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The 1st Chapter.
Tubby’s Latest.

Bang ! o

All the fellows in the junior
Common-room at Rookwood lecked
round and fixed their eyes on Tubby

Muffin.

Reginald Mufiin of the Fourth—
generally known as Tubby, on acoount
of his eircumference -had enteved the
Common-room and slammed down a
bux on the table with an emphatic
bang. No doubt that bapg was n-
tended to draw general attention upon

Reginald. At all events, 1t did so.

Some of the fellows looked at the
box. Ii was an oblong wooden box,
with & locked lid and a narvow slif in |
the top of the lid. It looked like
a money-lox. Not n very uﬁe‘hllt
article to Tubby Muffin, who never
had any money. |

“Well, what's the game, Tubby?"
inguived Arthiy ldward Lovell.

“That's the collecting-box,"{ an-
nouncetl Twbby., “T'm tuking & col-
leciion in the Fourih,”

“YWhat on earth for’” demanded
Jimmy. Stlver,

“ Ror poor old Mosseo.” l

“What " exclaimed a dozen voices.

Tubby Muffin sounted » chair to

address the sm'r‘i'laetl crowd of Fourth
Y

Form'and Bhe WS )
Tee ‘2 ail
s N i "9~

+r

"321:1&0!:@1," roarad Tubby, ainid
latlghtor!, “you are ull avare that our
rospected Mrench wmaster, Monsieur
gio.r’lceau, has boen down with the

U8

‘:No need for you to tell us what
we're aware ofy? remarkad Newcome,
“ Begsides, lie’s out of sanny now.”

* Monsieur Monceau is going away ;

from Rookwood for a fow weeks, to
get a_change after his illness,” went
on Tobby, I hear that another
boast—1I mean, another French master ‘
—ig taking his place for the rest of ‘
the terni, Now, you fcllows know that |
poor old Mossoo i= pretty hard up.” |

“No bizney of yours!® growled
Lovell.

“It’s the business of all of us, in
the circumstances,” suid Tubby Muffin
firmly. “Maossoo is a good chap. He
never makes us work like the othor
masters do. Compare him with Mr.
Dalton, for example. He isn’t half
such a beast.”

“Ha; ha, ha 1”

“He’s going away Jor a heliday.
Wa know he's hazd up, or he wouldn 'y
wear the clothés he does. Frenel |
masters dlways are hard up, 1 be- |
ligye,”” “suid Tubby, *Aunyhow, old
Monceau is awifully poor. "Well, I'm
going to take a collection for him.”l
..;‘ You silly onl!” exclaimed Jimmy |
Silver. |

T think it's up to ns. The thing
will be done delicetely, of course,”
said Tubby Muffin.  “The money

taken in this box will be changed into
a banknote. It will be slipped into
his hand at parting; as a token of the
respech of the Lower School. Sealed
up in an envelepe, you know. If it
comes to ten pounds, we'll make it a
tenner. T rely on you fellows for a
fiver at Jeast. Sea?” |
' Ha,ha, ha 1 {
“Tt's .not a laughing matter,” said
Tybby Muffin warmly. “We all owe |

2 lot to Mossoo. He mever asks for
impots. When lio takes us in deten- I
tion he lets us do practicelly what we |
like. Can you say thet of any other |
master at Rookwood—Dalton, or My, |
Greely, or Wiggins, ot uanybody? |
You can cackle as much as you like,
but I think it’s our duty to stand

%-m‘dd not bg 1ong m arriving ab ils

by Mossco at this—this—ihis auvs-
picious moment——"

“Ha, ha, ha !>

“ At this—this crisis in his carcer,”
said Tubby, ' growing eloguent.
“Bome of you fellows have a lot of
mouney. ythe, for instance, and
Conroy—Ilots of yon. THyery fellow is
expected to coutribute according to
his means.”

“ And who'll see that the jelly old
token reaches Mossoo?” inguired
Morninglon.

“That’s all right! The matter will
bo entirely in my hands.” ‘

“Ta, ha, ha !’ vodred the juniors.

“Tt will be safe in my hands, I
suppose I howled Tubby.

“Qafo to stick there!” grinned
Putty Grace.
“¥fa; ha, hat"

Tubby Muffin glared indignanily at
the Rookwood juniors. Jimmy Silver
& Co. chuckled, Many and various
wera the methods by which Reginald
Mufin was wont to seck to raise the
wind when he was bhard up—as he
generally was. But taking a collec-
tion for a Rookwood master was
really something new.

That Monsieur Monceau, however
impecunious Ie might be, would
refuge to touch such a token of regard
wae fairly certain. And that the casly
would never reacly him 3f it passe
hylsefat hands wits al
. HORT Ay, o

destination. /Possibly Tubby's inten- ’
lions were good, Bk it was cortain |
that the inner Tubby weuld be too |
strong for liis good intentions once he |
found himseli with eash in his hands. I

“Yany, this 1s2’t a laughing matter,

ou silly chumps I’ exclaimed Muffin.
i '

It's jolly serious i

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“We're bound to stend by a good
sort like old Mossoo ab this suspicious
—I mean, auspicious—moment. It
will buck him immensely to know
how much we think of him.” Tubby
Muflin descended from the chair.
“Ndw, stop cackling, yon fellows, and
roll };ip and contribut:é Shove in as
much ag you ecan. urrency notes
will be best.” i e

“Ha, ha, hal*

“But half-crowns and shillings will
be welcome, and coppers will not he |
despised,” suid Tubby. “Walk up! |
Cackle as much as you like, byt shove |
in your spare cash. Tt's up to you ! |

And Tubby Mopfu, leaviug tho l
collecting-box on the tahle, walked
across t0 an armchair and plumped
down,

There was » tipple of laughter in
the Common-rpo,

Apparently FTubby Muffin expected
to see the Rookwood jumiors drop |
their spare cash into the slit of the
collecting-box. FHis expectations were
not likely to be realised.

“I'm waiting for you fellows!” he
said, with dignity.

““Ha, ha, ha IV

“You've got lots of oof, Smythe.
It’s vp to you to in 17

Adolphus  Smythe of the Shell
chuckled. T6 was true thai he had |
plenty of moncy. But it was not
likely that any of Smythe’s ample
enpply of cash wounld find its way into
Tubhy Muffin's fat hands, |

“Up ta me, 35 62" asked Adolphus. |

*Yeas. CGotEl™ |

“Well, 1 don't mind starting the
ball vollin’,” said Smythe of the Shell,
with a wink {o the juniors near him.

Hao walked up to the table, and his
hand hovered over the box.

Clink

He stood between PTnbby and the |
box as hie made his contribution; so, |

(Author of the Tales of Rookwood appeariny in the “ Popular.”)

A mystery develops af Rookwood with the
coming of a new French master to the school!

| caught on in a way that Lubby Muffin

| Tubby hoped so, at least.

Congues?;

vaturally, Tubby could not see that
it was a trousers button thab Bniyihe
of the Shell dropped m through the
slit. Tubby leard the clink as it fell |
in, and smiled with satisfaction.

“Now, then, you fellows, Smythe's
sob you an example,” he said en-
couragingly.

“Ha, ga, ha 1

Adolphus Smythe’s emilpla wae fol-
lowed. Nobody haed any#ash fo spare
for Tubby’s collection, but plenty of
fellows had odd buttons or other
valueless odds and ends, and they
were quite willing to pub them in the |

| satisfaction.

his arm. A roar of laughter followed |
him. Two or three fellows looked
out after him, to see whether he
headed for Mr. Dalton’s study. He
didn's. Hs headed for the stairs.
Tubby Muffin was heading for his
own study, and the contents of thab
box, if in the form of cash, were
much more likely to be changed for
jam-tarts at the tuckshop than' for
anknotes to be presented s a part-
ing token of cstcem to Monsieur
Moneeau.

The Znd Chapler.
Hidden Treasure.

Reginald Muffin placed the money-
box on his study table, and con.
templated it with fat and smiling

The hox was so heav¥ that it had
heen quite an exertion for Tubby to
carry it up to the Fourth Form
pussage.

He groped in his pocket for the
key with a dazzling prospect of
sudden wealth dancing before his
eyes. Such a waight, even in coppers,
could not work onf af less than some
pounds. And if there was a good
proportion of shillings and florins and
hali-orowns, the sum contained in the
money-box was dazzling to contem-
plate, It was a large money-box,
and it was full almost to the Iid.

“Ripping !  murmured Tubby.
“Topping !  Splendid! Fancy the
fellows playing up like that! Of
course, they know they ean trusé me.
That's what comes of being a really
straightforward chap.”

