ wom g

e'rg
ooy finiaky

h of a joke to
ed with you!”

Rookwood,” - said

. " s
) \h,,,:;:"‘:'f“f you kno‘n
Jrtel 7 the goat, T yoll
0T Basped Adolphus

xh.‘. “oough, T dare
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THE BOYS' FRIEND _

womad to think

al it
on't ied
wa had never been
1 with a |
nythe & Co.
st Jimmy

s wor sati
rth Form cap
naturally, were

ilver all the
much, ox

1t aa if ho
a good deal of support
well as outside it,
card, ns yot, of
his old disputes
o dead and buried,

weurred to him that
vy would be revived.

ion of the new stato ¢

I Thers pught to be an end (0

overything, even to Morny's aw
“Lodon't know  that I've

swankin® on Uie subjoet,” sald Morn

It certatnly il 1'd boen

Il be

kod Jimmy
Jother your
N
1t 10 boen akippor——"" poralatod
Morny.
CGive ua o rest |

“Woll, I've come hera to speak out
in plain’ B mid Mornin
rather tartl You mucked
Groyfriars ma Jimmy Silver—yo
i Smythe between you,"

“Rot 1"

“Most of the fellows say s0.”

S BoslM”

CAnd I think g0 myself,"

“Rata 1"

Jimmy's replies could not b called
polite; itk hio' was * fed' up,” as’ ho
had said several times

“To come to the point " wents
on Morny, unmoved.

h, you are coming to the point?”
asked Jimn
“Certainly
o o it, then, and get off the

m
subjoct 1"

“The point is this,” said Morning-
ton curtly. I think I should make n
bettor junior captain than you, Ji
Silver, considering the way tl

J_IMIM!Y _§II.VER’8 DECISION !

quistly. *

Jimmy Silver drew a desp breath.
I 1' roared L.

imm: ovell
are one too many! {'m standing out,” said Jimmy Silver firmly.

ount me out!’* he said
I'm not standing for

hind them, who thought that they had
done a great deal too much.
Adolp{ms Smythe dragged his head
wearily out of the ashes, sat up in o
sea of ink, and blinked dismally at
his fellow-sufferers.
. d!” he groaned.
“Wow-wow !” mumbled Tracy.
“Oh, my hat! dear!” Oh
crumbs! Ow
e \Vow-wgv'v-wow 1"
“Grooogh !” _ 5
It was ﬁuiu- a chorus in Smythe's
study, There was no doubt that the
nuts of Rookwood would remember
that lesson—no doubt whatever.
While they gasped and groaned,
Jimmy Silver & Co, were in quest of
other victims,  All the members of
the nutty cleven had to go through it,
and through it they went, .
That evening Smytho & Co, felt that
life was not worth living. ey had
learned once more the truth of the
ancient text, that tho way of the
transgressor 1s hard.

The 4th Chapter.
Putting it Plain!

Jimmy Silver did not look so sunny-
tempered as usual the next day.

Tho affair of the Greyfriars match—
uterly “mucked up " 0 it had been—
naturally worried him, and as ericket
captain_he felt that most of the re-

comibil‘l was on his shouldera.
‘ orse (in’n that, was the fact Ehul

affairs came from Mornington him-
self, who dropped in at the end study
after tea, to appriso tho junior cap-
tain of his intentions.

Having thought it over, and decided
upon his course of action, Morningtor
thought it was only the “game” to
let Jimmmy Silver know what to ex-
L):ctd He did not want to be under-

nd.

The Fistical Four were finishing tea
when Morny came in, with a smile on
his face. Jimmy gave him a rather
curt 1fdd.

Jimmy had heard too much lately
about Morny's cleverness in having
epotted Smythe's little game, and he
was tir of the subject, and of
Morny, too. IHe did not admire th:
sharpness of Morny's, thqugh he was
sorry he had not taken his advicé on
tho occasion. 3 2

“Not_interruptin® you, I hope?
said Mornington bhmily, as he
lounged into the end lllld‘v‘:

“We can eat sardines while you wag
our chin,” answered Jimmy Silver,
“Don’t mind us. But, for goodness’
sako, Morny, don't sing it all over
again about your dashed n(htpuu in

potting Smythe’s game! It's pos.
:|bla ':5 lnv’o oo ‘much of a
thing.” 5 X

“ {{omy was right, you know,"” re-

marked Lovell, apparently in the role
?ndid hkntde‘d. <
run'
3 ",‘f’l'tnnig he wae, and I've admitted

friars match has been chucked away !™
Jimmy's lip curled.
“If you can get the other fellows
to think so, the job's open to you,”

he answered. “It's not my persomal
property. I'm not -yccimlly keen on
i a crowd of gi ing asses,

if you como to that.”
“You don't object, then, to my
l)u!’ﬁn‘ in?” asked Morni

Prios
Thess Hallpsnos

243

Y Of course you'd stand again " ex.
clalmed Iaby A

CWao'd Jolly well makes you!” said
Nowcome

Mornington looked very keenly ab
the captain of the Fourth

‘You think It would be falr play

for me 1o pul up akeimt you,
Hilver?" anked,
it would=if you want

wouldn't owe mo a

smiling 1"

said Jimmy sarcastically, ** It wouldn't
oxactly break my heart, Morny.
“I'd like to try it on; but on
and wportin’ terms,” said
"m not up against you
; what I thinkin® of is a
eat—the best man to win.
You can’t object to that.”
“T don’

don't mind if I go

Jut I jolly well mind I broke out
Lovell warmly. “I think you're
shoving. your oar in whero it's nat
, Morny.”

Sorry!” ‘said Morny politel
“Well, I'll Lo getting along.

understood, Silver, that if a cer!
number of fellows you, ¥

pla
“Yes!" snapped Jimmy.
“How many?"”
“Oh, that doesn’t matter,”
Jimmy.

said
“T it looks Jike the barest
chance of the majority not wanting

mo for skipper, I'll drop if. I'd do
that, anyhow, whether you were butt-
ing or not."”

*Done, then! Mind, I'm not bult-
in’ in as Form-captain; you can keep
that. It's the jumior captaincy of the
school I'm after.”

**Go ahead !

Morny strolled out of the study, and
the Fistical Four exchanged glances
when he was gone. Jimmy Silver’s
brow was knitted. 2

I don’t like this !"” growled Lovell.

“Oh, let” him rip!” said Jimmy

carolessly.

*“It's mean,"” said Arthur Edward
warmly. “I can sce now that Morny
has been up to his tricks. I won-
dered why He didn’t turn up at rag-
ging Smythe yesterday. He had this
in his mind then, and was thinking of
the votes.”

“I—I shouldn't think that of him,
Lovell.”

“I believe it's so. And it's mean !”

e him _ the benefit of the
doubt,” said Jimmy Silver. “I'm
pretty well fed up with the grousing
I'vo heard to-day, and I don't care
much if Morny bags the job. If he
can do_better than I can I wish him
luck. Pass the jam, Raby !"

And Jimmy Silver finished his tea,
dismissing Mornington and his ambi-
tions from his mind.

