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The membera of the Miners’ Elsven stood aghast. What had once been their playin-g-ﬂald was now more like a section
of a battlsfield after a bombhardmant., ‘' Bulford is at the bottom of this !’’’ was the thought that instantly flashed
through Jack ‘-y'm'nqn'a brain. (A thrilling incident in our grand Tooler yarn which staris on page 286.)
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A Splendid Long Complete Tale

The ist Chapler.
Carthew is Rlissing!
‘ Anybody scen Carthew 77

",

Jimmy Silver, of the Classical
Kourth, asked that question as he
came into the School House at Rook-
wood to breakfast. He smiled as he
acked it, and his chums, Lovell and
Rabhy end Newcome, smiled too.

“Nobhody’s seen him vet, I think,”
remarked Putty of the Fourth., ‘" He
cun’t have come down.”

“¥l1e'll miss his brekker at this

rate ! grinned Lovell.

And the c¢hums of Rookwood
chuckled scftly as they joined the
crowd going mte the dinmg-rocom.

As a rule, Jimmy Silver & Co.
weren't interested m the movements
of Carthew of the Sixth.
they saw of Mark Carthew the better
they hked 1t. o _

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

(‘arthew’s name cropped up a good
many times in whispers among the
(lassical Fourth juniors; and, what
was more surprising, Tommy Dodd
& €o. were interested msthke same
qrestion over on the Modern side.

(Carthew, the most unpopular pre-
fect at Rookwoed, seemed to occupy
a e¢reat many thoughts in the Lower
Scheol.

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

Rulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
was at the head of the Sixth-Form
iableand one place there was empty.
(arthew was not turning up to break-
fast.

Jimmy saw the Rookwcod captain
lcan over and speak to Neville and
Jones major, and guessed that he was
inquiring after Carthew. Neville and
Jones major of the Sixth shook thewr
hicads. _
thew was, and probably weren’t -
terested.

Mr. Bootles, at the head of the
Fouth-Form table, could not help
noticing some unusual animation
among his pupils.

(Hten they glanced at the door,
often at the Sixth: and there were

many whispers, and a good many
¢NIties,
“Vou will—ah!—kindly keep a

litile more quiet-——what, what?”’ said
Mr. Bootles, gently reproving.
'Fhe juniors ceased te whisper.
Some of the Classical Fourth seemed

perplexed ; not all the Form were 1n

ihe secret, whatever 1t was.

'Those who were mm the secret were
keeping it very dark. When Tubby
Muffin whizpered a query to Jimmy
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They didn’t know where Car- |

Sitver, desiving to know what was |

?.3

“on,” Jimmy developed deafness.
When Tubby repeated his query to
Arthur Edward Lovell, that youth
gruffly told him to go and eat coke.
Tubby Mufiin snorted, and devoted
himself to bacon and eggs. Evidently

there was no enlightenment for Tubby -

Mufhn.
Brealkfast finished without Carthew

arriving, and his absence was by that |

time generally observed. It was
quite vnusual. So important a person
as a prefect of the Sixth Form could
stay out from a meal'1f he liked; he
was not so amenable to regulations »

a junior. But it was certainly very
unusual. '

After breakfast Bulkeleystarted for
the Sixth-Form passage, to give
Carthew a look-in. Carthew hadn’t
been seen that morning at all, so it
could not. be supposed that he had
cone out and forgotten brekker. Ap-
parently. he had not risen yet; and to

remain in bed sovery late was stretch-

i

More

ing even the privileges of a Sixth- ]

Form prefect.
Bulkeley tapped at Carthew’s door
and opened 1t.
“Carthew !” he called
study. ‘‘Aren’t you up yet
you know the time?”
Bulkeley gave a jump.

into .the

The Sixth Form at Rookwood did |

a domitory like the
smaller fry, The Sixth-Form studies
were bed-rooms at night. Carthew’s
bed was in an alcove, nicely curtained
off. Bulkeley’s glance had gomne ic¢
wards the bed alcove as he looked 1n
and spoke; but Carthew was not
there. When he saw where Carthew

not - occupy

actually was, Bulkeley had reason to | b _
’ Rookwood Secret Society.

jaimnp. |

The bully of Rookwood was seated
in his armchair.

Blankets were stacked round him,
apparently to keep him from catching
cold, for he was in his pyjamas, _here
and there a- pink stripe of pylama
was revealed among the blankets.
And his face was striped with paint.

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

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

Only his eyes were active,

They glittered at Bulkeley, and
spoke volumes, though silently.
These glittering eyes told of the rage
that was burning in the Rookwood
bully’s breast, and which had been
burning there for quite a long time.
FFor many a long hour the Rookwood
bully had had to consume his own

| smoke, as 1t were.

“ Great Scott ! stuttered Bulkeley.

He blinked at his fellow-prefect.

(‘arthew jerked himself in his chair,
and his eves were eloquent. Bulkeley
understcod what he wanted, and
hurried towards him.

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

“What on earth does this miecan,
Carthew ?”” he exclauned.

“ Grooooogh !”

That was Carthew’s first remark.

His mouth was a little numb.

‘““Who has done this?”

“Gr-r-r-r-rh 1”7

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

“Gug-gug-groogh !’

Carthew staggered out of the chair.

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

For a prefect to be tied up in his
study in this fashion was an unprece-
dented happening at Rookwood
School. Bulkeley simply
“get on ” to it for the moment. He
was dumfounded. |

“Those young
Carthew at last.

“Who—what i

“They came into my room last
night ? spluttered Carthew.

“Who did ?”’

“They did-”

““Who are ¢ they’?”

“How should T know 7’ hissed Car-
thew. ‘“Those young villains who
call themselves the Rookwoed Becrel
Society !’ -

“Oh!” ejaculated Bulkeley.

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

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

fiends!” gasped

Adventures of the|
Rookwood Secret Society.

T T——

Don't |
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By OWEN CONQUEST.

Carthew gave an enraged howl.

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

“You could have shouted out, 1
suppose 77’

“They were going to pinch my
nose with pimncers i1f 1 called out——"

Bulkeley gave a slight shrug of the
shoulders. | _

All the juniors of Rookwood to-
gether conld not have dealt with
(zeorge Bulkeley in that style. It
was pretty certain that they would
never have thought of trying it. But
then Bulkeley was not a bully, and
he was not what bullies so often are—
a funk., Carthew had apparently
been gquile an easy victim of the

“I'll make them pay for it!” mut-
tered Carthew. “T'm going to the

Head about it! You can laugh, if |

vou like &
“*I'm not laughing,” said Bulkeley
mildly.

“I'm going to Dr. Chisholm !

see whether a prefect is to be handled | . :
f | have called on Jimmy to fag, in his

i this way!”  Carthew strode to-

| wards the door.

““Are you going to the Head in
your pyjamas?” asked Bulkeley,
“Hadn’t you better get your cloebber
on firet 7”’ :

“0Oh! Ah! Yes!”

Carthew turned back and grabhed
his clothes.

Bulkeley left the study.

His face was very grave, though
there was a glimmer in his eyes of
something like amusement. George
Bulkeley had a lurking suspicion
that Carthew deserved whatever he
received at the hands of the
mysterious Rookwood Secret Society :
but he felt that this kind -of thing
would never do. It was lhikely to
undermine the Lower  School’s
respect for the Sixth Form—a very
mmportant matter, at least, to the
Sixth., Carthew had probably
brought 1t on himself; but it
wouldn’t do, Bulkeley felt. And all
the rest of the Sixth agreed with him
on that point when they heard the
starthng news.

The 2nd Chapter.
Carthew Mends His Ways!

e’ll |

3 THE BOYS' FRIEND
of Jimmy Silver & Co.

!

|

The Rookwood Secret Society was |

an astounding happening; it .quite:
upset the calm and serene current of

affairs at the old school. The Head
did not quite know how to grapple
with it.

Punishment without proof was not
feasible; and it was as likely as not
to land upon the wrong parties, and
actually encourage the wrongdoers

to pursue their lawless course.

A mngwd personal questioning of
every boy m the school might have
brought the truth to light, but it
was more likely to turn the delin-
quents into liars, A boy could not
be expected to incriminate himself
of his own accord. Such a question-
ing would have been taking an un-
fair advantage of a bhoy’s sense of
honour, and was only too likely to

make him set his sense of honour

aside for the occasion.

The Head realised that, and he did
not think of applying that method.
But something had to be done!

