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The st Chapter.
Under Cover of Night!

r!!

“Looks like something up!” re-
. marked Jimmy Silver.
. %It does—it do!” agreed Lovell.

Tt was, in fact, pretty plain that
something was ‘“up ” at Rookwood
School that merning.

The Fistical Four, the heroes of
the Classical Fourth, were chatting
in the quadrangle, while they waited
for the bell far first lesson.

Old Sergeant Kettle, who kept the
school shop, had been scen to strjde
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at Rookwood School.

into the Scheol House, with a frown-
mg and troubled brow.

As the old eergeant generally
looked good-hpymoured, the Fistical
Four had observed him with surprise.

Mr. Kettle was in a disturbed and
wrathful frame of mind, that was
clear.

In a few minutes he had emerged
from the School House again, accom-
panied by the Head himself. (

The juniors respectfully ‘capped”
the Head, as he passed, but Dr. Chis-
holm, evidently very much disturbed,
had not even observed the salute,

They hurried across the quad, and

_disappeared through the beeches.

“My word!” said Newcome, with

a whistle. “What's the matter with
the Head?”

“And the merry scrgeant
marked Raby.

The Fistical Four wondered.

Tubby Muffin, the fattest junior
on the Classical side at Rookwood,

93
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“came from the direction: of the tuck-

shop, and ‘joined them. There was a
discontented expression on his podgy
face.

“Closed!” he announced indig-
nantly. “The tuckshop ain’t open
this morning, you fellows. I wanted
sqme toffee.  Awful cheek of the
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sergeant, I think, not opening before
lessons—what 2”

y 1 Something’s up!” said Jimmy

Silver. ;

. “The Head’s there,” growled
1 ] ] L

['ubby. “He's gone' in with old

Kettle, and the shop ain’t open.
Rotten !”

“You fellows know what’'s up?”
asked Erroll of the Fourth, joining
the juniors. “We've got to go into
Hall instead of the Form-rooms !”

“My hat!??

“Mr. Bootles says—had it from
the Head, I suppose. Hallo, here
comes the Head ¥

Dr. Chisholm 'came rustline back,

x
and disappeared into the House
without a glance at the surpriseci‘
juniors.

A minute or two later, Bulkeley,
and Neville, and the other prefecta
were shepherding the Rookwood
fellows into Big Hall.

Jimmy Silver & Co. marched in
with the rest, in a state of very
great surprise. .

It waes only too clear that some-
thing wae up, and it appeared to be
in connection with the sergeant and
the ‘echool shop. But what it was,
was a mystery.

[t was evidently an affair that con-
cerned the whole school, for the
Modern prefects were marching the
Modern fellows in, as well ae the
Classicals.

Taommy Dodd & Co. of the Modern
Fourth, came into the Hall, and
Tommy paused to speak to Jimmy
Silver.

“Know what’s on?” he asked.

“Haven't the faintest idea,”
Jimmy. ‘“Haven’t you?”

*Not ‘o bitil”

“Somebody going to be flogged,
perhaps,” remarked Tommy Cook.
“What have you Classical boundere
been up to?”

“More likely a Modern going to be
sacked!” retorted Jimmy Silver.

“Rats!”

“Fathead!”

“You Classical chump

said

“You Modern naa

Y Ordoer thero!” ecalled out Bulke
lay ‘of the BSixth, with a frown
SELat uy, you 1”;;:\ Do vou hoear!"

N'aa Coiva nl-utnnl‘lv L vk Illl,“

The fags promptly *“ehut up.”

The Head was entering the Hall by
the upper door. !

The whole school stood to attention.

Every face expressed surprise, and
some expressed unecasiness.

Lattrey, the black sheep of the
Fourth, was even a little pale.

Lattrey had many &ins on his cén-
science, and as the poct eaid of old,
“the thief doth fear each bush an
officer.” The assembling of the
school was possibly for the punish-
ment of some delinquent, and Lattrey
knew who was the worst delinquent
at Rookwoad. :

Townsend and Topham, Peele and
Gower, and Smythe & Co. of the
Shell, were also in a state of uncasi-
ness. They were “goey’” youths,
whose  “‘goeyness”  would have
brought down the vials of wrath upon
their heads, if the headmaster had
known how “goey” they were.

The silence could almost be felt,
as the Head rustled in.

All eyes were upon Dr. Chisholm.

His knitted brows showed that he
was angry.

“Rod in pickle for somebody,’
Mornington murmured to Erroll
“Who's been found out, I wonder?”

“Bilence!” :

The Head glanced over the assem-
bled school.

“Boys!” His voice was very deep.
“ A most unprecedented ‘thing has
occurred. Duxing = the night, the
school shop has been broken into,
and a quantity of Sergcant Kettle's
stock abstracted!”

' Ull!”

“ Some persan or persons,’” resumed
the Head, his cyes glinting—*‘some
person or persons, at present un-
known, have committed this unpre-
cedented: act of dishonesty and out-
rage. An entrance was _},orced into
the building, a shutter being broken
and goods to the value of several
pounds taken. It is not merely the
theft, but the fact that the thief evi-
dently intended to elude the food
regulations by this theft, calls for
the utmost contempt and ecorn. [
am ashamed to think that such a
boy is sheltered under the roof of
Rookwood.”

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Jimmy
Silver,

“Silence !
~ (Continved on the next page.)
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“8ome boy,” resumed the Head,
“came unscrupulous « boy, discon-
tented with the food allowance, has
helped himself in this dishonest
manner. Neodlegs to say, the most
severe punishment will be  visitod
upon the offender, As he must be
here present, 1 call upon him to stand
forth!”

Dl‘ep silence. il

“Chance for a food-hog to distin-
guish himself,” murmured -Morning-
ton, “ (o ahead, Muffin.”

“Ph?” gasped Tubby Muffin,

“Tt was you, wasn't it?"

“Why, you beast—--"

“Silence in the Fourth!” said Mr.
Bootles,

Tubby Muflin gave Mornington a
ferocious glare, and subsided. But
many cnrious glances were turned
upon Tubby. Tubby's discontent
with the food regulations was well-
known. Many and many a time had
the fat Classical been licked for
raiding other fellows’ studies.

It was only a step from raiding a
study cupboard,- to raiding a tuck-
shop. Tubby was already under
suspicion-—among the juniors.

“Better own up, Tubby!” wwhis-
pered Rawson. “it will come easicr
now, than later.”

“Tt wasn’t me, you beast!” hissed
Tubby.

“Sure 7 asked Rawson, in surprise.

“Yes, you chump!”

“T am waiting!” came the deep
voice of the Head, “I give the

delinquent the opportunity of making -

a frank confession before the school.
If he comes forward ilfnmodtiutely,
Falell admiininioy w Regging:  Otlver
wise  the  moetbor \\"iﬁ b nf‘l'i(-tly
investicatod, and the offender will be
expelled from Rookwood, when dis-
covered. 1 will” wait one minute!”

Silence again.

Miny expressive looks were cast
at Tubby Muffin by his Form-fellows.
They felt that, for his own sake,
Tubby would do better to own up, at
onee. But the fat Classical only
glared at them ferociously, and
remained silent.

The minute elapsed.

“Very well,” eaid the Head, at
last, compressing his lips. * Investi-
gation into this act oF lawless dis-
honesty will proceed, Justice will be
dealt out to the offender, with the
most rigid severity. Dismiss!”

. And the school filed out.

The 2nd Chavter.
Muffin is Indignant!

During morning lessons. the atten-
tion of the Roockwood fellows was
not wholly fixed upon school work,

The  rvaid at the tuckshop had
caused considerable excitement, and
there was very keen interest in the
“investigations” which were presum-
ably going on. .

Few of the Classical Fourth doubtecl
that when the delinquent was re-
ﬁaﬁd he would turn out to be Tubby

uffin.
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Indeed, Mr. Bootles, who Xknew
Tubby pretty well, allowed his glance
to rest upon the plumF youth several
times, in quite a significant way.

After morning lessons there was a
general excdus to the school shop.

Every {fellow was keen to see
exactly what had happened there, and
how the raider had obtained an
entrance.

They found Sergeant Kettle in a
grumpy mood,

The sergeant had lost at least three
pounds worth of geods, and he was
a little doubtful about compensation.
Certainly, the bill would be sent to
the culprit’'s father, when he was dis-
covered, But he had mot been dis-
covered yet.

Jimmy Silver & Co. surveyed the
damage done. A little window had
been forced, a shutter broken, and
the raider had erawled in through the
window. The shutter was nailed up
NOW,

“Regular burglary, and no mis-
take !” said Lovell.

“Which of you Classicals did it?”
asked Tommy Dodd sweetly.

Lovell snorted.

He would have been glad to attri-
bute the amateur burglary to the
Moderns, but he was convinced him-
self that Tubby Muftin was the guilty
Fart_v. Tubby's egregious appetite
had brought disgrace upon the Classi-
cal side at Rookwood.
 “TIt’s too bad!” said Lovell, as he
walked away with his chums. ‘ That
fat bounder iz a disgrace to the side.
Look here, he's not going to be
allowed to keep the tuck! 'I%mt‘s too
thick !”

“J suppose it was Tuhby!” said
Jimmy Silver reflectively,

“Of course it was! He's the only
chap here whose appetite would Jead
fiim ko ataet in 1o ws 0 burglor”

“Tt's o bit too thick, oven for
Tubby,” remarked Raby, ‘' Raiding
a study cupboard isn't quite like
this.”

“,Well, if it wasn’t Tubby, who was
it?’

“Give it up!”

“Tt was '{‘ubby right enough!”
growled Liovell, “ And he can’t have
bolted all the grub yet. Let's make
him hand it back!”

“That's a good idea!” agreed
Jimmy Silver. “The Head may go
easy with his merry investigations if
the grub is handed back. ‘We don’t
want the fat idiot sacked from Rook-
wood.” '

The Fistical Four looked {or Tubby
Muffin. They found him in  his
study, where his studg-mates, Higgs
and Jones minor, were arguing with
him in loud voices.

“@Give un the loot, you fat idict!”
Higgs' loud voice was booming, as
the chums of the Fourth came u‘iong.
“Take it back to the sergeant, and
say vou're sorry!”

“And pay for what you've
scoffed!” said Jones minor. “ That’s
better than waiting till the Head
finds vou out, and sacks you!”

“1 didn’t do it!” yelled Tubby.

“Oh, rats!”

“Piffle!”

Tubby Muffin turned a beseeching
look upon the Fistical Four, as they
appeared in the doorway.

“You fellows don't
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believe I did it, do you ?”
he exclaimed. '

“Fathead! We know
you- did it!” growled
Lovell.

Every reader “T  didn’t!’”  shrieked

Tubby.

Jimmy Silver gave him
a scarching look. Tubby
was crimson with excite-
ment and wrath.

Certainly he looked very
much in  earnest. But
Tubby's powers as a fibber
were well known. In that
line he was equal to the
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I know?

“How should
Lovell, perhaps.’
“What?" yelled Lovell,
taken aback.
“Well, you're jolly
gquick to put it on me!”

_THE_BOYS' FRIEND

gaid Tubby. “That looks to me like
a guilty congcience.”’

 Why, I—-Tl—I"lles" i

Jimmy Silver dragged his excited
chum back, as the alarmed Tubby
dodged round the study table.

“Keep him off!” gasped Muffin.
“Nothing to get waxy about, yon
kngw 1! o

“(thuck it, Lovell, old sgout! You
know Tubby isn’t responsible for his
actiong!”  grinned Jimmy Hilver,
“Tubby, we've come hore for th‘e
loot. 1 suppose it's hidden in this
study somewhere,” .

“ft ign’t,” grunted Higgs. “We've

looked.” ; i
“Oh! Where is it, Tubhy?”
“How should 1 know?!” yelled

Tubby, exasperated. “T tell you I
was fast asleep last night, and never
evan dreamed of getting out of bed.
I never went near the hlessed shop.
I don't know anything about it.”

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

“Well, somebody did it!” he said.

“1 didn't!” howled Muffn,

“Honest Iniun?” asked Jimmy
Silver, impressed at last by Tubby’s
earnestness, which was ' growing
almest hysterieal.

“VYes, honest Injun-honour bright
—anvything vou like !” gasped Tubby
Muffin.  “J-—I didn't know that
shutter could be busted in like that—
1 mean, of course, I wouldn't have
done anything of the sort, under any
circumstances.

“Ha, ha, bal”’

“It’s a rotten shame!” mbmbled
Tubby. “I swear I never had any-
thing to do with it! Yah!”

“He must be spoofing!” said
Lovell, a littfle impressed himself,
however, ‘ Still, it may have been
one of the Modern cads.” j

“T  believe you, Tubby,”
Jimmy Silver, at last. And
quitted the study with his chums.

“1f it wasn't Tubby, who was it?”
demanded Newcome,

Jimmy shook his head.

“PBlessed if T know! But 1 think
Tubby’s telling the truth for once.
May be a Modern, after all.”

And the Fistical Four gave up the
problem, and went to dinner.

said
he

The 3rd Chapter,
T R T T Y
Out of Bounds,

“It's rotten !’

Jimmy Silver made that remark
after dinner.

It was a sunny afternoon, and there
was nothing special doing at Rook-
wood, and the Fistical Four were feel-
ing inclined for a ramble out of gates.