And then Tubby felt a slight

TS

‘ ‘flﬂ!ji'l.*f

Ninety-five per cent for “ex-
penses  was a large pereentage, oven
for a charitable colleciion. Bub
Reginald Muffin feli that that would
be ahout right.

“ After all, if Mossoo gets five per
cont for nothing he’s doing well aut
of my stunt,” said Tubby aloud. “I
think he’s jolly lueky myself. I hope
he’ll be properly grateful, but you
never can toll. I've come across &
lot of ingratitude in my time”

“Ha, ha, ha't?

Tubby Mullin, with the key of the
money-hox in his hand, started, qmi
stared round. Half a dozen grinning
faces wero looking in at the doorway
of Study No. 2.

Pubby waved a fat hand af thewm.

“ Don't you fellows buté in!” he
exclaimed. “I'm busy. Tm just
going to count it up.”

“HMa, ha, hat* .

“Nothing o cackle at" said
Tubby. “This is a business matter.

| Tm very careful in money matters.

I'm going to account for the money
ic the last farthing.”

v ¢3Wall, let's see you open it
grinned Lovell, -

“Tet's 1" chorused the juniors.

Tubby did not unlock tho box.

He wos keen to foast his eyes upon
his ill-goiten gains, but not in public.
The other fellows were equally keen
to watch Tubby's face when he saw

his 'collection. They felt that
Tubby's espression would be enter-
taining.

“0Oh, got out, you chaps!” urged
Tubby. g;?I hav!eyto attend to busi-
ness matters like this in private™

“Ha, ha, hal” B

“¥ou mesn you don’t want us to
know that you're going to pinch
Mossoo's collection !” grinned Raby.

“ Nothing of the sort!” exclaimed
Tubby indignantly. *Mossoo ; will
recoive every penny he’s entitled to
after ['ve deducted my pervcentage for
expenses.” M

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the junjors.

“0h, don’t capkle! Get out!”

IN PURSUIT !

him 1" yoared Lowall,

Tubby Muffin fairly bolted from the study with |
the mongy-box clutched in his -hs.nds.u e
. Instantly thers was a rush of juniors in
pursyit of Tubby Muffin and the monoy-box. |

 After

collecbion.  Indeed, the collection
had never dreamed of anticipating.
Fellows left the Common-room,
apparently to feleh loose cash, and
thoy came back and shipped things
into the box, clinking.

Tubby Muffin sat in the armchair
and smwiled a fat smile of happy satis-
faction.

Every minufe or lwo something
was atlded to Hhe collection, unﬁ
Tubby began fo dream golden
dreams.

Merningion lifted the box at lasi,

and weighed it in his hands. The
contents ratbled and clinked.

“Tull up, Tubby!” announced
Morny.

“0Oh, good I gasped 'Enhby.

“T feney it won't hold any more,”
said Jinuny Silver. “Yon'd hetter
take it to Mr. Dallon, Tubby, and ask
him to change what'’s in it for bank-
notes.”

Tubby detached himself from the
armehair,

“Right-ho!” he said cheeelully.

He iook the box from the table. It

| aquarter for nothing, and I had io

was very heavy, and "Wubby’s eves
fairly gleamed over it Jf only
coppers were in the box, the sum in-
side must be a2 goodly one. And
surely a good proportion of the cop-
tents mmuet have bheen in  silver, |

“Thanks for volling up like -this,
you fellows I he exclaimed. “¥You've
sportsmen, you are, really. Of course,
1 knew you'd play up! Thanks all
round I’

Tubby Muffin walked out of the |
Common-room with the box under |

twinge mn his fat conscience. The
collection had been faken for Mon-
sieur Monceau, and already Tubby
was regarding it as his own.

He hesitated,

“After all, a chap's entitled to
expenses,” he mmrmored. Y Expenses
are always paid out of charitable col-
Iections, and very often there isn’t
anything lefy after the expenses are
paid. That's guite common, I
believe,
cent for expenses. 'Phat’s half for
Mosson and half for e

What “exponees ” Tubby had been
put to it would rather have puzzled
him to say, but be liked the word.
The word expenscs, like charity,
covers a multitude of sins. 5

“Hhet’s a pood idea,” murmured
Tubby.. “But considering all ihe |
trouble F've had, perhaps I ought to |
pub the expenres at seventy-five per
cent. After all, Mossoo will get his |

think of the wheeze, and make the
fellaws shell out. Tt was my eloquence |
that did it, added to my heing well-
known ae a straight and honourable
fellow that could be trusted with
money. Reslly, T think if Mossoo
gets ten per cent he will be deing
jollv well. Even {ive per vent——" i

Tubby Mufin had a consajence. It |
worked, though parhaps it did not ‘
work full time

He felt that ke could not bag the
whale sum. Tven the fatuous Tubby
realised  that that would be too
Nthiak‘!l
After a little cogitation. he de-
ded upon five per cent for Monsieny |
,\fﬂI;t'L‘ﬂ.L‘x.

Bupvose we say ffty por |

Tnstead of gotiing out the hilarious
| juniors got . They surrounded the
| table and the money-hox.” i
| “Tot's seo it opened,” porsisted
| Lovoll.
| “Wes, rather!”

“Qpon it, Tubby!” y

“We wanbt to ecount i up, you
know 1" chortled Futhy. “1 know
gou |l be surprised, Tubky, when yor
see whaot's in that box.” 2

_'m,m.,_}é;‘!_” : ;
ta iy pool ‘LWWWE
solved wot to open the hos in the

presence of a crowd of the' Fonrth.
Tolby was not bright, but he was

bright encugh fo kuow what the
Classival Fourth would think of
ninety-five per cent for “expenses.”

“Y.ook here, you chaps—"

“Opon the box!” roared Arthur
Bdward Lovell ,

“She'n’t! [ toll you—o

“Let's open it for him
gosted Oswald, i

“Good ege!” exclaimed Lovell
“T'1l get the poker,” i
| “Ha, ba, hald '
| Publy MuHin made a sudden clutch
at the box, grabbed it up from tlie
table, and faivly belted from the
study with it. Clink, clink. elink!
vang the contents of the box as
T'ubby raced out into the Wourth
Fonn passage. }

“ After him 17 roared Lovell.

“Tla, ha. ha!” i
| There was a rush in pufsuib of
| Tubby Muffin, ; -

The fat Classical rushed for .the
skairs, with ihe hilarious juniors en
| his track. On the landing Lovell
caught him by the collar and jerked
him bacle.

SUg-

“Now, you fai fragd-—"
“Yooop!?

Crash !

The mecnepber escaped from

Tubby's hands and went creshing

| down tho slaircase.

With baug on bang it.volled {fromn
step to sten, the confenis rattliug
and ringing and clinkiug with a ter-
rific din. ’ i

“Oh dear!” gasped Tubby. 0L
doar I .

“Blosg my soul! Tt was a desp,
fruity voice from the Tower landing,
the voice of Mr, Horaco Grecly. the
plimp aud portly master of the Fifth
nt Rookwood. “Bloss my
What—what—what is thjs?¥

Tubby Muifin jerked hinsolf free
from Leovell and fairly raced down the
stairs,. On the next landing M.
Grreely was stending, with a surprised
countenance, holding in bis hands the
woney-box, which had rolled to his
feet, and which he had picked up in
great ustonishment.

“What—vhat—what—""" the sur-
pised Form miaster was repeating.

Tubby panied up.

Pass the good news on! There's some more Bumper Stories coming in the good old “ Green *Un ™!
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“That’s mine, sir1”

“Oh, my hat!” murmurad Lovell,
on the landing abave. “It's old
Greely! Befter leave him fo i !”

And the Fourth-Formers faded
away along their passage, leaving
Tubby Muffiz to settle the matter
with the master of the Fifth,

The 3rd Chaptler.
Called ta Acopunt.

Mz, Greely, helding the heavy
money-box in his plump hands, stared
at Tubby Mufiin,

Tubby eyed him breathlessly, He
could barely resist snatching at the
box; bui it was impracticable, of
course, to snatch at a box held in the
angust fingers of a Form master. Bup
anxiety thrilled Reginald Muffin fram
one fat end to the other.

Certainly, as the money-box was
his property, Mr. Greoly ocught io
have handed it over without a word.
But as Tubby knew from dismal ex-
perience, with Form masters you
never could tell, They were a very
uncertain roce at the very best, and
generally beasts.

“It’s mine, sir!” gasped Tubby.
“My—iny money-box, sir! I—I was
showing it to some fellows, sir, and
it slipped out of my bands.”

“Your money-box?”’ ropeated Mr.

Greely.

“Ves, sir, You—you can sge it’s
& money-box,” said Tubby anxiously,

Mr, Greely was staring at the box,
as if really he supposed it might be
a musical-box or a Christmas box or
any old kind of box, whereas it was
guite plainly & money-hox,

“This 1z wvery ecxtraordinary,
Muffin,” said Mr, Greely in his boom-
ing, fruity voice.