The 5th Chapter,
The Rivalse.

“Oh, good!”

Thus the great Adolphus.

It was the day after Morny's visit
to tho end study, and all the Lower
School at Rookwood knew how mat-
ters stood now. .

Jimmy Silver's supremacy was
challenged ; there was another Rich-
mond in the feld, as Oswald put it in
Shakespearian language.

Jimmy Silver took the new state of
affairs smilingly ; but perhaps ho was
a little wounded at the discovery of
tho unstable foundation upon which
his leadership had rested.

Ho had plenty of friends to back
him up certainly. But there was no
doubt that Valentine Mornington had
a following.
dlon‘\y was a first-class cricke!cr,

I've no right to object, have I?
Any fellow who likes can put up.”
Morny nodded. 2
“That's so. But I shouldn't like
you to think that I'm cuttin’ the
tound from under your feet, })"ou
ﬁnow. I don't want to do anythin’
mean. I think I should make a pretty
ood junior captain, and I'd like to
Elg the job."”
“Jimmy’s job !” growled Lovell,
Lovell was rather given to playing
the part of “candid friend,” but at
the idea of anybody else rounding on
Jimmy Silver, Arthur Edward was up
in arms at once. Ie fixed a look of
deep disfavour upon Valentine Morn-
ington.
M“Jlmmﬂllgyl it isn't hi'b!:lb'" ngd
orny. t's open to an; in the
Lower School.” o i et
“It's my job at present,” growled
Jimmy. “But if 8 good many of the
fellows pat it to me, I would resign,
and stand in a fresh election, At any
rate, I would resign and loave tho
field open; I'm not sure about stand-
ing again.”

an at games; and since ho
had given up slacking he had becomo
a tower of strength to the junior
eleven. He had often received recom-
mendation from Bulkeley of the
Sixth, who was captain of the school
and head of the games. There was®
no doubt that Mornington would
make a_ good skipper—not quite so
casy-going as Jimmy Silver, but per-
haps none the worso for that. :

nd the affair of the Greyfriars
match helped. It was quite certam
that Morny would never have been
?)ooled by the egregious Smythe as

immy Silver had been.

Morny had a good many backers
in the Classical Fourth; possibly, to
eome extent, simply from a desire of
change, and because somo of the
fellows considered that the end study
had had it all their own way too long.

[ the best fellows in the Lower
School, it was likely enough that
Jimmy would have a majority ; but it
was not only the best fellows who
voted in an election. Every fellow
who was against Jimmy Silver, from
whatever reason, was certain to rally
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On Saturday afternoon there was a
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The notice of the election duly “One of the C
appeared on the board, with the | ought to stand dowy,
names of three candidates—Jimmy | you know that, ),
Silver, Valentine Morpington, and | Arthur Edward hotle |

Thomas Dodd.

THIS WEEK:

WHAT IT MEANS

TO BE A “PRO.”

By A FAMOUS PROFESSIONAL.

(For cbuious reasons, the author of this article cannot
ailow his name to be pablish

As a youth my sole ambition was
to become a firstclass professional
cricketer. I loved the game; I paid
my visits to county matches; I looked
upon the men with famous names as
the only heroes worth knowing. And
#0 -1 worked—or played—with that
end in view, wasting my opportuni-
ties of learning a trade; and eventu-
ally played for my county.

want to give an outline of a
cricketer’s life—a life full of joys and
lisappoi] but pever sufficient]

lucrative to make up for the idle’
years which follow the closing of
active participation in tho game.

The best ecricketer in the world

doesn’t eam so much as a frst-class

(hl}wnu-r; this is no exaggeration.

However, to get on with the career.

First of all, we have him in his

youth, when he has just finished with

school, and the local club perhaps
have obtained his services: for the

Saturday afternoon fixtures. Ie is

not much—if at all—better in point

of skill than his fellow-members of the
village eleven; but, whilst perha)
they are at their best, he is merel
starting, has much to learn, and witl
care may develop into a great player.
One pair of keen eyes has noticed
and brought before the county
authorities the ibilities of tho

youngster, and he has received a
- letter from the secretary, asking him

to present himeelf at the county

ground on & certain day to take part
in net practice. Such a trial may not
have s0 many terrors for reader,
byt the most conceited youn
cricketer will feel very small at euc
A time, for he knows that he i"b";'.:ﬁ

the habit of playing a bit
the ball scems to h"ﬁ; along

i

which are likely to prove detrimental.
We seo him now with every hopoe of
l)ln,\'iug for the county cleven. Let
Lim persevere, and there is no know-
ing to what heights in the cricket
world be may eventually attain.

Let us look at tho same young
cricketer in the next phase of life.
Perhaps some years have passed since
we saw him at trial at the nets. He
has acquired a more athletic figyre—
tho excrcise has done that—and his
face is tanned by Jong days of fielding
and batting in the sun.  He must
have a namp, so we will call him
Jones. He struts across the ground
on the morning of a big atch,
dressed in his fannels and pads, and
carrying a couple of bats towards thie
practice-nets, LB

There is a Little crowd at his heels,
for Jones has become a_popular idol,
and he‘is'soon to be seen opening his
shoulders at the deliveries of three or
four other,” but not so succeséfful,
players, with o large number of the
public standing around watching his
every movement. - Yes, Jones has
become a great player, and the crowd
have recognised his greatness by s,ll-
ing him George. Whilst ke is driving
at the nets a voice will perhaps come
from the midit of the spectators,
“Morning, - George!” if
playér turns round.with a smile and
rg‘rﬁtdﬁ, 'ﬂm!‘_rﬂnwlnr “spectator
£ amply repaid for his expenditure
of the gate-monéy, and bBecomes the
contré of interest for a moment. So
much for, greutness. 2

Jones is batting in the big match.
His ordinary good shots arc made in
silence, for the crowd have become
u to  his illiance, and his
boundary-hits are applauded to the
echo, bocL' is ne:r‘i:g lhu:mm ) l.m}
everybody js at the highest pif of
cxcilement.» e “‘Iﬁ, mx:iké:n a
quarter of

hundreds, Jones is the idol of the
public.

The third phasp is short. The days
of regular centuries: dre_over, and,
somchow, instead of starting the bat-
ting, Jones’ nameo figures sixth or
seventh on the card. It seems to bo
a different side altogether, for the
older members of the team of years
ago have dropped out, and younger
men have taken their places. Still
younger men are waiting their
chances, and it has become quite an
ordinary thing to hear spectators ask-
ing ono another “if Jones is worth
his place in the cleven? “Isn’t he
getting a bit beyond it?” and so on.

Jones has been lelt out of the side
a few times, because, so they say, the
wickets didn’t suit him so well as they
suited So-and-so, and he has formed
a habit of looking at the list of
players needed for each match, which
1s _piuned up in the players’ room.
Still, the worst has not arrived yet.
He begins to get left out altogether,
and then son\cbodf- approaches him
about a position which is vacant, en-
tirely away, from the world of ¢
pionship cricket. It is the beginning
of the end, and he wonders whether,
his suvings are sufficient to keep” him
for the remainder of his days. .-

The fourth, and last, phase is a
sorrowful affair. Many years have
passed since Jones has played his last
watch, and, like nearly every other
popular man, he is forgotten.” A big
game is to be played on his old county
enclosure, and he journeys up to wit-
ness it. Even the old familiar faces
at the gate are gone, and, instead of
a respectful tEmet.ing and a smile, he
is met with the turastile, which regis-
ters his sixpence in the same manner
as it does anybody else’s.

