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The 1st Chapter.
T he Letter.

“ Leller for  you, DBeresford-

. L SRR D
DPBaocoes |

ey :

*'Here you are, Arthur!”

* Beggin’ letter, 1 should say !”" reo
marked BSmythe of the Shell.
“Tooks like it, begad! Look at the
fist; 177

“ And the spellin
ciid aof the Fourlh.

tHasha, had®

T py
L

stiled T owns.

Arthur Beresford-Baces, the new
arinor 1 the Rookwood Mourth, was
coming . along the passage vilh

Jimmy Silver & Co., when his friends
called to him.

it was Smythe who handed him
the letter from the rack.

Lhat leller had been on view, as it
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., and 1t had
of comment

soine minutes,
good deal

tor

excifed a

already.
Smythe’s opmion that it was a beg-

Were,

ging leltter seemed probably right.
At all events. 1t did not look like the
kind of letier a Rookwood {fellow
wonld receive from home.

T'he  superseription
seratchy hand, and 16 ran:

Mistor Avihnr Boeresford-Bagos,
lsliaire,
IForth torme,
RRookwood Skool,
| Coombe.

U

“*Alister, " m addition to the
rather tickled the Rook-

The
“* Bsoure,”’
wooders.

It did not sccm to tickle Arthur

MARTIN CLIFFORD -

“The likes of you ain’'t allowed in
face!’” was the disrespeciful reply.
_ stride towards the stranger.

"Hold on, Mack!” he gasped.

| to vou for mouey.

was . inla
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Beresford-Baggs as he glanced at the
grubby envelope
ilis face became very grave.
“Only a beggin’ letter, what?”

i

asked Adolphus Smythe.  * Some
bounder has found oul that your

pater s a miilionaire, and he’s writing
L oy 1}{1}'.31

“That’s 1t ! said Townsend.
really wonder Mr. Bootles Jet
letter pass.”

Arthur started.

lle had not onened the letior. e
stood. svith it in his hand, and was
apparently i no huvev to open b,

“thn Forim-mastor Keeps an eve o
the letters, of course.” said "N'owns-
end. ° He 'must have noticed that
—ab least, he ought to have noticed
b, 1 wonder he didu’t stop a beggin’
letter.”

l'l'l'
the
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'‘ere!” said old Mack to a pimply looking youth of abo
And the newcomer wheeled in his bike.
There was a patter of footsteps as Arthur Beresford-Baggs came panting up to the gates.
"o you know this pusson, sir? " inquired the porter.
stammered Arthur.
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“1—1 don’t think 1t’s a begging
letter.”

** Must be, 1in that fist!
a relation of yours, 1
smmiled Townsend.

“Why not?”’ struck in Peele of the
Fourth. *‘Baggs has got such a
queer lot of relations——"

“ Shut ~up, Peele~——"

“(zive us a 7vest, Peele!” said
Adoipbus Smythe severely. “ We're
ted Wiath your talkin® about Bages’
relations. Dry up l”

(vl Peele sneered.

“Well, you know he had a welrd
unicle here a week or two ago——-""

“T'hat was only Muffin’s varn.”

“And the terrific aunt that came
along last week——"’

“That was you, like

Not from
suppose 7’

195
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it sixteen.
Old Mack, flushed with wraih, made a

“Yes—yes—he's a friend of mine,"”

- n - - R - i
t
L] s 8
. i

“"Go and fry

¥y

Charley’s Aunt, tlo leg,”™
said Smythe.

“ 1t wasn’t——-
- M4t was!  If T were Beresford-
Baggs,” said Smythe severely, “1'd
pull your nose, Peele.”

“"Not a bad 1dea!” remarked
Jimmy Silver.  “‘ Peele 1s 4lways
shoving his nose in where it isn’t

\ opull would do 1t

pull

our

73

concerned. A
oood,”’

“1lear, hear!” said lLovell.

Beresford-Bages did not seem to
heav.  He was regarding the Jetter
1 his hand with a troubled look.

Pecle watched him with a malicious
grit. - CUvril Peele had been prepared
Lo beconie the schoolboy millionaire’s
nost devoled admirer—for a con-
sicderation. But the conside=ation
had not been forthcoming: withy the

Y )



result that the milk of human kind-
ness i Cyril 'Peele’'s breast had
turned decidedly sour.

“He doesn’t think it’s a beggin’
letter,”” grinned Peele. ‘Of course,
it might . be from a poor relation.”

“Oh, dry up!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. Jimmy was not at all sure
that Peele was wrong; but his view
was that that was Arthur’s business,
and nobody else’s,

“Let Baggs tell us uhether it's
from a giddy relation,” persisted
Peele. “sz t you speak, Baggs?”

“Eh; what?” exclaimed Beresford-
Baggs, sceming to come suddenly out
of a reverie. ‘ What’s that?”

“Is 'that letter from a relation of

yours 7’
“I don’t see that it matters to
you,’”’ answerecd Arthur.

32

“That’s as good as yes,” grinned
Peele.

““Not at all!”’ said Smythe of the
Shell. “Beresford-Baggs 1s simply
puttin’ you in vour place, Peele. I'd
pull your nose!”

“So I will !”” said Arthur promptly.

He made a sudden movement, and
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( Continued from prevmus page. )

the—hem !—correspondence of baya
in my Form—what, what?”’

“Yes, sir!” said Arthur.

“ A letter was delivered for you
by the mudday post o

““I have it here, sir.”’

“The superscription was—hem !-—of

a somewhat unusual nature,” said
Mr. Bootles.

*'Ye-e-es, sir.”’

oy Pmba,bl it was from some—

ahem !—person who has no right to—
hum [—communicate with vyou at
atl,”” said Myr. Bootles. ““If so, you
will hand the letter to me, Baggs.
If, however, the handwriting should
be known to you i

“It 18 known to me, sir.’

“Oh! Ah! Hem! Indeed! You

are familiar with that—ahem !—some-
i?!!

what extraordinary hand

“Yes, sir.”’
“Then from whom 1s the letter,
Baggs?”
3 . - ' A l8)
From-—from a relation, sir,
stammered Arthur, colourmg

Mr. Bootles coughed

“You are sure upon that point,
Baggs?”’

“Quite, sir.”

“In thet case, you may retain the
letter, Baggs. You had better, per-
haps, give me the name of the rela-
twe in queatlorl

“My cousin 'Erb, sir.”

“Wha-a-at?”’ |
“ I--1 mean, my cousin Herbert.”

“Oh, 1 see! Very well, Baggs,
you may keep the letter. That is

. all.”

Peele gave a yell as his somewhat |

prominent nose was gripped between
a finger and thumb.

“*Yoooooooooch !’

“Ha, ha, hal?”

Peele jerked his nose awav, erim-
son. He clasped it with boi‘h hands
in anguish.

e alyl
Gr(moogh ik

T e el a1

“You asked for it, Peele!’ said
Raby, laughing. “You've only got
what you asked for. Why ean't you
let Baggy’s relations alone?”

v, ow !’

Arthur had slipped the letter intn
his pocket now, and he stood with
his hands recadv. exnecting a rush
from Peele.  But the cad of the
Fourth, with a black brow, backed
away d,mong the crowd of juniors.
He was not looking for a “scrav”
with the mnew junior, who had
alreadv proved himself a

good man
of his hands.”
Tubby ‘Muffin came along the pas-

sage mu] called to Arthur.

“Mr. Bootles wants you, Baggy !

“What the thump does he want me
fari’ .

“He savs voil're to take your letter
with vou,” gaid ’\dufﬁn

44 Oh f‘ﬂ' |

Sluac ol right, kid 17 said
Adolph us . Smythe, reassuringly.
‘“Bootles, mﬂv wants to knnw who's
been writin’ to vou. Tt’s his dutv.
your know. Nothin’® tn be afraid of.”

Arthur DBeresford-Baggs nodded,
and walked awav to his Form-
master’s study.  Jimmy Silver cast
a rather curious glance nfter him.
Jimmyv was aware—though most of
the other .fellows were not—of the
facts .. regarding  the extraordinary
"nnele, and the amazine aunt, that
had ecome ~along to  Rookwood to
visit. the ‘new junior.
help weondering if that queer letter
portended the arvival of another
astounding relation. Bn»t that sur-
mise the captain of the Fourth kept
to himseif. |

The path of a new-made millionaire
was sometimes a little thorny. 1Tt
was not a case of roses, roges all the
way! Arthur Ber esford- Baggs was
certainly experiencing the thorns as
well as the roses.

You rotter e
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The 2nd Chapter. "
A Trsat in Store.

Boatles glanced at Arthur as
junior presented himself in the
study The Form-master’s glance
wasg inquiring, and rather curious.
Probably Mr. Bootles was aware that
the antecedents of the millionaire’s
son were of a kind that Rookwood
would have described as * weird.”

‘“Ah! I sent for you, my boy,”
said the little gentleman kindly.
“You are doubtless aware that it 1s
my duty to keep—ah |—an eye upon

Mr.
the

He could not |

And “\11 Bootles waved h:s fat
little hand in dismissal.

Arthur left the study
thoughtful brow.
the mmxd of juniors in the passage,
but seudded out into the quadrangle
by himself. The millionaire’s son
wanted to be alone just then.

w1th a,

He cut across the quadrangle, and

through the archway into Little
Quad, where he stopped and sat on-a
bench and opened the letter.

His brow was gloomy as he read it

through. It was a letter that would
have excited smiles among his nutty
friends at Rookwood, if they could
have seen it.

“Deer
since she came ome . arter
you at school.
put on no side since you been at a
gentleman’s school, with lotg of dlbs
in your, pokket. She S4VS a8 you was
glad to see er, like Uncle Bill said.
Praps I been ard- on you, for I own
up I thort you’d want to give your
folks the go- by now vou,was so grand.
But, seeing as you am’t so, I'm
hmkmg of givin you a look-in
meself. I been mending the ole
bike, and 1 ope to ave a run down
to see you this week, and praps 1
can come along on 'Toosday arter-
noon. I’ll be glad to see you among
all the swells, i1f you ain’t ashamed
for them to see your cousin.

“Yours trooly,
(414 ERB'E!

Art—I1 seen Aunt Sarah

“0Oh crikey!” murmured Arthur,
as he came to the end of that re-
markable epistle.

He sat staring at the letler i dis-
may. i &Y

He remembered his cousin ’Erb
very well indeed. There had been a
certain amount of bitterness in that
young gentlenmu breast on account
of Arthur’s great good fortune. ’Erb

didn’t think that 1t was merited, and |

he made caustic remarks on folks
that made fortunes out of the war.
Certainly, 8ir Japhet Beresford-Baggs
owed hig wonderful vise in the world
to the war. He was one of those
acute gentlemen who know how to
 fish successfully in troubled waters.
But Arthur lu)ew little about that.
He only knew that he had once been
a5 poar as 'HWrb, and was now as rich
as Creesus, and he found the change
very agreeable indeed.

Erb-—at Rookwood! Arthur had
learned many things during his three
‘years with an expensive tutor, and
his few weeks at Rookwood School.
He was conscious that 'Erb, the com-
panion of earlier days, awould not
show to advantage at Rookwood.
'Erb’s clothes and “Xrb’s manners,
and hLis only half-suppressed bitter-
ness towards his fortunate cousin!
How was 'Erb to be explained away
to lofty, nutty fellows like Smythe,
Tewnseud and Topham. and the rest?

Arthur almost groaned.

Certainly he was not ashamed of

his people, or he would not have | L

THE

He did not rejomn | 'Sm the

seeing |
She says you ain’t

written < them affectionate letters
from Rookwood, thus giving away
his w hereabouts, which, he realised
now, his father had had gc)od reasons
for not Lmnnmnmatmg to all the
family.