“Ts—is—is it, sir?”

“This box weighs some pounds, I
should say,” exclaimed Mr. Greely,

“At all events, it seems full of
yaoney.”
“Yes, sit, I've been taking——"

Tubby broke off suddenly. It dawned
upon his fat mind that if he men-
tioned the collection he had been
taking for Monsieur Monceau the
matter would ba oub of his hands.

Once the collection came to official
knowledge it was most probable that
the whole thing would be guashed;
but at any rabe, it was absolutely eor-
tain that the collector would not be
allowed to deduct ninety-five per cent
for “expenses.” He would not be
allowed to deduct five per cent; in
fact, he would not be allowed to keep
5 single eoin in the whole collection.
Tubby was not too obtuse o under-
stand that, and the words died on his
tongue. ;

“Vou have been taking what 1" ex-
claimed My, Greely. !

“I—I've been taking—taking—
takin ' gtammered Tubby, at a
Joss for a plausible statement.

“¥ {rust, Muffin, that you have npt
been taking wmoney that does nof
belong to yon t” boomed Mr. Greely.

Roginald Muffin jumped. Even
Reginald was not guite cepablo of
proceeding $o that length in his
schemes for vaising the wind.

“0h, sirl No, sir! Ceriainly not1*
he gasped.

“Phan what do you mean that you
have been taking?” 3

“T—J—1 mean I've been taking
care of my money this term, sir,”
gasped Mufin. “I—I’ve been saving
up, sir. That’s how it is, sir. And
—-and T’ve gob my money-box full ak
last, siv!*

Tubby held out his fat hands
\nervously for the money-box. My.
Gireely seemed to hold on fo it more
tightly than before. His look was
fixed on Muffin with deep suspicion.

“The money in this box belongs to
wou, Muffin?"

" *Yes, sir 1 gasped Tubby.

“All of it?” hoomed Mr, Greely.

“Qh, yes, sir, Hvery shilling [”

“Thera mustk be 2 large sum,
Muffin 2 v )

“QOh, yes, sir! All my tips this
term !

“ All your tips for several terms,
Mufin, would not amount to such a
sum as this box apparently contains,”
said Mr. Greely sternly, - “I am not
satisfied with this, Muffin.”

“1—1 say, gimme my box!” stut-
tered Tubby. “ You—you ain’t my
Form master, sic!”

Mr, Greely frowned porfentously.

“T am mnot yeur Korm master,
Mufin. If T were your Form maste:
1 should insist upon your opening this
box in my presence, and in making a
gtrict investigation into the matter.
As it is, I shall do nothing of the
kind.”

“0h, thank you,
Tubby in greab relief.

“7¥ thall however, take this box lo
your Form mastel Mr. Dalton——"

0w

sir ¥ gasped

Simply grand—' The Mystery Master ! *~next Monday’s long story of the chums of Rookwaod School.
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“And you will accompany mo,

uffin.”

“0Oh dear!”

“Pollow me ab once,
boomed Mz. Greely. :
away down the lower stairs, the
money-box under his majesiic arm.,

Tubby Muffin blinked after him in
utter dismay. He rolled dismally in
the wake of the majestic Mr, Grecly.

In the lower passage he came on
Jimmy Silver and Mornington, They
lIooked at the money-box under Mr.
Greely’s arm, and looked at Reginald
Muffin, .

“J—1 say, Jimmy !” gasped Tubby.
“Bpeak to him.” y

“Eh?” eiaculated the captain of
the Fourth.

“Tell him it’s mine—he’ll takeyour
word !’ breathed Tubby in an anxious

Muffin 1

whisper, “He's taking my money-
box to Dalton ! ]
“Well, you wanted it taken to

Dalton, didw't you?” asked Jimmy
innocently.

“Nunno—] mean yes! But—"

Mr. Greely glanced round.

“ Follow me, Muffin!”

“Ow! VYes, sir!” groaned Tubby,

The hapless fat junior followed oxn,,
leaying Jindmy Silver and Morning-
ton chuckling. Mr, Gresly knocked
loudly at Mr. Daltor’s study door.
Mr. Greely did everything heavily,
loudly, and impressively. He was, in

fact, a wvery heavy and impressive |

gentleman.

“Come inl” ;

The Fifth Form master walked into
the study with the hapless Tubby at
his heels. A little gentleman with a
pointed biack beard was in the study
with My Dalton. It was Monsieur
Monceaun, the French master, whe
was about to leave Rookwood for g
time, and whose place was to be taken
temporarily by another genfleman
from la bells France. Mr, Dalton
and Mossoo both looked in surprise
at the new arrivals. The Fifth Form
master slammed the box, ratiiing and
jingling, on the table,

“This is a matter for your investi-
gation, T think, Mr, Daiton,” he satd.
“Muffin dropped this box in my pres-
ence. He declares that it is his
money-box, and he has saved up the
contents this term. . ¥ou can feel the
weight of the box. 1 recommend
looking into this matter, Mr. Dalton.”

“Thank youn, Mr. Greely,” said the
master of the Fourth, rather dryly.
Myr. Greely, as a matier of fact, was
rather given to advising and,recom-
.mending the other members;of thy
Hookwood staff, and they s'x‘gre nag
always very grateful for his advice
and recommendations. [

The portly Form master of the
Fifth withdfew from the study,
leaving Reginald Muffin standing
before his Form master,

“Please do not go, Monsienr Mon-
coau,” spid Mr, Delton, as the French
gentleman moved. “This matter will
not. detain me many minutes.”

“T—I say, sir! It's—it's mine |
stammered Muffin,

Mr. Dalton lified the hesvy money-
box'and set it down again.

“You had better speak frankly,
Muffin,” he said quietly. “H this
box contains money, it cannot pos-
sibly all belong te you.”

Tubby trembled,

“You—you see, sir-———"" he stam-
mored.

“Ig there money in this box?” ex-
claimed Mr. Dalton.

¥ms

“Then there must be a large
sum.”
sir] T—I've been saving

Muffin.
save up

“Do not talk nonsense,
You could not possibly

| enough money to Hll this large box.,
did you obtain so much’

Where
money
i '—I'_"""
“Is it possible, Muffin, that you
have been dishonest?”

“Ow! No!” gasped Tubby.

“Then where did this money come
from? Answer me ah once!” ex-
claimed Mr. Dalion sternly.

Tubby Muffin realised that thera
was nothing for it but the truth.
Even perting with the money was
better than being suspeeted of theft.

“Tt—it—it’s a collection, sir!"” he
groaned.

“A eollection I”

“Yes, sir. I—I've taken a collec-

tion——"
“¥ou had no right to do anything
of the kind, Muffin, as you very well
know. Do you mean to say that your
Form-fellows have contributed so
much money as this o your collec-
tionp 1"

43

“Xes, sicl You see, they trost

“And for what was the collection
taken 7%

And he statked | b

4 %‘oz"—for Mossoo, sir!” gasped
Ve
. Monsieur Moneeau sat bolt upright
in his chair. Mr. Dalton knitted his
EOVS.
“Mufin 1
senses 7”7 ]

“ You—you see, siz, we think a‘log
of Mosseo!” gasped Tubby. ‘We—
we wanted him to accept it as a token
of our—our esteem, siv!”

“Mon Dieu!” exclaimed Monsieur
Monceaun. “Mister Dalton, you sall
understand! I could not accept! I
have nevair dream of such a zing!
Ze boys—perhaps zey mean well, but
it is insult to mel”

“T quite understand that, Monsieur
Monceau,” said My, Dalton.

Are you out of your

“Mufin is the most stupid boy in my

Form; but I cannot understand the
other boys being foolish enough to
enter inte any such absurd scheme, |
Yet the money seems to be here.”

|
|
|

“Tt's - for Mosson, sir!” gasped
Tubby. *I—I was only thinking of
keeping ninety-five per ceni—I-I

mean five per cent, sir, for—for ex-
penses.”’ '

“Vou were thinking of what?”
thundered Mr. Dalton.

“ Nothing, sir I" howled Tubby ter-
rified. - “I—I wasn’t thinking of any-
thing, sir—n-n-nothing at all.”

“Zat boy, he is foolish,’” said
Monsieur Monceau. *“Vat you call
in Einglish, one fathead I

“T am afraid he iz also unscrupu-

| Tous,” said Mp. Dalton, frowning.

“Muffin, unlock this box at onee.”

“That’s why

open it [ The awful eads!”

“Muffin, you utterly ridioulous
boy,. take this rubbish away from my |
study at onee!” exclaimed Mr, |
Dalton. “¥You will take five hun- |
dred lines, Muffin. Go at once !”