And that was barred.

All Rookwood was ‘‘gated,” by
order of the Head, on account of the
escaped conviet, who was supposed
to be lurking in the neighbourhood.

It was exasperating to all the Rook-
wood fellows. =

The Clagsicals, especially, were

exasperated with Geoffrey Gunner,
absconding solicitor and fugitive from
justice, who had chosen to seek a
refuge in the neighbourhood of the
school.
" The fact that Gunner had once been
a  Modern fellow at Rookwood
elicited sympathy on the Modern side
of the school, but none whatever on
the (lassical side.

The Clagsicals declared that the
fellow had brought disgrace on his
old schoeol, and that the sooner he was
“lagged ” the better.

Tommy Dodd & Co., and most of
the Modern juniors, maintained that
Gunner was an injured innocent, the
victim of a silly iudge and a fat-
headed jury, condemned on circum-
stantial evidence, which any novelist

could have told you was not to be |

relied upon.

Tommy Dodd's reagson for this
helief was the fact that Gunner had
once been a Modern at Rookwood.

The Modern side would not own up

.to a convict, so it was necessary to

believe that he was an injured inno-
cent. Tommy Dodd & Co. made it
a point to believe it.

“Rotten isn't the word!” Levell
remarked. “Suppose we did meet
that giddy convict on the heath, as
the Head thinks we might? He
wouldn’t eat us!” A

“We'd run him in!” said Raby.

“Hear. hear!”

“It all comes through having a
Modern side in the school at all,”
said Lovell oracularly. “If the chap
had been brought up a Classical, he

might have turned out honest.”
“He might!”

TO THE BOYS AT THE FRONT !
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“ Anyway, we don't want to be
kept bottled up within gates till he's
nabbed!” growled Jimmy Bilver,
“Why, it's nearly a week since old
Boggs came to tell the Head the
fellow had been seen about here!
Why haven’t they caught him?
They're paid to do 1t.”

“Most likely he’s cleared off from
the neighbourhood.”

“Bhouldn’'t wonder,” said New-
come, ‘‘He's cortainly not been geen
or heard of lately. Look here, are
we going te be gated for ever on
account of that rotter?”

“We're jolly well not!” growled
Jimmy Silver. “I don’t see it, at all!
TLook here, the bobbies don’t seem
able to find this man Gunner. Bup-
pose we tal'e n hand in the game?”

i 1"

“7 dare say we could run him down
fast enough,” argued Jimmy Bilver.
“We know the wood from end to
end, and the heath, too, and the
old quarries. We've had a lot of
scouting practice, and know how to
pick up tracks.”

“But we can't get out of gates!”

“We rcan get over a walll” said
Jimmy Silver sententiously. “1 don’t
see passing a hall-holiday within gates
on account of a measly conviet!”

There was a murmur of agreement
from the Co.

They were “fed up” with gating,
and there was a prospect of execite-
nient in looking for the conviet, too,
though they had not much expecta-
tion of coming aecross him,

Jimmy looked for the Colonial
chums—Pons and Conroy and Van
Ryn—and the trio at once joined in

the scheme. Flynn and Oswald
joined up as well. _
Nine juniors made their way

cautiously to the point of the school
wall which was well screened by the

1 old beeches.

“Hallo!  Breaking bounds, you
young bounders?”

1t was Tommy-Dodd’s voice,

The Modern junior was leaning
against a beech, apparently in deep
thought, when the Classicals came
quieﬁy by.

“Mum's the word, Deddy,” said
Jimmy Bilver. *‘ We're tired of gates.
Come along with us!”

i' What'’s the game?”

“Wese weing wul {6 Taek for a
lost Modern 1" grinned Lovell,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“A lost Madern!” said Tommy
Dodd, puzzled. “THas one of the
Modern chaps gone out?”

“An old boy,” explained Jimmy
Silver. *“A gentleman of the name
of Gunner, who was once an orna-
ment of your side, and turned out as
a Modern might really be expected
to turn out.”

“You silly ass!”
Dodd.

“Won't yon come and lend a
hand ?” grinued Conroy. ‘‘You'll be
pleased to see the merry old Modern
if we nab him!”

“ Fathead !”

Tommy Dodd looked wrathful for
a moment, and then he grinned.

“Where are you going to look for
him ?” he asked. :

“1In the wood.”

“You think he's there?”

“Well, I suppose so,” said Jimmy
Silver, “or eclse in the old quarries
on the heath. Unless he's cleared
off, of course.”

“He had some reason for coming
into this neighbourhood,” remarked
Van Ryn. ‘‘He came back here be-
canse he was an old Rookwood chap,
abd knew the ground. I dare say
he’s hidden in the quarries.”

“Must be getting pretty hungry
by this time, if he 1s,” said Tominy
Dodd.

“1 dare say he steals grub from
the farms.”

“Well. I wish you luck,” . said
Tommy Dodd, with unexpected good-
humour. “TI’ll give you a bunk up,
if you like.”

“ Thanks1”

The Classicals slipped over the
school wall, one after another, the
last to c¢limb being helped from
below by the Modern junior. !

Tommy Dodd grinned after them,
and strolled away through the
beeches.

The nine Classicals scuttled across
the road, and made haste to put a few
fields between them and the school.
They did not want to be spotted out
of bounds. It would have meant a
painful intervigw with the Ilead
afterwards.

Jimmy Silver was feeling a little
puzzled; he did not quite understand
Tommy Dodd.

“It's jolly queer,” he remarked, as
they went into the echades of the
green wood. -

“What's queer ?” asked Lovell.

“ About Tomimy Dodd! He makes
out that Gunner was innocent, and
§0 Ol

“ Modern gas

roarad Tommy
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“Yes; but these Modern asses keep
it up, you know, and I know they
don’t want Gunner to be caught.
Yet Tommy eeemed quite keen on
helping us out. He doesn’t think
that the merry conviet ig hidden
where we're going to look for him,”
said Jimmy, with a shake of the
head.

“Oh, he's an ass!” said Raby.
“The man must bo somewhere about,
or the school wouldn't still be gnte(j’
on his account. And if he's about,
there’'s no reason why we shouldn’t
find him.”

“Yes, that's so.”

“ And he's an awful scoundrel,” re-
marked Oswald. “He ought to be
laid by the heels.  What are you
scowling about, Jimmy ?”
“Fathead! 1 was thinking, It

can’t be possible that Tommy Dedd:

knows where he is, and that he knows
we're on the wrong track?” said
Jimmy Silver, with knitted brows.

“How could he know?”

“Well, T don’t see how he could,”
admitted Jimmy, “Come on, let's
hunt for the merry convict, anyway.
We'll beat the wood for him first, and
then try the old quarries.”

And the Classical juniors were soon
busy. All through that sunny after-
noon they put great keenness and
energy into the hunt for the missing
man, whose “cheek’” in secking re-
fuge near Rookwood was the canse
of the school bounds being drawn in.

1f the ecager Classicals had found
him, there were certainly enough of
them to capture him and mareh him
off in triumph to the police-station.

But if the missing conviet was
there, he was well concealed.

All the scouteraft of Jimmy Silver
& Co. did not enable them to pick up
the trail of the missing man in the
wood, or on the heath. They found
no “sign” to guide them. Much to
the disappointment of the juniors,
the one-time Modern of Rookwood
was conspicuous by his absence.

The 4th Chapter.
Tommy Deodd Figures it Out!

“Penny for 'em!” said Tommy
Cook. /

“Twopenee, . if you Ioikke, bedad!”

L T LT A e bl B L
remnrlko ommy Doyle,

Tommy Dodd was thinking.

His two chums had joined him 'in
the quagdrangle, and they had found
Tommy Dodd very silent and plunged
in thought.

His brows were knitted, and his
whole expression was that of con-
centrated mental effort.

“1 'think I've got it!”
Dodd 'said, at last,

*“Got phwat?”

“The abbey ruins!” said Dodd.

The other two Tommies stared at
him. Tommy Dogyle tapped his fore-
head in a significant way.

“The ah%ey ruing "
Cook.

“Yes; I think so.”

“What are you driving at?”

Tommy Dodd nodded, in reply to
his own thoughts. He was evidently
satisfied with the conclusion he had
come to, whatever it was.

“Come up to the study,” he said.

“Phwat for, intirely?” ¢

“Come on, and don't argue, old
chap.” ;

Quite mystified,
followed Tommy Dodd to Mr.
Manders’ House, and up to the study.
Dodd carefully closed the door, his
chums watehing him in silence, and
really wondering whether there was
anything wrong with Tommy Dodd's
“upper crust.”

“I've thought it out,” said
Tommy Dodd impressively. * Now,
you chaps, about that poor fellow,
Gunner.”

“Oh, Gunner?” j

“Yes. We've agreed that he's
innocent, .and the vietim of eiréum-
stantial evidence, or something of the
sort.”

“ Ahem !”’

“Don’t you
Dodd warmly.

“Sure an’ we do, Tommy darling.
Anythin’ for a peaceful life. What
about Gunner?” :

Tommy

repeated

agree?” * demanded

“He used to be at Rookweod, on -
the Modern side,” continued Tommy

Dodd. * After he got away from the
police, he made a break in this direc-
tion, and has disappeared since.
Well, what was his reason for coming
in this direction?” e 4

“Sure, and I haven't an
Silly ass, I suppose,” suggested
Doyle. :

“TFathead!” )

“Raith, 1T think—-" _

“He came in this direction, because
he knew, from his experience at
Rookwood as a boy, that he could
find a hiding-place near Rookwood,”
said Tommy Dodd. “That's as plain

as your face-—which is saying a lot.””
19 ) \

“Why, ye omadhaun-

Cook and | Doyle

idea.
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“That’'s why the bobby from
Coombe came to tell the Head about
it,”’ declared Tommy Dodd. *“The
police know why he ‘scooted i this
direction ; they’ve guessed, same as I
have.”

* Shouldn’t wonder,” agreed Cook,
after some thought. “IHe may be
skulking in  the old Coombe
quarries.”

“Jimmy Silver thinks so. A gang
of those Classical chumps have gone
out of bounds to look for him
there.” !

“My hat! Why didn’t yo call us
up to stop them?” exclaimed Doyle
indignantly.

“Becapse I wanted them to go.
Old Gunner isn’t in the quarries, my
sons, nor. yet in the woods,” said
Tommy Dodd serenely. “T've
thought it all out. Chap can’t live on
grass and stones, even in war-time,
and there’s nothing else to eat in the
woods and the quarries. He might
hide there for a few davs at the most.
That’s all. Jimmy Silver won’t find
him*

“Faith, and you spake, as if you
knew where he is,” exclaitned Doyle.

“T think 1 do !

“What?” yelled Tommy Dodd’s
chums simultaneously.

Tommy Dodd smiled with satisfac-
tion.- He had succeeded in astonish-
g his devoted followors,

“T think T know where he is!” he
repeated.  “ What price the abbey
ruins, inside the walls of Rookwood—
what ?”

“My hat!” murmured Cook.

“Bure, Tommy, it's dreamin’ ye

are!”
“Why not?” persisted Tommy
1 . &
Dodd. “Those old ruins are a bit

unsafe for a stranger, but Gunner
would know all about them, as he
used to be a Rookwood chap in his
giddy youth. He would watch his
opportunity, and eclimb in over the
wall by night, and scuttle into the old
abbey. Fellows hardly ever go there,
excepting to exvlore on a half-holiday
sometimes, and it would be easy
enough for him to keep out of sight in
the vaults then.”

“T--1 suppose so. But—-"

“But what?”

“How could the fellow live there,
vou ass?” said Cook. “You've said
yourself that he couldn’t live on stones
and grass, and there's nothing else in
tho abbev ruineg,”

“That's where I've been thinking
it out, 1 ndmit it never ocourred to
e G tosdny thad be mdght be within
tho sohool _wally," mluﬂlnl-ml "I‘I;l'l}lll\f
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Dodd. “But what happened last
night——7"

“Did anything hapoen last night?”

“Fathead! What rbout the
burglary at the tuckshop?”

“That was Tubby Muffin.”.

“Muflin denies it.”’

“Well, he’d deny anything ; he’s a
regular Prussian for lying!”

“Yes, I know that; but I think he's
telling the facts this time. After all,
busting into a shop is rather a hefty
job for a mug like Muffin. My idea
1s that it was done by somebody who
needed {ood, not merely to dodge the
food regulations.”

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“You see, it's quite clear,” said
Tommy Dodd eagerly. «* Old Gunner
was a chap at Rookwood, and knew
all about the school shop. Old Ser-
geant Keitle kept it when Gunner was
in the Fifth Form here. He knew
exactly where to go for his grub. 1
dare say he’s lurked about, trying to
got hold of some grub without leav.
ing signs behind him, qm'l couldn’t, so
he simply had to bust in the tuckshop
and help himself, and chance being
spotted. As nobody knows lLe's here,
it was put down to a Roolkwood chap,
and I daver say Gunner foresaw it
would be.” ;

“Tf it was Gunner!” grinued Cook.

“PDon’t you believe it was?”

“No fear! I believe it was Tubby
Muflin.” _ 5

“Oh, you're a silly ass!” exclaimed
Tommy Bodd, in great exasperation,
“Haven't I explained the whole thing
to you?” N

“You've been tfalking out of your
hat, Tommy, darling!” said Doyle,

. with a ‘chuckle. “It’s all rot, you
know !”