The old player walks around the
ground, and seats himself upon a hard
bench to look on at those who are
fighting all his old battles over again.
Nobody looks twice at the grizzled
and lined face. He js simply a spec-
tator who is occupying a scat which
another man covets, Perhaps some-

¢ in the crowd r nises him,
and” “tells his nearest neighbour,
“That's Jones.” And the re .f’yhum
more than anything. “Who is
Jones?”  “What, one of the old
})hy_ers! Humph! A~ bit old-
ashioned im his ideas, ex;

u

i
it

Lt

WHEN Vernon-Smith to Greyfriars came

He led a life luxurious;

Played many a dark and shady game,
d made his schoolmates furious,
The same remarks apply, in truth,
To wild and reckless ““ Morny,” |
‘Who sowed wild cats in early youth,
And found his path was thorny!

A dandy of the first degree,
Yet very far from silly,
He garbs himself most stylishly,
- Like swells in Piccadilly.

Top-hat and monocle complete

‘

=

And M

4 b
And whenlgew‘f
Hi

His slim and slender figure;

Iho‘ygh on occasions he can treat
_ His chums to feats of vigour!

No Jonger with the shady set
He occupies his leisure;
No longer does he smoke or bet

Or stoop to doubtful -pleasure.
The merry revels of the past

Are faded and forgotten; -
ornington may now

To fluster or to flout him,
Have found that Moray is a chap
Whose are scientific
igures in a scrap

s prowess is terrificl -

Three cheers for Morny | May he staod

‘For ever ’mid the foremost!
And ‘lend' the Chsue'c chums

(Continued on pag, %
'

be classed |
_ With those who shun things “rotte®
The heroes of the Classic Side
- Could scarcely do without him3; . .
And Modern juniors, when they've

a haad
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) ir A Splendid Long, Complete Story of
| U . FRANK RICHARDS & CO.,
Al 9 i < the Chums’ of the School in the
b = 5 Backwoods.
!
) By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
A f
{ ter. way from Montreal to New Wost- [ that the sleck, sly drummer was
e "o |$:°2|lghiunof miNMBEY o0 AR indistme Stihisoms) | ‘86 ling hic IR fpupNooNtoTepeal
a oo Man I pesky machine of this sort rusting on u that the nasal
the waste land.  And nearly every ears of the chums
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f Old Man

tog
ind
1

was not in
n a corner of the
1, exposed to wind

5 been lying for
ot

plough
machine

 had purchased it
dollars from an en-
n machine-man,

and since.

,ugh had worked once,
his friends. It might
still, but a bolt or a
wrew or something, had
after a time, and
not to be obtained on
hundred miles from

¢ famous plough went into

s rusting—what was left
M Man Todgers was still
1 the mortgage.

Frank

aid

tenderfoot here!”

ers.  “Bob knows
|vu, Bob 1

unky, Mr. Todgers
dred dollars for that
¢ explained. * Natur-
the cash in hand ; so
on his farm
ha R, Richards
“Is that a usual way to
g

#aid Vero Beauclerc.
got some things to
Western  Canada,

=4 0, said Frank, with a

the American machine-
Tegular feature in this
ob Lawless explained.
along :rlliug the very
2l devices — g
but not much
u the W
¥ant cash down
et it if he did. His
wortgage on the farm

Yy
™ b

lu’f"m'»"t

Vs their 1
% The drumepery oEUAT
D wa 2o
e, ” y
“"—that's American for

S, traveller,” said Bob, with
¢ drummer books the

¢ farmer john
h’?m( shead hka’ |!¢t’z
coer thing in ploughs or
sclines ‘or haryesters—
Lie does go ahead

¥

1';4 eder, " conlraption gets
o Jiye €% the trouble
wer % a hundred miles

L ;:'h“’.‘ two or three
g
and

b vere,
tts without no end

'
M ,
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o vy % that the conteants
3 5;‘:"."(:\‘ out o:ﬂpuo:l
4 Tusts,
"9r lttle heact: “‘t.ht

ono of them means a
Canadian farm.”

mortgage on a

“But what does the farmer buy
them for then?” asked Frank
Richards, puzz

Bob ehrugged his shoulders.

‘hy does anybody buy a thing
¥ he asked.

cattle, t he
about
drummer t
Some of the
of them ate rubbish.
go the same way.

corner, while th
the mortgage, or
1se he can’t pa

ank R

an
much

him

day.

tongue do the trick.
man_ knows all about crops

trickery, a

It's a

doing  it.
drummer with
The

docsn’t

in every time.

chines are good, somo

Most of them
They rust in a

farmer is paying off

being sold  up

hards whistled.
Aud docs that happen often” he

regular

ght to be stopped.”

“Well, the law can't stop a simple

and unsuspi
fooled by an o

as chap from
y-tongued drummer,””

being

remarked -Vere Beauclerc.  “The
ma delivers the goods—that
is his part of the bargain. If the

farmer finds out that he's bought a

white_clephant
only it comes
case of Chunl

that!
ard on him, as in the
y's father.”
“Poppa was going to

s _his Jook-out;

dar Creek School:

thin, s

rp-nosed man had
stopped in the

that ran by the

fence. Ho had thin nose and
a pair-of very sharp eyes, and a littlo
pointed beard on his sharp chin.

Frank Richards & Co. looked at him
with some interest. They did not

nead telling that this exceedingly
sharp-looking pilgrim  came from
“over the line "—that is to eay,
from the States.

“Hallo, Brother Jonathan!” said
Bob Lawless.

Chunky Todgers cyed the slim
stranger with great disfavour. His

sharp face and the bag he carried
were enough for Chunky. He knew
a hinesman from the States when
ho saw one. t was such a sharp
gentleman as this who had sold Old
Man Todgers his famous plough.

“I guess you can put me right for
Hopkins' Farm,” said the sharp-look-
ing stranger. his sharp eye on Frank
Richards. “Is that correct, Bub?”

“My name isn't Bub,” said Frank,
in surprise.

“Franky, old man, you're still
learning,” eaid Bob Lawless. “Bub
is a_polite form of address to youth
in_this pilgrim's native land.”

The stranger grinned.

“Tenderfoot, I calculate,” he re-
marked. ‘‘Perhaps you can give me
the office, Bub.”

m

¢, and wo're giving them

fon 1

“Well, that's jolly generous of
you, anyhow.”

“Practically giving them away, I
' "\\'c charge only six hundred

“Oh!"
Frank understood that this was a
machine-man now—the first specimen
he, had . scen of  that enterprising
race. IHe ‘was a drummer. from
Chicago, looking for business in the
Thompson Valley.
he sharp eyes of Snooker
Sniggs’ representative rested on the
our schoolboys sharply.
“I guess your folks are farmers?”
Lo remarked.
“Something of the sort.™
“I'll be candid with you,"” gaid the
sharp gentleman, in a burst of confi-
“I'm drumming up busincss
bit outside the

seen threshing in this
that fairly made me weep.