“0Oh dear!”

Reginald Muffin picked up the
money-box, the contents of which |
were now his undisputed property,
and limped dismally out of the study
with his burden. Mr. Dalton did |
not langh till the study door shad |
closed on him. The hapless Tubby
did not feel like laughing at all, He
limped down the corvidor with fhe
money-box; and at the corner he
found a crowd of the Classical Fourth
waiting for him.

Ha, ha, ha! Here he is!” roared
Lovell. “How many banknotes did
Dicky Dalton give you for that lof,
Tubby ?”

“Hg, ha, hal?

“Did Mossoo thank you nicely for
that token of esteem?” inguired
Mornington. A

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

J“

roeariously, much

CHEERS FOR THE NEW FRENGH

% Hera he is!? exclaimed Arthur Edward Lovell, catching sight of
Victor Qaston descending the stairs.
“Tubby Muffin further attention, dropped him at once.
on the fivor and roared, wnheeded,
for the cheer, and the juniors cheered the ¥French geaflentan up-

MASTER !

‘The juniers, without p_aying
Tubby lande
Jimmy Silver gave the signal

to his surpprise.

“Yos, sir. I'll take it fto my
study——"

“Vou will unlock it here.”

“QOh dear |

“The money i contains,” con-
tinued Mr. Dalton, “will be placed
in the school poor-box. Unleck it ab
onge.”

Tubby Muffin fairly groaned as he
fished out the key and inserted if
into the lock. The lid of the meney-
hox was raised. A

Mr. Dalton glanced indo it, and an
extraordinary expression came over
his face. Monsieur Moncean glanced
into it and grinped. Tubby Muffin
blinked af it as if he could ecarcely
believe his eyes, ag indeed he scarcely

could. }
Tt was 2 remarkable collection.
Trousers’ buftons, perhaps, pre-
dominated. But there were other

buttons, many snd various. There
wero several old rusty keys; and
there were innumerable broken pen-
nibs. There were links from an old
dog-chain ; there were pebbles; thera
were broken blades of penknives;
there were all sorts and conditions of
useless fragments and odds and ends.
But there was no money! Not a [
solitary  halfpenny was to be dis-

cerned. e 1

“Lpon my word!™ ejaculated Mr. |
Dalton.

“Rotters I howled Tubby Muffin,
forgetting the presence in which he
stood. in his amazement and wrath,

“Muffinl?” |

“Pylling my leg all the time!” |
howled Tubby. “T—T rather won- |
dersd at the way they rolled up and
shoved it in! DBeasts!” 1

% Boy 17 ]

| podgy  self,

“Como along +when you want
another collection,” chertled Putty of
the ¥ourth, “PIl save up my old
buttons for you, Tubby.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Tubby Muffin meandered on his
way, dismally, leaving the Classical
Fourth roaring with laughter,

The 4th Chapter.
Just Like Lovell.
“It’s  Mufiint I'll

jump I*?

Thus Arthur Bdward Lovell

It was a couple of days later, and a
hali-holiday at Rookwood. Jimmy
Silver & Co. were coming home from
a ramble in Rookham Woods, and
their path lay across the bridge above
Coombe. On the low sione parapeb
of the bridge a fat figure sat, slowly
and methodieally working a way
through a bag of cherries.

Tubby Mnffin was oo deeply in-
terested in the cherries to look up at
the sound of footsteps, or oven io
hear them. He was enjoying his
and the rest of the
universe was a blank fo him #ill he
had finished thet cherries.

Arvthuyr Hdward Lovell siptoed
along the parapet of the bridge, with
the playful mtention of making his
presence suddenly known, and mak-
ing Tubby jump.

Jimmy Bilver called out to him.

“Hold on, ass! He might {all1”

Lovell did not heed, except to wave
his hand back to his chums as a sign
to be silent,

Tubby's back was to the Fistical

make him

they wanted to see me | astride the

| an element of danger.

-where near him,

| Muffin, and then, stayin
| throw off his hat, he plin

Four, as be sat with his fat little legs

parapet. Deeply engrossed
in the cherries, he was quite uncon
soious of Lovell’s tiptoe approach.

Jimmy Silver frowned. Lovell was
not much given to reflection, and
such a practical joke was not without
Jimmy de-
cided that he had better call out to
Muffin, though that step was certain
to bring upon him the wials of
Arthur Hdward Lovell’s wrath. Buk
before he could call, Lovell made a
run forward and gave the fat
Classical & slap on the back.

“Hallo!” he bawled, just behind
Tubby’s head.

Startled almost out of his fat wits,
Tubby Muffin whirled round, forget.
ting where be was; and af the samq
moment he over-balanced. Tovell
made a olutch ot him, and caught his
collay, Tho collar came away in hig
hand as the fat junior shot downward
towards the river.

“Good heavens!" panted Raby.

Jimmy Silver tore forwaxd,

“Lovell! Oh, you ass!”

Arthur Edward Lovell stood trans
fixed, with Muffin’s collar in his hand,
He was utterly overwhelmed by the
sudden happening, There was a
gurgling howl and a splash below,

“He—he—he’s in!”  stuttered
Lovell.

Jimmy rushed to the other side of
the bridge. Tubby Muffin had bheen
swept under the old brick arch by
the current, and as Jimmy reached
the opposite parapet and locked down
the fat Classical was swept out from
nnder the bridge. His fat hands
clawed at the air, and be went under,
rushed away by the Ifast current
before Jimmy Silver could even
think of diving in far him. He came
up again a score wof yards or more
from the bridge. i :

“Come on!” panted Jimmy.

He rushed across the bridge %o get
down to the towpath, Muffin was a
feeble swimmer even in a swimming-
bath; in the river he was utterly
helbless. Tt seemed almost a cer-
teinty that he would bs drowned
before the juniors counld 'get any-
But Raby gave a
sudden shout.

*Look

A man on the towpath had stopped,
and was locking out at the river, his
eyes fixed on the feebly-siruggling
junier. He was a man- of rather
foreign-looking aspect, with keen
black eyes end a black moustache,
and very handsome features. He
stood for a second, his eyes fixed, on
Fily to

d into
the river, and swam ont with swift,
vigorous strokes.

The Fistical Four stopped, and
watched him from the bridge. Muffin
was far beyond their help if they
had run their hardest. All depended
on the foreign-looking siranger.

“He's got him” panted Lovell.

“{ood man1”

“Some swimmer I said Newcome.

The shtranger was evidently a
powerful swimmer. The current of
the river was ewiff and strong, but
he struck across with powerful
strokes, and was in the way of Tubby
Muffin as the half-conscious jumior
came sweeping down. He grasped st
Tubby and caught him, and the fat
Classical’s face was above the water
again, white and set,

Then, burdened with ‘Tubby
Muffin, the stranger swam for the
bank, yielding a little to the current,
and slanting his way towards the
willows on the fowpath.

“Come onl”

Jimmy Silver & Co. tore down to
the bank, They were ready to plunge
inta the water and help the resouer,
but he did not need help. By the
time they reached the towpath the
stranger had dreggped himself and
Tubby Muffin ashore to safety.

He was drenched to the skin,.and
the water ran down him as he stood.
Tubby Muffin sat in the grass and
pufied and blew.

4 Muffin—he’s all vight!” panted
Tovell, almost sobbing with velief *

“No thanks to you, you ass!™
growled Raby.

¢I—I never thought-—-

“No, you never do!”

¥Ow! TUm wet!” gasped Tubby
Mufin. “Ow! Pm nearly drowned.
Fy1 My collar’s gone! Wow ™

“Phank goodness ou’re  not
drowned I” said Jimmy BSilver. He
raieed his etraw hat very -respectfu]]y
to the dremched stranger. * You've
saved this chap’s tfe, sir. He belongs
to our school, and well take charge

of him. Get up, Muffin! You'll
catch cold.”

“Ow! Pm web!?

“Tt was awfully plucky of you to
go in for him, sir,”* said Lovell

“T'he river's dangeyous about here.”
{Continued overleaf.)
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‘The stranger smiled.

“Rient” he sunid. “I mean, it is
nothing. I could not see the boy
drown. Mais, ma foi, I am webl| Can
you boys tell me if it is far to Rook-
wood from here?”

“Rookwood I”  exclaimed Jimmy.
“We belong to Rookwood, sir,
You're going to Rockwood?”

“Abh, you are Rookwood boys!”
gaid the stranger, with a pleasant
smile that made his handsome, dark
face seem handsomer. “Malis, oui, T
agm going to Rookwood. T shall be
your- French master.”