“Wha-a-at!” :

. “I «dare say Gunner is a hundred
mjles away by this time. I know he
wouldn’t have the nerve intirely to
stick in the old abbey, only a hundred
yards from two hundred chaps.”

“That malkes it all the safer for
him, you chump, because 1',1obody
would suspect him of doing it.’

“Nobody would, unless he was off
his rocker !” grinned Cook.

*Look here—"

“Bow-wow !”

“T tell you he's there!” roared
Tommy Dodd wrathfully. “I've
worked it out in my mind, and I feel
certain of it.” )

“Well, lave him there, and let's get
out of doors,” said Doyle.

“We're going to help him.”

“Phwat !’

“Getting  deaf?” asked Tommy
Dodd sarcastically. “ We're going to
help the poor fellow, of course.”

“You howling ass!” said Cook.
“Do you want P.-c. Boggs to take
you by the scruff of the neck, and
march you off to the bobby station?

You mustn't help conviets and
things.”

*“This case is different. Poor old
Gunner was Innocent of  the

b

charge—’

“How do you know

“Haven’t I told you fifty times that
he was innocent?” exclaimed Tommyv
Dodd.: “Don’t begin all that again.
You're like a sheep’s head, Cooky—
nearly all jaw!” -

“Well, a judge
guilty——"

"Xou know what old duffers judges
are !

“And a jury—"

“Blow the jury!”

“That’s all very well,” said Tommy
Cook.  “‘But breaking the law is a
jolly serious bizney.” .

“Bosh! It isn’t exactly that. It’s
helping a chap in distress. And when
his innocence is proved, we' shall get
thanked for it, very likely, by the shly
duffers’ who sent him to prison by
mistake 1"

*Oh, my hat!’ -

“Don’t’ you believe he’s innocent,
fathead?”

“Well, we keep that up to the
Classicals, of course,”  answered

By
't

found  him

)
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‘““Look at that!’*® snapped Tommy Dodd, as he flashed the light of the ! )
fIf it’s possible that the merry convict’s here, I’'d rather be outside, if it’s all the

“My hat!’ said Cook.
same to you, Doddy.”

“T dare say he was.

Tommy Cook.
ourselves, you

But—but among
know-—-—"

“Qh, you're an ass, Cook! ' He’s
innocent, and it’s our duty to help
him, as an old Modern who’s down on
his luck. I’'m not going to see an old
Modern starve,” said Tommy Dodd
indignantly. “He must be pretty
cold in that old ruin. The nights are
getting jolly chilly now. It’s up to
us. Anyway, I'm going to help him
@ bit. You can back me up or not, as
you like.”

“Oh, we'll help you—if he’s there!”
said Cook.

“What are you winking at Doyle
for, you ass?”

“W-w-w-was 17"

“VYes, you chump! You can go
and eat coke, and I'll look after poor
old Gunner on my own!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd. !

And the indignant Tommy jumped
up and strode to the door.

“We're coming, Tommy.”

“QOh, rats!”

Tommy Dodd fook a dignified
departure; but his chums hurried
down after him, and rejoined him in
the quad. The Modern leader deigned
to be placated at last.

“Well, come along,” he s11d, “ You
two can remain on the watch, to see
that nobody comes near the ruins, 1If
anybody comes along, go for him and

kick him out, if it's a junior. If it's
anybody else, whistle.”
“Right-ho!” grinned Cook and

Doyle. 5 :

And leaving his chums on sentry
duty at a distance from the abbey
ruing, Tommy Dodd went forward
alone, and with great eaution plunged
into the ruins of the ancient Abbey of
Rookwood.

The 5th Chapter.
A Siartling Discovery.

The ruins of what had once been
Rookwood Abbey lav at a consider-
able distance from the school build-
ings, though enclosed within the
school walls.
- Trees grew among the shattered
masses of old masonry, and shadowed
the fragments of massive walls and
deep windows. 1t was a pleasant spot
for picnicking in the summer, but in
late autumn the place was seldom
visited.

Tommy Dodd had thought it all
out, and he was convineed of the cor-
rectness of his theory. The very
proximity of the school, with its
swarms of boys, made it unlikely that
the hiding-place would be suspected,
and for that reason it was safer for the
hunted man than the wood
quarries could have been.

It was really a very keen stroke of
Tommy Dodd, to connect the raid on
the tuckshop with the missing convict.
Everyone else seemed to have con-
cluded, as a matter of course, that the
raider had been a Rookwood fellow.

5t {":’
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The Head had certainly so con-
cluded, as the assembling of the school
in Hall that morning proved.

Tommy Dodd’s heart thumped a
little as he passed under the trees, and
through the shattered remains of the
old doorway.

Within the ruins lay without form
and void. It was not casy to dis-
tinguish where the different apart-

ments had been, so wrecked was

the once imposing edifice. Much of it
had been in ruins since the reign of
King John, and untouched during the
long centuries since.

The stone stairs that led down into
the ancient vaults were almost blocked
with broken masonry, but there was a
passage that could be squeezed
through, left by generations of school-
bov explorers. ;

Doubtless, in his days as a Rook-
wood fellow, Geoffrey Gunner, the
conviet, had explored those old ruins,
as most of the Rookwooders did,
sooner or later.

What more natural than that he
should remember the place when he
was a hunted fugitive with nowhere
to lay his head?

Stones and fragments of old mortar
clinked about Tommy Dodd’s feet as
he felt his way cautiously down the
encumbered steps. j

He stood within the opening of the
vaults at last.  The old oaken door
had vanished long years since, and,

or the’

save for the piles of old, shapeless
sltmu—?, the vaults were copen to the
aay.

Tommy Dodd paused inside’ and
looked about him.

The light of the afternoon sun pene-
trated for a few yards dimly, but
beyond that all was blackness.

The deep, dark vaults were not
inviting to the gaze, and Tommy, in
spite of himself, felt a vague sense of
uneasiness, and wished for a moment
that he had brought Cook or Doyle
with him.

Jut he threw off the feeling.

If the hunted man was there, there
was nothing to be afraid of. Was not
(zeoffrey Gunner an innocent man,
the vietim of wunfortunate circum-
stances, and was not Tommy Dodd
there as his friend?

There was nothing to fear,

Tommy felt in ﬁis pockets for a
match-box, and struck a match.

The light glimmered feebly about
him as he advanced further, holding
up the match before him.

The silence was unbroken. save for
the chuffling of the junior’s boots
upon the damp flagstones of the
floor.

There was no sign of a hidden man.
But Tommy Dodd knew that the
vaults oxtended far into the depths,
and 1t was certain that if Gunner was
there he would retreat into the dark-
ness at the sound of a step.

The match went out, but the

Modern  junior struck another, and

lantern upon the empty tin.

another, as he went on, looking abtut
him with keen eyes.

But for Tommy’s fixed belief in the
innocence of the unfortunate Gunner,
he might have hesitated to trust him-
self into so lonely a recess, where he
believed a hunted convict was hidden.

But Tommy Dodd had argued so
vehemently with the Classicals upon
that subject that he had ended by
(-ompletefy convincing himself.

He halted suddenly, with a low ex-
clamation.

“By Jove!”

He bent down,
match.

In the second vault, close by the
damp stone arch, lay a tin.

It was a tin that had contained
salmon, and its jagged edges showed
that it had been broken open by being
hammered with a stone.

The smell of it was quite fresh.
The tin had not been opened many
hours. I

It was impossible to suppose that a

Rookwood fellow had descended into
those chilly depths to make a meal of
tinned salmon.
* Evidently the tin was a part of the
loot of the tuckshop,+and the man
who had abstracted 1t was hidden in
the vaults.

Tommy Dodd’s eyes glittered.

It was the proof he wanted.

He stood up again, and

striking another

struck

another match. The light glimmered
on stone walls, running damp.

BSave for the tin that lay at his feet,
there was no sign of the vaults having
tbeen visited by a living being.

The match went out, and Tommy
Dodd turned back and hurried to the
opening. He scrambled up the stairs
to the open ruips, and hurried to re-
iom his comrades. He fancied he
1eard a sound in the vaults as he left,
but he was not sure.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle
were leaning on the old gateway,
talking foothall, when Tommy Dodd
came up breathlossly.

They looked at him with smiling
faces.

“Found yere merry old convict?”
asked Doyle, with a yawn.

“Got him in your pocket?” asked
Cook.

“Don’t be a funny ass!”
Tommy Dodd. “Ile’s there!”

“Gammon !”

Tommy Dodd explained what he
had discovered. To his surprise and
exasperation, his comrades still locked
unconvinged., :

“Do you think that tin of salmon
walked here, you thumping asses?”
demanded the Modern leader.

“1 shouldn’t wonder if Tubby
Muffin’s hid his loot there,” grinned
Cook. “It would be a safe place.”

Tommy Dadd started a little. He
had not thought of that, and certainly
it was possible. ;
“Oh, rot!” he said uneasily.
Look here! I forgot we should
want a candle, and, of course, you
fellows didn’t think of it.  Wait here
while I get my bike lantern, and
we'll go down together.,”

“Right-ho |”

Tommy Dodd scudded off for his
bicyele lantern, and returned with it
in a few minutes.

Then his comrades, still with un-
believing smiles, followed him into the
ruins.

On the stone stair Tommy paused
to light his lantern, and then led the
way 1nto the vaults.

Cook and Doyle followed him into
the second wvault, where Tommy
flashed the light of the lantern upon
the empty tin.

“TLook at that!” he snapped.

“Bedad, and it’s there,  intirely !"
said Tommy Doyle, a little impressed
at last. “Sure, Tubby would have
uged o tin-opener 1

“Of conrse he would 1 gaid Tommy
Dodd trivmphantly,  * And that tin's
beon bushied open with n stono 1"

"My hat ! osnid  Cook,  blinking
rotd unteastly.  IF #'e posaible that
the merry conviet’'s here, I'd rather
be outside, if it's all the same to you,
Doddy.”

“TFathead !
him !

SR b freeet??

Tommy Dodd snorted.

“Are you afraid? What is there to
be afraid of 27

“Sure, I'd rather kape a convict at
arrum’s length, intirely !” mumbled
Doyle

“Bame here !” said Cook, with em-
phasis.

“Rats! Come on! We've got to
find him, and I believe these blesscc
vaults go about a quarter of a mile.
Follow your leader I’ growled Tommy
Dodd.

Tommy did not seem to feel the
slightest misgiving. If he did, he
concealed it very well,: But Cook and
Doyle looked and felt uneasy. They
admitted now that it was possible
that the convict was there, and they
did not like the prospect.

In fact, the further they advanced
into the gloomy vaults the less firm
grew their convietion that Geoffrey
Gunner was a wronged and innocent
man.

Suppose he wasn’t, after all, the
innocent and injured wvictim of eir-
cumstances that Tommy Dodd be-
lieved ?

It was possible, at all events. Sup-
pose he was just an ordinary convict,
with a bullet-head and a square jaw
and a fist like a leg of mutton and the
temper of a Hun ?

However keen their leader was in
the quest, it is certain that both the
followers were far from ' anxious to
gpot the gentleman in the broad-
arrow suit, but they followed on duti-

said

[

We're going to find

fully. ; :
“Hark !” exclaimed Cook suddenly.
He stopped and spun round,
staring uncasily into the darkness
behind.

"Mhe three juniors were in the sixth
vault now, and there was still a long
series stretching before them. The
air was heavy and chill.

“What is 1t?” exclaimed Dodd,
stopping impatiently.

“1-—1 heard something 1™

Oh, ratsll

“Faith, and T heard it then!” mut-
tered Tommy Doyle, catching Cook’s
arm in his uneasiness. ‘‘Therc—
there’s somehody—-"

“We can’t have passed him1”
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muttered Tommy Dodd, flashing the
light back.

Then he jumped, the blood sud-
denly rushing to his heart, for the
rays of the %zmte'rn as they flashed
back fell upon a fearful figure, and a
wild, bristly, savage face, and eyes
that gleamed and glittered.

It was the convict !

The 6th Chaptor,
Not According fo Programme.

Tommy Dodd & Co. stood quite
still, their eyes fixed upon the hard,
bristly, savage face, and the fierce
and threatening oyes. .

They had found’ what they sought.

Tommy Dodd’s theory had been
well-founded. The one-time Rook-
wooder had sought a refuge in the
old haants he had known in his boy-
hood.

So far Tommy had been right.

But as he looked at the brutal face
before him, Tommy Dodd realised,
with a chill at his heart, that he had
been right on no other point.

One Ifool; at that brutal face was
enough to shake his faith in the inno-
cence of the former Modern of Rook-
wood.

In fact, the convict had been to
Tommy Dodd chiefly a thing of the
imagination so far. He had thought
chiefly of keeping his end up against
the Classicals rather than of weighing
the real probabilities of the matter.

. He had never dreamed of anything
like this.

The man’s clothes were ragged,
dirty, damp, reeking with mud and

MARIIre,  TTo Waw  parsty - mo Tne
brond-arrow garh, partly o hideous
rags ovidently stolen from o meare
Crow,

And the threo juniors were shut up
in the vaults with him, far from help,
and the conviet was between them
and the exit.