There was much gravity among
the ‘masters of Rookwood that day.
They looked upon the affair of the
R.S.9. very seriously indeed,

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

For it was quite certain that the
boys did mot look upon the matter
seriously at all,

_ E‘hey looked upon it as a huge
oke.
; There was hardly a fag in the

Price

Lower School who had not felt Mark
Carthew’s heavy hand a} one time or
another, and who did not rejoice that
the 'bully of the Sixth had been
properiy punished.

The Rookwood Secret Society
doubtless had few members; but
fellows who were not members cer-
tainly wished more power to 1ts
elbow.

Who the members were was a deep
mystery,

They themselves knew, of course,
but nobody else knew. If anybody
hai? a suspicion, he kept it to him-
self,

Carthew was in a very uneasy
mood that day.

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

And although he was at daggers
drawn with the end study, he was
alsc bitterly unpopular with the rest
of the Lower School. There were
more than a hundred fellows for him
to choose froni to find his unknown
assailants.

He was uneasy now—very !

The Head was 1nvestigating, but
nothing had come of it. The actual

state of affairs was, that the Rook-
wood Secret Society had punished the
bully of the Sizth, and had escaped
unknown and scot-free.

Mark Carthew thought a great
deal about that. '

That day 1t was noticeable that
Carthew did not cuff a single junior,
and did not bawl ‘“Fag!”’ down the
corridor. He fagged for himself at
tea-time. _

Apparently, the bully’s behaviour
vas on the mend.

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed him,
going down to footer practice after
lessong, Jimmy with a football under
his arm. Carthew glanced at them,
but did not even scowl. It was just
the occasion when Carthew would

old style. Now he turned away
without a word.

The Fistical Four
walked on,

“Carthew’s biting on to it,” Lovell
remarked. in a low voice. °‘‘ Bully-
mg doesn’t seem so much to his taste
to-day.” |

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“He’s thinking of next time,” he
remarked. ‘‘There won’t be a next
time 1f Carthew behaves himself.
He’s learning.” '

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

“1It 15—t arve!” assented Jimmy.
“You do have good 1deas sometimes,
Putty. But, for goodness’ sake, hide
vour light under a bushel this time;
don’t go out for glory!” -

“No jolly fear!” grinned Putty.
“1 s=ay, 1f Carthew’s cured, we’ll
begin next on Knowles and Frampton
and Catesby of the Modern side.
Tommy Dodd & Co. are quite keen.
Shush! Here’s Tubby!”

And the chums of the Fourth were
talking football as Tubby Muffin

rolled into hearing.

smiled as they

The 3rd Chanter.
Tubby's Chance'!

“Phat’s telling!” _
That remark was made by Reginald
Muffin, of the Classical - Fourth, in

the junior Common-room  that
evening.

Muffin made that vemark in a very
mysterious manner,  with a very
knowing wink. |

“That's telling !’ he repeated. “1
may know something about the
R.S.8.,, and I may not.”

“With the odds on the ¢not,””

suggested Mornington.

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

“No perhaps about it,”” grunted

Conroy. ‘‘Don’t give us that stuff,
Tubby. . We can’t swallow 1t, you
know.”

Tubby sniffed.

A good many very curious glances
were turned upon the fat Classical.
He was the cynosure of all eyes, in
fact, when Jimmy Silver & Co.
sauntered mto the Common-room
atter prep |

‘“ Heard the latest, Jimmy?” called

out Dick Oswald. _ .
“What's that?” inquired Jimmy
Silver.

- “Tubby Muffin owns up that he’s
the Rookwood Secret Socrety }’ '

“My only hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. - A

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

“Good old Tubby!” chuckled

Three Halipence

- penetrable that

| claim to the distinction.

Shell and Third.

not that I should care.
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Raby. “Tell us another, old
scout !”’

“How do you know I'm not,
then?’ demanded Reginald Muffin
warmly, |

‘ -

‘Oh! Ahem! Of—of conrse——"

Lovell stammered.

As a matter of fact, the Fistical
Four had good reasons for not ex-
plaimming in public how they knew

| that Muflin wasn’t a member of the

R.S.S. Any display of accurate
knowledge on the subject was as
good as a confession that they were
megnbers themselves,
~ “You don’t know
1t,” - said Tubby Muffin, with a
superior smile. “I'mx not admitting
anything, of course. I'm not going
to say anything. I'm keeping it all
very dark. But fellows who can pus
two and two together can figure it
out tor themselves., That’s all.”

And Tubby leoked very loftly.

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

Tubby Muffin was evidently out for
glory.

. The mysterious membership of the
Rookwood Secret Society was the one
topic at present. 'T'here was endless
speculation and curiosity on the sub-
ject. Fellows wanted to know, and
asked one another if they knew, or
guessed, or suspected. ﬂ

Thoe mystery was so deep and ims
Muffiin felt it was
quite safe to make a claim.

The genuine members of the R.S.8.

anything about

coulan’t dispute that claim without
betraymg themselves; so Tubby
thought it was all serene. He had

only to claim the glory, and it was
his. Tubby loved the limelight, and
very hLittle hmehight ever came his
way. -He was not going to lose this
chance.

Reginald Muflin had long laboured
under the delusion that he was really
a very distinguished fellow ; only that
other fellows couldn’t, or wouldn’t,
recognise, his distinction. He was no
good at games, and littlo good at
lessons. He could beat the other
fellows hands down when it came to
eating, or sleeping, oy prevaricating ;
but these distinctions won him no
admiration, quite the contrary. But
here was a chance teo good to be
lost.

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

With mysterious nods . and winks
and hints, Tubby conveyved that he
knew what he knew, and that he
could tell a thing or two if he chose,
and so forth; and he had at least the
satisfaction of rendering himself the
objeet of great curiesity, |

“What do yeu think. of that,
Jimmy?’ asked Valentine Mornmg-
ton, joinmg the Fistical Four at &
little distance from the group of
juniors surrounding Tubby Mufmn.

“ Nothing ! answered Jimmy.

“You don’t believe Mufiin is
Grand Master of the Rockwood
Secret Society?”’

Jimmy smiled.

‘“He says he 1s,” he replied. #

“You agree?”’

“How should I know, old top?”?
asked Jimmy blandly.

Mornington deflected one eye a
little.

“1 rather thought the end study

would know somethim’ about the
facts,’” he remarked.
“My dear chap, you shouldn’t

think,” said Arthur Edward Loveli.

‘“Stick to your neckties, and don’t
think.”

Mornington laughed, and walked
away. Tubby Muffin was getling
gquite a crowd rouund him in the
Common-room now. 'The hmelighé
he loved was falling to his shave, and
he enjoved it—so much that he
wanted more. Nods and winks and
hints were giving place to open state-
ments now. Tubby was yearning to
be looked upon by his Form-fellows as
a bold bad blade—a daring, reckless
sort of chap—exactly the reverse io
what he really was, as a matter of
fact. ,

“T don’t mind tellmg vou fellows.”
Twenty-five juniors at least were the
recipients of Tubby’s cheery confi-
dences, fellows of the Fourth and
“ Keep 1t dark, of
course. I'm taking you into my con-
fidence., I know 1 ean itrust you.
Awful row if it got out, ¢f course—
I'm not
nervy.”’

“ Suppese Bootles got on to it, you
bald, bad, bloated buccaneer?” asked
Putty of the Fourth.

‘“1 shouldn’t care! 1f I bhave any
cheek from Bootles, I'll serve him as
I served Carthew!” satd Tubby.
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“Or the Head, if 1t comes to that,”
pursued Tubby, quite intoxicated by
this time with his own reckless
aundacity. “ Any rot from the Head,
and we’ll give him a lesson. You
mark my words!”’

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

“What other fellows are in it, as
wail as you, Tubby?” Putty Grace m-
quired, with great interest.

“T'hat's teiling !

“Can’t you confice in

i i gy

i . l
it A H L

us,

.

........
ot AL

L L
Lo

------
__________________________
.........

Published _ -
Every Monday

hardly fail to hear of it sooner or
later. But Regmald Muffin wasn’t
thinking about that aspect of the case
at all. He was thinking only of the
““kudos ”’ he had suddenly acquired,
and he was enjoying it to the full.
It made him feel like a mixture of
the dashing hero and the deep, dark
villain on the “screen ” at the picture
palace. He had fallen into the habit
of shaking his head ominously, cast-
mg sudden glances over his shoulder,
and speaking in thrilling whispers.

now ! Indeed, by this time Tubby probably
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THE WCRK OF THE SECREY SOCIETY!

hidecus stripes.