“Qh, you are Monsieur Gaston!”
exclpimed Jimmy Bilver, remember-
ing that he had beard the name of
Mossoo’s subshibute, who was booked
to arrive at the school that after-
naoN.

“That is my name.*

Lovell picked up the Frenchman’s
hat and handed it to him. Monsienr
(Gaston ran his hands rather ruefull
through his thick, dark hair, which
was dripping with water,

“Thank you, my boy! I think I
will yun,” he said. “My baggage
will not yet be ai Rookwood. Bui I
must gef some dry clothes. Ma foil
I am very wet. ¥You will see that
thajwpauvre garcon does not catch

L4 14

“3We'll look after him, sir, Straight
on to Rookwood.”

o BOn I‘N

The French gentleman, with a
gracefu} salute, hurried up the tow-
path. He broke into 2 run,'and was
vory soon oub of sight, Jimmy Silver
grasped Tubby and jerked Lim to his
feat.

“Came on, Ilotty!” he =aid
“*You've got to trot, or you'll be
catehing cald.”

S Where ave my cherriest”

“ Whats 1%

“1 hadn't finished my cherries,”
porsietod Tubby Muffin,

“You siily owl!” roared Jimmiy,
“Your hlessed cherties went in with
you, and they don'h matier.”

“Don’t they?” ojsculated Tubby
indignantly. **They jolly well do!
That silly ass might have got my
chorries out while he was about it!
He grabbed me by the hair, the silly
duffer—and jolly well huri me. Just
like & silly foreigner!”

The Fistical Four stared at Tubby,
"This, apparently, was the Mufhn
Lrand of gratitude.

“Well, yon fab frog!”? exelaimed
Lovell, “Get a move on before I
kick you 1™

“You jolly well made ma fall in,
fiovell, and you'll have to pay for
the cherries &

“You silly ass! Get a move on

(i

“Thern was nenrly a shilling’s
worth left. Ow! Leggo my ear, you
benst! Wow !”

The question of the chervies was
left unsettled. 15 was necessary for
the drenched Tubby to get into active
maotion, and the Fistical Tour got him
into active motion. They grasped
him, and ran him np the towpath,
and, in spite of Tubby's Joud and in-
dignant expostulations, they did not |
allow him to halt, or even 1o slack
down, till they weached the Rook-

- wood hbozthouse, and then theiy
walked him up io the school, still
oxpostulating.

The 5th Chapter.
A Stariling Penunclation!
My, Dalton raised his eyebrows.
A foreign-looking, rather hand-
some and athletio yonng man, arrived

at the doorway of the Rooktvood

School Honse, with a face flushed |
pink svith exertion. He was a

stranger at Rookwood, and evidently

he had been deep in water, He |
was webt all over, and the summer |
dust of the Hampshire lanes had |
clung to.the web, covering him as |
with a parment. A dozen fellows in |
ihe quadrangle locked ouriougly at

the young foreigner, and old Mack,

the porter, iwas staring aiter him

blankly froin the gates. DMr. Dalton,

who was looking out of the big door-

way, was gurprised, but polite.

Congues?:

(Continued from previous page.)

The young French genileman
vaised his hat—the only dry ariicle
about him—in eourteous salute to the
Fourth Form master.

“ Bonjour, monsieur |” he began.

“(Food-afterncon, sir!* said Mr.
Dalton politely. “May T ask if you
are Monsisur Gaston, the new French
master

“ Mais, oui,”” M. Gaston smiled. “1
arrive in a péculiar way, and 1 give
you surpiize, n'est-ca-pas? But it is
not my fault thet T am so wet. T
walk from the station, and take the
path by the river, and a boy fall in
from the bridge. Voila tout!”

“OH{” exclaimed Mr. Dalton.
“¥ou jumped into the river to get
out a boy?”

“ Bxacdly., T explain this because I
am so very wet.” The French

that his face wasg familiar. I am
almost sure that I have scem him
hefore.

YIndeed, sir!” said Bulkeley
politely, bué without much interest.

“Certainly he resembles someone
whom I saw in Paris in a cerfain
vacation some iime ago,” said M.
Greely,

“Indeed I

“But, of course, it 18 impossible,”
said Mr, Greely, speaking to himself
rather than to Bulkeley.

He walked on io Masters” Common-
room without waiting for Bulkeley to
make any rejoinder, leaving the
captain of Rookwood considerably
surprisad.

eanwhile, Mr. Dalton had taken
the French gentleman to his room
and hospitably supplied his wants.
He left Monsieur Gaston to change,
and came downstajrs again. From
the big doorway he had a view of
five juniors eoming up the path fo
the House—the Fistical Four, with
Tubby Muffin in their midst. Tubby
was red and peyspiring and splutter-
ing, expostulating loudly as he was
| hurried on, Jimmy Silver & Co. were
determined thet he should not cateh
cold by hanging about in wet clothes,
and they were keeping him in active
motion—extremely active motion—and
Tubby was more than fed up with it
He would have preferred a bad cold
and a week in sanny to all this exer-
tion; But Reginald Muffin was not
given his choice in the matter,

BOYS' FRIEND FAVOURITES!

. N ‘-._‘,7 ‘%I
If there is gne fellow aboard ]t‘qg.‘u
Lord's palatial yobt, the hord of the
Deep, who adds to the gaiety of ox-
istence for all hands, it 18 portly old
Gan Waga, the Fskimo. ‘ :

Gan is more a guest than anything
else on board the yacht, and well doos
Prince Ching Lung, Ferrers Lord's
great friend, know 5! Still, in spite
of the fach that the fat Bskimo seldom
does any work on the ship, he is liked
very much by all Ferrers Laord's
friends and employees.

The Hskimo, sho is mever more
happy then when he is up to_some
mischief or other, has bui a small idea
of the value of things, e ¥

o
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genfleman smiled agaim.  “ Execuse
mol. Perhaps yon can tell me whether
my baggage has arrived from the rail-
way. gi must change my clothes. You
arc a ingster liere, n'est-ce-pas?”

“] am the master of the Fourth
Form,” said Mr. Dalton, “My name
is Richard Dalion. I am very
pleased to make your acguaintance,
Monsieur Gaston.” He shook hands
with the young Frenchman. “Your
baggage eannot have arvived wet; buk
cevtuinly you must change ‘your
clothes. Will you come to my room?
I can lend you a2 few things, with
pleasure.”

“0Dh, you are too kind, too hospit-
able 1" exclaimed M. Gaston.

Mr. Dalton smiled, and led the
stranger into the House,

Mr. Groely, the master of the Fifth,
glanced at them as they went up the
staircase, and starfed a little. He
cams to the foat of the staircase and
looked up after them, but he had a
view only of their backs. He turned
away, and found Bulkeley of the Sixth
a6 hand.

*“Bulkeley,” said Mr. Greely, “can
you tell me who that young gentle-
man iy who has gone up with Mr.
Dalton 7

“The new French master, T think,
sir,” anawered the captain of Rook-
wood.

“Ah! I yemember that Monsieur
Gaston was expected this afterncon,”
said the Fifth Horm master thought-
fully.

“That is he, 1 think, sir.,”

“Dear me!l” Mr. Greely looked
perplexed. 1 had only a ghmpse of
the young man, but it seemed to me

GAN WAGA.
eI

£

money. Much fp Prince Ching Lung’s
consbernafion, Gan has been guilty
many times of helping himself to the

rinee's cash, and also to cigars from
gi& pabinet. And anothev old failing
of the Iiskimo's is that he has
frequently pledged Ching Lung’s
name for credib in the shops in Port-
banpton, the yscht's usual porl of
cadl when on a visit to England.

., however, Prince Ching
T hai‘tﬂho has not

conpequently,
bes-ablo to aotéin bis wanis whin
ashore,

The age of Gan Waga is unknown.
The vemson for this is that the
Fskimo has no idea when he was
born. However, to look at Gan end
take stock of him, one would say that
he is nearer forty than thirty years of
age. As to his weight, he turns the
soale ab about sevenieen stone, which
no doubt says rauch for his enormous
appetite and his special love for
oysters.  Ogsters, without doubb,

thinks nothing of devouring four
dozen of them at a sitting, 3

“Buck up, Mufin!” exclaimed
Jovell, a5 he propelled the fat Clas-
sical up: the steps of the House.

“Ow! Rotter! Lemme alone

 Vou'll catch eold, you fat duffer 1”

“ Al your fault, you dummy. Let
a ¢hap alone !” gasped Tuobby. “I'm
nearly dropping now. Ow! Wow!”

“What does this mesn, Silver?”
excluimad Mr. Palton. i §

“Muffin fell in the river, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver. “He foppled off the
bridge. We've brought him home.”

“Tt was all Lovell's fault——
began Tubby, with bresthless indig.
nation.