There ‘was a long, dead silence,
broken only by the chattering of
Tommy Cook’s teeth.

The conviet stared at them without
speaking, but with a ferpeity in his
look that chilled the unhappy
Moderns.

Certainly Geoffrey Gunuer must
have changed very considerably since
e was a Modern fellow 2t Rookwouad
School.

Twenty years, of which a good pro-.

portion had been spent in crime and
an prison, had naturally made a dif-
ference.

1t was Tommy Dodd who broke the
silence. In spite of himself his voice
faltered.

“ Are—are you Geoffrey Gunner ?”

“Hang you!” The man gritted his
teeth. ‘“What are you doing here?”

“We—we came to look for you.”

“VYou'll pay for it, you meddling
young hounds!” : {

He made a step towards the juniors
as if about to spring upon them, and
the three Moderns drew closer fto-
gether, their faces pale. ‘

' THE ROOKWOOD

REFUGE!

(Continued from the previous page.)

“Hould on!” exclaimed Doyle
breathlessly.  “ We ain’t afther you,
mister., We came here to help you,
bedad !”

Geoffrey Gunner gave a savage
laugh.

“Don’t lie to me, you young fool !”

“Tt's true, Gunner,” said Tommy
Dodd quietly. “We thought you
were inpocent, and-—and sent to
prison unjustly, and—and-—+"

“You ailly voung fool!”

i 0}1!"'

“Why should you have thought
anything of the sort, you lying
young hound?” growled the convict.

“ Becanse —hecauge we knew you'd
been a Modern chap at Rookwood,”
faltered Tommy Dodd.

The man stared at him.

“What differepce does that make?”’
“Well, wo—weo thought—-"
The convict interrupted him with
rough gesture. ;
“No more of your lies! You
came here to look for me, and you've
found me. You won't be allowed to
tell what you know outside these
vaults. Have you told any others
you have come here?”

&é No!”

“Good!” said the conviet, search-
ing Tommy's face with a .savage
glance, and apparently satisfied that

&

the junior was epeaking the truth.
“Mind, if I'm taken, I’Yl crack your
sﬁulle, for vou firgt., Understand
that !’

“Faith, and we--——""

“Look at that!” 'The / ruffian
raised his hand, and showed & heavy
cudgel. *If you want your hecads
cracked in, you've only got to shout,
or try to get away. I'd kill you like
pigeons, if it was necessary to zave
my skin, Understand that!™ .

iﬂﬂi
|

o Jda?m _you 1!9.1%1%”
Tommy Dodd soornfully, " You
I"ve been o fool 1"
you have that!”

thot lind of man

Y PBaogorrn, and
groaned Dovle.

“Tool isn’'t the word, you howling
ass,” said Tommy Cock. * You've
been a dangerous maniac. Oh, you
asg! Oh, you chump!”

The conviet made a gesture, and
they were silent. \

Ile had his head bent to listen.
To the ears of the hunted wreteh,
every sound secined like the footstep
of the officers of the law.
 “Nobody knows you're here?" he
asked, at last.

113 NO !Y! §

“Your word on thai?” ‘

“I'm not a liar,” growled Tommy
Dodd, “and you can’t frighten me
with that stick, either. If you hurt
ue, it will make it all the worse for
you when you're caught. You can’t
live here for ever on the stuff you've
bagged from the tuckshop!”

“1f I’'m taken, vou won't live to
chatter about it,” eaid Geoffrey Gun-
ner, g¢ritting his teeth. “I'd brain
you now, but foi-—but I don’t want
to put the rope round my neck if
I'm taken. But take ecare!_ I'm
going to make sure of you. Put
down that lantern!”

Tommy Dodd laid the lantern on
the flags.

“You will be looked for," muttared
the convict. “ They will not look for
?rou here, if they do not know you
lave come here. Dul, wsoonoer or
later——" He broke off, * Doow
anyone else suspect that the school
shop was broken into by someone
who does not belong to Rookwood "

“Not that I am aware of,"

‘i Who is supposed to have done
e

* A Rookwood chap!”

“I thought they'd figuro it oul
like that,” muttered Cunner. “1 lad
to risk it—I wag starving. I'vo boon
hero three days. Why did you comoe
here?”

“1 guessed who busted into the
shop,” eaid Tommy Deodd.

“Then others may guces!”

‘1 suppose so.”’

Gunner compressed his lips.

“Hang you! Hang themall! 1t
was a risk, buft T had to take it. It's
not safe to stay here longer—at least,
1 have food, now. Look here, I'm
goin-giv to keep you safe till to-night,
and leave after dark. Don’t make a
sound, or raise a hand, or I'll brain
you where you stand !

The three juniors
glances.

‘Resistance was out of the question.

They were three to one, but they
would have little chance against the
desperate man, armed with a heavy
cudgel. Gunner was evidently ready
to take the most desperate measures.

Indeed, he looked as if only fear of
the possible consequences prevented
him from doing them bodily injury,
now. ;
“Put your hands together,” he
snarled. “I'm going to tie them!”

The juniors hesitated a moment,
but they obeved.

The heavy cudgel was too danger-
ous at close quarters.

With one hand, the convict jerked
out their handkerchiefs, He put the
cudgel under his arm while he bound
their wrists together with the hand-
kerchiefe.

The three Tommies etood with their
wrigts and hands in a sort of bundle.

Then the ruffian, with their own
nockties, and some of his own rags,
tied their ankles,

The three juniors stood with great
dincomifort, Nelpless  prisoners, now,

Chunner ahoolk the cudgel at thom,

“Muoke o sound, and it'a tho last
you will make,” he snarled,

He moved away into the next
vault, taking the lantern with him.

The Modern juniors were left in
the darkness.

exchanged

“Faith, and ‘this s & gol”
mumbled Dovle. “Oh, holy mother
av Moses! Phwy did ye bring us

here, Tommy Dodd?” A
Toramy Dodd did not reply. His
feelings were too deep. for words,

The 7th Chapter.
Caught at Last!

Jimmy Silver & Co. were home in
time to answer ‘‘Adsum” to their
names ‘at calling-over.

They had ‘returned in the dusk,
and succeeded in climbing the wall,
unseen, and dropping into the quad.

So far as avoiding being ‘‘spotted”
went, they had been lucky. But
that was all their luck. Thev nad
come upon no eign of .the fugitive
during their long afterncon’s scout-
ing in the woods, and on the heath.

It was a dieappointment.

Yor it was clear that the °
of Rookwood would last
dangerous character was

‘ rating”’
until the

that he had left the neighbourhood.
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be found, Rook-
wood scouts can
find him!”
* Hear, hear!”
said the Co,
Krroll dropped
into the study,
after tea.
“Heard?” he
inquired. i
“That
pends,”’
Jimmy
‘“What
Has the merry
raider of the
tuckshop been

de-
said
Silver.
TG

1 to normal the course

omists and stores the
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‘badoes

found 7"

“T 'aibib ¥
M uffin, you
bvig: 8, 2 said
Lovell.

‘“No,  said
Erroll,  with a
smitle. AT iy A

CAMEROONS PACKET,
Cameroong (French War Stamp), Trinidac
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seems to be a
m'y §'Fleir V.
Muffin’s been

-~ 80 stamps, including
i (Britanuia), Mozambique
Prico 4d. ;

' captured.
or until it was known for certain,

questioned by Bootles it seems, and
he's awfully indignant at being sus-
pocted, I don’t think it was Tubby,
mynelf, though who it was is a giddy
myntory, I came to ask you if you'd
heard about the Tommies 7"

“Oh, those Modern bounders!
What huve they been up to?”

“Thoy haven't turned up for call-
ovoer, and haven't come 1n since,’
sald eroll, * As the whole school’s
mbod, 6 means a row for them.
landors in waxy!”

Jimmy Hilver whistled.

“Mhen they're out of bounds?” he
oxelalmed,

“Taooks like it!"”

“Hilly duffers not to come in before

call-over,” grunted Tovell A | il
simply piving themselves away.”
“Tt's jolly  edd,”  eaid Jimmy
Silver,  wrinkling  his  brows in
thought, “Tommy Dodd wouldn't

come wivh us to look for Gunner, T
thought he knew more than he let
on, by the wuy he grinned at us.  Is
it _[;(mhilllq‘ ho's boen  idiot u-nn-ugh
to-- Jimmy pansed. ' You know
those duffere koop it up that Gunner
was an innocent man, just because
he used to be a Modorn hore.  Would
Tommy Dodd be crass enough to
think of helping the mant"

“T think so, if he know where to
look for him,” said Erroll, ‘' DBut
how could he have known?"

“Well, he looked as if he know
something.”

“1 remember you eaid so, in the
wood,’” said Lovell. “But 1 don't
see—-"" -

“It’s queer they haven't come in,
anyway. Let's go and see if any.
thing’s been heard of them,” said
Jimmy Silver.

The Classicals went down from the
study, and walked over to Mnr.
Manders’ House. There they met
Towle of the Fourth, who was look-
ing very glum.

“Seen anything of Doddy?”

asked.
“No. Hasn’t he come in?”
“MThe duffer—no!” said Towle.
“Manders is in an awful wax. They
must have gono out of bounds, I
suppose, but what the merry thunder

did Tommyv want a bike lantern

for?”
Wi e tadia, a Rikas Tandann Wil
him ™ ejaculated  Jimmy  Hilver,
tnysbified.
Towle nodded.

“He came into the bike-shed for
his lamp, this afternoon; I was mend-
g a puncture there,” he explained.
“1 thought he was going to eclean
the lamp, or something—he never
said he was going out. But he
hasn’t put it back, and he hasn’'t come
in, so it looks as if he meant to meke
a night of it, Queer, ain’t it?”

‘“Jolly queer,” said Jimmy Silver.
“ Perhaps ha's left the lagtern in his
study.”

‘“He hasn't; ' I've looked. They
asked me to tea, you know,” eaid
Towle, in an aggrieved tone. “I

he

turned up to tea, and waited half an

hour, but they never came in.
They'll ecatech it when they do.
Manders is fairly on the war-path,
You see, the whole school's gated,
and they must Fave sloped over the
wall !”

The Fistical Four left Mr. Manders’
House in a state of mystification.

The fact that Tommy Dodd had
taken his bike-lantern with lam
hinted that he expected to remain out
after dark-——after calling-over. It was
not like Tommy to bid defiange to
authority in that way.

And if he had intended to remain
out late, why had he asked Towle to
tea, and left him to wait for nothing?

On the other hand, if he had in-
tended to return by the usual tea-
time, why had he taken a lantern?

Certainly he could not have wanted
it in the daylight, unless—Jimmy
Silver started as the thought came
into his mind—unless it was to show
light in some place that was dark
even in daytime.

And as that thought illuminated his
mind Jimmy Silver quite changed
colour, so startled was he. .

e

“My only sainted wuncle!”
murmured.

“Hallo'! What's biting youl” asked
Lovell.

“Hold on!” said Jimmy. He
stopped in the dusky quad. *“1 told
you 1 thought Tommy had an idea
where the merry convict was, and he
seemed glad we were clearing off this
afternoon. Oh, I'm a fathead!”

“You are!” agreed Lovell.
why now specially?
been one!”

“Oh, don’t be funny!
shop raider!”

“What about him?”

“Don’t you see?” panted Jimmy.

“Blessed if T do! What the merry
i‘licekens ? said Lovell, staring at
11111,

Jimmy caught him by the arm in

his excitement.
“Think a minute! Tommy Dodd

“But
You've always

The tuck-

suspected where the conviet was, I'm
sure of it, and never believed that he
was in the wood or the quarries.
Then lLe clears off, with a lantern, in
the daytime. Where,could he want
a lantern by daylight?”

“Give it up, unless he was going to
explore the abbey ruins,” said Lovell,
after some thought.

“Exactly !” said Jimmy Hilver.

“But if he's gone exploring that
old den, he wouldn't stay later than
call-over,” said Raby.

“He mightn't be
back,” said Jimmy.

“Eh! ‘Why not?”

“0Oh, you're an' ass!
gee?”

“““Suppose you explain?” suggested
Newcome. -

“Tommy Dodd’'s gone to explore
the abbey vaults, with a lantern. You
can bet on that. I suspect that he
thought he lknew where to look for
the convict. Put two and two to-
gether.. Last night somebody broke
into the tuckshop for grub. Well, a
convict hunted by the bobbies can’t
buy grub in a shop, can he? 1t wasn’t
Tubby Muffin—it wasn’t a Rookwood
chap at all.” Jimmy Silver breathed
hard. It was Gunner; and those
duffers have gone to look for him in
the old abbey, and—and they haven't
come back !” ‘

“Great Scott!”

Jimmy Silver's chums stared at him
blankly, their faces growing pale.

They understood the terrible sus-
picion that had come into his mind.

“But "—lLovell's voice {altered—
“youseyon don’t think———"

“Wae know he's a ‘convict. ' We
don't know what sort of beastly
ruffion he may be,” muttered Jimmy
Silver. “Tommy Dodd didn’t know,
either. They've gone into danger, and
perhapg.."

s Jimmy 1"

“Wa've got to look for him !" mut-
tered Jimmy Silver resolutely, ** We'll
take a crowd—Irroll and Morning-
ton, and' the Colonial chaps, and
Oswald—and a cricket-stump oach,
Come on!”