& |

on your folks with pleasure
pleasure, and if they haven't heard
of our thresher, I guess I can tell |

their

them all about it, and ope
cves some. Hyer's my keerds!”
The sharp gentleman opened a card-
ase, and to the astonishment of the
an_schoolboys, jammed busi-
rd into their hands—one each.
The cards bore the inscription :

IIIRAM K. HIKE
Snooker and

C
ne

Nggs,

Chicazo, IIL.

. Hikes heamed on the chums
& Creck. Evidently he con-
had done a good

stroke of business; introducing his

business-cards  into four farming
homes. The possible eale of four

Snooker-Sniggs' threshers  loomed

‘ou hand those cards to your
, and tell them I'm always to
rd of at the Occidental Hotel
in Thompson,” he said impr ly.
T guees U'll mosey out to anywhere,
to call on anybody—I don't ask any-
body.to buy; I simply tell ’em about
our thresher, and they tumble r
one another to buy it. Decause it's
the goods, you see.”

“#0h!” gasped Frank Richards.

“I guess I'm calling on Mr. Hop-
kins to-day—if I can find the darn
place!” said Mr. Hikes. “You let

HANDS UP!

“ Hands up!"
by an electric shock.
was covering him with a revolver.

moved
whom

“The thin, bony handas of Hiram K. Hikes went up as if they had beon
He blinked nervously at

he masked ruffians, one of

end of that steam-plough

" said

Chunky Todﬁen dilcoxuohhfy’ “but

it got out ol

he to get it put in

here in the Thompson Valley?
hadn't thought of that in advance;"

order. - And how was

. Tight u
order, rig! 1!2

and the agent had told him the thing®

never got out of order,

was simplicity iteelf

if it did. And

ok
hinib Richarde

plough again,

and _that it
to put it right
s still paying

the m:ﬁ,::,pp:nd thero’s  the

looked at the

This time *“Bub” was addressed

to Lawless. 3
The Canadian schoolboy nodded.
“Yon've got it,” he answered.
/“You're looking for Old Man Hop-

k'nl-;,hrln: 17"
“Yop!"
"Bclrinz him  gomething, I
reckon 7"
“Right whero T livo,:'unnvoml

I guess I

{lie sbarp gentleman.
gents.

rosent Snooker & Snigi @
ryog“ kuowauhout Snoolker. i.'Sl.llg",
of courso—biggest works in Chicago,

Iu !
the ':ub:l'l.)lnau
nadian  farmer,

Ca
city's wiles, and nev

\ : to
{  the blufl
fmundolo the
er suspecting

1
no farm is com-
w  Snooker-Snigg

L3 o
turn out the Snooker-Sniggs'
Fird by the hundred thousand
evory week.
plete  without

on that you could put me wise, Bub.”

Bob Lawless nodded genially.

As Harold Hopkins, the son of
Farmer Hopkins, was his schoolfellow
at Cedar reck, he was naturally
g{luto'lble to direct anybody to the
opkins' holding.

“I guess I'm your antelope,”

I
Bob, “I know {ho Hopking' lay-out
as well as I know the back o{my
hand, sir. You could follow this
trail—but if you turn to the right by
tho big deadwood yonder—you can
sce it from hes 2

said

Mr. Hikes looked along the trail,
and spotted the dead tree in the
distance, and nodded,

“Yep !” he said.

“Turn there, and k»r

245
on till you
get to the corduroy road,” said ll)b
“Follow the corduroy tha

r o8
creck, and then strike up the creck

and Keep on, Savvy?
“Yep! So-long, Bub!"

And the sharp gentleman marched
on: Bob Lawless glancing after him
with a smile, and Bob’s chums staring
at Bob's smiling face in wonder.

Bob's directions had been very
clear, and the Chicago gentleman
could not possible mistake them; but
they had the drawback that the route
pointed out was exactly opposite to
the dircction he should have taken
for the Hopkine’ farmstead.

The sharp gentleman did not know
that. It was a discovery he was to
make later.

““What are you pulling his leg for,
Bob murmured Frank Richards.

“To keep him away from Old Man
ll'-swns, if T can!"” answered Bob
coolly.  *Old Man Hopkins docen't
want a mortgage on his farm, like
Chunky's poppa.” *

“Oom1

!
“By (he time he's tramped up the
creek, and landed the hills, be may
give it up—may have to camp out for
the night, too,” yawned Bob. “It
may tire him of doing business in the
Thompson Valley—and a jolly good
t for the valley, in that casc.
. then, it's time we got back to
‘edar Creek.”
The chums of the lumber school
gripned as they started.

At lessons that afternoon they
thought several times of the sharp
gentleman from Chicago, and won-
dered where he was.

Probably he was still tramping
wearily on, with his back to his

at least, it was pretty
not_sell a
Snooker-Sniggs'  thresher “in  the
Thompson Valley; which, as Bob
Lawless sagely remarked, was all to
the good.

“The 2nd Chapter.

Mr. Hikes in Luck!
“Hopkins, old chap !”
“’Allo!” ' said Harold Hopkins

cheerily.

It was a couple of days later,
and Gedar Creek were coming
out after lessons. Frank Richards &
Co. were starting for the corral, to
get out their horses, when Frank
paused to speak to the cockney
schoolboy.

I'rank was rather curious to know
whether Iliram K. Hikes had ever
arrived at tho Hopkins' farmstead.
The chums of Cedar Creek had seen
nothing of . the eharp gentleman
during the past two days.

“Have you had any drummers
round your shebang, kid?" asked
DBob Layless. ~

Hopkins nodded.

“Chap named Hikes?™

Beauclerc. 3 3
. “That's it!” answered Hopkins.
4 TFather's buying a thresher of "imé—
something wonderful, I ’ear. Saves
no end of labour, and labour’s scarce
‘ere in the threshin’ ecason, of
course.”
. Harold Hopkins had been some
time at Cedar Creek, but he still mado
the Canadian schoolboys smilo with
his aspirates,

“So Mr. Hopkins is buying that
thresher, is ho?” asked Bob. %
» “OTain’t contluded yet,” explained
Hopkins. © ““ You see, tho price is sic
hundred dollars; and that’s a bit too
steep for us 'Opkinees. - Weo didn’t
bring the Bank of Hengland over
with us, you know. But Mr. Hikes
is @ werry accommodatin’ gent. His
firm makes it casy for you to buy.
They tako & mortgage on your land

in tho payment.”’

asked

Oh! Do they ! murmured Frauk
Richards.
“ Father was jolly pleased when Mr.,

Hikes told 'im that,” said Hopkins.
“You see, it makes'it all so '""Y‘o'
The thresher more'n pays for itself in
a couple of seasons, so the mortgaga
is recf only a matter of form. In
fact, Mr. 'Ikes says he, ‘imself, would
trust tho "olo thing in father’s "ands;
but his firm don't know father, of
course, and they 'ave to do busincss
in the usual way."”