Uncle Blll had been warded off,
Aunt Sarah had  been mplamed
away, more or less, and now cousin
'Erb was coming. Without being
snob, Arthur trembled at the pro-
spemt

But his clouded brows cleared =2
llttle as he glanced over the letter a
second time,

“Tuesday ! he murmured. “ After
all, the fellows will be 1n ¢lass.
Lucky 1t ain’t a ’arf-oliday.”  In
speaking to himself Arthur often
dropped the Beresford for the Baggs.
““ Arter all, 1t may turn out all right.
I'll get leave from Mr. Bootles to cut
classes :md see '1m, and nobody else
need see im. Poor old 'Erb!
be glad to see '1m, if 1t comes to that.
But—but the others fellers needn’t.
I can show ’im over Rookwood to-
morrer, while all the blokes are 1n
class, :md he can’t say I'm ashamed
of him.’

Arthur felt considerably relieved
when he had come to that decision.

After some little reflection, he re-
paired to Mr. Bootles’ study

There he preferred his request to
his Form-master for leave {from
lessons on Tuesday afternoon, for the
purpose Df seeing a relation who was
to be “in the neighbourhood.”
Arthur did not deem it wise to be
more explicit than that.

Mr. Bootles looked at him very
curiously, but he gave the required
permission.

Arthur left the study very relieved
in his mind.

Cousin 'Erb could come, and go,
on Tuesday, and nobody would be
the wiser. 'That was better for
Arthur and better for 'Hrb. "Hrb
was suspicious and touchy, and if he
met fellows like Smythe or Townsend
it was quite certain that his sensitive
feelings would be hurt. With a
single cuvl of the lip Adolphus
could have made poor ’Erb
fml superlatively 'wretched, and there
was no doubt that the lofty Adolphus
would have done it. In tact,

Adolphus prided himselt - upon h;s
gift for keeping bounders in  their

- Flaw, and most assuredly he would |

tave regarded 'Erb &s a bounder ot

the first water.
“Toosday !’ murmmed 41"(}1111' as

he walked out into the quad with a
clear brow, ‘Toosday’s aJl right,
‘“What's going to happen on
Tuesday, old top?” asked Tubby
Muffin’s fat voice at his elbow.
Arthur bit his lip. He had not
observed the fat Classical.

Tubby eyed him inquisitively.
“Eh'? Oh, nuthin’!” stammered
Arthur.

“Somebody coming to see you?’’
asked Tubby.

‘“Oh, rats E”’

“Venr uncle?” grinned Mufhn.

’_[ubb Mufhn had seen Uncle Ball,
and he dld not allow that fact to bf,,
forgotten.

“Oh, cheese it!” snapped Alihur'
and he walked on, trowning.

Tubby Muffin chuckled.

el wmlder vhat’s going to happen
on Tuesdav?” he murmured. *“I'm
gmng to keep an eye open on 'l'ues-

He, he, he!”

e e s

The 3rd Chapter.

Waiting for 'Erb.

‘“Bell’s gone, Ba,ggy

Jimmy Silver called to Arthur

Beresford-Baggs, 0.11 the {ollowing
afternoon, in the quad.

!!J

rhn

BOYS’ FRIEND

underhand.

Price

The Fourth-IFormers were heading
for their class-room; but Arthur
Beresford-Bagygs, sauntmmﬂ' under
the beeches, did not seem to have
observed 1t.

He glanced round as the captain 0[
the Fourth called to him. .

“ All serene!” he answered.

“Well, aren’t you coming
asked Jimmy Silver, in surprise.

6d NO.,’
‘“My dear you can't cut

| Lh"fli%:l, .
CldSSBS said ewcome, Even

giddy b1111011a11*es can’t do that!”
“l’ve got leave from classes,”

plained Arthur.
“(0Oh, I see! Ta-ta, then.’

The Fistical Four ran on towards
the School House. But Tubby
Muffin, who was close behind _tl}e_m,
stopped, to turn a very 11’1qu151t1ve
blink upon  Beresford-Bag

Regma,ld Muthn had 1mt iowo’rten

what he had overheard the previous
day. He had determined to ‘‘keep
an eye’’ on Beresford-Baggs that
Tuesday; but it looked now as if the
millionaire’s son . was to . escape

Tubby’s watchful eye.
“You've got leave from classes,

]hggy"'” he exclaimed.
“Ves,” answered Arthur shortly.

“Did you ask Bootles?” deman:ed
Tubby.

“0Of course I did, ass!”

“ And 1 never knew!”
Tubby Muffin wrathfully.

Arthur grinned.

1 don t see that

about it,” he remarked. ‘
it breaks yvour record, though. It's

the first tune you haven’t had your

s Uy gl

ex-

ejaculated

you need worry

ear to a keyhole, w ha,t"”
‘““1 say, old chap,” said Tubb}& un-
heeding that insinuation. “ What's

on for this afternoon?’

“Tind out!” answered Arthur

politely.
“What did Bootles give you leave
for "
“For the afternoon,’
Arthur humoroubly |
“1T mean, why did he give you
leave?” exclaimed Tubby peevishly.
“Find out!” )
“Well, that’s what I'm trying to
do, old fellow,” urged 'lul:)b} “Of
course, I'm not 111(111151‘51&@ 'm just
&slm]g you a question. W'lmt have
you got on for this d’t'tﬁl*ll()t)ll '?”
¢ A straw: hati g

“You silly ass !” imwled Tubbvi“ i

answered

don’t mean that. 1 mean, wh&t are
you up to?”’ &
“Bnuff 1
¢ ¢ V‘Thab?”
“Buauff!” replied Arthur cheerily.
nu replie rthur cheer:

“Too up to snuft to satisty yom mlly
curiosity, old top.”

“There’s something gomg on,
saild Muffin susptciously. ° Somethmg
Is your uncle comung
again?”’

‘““ Better ask him.”

“Or your aunt?”

‘““ Better ask her.”

“1 say, Baggy, old fellow, 1 don’t
tnink you ought to keep secrets from
an old pal,” urged Tubby Muffin,
almost burwng' with euriosity.  “1
say, I won’t give you away. 1If it’s
SOMe e:>t your shady relations coming

to
“What?”’
1 won’t tell the fellows!

all,

After
you needn’'t keep it dark from

me. [’ve seen your uncle, you know,
and T know that your rela,tmns are a
set of awful corkers——"’

Arthur made a stride towards the
fat (Classieal. Reginald Muthn
promptly backed away.

“Don't you get waxy!?” he  ad.

monished. “I m only asking a (,1*»11

To make sure of all these
models you mus: give your

newsagent a regular order
tc delivery a copyv of

TCRUCKLES:” every
' Fnday e

A NEW
Toy Model
EVERY WEEK

Printed in “"CHUCKLES®"
every week there is =a
COLOURED toy model of
cne of the buildings in the
“CHUCKLES"” model vil-
lage, all ready for cutting cut
and pasting up. Get each one
as it appears ! Ina very short
time vou will have the com-
nlete village — a splendid
model ‘which will give you
hours of pleasure at practi-
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question, ain’t 1? Look here, Baggy, |

F
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|

| pain!

were not likely to
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Bulkeley of the Sixth came along_

from the gates, and he paused as lﬁa- |
the.

saw the two
beeches.

“ Now then,
your class-room?” he inquired. -

“T've: . got 'leave, Bulkeley, |
answered Arthur.

‘“And what about you, Muffin?’”
inquired the prefect.

“I—1I was just talking to Baggs

stammered Tubby.

juniors under

ear.

“You're late already!” he 'sald.
“Come along!”

“ N owadsn ™

Tubby Muffin went alon He had -

no choice about that. Bulkelav kept
hold of his fat ear,

to break into a breathless trot to keep

pace with the long strides of the
Sixth-Former. |
Arthur - Beresford-Baggs huckled- b

as they disappeared in the dlrectmfz.,;_”

of the School House.

He was feeling qmte easy in his. .

mind now.

The quadrangle was deserted. All .

the fellows were in the Form-rooms,
excepting the. Modern juniors,

ders. The whole of Rookwond was
busy with the afternoon’s
there was no one to keep an eye on
Beresford-Baggs. Cousin ’Erb might

ha,ve arrived, and walked all. rmmd‘

g Juad w1thont any Rockwooder v
bemo' the wiser, excepting old Mack- .
at the gate, and old Mack did not - -

matter. Old Mack had been the

recipient of many liberal tips from

the schoolboy millionaire, and was 1n

4 perpetual state of expecting more.
If the Kaiser himself had dropped in
to see Beresford-Baggs,

eve.

‘“ Poor
Arthur,
oates.
round the school,
bike ou‘r and we’ll

ald i TKrbh 7

and then get my

’mre a SsoIin,

that, though he’s touchy. Thank
goodness Towny and Toppy are in
the Form-room,
__1—1I wonder what they would think
aof "Erh'" : |
Fortunately, the nuts of Rookwood

question.
- As for Reginald Muffin,
not give him another ’rhmwht

room till four,

quisitiveness. But, as a matter
fact, if he had only known 1it,
rec*konmg without Tubby, he was
reckoning without his host. He had

not done with Tubby Muffin yet.

-y W -

The 4th Ghapter. 5
Muffin Keepa an Eye Open.

49 i\/.[llﬂ.iﬂ '!5 - =

Mr. Bootles rapped out the name,

as the fat Classical rolled inte the

Forni-room, nea,lly five minutes late.
“Yes, sir?”’ gasped Tubby.
“You are late!’” said Mr.

sternly.

before, Mufhin,
1s the thief of time.

am sorry, Muffin, that it “mll
necessary for e to cane youl,
here, Mufhn ! Bless my soul !
is the matter with the boy?”
claimed Mr. Bootles, staring at him.
All the quu.t*h
Tubby, too.

What

Master Muffin was doubled up, as
and he had

if with an imward pain,
aiven utterance to a deep groan.

“Bless my soul! | Are you
Muffin?”? exclaimed Mr. Bootles,

i1,

his wrath evaporatmg at once...
“Ow! Oh! ' Yes, sir!” gasped
\lufﬁn “—1—I ve got a pain,
B1L b
“Dear me! What sort of a pain,
Muffin ?” e

“Tike—like burning daggers, sir.”
Tubby had a vivid mmagination when

“T am afraid vou have been. over-
eating yourself, Mufhin.

and Tubby had

mﬁrnmred_}
as he sauntered down to the .
“I'll jest take him for a trot

an d |
I’'ll see "im off. He can’t cmm)lmn of .-

Bootles
“1 believe I have told you =~
that procrastination
I have warned =

you, Muflin, to be more punctual. bI
A

Clome .

uhy aren’t you . in

Bulkeley took \/_Iuiﬁn by one fab

who
were in the ‘“lL.ab > avith Myr. Man-.. .

work, and .

=

old Mack
would have looked on with a lenmient .

and Smythe, .too! I

see. 'Erb, and so...
what they would have thought of him

was not a pressing ”
Arthur did

A b A
fat Classical was safe in the Form- .
and by four o’clock .-
Arthur intended Cousin. 'Krb, to be.;.
far out of the range of Tubby’s in-
QE -

in - -

ex~

were staring at

il

he let 1t go. “LlLP"’"llke red-hot
carving-knives, sir— ,
""Nhlﬁm where do you feel this .
pamn?’’ a2
“In—in—— Under my waislcoat,
sir!”’

I have had .

&

occasion to speak to you on this
topic before.” _ | ot
“Oh, ne; sl I—1I hardly ate
31‘1*9th111g at dinner, sir!” gasped
Tubby. “T—I—1 only had three
helpings of beefsteak pudding, ST,
and—and two of pie, sir. I—-—-—-Iwas

hungry when I left the table. sir.”

“‘ Nonsense !
@23

Do you still feel thl#
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COwtimvde’s - awtul, sipt”
Tubby Muflin pathetically.
think I'm going to die, sir!”

“Absurd! (Go to the matron at
once, and tell her your symptoms,”
said Mr. Bootles. [ She will give
you something for it.”