“Shureup " murmured Raby.

“Ol 1" exclaimed Mr. Dalton. “Is
Muffin the boy whom Monsieur
Gtaston pulled out of the river?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Take him to the dormitory at
onee, I will ask the House dame wo
coms up to him immediately.”

“Very well, sir.”

The Histical Four propelled the
breathless Tubby ur to the Fourth
Form dormitory, where they Egladly
handed him over {o the care of Mrs,
Maloney. Then they came down, and
were called into Mr. Dalton’s study
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to give an account of what had hap-
pened.

. Jummy Bilver & Co. wete pmphatio
in their admiration of the French
gentleman’s promptitude and courags
in the rescue of Tubby Muffin.
Bvidently Victor Gaston was some-
thing of & hero in their eyes. Mr.
Dalton listened to the recital with

'| intorest, the jumiors judicicusly for-

geiting o mention Lovell's obtuse
practical joke which had caused the
accldent.

“It was no end plucky of him, sir,”
seid Lovell. “The nver's jolly
dangerous below the bridge as you
know, sir. But he went right in as
soon-as he saw Mufin. He had him
out by the time we got down to the
bank. I% was ripping, sic !

Mr, Dalton smiled.

“It is very fortunate that Monsieur
Gaston walked frem the station by
the towpath,” he said. * Very forfu-
nate indeed for Muffin "

He dismissed the jumiors, and ns
sogn as the Fistical Four came out
they found & crowd of the Classical
Fourth ecurious to know what had
happened. The chums of the Fourth
gave a graphic description of Tubhby
Muffin’s rescue to a crowd of fellows
in the corridor. The general opinion
of the Fourth was that Monsieur

well as gome swimmer.

“We'll jolly well give him a cheer
when he comes downstairs,” said
Mornington.

e ]

Az is enly to be expected from one
who hails from the far Frozen North,
Gen Waga finds hot climates very
trying. When, however, he feels
the heat unbearable, ke has a bhappy
krnack of just dropping overboard
into the sea. And not only does he
seck the cool water of the sea, but
frequently dives into rivers and lakes
wherover the Yord of the Deep
happens to be. A=nd it is because he
is fearless in the exfrema thet he does
not care whether sharks and croco-
diles infest the waters in which he
takes his dipa. But, nevertheless,
Gan never forgets his knife in csse
of emergency.

‘Swimming is the spice of life to
Gan Waga, and he thinks nothing of
staying belew the water for several
minuiee on end. o

Fo s Proitl, Burjaniin Maddook,
and Barry O'Rooney, of the Lord of
the Dolp, are alwavs out for any
chance to pull Gan Waga's leg. But
it must be said that, although the
three mariners often succeed in laking
the rise out of the Eskimo, Gan
generally manages to get his own
back in the long run.

Without doubt, they are a happy

band aboard the Lord of the Deep,

comprise his favourite dish, and he |

bub it is probable that Gan Waga,
‘ without any special duty to worry
about, is the happiest of them all.

(f», Dalton is the Bovs FRIEND
favourite for newt Monday. Look
out for itl)

“Good ege ! said Convoy. “ It will
show him what Rookwood thinks of
plugk.” <

“Yes, rather!”  agreed Jimmy |
Bilver. “Where iz he now?”

“Changing his clobber in Dicky
Dalton’s room,” said Putty of the
Fourth. “Let’s wait for him.”

“Hallo, here's Tubby 1

Tubby Muffin came downstairs in
dry clothes, with an extremely cross
expression on his fat face. He blinked
ynorogely ab the juniors.

“You owe me a bob, Lovell” he
said ab once. “It was all your fault.
My cherries—->

“For goodness’ snke shut up shout
those dashed cherries!” exclaimad
Lovell impatiently. “Aren't you
thankful that yon havent been
deowned 2"

Tubby Muffin sniffed.

;X‘!Oh, I wasn’t in any danger,” he
50

Gaston wae a jally good fellow, as |

“ What 2" ‘

“Ym a splendid swimmer, yon |
know. Any of you fellows would have
béen in danger. 1 admit that, Not |
me 1"

“You silly owl I exclaimed Jimmy |
Silver. “VYou would have baen |
drawned if the new Froggy hadn’t |
goue in for you!” |

“Rot!” seid Tubby.

*And you ought to thank him for
saving your life,” said Raby warmly.

Tubby Muffin looked thoughtful. A
cunning gleam came’ into his little |
round eyen.

“You fellows think he saved my
life?’ he asked.

“Of course he did1? :

“Wall, then, in that ease, of course, |

' rooted to the floor, his eyes fixed on

a flellow ov.?ht to be grateful,” said
Tubby. “I'll tell yon what. Suppose
we prosent him with a token of our
esteem-——"

£ Eh l-illa

“I'm ready to take a collection,”
said Tubby. “Not in a money-
box——-"

HHa hﬂ, ha!::

“I don’t wanb any more of your
rotten japes,” said Tubby. “Bub if
the chap saved my life, and all thar,
we ought to give him a—a—sg testi-
monial. T'l take round the hat, 1f
I had a testimionial I should prefer
it in the form of cash. 8o, of course,
he would. ¥ou fellows can trust me
with the monsy——"

“ Ha, ha, ba !” roared Lovell:

“YI think it's a jolly good ides,”

exclaimegd Tubby warmly, *“Now,
what are you fellows handing out?”
“Mine's a boobt,” said Jimmy

Silver. And he suited the action to
the word, and there was a roar from
Tubby Myufin,

“Mine's a thump,” gaid Newcome,

“¥Yaroooh I

“Bump him [ exclaimed Morning-

.,
“T—I say! Wheop! Stoppit! 1
say! Varooch! 1 was only
j-oking ! T'm not going to take a
collection! Yow-ow! I wouldn’t, you
know! Leggo! Mmmminmumm !
“Mon Disu !” murmured a surprised
voice on the stairs. Dlonsienr Vietor
Gaston, the “new Hroggy,” was
coming down, and he stared at the
hilarions scone going on ab the foot
of the staircase.
“Oh, hers he is I’ exclzimed Lovell.
The juniors dropped Tubby Muffin
at once. Tubby landed on the floor
and roarved, unheeded. Jimmy Silver
ave the sigral for the cheer, and
the juniors cheered the French gentle.
man uproariously, much fo his sux-
prise. s
My, Dalton came alomg from his
study. : .
“urrsh! Bravo, sic!. Vive la
France!” The Fourth-Formers were
yelling with greai enthusiasm. °
“PBut what is all this? What does
it moan?” exclaimed Monsieur Gas-

to:

YT was a Fourth Form boy whom
you pulled out of the river, mon-
gicur,” said Mr. Dalton with a smile.
“This is apparently an ovation from
his Fgmt-f.ellmvs.., Come, my bayk,
that will do. 8hall 1 take you fo Dr.
Chisholm, monsieur ¢

“Thunk you !’

The jundord still cheered ag Mon-
steur Gaston walled away with Mr.
Dalton to the Head’s study,

“He's 2 jolly good fellow, and lie
knows what we think of him now,”
remarked Jimmy Silver,

Monsienr Gaston, dressed in a suit
of Mr. Dalton’s clothes, and looking
none the worse for his ducking,
walked away cheerfolly to interview
the Head of Ropkwood. He was al-

| ready on quite cordial terms with Mr,

Dalton. :

“ Come to my study whon you have
seen the Head, and ig you wish, I wilt
introduce you to the other members
of the staff in Common-room,” said
Mr. Dalton, as he leff the French
gentleman.

“You are very kind.”

Mr. Dalton retuyrned to his study.
T6 was close on ifea-time, and the
Rookwood staff generally bad their
tea in Common-room, in & select com-
pany by themselves. It was a good
opportunity for Monsieur Gaston to
make the acquaintance of his future
colleaguos. Monsiour Monceau had
nol been vonsidered of ynuch account
in the school, and indeed had gen-
erally boen rather patronised by the
other mastors. But the “mnew
Froggy » was obviously a man of
different ralibre, and looked like a
man to held his own quite easily in
Comnion-room.  Even the majestic
Mr. Greely was not likely to put him
out of countenance. b

Victar Gaston rejoined My, Dalion
in & quarker of an hour. Then the
two young men proceeded together
to Masfers! Clommon-room. They
chatied cheerily on the waw.

In Common-room werg gathered the
Rockwood masters; Mr. Greely, of
the Fifth, Mr. Mooney, of the Shell,
Mr. Bobun, of the Third, Mr, Wig
gins, of the Second; My, Bull, the
mashs master, Mpe Plinders, the
German master, and two or three
others. My, Dalton presented the

new arrival, and he was received
| politely. DBut Mr. Geesly, laying
down hig mewspaper, stood as ii

the face of the Frenchman, uttering
no word,

The expression on Mr, Greely’s face
was strange. His eyes seemed almost
to be starting from his head as he
stared blankly at the French gentle-
man.  Monsienr Gaston could not

(Continued on poge 800.)