“No doubt " grunted Bob.

“With that threeher, it works ous
at saving the labour of six ’ands, at
least,” said Hopkins; “and out ‘ere,
you kuow, tho 'ands simply can't be
got in tho busy eeason. Mr. 'Ikes
says that every up-to-date farmer out
\V)ut‘i- doponding more an' more on
machinery.” < :

“That's true,” said Bob. “I guess
it will be all machines some day ; but
places where you can start
soon.  Has Mr. Hikes promizad

the maching
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Syl ke Y guess swindling is more in M| \cjed the masked man. ~‘Easiex
cousin that something was g0ing | linc than scrapping, ;m:\\e!rtul 0:11_ | B3O andlo. the galoot dead than
“«Oh1” to be done. W “here would D | alive.”

“There's the testimoni: too,” e machine-man had sold one of | qgents in an unsettled section “1 1" said the rufban with
s2id" Hopkins _cheerily. tters | the Snooker-Sniggs’ contrivances 0| this over in the States, and Hiram {5 cofce
from farmers, you know, sayin’ 'ow | Old Man Grimm; and one Was | knows more about the States than he % Gentleme! yelled Hiram K.

. 3 sshe € g : 3 4 ¥ . 38 '] v 3 g ruffy
they've made piles over that thresher. | enough, in Bob's opinion. His ac-| does about Canada. 1 guess he Tikes, “I'm your mutton! Let up! | keoping
f0w s saved them from closing | tivities in tho Thompson Valley ought | \ait for the post-waggon to take him | {\l,\' wad's in my giip, and its a fat, lllim‘:.,“m Tevolye,

K. Hik,

He's nervy

down in some cases. There's a big | to be put an end to, and Bob con- | gver to Cedar Camp. AL t up !” 3 . oy

farm in Texas where they 'ave o | sidered that something should be | my pippius; and that's what I wanted “',}iw l;fmd‘_;“nt with the revolver ?:lm‘(i' Philistine, .;.

'undred of them at work I’ done. But what was going to be done | ccemed to hositate, though tho gleam. | otP for bim “Rg (0
“Texas is a good step from here. | Bob was not yet able to cxplain. ’ ing barrel never swerved from its as ordered, g,,4 oo m,\

He had no ¥y,

Je your father going down to Texas e I've thought of a stunt.” | 108 Vith Hiram K. Hikes' sharp, Al his knurl}xllz:ld“ﬁ Wy

to_see them at work 7" “The 3rd Chapter. “You're. going' for. his  scalp? . 5 s ¢
Hopkins grinned. y Something Like a Stunt! acked Frank Richards, laughing. pointed nose. fe1” bawled the man | the trickery thepenr stk
_"“He couldn’t, of course “My  bat! There's the mer-| “I guess I'm going to try and | o~ PP T o lihlessly,  “Take hundred yards f, °«'§ |
right ncross the States. Bt Fe's | ot s | clear lim out of the Thompson Val- [ from Chicego ARl i 0 1ty
e l"’"’f!‘,'_’ hs of the threshe? |~ On Saturday Frank Richards & Co. [ ey 1™ ‘answered Bob Lawless doter- | 1 vac An¢ B8EC 0, vou've got
at work, and it's wonderful 17 | were riding over to Thompson for [ minedly. *He's doing no good here, | deal with!” growled the masked
irt cheap at six hundre o(i‘v{-aah(:ad shopping, and just outside the town, | and he's doing a lot of harm. Sup-| 1o G005 o qion bass voice. o ¢ v i,
Weil, I've got to get off + - | as they trotted up; they came upon | Pose he found that the Flour-Bag | 84rtyie Forsaned. good halfmile, wingine '8
R,,d ]'ll;,‘:id “5.;,“;[5 “wot off ! tlu‘:ir 2cquaintance of a few days snnti"}:md madcun mark of hm\;l— 3 21 quess ot Youw're the Flour- :fﬁoﬁ‘"‘ ;lll\;keu‘ 'iﬁ‘\h,“
By N A . before. ““'The our-Bag  gang are 3 ang.’” ) Very heart of the y;, »
Frank Richards & Co. led out their | PN¥® oy (00 coming out of the | chok id Frank, mystified. b AE e o Gyl There they sto tinke, "

horses in a thoughtful mood.»
“The bounder got to Hopkins v X
after all !” Frank remarked. upon his sharp, skinny face. 3 s
ot that day, I guess,” grinned Judging by his looks, t;ae rr}nlclm;c- got I];UItd of him—
fied with the iy b e %

n ‘lhc 'l'hcm;w- “And scared him nearly out of his

Yeop; but ho doeswt know all [ Qi Mou Know K, €O ot S Mr. | €lade, whers the bt
that. Suppose a gang of road-agents Hikcg‘.t )m\rc lm!& ')‘03"8 ifeis d".“"" ﬂlff_\ugh bi;b,s::{’b:“ \‘
yarned me about you—— Halt

town, with a very cheerful expression

pla. %
Bob. man was quite .

“Ha, ba! No.- But he got therc prospects of busi ¢ “A voung rascal, sir, warned me,
the next day, and he's selling Old | *o1 Valley. 4 “"“ﬁ_' ” and I asked them questions in
Man Hopkins bis precious thresher. Say, Bub!” called out Bob Law, e, e Jikely that Thompson, and those galoots told me
1 hope the old chap will make a suc- less, in playful imitation of Mr. Hikes I gue:s jt's very likely that ¢ 4,4 the Flour-Bag gang had been

Mr. Hikes obeyed,

it own form of greeting. would make tracks for his mative | LU Ly A Lrentit S manitenbatys Ho stood under th A
cc‘r:o‘l)yrk‘:hwd his brows. Mr. Hikes looked up sharply, and | States, and give Thompson Valley a ’i,'l'(f; di(‘llpso. Pt "1 regkoncd that | aching arms raiseq, }:i:"r‘“:“

his dizzy head.

“How can he make a success of | {rowned at the sight of the three He's lmr(:.ta_nmkc money, not Young acnllyvm)'"wns trying to take