“Ye-e-es, sir. Shall—shall I go

1 92
Not

said

€6 I___I

and lie down if she tells me, si
““Certainly, if she tells you'!

otherwise.”
“Ow! Yes, sir. Yah!”
““ Muffin o
““Yarooooh !”
‘“Bless my soul!

to. be 1ll 17
“ Lovell,

The boy really
exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. how dare you
laugh?
also! This is very unfeeling! Have
you no sympathy with the sufferings
of your schoolfellow? Muflin, go to
the matron at once!”

“Yes, sir,” groaned Mufhn.

He tottered to the door, and tot-
tered out. '
The big door closed behind him,
and Mr. Bootles looked quite con-
cerned as he turned to his class
agaln. il
The class did not look very comn-
cerned, however. They knew
Reginald Muffin better than his
Form-master did, and thev had no
doubt whatever that Tubby’s sudden

illness was simvly a “stunt” for
eluding lessons that afternoon.
If Mr. Bootles could have seen

Reginald Muffin after the door closed
on him, no doubt he would have
been of the same opinion 2s his class.

As soon as he was out of sight |

Muffin’s sufferings ceased instantly.
He straightened up, and ceased to
oroan, and even indulged in a fat
wink at space.

““ All' serene!” he murmured.
“Silly old duffer!”
With that  grateful remark

Reginald Muffin rolled away, but his

steps did not lead him towards the |

matron’s room.

He rolled out into the quadrangle..

There, like Moses of old, he looked
this way and that way; but the quad
was deserted, and there was no eye
to see him.

Finding that the coast was clear,
Reginald Muffin proceeded on his
way with a fat grin on his face.
Having “spoofed > Mr. Bootles, and
escaped from the Form-room, he was

at libertvy to carrv out his intention |

of “keeping an eyve’ on Arthur
Beresford-Baggs. Tubby  Mufhn
more than suspected that another re-
lation of Beresford-Baggs was turn-
ing un, and if a relation of the gilded
yvouth did turn un, Tubby meant to
know all about it. Beresford-Baggs
was not to be seen within the walis of
Rookwood.  But the fat Classical
guessed where he would find him. He
rolled down to the gates.

. The gate was partly open, and 1n
the opening he discerned the very
well-dressed figure of the millionaire’s
on.

Arthur ‘had his eyes on the road,
looking out for an old, patched
bicycle and a loudlv-dressed youth,
and he did not see Tubby Muthn, or
hear him, ‘till Tubby tapped him on
the shoulder from behind.

Then he spun round with an exclan-
ation, to stare into Muflin’s fat and
grinning face.

“You!” he ejaculated.

“Little -me, dear old top!” an-
swered Muffin, with a friendly nod.
“Y thought 1’d come and see how
you were getting on.”

‘“ What are vou doing out of the
class-room?’? demanded Arthur.

“T've got leave, too.”

“More likely . you’re playing
truant,” sald Arthur suspiciously.

“ How could I, ass, when Bulkeley
took me to the Form-room?” said
Tubby Muffin. “I've got leave. 1
asked Mr. Bootles.
vou’re the only chap in the Fourth
who can get leave? [D've got a lot of
influence with Bootles, I can tell you.
If I asked for
whole day he’d give 1t to me.”

¢“*Rats!'’

“ Hasn’t he come yet?” asked
Muffin.
“He! Who??”

“The relation vou're expecting.”

“How do you know I'm expecting
a relation, you fat fraud?” g

‘““He, he, he !”’

Arthur’s hand flew to his pocket.
For a moment he feared that cousin
'Torb’s letfer had fallen into Muffin’s
hands. Tubby was not supposed to
be above leoking at another fellow’s
correspondence when his inquisitive
instincts were aroused.

But the letter was safe.  Arthur
withdrew his hand from his pocket;
hut the gesture had given him away.
Tubby Muffin’s suspicion was quite
confirmed now.

He grinned expansively. .

““Is it Uncle Bill, the fishmonger ?”’
he asked.

“ No, blow you!” growled Arthur.

Silver, you are laughing, |

Do you think

an exeat for the
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Arthur hotly.

“Or Aunt Sarah, the greengrocer?
He, he, he!”

Arthur regarded him with lowering
brows. Tubby Muffin already knew
too much of his family affairs—too
much for Arthur’s comfort at Rook-
wood. If he saw cousin ’Erb—per-
haps talked to him-

Arthur cast an uneasy glance along
the white high road. In the distance
a cyclist appeared, coming along 1n
a cloud of dust. The rider was too
far off to be recognised, if 1t was
cousin "Erb. Tubby peered out of the
gate inquisitively.

““Ts that the chap ?” he asked, with
a nod towards the distant cyclist.

“Mind your own business!”

““ Look here, Daggs 7

H ¥ ou 'prying | cad broke out
““What does 1t con-
You've pulled
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cern you, anyhow?

- Mr. Bootles’ leg somehow, to make

him let you off lessons.
good mind to i«

Ile made a stride towards Tubby
Muffin with his fists clenched, and a
glitter in his eyes that made the fat
Classical jump back in alarm. |

T say. keep wyour wool onl!”
stuttered Tubby. “I1—I1 {7

“Will yofi clear off, you prying
rotter 77’ .

“Oh, if you don’t want my com-
pany, I'm sure I don’t want yours!”
said Muffin, with dignity.

And he retired about six yaras,
where he took up his standing, grin-
ning and watchful. .

Arthur’s eyes gleamed at him, but
he controlled his temper. It was not
much use thrashing Muffin; 1t cer-
tainly would not have made him less

I've a jolly

o

A SUDDEN ILLNESS

claimed WVir. Bootigs. ‘“Ow!
What sort of pain ? *’

and %ell her your symptoms,’’ said the Form-master. ‘‘Ow-—yes sir!

watchful. The dusty cyclist was draw-
ing nearer on the white road, and i
it was cousin 'HKrb—-

Evidently there was no time to be
lost if cousin Erb was not to make

the acquaintance of the chatterbox of .

Rookwood !

-Arthur calmed his wrath with an
effort, and walked across to the fat
Classical. Tubby watched him warily
as he came up.

“MThe tuckshopn’s open, 1 believe,
Muffin,” said Arthur.

“1 believe so!” grinned Tubby.

“ Could you do with five bob?”

“VYes, .rather!” said Reginald
Muffin promptly. ‘
- “Here you' are, then:
off 1’ g

Tubby Muffin counted the five
shillings ‘that were slipped into his
fat-hand, and transferred them to his
pocket. BBut he did not cut off. He

Now cut

‘disposed himself a little more com-:

fortably against a stone buttress of
the old grey wall.

“Well, . why ' don't
snapped Arthur.

“No hurry, old top!”

“ Why, you—you—yocu fat fraud.”

Yo' gol’”

| shouted Arthur, in great wrath.

' Evidently Reginald Muffin, having
pocketed the bribe, inftended to
remain and pry on the visitor just
the same ! ;
“T say, don’t You call me names,
Baggs!” said Tubby, 1n an mjured
tone. ““The—the fact 15, I'm tired,
and I'm taking a rest.: 1 suppose a
chap can lean on the wall if he wants
Lot " |

Arthur brea-tlled hard.

—

uét::;ance
 Like—like .burning daggers, sir!?’ replied Muffin! ‘ Qo to the matron at once,

_THE FRIEND

“Will you go?” he exclaimed.
“* No, 1 wonit!”
“You prying rotter
““Who’s prying ?”’ demanded Mufhn
warmly. “ What is there to pry into,
if you come to that?
don’t mind their relations being seen
when they come to Rookwood.”
Arthur turned away without reply-
ing, his lips compressed. He looked
out at the gates. The dusty cyclist
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was nearer now, and he discerned
a large  necktie of red, barred
with green—the most prominent

feature of the cyclist at that distance.
He could still not recognise the rider;
but that necktie warned him that it
was probably cousin ’Erb. And Tubby
Mufhin, within a tew paces, was
watching with all his eyes !

The 6th Chaptoer.
Trapping Tubby!

Jimmy Silver & Co., in the Fourth
Form-room, found " early Roman
history a hittle sovorific on that warm
spring afternoon. They  envied
Beresford-Baggs, who had the after-
noon free, and wasn’t being worried
about any boring ancient Romans.
But, as a matter of fact, Beresford-
Baggs would willingly have changed
circumstances iust then, with any
fellow in the Fourth.

He was surc now that the approach-

ing cyclist was cousin ’KErb. Never
could he have had a better oppor-
tunity of receiving such a visit—but
for Tubby Mufhin.

Kverybody was in the Form-rooms
or the lab. There was not an eye to

Other fellows |

‘aire’s son.

Tubby Muffin was doubied up. as if with an
‘“ Bless my soul!

to a deep groan.

yes, sir!?’ gasped Tubby. ‘' I—I

fall on cousin *Erb’s flaming necktie—

if only the spy of the Fourth had

not been there. If an earthquake
had suddenly happened, and Reginald
Muffin had been swallowed up from
all human ken, probably Beresford-
Baggs would not have shed any tears
over the catastrophe.

But he was not likely to be relieved
of the spy by any such heroic happen-
ing. Even kicking Muffin across the
quad was no use; he would come
back. And a lurid description of
cousin ‘Erb would be waiting for the

Rookwooders when they carae out of

class !

Arthur
dusty cyclist drew nearer and nearer
on the road. He came back towards
Tubby Muffin at last. Tubby watched

‘him with a grin. But Arthur did not

stop; he walked on towards the
School Heuse. -

“1 say, Baggs!” called out Tubby,
1In surprise. |

Arthur did not turn his head; he
walked on quickly.  Tubby Mufhn
promptly detached himself from the
buttress and followed. What Arthur’s
object was he did not know; but he
knew that he did not mean to lose
sight of the schoolboy millionaire.

Apparently .
was close on his traek., Arthur entered
the house. Mufhn followed him 1n,
panting a little from the quick walk,
He saw that Beresford-Baggs was

hesitating, and stopped to watch him. .

If « Arthur had ntended to shp
through and escape at the back of
the house, he changed his intention,
and ran lightly up the big staircase.

reflected rapidly, as the

unaware that Mufhin

Price

After him Tubby Muffin came, |

panting.

Arthur grinned as he stepped into
his study in the Fourth Form passage.
Tubby was still labouring breathlessly
behind, as Arthur took the key from
the door and slipped it into his pocket.

A minute later Tubby’s fat face
grinned in at the open doorway.

“Hallo, Baggs, old chap!” he said
cheerily. ‘Here we are again!”

Arthur nodded amicably, rather to
Tubby’s surprise. - The fat Classical
was prepared to dodge a boot.

“Come 1n, Tubby !”

“Certainly, old bean!”

Reginald Muffin rolled in—still
keeping a‘wary eye on the million-
If Arthur had produced a
cricket-stump or a fives-bat; Tubby
was ready to flee. But that did not

seem to be Beresford-Baggs' inten-

tion. _

“Tike some toffee?”’ he asked.

‘“What-ho!” said Tubby.

Sy thig | |

Arthur opened the table-drawer,
and took out a packet of toftee. More
and more surprised, Tubby Mufhn
sampled 1t. IHe came to the con-
clusion that Beresford-Baggs, having
realised that he could not get rid ot
him, was planning to get into his
good graces. At that thought,
Reginald Muffin became very lofty
and patronising indeed.

“Sit down, kid,” said Arthur,
pointing to the study armchair.

1 'don’t mind if ‘1 /do,iold “top, "
said Tubby Mufhin, sinking into the
big chair. ‘I say, this is good toftee !
I don’t mind if I have some more."

“Help yourself, Tubby.”

=
417

: b\ 7
A
; o
: E¥ o
A ™
\ =

inward pain and he gave
Are you ill, Muffin 777 ex-

I've got a pain—’’ ‘" Dear me!

Yow !’ gasped Muffin.

“Thanks: T will!l”

Arthur strolled carelessly towards

the door. Tubby Muflin’s eye was on
him at once.