Bulkeley was astounded !

Carthew
was tied
in a chair, with blankets stacked round him, and his face painted with

Such an cgufrage had no

precedent in the annals of Rookwood Schoo!l!

F

you're being so jolly confidential, old
bean?”’ urged Putty.

Muflin shook his head.

“You see, our secret society has
awfnlily striet rules, like freemasons
and i‘hiilgs,” he explained. * Lake
ireemasons and mnihilists and bol-
sheviks, and so on. It’s death to
let cut any of its secrets.”

“1t’s wha-a-at?”’

“Death!” said Tubby soleminly.
“The traitor who reveals the deadly
secret 1s slaimn b}i an unknown hand!”’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”’ yelled the juniors.

Tubby blinked at them.

EHis statement was founded upon a
vague recollection of something he
had seen on the * pictures ” at Rook-
ham Cinema, and he had expected
the juniors to be awed, 1mpressed,
and thrilled. But they weren’t. They
onty howled with merriment.

“You can _cackle!” said Tubby
wrathfully., ““Wait till the R.S.S.
starts on you, that’s-all! You’ll be
sorry then. You can’t cheek the
Grand Master of the Rockwood
Secret Society, I ean tell you! 1 may
order my myrmidons-——->~

“Your what?” shrieked Putty.

“My myrmidons,” said Tubby
Mufin firmly.  “1 may order my
myrmidons to seize you in your beds
at the dead of night, and—and £

““ And strew the hungry churchyard
with our bones?”’ asked Putty.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby curled his hip.

“Don’t you be funny about such an
awinl thing as the Rookwood Secret
Soctety,” he said. “ It’s a thing to
shudder at, 1 can tell you. I could
make vour flesh creep by telling you
some things I know. I won’t. But
I could. But take care, all of you!
A mysterious eye 1s upon you!’”’

And with that fearful warning
Tubby Muffin walked off, with his fat
little nose high in the air,

S i —— T T

The 4th Chapter.
Muffin in All His Qlory!

“ Who'd have thought 1t?”

P'wo or three score of fellows were
making that remark on the following
tay.

The mystery which had seemed so
dreadfully deep has been revealed at
last. 'The Grand Master of the R.S.S.
was known, and it was Reginald
Muffin of the Classical "Fourth.

Everybody knew it.

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

There was no doubt that Muffin
had the limelight now.

His brain was a good deal too
ontuse for him to realise what a very
perilous distinction he had annexed.
The Head and all the masters and
prefects were particularly anxious to
lay hands upon the chief of the
mysterous R.S.S. And with all the
Lower School discussing Tubby’s
cilaim to that distinction, they could

of them,” he said.

half-believed that he was telling the
truth, having a fertile bmagination
which might have made the fortune
of a journalist.

Certainly, nobody else claimed the
distinction ; Tubby was left to enjoy
1t all by himself. It was probable
that the enjoyment would come to an
end when the Head heard of if.

“Who’d have thought it?” the
Rookwoad fellows said to one
another. “If it’s true, fancy the ass

giving himseif away!”

“The Head will ﬂ()g. hill’l,” sard

Oswald.

“Carthew will ekin him,” remarked
Pecle,

‘““He’'ll be sacked, very likely,"”

**All the prefecis will jump on
himn.”

“ And all the masters,’?

“But' 151t triua??’

“Well, he says so.
know.”’ '

It -was abeut midday that day that
Mark Carthew heard of it. It was
reatlv surprisitng that he had not
keard earlier, considering how . the
inatter was talked of far and wide.
Carthew heard a group of Third
Form fags discussing Tubby’s claim,
and his eyes glittered as he heard.
He went away at once to Bulkeley
with the news, - He found the cap-
tamn of Rookwood 1n the prefects’-
room, with Nevilie and Lonsdale of
the Sixth, and he imwarted the rather
staritling mtelligence at once. -

Bulkeley smiled.

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

“He scems to have owned up to
it—in fact, he’s been bragging of if,
from what I hear,” -snapped Car-
thew.

“But 18 1t likely, on the face of
A e

Carthew set his lips.

“There were at least half a dozen
“More. of them
were m it, I believe. Muflin mav be
a memper. I shouldn’t wonder if
half* the Fourth are really in the
game.’’ |

“Well, what do you want us to
do?”’ asked Bulkeley. “If you think
1t was really Muffin T

“It’s for the prefects to investigate
the matter,” scowled Carthew. “I

He ought to

suppose that one prefect is entitled

to support from the others? 1 don’t
care to go to the Head, In case it
turns out to be a mare’s-nest. The
Head 1sn’t any too sweet-tempered
about the affair.”

“ Pretty certain to be a mare’s-nest.
I think,” said Bulkeley. He locked
ocut of the epen window, and signed
to a junior 11 the quad. “ Here,
Grace !”

Putty of the Fourth came up to
the window.

““Yes, Bulkeley.”

“Have you heard anvthing of
young -Muffin being in the Rockwood

1

Secret Society. or whatever it 18 the

voung asses call themselves?”

“ Ahem !”’

“You’re his study-mate, -I think,”
sard Bulkeley,

ié YTGS. ?J'_

“Well, you’d know.
1t’s so?”

“1 think it's very unlikely, Bulke-
ley,” answered Putty. “I—I don’t
think 'Tubby has nerve enough to do
such—such~dreadfu! things.”

Jarthew gave a scowl.

“They all stand by one another,
of course,” he snapped. ‘‘Send for
the young rascal here, Bulkelev.”

“Ob, all nght! Tell Muflfin to
ceme here at once, Grace!”

“Yes, Bulkeley.”’

Do you think

Putty of the Fourih cut off. He
found Reginald Muffin under the
beeches in the quadrangle, holding

forth to an intevested; if somewhat
incredulous, group of juniors. Tubby
was expatiating upon the terrible and
deadly laws of the mystic society of
which he was the chief—according to
his own account. |

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

“Bulkeley can go and eat coke!”
answered Muffin independently., “A
fellow with such power as I have 1sn’t
going to be ordered about hy a pre-
tect. I've only got to say the word,
and Bulkeley would mysteriously
vanish, never {o look upon the light
of day again 31 -

“Wake up, old bean!” said Putty.
“You're not. at the pictures now.
Cut along to Bulkeley before I kick
yon !”’

“Ii wou kick me, Putly Grace, 1
shall say to my mysterious fol-
lowers-——  Yaracooooh !’
Muffin broke off with a howl as
Putty’s boot gently smote upomn his
podgy person. “Ow! Yow! You
beast! I'm just going, amm’t 17"

*“Ha, Ba.hal”

And Tubby Muffin went.

A crowd of fellows followed him.
It was easy to guess what Bulkeley
wanted the fat Classical for, and the
juniors were intensely keen to know
how Tubby would face the ordeal.
Somie of them followed Tubby down
the passage to the prefects’-room:
others gathered under the open win-
dow. And they were all ears.

“Here he 1s!” said Bulkeley, as
the fat junior relled in. “ Now,
Muffin, I hear that you knew some-
thing about that foolervy called {he
Rookwood Secret Bocieiy.”

Tubby's heart sank for a moment.

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

Before that audience Tubby wasnt
going to climb down from his
pedestal—not if he knew it! Besides,
16 - was common talk among the
janiors that Carthew had been
trightened by the dealings of the
R.5.8. with him, and Tubby’s obtuse
brailn saw no reasen why the other
prefects shouldn’t be frigf;tened. too.
So, mstead of shrinking back, or
dodging away—which was his first in-
stinct—"Lubby Mufin drew himself
up to his full height—not very ex-
tensive—and fixed a deliant eyve on
the captain of Rookwood.

““ Ask me not!” he said.

Bulkeley jumped.

‘“Wha-a-at?”

“Ask me not!” repeated Tubby
dramatically.

“Have you gone potly?”’ roared
Bulkeley.

Tubby curled his hLip.
- There was an irrepressible giggle
outside from the crowded doorwav.
Tubby was evidently taking his role
seriously. and his language appeared
to have been borrowed from a play.

““ Ask me not!” he said, for a third
time. * Enough!”

The 5th Chapter.
Tubby Muffin Wakee Up !