5

a“ . | chéery schoolboys. He halted in the e it away. i Te was si 5
:hinghgoﬁuﬁ-ﬁj{m 61‘5 Mon ;;um',f, trail, and they drew rein. “'But there aren't any road-agents | * ‘x‘|§'eog“$‘;:t§\:1§.ctter e mll;SI:’::‘?;E“"‘"-‘::(,lnn,a,‘.‘
will try to mend it, and make matters *You youwng scallywag!” he said, he‘r}- ‘!]“ shouted leki; » €Oh, Jerusalem ! I do!” his enterprising ﬁ:;‘::t‘:-““
‘lrm-se.l T')r'f.'én{',fwf"lo?'a""m’f:":ﬂ’ﬁi :Ll:kmg a bony finger at the rancher's o "1"1:‘:1;5‘ FOINE o be. i X l(cqi _viaur paws up ! xapped out Cl;)nadin‘n Eack\romh o)
down to o 4 2 3 s . e masked man. g
knows—and he won't find one, -He Me?” said Bob_innocently. The Flour-Bag gang are coming “I calculate 1I'm keeping them Z\Ir.m}(i.ik):sw:(:wl:;el:“;:f'“

g ’ L § N
won't find a man nearer than Kam- “You!” snorted Mr. Hikes. *You | to life again—for this occasion only I |\ i casped Mr. Hikes. **Turn that sl
loops. - And what do you think it wil vo me a pesky long tramp t'other | grinned Bob Lawless, **Think again, sllxoo(c',:' wmme other way, pard. 1t—it :\‘"‘l]l;ickf:&i”‘;; “;{hfhl:ah |
cost him for a man to come ghat dis- | day. T guess I found "’{,"‘ looso in | Franky! Any galoot with a flour- | 5 0t et ooy 1 clear alive of the fi o ‘
tance to see to his pesky machinc?” | the hills, and never got back to town | sack over his  head wo::ld pass, “Tf it goes off, sirce, you're as good | gan There a erecions x|
“Goodness knows. « He won't be | till three in the morning !” . What's the matter with us?” - s dedd: toe z mmfe‘ e ere  profity 4 4
able to pay it if it's little!” growled | _*Missed your way, after the direc- | ‘Usi” gasped Frank. SRR i s A isation: s
Bob. ‘It may run him into a hun- | tions T gave you?” exclaimed Bob, .| “Three ferocious ruffians, you Dl him, + Buckskin & Bill %] but on the thl:: L""{'i ';"'F
dred dollars, or more, and he never “I reckon you was foolin’ me!” | know—masked—"" growled the l‘N;(Lagcnt who had et ana ro.\d' of ‘; and few
Las ten dollars to bless himself with, [ growled Mr. Hikes.. “I was mosey- **Oh, you assi" A tordered that advice.. “Dead’ men '" | “F"" 4
l‘]"'hfl"he "‘""I""“" P& ‘0"031"3 ;l?ms kmx ,°ﬂh ‘;lllh my imfk to the Hop- B“ Yolu awful duffer!” exclaimed | (i %o tales” = e ;l.\n)'8 he got clear of te
c’s buying. It may be a g thing, | kins’ shebang, as ound out arter- eauclerc, R s R “ b 5 ng : ¥ 4
}:ue it's no uﬁ on a ba';llxlwogtlil fka_rm' an ;' o I "Dou'td youde:ihli‘)kb it's a good aéegl‘;lt‘?j‘-\g_—-e jiendeiores the loot lxe}io watched them with &
or a_poor farmer. The Hopkins’| *‘But you got there?” stunt?” deman ob. oA i h
B Dedel | Uhegn e el el s | B e, o foine |, B o e
came out here, and they’ve just pulled | had a stick with me,” said Mr, Hikes, spoofing swindler like that!” yelled | ccypen) give information in Thompson .‘“’d T 0‘ ‘1“" a t’l!':lu'
through, so far. How are they going | ‘I'd Jay it round you for your leetle | Frank. o thawe let hivigas lug anger of | osmg‘;’; d‘ Dot
to pull ‘on with a mortgage round | jokes ! “Ha, ha ha ! Nope; we stop short | ** 3P TEPNE" corg 1 yellod My, | hracions sin. The diin el

their necks?” & * ou haven't i f that. We can frighten him out of | 113 h
« And Bob Lawless grunted angrily. | with you, ticn!" ¢ri'|‘mc:ﬂ§ol: m'?‘; Hid a‘!:nrp wi.in,u:‘naﬁvgl:kc“him z‘l’a“d to | dlikes. FLoallinot say. lafword ! "'!l‘:l.‘:“‘zh ““‘;‘;ﬁkﬁ'“ """:;
He knew more than Frank about [ should wipe up the trail with you, mom{on to more settled sections.” - “ Tooting \H 075 “;: o
thelfilcaiof fitha samoosh: tongued]) Hirim & : | Oh. my hat1® nted’ Jake. - “Do we want the | e rmar of their s

A ‘ y R ;5 4
machine-man, and the rusting lumber | “a, ha, ha!" s “I tell -you it’s the stunt of the 3 ) -
that dotted the wasto lands round | Tiicam K. Hikes scowled. Bobls | season” sasd Bob Lawless. “Tho g?ﬁsﬂﬂﬂtxxwg,ﬁ;‘f{d“ﬂ third | Mr: Hikes, as he stood undet Bl
the farms. o Jittle joke hud wasted & day fof him, | Flour-Bag gang aro coming to Ufe | ruffian. ~ “You're playing the fool tiolziri b could ol S

The blessed contraption will be | during which he might have brought | again—just' for once..  And they're | Buckskin Bill! Shoot him and have words.
Aan done I

o2 gt o Digs | St s i THe o sty | o o htmon Valky ik teptda o b

pkins 0 va wonder Mr. Ilikes was annoyed. J of Jife in the Thompson Valley. ¥, > ¢ depended on

Indian,” be said. “If there was a I'se a good mind,” he sai b to | And it was quite useless (ory Bob's ::{,‘:‘I)ILJ,’;‘:;:&P"‘;': 36;,‘2, .m,, We ho];i':::“:.d in 'ﬁ‘.u“"d"*
! o in  Dill's o

chine-she ight | I o y wil i
ﬁ ine-shop in Thompogb;n it mig] have you off that horse, and make | chums to argue with him, =~ The | otithe off i after be's:| reho bim at last

some use. But re isn’t a | shavings of you! But I'm in a hurry | rancher’s son was determined, and tlast o8
hine-shop within a bundred miles. | to get to Cedar Camp.” - d his way. x ich cold moab I 5 w ive in, and i
That pesky thresher will be lying !eSelling a mnc?:inn% there?” asked ]::dh :hro"}!::{ndg:ﬁ::ne';&ai“m Hiram K. Hikes trembled in every IHJ'{“‘;-REA}MK;NI;": be's &

beny limb.,
Two at least of the three ruffians
were in favour of shooting him out of

i ¥
around like Old Man “Todgere’ steam- | Frank. . doubiful as to how that remarkal
h.  And Hopkins will be payin, *No business me iy g
off the mortgage, and workin, ‘p:,{ h% Mr. ﬁikﬂ mrldy ’”EPBut"I‘mdo"ne“: stdntould panohiN

thundering drummes,
missed.”
Hiram K. i

and day to do it and keep his hold- | mind letting on’ that the Snooker- | \ Srvg | liand, and in the lonely trail through

ing. He's made a farm out of | Sniggs' thresher is g\)in‘3 like 5‘; lvmh‘u'hsmmfﬁ‘nl | Bhortyntaobitiorg B0z 8 ',o?::d:n ll"nim his eres

nothing, and all for the benefit of | cakes, And you can go and chop ek 2 Bag ‘gang, then £ through the ye-boles i
one o Mm