In ten minutes a dozen Classical
juniors, with ericket . bats and
stumps for weapons, and several bike-
lanterns, started for the abbey ruins.

They paused in the ruins to light
the ﬁgﬁmm anil then JTimy WNTar
lod the way dawn the stono stops,

Ho strode inte the first voult, flash-
ing the light about hitn with hig left
hand and a cricket-bat ready in his
right, His comrades crowded in after
him.

In a body, with lanterns up and
weapons ready, and with thumping
hearts, the juniors advanced into the
vaults.

“Hark!” exclaimed Jimmy.

1t was a pagiting cry from the dark-
ness ahead.

“Help 1Y

““Tommy Dodd!” shouted Lovell.

The Classical juniors rushed on. A
minute later, they stumbled over
three juniors on the flagstones, tied
together and shuddering with cold.
Far off, in the distant darkness, faint
footsteps were dving away down the
vaults. They could guess whose were
the footsteps.

“Get us loose!” panted Tommy
Dodd. *“Yow! We're chilled to the
bone! Oh, my hat! Do you know
that beast’s here?”

“ Gunner?”

“Yes! The rotter—a regular Bill
Sikes!” gasped Tommy Dodd. ‘““He
was going to slope after dark, blow
him! You sheuld have heard him
swearing when he saw your lights just
now !”

“Let's get after him!” exclaimed
Conroy. )

And the jumiors got out !

Half a dozen of the juniors re-
mained on guard outside the eptrance
of the vaults, while Jimmy Silver and
Tommy Dodd hurried off to the
School House, to acquaint the Head .
with the news.

Dr. Chisholm, astonished as he was,
lost no time. The telephone-wires .
carried the news to the police-station, .
and half a dozen Sixth-Formers of
Rookwood guarded the vaults till the
police arrived. .

And before the Rookwood fellows
went to bed that night the officers of
the law emerged. from the abbey
vaults, with a prisoner in their
midst, the handeuffs clinking on his
wrist. And Geoffrey Gunner looked
the last upon his old school, where he
had vainly sought refuge from justice.

The juniors were never again
troubled by the Rookwood Refugee !

able to come

Don’t you

THE END.
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The tst Chapter.
‘The Cedar Creek Sweep.

“You asked
Lawrence.

Morning school was over at Cedar
Oreck, and Frank Richards and Bob
Lawless were chatting by the school-
house porch.

Most of the Cedar Creek fellows
had gone out of gates, in the direc-
tion of the old clearmg along the
creek. \

Lawrence was bound in the same
direction, when he stopped to speak
to Bob Lawless and his English
cousin.

“ Anything on?” asked Frank.

Ao It's, A meeting at the old clear-
ing,” explained Lawrence. *Gun-
ten's getting up a sweep.”

And he went off whistling towards
the gates.

“A | sweep!’ repeated ‘Frank
Richards, looli::ing inquiringly at his
COuslII.

Bob gave a sniff.

“ Another  of Gunten’s little
schemes!” he said. “That guy’s
always getting up something. May
as well get along.” :

The chums of Cedar Creek followed
Lawrence.

£
Wt v 2

fellows coming?”

The old eclearing was only a fev
‘Hm nH u}nﬁriﬂﬁ Witk 8“%; & oW
minutes’ walle from the auheol,

It had onea heen oultivated, but

tho sottlor hnd givon it up and gone,
yours before, und the P\l‘ll.l'ill}.’, WAl
whandoned und overgrown with bush,
A holf-ruined shack and corral stood
neat the grassy bank of the creek.

It was in the old corral that the
Cedar Creek fellows were gathered.
[t was out of sight of the school-house,
and beyond the len of Miss Meadows,
the schoolmistress,

There were a dozen fellows gathered
round Kern Gunten, and Frank
Richards and his ehum joined them.

Gunten was not a popular fellow at
Cedar Creek.

Ho was a Swiss by birth, and his
father was a storekeeper at Thomp-
won, a town on the river a few miles
from the school.

['rank Richards had had little to
suy to him so far, but he did not like
him. 'Gunten’s hard face and nar-
row, shifty eves did not, inspire trust.

“Old man Gunten” was reputed to
e one of the sharpest customers be-
twoon the Kicking Horse Pass and
the Pacific, and his son was a chip of
Lhe old hlock.

(tunten was rather a remarkable
character at the lumber school—in °
ome ways. Schoolboy as he was, he

wink kunown to 1ni|‘l sometimes in poker
gnmes with cattlemen at Thompson
and Cedar Camp, and what he did
nob lknow nbhout poker and euchre was
H||||H:n'|| to be not worth knowing.
't was not a kind of knowledge
that Peank or Bob would have cared
{6 share with him.

Chapton's hard face wore an agree-
wble sxpression, however, as he gave
Boly Lawloss a welcoming nod to the
u|rr\u The Mwiss was always very
aivil te the rieh rancher’s son. ‘

“Yoau fellows taking tickets?’’ he
“l"l"“]

L T [or what 77 asked
Weagde Ptiohnrdn

e mwa 0 A

WOk, o awoopstake!” said Bob

Linwlons

S0 I | guess you'd bhetter
take & hand,"” sald Glunten. * Tickets
o dollay n Vime, you knoew. It’e for
the big race st Thompson on Monday.
There's eight enteien, and the race 18
run in the alternoon.”

‘Paonhontase will win, 1 guess,”
remarked Iben Haoke, with an air
of grcm‘r. winclam, " | wuenss the u_:l"lnni.
that bags Poonhontas will walte off

with the juokpot.’

S Well, “avary ohinp atands an equnl
chance of 4”‘!““.[.1!1;.&, l'n- whiontne " swid
Gunten. “ It oosta dollar to
come in, Lawlosw, "

Bob hesitated,

He 100]((‘-('1 ab Weanlh ERTRT A IR
whose brows were lknitted n Hith

YUl w

Ty,
Ny
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“ What do you say, Franky?” he
asked.
13 I’(i
“Your pater wouldn’t like you to

rather not,”  said Frank,
take a hand in gambling,
me, either.”

“If you came here to give us ser-
maons, ] LSS y()u can vamoose,
Richards,” said Gunten disagrecably.
“We can get all we want in that line
on Sundays at the Mission,”

There was a laugh from some of the
follows, and Frank’s cheeks reddened.

He was perfectly well aware that a
sweepstalke on a race, with money
prizes, was gambling, and he did not
want to have a hand in it. But it
was rather disconcertiug: to be held
up as a fellow given to ** reaching.”

“This isn’t what you'd call gam-
bling, Richards,” remarked Chunky
Todgers. “It's -only a sweep, you
know.”

“What's the difference 7"

“Well, there is a difference, isn't
there, Gunten?” )

“Of course there is!’”’ said Gunten
contemptuously.  “And if there
wasn’t, why shouldn’t a fellow have a
flutter 7"’ ‘

“Well, T wouldn’t gamble,” said
Chunky cautiously.  “But I don’t
mind having a hand in a sweeg. If

kit Pocahanias Fim goimg fomtyt

new pony !

Boh, or

too good and lofty to take a hand,
said Glunten, with a sneer. *1 guess
he hasn’t the sand to risk his dollar;
that's about the size of it.”

“Mhat, isn’t true,” said Frank. -
(1 Bllt—-———”
“That’'s enough! We haven't

come here to chew the rag,” said
Gunten. *‘Keep your dollar in your
trousers’ pocket, and pat yourself on
the back for being a good, nice little
boy, and superior to everybody else.
A sweepstake is good enough for us
common mortals,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank’s face was crimson. ;

“ After all, there’s no harm in if,
Frank,” said Bob, uneasily.

Bob Lawless had all a healthy lad’s
horror of appearing as a ‘‘model

outh ” and a shining licht. Frank
“hared that feeling ‘with him, but he
did not feel inclined to be drawn into

Gunten’s shady practices, all the
gamie. ; Ty
“1 guess I'm on, anyway," said

Hacke. ‘et aloig with the busi-
ness, Gunny, or we ghall have the
schoolmarm eome inquiring after us.”

¢ Miss Meadokws doesn’t Lknow?”’
demanded Frank.

“Of course not !’ growled Gunten,
“She wouldn’t understand.”

“¥ou mean that she would under-

‘stand ! gaid Frank.

“T,00k here, get to seventhly and
lastly, and ring off I”’ exclaimed Gun-
ten. And there was another laugh.

Frank stood silent.

“Never mind Richards!” = ex-
claimed Dawson. ‘‘Let’s have the
tickets, Gunten !’

“Well, I guess I want to know
many galoots are in the game,” said
Gunten. ‘“There's eight horsoes, and
the rest blanks. Here's the list of
the hosses.”

Gunter read out the list.

“ Pocahontas, North Wind, Can
pac, Jolly Roger, Nova Heotian,
Wolfe, Lucille, and Briar Bush.
Pocahontas is the favourite, and I
guess he will win; but every hoss has
a chance. The holder of the winning
ticket takes the whole pool; nothing
for second or third. Now, then, how
many ? The more that come in the
bigger the prize, Make it gsomething
decent, like good sportsmen.”

“I guess I'm taking two tickets,”
remarked Hacke, feeling in his
pockets.

“One for me!” said Lawrence.

“Hame here,” said Dawson.

“Same here, if somebody will lend
me a dollar,” said Chunky Todgers.
“1 say. Richards, if you're not going
in for it, lend me your dollar,”

how

-
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“¥You'd better keep out, too!” said
Frank.

“1 asked for a dollar, not a ser-
mon,” said Chunky Todgers plain-
tively. * Will you lend me the dollar
if 1 listen to the sermon? I'll pro-
mise not to interrupt for ten
minutes.” '

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“T1l lend you a dollar if you like,”
said Frank, ‘ but—-"

“Shell out!” eaid
promptly.

His fat fingers closed ecagerly on
the dollar.

“T'm on, Gunny! Mind you give
me Pocahontas!” he said. ‘

“Come on, Lawless! Don't stand
out !” urged Gunten. “Everybody’s
in it but you, and you're a sport, any-
way.

411 think, Frank-
Bob uncertainly.

“Don’t let me stop you,”
Frank.

“1 guess I'll take one, Gunten,”’
said Bob, making up his mind,
though with some mward misgivings.

“Good for you, Lawless ! Now
we're all in it excepting Richards,
and we sha’n’t miss him. Tl get out
the tickets.”

Chunky

began

said

@ And Richords will be quite wnfo,

S Riohards can stand  oul, nx hu:-: { i

hegan scribbling the names of the

the
us,”’

about
with

hoars
mad

Miss Meadows
sweep, and gets
sneered IHacke. ‘
Frank bit his)lip hard.
“Count me in, too, Gunten,”
exclaimed, at once. .
“4QOh, good!” Gunten looked over
the crowd. * That’s fourteen—tifteen
of us. Bight hosses and seven blanks.
1 won't keep you waitin? a jiffy.”
And the Swiss tore the leavessout
of the book, soven blanks and eight
with the names of horses written on
them, to serve as tickets in the draw.

The 2nd Chapter.
Very Lucky.

Frank Richards stood silent, with a
somewhat clouded brow, while most
of the fellows were buzzing with
cxcitement. : :

As there were fifteen entrants, tho
prize amounted fo fifteen dollars for
the lncky winner, a very considerable
sum for a schoolboy to possess.

Pocahontas was the favourite for
the race, and Hacke, who had heard
talle in Thompson on the subject, de-
cleaved that Pocahontas was certain
to win. :

Moreover, Pocahontas was an
American horse, with an American
vider, and Hacke favoured ~ that
special “‘ geegee ” on that account, as
he hailed himself from the great
United States.

All the participants in the draw

he

hoped to draw Pocahontas, but
[rank had a vague suspicion—of
which he was half ashamed--that

Ciunten himself would be the lucky
man.

e did not trust the Swiss, and he
could not help thinking that it was
more than possible that the *‘sport 2
of the lumber school did not intend
the sweep to run on lines of sheer
chance.

But the other fellows were
ovidently unsuspicious, and Frank,
naturally, did not care to utter the
doubt in his mind.

“ Anybody ot a hat?” said
Grunten, when the tickets were ready.

“] guess the plug hat Richards
came to school in would be useful
now,” grinned Dawson.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

'rank Richards joined in the laugh.

The Cedar Creek fellows had not
forgotten that the English boy had
arrived at school in Etons and a silk
hat. under the influence of the
humorous Bob Lawless.

Then Hacke handed over his big

Gunten opencd a pocket-book and |

Stotgon hat, and Gunten placed it on

a log by which he was standing.
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“Now, [ guess I drop these tickets
in,” he remarked, “and you draw in
turn. Pay up first.”

“Two for me,” said lacke,

“That’s another blank to go in,
then.

. Hacke was' the only fellow who
ventured two dollars on the sweep.
The rest were content with one ticket
each. Schoolboy finances did not

‘allow them to “plunge.”

(unten collared the total sum. six-
teen dollars, and placed it carefully in
a little leather bag.

“That goes to the winner ! he
said.
“ Better ask Miss Meadows to

mind it,” said Frank Richards sar-
castically.

“T guess I can mind it,” said
Gunten. .

“Pon’t get into a poker game at
Thompson while you've got it about
you,” squeaked Chunky Todgers.