Bulkeley blinked at Tubby Muffin.
His first thought was that the fat

Classical had taken leave of his
senses; that seemed the only way of
accounting for his  remarkable
language. .

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

“1f you're not -potty—-"" began
Bulkeley at last.

‘“ Bah!”

“What 7

‘““ Bah !”

“What does this miean, Xlufhin?”’

“I refuse to answer!” said Muffin
calmly. *“Ask me nct! 'The 'deadly
secret cannot he revealed !”

“Then you know something

“Ha, ha! I do!" But beware!
The arm of the secret society 1is
long, and it sirikes 1 seecret!” said
Tubby Muflin 1mpressively. A
word fo my myrmidons, and you are
a dead man!l”

b |
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exclaimed Bulkeley.
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*“ A—a~—3g,

1 dead man!” repeated
Bulkeley dazedly.

“Yes, rather—I mean, ’tis so!”
saidd Muffin. “Beware! The power
I wield = |

“l1 don’t think you're potty,

Muffin,” said PRulkeley, with an air
of reflection. “I think you’ve been
to the pictures, and it’s got into your
siily head! Now, I want a plain
answer! Do you know anything
about the affair in Carthew’s study
the other night, and did you have a
nand in i1t?”’

‘6 Bﬂh 1?,

“Will you answer me?’?

““ Never!”’

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

“Certainly !

Tubby Muffin backed a step.

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

Apparently the secret society had
no terrvors for Bulkeley of the Sixth.
He grasped Muffin by the coéllar,
and there was a 'oud whack as the
ash-plant came into contact with a
very podgy person.

“Yaroooh!” roared Tubby Muffin.
“leave off! Ow!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“ Yow-ow-0w-wooooon !”’

The whacks were not very hard,
but they were quite hard enough -for
Reginald Muffin. The
back out of dreamrland, as it were—
back to commion earth again. He
realised that he wasn’t the mysterious

chief of a mysterious society, with

unlimited power in his hands, but
was just Tubby Muflin of the Fourth

-—heing whacked ! '

“I—I—I say! Stoppit!””  he
howled. “C-c-can’t you take a
j-1-10ke, Bulkeley? Ow, ow, ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from
the doorway.

“Clear off, you young sweeps!”
“*Now, Muihn,
dO ’7

“Yow-aw-ow-ow !”’

“Do you want any more licking?”

“Yow-ow! No! Ow!?

“Then tell me the truth, vou young
ass! What do you know about the

| ' . . - J p
affair in Carthew’s study?”’

“Oh dear!”

“Out with 1t, sharp!
Bulkeley. °

“N-n-nothing !”7 stammered Muffin.

“Were vou there?”

“N-n-no !

“IDhd you have a Iand in it ?” -

Y Nin-no!”

“You've been saymg that you
had !” growled Carthew savagely.

“Oh dear! I—I—I was only pull-
ing the fellows’ legs, you know!”
groaned Tubby Muffin dismally. ““I—

7 exclaimed

I den’t know anything about it,
really, you know. Oh dear!”
Bulkeley laughed, and Carthew

TUBBY MUFFIN DEFIANT !

lied- e Wha"at ?

not !’ he rep
it Ask me not ! ¥’

Euiksley.

gritted his teeth. Even Carthew had
to believe Tubby Mufin’s disclaimer.
It was only too eclear that the fat
vouth had been ‘ talking out of his
hat.”” But Carthew was not pleased
at being deprived of a victum.

As Bulkeley tossed the ashplant
aside, Clarthew caught 1t up.

Whack, whack, whack!

(‘arthew laid 1% on harder than
Bullkeley had done, and Tubby
Muifin fied for the door yelling. He

butted into a crowd of chuckling

juniors in the passage.
“Hail, mighty chief!?

Putty of the Fourth.

chortled

Threc Hailfpence

“One

brought him |

society on your track.

Have you gone potty 7 ¥
réepeated Tubby dramatically.

be successful in
alone could show!

a1

“Ow-ow-ow !’

““Ha, ha, ha!” 7
~ Tubby Mufiin rolled away dismally
imto the quadrangle with the laugh-
ing juniors. His brief -glory bhad de-
parted. Ile had been stripped of his
borrowed plumes. But apparently
he had not given up hope vet—not
quite. In the aquadrangle he sur-
prised Jimmy Silver & Co. by bestow-
ing upon them a fat wink.

“1 pulled his leg a treat, didn’t 2%
he asked. o

“Eh?  Whose
Jimmy Silver.

“ Bulkeley’s,” _

" Bulkeley’s!” exclaimed Oswalil.

Tubby winked again, though rather
feebly. |

“Yes. I—I'H bet he doesn’t believe
now that I'm the chief of the Rook-
vood Secret Society,” . he said.
“I've got to keep it dark, you know,
so [—I—]-—-—7

“ Are you keeping that up, then?”
roared Putty.

>

leg ?”  demanded

“Certamnly! It’'s the fact, yonu
know——"

“*The fact! Oh, my hat! You
awful, Iying, fat bounder !”

“Beware!” said Tubby Mufin.
“A word to my myrmdons, you

know, and-—— Leggo!”

“We've had enough of your myr-
midons, and of your thundering lies,
too.i” said Mornington. “Give him
the frog’s-march, and teach him to
tell the truth!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Collar him !

“Here, I ; sav,
Tubby Muffin.
ample of you.

leggo !” howled
“T'll make. an—ex-

I'll set the secref
Fll tell myv
myrmidons. T'll-— Yah-yoooooon !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” '

*Help 1

But there was no help for Reginald
Muifin. He was frog’s-marched under
the beeches, and finally bumped
down on the hard, unsympathetic
ground. ._

There the chuckling juniors left
him to consider himself, with 1ihe
varniig that any more “whoppers ”’
would lead to the same results.

Tubby Muffin linped away in
dismal-spirits, Ilis borrowed plumage
was gonce for good. The lmmelight
had passed from him. The Fourth
Form heard nothing more of Tubby’'s
terrible powers, or of his mysterious
myrinidons,

o
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The real identity of the Rookwood

Secret Sociely remained undiscovered.

Carthew thought on the subject till
his head ached, but without getting
any ‘‘forrader.” And provisionally,
ag it were, Carthew gave up bullying.

Meanwhile, he toock counsel with
his friends Knowies & Co. of the
Modern side, and the real memibers of

Tubby
his fuli

drew himseif up to
height. *‘“ Ask me
reared

the R.S.S. realised that they had to’
walk warilv, and they walked warily
accordingly. 'The campaign was not
over yet; but so far, at least, the
honours were with Putty of the
Fourth and Jimmy Silver & Co.
Whether they were to eventually
their project time

THE END,
(“The Death of the R.S.8. 1is a
fine, long, completez wyarn of the

chums of Rookwood School tn next
Monday's Boys’ FriexD.  Make a
point of reading it /)
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The ist Chapter.
Business First!
¢ Totier for vou, I'ranky!”

<Ok, good!” exclaimed Frauk
Dichards.

t'rank had just come down to
bireakfast at the Lawless Ranch. kHis
iaco brichtened as Bob Lawless tossed
a letter to him across the table.

T.etters for Frank, at the ranch,
were few and fav between. luxcept-
ing for his sister, at school 1n
Magland, and his father in India, he
had no regular correspondents,
though occasionally a letter came
from some old school-chum in the
Oid Country. They were very wel-
come when they came.  Frank
Richards was happy enough in hig
lome in the (Canadian West, but he
had by no means forgotten the land

of his birth.

“Not from your people, I'm
afraid.” said Bob. as he tossed the
fetter across. “The postmark’s
"Thompson,”

ifrank Richards' face fell.

“Oh. frora Thompson,” he said.
“What the thurmop dees anybody In
Thompsoun want to writo for? I don't
know the {ist.” he added, -glancing
ai the envelope.

““Not' from. Mr.
Rob. .

“Nos: it's not his hand—besides,
ha's gone from Thompson for good,”
said Prank. ¢ Ide hasa’t been heard
~t for a couple of weeks now, and
1’5 pretiy clear he's not coming back.
{'ve heard that his office has been
teken by a new man.”

“The ‘Thompson Press’ dian’t
ceme oul last week,” remarked Bob.
“ We shall niiss our local paper, if 1t’s
gone for good. But read your letter.”

i'rauk Richards |
envelope rather curiously. Now that
My, Penrose, the editor and publisher
of the * Thompson Press’ was gone,
he could not guess from whom the
totter might have come. Anybody in
Thompson who had anything to say
io him might have been expected to

Penrose,” said

ride over to the ranch to say 1it.