“Hold on, I'm coming!” he ex-
claimed.

“Oh, sit where you are,” said

_Arthur, with his hand on the door..

Tubby chuckled.
““No fear; I’'m coming !”
He jumped up, and rolled doorward

as Arthur stepped .out into the
passage. Before the junior could

draw the door shut after him, Tubby’s
fat paw was on 1it. ,
What happened next was like an
earthquake to Tubby Mufhn.

Arthur made a quick stride towards
him, and his fist smote Tubby on the
chest with a terrific smite.

““Yarooop !”” gasped Muffin.

Bump'!

He sat down on the carpet with a
concussion that made the study
shake.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! wow !” spluttered

Mufin. “ Whyv, you beast—you awful
rotter—yow-ow-ow ll—Dll—ow!
wow !’

Slam !  Click!

The door was shut, "and the key
turned in the lock. Tubby Muffin
struggled frantically to his feet.

He clutched at the door-handle, and
dragged. But the door did not come
open. Outside, Arthur slipped the
kev into his mocket, Tubby rattled
furiously at the door-handle.

“Yah! Lemme out!” he roared.
“Baggs, you rotter—lemme oubt of
this room. Do you hear, you cad?”

“Caught!” came Arthur’s chuck-

Threa Halfpencs

|

——

.afternoon, too!

;

£

young man,” said Mr. Mack.

G

ling voice through the keyhole. ** You
can finish the toffec, if you like,:
Muffin. Ha, ha!” :

‘“Blow the toffee! Lemme out of
this !” roared Reginald Mufin.

‘“(zood-by-eee !” | |

“Yah! Lemme out—I’ll yell—"

Arthur Beresford-Baggs walked
away down the passage, grinning.
Tubby Muffin was safely disposed of ;
for the present, at least. In the
study, the fat Classical rattled the
door-handle, and thumped furiously
on the panels.’ __

He understood now why Arthur
had returned to the house; that the
junior had been leading him’into a
trap all the time. And the thought
of how he had  walked, quite un-
suspectingly, right into the trap,
made Tubby  Muffin - splutter with
rage. 0 |

Arthur’s footsteps died away down
the passage, and Tubby Muffin ceased
to thump on the door. It was pretty
clear that Beresford-Baggs would not
come back to release him, and Tubby
had his own reasons for not wanting
to attract the attention of anyone
cise. Mr. Bootles supposed that he
was 1ll, and was under the care of
the matron, and a discovery of the
facts would have led to painful re-
sults for Muffin. - He was a prisoner
in Study No. 5 until Arthur chose to
release him, or until the juniors came
out of the Form-rooms after lessons..

“Oh, the awful rotter!’” gasped
Tubby Muffin. @ ‘“‘Fancy shutting a
chap up like this for a whole blessed
Oh 'dear! Just be-
cause he’s got some beastly shady
relation coming! Oh crumbs! And
—and I ought to go back to the
Form-room before four. If Mr.
Bootles finds out—oh dear!”

Tubby Muffin’s only consolation
was 1n finishing the toffec. But the
toffee was soon finished. Then the
fat Classical roamed to and fro in the
study, a great deal like a caged lion,
or, to be more exact, like a caged
guinea-pig. | |

T he 6th Chapiar,

'Erb !

“This ’ere Rookwood "

Old Mack started.

The old Rookwood porter was sun-
ning himself outside his lodge, when
a somewhat untidy head, surmounted
by a rather greasy cap, was inserted
in the opening of the gates. -

Old Mack fixed & stern look upon
the 1nquirer. 4

Besides the head and the cap, he
had a view of a soiled collar and a
necktie that® would have attracted
attention anywhere within a radius of
a quarter of a mile of 1ts owner. And
old Mack was not pleased with the
VIEeW. -
~ “This here 1is Rookwood!” he
answered curtly.

‘““Oh, all right.”

‘“Don’t vou shove that there gate,”
snapped old Mack. *The likes of
you ain’t allowed in ’ere!”

A round, rather pimply face looked
at him in reddening wrath.  The
newcomer was a youth of about six-
teen, very dusty from a long ride. He
eved old Mack as if he could hayve
bitten him.

“The likes of me!” he ejaculated.

‘“That’s wot I said!” answered old
Mack stolidly. *‘The likes of you
voung man! You get off with yer,
and don’t you lean that bike up agmn
them cates. Now, then!”

Instead of heeding the porter’s in-
junction, the newcomer gave the gate
an angry shove, and 1t flew open.
Then he wheeled a dusty bike 1n. |

Mack watched that proceeding with:
wide-eyed astonishiment and gather-
ing wrath. fro g e

“My eye!” exclaimed old Mack.
“Of all the neck! Get out of ’ere, .
vou young .raskil, afore I come to
ver.”’ |

“ Qo this 1s ’ow a bloke 1s treated
when he calls on his relation ’ere,”*
said the stranger bitterly. A

‘“You ain’t got no relations ’ere,
i-r.,.]:f
vou're a relation of Tupper, the boot-
boy, this ain’t the gate for you to
come in, and you knows it!” |

‘“Blow your boot-boy!” retorted.
the youth. “Do I look as if I was
a relation of a boot-boy 7"

“VYou don’t look ’arf respectable
enough !” said Mr. Mack. *“Now,
then, are you goin’ out, or are you

‘asking to be put?”

‘“Go and fry vour features!” was
the disrespectiul reply of the youth
with the necktie. . -

Old Mack fushed with wrath and

made a stride towards the newcomer.

There was a patter of footsteps as .
Arthur Beresford-Baggs came pant-
ing up to the gates.
‘“Hold on, Mack!” he gasped.
Mr. Mack logked round at him..
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this
sir 777 he inquired.

“You know VOUnNg DUSSON,

“Yes—yes; he’'s a—a "friend of
mine,” stammered Arthur.

Cousin “KErb burst into a laugh—a
bitter, socmhstm langhy ' .

“KFriend o’ ymn'” he ejaculated.
“That’s right; don’t vou let on to
your bloommg ﬂunhew that I’'m your
cousin.,’

“Oh!” murmured old Mack, com-
prehending. And Mr. Mack beat a
discreet retreat to his lodge. Mr.
Mack could really have Lwhed him-
self for his mistake. He wondered
whether that little unpleasantness

would make any difference to his next |

munificent tip from the schoolboy
millionaire. |
He

Arthur’s face was crimson.

held out his hand to his dusty cousin,

and ’Erb shook i1t in rather ar gin-
gerly fashion. ’Erb’s touchy feelmgs

had evidently been wounded.
‘“Passin’ me ori as a friend o’

yorn!” he e¢jaculated. *“I'm s’prised

ab you, AXrt!"’
“T—1 never meant s _
“Course, 'we .am’t all, rolling ‘in
oof,” said ’Erb satirically. “We

can”r all make fortunes out of the
war.’”’

“T say, old chap-
““Some of us wouldn’t if we could !”
said ’Erb.

““ Come on, old fellow,” said Arthur.
“T’ll trot yvour bike in. This way!”
“Don’t you be m too big'a ’urry,’”
admonished ’Erb. ‘"P’r’aps I ain’t
good enough to come to this ’ere
plice.”’

Mack had vanished into his lodge,
for which Arthur was duly thank-
ful. And he was deeply, deeply
thankful that Tubby Mufhn was
safely locked up in a study, and that
it was not a half- hohdav If the
)ld Quad had been crowded with
Rookwood fellows just then

Fortunately, it wasn’t! For it
could not be denied that Cousin
'Brb’s voice and manners left very
much to be desired.

“Tf T ain’t good enough,’” said
Cousin ’Frb mdep@ndently “I’ll o !
L come ’ere quite fuendlv, but if 1
ain’t good enough——"
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| urged Arthur.

* Arthur in, leaving his
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. COUSIN!

“Of—of course, vyou're gpod
enough, old {fellow!” said Arthur
soothingly. “Never mind @ the
porter i

“ A bloated menial!” said ’Erb
bitterly.

- “N-n-not at all. He—you e

“Liveried flunkey!” said ’'Krb,
with. 1ncreasing bitterness. * The

kind the bloke torks about on the
stool at the street corners. You a-
settin’ of bloated menials on to your
own relations, Art—I'm ashamed of
FBII I!?

“But I—1I didn’t——"’

“You've growed into a snob, Art!”
said ’Krb, pointing an accusing and
rather grubby forefinger at his dis-

| maved cousin. ‘“That’s what’s the
matter with you, Art! You've
crowed Imto a snob, ’ere among

swells and such.”
“T—I havent—not really——
“Taking me for a relation of a
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blcoming  booat-boy !™’ exclaimed
'Korb, with breathless indignation—

which seemed to hint that ’Erb him-
self was not quite free from snobbmv
“Won’t you come in, old chap?”
o i 4 lea,ve., your bllxe
here—we’ll ago for a spm presently.”
“I 'didn’t _come ‘ere to go for a
spin;”’ said ’Erb, ‘1 came to see you.

"You want to get me out of sight of

the swells—what?"’
“Oh, 'Erty!”

“Well, T ain’t goin’ .for any old

5 spin,” sald "Erb., “I’ve done enough

daor 'a bt i 1 wouhlnt mind settm
down, and p’r’aps havin’ a cup o
tea—"’ _

“Come along!” said ~ Arthur
brightly. “The tuck shop's open,

and we can get what we want 1n

- there.”

but he followed
dusty bike
awamst the wall. Arthur
to Sergeant Kettle’s
Then

'Erb  hesitated ;

leaning
led the way
little shop behind the beeches.

'rb stopped.

“ Ain’t we going into the ’ouse?”

he asked.

“We can’t get any tea there,”’
plained Arthur. “Tt isn’t tea-time
et b5 4
“T don’t mind

time,”” said ’Erb,
show me the pli('e You ﬂ'ot a study

or somp,thmg, ain’t yguw
“Y-e-s

waiting till tea-

““ And flmnds ere, I s’pose?” eaid_

‘Erb.
ié Oh

time,’

lows are all in class.

ves! But—but it’s lesson
'’ explained Arthur, the fel-
I've got leave

By STANLEY FAZACKERLEY

The Famous Forward of Sheffield United, who scored one of
. the goals by which that team won the cup in 19135.

2

Of -all‘ the days in the football
calendar, Cup Final day stands
out as the most important. The
International matches — especially
those between England and Scot-
land—are great  occasions, and
every footballm hopes at some time
in his career to ber included .in the
side which represents the country in
which he was born.

Yet 1 guarantee that if a census
were taken, and footballers generally
were asked whether they would pre-
fer an International cap or a Cup-
winning medal, the great majority of
them would vote fm" the latter. No,
there is nothing quite like the (Jup
- Final in the old world of sport.

This season the interest taken in
the encounter will no doubt be as

great, and probably greater, than

ever before in the history of the

game.

Unfortunately, there is no ground
in the country which 1s capable of

holding the mighty number of people

who w1ll want to see the match, on
Saturdayv. As you are no doubt
aware, Cup Finals were for many

.every avatlable
up.

yvears played at the Crystal Palace,
and as many as' a hundred and
twenty  thousand  people  have
gathered there to see the last keen
struggle for the silver bauble which
1s known as the English Cup. ,

This season, though, the Palace
enclosure was not available, so the
ground of the Chelsea Club at Stam-
ford Br idge was chosen many months
ago. And many months ago, too,
seat was snatched

I understand that eighty thousand
people i1s about the limit which the
Chelsea ground will hold, so that
the Cup Final attendance record will
not be broken this time round. It
is quite likely, thotigh, that the
takings will create a new record, for
the minimum charge for admission
has been sent up to three shillings.

There 1s one other strange feature
about this season’s final, too, so far

‘as those who attend are concerned.

There will be no cheap trips from
the provinces like there used to be
n the old days.

Well do 1 1emember when 1. was

_THE

youth was looking very distressed.