“Who draws first 77 asked Haele,
oyeing the Stetson hat hungrily.

“] guess I do, as manager of the
sweep,’’ said Gunten. *It all comes
to the same thing.”

“Tf it all comes to the same thing,
I guess 1 can draw first,” said
Iacke.

Gunten_hes’itated a moment.
b #lips - 6f - PApEE - Wers  mixed
fogother in the hat, and the allowa
were to draw one each without loolk-
ing at them, so it really did not
matter who drew first, and who drew
last. But the Swiss, for reasons of
his own, seemed to want to draw
first.

“Tet Hacke draw first,”
Frank Richards, at once.
shouldn’t he?”

“T guess—" -

“ flacke’s put up the biggest stake,
too,” suid Frank. “He’s entitled to
first draw, on that account, anyway.”

«“1  paloulate he's right,” said
Hacke. “Why shouldn’t I draw
first, Gunten !”

The Swiss gave Frank Richards a
dark look for a second. But he
nodded to Hacke, with an expression
of great frankness, the next moment.

“Draw frst, if you choose,” he
said.  “It’s all the same to me.”

He held up the hat, covered with
a  handkerchief, leaving only room
for a hand to be thrust in, without
the contents being seen.

Hacke shoved in his hand,
brought out a slip of paper.

There was a general craning of
necks to see the ship.

“RBlank !” growled Hacke,

“There goes one dollar, bang!”
grinned Bob  Lawless. “Never
mind, you've got another chance,
Hacke.

“(Go it, Hacke.”

Hacke shoved his hand into the hat
again. :

He seemed in no hurry to draw out
his paper. He fumbled over them for
a minute or more. '

“Hurry up!” exclaimed Dawson.
“We shall be called in to dinner in
a minute.”

“ And there’s Mr. Slimmey over
yonder,” said  Chunky Todgers.
“Buck up, Hacke, and give a fellow
a chance.”

Hacke drew out his hand again,
and looked eagerly at the slip of
paper in his fingers.

“Canpac!” he said.

“WelR Canpac’s a good hoss,”’ said
Gunten, ‘““Don’t grumble !’

“T'm not grumbling,” said Hacke.
«1 reckon Pocahontas will win; but
I'm game. Al O.K.)”

“1° draw next,” said
“Hold the hat, Chunky.”

“Right "

The Falstaff of Cedar Creck held
the big Stetson, and Gunten ghoved
his hand into the aperture left by the
handkerchief.

He fumbled among the slips for a
fow moments, and then drew out a
paper.

said

“Why

and

Grunten.

v

“Show up!” exclaimed Hacke.

' The Swiss held up the paper he had
drawn. There was a shout.

“ Pocahontas !”

“The favourite!”
Todgers dismally.
teen dollars!”

The Swiss smiled.

“ Just luek I’ he said. | |

““Some galoots have all the luck,”
said | Hacke. “gtill, Pocahontas
mayn’t win after all. I rather fancy
Canpac’s, chances, come to think of
if

““ Ha, ha, hal”’

Frank Richards was grimly silent.

His distrust of Gunten was rather
instinctive than founded upon any
evidence, But the fact that Gunten
had drawn the horse looked upon as
a certain winner was something like
evidence. , ?

It might be sheer chance.  But
Frank could not feel that it was. And
why had Gunten been so keen on
drawing first, and why had he been
in haste to draw second, after having
had to yield that point?

Frank felt that he could guess, but
he was silent. ' He had noted that
Gunten’s sleeve went into the hat
along with his hand. That was all,
but it was enough, when his suspi-
cions had already been aroused.

said Chunky
“There goes six-

|

L T C T R T

had no atom of prool,
was not  fecling
himself.

An accusation that could not be
substantiated could not, of course, be
made. The Cedar Creek {fellows
would not have been slow to express
their opinion of such an accusation.

The schoolboys went on drawing
the slips from the hat, and the draw
was finished at last. ]

“What's vyours?’ asked Bob.
“Mine's a blessed blank!”

Frank showed his slip,

Indeed, he
absolutely certain

on it, at all events. . .

“ Jolly Roger ! said Bob.
much good, 'm afraid.”

“ Might as well have been a blank,
T guess,” said Kben Hacke, laugh-
ing. “Jolly Roger mayn't run very
likely.” |

“Much the same to me whether he
doos or not,” said Frank, putting the
slip carelessly into his pocket.

“Ol, dear!” groaned Chunky
Todgers dismally.

“What have you got, Chunky?”

“PBlank !”

“ And you owe Richards a dollar
for it!” chuckled Dawson.

Another groan from Chunky.

“Never mind about the dollar,.
Chunky,” said Frank, laughing,

“Oh, I'll settle that wup,” said:
Chunky. ‘ Not this week, perhaps—
nor next—but the week after—or the
week after that-—-"

“Or at Christmas !”’ grinned Bob.

“Or next summer !” said Hacke.

“Hallo !
mured Gunten.
about this sweep to Slimmey.”

Mr. Slimmey, the assistamt master,
strolled into the old corral. glancin

“Not

at the boys over his gold-nmmeﬁ LA

glagses. He was not suspicious;
Slimmey never was suspicious.

3 . L
swoep could almost have been carried

Ly

: ! He had ..
drawn a paper with a name written -

Here's Slimmey!” mur-
“Pon’t chew the rag

out 1n the school-room without Mr.

Slimmey noticing it, p
The schoolboys cleared off, and Mr.

The !

Slimmey gazed after them, perhaps

wondering why they had met in the
old corral, but certainly never suspect-
ing. : il

The 3rd Chapfer.
The Rogue of the School.

Frank Richards was looking verﬁ."‘

thoughtful at the dinner-table in the
lumber school.

Bob Lawless gazed at
times uneasily.

Bab was not quif@#’ ﬁaitiﬁfiad };with ‘
unten’s scheme, .

having taken part in.

him several



 ecover that a paper was missing.

~ Frank.

' the Pocahontas paper
sleove, y
 instead of takin

daken a hand in it.
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but he was feeling a little irritated at
Frank’s view of it. ¥
When they came out after dinner,
and sauntered down towards the creek
to while away the time till afternoon

lessons, Bob broke out rather
abruptly : ‘ ‘
“T,o0ok here, Frank, don't be a

solemn guy. There's no harm done,
vou know—no bones broken. You
don’t want the fellows to think you're
understudying the parson at the
Mission, you !inow.” _

¥Frank started, and glanced quickly
at his chum.

HBoh

“Well, throw it off your chest!”
said Bob, rather resentfully. *‘To ere
is human, you know, as some old
johnny remarks, and a chap doesn't
want to feel that he's being morally
condemned and executed.” '

Frank smiled.

“I'm not condemning you, Bob, or
the other follows. I wish I hadn’t
But that’s not
what I'm thinking about.”

“Oh! Tt isn’t?’ asked Bob. *“I
thought it was. What are you scowl-
ing about, then?”

“Was I scowling?” asked Frank
mildly.

“Thinking of Beauclere at the
ranch?” asked Bob, softening. ‘' He's
all right, ¥rank, and he'll be back at
school in a few days.”

“No. ' I was thinking of the sweep,
but not the way you meant,” said
Frank, *“I-I don’t know whether to
tell you—"

“Tell me what?”

“It’s no ‘good accusing a fellow of a
rotten trick unless you ean prove it, is
17 ;

“(Certainly not; ‘worse than no
good, in faet,” said Bob. = But what
on earth are you driving at?”

“TI don't trust Gunten,” said Frank
abrptly,

" Nohody dooes,” snid Baob. il
well known that his fother kept . o
gambling show in Bwitzorland, hefore
he emigrated to Canada, and there's a
lot of that game goes on at his store
in Thompson. Gunten takes after his
popper. He gets the fellows to play
poker with him, and generally wins.
But T don’t see——"

“About the sweep,” said TFrank,
“ (Glunten can say it's not gambling, if
he likes; he doesn’t care much. We
know it is. But, apart from that, this
particular sweep is a swindle, 1
believe, and Gunten is skinning the
fellows without giving them a chance.
I don’t like standing by, and holding
my tongue, while he does it. That’s
what I was thinking about.”

“If you think that, you’d better lot
your chin wag,” said Bob. “But it
seems to me you're dreaming. Gunten

drew his paper the same as the rest.”

“He drew the winner—-the horse
that’s supposed to be certain to win—
anyhow.”

“ Any chap might have done that, 1
suppose. Somebody was bound to
draw it.”’

T know.

It’s not suspicious in

itself ; but Gunten was anxious to
draw first. You must have noticed
that."

“YeS.!! 5

“ After Hacke had drawn, he drew
second, before any other fellow had a
chance to speak.” ,

“*What difference does it make?”

“This much,” said Frank quietly.
“Gunten put the papers in the hat.
1f he put the Pocahontas paper with
the rest, all serene. If he kept it in
his sleeve——" '

“What !” ejaculated Bob.

“Tf he kept it in his sleeve,” re-
peated Frank, in the same quiet tone,
““he would naturally be anxious to
draw as quickly as possible. If he
had drawn last, for instance, the last
fellow before him would have noticed
that there was only one paper in the
hat instead of two, and it would have

.been clear that Gunten had kept one

back. If he kept one back, it was

. absolutely necessary for him to draw

early, so that the others co_uldn"’t dis-

* Frank,” said Bob, aghast, ‘“ you
can’t think—"

““When he drew, his sleeve went
into the hat as well as his hand,” said
“] know it sounds rotten to
say so0, but I can’t help thinking that
was in his
He let it shp inte his hand,
it by chance a.mcmi;;

 the rest, as the fellows supposed

. Nobody else let his sleeve
~his hand. And wh;,’r was Gunten so

o in with

* keen to draw early?”.

HE ROGUE OF THE SCHOOL!

chap on.”

‘thing to anybody else.

1 Frank.

(Continued from the

previous page. )

Bob Lawless’ face was very grave.

“That's what I was thinking
about,” said Frank. “1 know they're
only trifles, but—but I don’'t trust

Ciunten, and it’s too rotten to think
that he's been swindling a lot of
fellows who do trust him.”

Bob was silent.

“Well, what do you think, Bob?”

“I guess it's possible, what you
say,” said Bob slowly. “I noticed
what you say about his sleeve, though
I didn’t think anything about it. But
—but I think, Franky, you're pre-
judiced against Gunten because he got
up the sweepstake, and becaunse he's
rather a shady galoot. You don’t feel
quite certain of this yourself, do
you?"

“I think it’s jolly likely !”

“That's not enough to accuse a

“T1 know.”

“All the fellows would be down on
you, if you did. Better not say any-
They'd think
you were mad because you'd only
drawn Jolly Roger.”

“Bother Jolly Roger growled
“What worries me is that 1
suspect  Gunten of swindling * the
fellows, and I don’t like to stand by
and let him do it.”

112

Frank Richards saw Qunten speak

“T know that. = But as you can’t
prove anything, it would look like
s}a_nﬁering the fellow to say what you
think," i

“You think .I'd better say nothing,
then?”

‘“Yes, rather!”

‘“All serene,” said Frank. ‘ Only
it makes me feel like being a party to
his beastly swindling. But let it drop,
Bob. Come and look at the canoe.”

“Right!” said Bob, relieved.

“Hallo! What's that?” said Frank,
as they went along the creek.

From a clump of treés by the water
came the voice of Gunten.

“Twa for me!”

Bob gave a snort.

“Tt's a poker game,” he said.

The chums looked through the
thicket, Gunten was seated under
the trees, with Hacke and Dawson.
Hacke had a pack of cards in his hand.

“Hallo!” said Gunten, looking up.
“Come and take a hand, Bob."

Another snort from Bob.

“Look here, Gunten,” he ex-
claimed, *this is rotten, and you know
it!  You ought to be jolly well
ashamed of yourself!”

“Had another sermon from your
cousin?” grinned Gunten. “I said
two, Hacke.”

Hacke dealt two cards. in the place

of the two discarded by Gunten, from

his hand of five. It was “draw’
poker, ,

“Leave that rot alone, Dawson,”
said Bob., *“ You're too good for that
kind of game, anyway—you too,
Hacke. You know what =~ Miss
Meadows would think if she saw
you.”

Hacke and Dawson coloured uncom-
fortably.

‘“‘ Blessed Miss Meadows!’ yawned
Gunten. “We're not hanging on the
skirts of a school marm. (Go away,
and play with your canoe!”

The chums went on their way. Bob
Lawless’ brow was very dark.

“That fellow Gunten is the worst
in the school I he growled., ‘ Hacke

and Dawson wouldn’t play that fool

game, only he banters them into if.
He will win their money, too. Ile
has awfully good luck.” -

“Good luck ali round, it seems,’”
said Frank drily. ‘He wins at poker,
and he draws winners In a sweep.
Look here, Bob. suppose we take the
rotter by the neck, and shove his nose
into the ¢reek 7"

Bob laughed.

“Oh, never mind Gunten! He
gives me a bad taste in the mouth.
Let's get the canoe out.”

And the chums pushed the birch
bark canoe into the water, and soon
forgot all about the Hwiss.

But when the bell rang for after-
noon school, and they were coming
back to the School House, they met
Dawson, who was looking dismal. He
was striding along, with his hands in
his pockets and a deep line in his fore-
head.

Bob Lawless clapped him on the
shoulder.