« Standing by their Pals ! " is the exira long story of Harry Wherton & Co. of Greyfriars School in the ¢ Magnet ” Library.  Qut fo-day !
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THE BOYS' FRIEND

InYourEditor’sDen
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his readers
to: Editor, "BO{.. Friend,” The
Farringdon Street,

Addreas. your letters

IN THE FIAST LINE.

You cannot really estimate the
value of stories in terms of money,
but a chum who writes to say thas
the Boys’ FRIEND gives hundred
per cent value does get to the heart
of the matter, Of course, good
stories represent something far more
than cash, which, after all, is bui a
medium of exchangé. But the real
{ife-inspired yarn lives for years, and
scts as a spur and & cheerer-up to
thonsands.

" THE PRIDE OF THE COUNTY!”

By A. 8. Hardy.

This great new ecricketing serial
by the prince of cricket writers starts |
o% with @ bang next Monday. You
can- bank on 1. The excellence of
the yarn will be recogrised from the
first line. It has got the right magic
sort. of summer atmospherse wg all
dofs. on, and, what's more, it shows
in aperfectly natural style what good
fortune may come to the fellow who |
ig all in o sucoeed. There iz better
fortune in & golden chance which
allows anyone to launch out in his
owyr specigh line than in, say, the
sudden acquisition of a bag of |
digtootds ‘of a chunky sack bulging |
with' gold;. dust. Tt is the jewelled |
eﬁiﬁﬁggw‘ﬁiﬁhjs wanted. Jim Lyle, |
the hero' of Mr. Hardy's spiffing new
romance of the cricket fielt, gefs his
priceless opportunity. How, when,
why, and where he obtains the Open
Sesame you will see if you will wait
till Monday. Bopk your copies early.
There is always a run on the Boys'
Frignp, and the vush will be extra
marked next week. You will be keen
on all the charscters, including the
“Tarror ™ and CGeorge Meed.,  But
the ‘best: of the bunch is Jim, This
youngster colnes straight out of thie:
grand picture gallery of lifelike
characters, which is the anthor’s own
creation.

——

MUTHE MYSTERY MASTER!™

By Owen Gonquest.

Next- Monday's Rookwood story
brings” & filll-size mystification into
the field of vision. It all coneerns
WVictor Gaston, the new French
master, who has come to teke over
temporarily the onerous duties of
Monsieur Monceau.  The author
knows France well. He often writes
to me from the other side of the
Channel, and his knowledge of the
French charactor is all round. In the
caming yarn we geb & regular notwork
of & plot, and lots of the irresistible
humour for which Mi. Conquest is
noted.

fellow iz seen requiting. in glorious

| HEALTH AND SPORT.

Qralbl

on any subject.
lestway Houes,
onden, E.C.4,

A STRAIGHT DEALI”

By Righard Holt.

Look out for this grand Wild West
ale in our next issue. It shows Kid
McEBride in a new role, and 2 topping
fine one at that, for the splendid

style a good actibn on the paré of a
certain outlaw.

" THE PRICE OF FREEDOM !

By Victor Nelson.

Our coming number is stuffed with |
notable attractions, and this is one of
them. It need fear no zivalry, for
it shows Don Darrel and Borry Hold- |
fast busy again. It is their taking
job this time to thwart the doings,
or misdoings, of a gang of fraudulent
self-styled “crusaders.”

“QURING THE BOSUN!™

By Sidney BPrew.

When the Lord of the Deéep headed
for the Amazon we knew there would
be happenings. In the new hilarious
yarn of the picked company of adven-
turous spivits there is high pressare
fun without end. It is this way.
Benjamin Maddock, the trusty bo’sun
of the well found ship, stufls himself
with giddy lore about the Amazon
counfry, apd he sails in with his
sncyclopeedic informadion in and out
of seagon. As we all know, it is easy
enough fo get fed up with other
fellows’ book learning. 8o it is here.
(Gan Waga and his pals do not want
to have chunks of knowledge hurled
at thern, so they proceed fo pui
Benjamin in his place,

Mr. Perey Longhurst hns pspecially
good contribution mnext Monday.,
Don’t miss i, for you will find good
luck in the siraight tips from the
training experi.

e

A’ SENSE OF HUMOUR.

It may be faken for granted that
the ability to see the funny side of
things is invalnable. This does not,
of course, mean the cuiting of jokes
or the continual wearing of a broad |
smile. I'gather from many letters to |
hand, dealing with grievances of one
sori -and another, that some chums
have no notion of the real power or
humour. A sense of humour is a
sense of the proportion of things. Tt
prevents a fellow brooding over a
trouble which more often than not
is - just so much imagination. In a
week & worry is usually forgotten and
done with for ever. But the ever-

serions individual sifs on it and mag-
nifies. the vexation. The wretched
microbe of doubt and suspicion, ‘and
the germ of jealousy get busy.. The

advice is as old as the hills,but “don’t

worty " remains the sagest.connsel.
Things are never as biid as febrile
fancy paints them, and in numberloss
cases will vanish-like smoke if they
are faced the right way.

‘““BOYS' FRIEND» FAVOURITES,

“Your new series of biographies,™
writes a corvespondent, “are the finest
ever written. Please let us have
more.” Well, & plain request, when

so cpurteously tendered, can only be |
‘met-one way, ‘and 1

; hope to main-
tain this agreeable little feature for
some time yekb

THAT COUNTRY TRAMP.

Please do not misunderstand me.
I am not referring fo the fap-faced
persongge . in a rageed” coat who

| beams out of a hédge where he has

been dossing and asks for money to
help him on his way to Timbuetoo,
where his mother lies ill. T expect
all of us who have foated i% through
the country sides have encountered
this cheerful wight with the husky
voice which gives him away. No, [
was thinking of the .wonderful
pleasure to be derived frdmn-z spell
on Shanks’ pony through the lanes
and over the commons. The idea
ceme to me beeause, of g letter from

a reader who takes hiz holidays this'

way and has the best time passibla.
¥or there is eundless variety in the
country. There are new views,
bright, fresh impressibns, and the

| cobwebs get Blown away as one pads

on comforfably, frying to take in all
the beauties of Dame Nature's grand
summier show. ‘ :

“THE AMATEUR AQUARIST."

All -interested in aguatic life and
the hobby of aquarium keeping
should get a copy of -thiz fittle

monthly magazine, issued by A, E,
Hodge, F.Z.5., at 14, “Astonvilla

Street, Southfislds, London, S W, 18,
It tells the student just what he
wants to know about sen urehins,
starfishes, silver water beetles, ote,

including that faseinating ' cresture,

the black salamander. Aguarists will
find hers just what they are looking
{nard N

BEARERS OF THE- BURDEM.

A letter to hand tells its own tale,
one of herolsm. [ is marked
“Private,” so wild horses of the
friskiest description would not drag
the subject matter from me. A slight
point of difficulty was inguired about.
But that letter in #is way was as full
of good cheer as anything could be.
The writer is a bearer of the burden,
and he has shouldered his responsi-
bility in grand siylé. A duby was

pui on him which cut him off from |

a chosen career, but he did not hesi-
tate. Ii is onmly incidentally that he
refers to the business at all. I thank
him for writing, and I congratulate
the Boys' Friznp on having him
az a thick snd thin supporfer.

Your Editor.

|1 UNDER

help ohserving his strange Jook—it
was obvious to every man in the
room. Mr Daifon frowned slightly,

“Mr. Greely—you did not seem to
hear me,” he said -rather sharply.
“This is Monsieur Victor Gaston, who
is-taking Monsieur Monceau’s place
here for ithe rest of the ferm.”.

Still Mr. Greely did not speak.
3till his startled eyes were glued upon
the handsome rather surprised face
of the Frenchman.

Sy, (reely
Mooney.

“Good heavens!” ejaculated Mr.
| Greely at last,

He strode towards the Frenchman.
There was a hush in Masters’ Com-
mon-rooim,

“What are you doing here?” thun-
dered Mr. Greely. “Felix Lacroix,
what.are you doing hereé?”

Victor GGaston looked at him calmly,
coolly, not a muscle of his handsome
face twitching.

““Yousg vous trompez, monsieur,”
he said quietly. ‘*You mistake. My
name
TFrench master——"

Mr. Greely’s reply
Masters’ Common-toom.

“Your name is Felix Lacroix, and
vou are a French criminal ?” he thun-
dered, “I myself, in Paris lasi year,
saw you sentenced to prison In a.
court of law for & robbery of a bank.