- wise 1f his suspicions had not been

But they were con-
firmed; so he was saved from that
disappointment. He was quite

| interest at the great facade of Rook-

ex- |

“1 thought you'd |

quite a boy, taking a trip to London

‘'my team to win against Chelma, in

t Stamford Bridge next Saturday are

to ses you, or I should be in class
with the rest.”

“1 see.
till they come ouler class, |
it T mquuul 'Krb, v.atchmtr him
narrowly.

Poor Arthur looked troubled. He
could not explain to ¥Erb that he was
to o before the fellows came out of
class.

“P'r'aps you'd rather they didn’t
seo.me ?” said 'Erb, quick to take
offence.

“You—you see ;

““Aunt Sarah said you wasn’t
growed snobbish, like’ your father,”
said 'Erb. “I didn’ t quite swaller 1t
then. Now 1 know.’

“Never mind my father——"’

“1lvdon's ‘mind: 'fm,” ) said T HErb
loftily, “I don’t mind Sir Japhet
%m"esford-B-&ggs, I can tell you! I'd
like ’im to tell me where he found
the Beresfords; there amn’t any 1in
our blanr*h of the family, I know
that. P’r’aps he picked ’em up along
of the war profits.
alwayvs be rolling 11 oof, neither.
I’ve read in the pipers that the blokes
in Parlyment are getting arter the
profiteers ‘ot !’

This agreeable remark elicited no
reply from Arthur. The hapless

1s that

3%

Uncle Bill and Aunt Sarah were
nothing like cousin ’Erb.. It was

clear that ’Erb had come in a sus-
picious mood, and that he would have
been rather disappointed than other-

confirmed.

anxione to find his wealthy cousin

a snob; and he was satisfied that he

had found him one.

“Where’s your ’eadmaster ?” asked
'Erb suddenly.

“He—he’s busy. He takes the
Sixth Form, you know.”

“1 don’t know,” answered *Erb.

He turned his back on the tuck-
shop and came through the beeches
again. He stared up with some

wood.

“So the ’eadmaster’s busy, and all
the blokes are busy,” he remarked.
“There ain't nobody for me to see.

I dessay the ’‘eadmaster wan't be

busy all day, though. Are you goin’

to 1nterdooce me to your ’ead-

master ?”’

- “There—there’s no need :
“Ain’t there?” said ’Erb, with

mocking sarcasm. ‘‘“No, I s'pose

there ain’t, Art! And Aunt Sarah
sald you wasn’t growed a snob! You

pulled the wool over ’er eyes
proper.”’

“I say, ’'Erb———" murmured
Arthur,

“There’s a bloke there a-watchin’
of us!” said ’Erb, indicating a dis-
tant study window with a dirty
tlmmb Arthur started, and glanced
in the i1ndicated dlrectlon The fat

to see a Cup Fmal. That was indeed
a red-letter day for me, and I little
dreamt then that the time would
come wien I should be a member of
a Cup Final team, as I was in 1915.
Moreover, I was lucky enough to
score one of the goals which hel ed

1915, and you can take it from me
that T was a happy man that night.
So long as I have any memory left
shall I remember my Cup Iinal
experience,

If the players who take the field at

anything like I was, they will be
excited about 1i1t, too. How can it
be otherwise? FKor weeks the sport.-
ing pages of the various newspapers
have been largely given up to dis-

| cussing the chances of the two teams

concerned.

The men have been photographed
during training, have been inter-
viewed by the reporters, and shoals
of letters have reached the two cap-
tains, and the other players as well,
wishing the team success in the great
struggle.

Under such circumstances, and re-
membering the 1mp0rtance of the
occasion, how can the-playvers be ex-
pected to carry out the bit of advice
which is so often given to the mem-
bers of a Cup-team—* Keep caol 7 ?

Keep cool, indeed,
electricity in the air which seems to
arise from the presence of tens of
thousands of spectators all wound up
to the very highest pitch of excite-
ment.

I have been told by lots of people
who have made a practice of seeing
the Cup Final every year that the
have often been dlsa,ppomted 1n fhe
quality of the play. Well, so far as
I am concerned, the surprising part
of it is that the players can do any-
thing right!

with all that

BOYS' FRIEND

I sha’'n't see your friends

P’r’aps he won't |

Price

face of Tubby Muffin was framed in
the window c:f Study No. & i the
Fourth. _

“Tet’s get into the shop and have
some tea !’ gasped Arthur.

“You don’t want that bloke even
to see me?"” sneered 'Erb.  “1I was
a fool to come ’ere. T knowed what
to expect, and vyou're jest as 1
expected to find you, Art. Well, 1
ain’t gom’ to disgrace you afore
your swell friends. I'm goin’!”

‘“KErb !” exclaimed Arthur in great
distress.

But cousin 'Erb did not heed. He
strode away towards the gates, with
settled determination in his lowering
brow. .

Arthur hurried after him.

‘”le old chap, you 1l stay a bit
and-—-—-""

‘Kb,

“No, I won’t!” answered

dragging his bicycle away from the

wall.  “I ain’t wanted ’ere, and I
knows 1t !”’
ek m gladide see you, 'Erb——"

** Are you goin’ to interdooce me to
your ‘eadmaster?’’ demanded 'Torb,,
W1th the a1r of a fellow propoundmg
a ‘‘poser.’

“There’s no need; -Dr. Chisholm
won’t expect to see you. Do be
reasonable, 'Erb, old fellow—--"

“T ain’t reasonable now, amn’t [
said "Erb. “ Well, 'm goin’—if you’ll
horder your pampmod mpmﬁl to
hopen that there gate.”’ |

“I'll open 1t—Dbut i

Cousin 'Erb wheeled his bike out
into the road. Arthur watched him,
hardly knowing whether to be more
pleased at his departure, or dis-
tressed by his perversity. 'Erb stood
holding his bike for a minute, while
he addressed a gracious farewell to
his cousin.

‘“Good-bye, Art!” he said. *“I
knowed what to expect, and 1t’s ’ap-
pened. I don’t bear no mahce' and
I only ’ope that Vou won’t ’ave to go
back to the fish shop when the blokes
im Parlyment make your father ’and
over the war profits. That’s all!”’

And with that., cousin ’Erb threw
a leg over his bike, mounted, fmd
pedalled away.

Arthur Berestord-Baggs stood gaz-
ing after him tall a turn of the road
hid him from sight.

tr;:!!'

Then he siched, as he turned back

into ‘'the gateway of Rookwood
School. Cousin "Erb’s visit had not
added to his happiness.

- - ] “
clapped Arthur

Jimmy Silver
on the shoulder cheerily
the Fourth ,came out of
Glﬂ-Sﬁ-I‘OOHl He foun’d the gilded
youth ‘*‘mooching’ rather aim-
lessly 1n the qu.ld with a clouded,
thoughtful brow.

“Had a good time this after-
noon ?”’ asked Jimmy cheerily,

Oh, ' 'rpping 17" saad | Arthux
alumly.

“Seen anything of Muffin?”’

“Muffin! Oh, my hat!”

their

Some time back, when Aston Villa
were playing Sunderland in a Cup
Final, a penalty-kick was awarded to
the Vllla, and the man who took it
shot the ball wide of the mark. He
came 1n for a lot of erificism, but
any player who has ever taken part
in these games would, I am ceitain,
feel very sorry for that player. Of all
the nerve-racking experiences which

STANLEY FAZACKERLEY

Is the author of the accompany-
ing footer article specially
written for the BOYS’' FRIEND.

can be imagined, I should think that
to be asked to take a penalty-kick
in a Cup Final would be about the
limit. -

On Saturday, too,/1 shall give a
thought to the referee whao has been
appointed to control the match. I
don’t know whether he will be as
excited as the plavers, but anyway,
I can’t imagine him keeping very
cool, can you?

Controlling a match when so much
may hang on his decisions 1s a thank-
less task, which I for one wc}uld not
care to take on at any price.

Th ree Halfpencs

- fled.

| said,

tainty.””’

*when |
| over

24/4/20

Arthur ran into the houge. Jimmy
Silver’s question had recalled Tubby
to his mind, whom he had completely

forgotten. He ran up to the Fourth-
form passage to release the fat
Classical.

“You—you—vou 1rotter!” splut-
terad Tubby Muffin, as the door
opened. “I saw him—I saw the
bounder. from the window! TIll tell

Towny and Toppy and Smythe and-—
yarooocop !

Tubby Muffin. fled from the study
with t-he exasperated Arthur’s boot
behind him. Arthur slammed the
cdoor after the fat Classical as he
Then he threw himself into a
chair glumly. He was thinking of
cousin ’Frb -:;Lﬂd his satirical bitter-
ness; and wondering, too, what effect
Tubby’s description of the visitor
would have upon his nutty friénds.
Undoubtedly there were thorns in

the path of the son of a millionaire

] whose, relatives had not become mil-

lionaires also !
THE END.

(Next Monday’s long, complete
story of Rookwood s entitled ‘' FKxit
Arthur P’ By Owen Conguest. Don’i
mrss 1tl)
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to understand,” he
addressing his sev enteer- year-

old son, “that T am still boss of this
house.’

‘“ All }wht dad > the boy replied;
“but you’re a coward to make the
boast behind mother’s back.”

iiWe

“T want vou

won't discharge you, Mr.
Perkins,”” said the manager. ‘‘We
shall d”OW you to tender yOour
1051gnat10n

“Tendering 1t won’t maLe 1t any
the less mugh gloomily returned
Perkins.

“Yes, my son 1s g,omw to spend a
few days in l.ondon.’

“He’ll get swindled, for a

cer-

“Well, he’ll be sure to come home.
He’s wcearing a pound note under-
neath a porus plaster on his ¢est.”

“You are charged with permitting
your horse to stand unattended for

an hour!” chanted the magis-

trate.

“Well, T defy 'an}-',body to teach the
brute to sit down!” protested the
prisoner, before being dla gged away.

“T told Uncle Sn'non that he was

getting too old and feeble to attend
to business.”

“Did he take it kindly?”
“He threw me out of the office!”’

In the hlqtmy of Cup Fmals them
have been two or three occasions
when the referee has given what the
crowd thought were doubtful deci-
sions, and 1 remember one instance
when most of the critics present at
the game were agreed that the goal
by which the match was won shmllrl
not have been allowed, because the
scorer was said to have been offside.
The one thing which the referee must
hope for on Saturday is that every-
thing will go oft all rlghi and that

~he will not give any wrong decisions

which will actually affect the result.
As to which side will win—well,
this Cup Final will be like other (_.fup
Finals—anything may happen. It is
rather peculiar, though, how many
times 1 the history of ‘tho competi-

tion the favourites ha,ve lost and the

non-favourites won in the final.

A story 1s told, for instance, of how
many years ago a side which reached
the final was very sure of winning.
A band was duly engaged to welcome
home the conquering heroes, and rib-
bon was bought in abundance with
which to decorate the Cup when it
was brought home, while the M.P.’s
of the town were asked to be in at-
tendance to drink out of the Cup.
Alas! tlse band never plaved, the
ribbon was nevey used, and the cham.
pagne did not flow, so far as that
club was concerned. They started
favourites, but they lost!

And that veally 1s the tragedy of
the Cup—that there must be a
loser as wr*ll as a winner; that eleven
players who are now so full of hope
are doomed to disappointment. They
will have been so near, and yet will
be just as far off winning as if they
had been knocked out in the first
round.

Give the losers a thaught on Satur-
day night when you hear the result.
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The ist Chapier.

Capital Required !

“Franky, old scout!”

Frank Richards grinned.

When Chunky Todgers addressed
him 1n that affectionate manner, it
was pretly plain evidence that Master
Todgers was “after 7 something.

- “"You're looking jolly well after
your holiday, Franky.”’

**Thanks !’ .

“1 thought a good bit about you
while you were off to California,”
continued Chunky Todgers. “I'd
have come with you and looked after
you, and all that, only you forgot to
ask me.”’