and Sniggs in Chica ks

go. chips for a set of checky young scally- | «Qp. J e} H
“That secms rather rotten,” said | wags!” e 2 Qi orusy » SED incliy ow him merey. | S0 g
e "ol on1” called out Bob Law. | LYo Kot you covered!”. Fortunately, that ono was tho out. T guess you're & €04 (g
*I guess I'll go and ask the as Hiram K. Hikes The thin, bony hands of Hiram K. | law w the revolver. > ¥ Business-man [ | e
1o go over und‘:’eo him,” idl‘o e “Aro~ i h"‘"ed Hikes went up s if they had -been | ** 5 v with give you five minules;
S AT b - | again. AepiToagaure by, the | moved by a sudden electric shock. ilgrim,” said My ﬁa‘g cthrmtg: over the range.”
e ko advice s foou v b (LS ol 53 : Hiram K. was a éharp gentloman | his d:%ningu.n., T hin't “Mercy 1"~ munbled
Feply b Ttk oot for the soadagents 1 | i oveied ouapie,"!ArEURE | o your corus that Pt | saindly.
N <ousins arrived at | “What! N z < rmloss o, busi man A el i
oA e T e u{{ et dpotd Yers iy, with a masked face behind | drumming the ‘Thompson nlley’jf:t"r.}
e%md the matter to Mr. Lawless. | “Road-agents—here!”” he cjacu- 5 ho  matarally ]| Buclebin By ~ - | his associa
The ravcher listened and nodded. |lated. . | could oS VR along the
Ill ride over tomorrow,” he. ('Havénit, yon heard of the Flour. . b TR
The following cvening, when the | mm:nlem Blossed if that | g > o ot o
f: i at Y
ehm'rdm-g from school, they | dosn’ ‘sound as if I was homa in ﬁm'l'h(’“m'nc“.k “Mr. Hikes hesitatod

ey | dosn’t sound m ‘much was expected ~The trail was.
b Sh!a‘l"_ said My, Hhilkm. I‘"gnerer. A 1o leave it !or,ﬁ\ro s
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¢ no business of

ned?” demanded

. MacStaggers,
s with his

Li-Ha was at
lingJights _all
man was
was_ asleep,

And the

nd canoes
" alongside.
d; but he was

e<o, for we didn’t hear
o caught in our
red an’' seveuty
twelve of us white

a fight!”
MacStaggers  drily.
g that wherever Jim
a0 is there is always the
o' a fight il any man trics
pt it across him.  But twelve
t adeep, stand no chance
3 hundred an’ seveaty
" tams an’ yellow meun, all
the teeth. Jim was
W' 1 was wounded, an’

the pin out o' the
, a0’ tried to tow the
o their lagoon, to

*her to th' Dutch Govern-
& 3 pearl-poacher caught
mits, That would ha'

the law of us.”
B (1 were you outside their
'h.' ou anchored?"”

" ree vards!” replied Mr.
s dnly.  “But three
4 % good a3 & milo where the

» concer

“this Sultan of
asked Scorcher,
og o' clumsy

ut the old Li-

":n‘l:; of our steamer,

vame a total loss, they
‘U a dirty little prison,
fedus on stinking
Wb trgln without

rd-faced  j
i, TS
wll:'ﬂ’"‘ yo b:o un-

Kinson,
Yo hrancn oy tt:
{roudest clan o' the
A yafgPest blood o the
Yoifhe u"um doffs hi

by a ecrossbre ink
' breed of a ik

" me have
““He

e,

an {0 a
That was when
tiing their first

out of Basheo
camer, ]

And  the
were all hand.
as thieves with

d-butter sultans, And

us cruel,
d ho kicked
t a penny to
ames—me and Jim Handyman,
d been robbed of our ship—we'd
\ Tobbed even down
and I had been called a d
man by this coffee-f
nd what are
tw

ing to have a bit of our
said "he, “on the Sultan

We are go
own back

at the indicators.

Mr. MacWhirter,” he said to the
ocor T eer, “I'll bo wantin®
another five revolutions oot o' these
fore noontide, for
to visit the Sultan o

Basheo!
And Mr. MacWhirter grinned.

He had already passed the word to
the stokehold.

And very soon tho stamping
engines told of five extra revolutions
per minute as the Bombay Castle
raced across tho Pacific on the

__THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Price
‘Three Halfpence

251

It was said that the Pombay Castle
Was going into Bashee, and was gding

to bombard the pirate in his lair.
Kids of tho Lower School had
visions of themselves covered \with

powder and

to the waist
their sides, a
faced pirafes,
good old

¥, fighting, stripped
and with cutlasses at

were to o
guns

nuts, who had pe
of holics—the chart-room—had seen a
rack of two dozen rifles.
Bat all the kids o

I aith

¢
board had an
1 Captain Handy-
3 g red him distantly.
They imitated his scaman’s walk down
the decks, and if they had been able

would all have
lose-clipped, grey
captain wore,

grown that short,
beard that th.

The only result of their excitement
was that the kids got awfully quarrel.
some amongst themselves,

Dirty Danby, a small kid in the
lowest Form, had fights on for
one afternoon, and scrapping was con-
tnuous in the after well-deck, where

fights were brought off under
dence of tho stewards’
cpartment.

Scorcher Wilkinson kept the blind
cye on these fights. But things got a
bit too hot, even for Scorcher, when
he counted over fifty per cent. of
black eyes in the Lower School.

The boys who had not got black
oyes were ordered to produce their
handkerchicfs.

trouthers
cometh cheaper than buyin’ 'em.
pay him two nibth a day, an’ he owes
me two hundred and
Tho they're practically my trouthe

said Mr. MacStaggers, regarding Tko
with adm

Thaggers!” sa .,
to do a little bit o' bithness with th'
ole firm?

they pay twopence admitthion. I

fourpenth out o' the thixpenth, an’ I
get twopenth commithion 1

if you don't watch it," you and your

the Lower School should kidnap the
Sultan of Bashee, and should hold
him to ransom.

the best pearls, a sack of gold pieces,
and four hundred tons of molgo f-
pear], value £80 per ton. Also, four

hundredweight of
swallow, which are valued by the
Chinese as the basis

fromm Snooks minor. !ll

thixty nibth.

“You're hot stuff

you are, Ik

hey wouldn't get
you even up in

Ikey grinned at the implied compli-
nt.

Misther  Mac
Would you like

The bosth like to comeo
Jown an' thee the engineth. ’Spothin’

he twopenthes an’ give you a
for every that cometh
Thixpenth to be shown round
chiet engineer, an’ you get

“You'll get a clump on your head

ssions!” replied Mr. Mae-
re. “If you wani to make a
money, you keep your éye on
Sultan of Batheo when we get

Ikey cottoned on to this idea.
He at once hatched out a plan that

The ransom was to be two pints of

nests of the sea

of Dbirds-nest

Warned Off!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

(Continued from page 246)

With a frantic bound, Mr. Ilikes
disappeared into the underwoods
and fled for his life.