- murmured Mz,
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SCOBBER'S SWINDLE ! =

(Continued from page 797.)
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GG EETT T ROEHTHORS

. Look outs, Tommy! He coming
‘30’ ways, old bean!” ]

The giant wasp was buzzing down
| the alleyway, The Eskimo wade a
(szpite at it with a bolster, missed, and
|'dodged back into the eabin.,

Then Prous had a go with a pillow,
and did no gopd. It was Bany
O'Reoney’s turn. - Boldly he leaped
into the alleyway; gripving a framed

and boldly lLe léaped into the air and
struck hard as the flying inonster.
There wos a orash of plesking glass
and woodwork and a bump as Bamry
O'Rooney feil flat smong the ruins,

{\')ll,{led into the cabin like a humaen
all

47 Middock had a try to slay the mon-

H'sfol' with u rubber bath mat, but the

regched him.  Then, Princc Ching
| Lung, grasping a tennis-racket, made
o brisk run, a swift leap, and one
downward smash with the racket.

Y Goals, goals! A buticrfuls goals,
Chingy!” ecried Gar Waga,

The giant wasp was
mutton chop, and there was not a
soul to shed:aitear over its sad aud
carly death. -

Tung. “ A eourapeous crowd! Noble

wasp 17

“Bedad, sir, wid all due respect,
e didn’t notice your highness loither-
ing about admoiring the seencry or
picking  primroses,” said Bawry
O’Rooney. “Phwat are wa going to
do wid the bastes in the school-room?

B .0 0 50 0 . e s . e e & 0 ¥ e T

FALSE  COLOURS ?
Continued from page 768.)
i ;&m-nmwomw-meumnmnmnsgmgi

is Victor Gaston—I am a.

astounded -

picturs ‘he had taken .ifrom “the wall,-

but he gathered himself together and |

ginnt. wasp turmed back “before if |

f
!
L

You are here under a false name, and
for some luwless purpose!!’”

“Mr. Greely—ure you out of. your
senges 7 exclaimed My, Dalton, in dis-
muy and, amuazement. &

“No, sir, Iam not. I know that
man as well as I know my own
Lrother!” exclaimed Mr. Greely, “If
he donies his name, I am goiug io
the Headito denotince him 1™

Victor  Geston shrugged his
shoulders. |

“¥ou will please yourself, mon-
sienr,” he said. “I can only repeat
that my name is Victor Gaston, that
my testimonials are in the hands of
Dy, Chisholm, and that you are mis-
taken—decerved, perbsps, by some
resemblance.”

“ Nathing of the kind |” Mr. (lreely
snorted with-wiath. “I am going to
the Head "

With penderous fogtsteps, the Fifth
Form master stalked out of the room,
purple with wrath and excitement.
He left a dead silence behind him in:-
Masters’ Common-room,

THE EXD,

{2Phe Mystory Master!” is the
ripmng story of Jimmy Silver & Co.

of  Rookwood Seliool JFor next
Monday.  Don’t miss it whatever
You do! Order your Bovs® I'mexp

i advance and aroid disappoint-
mentl)

Ut’s all Scobber’s doings, the haivy
spalpsen’! 8o Oi suggest we foind
‘thé weovil, pop him insoide, lock the
door, and let him dale wid them.
That woeuld be all fair and square, for
ut's his job.” :

Unfortunately nobody knew whare
the captain was or when he would
weturn, “They could hear the swasps
‘buzding about and catch oceasional
gluh‘fme‘,g'of them throvgh the glass
panols ofthe door. * 5

“Whén “we've pgot rid of these
fallotesf yott hinte ' mid full permission
tor gdo whit wyon' like with Ciptain
Seobber, Bbove,™ suid the prined. “ A
Atting. punishment would be to!give
him a shave sud a haircut Wwith a
lawn-mower. Leb (s pirepare fof the
slaughter.” ¢

Ten minutes lator 1he nssassing burst
inta the 160m of tracedy | and
slanghtalr. Moy were ¢lnd i sting-
proof leather conis and logging=. and
wore fencing masks on ‘their heads
Tennis rackets tied to sticks to give
#hem a Jonger reach wepo the
woeapors. And af last when they had
| biffeéd and hit the air and cach other
and Tallen over.the furniturze, the
deed was dono and the carnet was
strewn with dead.

as dead as a |

4 brave lot, you are!® said Ching |

| fellows to run away from a wretched |

“Now, I wonder, by honey,” said
| Prout, “if there’s such a thing as a
lawn-mower.abourd, for we must give
Beobber that shave and haireut,”

‘ “Av, ay, souse me,” .said the
bo'sun.  “And to be sure of making
a good- job' of i, we'll fry it on
| teacher frsh”
THE END.

(Pow't miss “Curing the Bo'sunl®
| —pext. Monduy's rotiling fine story
| of  Prince Ching Tuny and Gun
| Wapa & Co. Order your Rovs®
| Brizxn in advopce and thus make
| certain of sceuring itl)

1s all you pay for our N,
4004 ltcw W Marvel "—
thefineat cyals aver
Sorore. Beiviantiy pinted:
rmas, iantly plated;
r(chl; enamelied, :ﬁm in
two colours. Sant
fres, carriage paid, on
15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

bargaine i alig!
ad mounts.

unds. Write TO-

DAY for testimoniale

sund lluatrated mre
catalogue.

Mead Oycle Oa.

) (Dap, B.¥90),
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SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

LUSHING 5V i

Simple T-day Permanent Home Ours for either sex.

N Autosuggestion, drill, etc. Writeatonce, mention

“H.F."and get full particulnrs quite PREE privately.
U.J. Dy 18, All Sxints Road, St.

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERT MENTS
FLEASBE MENTION THIS PAPER.

ANnog-on-BEan..

HEIGHT COUNTS

.

favﬂ YOU SHEN MY CAMEL Packetof Btamps?
t’s FREH if you ask to see my Speclal Approval Sheots,
It eopiaing: New Boudan {Owmel), Angola, Tanger, Caps,
Reunion, Vietoria, Salvador, China, Tete, Russia, éuyana,

ylon, Vonesuela, Jamaica, Portugal (Charity), Ukraine,
Guadeloupe, Argentime, Austrian Fxpress, and Lourenco
Marques, Senda Posieard: Victor Banceroft, Matlook.

STOP STAMMERING ! $us vouriets as
fres, —PRANE B. HUGHES, 7, Southampion
Row, London, W.C. 1.
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in winpitig snceess. Let sj:r Giresn Bystem

3 Six Cigarette Cards :
l GIVEN FREE in fi
{ JUNGLE JINKS |
I ¢« » Out on Thursday ., , :
t » » Don’t Miss Them! . , +
D R e

ARE YOU FRIGHTENED

of mesting people, mixing In cowpany, going to soeial
patherings, dances, etp.? Do you lack Self-Confidencs,
suffor from Nervous Fears, Depression, Blushing, Timnidity,
or Sleeplessneas? Become Self-Confident, Full of Courage,
Beight and Happy by sending tmmediately 3 penny stamps
for parsiculars of the Monto-Nerve Strengthening Treat-
mant, OUARANTEED OURE OR MOXNEY REFUNDED,—
GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd.. 543, Imperial
Buildings, Ludgate Girous, Londoen, B.0.4.

DON'T BE BULLIED

ecial offer. SONS

TWO TLLUS, SAMPLE LES
from my CompleteCourse on JUSITRY fortanr
penny stamps, or & Large Tilus. Portion af
Course for P.O. 3/6. Juiitsu .isill.gafbu!. ang
simplest seience of-seif defence an
m aviack ever inyented. Learn to take
e i adloa re of yoursel! under ALL ciroum.
o ey gtances. SEND NOW. “YAWARA'™
\Dept. A.F.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex.

A S L T
MYGREAT OFFER
B 1 supply the fnest try built
Ll oxcles from B6«BD cash or 2/
weekly., Anycycio sent ON 14 DAYR'
d| APPROVAL, PACKED FREE AND
f§ CARRIAGE PAID on receipt of small
ayl, deposit, Write for PREE BARGAIN
LIBTS. Satlsfactlon or Money Re-

:‘[F&ﬂ' ' |4 funded, * The ‘;orlﬂ'l \

Largest Cycle Dealer,
% Dept. 25, COVENTRY

The Best Cycle in the British
Empire, SUNG, sent on a{)prova}.
earriego paid.  Guaranteed by
Our 45 years' reputation. Money
refunded if dissatistied, Lists
FREE, Write NOW! (Dept. Ug),
Metropolitan  Machinists  ©€o,,
Lid, 168 & 248, Bishopsgate,
London, E.G:
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