“D-d-did " 1?” murmured Frank,
and Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc
smiled.

It was not exactly due to forget-
fulness that the fat Chunky had not
been included in the holidav-party
to Mount Shasta, over the “line.”
The plump youth would have been
rather in the way on that perilous
axpedilion.

“You did,” said Chunky; ‘‘other-
“wise I'd have come, and scen you
throungh. In that case, I suppose 1
should have had a whack
nug%(ilts you found, old chap.’

& T!

“T'm jolly glad you were success-
ful,” said Todgers cordially. * Never
more pleased m my lhife, Franky.”

“That’s very good of you!”’ smiled
Frank, feeling 1n his pocket.  Hor-
tune had been smiling on Frank

Richards, and. he was prepared to.

maple-

“stand 7 Chunky Todgers
“ Wil

sugar to a reasonable extent.
a dollar do?”’

Chunky blinked at him reproach-
fully.

“I haven’t come along to borrow a
dollar, Frank.”

“Oh! My mistake!”’

" The fact 1s i

¥ He's going to make it ten  dol-
lars,” murmured Bob Lawless.
“Chunky believes in making hay
while the sun shines!”

(Chunky Todgers did not heed.

- “You really found a lot of nuggets,
Franky ?” ho said. '

““ Certainly !”’

“And your share comes 1o hun-
dreds of dollars, I've heard,” said
Chunky, eagerly.

“* More: than that.’”’ said Frank,
with a smile. *Five hundred pounds,
ih Enghsh.”

" How. 'mudh ' 1s . that ' in
money ?” |

*“In Canadian money, if you mean
that. vou ass, i1t’s two thousand five
hundred dollars, or thercabouts.”

Chunky’s eyes glistened.

“I say, Franky, that’s an awful lot
of money! 1 say, wvou’ll never be

real

able to spend it, you know. T’ll tell
you what!' T’ll help you.”

““Ha, ha, hal? ~

“I'm not joking!”  persisted
Chunky. “1I1 will, you know. What
are you going 'to do with 1it,
Franky ?” |

““T've handed it to my uncle—"’

O you qay I

“To take care of,” explained
Frank. *It’s in the bank now.”

“But vou’re not going to leave it
there ?
leaving money in the bank.”

“Not for ever,” agreed TFrank.
“T've written to mv father and sister
~ to tell them about it.”’

" “You seem to have forgotten your
best pal, Frankyv!” said Chunky
Todgers, sorrowfully.

‘““Not at all! Bob and Beau have
their own shares, vou know.”’

“1T wasn’t speaking of those two
grinning lays.
myself,” = said
warmly.

“Well, I've got ten dollars for you,
Chunky, if you like,” said Frank
good-naturedly.

“I don’t like!” snapped Chunky.

““ All serene, then.’”

“1 was thinking of a thousand dol-
lars——"’

66 Eh?!?

Chunky
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I say, it’s an awful waste—

I was speaking of |
Todgers .

off, while I'm talking to Franky,”
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**Merely as a loan,” said Chunky
Todgers hastily.

“Better think again!” suggested
Frank Richards, laughing.
it ten dollars, old chap, and there you
are!” i

Frank Richards held up a ten-
dollar ball. t

Chunky gave it a contemptuous
glare and a snifi ; but upon second
thoughts he took 1t 1n his plump
finger and thumb and stowed 1t'away.
But 1t was scon evident that Chunky
looked upon the ten-dollar bill only
as an instalment.

** Now, Franky,
thousand dollars——
“* Nothing about that, Chunky.”

“Time we got a move on,” re-
marked Bob Lawdess, detaching him-
self from the stack of logs he was
seated on. 1n the corner of the play-

about that
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SUSPIGIOUS !

up to ? 7 asked Bob.

_ mepy

ground at Cedar Creek School. ¢ The
bell will be going soon.”
“Hold 'on!” exclaimed Chunky

Todgers. “ You can vamoose as soon

as you like, Bob—and you, Cherub—

but I want to speak to you, ¥ranky.
It’s important !”

“My dear ass

““ Look here, Frank, old scout—you
aaloots can clear, you know W

Beb Lawless chuckled.

“1 guess we're not going to clear
and leave Franky to you, sonny,”’ he
answered.
you !”’

“*Fathead!” said Frank politely.

“*1 guess that's why Chunky’s

22

tackling you instead of me,” chuckled

Bob. * He knows how much chance
he has of bagging a pile of dollars
from me, don’t you, Chunky ?”’

*“1 “know you're mean,
Leggo my ear, you silly jay!”’ howled
Chunky Todgers. “1I mean, I'm
speaking 1o Frank because he’s my
old chum. Didn't I stand by him
when he first came out here, a green
tenderfoot? Wasn’t I a—a—a father
to him ?”’

S hay e 1T

“T wish yvou fellows would elear

said Chunky Todgers crossly. I

A Splendid, Long, Complete Story of
FRANK RICHARDS & Co., of CEDAR
CREEK SCHOOIL.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“* Make

say, old chap, listen to me a minute.
I've had this stunt in my head a long
time, only cash was short. Now
there’s plenty of money about there’s
a chance of gotting on with 'it-—see !
I’'m not asking you to hand me money
for nothing. Simply a loan, and I’ll
hand it back to you increased. Sece?
You galoots know that 1'm a fellow
with 1deas; but I've always been
handicapped by want of ready cash.”

“1t all goes 1n maple-sugar, doesn’t
1t 7’7 said Bob sympathetically, and
his chums chuckled. ‘

“Oh, rats! Look here, Franky,

how would you like to turn a.
thousand dollars into ten thousand
dollars i

** Like ' a  bird !
done ?”’

“Hand 1t to me

“That would 'only turn it

How’s 1t to be

2

inmto

had been caught in a guilty act.
Lawliess stepped into the schoolroom, he gathered them hastily up, and crumpled them.
‘““N-n-nothing,’”’ stuttered Chunky.

“Franky’s too soft for

Bob——-—

mapile-sugar and plum-cakes, at Gun-
ten's store.”
k4, ha. ha i

“1 tell you 1t’s a business stunt—

a dodge for getting rich quick!”
howled Chunky @ Todgers. ‘“ Now
there’s plenty of money, I can try
it on—see? You hand me a thousand
dollars ‘

*Ldon’t think L%

“1 turn 1t into ten thousand

“1 guess not!”’

“Then  we share alike—Ilive
thousand each!” said Chunky 'Tod-

23

ﬂ.

gers. ‘‘I guess that’s fair play!”
“Fair as a die!”’ ‘grinned Bob
Lawless. *“Go it, Franky; you don’t

often get an offer like that!”
The chums of Cedar Creek chortled
in  chorus. Chunky Todgers eyed

them with an exasperated expression.

He did not see anything to chortle
about.

% Hallo)/ “theére's  the ! bell 17 e
claimed Beauclerc.
L say Vi

But Frank Richards & Co. walked
off towards the lumber schoecl, and
Chunky, with a snort, gave it up.
Chunky’s great “stunt” for getting
rich quick had to be postponed, at
least for the vresent. 1

&

Prics

The 2nd Chapter.
An Easy Way to Wealth.

Frank Richards received several
reproachful glances i class that atter-
noon from Master Todgers.

Like the respected parent of Hamlet
in the play, Chunky had a counten-
ance more of sorrow than of anger.

Many and varied were the wonder-
ful ideas that were hatched in the
powerful brain of Joseph Todgers.
Cedar Creek School had chortled
many a time over his weird stunts.
He had tried his fortune as an author,
as a poet, and as several other things,
and thereby added considerably to
the gaiety of the school in the back-
woods. Among other things, Chunky
prided himself upon his abilities as
a business man-—if only he got a
chance! Hitherto he had been handi-
capped by a shortage of cash—the

most tremendous ability could scarcely

get, going, as 1t were, on an allowance
of a quarter of a dollar a week. HKven
a,  Rockefeller, a Wanamaker, or a
Marshall Field could hardly have
started on the primrose path of
money-making with so very limited
a, capital. _

Now that difficulty had vanished,
there was, as Chunky said, money
about. It was Frank Richards’
money, but that was a trifle to which
Chunky attached no importance, It
did not matter whose money 1t was,
so long as Todgers had command of
1it. In his hands, 1t was going to in-
crease like a snowball rolling down a
snowy hillside—if all went well! It
was really exasperating to be stopped
at the outset of a career of fortune by
some absurd objections on the part
of the owner of the necessary money.
That was how Chunky looked at it.
Never had he so deeply sympathised

GChunky’s face was crimson, and his manner confused. He locked like a fellow who
riis desk was covered with papers; and as Bob

‘““What are you

‘““You—you keep away, you krnow.”’

with Brutus’ view of those who ¢ lock
such rascal counters from their
friends.” '
- Chunky found lessons and . Miss
Meadows a bore that afterncon. Ile
was thinking of greater things—as he
often was 1in lesson-time. Miss
Meadows did not make due allowance
for pupils who were thinking
greater things than lessons, and the
pointer came into play once or twice,
much to Chunky’s indignation.

Chunky Todgers was very glad
when lessons were over and school
was dismissed. e e

He bore down on ¥rank Richards &
Co. as they walked across the play-
ground to the corral for their horses.

“Franky, old fellow-——"" he began.

Frank Richards waved his hand.

“ Buzgz viofl, 1 Chunky Nothing
domg !”” he said.

“But 1 tell vou —"’

“Seagl?

“I guess I'm offering to make vou
L 39 :
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St Rats

“Look here, give a galoot a
, .,
chance !” pleaded Chunky. “Let me |

tell you the stunt, and you’ll see for

yourselt.” -
“Let him chew the rag if he wants
to,” grinned Bob Lawless., It won’t

Of "

Three Halfpencsd

{

e T

- while you’ve got a chance

dollars, I mosey along

Chunky eagerly.

I get five hundred
thousand dollars.

141

him five

Give

do any harm.
minutes.”’

“All serene!” said Frank, taking

out his watch. *“Five minutes,
Chunky. Make the most ot 1t.”
“You silly jay—" .

“T'en seconds gone!”

“ Look here, you ass——

“Fifteen seconds!”

Chunky Todgers breathed hard.
The threeo chums waited, grinning. It
was evident that they intended to give
himi only the five minutes, though
Chunky was prepared with a scheme
for getting rich quick and putting
Rocketellers and Wanamakers into the
shade. ‘ - .

*Halt'“a  minute!” sald ' Frank
lichards  sententiously. ¥ You're
losing time, Chunky. Wag your chin

139
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“Well, look here!” said Chunky
hurriedly. ‘“Just listen to me. Now
we' ve got the necessary capital—""

“We?7 ejaculated Frank.

“Well, you’ve got it, but it comes
to the same thing 1f you hand it to
me,”’ explained Chunky.

“If!” murmured I'rank Richards, -
and his chums chuckled. There was a
higger ‘fif ’ in “the matter than
Master Todgers seemed to realise.

“The .cash 1s!'in the bank at
Thompson,  1sn’t 17”7 pursued
Chunky.

“Yre's,},

“Then all you’ve got to do is to
give me a written draft on the bank,
and they will hand it over.” '

“That’s all!” chuckled Frank.

“Well, that i1sn’t much trouble.
I'll get yow some ink and paper.
You'll simply have to sign your name,
and there you are!”’ |

* Mo ha a1V |

“1l don’t see anything 'to snigger
at, | 'With a! draft for a thousand
to old Isaacs’
ofhce—you know old Isaacs in Thomp-
son? He has an office in Kamloops,
toco, where they can send a wire along
the railway to Montreal.”

“A wire to Montreal?”
Frank' Richards.

“Yep. .That will be necessary, of
course.”’

““ Necessary for what?”’

“To buy the shares,” explained
Chunky. |

“To buy the shares?”
Frank Richards blankly. it

“Of course. A stock operation, you

b )

know.”