-

The 4th Chapfter.
Nothing Doing !

Vere Beauclerc joined the chums
when they went to school on Monday
morning. Beauclerc wag etill looking
a little pale after his illness, but he
was well enough to attend school, and
‘he was anxious to begin again.

He was still staying at the Lawless
ranch. The three schoolboys rode off
together in great spirits on Monday
morning.

During the weeks Beauclere had
spent at the ranch the trio had be-
come great friends. The old trouble
between Bob and the remittance
man’s son wag quite forgotten.

Miss Meadows spoke very kindly
to Beauclerec when he came in, and
Krank was glad to sce that the &ther
fellows received him cordially.

Beauclere was gtill somewhat quiet
and reserved, but there was a con-
spicuons absence of that somewhat
superciliouns manner which had marked
him when he first came to Cedar
Creelk,

Most of the Cedar Creek
that merning were thinking
sWeop.

Miss Meadows noticed an unusual
absence of mind in her class, but she
was far from attributing it to the real
cause,

After morning 'lessons there was
much discussion in the school-ground
on the subject of the morning’s race
at Thompson.

That race was over and deeided by
now ; but the result, of course, was
not known at the lumber echool.

Pocahontas was still believed to he
the almeost certain winner, but the

fellows
of the

24 the

i nod.

haven't paid anything on the
sled——""

“You silly guy!” exclaimed Bob,
aghast. ‘‘You've used your father’s
money to pay a gambling debt!”

“Well, it was my money, as the
sled's for me,” said Dawson, with
crimeon cheeks. ‘1 had to pay that
Swiss beast; I couldn’t stand him
jawing me about owing him money.
I—-1 might win it back——"

“You ass!”

“Well, if Briar Bush wins that will
gee me ti}rough,” said Dawson. “‘I-—
I hope Briar Bush will win. I wish
we could hear. Somebody will have
to ride over to Thompson and find
out who's won.”

And Dawson walked away with a
glum face.

“That fellow Gunten ought to be
suppressed 1” said Frank Richards
savagely. “ By the way, where is he?
1 don’t see him about.,”

“He's gone for a wide,” eaid
Chunky Todgers. ‘I offered to go
with him, but he snapped my head
off. Wanted to go alone, the guy!”

Gunten did not turn up for dinner
at the school. But near time for after-
noon lessons he came cantering up
the trail, and jumped off his pony.

He joined Bob and his chume, who
were chatting by the creek. There
was a somewhat sombre look on
Gunten’s hard face,

‘“Hallo !” said Bob.
to your dinner?”

Gunten shook his head.

*No; I've been for a ride u
towards Indian Ford. I had sand-
wiches with me for dinner,”

“You might as well have ridden
home, and got news of the race,”
said Bob Lawless.

‘Fverybody's anxious to know the
result, excepting the chaps whe drew
blanks. Dawson’s in a flurry about
his precious Briar Bush.”

““Oh, Briar Bush hasn’t a chance,”
remarked Gunten.

“1 guess Pocahontas-will win—or,
rather, has won!” said Bob, with a
“You have all the luck-—and
I dont’t envy you!"”

Gunten sneered.

“More sermons from
hey?’’ he asked.

“ Been home

m  Richards
“ Richards wasn't

t bound to enter the sweep, and I'm

quite open to take his ticket off him,
T he Tilew, for the daNaF R pab oy

" et's s Htltlll offer, runlky "
gaid Bob.,  “Give him Jolly Roger,
and get your dollar back.”

Frank Richards fixed his eyes upon
hard, ecunning face of Kern
Gunten,

“Ho you're offering to take losers
at a dollar each?” he said.

“Jf you're not satisfied I'll take
your loser off your hands,” said
Gunten. “‘I can’t say fairer than
that, can 1?2

“Will you take my blank off me 7"
grinned Bob.

“Or Dawson’s Briar Bush 7" asked
Frank Rachards.

Gunten hesitated.

“Tll take Briar Bush along with

=4 Jolly Roger,” he said.

“Hallo, Dawson!” bawled Bob

| Lawless.

Dawson, who was staring moodily

| into the creek, looked round, and

= came up.

to Dick Dawson in the school grounds, and the next moment the rogue
of the school rolled over under a tremendous drive on the nose.

“(Cheer-ho!” he said.
matter? Lost a Canadian cent and
found a Mexican dollar?”

Dawson grunted.

“Lend me ten dollars,” he said.

“Make it ten thousand,” grinned
Bob. “I've got twenty-five cents, 1f
that’s any good.”

“What on earth do you want ten
dollars for, Dawson?” exclaimed
Frank Richards, in amazement.

“I—I've lost it!”

“ Better look for it, and find it,
then, or put an advertisement in the
‘ Kamloops Sentinel,”” said Bob,
laughing.

“1 mean, T've lost it at poker, you
ass !’

“To Gunten?” asked ¥Frank.

il O

“Well, you won't be able to pay,
go don’t worry !” said Bob Lawless.

“I'm not going to owe that foreign
trash money !” said Dawson glumly.
“He’s been sneering already because
I can’t pay up.”

“ Punch his noge, then!”

Dawson grunted, and strode on. He
was evidently very much worried by
his debt of ““honour.” Probably he
was repenting by that time that he
had allowed Gunten to initiate him
into the' mysteries of the game of
draw-poker.

“What's the ,

fellows who had drawn other horses
hoped for the best, with the exception
of Frank Richards, who was not
bothering the least ' whether Jolly
Roger had won or not. Dick Daw-
son joined the three chums, with an
anxious pucker on his brow.

“Think Briar DBush has a chance,
Bob ?” he asked. -

Bob roared.

“How shopld I know?
seen any of the geegees.

I've never
Is it Briar

Bush on your paper’”

Dawson nodded.

“Well, T hope he'll win!” said
Bob. “But I fancy Gunten is going

to pull off the sweep with Poca-
hontas.” .

“That sixteen dollars would see me
through!” said Dawson miserably.
“I-I'm in debt ten dollars, you
know 17 j .

“1f Gunten asks for it, tell him
to go and chop sticks!” said Frank

| Riu‘f]ard-s.

“I've paid him.”

“Oh, you've paid him!’ said Bob
Lawlese.  “If you've paid him, what
are you worrying about?”

“1—I had to get the money at home
to pay him,” said Dawson, his face
flushing., “I--1 got it to pay part
in advance on my new sled at Thomp-
son, and—and if the popper finds 1

g the result yet

t but he's doing it.

“What's on?” he asked.

{j!!
.

“Heard

“Oh, no! But Gunten is buying up
losers at a dollar each!” chuckled
Bob. “I'm blessed if I know why,
. Give him your
ticket and bag your dollar!”

"1 said I'd take Briar Bush with
Jolly. Roger!” said Gunten, com-
pressing his thick lips a little.

“You can have mine,” said Daw-
son at once.

“What about you, Richards?”

Frank smiled rather grimly.

“I'm keeping mine,” he said.

“Well, you are an ass!” exclaimed
Bob Lawless, in astonishment. *“.Jolly
Roger’'s no good, and your dollar’s
safe if you take Gunten’s offer.”

“T'll keep him, all the same.”

“Well, you can have Briar Bush
for a dollar!” said Dawson, holding
out hLis ticket. ;

Gunten made no motion to take it,
There was a cattish look on his face,
and his narrow cyes glinted at Frank
Richards. )

“Why won't you sell me Jolly
Roger?” he demanded. 4

“T'm keeping it.”

“Do you think that rotten
sider’s likely to win?”
Gunten.

“I think you think so, or you
wouldn’t offer to buy him,” said
Frank Richards coolly.

Gunten bit his lip g‘lard.

“T've got the favourite,” he gaid.
“Tvery fellow knows that Pocahontas
is practically a certainty.”

“Then why are you offering dollars
for outsiders?”

“I guess it’s the fair thing, as I
got up the sweep, and you say you're
not satisfied.”

(Continued at foot of ncat page.)
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like to write to me;
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AN IMPORTANT MATTER!

Take the Necessary Precaution!

A few months ago I made a
regular point of impressing upon all
my readers the necessity for ordering
their copies of the Boys’® FRIEND in
advance, My readers will remember
that I harped upon this matter inces-
santly, and to tell you the truth, I
almost thought at the time that I was
overdoing it.

I certainly did not think that my
repeated warnings would fall upon
deaf ears. I held the opinion that
every single supporter of the Bovs’
Friexp had taken the tip, and placed
a regular order for the Boys’ FRIEND
with his newsagent. As events have
turned out, however, such was not
the case.

Many readers declined to take
notice of my warning, with the result
that when ““The Boys of the Bombay
Castle” and “IFrank = Richards’
Schooldays ™ made their appearance,
and there was a bigger demand for
the Boys’ Irienp, they met with
bitter disappointment. :

The very week these two magnifi-
cent stories appeared in print, I hap-
pened to be. staying away from
London. T had occasion to enter a
newsagent's shop in the town, when
in walked two boys of about fourteen
years of age.

“Boys’ ¥riesD, please !’ said one
of the boys, and ke placed a penny
on the counter.

“Serry, my boy.” said the news-
agent, “but I've sold right out.”

““Oh, hang!” said the boy, picking
TAR, TARTNE T R RN ey, panm g

up bie penny dbseonasolntely L
Bisen o overy mingle shop o the town,

- —

At

are in doubt or difficulty.

I would like all my readers to look upon me as their real friend,
someone to whom they can come for help and advice when they
It is never “too much trouble” to me

to be of use to my boy and girl friends if they feel they would

- A R A & e W e -‘t . * @ L] .

and there’'s not a copy of the Boys’
Frienp to be obtained !

The boy and his companion left the
shop. )

“Tt serves you right, Bob!’ said @
one to the other. “Why don’t you
order your copy in advance? Thpre i
secins to be no other way of making
sure of getting a copy.” ‘

“By Jove! I will!” said the
other, and he forthwith rushed into
the shop and told the newsagent to
save him a copy of the Boygs’ FRIEND
every week. 7

That boy did not intend to run
any further risk of being disap-
lmint.l-(]. !

Before me, as I write, are several
letters from other readers who have
been unable to secure their copies
recently.  One reader tells me that
his chum mnearly went mad because
he could not obtain a copy. In fact,
he walked eight miles to try and get

¢y THE _
COMPANION PAPERS:

. . Write to me whenever you are in doubt or difficulty. Tell me
about yourself ; let me know what you think of the BOYS' FRIEND.

All readers who write to me, and enclose

postcard, may be sure of receiving a prompt and kindly reply by
' All letters should be addressed: “The Editor, The BO¥S'

post.

a stamped envelope or

THE #BOYS' FRIEND," 1d.
Every Monday.

THE «MAGNET” LIBRARY,
Every Monday.

THE “GEM” LIBRARY, I1d,
Every Wednesday.

THE «BOYS FRIEND” 3d.
COMPLETE LIBRARY.
THE «PENNY POPULAR."
! Every Friday. *
W, CHUCKLES,” PRICE 1d.
Every Friday.

1d,

to secure a number of your favourite
paper?

NEXT MONDAY’'S PROGRAMME!

one.

Now, my chums, once again I want
to urge upon every one of you the
absolute necessity of ordering your
copies in advance. Never before
has there been such a magnificent
programme of stories in the Bovs’
I"r1eEND, and therefore there is a keen
demand for the paper.

I do not like to hear of readers
being disappointed, especially when
the disappointment 1is. preventable.
All you have to do is to go round to
vour newsagent and ask him to save
you a ¢opy of the Boys' FRIEND every
week. Then, no matter on what day
of the week you call at the shop, you

will find your copy awaiting you.
Wil T ey yvar wopry Ctew s donggT ey

Hurely that s holter than having to
go o1l over the town in an endenvour

“By gum ! First time I ever heard
you worrying about doing the fair
thing, Gunny ! grinned Bob,

Gunten scowled.

“ And you never thought of doing
the fair thing, as you call it, till this
afternoon, after the race is won,” said
Frank Richards quietly.

“It comes to the same thing, as
none of us know the result yet!”
said Gunten.

“Yes, I guess that’s so,” agreed
Bob.,  “What are you getting at,
Frank 1

Vere Beauclere looked curiously at
Frank, but he did not speak.

““Well, here’s Dawson making you
an offer, Gunten,’” said Frank. “ Take

" his ticket, and give him his dollar.”

“T'm waiting,” said Dawson,

“T'll take both or neither,” said
Gunten.

“You won't take both,” said Frank
coolly. ““And you wouldn’t want
both if you thought them both losers.”

“Frank !” murmured Bob Lawless.

Gunten clenched his hands, his eyes
gleaming savagely.

“What do you mean, Richards?”
he muttered, between his teeth.
“How could I know whether they're
losers or winners? 1 believe they’re
both losers, of course!”

“Well, it will pay vou better to
talie" one loser than two,” said Frank
Richards, with a grin,. “Take Daw-
gon’s ticket, and leave mine alone.”

“T’ll give you two dollars for it, if
you like,” ea1d Gunten.

“Two dollars for a- horse you know
to be a loser !” said Frank, laughing,
“You're getting jolly generous,”

“Look here!” exclaimed Gunten
fiercely.,  “Will you let me have
Jolly Roger, or won't you?”

“No, I won’t!”