ITe unfolded the letter, and found
that it was typed, with @ business-
like looking engraved heading:

THE “THOMPSON PRESS.”

“Pear Richards,—Kindly call here
1 o’clock to-morrow morning, the

2
2ih.
“Yours truly,

‘“ A. B. CARTER.”

Frank Richards read that sueccinct
communicalion, and tossed it across
for Bob Lawless to read. Then he sat
down to his breakfast.

Bob Lawless whistled.

“To-morrow, the 12th—ihat’s to-
dav,” he remarked, ‘“and at eleven
in the morning—vou’'re m school at
eleven o'cloek,” ¥rank.”

Frank Richards smiled.

“A. B. Carter, whoever he 1is,
. appavently doesn’t know 1 go to
school.” he remarked. *‘““He will

lecarn.”

“You can’t go at eleven, unless you
ask DMiss - Meadows to let you oft
lessons at Cedar Creek.”
sssons at Cedar Creek.

“Which I'm not going to do,” an-
swered Frank. I don’t know who
the thump A. B. Carter may be, but
he doesn’t seem to have much sense.
ile should bave given me time for a
reply.”’ '

Bob looked thoughtful.

“Tt’s some new man who's taken
on Penrose’s office and paper,” he
satd. ‘1 know the office 1s taken—
Ponroze left no end of «debts in the
town when'he absquatulated, and his
props were scld at the sheriff’s sale.

opened the

—

ng Complete Yarn of Frank Richards & Co.!

This chap Carter must have taken on

the business.”
“ Looks like it,” said Frank.

““ Better be civil to him,” said Bob.
“ He may want you to go on with the
weekly story that you used to do for
Penrose. 1t would be a pity for that
to stop.”’

Frank Richards ncdded.

As a matter of fact, Fraunl was very
far from pleased at the sudden and
disastrous deémise of the local paper,
the “Thompson Press.” _

Mr Peunrose, editor, printer, and
publisher, had departed with great
suddenness, to elude the troubles
brought wupon ‘him by his peculiar
methods of conducting his business.
It transpired that he owed money up
and down Thompson—which did ot
surprise anvbody who knew Mr Pen-
rose. The sale of the few effects he
had left behind did not, probably,
satisfy all his creditors. There was a
hand-press—much the worse for wear
—a typewriter, still more seedy from
aze and careless use—a small stock of

paper, and a large accumulation, in

the shanty office, of odds-and-ends,
Press cuttings, cobwebs, and dust.

Mr. Penrose had been too strongly
addicted to the cup that inebriates as
well as cheers; he had been, also,
what Bob Lawless called a jay, and
what Frank Richards was compelied
to call rather a rogue. But I'rank
missed him and his paper.

It was true that Mr. Penrose had
nol paid promptly for I'rank’s contri-
butions to the paper; that sometumes
he had not paid at all. He owed
I'rank thirty dollars when he left.
But the schoolboy author had found

“a great deal of pleasure in turning out

his weekly story., and he was sorry
that the series had come to an end.
Like Othello, lfe found his occupation
aone.

All that remained to him, to remind
him of his early career as an author,
was the typewriter which had been
lent him by Mr. Penrcse—a rather
battered old machine, which Irank
had mended and tended till 1t was in
excellent working order. IP'rank
wonld reaily have been entitled to
keep the machine, in lien of the
dollars Me. Penrose owed himg for
literary work ; but he had returned 1t
to the office, to be sold along with the
rest of Mr. Penrose’s effects at the
sherift's sale. But Mr. Lawless had
kindly attended the sale and pur-
chased it, and ¥Frank Richards was
overjoyved one morning to find 1t on
the table in his room—his property
now. Bob Lawless, who took an
affectionate interest in his cousin's
literary career, wurged him to go
ahead, and try the Canadian maga-
zines—and ‘Frank Richards was turn-

ing that over in his mind—and stili

turning 1t over, when the letter
arrived from A. B. Carter.

Frank thought that letter
while he was eating his breakfast.

If A. B. Carter was carrying oun the
“Thompson Press,” Frank was more
than™ willing to carry on with his
series of school-stories, which had
been eagerly read by all the youth of
the Thompson Valley. His contribu-
tione had saved the paper irom
extinction once, by attracting a new
class of readers, which had doubled
the circulation. He had been the
entire ““staff ’ of the “Press.” And
now 1t seemed. to him probable that
the new  proprietor had decided to
carry on the only attractive featurc
of the paper; hence the request, or,
rather, command, for an interview.
But Frank Richards could not go to
the office at eleven in the morning,
that was certain. He was a schoolboy

first, and an author afterwaras.
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A Tale of the Chums of th
Backwoods School.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“ Miss Meadows might let yvou off,”
Bob Lawless remarked, as they
mounted their horses to ride to
school.

I'rank shook his head.

“1 can’'t ask her—bhesides, 1l’s nol
necessary. I'll trot over atier morn-
ing lessons. That will do. It will
have to, anyhow !”

And they rode off to school.

Vere Beauclerc met them, as usual,
on the trai! throuzh the timber. He
was shown
Carter.

‘“ Better go,” was Beauclerc’s

opinton. * Mms Meadows will let you
S & e
- . ° |
“PBat-——"" said ¥rani.

“ Mv dear chap, business first,”” said
teanclerce. ““ You don’t often ask Miss
Meadows for leave; and she’s sure to
gay ‘ Yes.' Go!”

“1 guess it’s two to one against
vou, I'rank !” said Bob, with a laugh.
“You've got to go!” |

“Well, T'IL ' go,” ' sa1d Frank,
“ After all, T'm rather curious to
know what A. B. Carter has to say.”

And as scon as the chums arrived

at Cedar Creek School, Frank
Richards sought vhe Caradian school.
mistress to prefer his rvequest for
leave that mornmng.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Very Efficient Young Man!
“Come m!”

‘Tt was a sharp, businesslike voice
tnat bade Frank Richards enter.

- H . : =
e came i,
There had been some changes in-

Mr., Penrvose’s shanty office siuce
Frank's last visit there. _

Me. Penvoze had been accustomed
to write, set up, and priant his paper
in one room, wuere he also took some

of his meals, and occasionally had a

** shake down " in a camp-bed. Some-

tirnes that room had been swept out
by a Chinaman, but not often, for

labour was dear in the Thompson
Valley.

Somebimes 1 had been swept
out by Mr. Penvose, but very seldom,
indeed.
coriter, dust had accumulated. De-
taced type had littered the plank
floor, which i1n several places had
rieeded repair. 3

Now all was changed.

A “lumber " addition to the shanty
had been run up, apparently as a
printing department, for the ancient

hand-press was no ionger visible. The

type-cases aiso had disappeared from

sight. "The fHoor was swept, and
coverad with lino from Gunten’s
store. Clobweps and dust had dis-

appeared, and there was a smell of
new paint. The old rickety bench
had been replaced by a desk, and at
the desk was a revolving chair, and
in the revolving chair sat a stout
voung man with a clean-shaven face, a
keen eye, and a brisk manner. There
was a stove near the desk, at which
the stout, brisk voung man was toast-
ing his toes. The revolving-chair
squeaked and revolved as the young
man whiried round to face his caller.

His penetrating eye seemed {o
pierce ¥rank Richards.

“ M. Cﬂ]ﬁ-{e{'?” aﬁlitﬁd Frank
politely.

“Correct !”’

“You asked me to call—"

“Quite so!”’ The brisk young man
was 8o very brisk that he did not give
Frank Richards time to finish. ¢ How
old are vou!” J

“0ldY” repeated F'rank, surprised
by the question. |

“Yep! Old?”

“ Kifteen.”

“* Strong ?”’

“ Fairly strong, 1 believe,’)
answered T'rank, more and more
surprised.  He did not see what his

the letter from ‘A. B.

stammered Frank.

Cobwebs had adorned every.

Price

physical strength had to do with con-
tributing to the “Thompson Press.”
It did not require a very exceptional
muscular development {o handle a

typewriter.

“Willing 7”

64 El_l ?.U'

“Willing ?” snapped the brisk voung
man,

““ T-——1 suppose so.’”

“No good supposing,” said Mr. A.
B. Carter tersely. “ Are you willing
or not?"”