My only hat!” |

Frank Richards & Co. simply stared
at the cheerful Chunky. He had
succeeded 1n surprising them, at least.

“That’s the stunt,” said Chunksy,
pleased at having made an impression.
“1t's as easy as falling off a log to a
galoot with brains hke me.”

“What do you know about stocks
and shares, you fat chump?” howled
Ifrank Richards. i

“Lots! FKather has a paper from
Kamloops, you know, and they give
the prices, from the Montreal IEx-
change, you know. I’ve often read
down the prices and wished T had
some dust to speculate with—-—"’

“ Speculate—you?”’ gasped Frank.

Wi¥ou bet! O cotrse v ibs g,
dangerous game for a chap who isn't "
all there,” ! said | Chunky. '*'That
doesn’t apply to me. With my cool
head——" |

““Cool cheek, you mean!’” =~

“ And sagacity, and so on, I'm just
the galoot to pull it off. "Tt's easy.
That’s how the American millionaires
make their huge fortunes, you know.
Small beginnings like  this—bigger
things later on. I sha’n’t always be

ejaculated

repeated

speculating with a miserable thousand

dollars or so,” said Chunky disdain-
tully, ' *'That’'s only o start, Later
on, there will be deals 1nvolving
millions of dollays, ™ /oo

“Will there, by Jove?” :.

* Sure.” R

“And how 'do you get rich' quick
by buymng shares on the Exchaunge
at Montreal?”’ asked Bob.

“You buy them cheap, and sell
them ' dear,” explammed = Chunky
patiently, “same as old Gunten did.
He bought Honks’ Elevator shares at

two dollars, and sold them at ten
‘dollars. ' I heard him telling father
about it. He made no end of money.

KEver since then I've kept my ‘eve on
the aquotation of Honks’ shares—
watched 'em go up and down. And--
just as 1if 1t were a stroke of luck
specially for me—they’re down to two
dollars again.” oyl
. - 011!3}
1. buy abt two. 'dollars,’’  said
‘“1 sell ' at ten
dollars—see? Same as Mr. Gunten did.
shares for a
When I sell them
at ten dollars each, that’s a cleanw
profit of four thousand dollars. You
have to deduct broker’s fees: that’s
not very much. 'Of course, I shall
stand you a whack in the huge pro-
fits, Franky, as you provide the
capital.”™ ,
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“Oh crumbs! And suppose the
shares don’t rise?”
““Oh, they will! ™They did before.

Don’t I keeJ on telling you that Mor.
hunten bought at two and sold at
ten.’

‘“ Probably Mr. Gunten knew more
about the game #han you do, fathead !
If the shares sell at two dollars, they
can’t be worth ten, and it was some
wangle that pushed them up to ten
for &ellmg Aud they didn’t stay at
ten.’

“Oh,  you anything

1:!'}

don’t know
about stock exchanges, old chap!
said Chunky patronisingly. " You
leave the brain work to me. That's
my holt, you know. Just give me a
draft on the ’Lhompmn bank for a
thousand dollais, .Lmd T’ll do the rest.”

‘“ You born idiot——"

&b Lllr)!? |

“You champion chumip——="’

“Look here——"
"‘(xo and eat coke!”’

1 say, Fr :mky you're not going
to be a mean jay'! e\(lmmed Chunky
Todgers. “Hme Um. offering to

make vou rich
“ Wathead !”
“It’s the chance
Honks’ shares may
dollars again any day.
late ue}gt week even—-——"
“Or they may go down
cents !’ -(huddf;d Bob T.awless.
“Pon’t I keep on telling you you
don’t understand these 111@tters?”
snorted Chunky Todgers. “1 do.
Fve read the City news in the Kam-
loops paper every day for months,
ever since I heard old Gunten tell
y father about his deal in Honks. 1
"(‘Em tell yvou I’ve wishéd like any-
thing that T had some capital——"
“"Wh doesn’t old Gunten
them dgam‘? ” asked Beauclerc.
“P’r’aps he don’t know——"
“IL} ha! - More likely he
know,” ﬂ’rmned Bob.
tie he doesn’t know there’s a dodge
on to push the shares and plant them
on jays at ten dollars each.”
- “That’s all mt’ Now, Franky——"
“Mime’s up !’ said Frank Richar ds,
putting back his watch. “You've

lifetime !
to ten

of a
rTlse

to ten

buy

does

had six nnnutes Chunky, instead of |

h e B

‘“Ha, ha, ha I

“T.ook here—"

““ Good-bye !

" Trank Richards & Co. hurried on
{o the corral. They had heard enongh
of Chunky ’1odgem woude*}fu": stunt.
Speculating on a stock exchange was
likely to turn out more disastrously
for Todg ers than his essays as an
author ‘and a poet, if he had the
capital !  Fortunately, he hadn’t the
capital. |

But Chunky was not to be 5haken
off easily.  Frank Richards’ good
fortune was, as Chunky considered 1t,
the chance of a lifetime. Never again
would he have the chance of laymng

his fat hands on a sum of money

suﬁi{:ieutly large for a stock opera-

tion. It was now or never !

The fat schoolboy rushed into the
corral after the Co.

“Hold on! 1 say, Franky—-——- |

“ Bow-wow !’

The chums of Cedar Creek led out
their horses for the homeward ride.
Chunky Todgers dragged out his fat
pony, emd folloued

“1 say, Franky!”
‘they reached the trail.
Good-might !

S Just listen to me'!

“Fathead !” Ny

Frank Richards & Co. rode off,
chuckling. Chunky Todgers glared
after them in great exasperation.
Then, with a moody brow, he turned
his fat nony homeward. Fortune was
knocking at his door, so to speak,
and he could not open i1t and let the
cgoddess 1n, because Frank Richards,
like Cassius, persisted in  ““locking
rascal counters from his friends.”” 1t
really was exasperating.
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' The 3rd Chapter.
" Chunky is Mysterious!
During the following days Chunky
Todgers kent up a persisient siege of
| Flank Richards & Co.

As' this was the chance of a life-

It ‘may be too !

he bawled, as

Pubusned
EVEI‘Y M'Dnday'i

|

|

4 And this

|
|

ChunL He left the Co. alone, and
looked f01 chances of catching Frank
Richards by himself. Instinctively,
Chunky had fastened on the good-
natured Frank as the mest probable
victim, but Frank’s good hature did
not extend to handing over a slice of
his little fortune to Chunky to
speculate with. He would certainly
not have done so, if he had supposed
there was a chance of success; but he

was too clear-headed to suppose tha,t

for a moment.

Frank had, in fact, asked his uncle,
Mr. Lawless, a question or two on
the subject of Honks’ Elevator Co.,
and the rancher told him it was a
worthless. company, the  shares 11.1
which were occasionally ““run up’
by astute riggers of the market, who
had hought them cheap, and desired

to sell them dear.
Frank had guessed as much for

himself, but he explained 1t to
Chlmky 1 valn. _
Chunky was in possession .of

superior knowledge on the subject.
At all events, he was satisfied that he
wah.

He did not want reasoning. All he
wanted was a thousand dollars, so
that a buying order could be wired
to Montreal. Chunky looked at the
quotation = of Honks’ shares every
time he saw the Kamloops paper, in
fear lest they should already have
risen. But he found comfort. The
shares did not rise. There was still
time ! |

Chunky’

sorrowful cmmtena,nce

| haunted Frank Richards in class and

out of class. Frank was standing in
his own light, as Chunky sorrowfully
explained to him. It was too bad,
when he was trying to make his

| friends yich, that they should “shoo ™’

him off in this way. He had offered
Frank a liberal ¢ whack *’ in the huge
profits, and it was no use. And the

following week he came to Frank

with a determined expression on his
face. Bob Lawless made a motion
with his boot, and Chunky backed oft.

“Don’t you be a beast, Bob Law-
less! I guess I’ve come to give you
my last word on the subject,” aald

Chunky darkly.

“Well, we’ll be glad to hear that,
at all events s remarked Vere Beau-
clere, with a smile.

“Chuck it off your
ab%quatulate 1”” said Bob.

Chunky ' hxed "mcusnw

chest and

eyes on

| Frank Richards. . i
f “1I'vp ﬁﬁmﬂd tﬂ E‘xmkp YmI Tls;_,h”
he said.

h

time Chunky naturally did not want

to let 1t pass.
At every moment out of school the
chums were haunted by Todgers,
eager to explain the wonderful ad-
vantaﬁe% of buying shares in Honks’
Elem,tm Co. at two dollars, and sell-
ing them later
public at ten.

The Co. persisted in turning up
their noses at that golden chance of
fortune.

Chunky haunted them in vamn.

After a few days the chums found
{hieir patience running out, and Bob
Lawless introduced a heavy boot into
‘ne discussion.

to an un.suspeeting

That had a deterring eftect on

“ Deblined with {hanks old (h&p’ ’
“ Honks’ shares are still quoted at

two dollars———"
“(Go hon!”’
“They may move up any day.”
“Tet 'em!”’

y -

e

e Fm gl Ul

- “Hallo! 1Is that a deadly Seclet‘?”
asked Frdnh, smiling.

““* N-n-no.

““ Another giddy poem?” grinned
Frank. |
- *“Nunno.” |

“What are you doing with this?”
asked Frank, eatchmg sight of his
school geogmphy on Todgers desk.

The book was open at the title- ‘page,
on which Frank’s name was written
in his own hand.

““ N-n-nothing

“Studying geoﬁ'raphy out of lesson
time !” said Frank, in wonder. ¢ Well,
go ahead, old cha J' It’s rather new
fm:' vou, and may do you good.”

B .

And Frank strolled away, to
Chunky’s evident rgehef. '
The 4th Chapter.
The Limit ! |
After lessons that day,  Frank

Richards & Co. stayed behmd to sphit
logs for the schc)c:l} and Chunky
Todgers staved behind—in the school-
room. He was busy scribbling at his
desk, as before. Miss Meadows, who
observed him, supposed that her most
backward pupil was making an eftort
to improve, and she gave him a kindly
smile as she went out. |

Whatever the fat vouth was doing,

he kept very hard at his task, with

arn industry that was very unusuzl
with him.

When Frank Richards & Co. had
finished the logs, and came 1n for
their coats, they saw Chunky, through
the school-room door, still * going 1t.”

“My hat! There’'s Todgers!”
ejaculated Frank. “ He will be shut
in if he hangs on much longer.”

“Chunky !” bawled Bob.

Todgers looked up with a start.

‘“Hallo! Ain’t you fellows gone?”

he exclaimed.
“Just going! You’ll be late.”

“Late! 'The bank don't close
early to-day.”

“The bank!” repeated Frank
LRichards., / **'What ‘bank 27

Todgers crimsoned.

“1—I mean—I-—I don't mean any-
thing! 1It’s all right.”

““So yvou're going to the bank?”
said Bob Lawless. ““Has Franky
given you that draft on the bank
thenid™

“No fear!” grinned Frank.

“T-—did T say bank?” stammered
ChunLy Todgers.
ten s store~—that’s what 1 1{'«2'&11Hr meant

ad,y You ga motb
13: oif're bﬁ‘bhﬁrmg me !

Bab Lawl-ess eym‘f f‘%i'm Yery.
Hm musn" b
C‘hunk s f&ce was ecrimson, and his

manter *Z‘Oﬂfllb'l?d He looked exactly

| like a fellow mhr- had been caught in

a guitty act..

‘with sc rlbbie,d paper,and as Bob Law.-

“Will you glve me a draft on the
Thompson bank for a thousand
dollars ?”’ |

“Nol”

“Tt’s for vour own sake more than
mine.” said Chunky Todgers plain-
tively. “I'm placing my knowledge
and my vast abilities at your service,
really.”

“ Keep ’em for class!” suggested
Bob Lawless. ““Miss Meadows would
like to see you put a little more
ability into your arithmetic.”

% Ha, ha, hal

Ch unlqy snorted.