Arter him!
S h

oot
im down !
There was a terrfio crashing of
bushes and branches behind Hiram
K. Hikes as he fled.
Ho ran for his life,
throngh thorny bushes,
hands and faco with
scratches, stumbling
picking himself up ag
desperately.
The crashing died away behind
at last. The roada had appar
ently lost his trac! no shadowy
timber.
But Mr. Hikes did not stop.
He ran on, and on, and om, il
many a mile bad vanished under his
feet, and at Jast he sank down ex-
hausted. And when Mr. Hikes re-
covered sufficient strength to Limip on,
ho limped away, and by morning
discovered tho trail to Cedar Camp,
where his first proceeding was to,
a buggy without even bargaining
about the price, and drive as fast as
the horso could go to the nearest

breaking

scratebing
oo

EROash

railway town., Hiram K. Hikes had
had enough of the Thompson Valley,
and tho prospect of selling a hundred
Snooker-Sniggs’ threshers would not
have tempted him back.

There was a room empty at th
Occidental Hotel in Thompeon
night. It was not until a couple of
days Jater that instructions arrived
for Mr. Hikes’ belongings to be sent
on to Kamloops by the post-waggon.
That same night Bob Lawless and
Frank Richards were late home to the
Lawless Ranch, as was Vere Beau-
clero at_the Beauclerc shack on the
creek, Mr. Lawless eyed his son and
nephew when they camo in.

* You're late !” he said.

“We've been round by Thompson
and  Cedar Camp, ppa,”  sud
Bob. “Ounly having a lark!”

And the rancher smiled and said
no more.

Frank Richards and Bob smiled
over their supper. And when the

THE ’FLUENCE !

With a sharp movement of tho hand Captain Bones waved the Obl stick In
bully Qoadger’s fa nd
over him his face took on a look of terror.

ce, a s the latter felt

its magnetic influence creeping

20th parallel of latitude to inter

view the Sultan of Bashee,

The Brothers of the Scarlet Dagger,

Anticipation rose to fever heat as
the Bombay Castle, steaming across
the Pacific, with her nose down to the

E llel of latitude like a

chicken sgn AAclla}k lhne,
drew near the Bashce Archipelago,
where resid the snuff-and-butter
potentate _who called himself the
Sultan of Bashee. >

It was known throughout the ship
that the Sultan of Bashee was no
friend to Captain Handyman and to
Mr. MacS the chief eng ;i

A quarter of a century ago, when
Lh: g’orld and the sulian and the
captain and Mr. MacStaggers were all
younger, the sultan had actically
Played the pirate on a small Chincse-
steamer, the lAA!d!A,);n \v‘l;x.c:
Captain H-ndan-n an: r. )
8\.lugm were then employed, and had
a share,
He had seized their steamer under
pretext that they were dredging pearl-
shells within the limits of his coast.
Ha hlddiu:t nruyl l(llmr: o:hx‘x‘)’ by
clumsil, owing it to drift on ¢
coral r’wﬁ that fringed his island.
The steamer had become & total Joss,
and Captain Handyman and Mr.
MacStaggers had been imprisoned
wicbout‘gi-l for the :{:a of over
three in a dog-h

hy;mu‘tit

weeks in o of a prison
that was not fit for a pig, Jet alone

A""Mhink ald nor to
> o' it! M
% bo called @ dirty

And a nice lot of grubby dish-rags
these were, .

Every one of these handkerchiefs
was stained—not with the heart's
blood, but with the nose blood of their
owners. 2

Then Scorcher Wilkinson put lis
foot down.

“This fighting bas got to stop, you
kids!” said he. *‘Any boy caught
fighting in the next week will be
swished! If he is caught fighting
again he will be swished twice! If he
ba caught fighting three times he will
bae swished thrice, and so on. Have
you got me, Lower School Stophens?”

The Lower School grinned as one
man.
They understood.

Fighting was suspended, but chal-
lenges were booked m advance against
a more fitting opportunity when they
could land on some coral island and
have it out.. y

Tkey Cohen, the Jew hope of the
Lower School, arranged twenty-seven
fights after school ~that day, and
backed himself a winner Mor twenty-
seven shillings. &

Then they all went off to the engine-
room to scek Mr. MacStaggers.

Mac would al:‘l::l allow them ‘:;
come down into engine-room,
ha Joved boys and their talk, and was
never tired of spinning them yarns or
explaining wonderful ~engines
under his control. :

And, over and over again, from Aac

Vot the story of his do with the

soup, and which fetch £800 per hun-
dredweight, or twice their weight in
silver, in the Chinese markets.
In tho meantime, Jkey arranged to
sell his notion for 25 per cent. of the
ultimate profits and an immediato
donation in cash of th d-sixpen
halfpenny.  He formed a limited
liability company gmongst the {ugsj

Co. rode to school on the following
day they wero in a hilarious mood.

A y or two later they learned
from Harold Hopkins that Mr. Hikes
had not called to completo the bar-
gain for the Snooker-Sniggs’ thresher
and that he secmed to have left
Thompson. Hopkins wondered why,
and tho Co. did not enlighten him.
The exploits of Buckskin Bill, Jake,
and Poker Jack wero to remain a
dead secret now that thoso ferocious
ruffians had clumﬁd back into Frank
Richards, Bob wless, and Yere
Beauclere,

Hiramh K. Hikes was not seen in
the Thomp

who were the p
kidnapping gang under the titlo of
“Tho = Brothers of the Scarlet
Dagger.” ¥ ¢ it
Texrriblo oaths of secrecy wero
sworn by all in this company, and
they. all paid lkey a.penny subsorip-
tion. 'l%l‘:
secret circle. So Jkey took four-and-
twopence on the first pocket-money
day. This he awarded to himself as
m?;ry to the paid secretary lo"thu
“Brothers of the Scarlet Dagger.”
And no ono in the ship knew of this
ot thate was_ seething amongst the
E‘id& er School kids can be very
secret when they like,
The clders on the ship were thrill-

ssed parallel after parallel

ing towards Bashea, . .
aut maj
ght.
well
company, it was nearly a
V'lih‘.ngybel'on a m.m{;lal

Jow, tree-crowned hills showed
the level Llue line of the horizon,

- grand

re wero filty kids in the

ing as well, as the Bombay (‘ulk{
B
ongitude, steadily making her west- >

At last, one fine morning, the look-
in the crow'snest beat his
gong as a signal that Jand was in
i

Tt was in sight for him, for lic was
up the mast, and, furthermore,
ho was a Malay, with tho best cyes in
the ship. But for the rest of tho ship's
half-hour of
range of

above

(A splendid instalment of this |
adeenture scrial again ‘next

Valley again. Oid
man Hopkins did not purchase the
famous threshér, and he did not put a
mortgage on his farm. Ho-was dis-
appointed, but he found comfort when
he happened in at Mr. Grimm's farm,
and saw the Snooker-Sniggs' tontriv-
ancoe which that ‘hapless gentleman
had purchased. It was lving in a
field, waiting for repairs; and it was
‘likely to lie there till the weather
di of it. And then Old Man
Hopkins thanked his lucky stars that
his bargain with Himm K. Hike:
had never been completed. »

Ho might ‘have thanked Frank
Richards & Co., as o matter of fact.
But that cheery trio judiciously hi\l
their light under a bushel, and Old
Man llokl,kim never knew how much
he was obliged to them,
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