“Yes!” gasped Trank.

““ Handy 2

** H-h-h-handy ?”

“Yep: handy! Yes or no?”

“T don’t quite see——""

““No need to see! I'm asking ques-

tions and you're answering them,
Are you handy o¥ are you not
handy ?”’ |

“Oh, yes!”

“You should have said so at first.
You've wasted time. I suppose you
know time 1s of value?”

“Certainly !”’

“In this office vou will find 1t so.
You will find efficitency in this office !”
satd Mr. A. B. Carter. ¢ LEfficiency,
that’s the word! If you're not going
to be efhicient there’s the door! Got
that?”

“ But—=""

“You're strong. willin®,  and
handy. How much money do you
RO :
want

“Th?”

“Money !”

“My hat! I—I mean, Mr. Penrose
used to give me ten dollars—"

““Cut i1t out!”

* Well, he did,” said Frank, staring
at the efficient young man, and won-
dering whether he was quite right in
his head. j
‘1 guess if Penrose gave you ten
dollars, it's no surprise that Penrose
slipped up in his business. I shall give
you three dollars.”

ifi'But______lj

“Take it or leave it!”

“I—1 haven’t thought about it.”
S I—T1 think——"
“Think about 1t while I'm talking.

This is a business office. No time to
chinwag. Wight in the morning g
“What?”

“Till six 1n the evening——"

11 ]3:}1?'}

“ Messages after that if required.”

“But o

“*Can you handle a hand-press?”

¢ Y"’es'?} _

‘-:Sﬂt t}'pe?”

“LUve helped Mr. Penrose set type.”

“Good! - 1 may raise vou to four
dollars 1if you're wuseful. You're
engaged !”’

“Engaged!” vepeated TFrank.

“Yep. Don’t stare! Goi any
character?”
. Character?”

“ Recommendation
employer?” -

‘“Great Scott, no!”

“If you worked for Penrose I'll
take that as suffictent, I guess 1l
give you a trial, anyhow. Now, begin
right here! Take a broom and sweep

{from previous

| out the printing works!”

“The—the printing works?”’

“Yep; the shanty adjoining.”

¢ Bllt"""‘"""” -. _

“1 haven’t engaged you to talk.”
The chair revolved again, and the
young man toasted his toes at the

stove, with his back to Frank
Richards, who stood and stared at
him helplessiy. Frank wondered
whether 1t was possible that an
escaped lunatic had landed i1n the
“Thompson Press ” office.

“Look here!” he began. “ look

LB

here, Mr. Carter

“.Cut 1t out!”

“But I want to say———"

“Say nothing !’ -

“That you can go and eat coke!”
roared Trank wrathfully. ¢ Good-
morning, you sily ass !”

He turned, and sirode to the door.
Then the revolving-chair
again, and - the brisk
looked at him.

“Stop !’ he rapped out.

I'rank Richards paused.

“Well?"

“You don’t want the job?” snapped

young

| the brisk young man. *

‘“dJob? What 10b?” howled Frank.
“T didn’t come here for a job, did
'[?!1

“What the thump did you come
for, then? Haven't you come in
answer to my notice up i Gunien’s

, 9D

Store, advertising for an office-hoy’
demanded Mr. Carter.

Frank Richards jumped. He under- |

stood now.

“You—you he  stuttered.
“Vou ass! I'm Frank Richards!"

“Oh Jerusalem!”

Mr. A. B. Carter realised his mis-
take mow. But for his extreme
efficiency he would not have made the
mistake. He had only needed to give
Frank time to put in a few words.
But Mr. A. B. Carter was efficiency
incarnate. In a brisk and snappy way

LB
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he wotild jerk on from one mistalke to
another,

“T guess I took you for the new
office-boy I'm esking for,” he said,
after a pause. -

“If yvou'd allowed me to speai—=="

““So you're Frank Richards?’ '

“Yes,"”

“You've come in answer to my
note?' "

“Yes I received it this morning,
and got leave from school.”

¢ School !” ejacuiated A. B. Carter.

“Yes, T go to Cedar Creek.”

“Holy smoke! Did Penrose let a
schoolbov write for his paper? INo
wonder it went up the flume !’

“It deoubled fhe cirenlation!” sawd
Frank warmly., * Mrv. Peunrose told
me that himself!”

“How many was it sellin’—two and
a half?”’ asked Mr. Carter derizively.
““1 found your address among Pen-
rose’s rubbish here, and I reckoned I
might want vou, I didn’t guess you
were a school kid!”

“Well, now you know!" said Frauk
grufily. * Good-morning!”

“Otop !’ rapped out A. B, Carier.
“ 81t down!”

He pointed to a chair wilh a
fountain-pen. I'rank Richards hes:-
tated a meoment ; he was anything but
favourably impressed by Myr. Carter.
But he sat down.

R ot roa e

The 3rd Chaptler,
Nothing Doing !

A. B. Carter stared meditatively
at Frank Richards. He was surprised,
and he was not pleased, by the ex-
treme vouth of his caller.  Probably,
if he had known that Frank Richards
was a schoolboy at Cedar Creek, La
would not have asked for the inter-
view, But he was in rather a dith-
culty, ke was a very brisk youug
man, with i1deas; he was going to
make the *Thompson Press ' boom;
it was to rise like a pheenix from s
ashes, and become the most influential
paper between tne Rocky Mountains
and the Pacific—all by the force of
Mr. Carter’s genius and ethciency.

But he wanted some assistance; and
he doubted whether there was mucu
literary abiiity {o b2 rounded up
the Thompson Valley.

Imported contributicns from Naw

Westminster or Vancouver woulid have

come too expensive, and so would tm-
ported contributors., Ile had to use
the material that was to hand—if ke
could.

In his®efficient wav he gave the
matter three seconds’ reflection, and
decided to turn I'rank Richards inside
out, as he would have expressed i, {0
see whether there was anything 1n
him. [t never occurred to him that
there was more in I'rank Richards
than 1n A. B. Carter multiplied by
any imaginable numeral.

Frank waited, not in too serena a
temper. But he was willing to coms
to terms if possible: so he waited.

“This gets my goat!” said Mr.
Carter at last, “Can’t understand
why Penrose put a school kid on hts
paper!”’

“He Lknew what hs
wanted,” suggested I'rank,

“Cut 1t out! I've looked at your
stuff in the back numbers. It's
not badly written——"

“Thanks!”

- “But I'm changing the policy of
the paper,” said Mr. Carter, with ar
immportant air. He might have beeit
sttting at the editorial desk of the
“Times ” by his manner. ‘A com-
plete change of policy.”

b Oh EH
" Mper. Carter

readars

““This school stuff
smiled derisively, *1I'm chalking that
out!”

“Oh e

““SBure! Now, what can you do?"

“T’ve written school stories, becausa

revolved | T know all about that, and can do
man .

it,”’ explained Frank. ‘1 can’t wriio
novels—yet, at any rate.”

“T'll give you a trial on a feuille-
ton.”

‘““ A which?”

“ A  serial, Something gaudy—
something that will make the reader
buy the next number. Go home now
and turn out the first instalment, and

| bring it to me this evening—say, hve

theusand words.”

“My only hat!”

“Put some punch in it! TI'll give
vou an idea for the varn,” said Mr.

(farter. ““1t's got to bite, you under-
stand! Man with two wives——""

““ What?"

““ Poisons one - of them with fiye.
papers——"

S Hh1"”

“ Shuts the other up in a holiow
tree——""

“ Great-Socott!”

““ And then elopes——

¥rank Richards rose to his feef, and
held up his hand to stop Mr. Carter’a
flow of ready invention.
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confidently.
A boozy old galoot,
how
Lhadn’t the sense of a blind burro
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Frank Richards interviewa the new proprietor of the Thompson Press.”’

“That will do!”” he said. “‘I can’t

write rot like that!”

“Rot!l” ejaculated Mr. Carter

“Yeq, silly rot!” said the young
anthor ChEG}_flﬂly. ‘“ Besides, 1t’s

vrong to write such’ stuff, decent
-peoplb doi’t do such thing st If vou
want sensational and undeau 1ubb13h
vou can get some boozy bounder from
the Red Dog saloon to scribble 1t for

vou! Good-morning!™

I‘Luuh Richards walked out of the
aoffice with that, heedless ot further
wn‘:ml\% from Mr. Carter.