“For the last
Richards !” he said.
s Aga/l?
“Then

Frank

time,

it’s your own look-out!”

said Chunky darkly and mysteriously.

““ What is?”’

“Never mind! I'm gomg to make
s both rich. You'll thank me after-
wards.’

“What are you driving at, you fat
duffer?” asked Frank, Duzzled

“You’'ll know later.”

With  that mysterious reply,
Chunky Todgers rolled away. .

““What on earth had the young
duffer got in his silly head now‘?”
sald Frank Richards.

““Goodness knows !’
Lawless.
write another stunning poem,
sell 1t for a thousand dollars——

“Ha, ha, hal” |

Whether Chunky Todgers was
writing another poem or not he was
very busy with his pen that day.
After morning lessons he stayed in
the school-room, busy at his desk.
He came out to dinner with a smudge
of ink on his fat little nose, and a
bundle of papers in his pooLet After
dinner, instead of gomg out into the
playground, he returned ta the
school roomn.

Frank Richards gave himm a look-in
just before afternoon lessons, He
found Chunky scribbling away busily

at his desk.
As Frank came up Chunky started,

and
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crimsoned. and hastily turned over

the sheet he was scribbling on,

less stepped into the school- -room, he
gathered them hastily up, and crum.
pl-ed them.

“You—you  keep
know !”’ he gasped.

““ What are you up to, Chunky o

““ N-n-nothing !’

Chunky ran towards the lo -fire,
which was dying out, and threw the
crumpled papers on it.  Then he

away, you

“I—1I mean Gun-

.'.-:J

mosey ofit! .

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Price

chap did it! But—you fellows run
out and stop him, while I get rid of

this r ubblsh L
Bob Lawless stirred the papers into

flame, while his comrades ran out of
the school-room. He was after them

In a minute, and he found them

| shouting to ChunLy Todgers, who had

| on the t1a,11 behind him.

just ridden out of the gates of Cedar
Creek on the Thompson trail.

“Chunky !

“Todgers!™

iI’StO [H

Instead of stopping, Chunky urged
on his fat pony, and galloped away
1n the direction of Thompson Town.

‘“The hosses!’” shouted Bob.

The chums dashed to the corral and
dragged out their horses. In less
than a minute they
and riding after Chunls.y Todgers at
fll]l .:1110 D. |

Cldtter clatter, clatter!

Chunky Todgels glanced over his
shmllder at the ringing of hoof-beats
In the

His fat face paled a little.

; looks of F la.nh Richards & Co. he

_could read what they

| vou’ll

!

- X

“His desk was covefred ‘

rolled out of the school-room, and cut

across to the ccxrra.l Wlth unaccustomed

. haste.

L and

. The crumpled

| still smouldering.

vawned Bob
‘““ Perhaps he’s going to |

| Frdlllx

“ What on earth is the fat idioft up
to?” exclaimed Bob, in amazement
some alarm. ‘“Here’'s your

geography on his desk, Frank—that’s

vour name in 1t.”’

“He had it there before,” said
‘“open at the same page,
too.’

g W'ha,i: has he been seribbling 77’

““ Blessed if I know!”

““He's jolly
and he’s going to the bank, too. Sure
it isn’t possible that—that——""

Bob strode towards the hearth,
sheets Chunky had
pitched into the dying embers were
Bob caught up a
sheet of paper, browned but not
burnt, and looked at 1t, and gave a
howl.

(4 LOOI\ TW

“ Glood heavens !”

Frank Richards & Co. gazed at the

| paper. aghast. For upon 1t was
written, in a clumsy imitation of
Frank’s hand:

“Pay J. Todgers, Esq., the sum
of one thausa.nd dollars.

“F. RicBARDS.”

For a few moments the three
schoolboys were dumb. A vague sus-
picion had flashed into Bob’s mind,
but he was dumbfounded at seemg it
confirmed 1n this way,

“The awful young rascal!” gasp-ed
Beauclere at last.

“The mad young idiot !”’ exclaimed
Frank. * He--he’s going to the bank
with a forged paper in my name!
They wouldn’t give him the money.
'lhls wouldn’t impose on them.’

““ Ho thinks 1t would!” growled
Bob. *“He's more idiot than any-
thing else. "Tawn’t as if a sensible

mysterious about it—

knew.

‘““ Stop, you fat vﬂlam 1”? yoared Bob
Lawless, brandishing his riding-whip.
“Chunl\} stop.!”’ shouted Frank.

" Todgers urged his pony desperately.

“l guess we'll run him down!”
panted Bob Lawless.

The chums rode their hardest.

Chunky Todgers drove on his fat
little pony desperately, but the horses
gained fast at every stride.

Before the fat youth was half-way
to Thompson Frank Richards & Co.
were rldmrr round him. .

Frank ca,urrht at his rein.

i Todgersﬂ———”

“Leggo!” howled«Chunky.

** Stop, you born 1diot!”’

“I—I won’t— Yarooooh !”’

Bob Lawless - had Chunky by the

collar, and he stopped—bumping oft

his pony into the grass of the trail.
The chums dismounted and sur-
rounded him. Chunky Todgers sat in
the grass and roared.
““Now, you rascal
“Yarooooh!”’

” panted Bob.

“Going to the bank, are vou‘?” eX: |

claimed Bob wmthfull‘, - “Youlre
going to the sheriff, my pippm, and
sleen 1n the calabooze to-
night!”’

ii Owt"?

Yc;ru ve got a paper about you,
(Jnuul:,ﬂv, tlmt vou've written in my
name,” said Frauk Rl(h&l’db quietly.
“ Give it to me at once.’

M B | Y aroooh !”’
Bob

Lawless’ riding-whip

Calre

| across Chunky’s fat{shoulders; and
then he handed” over the paper 1118

| great hurry.

“Yowu i fat: idtobt!” sél_id Frank.
paid out any

“They wouldn’t have
money on this. You would have been
detained, and the sheriff sent for!”

Slt'sy'all ) vour Vifault ! gasped
Chunky. ‘“Don’t you- vowl at me,
Bob; 1 was only doing it for Frank’s
sake. I wouldn't let him stand in his
own light, I’m too generous 7

“Why, you—you s

“Keep that paper, anL;, said
Bob Lawless. “That s to 'go to the
sheriff with Todgers. We'll take them
together!”’

Chunky-Todgers uttered a howl.

“Yow-ow! I—I'm not going to the
sherift !””

“You jolly well are!”

“ He~—he would think 1’d committed

b

forgery 1i he saw that paper!”
howled Chunky, in alarm.

“Well, what have you done, you |
rascal?”’

““I—I was doing it for Frank’s sake,
you know—just usmg
him a good turn gasped Chunky.

“You can go to the sheriff, or you
can have a jolly good hiding!” said
Bob Lawless grimly. *“Take your
choice. You’ll have to learn not to
do people these good turns, you young
villain !”’ |

“I—-1 say———

“ Which is it to be?” roaled Bob,
brandishing his whip.

“I—-—-I’d rather have the hiding, but
Al ,

- “Roll him over!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Yaroooh! Yoc:op! Whoooop !’

Chunky Todgers’ wild yells rang
through the timber as Bob Lawless
laid on the riding-whip with a vigor-
ous hand. 1t was true that the hap-
less Chunky was too stupid to realise
the wrong he had done; but Bob felt
that a severe lesson was needed, as
undoubtedly it was; and his chums
agreed with him. For his own good,
Chunky 'Todgers had to go through
it; and he went through it, rather

2

‘than go before the sheriff, but there
was weeping and wailling and gnash-

ing of teeth as he received his lesson,
*“There!” gasped. Bob, when his
arm was fatigued. 1 guess that wil]
do for you, Chunky !’
i Yaroooeh §+* *

were mounted

Three Halfpence

|

‘his name to do

| ten’s store on Saturday,

24/4/20

“1’s i for your own /good, 'you
know,” said Frank. |
“Yow-ow-ow |”’ Chunky sat up and
roared. “1 won’t make yowu :rich
now, Frank Richards— Yooop !
Yah! I won’t—yaroooh '—-—-mdl-.e yOou
a millionaire! Yow-ow-ow ! Wow !”
And Chunky "Todgers shook a-fat
fist at Frank Richards ere he clam-

bered on his fat pony and rode away.

The Gth: Chapter,
“Just as Well !

The next day Chunky Todgers was
Very morose. '

As he had suffered for his sin the
chums of Cedar Creek were inclined
to let the matter pass and be kind to

the hapless youth; but Chunky, to
their astonishment, seemed to reﬂ'ald

&

himself as the 111]u1:*ed party.

He was morose and he was re-
proachful. He gave Frank Richards
accusing looks and declined even to
speak to him. That was not really
a great loss, and Frank bore it ‘w:lth
much fortitude.

But a day later Chunky came

| rocund. He was still reproachful, but

1t was with a gentler and more mourn-
ful reproach. |

“See . what
know !’ he saad.

‘“Well, what have I done?” asked
Frank.

““Liost a fortuneg——

““1 sha’n’t miss 1t!”’ grinned Frank
Richards. ., .

“ And lost one for me, too.
because I signed yvour name——

“Do you want some more of my
riding- Whlpf'” asked Bob Lawless, 1u
a sulnhurous tone.

H\\T unno ! ‘H '

“1 guess you’re going the :ughn
way to get it!”

Chunky Todﬂ‘els sported.

“Oh, you're a jay, and Frank’s a
jay !”’ he sald. ‘I sha’'n’t worry any
more about making you rich, [ can
tell you! Yah!” 4

And Chunky sniffed contemptuously
and walked off.

But he could not let the topic drop.
Every day he referred to it in mourn-

you've done, you

79

Just

-

ful tones; and at last he annocunced i

that Honks’ Elevator shares were
quoted two dollars and a quarfer 1n
the paper.

“(Going up!” aid (,hunln
you'll see what you’ve lost.”
cHRats !

“There’s a Montreal napm* at (Hurne

” said Tod-

“*Now

gers. ‘‘The latest price will be 1n
| that. You’ll see! Serve you right,
too !”’

On Saturday Frank Richards & Co.
were in Thompson, and they dropped
into Gunten’s store, and there, sure
enough, they found Chunky Todgers,
with a chunk of maple sugar 1m one

hand.and the Montreal vaver in the ..

other. There was rather a curious
expression on Chunky’s fat face. He
gave a jump as Bob Lawless clapped -
h1m on the shoulder.

‘“Well, how are they to-day?”’ :
grinned Bob. *“Honks, you know .
and——""

““ They—they—they’re not marked,”
murmured Chunky. ‘Therc—there’s
a vparagraph about them. They—
they—they’ve gone into liquidation,

| and—and the comwvany’s expected to

—to—to pay the shareholders about
ten cents back on the five dollar
share, and—and B

‘“ Ha, ha, ha {”

Chunky Todgers grinned feebly. |
“Pppelh.a-ps it’s just as well I—1I
didn’t put a thousand dollars imntae 1t!”

he murmur ed
And Frank Richards & Co agreed
that 1t was.

THE END.

FEHTHBHOOEIRIBRDY,
CINEMA . QB

g;, SNAPSHOTS. 3
R &‘@E@&%&?‘Sﬁ@%ﬁ@@@@@.@@

A famous American film produt,or
has suggested that the cinema-
theatres should assist the pollm by
showing pictures of “wanted ”
persons at each pe;lfmmance We
have heard of criminals *screen-
ing their movements,” but now it
looks as though some of their move-
ments will be ¢‘screened ” for them!

By a wonderful combined X-ray and
camera apparatus, the healt-beats of
certain animals have been filmed in a
Paris laboratory. When this process
can be applied to human subjects 1t

‘should prove of great value fto the

medical profession.
5 @"“m'“’“
““* Backs and Crooks !” 1s the title of! !
o new British comedy release.
manufacturing this smilenducing
episode for the screen some real

neck-breaking risks were taken by -
‘members of the cast. ‘

Trn_- i