Frank mounted his horse, and rode
AWAaY down Main Street, with a frown
on his brow. But as he came out mto
tha trail his brow cleared, and he
hovst into a laugh.

Mr. Carter was the first specimen he

ad met of the modern efficient young
_ma,n, and he. dld not think much of
I,

He had very strong doubts w heiher
that bright young man would mak
a success of reviving the defunct local
paper. Mr. Penrose, with all his
weaknesses, had given his limited

public what the}’ wanted—which 1s

mall} the begmning, middle, and end

of an editor’s business.

Mr. Carier evidently intended to
give them what he 1h0urfhu they
udntcd or what he thounht they
onght to w ant—qmte o, different thing.
L-'nded only by the light of his own
penius, 1b was quite probﬂ,ble that the
hvisk - yvoung man would take the
wrong turning.

'The %ﬂlmo‘boy uth\Gr-—-all school-
boy now, and no author--arrived at
Creck as the {fellows were
coming out 0{' school, and his chums

10INe >d him. at once, eager to know

the result of the interview.

“It's a  wash-out!” explained
Frank. “The ft,llow”s a 130111 idiot,
I

and doesn’t know 1t!
And he gave a descripltign of the

t"Lx”Oliﬂ.l 111t91'uew

“Pao bad!? said Bob Laless.
“Then youre not scribbling any
more?”

“Not at present,” aid Franlk, wi 1{h
3 --‘El'(hf‘l" Wry, smlle. “T’'m {‘Gllﬁ}i"h«
not going to try writing the muek he
uam : I should be ashamed to see it
in print! I’ll give the typer a resi—
oy, rather, Il lend it to Chunky.

'\“Jhy shouldn’t  Chunky have a
chance?”
“*Ha, ha, hal”

|
|
|
|

P11 try again when A. B. C'a,rtm" |

clears out,”’ added Frank. * He won’t
]a it lonﬁ I think; he’s too jolly
efficient! When he’s gone, perhaps
some chap with more sense will come
along:’’

(;nﬂﬂ]
L—JO&‘FIILA‘ look
hand to him.
-+ Hallo. Chunky

“T've heen udnimfr {o see you,
citd Chunky. “I want your type-
wiiter.”’

o] T 5 i

“It’s no use to you
Chunky Todgers, blinking at him.
“Vow old Penrose has vamoosed
vou’re left, ain’t you? But the typer
will come 1n useful. -T want it.”

“My hat'!” said 1"1,.111!{; |

“Thmes a4 new man in Penrose’s

Todgers came up with a re-
a3 Frank waved his

13

how,” said

ofiice,” continued Chunky. * Man
named Carter, a fat johnny, awfully
husinesslike. 1 called to see him

vesterday, and took him a lot of my
manuseripts.”’

“Poor chap!” said Bob. “You
night have gone a bit easier with a
;:ul rim and a stranger, Chunky. ™

Chunky Todgers snifted.

“Fo looked at my stuff)’”
on.

“Did he have a fit?”

“No, you ass, he didn’t!” howled
(_,.hn.nlsy. “He ‘said that only type-
written sindf  could  be considered.
Awfully businesslike. That’s how
they are m the big new spaper_o offices,
vou know, Hast. So I want Frank’s
typer.”’ .

“But I want it!” said Frank mildly.

“It’s no use to you. Carier won't
look at your stuff!” said Chunky
“You see, Penrose was
and didn’t know
when 1t rained. - He

73

' e went

{to . go 1n

'That’s how he came to take your

::-;mff you know’

loops,

| wail, for th

“Oh, was it?” ejaculated Frank.

Chunky nodded.

“Yes, that’s it. You see, you can't
write. I'm sure vou must remember,
Richards, that I’W_a told vou a lot of
times 3011 can’ t Hxi'e ¢

“1 remember,” zaia Frank, laugh-
mng.

“Now 1 can,” resumed Chunky.
“T'm not bragging about 1t, you
know. Writing 15 a gift, and 1
happen to have the gift. Penrcse
couls ‘ln’t see 1t. He was a rveal jay,
yvou know! No sense at all. Now he's
gone, and there’s a new editor, now’s
my chance. See? T only want a
*vpm to turn out the awf“—-——-’

“No other gquahification necessary:
asked Beauclerc.

“I've got all the other qualifica-
tions,”” expiamed Chunky. ¢ Liaterar;
ab: lltv, a graphic style, “OPderfnl
dc.:f‘llp ive powers, apd all that. Al
I want now 1s Frank’s T}per Of
course, I'm going to pay for it. How
mueke will you take for it, Frank?”

“But if you want to b‘wy one you

42
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GEENG, GOING, GONE!

Jerusalam A gasped Bcbh.

o= s iy

one to be sent from Kam-
~ said Frank. - s
“Nunno! You see, they wouldn’t
e money until I'm paid for
my literary work.” ..
“Oh, my only hat!

that ¥ |
“Yep! You won't have to wait
long. Carter will simiply jump at my
e *y
stuil

“How do you know

can order

Am I to do

“Oh, he’s the 1real goads, you
know !¥ '
“Ha, ha! Well, T'll lend you the

typer, Chunky !’ .

“Good mar*! satd Chunky. “I'm
sorry for you, Rie }m;ds—xe(},‘ OFTY
but I always told yeu you couldn’t
write, didin’t 1?7 You couldn’t expect
anybocty but old Penrose to print your
stuff! Too weak, wvoun know—too
rotten., 1f you don’t nund my being
candid !”’

“Not at all,” sard Frank.

“ Mere tlaqh then, since you: as
my opiniton !” said the ‘candid Ch ;.mk y.
“Not at all Ho I shou}d write !V

“That’s true, I hope,” said Frank.

‘" T’'ll ride home with vou to-might,
and cairy . off tho' iyper,” sard
Chunky.” “I'll begin at once: and

I’ve precious hitle ‘doubt that Carter

will jump at my stuff!”’
“1 beliove he’s almost idiot enough
for even that!” assented Frank.

L |
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‘“* Herre ycu are, Bob Lawless ! °’ sho utecd Mr. Qunten.

The: fat and oily My,

- Spruce

THE BOYS F‘RIFI\D

To which Chunky 'i'e.ugers- replied
only with a snift,

Dmm the next two or three days
Chunky T(mgeu beeme:* to be walk-
g on air, when Frank Richards &
Co. saw hhmm at Cedar Creek.

Evidently  Chunky was in creat
form and high feather., Asl {cls! “how
his Iiterarjﬁ work was progressing, he
repliedd ipat 1t was tf)ploto‘l and
farrly lollmfr off the. typer n sur-

prising quantities. ©On Hfatﬂrctav 119,
was qamg €0 dazzle A. B. Carter with
1t in his office.

But on Monday, Chunky, hke
Lacifer, Son of the Mormmg, had
fallen from his high estate. He

looked quite glocmy when the (hm’m
found him in the playground thag
dav. _
“ All O.K.?? asked Bob Lawless.
Chunky shook a disconsolate head.
“That fellow Carter’s a {raud!’” he
said. “ He looks business ke enoun'l
but he’s as big a jayv as Penrose was.”’
CHow’s that?’?

“Bay’s my stuff is no good!” said:

Chunky warmly.
"‘Hﬂ.. ha, ha!”
“I’'ve brought your
here, R zcha.d

pesky typer
s: veu can take 1t home
'mtl you ! said Chunky Todgers
m-mnl edlv, “I'm going to treat that

iy u‘alorf Carter with coutempt. I
“]13 n't take him any more stuff !’

Whereat Frank Richards E‘l]lll‘_?d,
but forebore comment.

The 4th Chaptler.
A Very Unexpected Bargain!
‘“Hallo! What’s on?”’
It was a Saturday, a few
later, and IFrank Richards

& Co.

were riding into Thompson to visit

Gunten’s Store. On their way they

weeks

Price

C'uliﬂl. had hought up the defunct
“Press ”’ for a mere song, Hltendm
to work @t up into a blg thing Uy
sheer ability and efhciency. Some
thing seemed to have gone wrong,
somehow. Perhaps there had been
too much efficitency. At all events,
the circulation had pgone down in-
stead of up; all the younger genera-
tion 1n the valley lost their interest
in “the paper when the school story
1o Jonger appeared, and an exciting
“ feuilleton,” which dea.lt thrilhngily
with mudc forgery, and divoree,
had failed to fill the gap. Mr.
Penrosge had rubbed along somechow
on a small cireulation, and Mr.
Carter found himself rubbing along
on & still smaller one. He discovered
—iather too late—that there wasn't
really room for extensive new -;")a,p{'
expansion m the Thompson Valley.
But the brisk yvoung man had been
far too efficient to look before he

lecaped.  Hence the sale netice on
the office wall, and hence Mr,
Gompers Gunten, fat and florid,
hammer 1 han Ll addressing the
grinning crowd,

“In one lot, gentlemen,” said
My, Gunten., | “Going—going! A

very valuable lot; the only local
newspaper nearer than Kamloops!
First-rate printing press,
paper, type-case, new roll-top desk
and revolving (*hau, office standing
in its own ground, new :ah'mfy—-——I
mean, printing-works! What offers,
gmltiemen——_what offers?”

¥ T{‘Il cents!” came from Dry
Billv Bowers, and there was a loud
thml te after this humorous oﬁ:;nt

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen ‘T'his
splendid - property-—"’

“I'I WO dc}llar 1 called out Buster
Biil.
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¢ The * Thompson

Press’ is now yours at the small price oi two hundred dollars!?® ‘ Great

to r-oost

had to pass the office of {he
“Thompson PI‘@&E,” and they drew
1in their horses as they saw a crowd

gathered before the building.

“Something’s onl!” remarked
Beauclere. “That's' = Old - Man
Gunten on i!:-e tith:”

“By pgum! An  auction!” ex-

claimed Bob.

The chums of Cedar Cleek halted.
Gunten, of
Gunten’s Store. was mounted on a
cack ontside the newspaper ofhce,
with a hammer in hig hand, evidently
acting as auclioneer,
Thompson eitizens who had gathered
round were grinning. - On the wall

f the office, by the door, was pasted.

a large notice, announcing that the
office, its mnhnts, the paper, and the
“goodwill 7 were for sale - that
Saturday morning, in one *‘‘lot.”

“Caum hasn't had a very long
run,” said Bob ' Lawless, laughing.
“He hasn’t stuck 13 out so long as
Penvose did.”

Evidently, Mr. Carter's career as
editor in the Thempson Valley had
come to a termination. Mr. A. B.
Cartex could be "seen. ab the office
window, but he did not loock so
and seM-satistied as on - the
oceaston of Frank’s interview with
him, This moming hig 'sharp
countenance had a gloomy cast. Mr

Most of the

Bob.

His htt!e joke Iin m.nnmg Nir. Isaacs up i the bidding had come home

“Ha, ha, hal’
‘“Three doll aH' 2
‘“ And ten cents!’

“Ha_\e your ]_ttl_e joke, gentle-
men,” said  Mr. Gunten. “The
Ires e*xe price, I don’t mind telling
vou, is one hundred dollars, Now,
then, what offers?”

- “My hat!’  murmured Frank
Ric 1md “If 1t goes for a hundred
- dollars, il’s cheap enough, you
fellows. But I suppose nobody in

Thompson wants to try his hand at
running & rnewspaper.’’

“Hundred and five!”” came {rom
My, Isaaes, leaning from his office
window a few doors up the street.

“Hundred and five I am offered!”
said Mr. Gunten. *‘ What improve-
ment cn'a hundred and five dollars,
gentiemen, for this splendid pro-
perty?”

“Hundred and six!
] oh Lawless.

12 ealled out

- Mr. Gunten glanced at him and
nodded.

‘“ Hun (.119(] and six dc:)llars I am
f:rf’rm o |

‘And ten!” came from Mr. JTsaacs.
“Hundred and twe_qty'{ chirruped

“Bobh, vou ass!” murmured Frank.
“You'll get it knocked down to you
if you don’t look out!”

Bob Lawless grinned.

stock of.

T hree Halipence
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“All serene,” he answered. “You
know old Isaacs; he will never let
himself be beaten. He's grim death

on a bargain. It's

‘ rather g joke to
run him up.? |

“And  Akty!” - called . out Mr.
Isaacs, with a pecubiar glance at Bob
Lawless, ,

“Hundred and sixty!”” hooted
Bob.

“Go it, voung Lawless!” roared
Buster Bill.” “Don’t let the sheeny
beat you!l”

Mr, Isaacs’ black eyes glittered

over his prominent nose.
“Hundred and ninety !” he rapped
out.
“Two hundred!” chuckled Bob.
“Two hundred dollars I am offered

for this handsome 1“ operty !’ said
Mr. Gunten cheeril “Now, gents,
don’t be backw ‘%ul 111 coming for-

ward. Two hﬂmhed dollars for a

properly worth
“Two hundred cents!”
Dry Biily.

“Ha ha ha!”
“Worth a thomaud.,,]f

fﬁt?TjECiCti

t’s worth

a Continental red cent!” said My,
Gunten. |

“Then I guess 1t i:n’'t worth a
cent.” ;

“Going—gomg! I am offered two
hundred dollars—*  Mr. Gunten
glanced towards Mr.- Isaacs. * Did
you say two fifty, Mr. Isaacs?”

“No, I did not!” answered Mnr,

Isaacs sourly.
Bob Lawless was grinning cheenily,
but the grin suddenly faded off his

sunvurnt face.

Mr, Gunten’s eye was on him.
“Two hundred dollars!
advance on two hundred dollars?
(xoing—going—gone! Young Laws-
less, you are the owner of this hand-
some property at the ridiculous price

cf two hundred dollars.” |
“Great Jerasalem!” gasped Beb
Lawless. ‘
He blinked at Mpr. Gunten.
Thatgentleman stepped down from

&]IV

| the cask, after a rap of his hammer,

his business ev idently done for: the

day.

Bob sat his horse as if frozen to the

dedle

Not the remotest 1dea had enim e
1115 mind of becomnng tlie purchaser
of the ‘‘Thompson Press’” and its
printing outfit; he had been running
up the bidding by way of a joke on
Mryr. Isaacs, who was reputed to be
very close with his money. The
biter had been bit, with a vengeance.

The crowd was already dispersing,
the auction being over. Mr. Gunten
beckoned to the hapless purchaser.

“Kindly step inside, Bob Lawlesas,
and finish ihe transaction, will you?
spot cash.”

“ But—but I—"

Bob Lawless had, m the wide
world, aboutl thivty dollars to call his
own. His face was the nicture of
dismay.

Frank pressed his arm.

“PDon’t worry, Bobh——" =
“But—but I ecan’t! . Oh. Jeru-
Sd](‘l‘ﬂ crickets !V gasped Bob. '
‘We can stand it between us. I've

ot some tin :n the bank, you know.”

“But—but you can’'t! You—ycu
shan't 25 R
o Can't - be 11e]pod now,”’ said
1 Frank., “You've bought the dashed
thing, vou ass! It s got to be paid
for. - Mr. Gunten, we’'re going along
to the bank. Back in ten minutes.”
Y Donr’t: be lenwer)” smd . Mr.
Gunten.
“But—but, ' Frank, old ' chap,”’
gasped Bob, “you can’t waste your
MoNney—your savings i

‘“I dare say we can sell the hlesﬁed
thing agamn for somethmg,” gaid
Frank, as cheerfully as he conld.
“Anjyl ow, the bargain’s made, and
it’s got to be paid for. Come on!”

“Oh dO&I 1” groaned Bob. His
little joke on Mr.

Isaacs had come
home to roost in the moest unpleasant
way.

But there was no help for it NOW.
Frank Richards drew the required
sum from the Thompson Bank, and
the chums returned to the “Prcea

office. = Thero tho money was pail =l
over, and - the *“aplendid property ~

assigned t{o three pmmms——-l_‘ra,nk
Richards, Vere Reauclere, and Bob
Lawless Mr. A. B. Carter gladly

Ll{efﬁd the two hundred dolla}‘
and shook the dust of the Thomp: son
Valley from lis feet doubtless seek-
ing some wider «,Dhe‘re where there
would be more room for his gemius
and efficiency. Mr. Gunten, having
pocketed his fee, rolied back to his
store quite satisfied.

And the chums of Cedar C‘meh—q
newspaper -proprietors now-—sat n
the (]QSE‘I ted office, and starcd at one
another |

' THE END.

-

‘-ri ' ”

(“ The SC?BOU”)UJ Editor ™’ 1'.5 7
fine, long, complete tule cf Frank
Riclhards & (o, You must read it 11
next Monday’s BoYs FRIEND.)