“Why not?” exclaimed Bob Law-
less, in wonder. “1 tell vou Poca-
hontas will win, ¥rank. If he's jay
enongh to give you two dollars, take
it. Why not?”

“TN tell you why not,” said Frank
quietly. ‘‘ Because Gunten wouldn’t

offer two dollars, or two cents, for my
ticket, unless he thought it was the
winner. He's come hero specially to
get my ticket away from me. And

E OF THE SCHOOL!

(Continued from the

previous page.)

he’s doing it becanse he knows that
his precious favourite, Pocahontas,
has lost!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“ And that Jolly Roger, the rotten
outsider, has won,” concluded Frank
Richards.

Gunten’s face was pale with rage.

“That's rot!” said Bob decidedly.
“How could he know? The race was
run at Thompson, miles from here.”

“And Gunten’s been for a long
ride, and missed dinner.”

“But he rode to Indian ford, and
that’s in the opposite direction.”

“T don’t believe him,” said Frank
Richards coolly. *“1 Dbelieve he
worked a swin(iln in the sweep, and
bagged the supposed winner; and I
believe now that he's found that his
winner isn’t a winner, and that my
outsider is. I believe he's been to the
town, and found out the result of the
race.”’ |

“By gad!” murmured Beauclerc.

Bob Lawless stared at Gunten, and
his lip curled. The expression on the
faco of the Swiss was enough for him.

“You low-down rotter!” said Bob,
in utter disgust. ‘' So that was your
game, was 1t?”

Gunten gritted his teeth,

“Tt's a lie!” he exclaimed furiously.
“T know nothing about the result of
the race.”

“Well, we shall know what to think
of that, if we find that Jolly Roger
has won,” said Bob scornfully.

“He—~he may have won, of
course,” muttered Guuten. * Out-
siders sometimes do. But, of course.
I don’t know. Richards is a liar, and
I’ll make him swallow his words.”

And with that the Swiss sprang
furiously at Frank Richards.

Frank’s hands = went like
lightning.

The Swiss was older and bigger
than the English lad, and probably
thought he had an easy thing before
him, He soon found out his mistake.

His savage drives were knocked
aside, and Frank’s right came out like
a hammer, landing fairly upon his
thick nose.

Gunten gave a vell, and went over
backwards, and rolled on the ground,

up

Just lately I have received many
requests from readers for stories
introducing Clarence Cuffy of the
Modern Side at Rookwood. 1 have
decided to respond to these requests,
and therefore, next Monday’s mag-
nificent long, complete tale of the.
Rookwood chums, which is entitled ;

HFTHE WINNING GQOAL!Y
By Owen Conquest,

introduces the junior in question.
Clarence Cufty is a decent, well-
meaning fellow, but all the same he
is so simple. The juniors simply
cannot help pulling his leg.
B e £ AR Lenaan = 4
(Mavence oxprosmos & gront dosiro
to play football,  The jumors rone

And

“Well hit!” grinned Beauclere.

“Bullseye!” chortled Bob Lawless.
“Up with yod, Gunty! Have some

more ?”

Gunten rose slowly to his feet. He
pessed his hand to his nose, and his
ingers came away red. He' gave
Frank Richards a look of hatred, but
he did not renew the combat.

With a scowling brow he

turned
away without a word. -

The 5th Chapter,
The Winner!

Black Sam, the stableman, was sur-
rounded by the Cedar Creek fellows
when school was dismissed that after-
noon.

Gunten was there, too. It was
necessary for him to keep up appear-
ances if f;e could, and his voice joined
in the general query:

“Who won the race this morning,
Sam?”

The negro grinned, showing a fine
set of teeth.

“What you children know ’bout
dat?” he said.

“Rats!  Tell us who was the
winner,” said Bob. “You must have
heard while you were up in town.”

“Yes, sah, me hear,” grinned
Black Sam. “I’se lost twenty cents
on Pocahontas.”

“Then Pocahontas has lost?” said
Hacke.

Y ¥ g8, dsahl?®

“Who's won, you black image?”
roared Hacke. “ Was it Canpac?”

“No, sah.”

“Briar Bush?”
eagerly.

“No, sab?

asked Dawson

“Give it a name!” exclaimed
Lawrence. ‘‘Here, take hold of his
wool, and knock his head on the

fence-rail.”

“Hold on, sah!” exclaimed Black
S‘a]m. “Jolly Roger win de race,
sah!”

“Jolly Roger!” said Frank
Richards, with a deep breath.

Black Sam went about his busi-
ness, and the schoolboys surrounded
Gunten.

Frank Richards held out his hand.

“Sixteen dollars, please!” he said
laconically.
There was a pause. As Jolly

Roger had won, Frank Richards had
won the sweep, and the stakes had
to be handed over to him. But Gun-
ten seemed unable to bring himself to
hand over the money.

‘Shell out!” said Hacke. * What
are vou hanging back for, Gunten?
F‘io‘f}nrds has won the durocks, hasn’t
1e 7

FRIEND, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.”

-

at the idea of Clarence taking part
in sports. But Clarence is deter-
mined, and he gets the chance he
wants. There are a great number of
laughable scenes in this story, and I
am sure you will revel in it. You
will, I feel sure, be surprised to learn
the curious way in which Clarence
Cuffy secures the winning goal.
Next Monday's splendid long, com-
slete  tale, dealing with Frank
}E{ichards' schooldays, 18 entitled :

“TROUBLE FOR THREE!”
By Martin Clifford.

The chums of Cedar Creek have
great reason to feel revengeful to-
wards a man of Galician birth, who
is living in the district. They resolve
to obtain a mnovel revenge on the
man, and Frank, Bob, and Beauclerc
are deputed to carry out the scheme.
The latter is a huge success, but before
they arrive back at the school in the
backwoods, Frank meets with a most
thrilling adventure, in which he per-
forms a most heroic deed. And then
comes a great surprise. What form
this surprise takes, you will learn
when you read this splendid tale.

The next instalment of

“THE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE!”

By Duncan Storm,

is as good, in every way, as those
which  have already appeared.
Although still in the clutches of the
rascally Bu Mohamed, Chip and his
chums refuse to look on the dark side

l"’ﬁlﬁm bET u-:[‘-l?dl"n.ﬁ'ﬂ{‘ 'll“ Ihﬂ'““ i} Iih4!11'1
of affuien. They vonlly have n high
old time whon they arve putb into the
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“Pay up!” chortled Chunky
Todgers. * You'll lend me a dollar
out of it, won't you, Richards?”

Slowly and reluctantly Gunten
drew the little leather bag from hijs
pocket. The contents were counted
out. Sixbteen dollars were handed
over, and, to judge by the look on
Kern Gunten’s face, every dollar that
he handed over was hke a tooth
being drawn out of his head.

“I pguess you have the Iluck,
Richards !” said Eben Iacke, slap-
ping Frank on the shoulder. “\Veﬁ,
I'm glad it wasn’t that foreign trash,
anyway, with his low-down tricks.
Youw're white, anyhow.”

‘“Thanks!”’ said Frank, laughing.
The “foreign trash ” walked away,

scowling. Gunten’s scheme for re-
lieving his schoolfellows of their
money had not been much of a

SUCCess.

With all his cunning and unscru-
pulousness, he had failed to land the
prize, and a dollar of his own money
was included in the sum he had been
compelled to hand over. That was
the net result of his scheming, and
it was not a gratifying result.

Frank Richards slipped the money
into his pocket, and walked away
with his chums, dodging Chunky
Todgers, who seemed to consider him-
self entitled to a dollar, at least, out
of the pool.

Frank tapped Dick Dawson on_ the
arm, and that youth gave him a
gloomy look. His last hope of raising
the wind was gone now.

“T went to ijaw to you, Dawson,”
said Frank, taking the Canadian lad’s
arm, and Dawson went with him,
while Bob and Beauclerc went to take
out the horses for home.

Frank Richards and Dawson
stopped on the bank of the creek,
oul of hearing of the other fellows.

“Well, what is it?” asked Dawson
glumly. “You’re not going to offer
to lend me ten dollars, I suppose? I
may as well tell you I couldn’t square
up this side of Christmas, if you did.”

Frank smiled.

“T'm not going to offer to lend you
ten dollars,” he replied. “I'm going
to offer to hand it to you. The
money isn’t mine——"

“You won it, I guess!”

“That doesn’t make it mine, and
I'm not going to keep it. Look henre,
Dawson, you were a duffer to play
cards with Gunten. It may do for
him, but it’s not good enough for
you. But never mind that. You've

got to pay ten dollars to the sled
man in town, and there's the ten.”

slavehold, and when they learn that
Cy Sprague and Captain Handyman
are coming to their rescue their
spirits rise wonderfully, and they look
forward to having some exciting
adventures, Needless to say, they
are not disappointed.

Next Monday’s enthralling long,
complete tale of Bob Travers is
entitled :

“THE BAQSHOT MYSTERY!"
By Herbert Britton.

Bob Travers goes to Bagshot
School for the purbose of boxing
Cecil Pankley, who is already
familiar to Boyvs’ Frienp readers.
Bob arrives at the school, to find that
the juniors have been gated because
of a low-down act committed by
somebody who broke bounds. The
real culprit refuses to own up, but,
by a lucky chance, Bob is successful
in bringing the fellow to book. The
fight between the boy boxer and
Pankley is of a most exciting nature,

The concluding story in our next
issue is that introducing Dick, Frank,
and Joe, the Crusoe Island adven-
turers. This story is entitled:

“LATRORBE’S TREASURE ("
By Maurice Everard.

and it is full of excitement from
beginning to end.
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But—but I can’t take it!” staom-
mered Dawson.

e gl . il .

],:ll}”plt(}}_l 1t 1nto the creek if you
don’t ! “smd Frank, swinging his
hand. Now, yes or no!' Going,
going——" _

Dick Dawson caught his hand.

“There you are, then,” said Frank,
with a smile. “TI didn’t lose any-
thing, you duffer! I'm not going to
kgep the rest, either. Drop in at
Thompson’s as you ride home, and
pay the man.”

“You're a jolly d

{ ) } goo sort,
Richards,” said Dawson, in a low
voice, “I—J sha’n’t forget this, and

if I can do anything, any time—— I
couldn’t have faced father when it
came out I'd lost the money!”

“You could do something, i
liked,” said Frank. o i

“"What is 1627

“Punch Gunten’s nose if he asks
you to play cards again!” ;

Dawson laughed.

“I will! That'’s a cinch !”

Frank Richards hurried after  his
chums, and found Beauclerc holding
his pony ready for him. The three
schoolboys rode away on the trail for
the Lawless Ranch. But half-way
home Frank wheeled from the trail.

“We've got to call in at the Mission
House, you fellows,” he said.

“What on earth for?” exclaimed
Bob. f

“T’ve got some dollars
the box.”

“Oh! Ts that the game?”
“Exactly !” it
Bob Lawless looked rather curiously
at his cousin when the schoolboys
rode away from the Mission. .

“How much have you kept f
yourself?” he asked. Ginton

“Nix |”

“Good for you!” said Bob.

_And that was the end of the Cedar
Creck sweepstake. But a few days
later, at school, Frank ' Richards
observed Gunten speak to Dick Dawson -
in the school-grounds. and the next
momertit Gunten rolled over under a ,
trepac_mdous drive on the nose. Lo i

Evidently Dawson was keeping his
promise ! :

to drop in

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY!

“TROUBLE FOR THREE!™

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS 1T|
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“Well, what more can I do for
you?” Gordon asked.

The old man pointed to the hill
beyond the clearing, black ith
people, all pushing and struggling
towards the entrances.

“The great god Taipu must be
appeased. We must make a sacrifice
to him. One of our number shall be
chosen by lot, and put into the cage.
Yes, it shall be so.”

A chorus of approval went up from
those assembled near, and a general
hand-clapping arose.

Gordon’s glance took in the men
and women without, and he drew
Darbey aside.

“What's to be done about this,
Jake? There are hundreds of pounds’
worth of dough to be raked in if
only we can please them. The boys
are -caming to the ship this after-
noon.” He took out his watch. “ By
now they mmust be almost under
way. Better let them chuck in one
o’ their old crocks for Fang to tear to
pieces.”

Suddeply an angry flush mounted to

the ghowman’s face, and he fingered }

his bearded chin, still black from the
blow Pieface had dealt him,

“I've been thinking, if anyone’s
got to die, it may as well be that
coloured bit of trash. By gosh, I've
never forgotten him for layin’ me
out! The biggest knock-out blow a
white ever received from a niﬁger y

“Then slip it across him !’ mut-
tered Darbey. “Dead casy, too, and
not hkehv to lead to complications
afterwards. A black doesn’t count as
much as a Polynesian in these seas.”

* But can we get him ?”

“Get him! Sure. The boys will
be well out' of the way with me. Pie-

face isn’'t suspoctin anvthing. and
Hen bl Tl AL nn; til‘l"fr. nne
ha's all alone, Take two or threa of

your chaps and round him up while |
moke my ond good on the ship,”

Gordon’s eyes glinted avaricioualy.
Asg his evil counsellor had said, the
chance to turn a big loss into a quick,
big profit lay to his hand, and the life
of the black boy was no more to him
than the life af a shore crab.

“T'll chance 1t!” he said. “We'll
give them a howling fine show, rake
every penny out of tﬁem we can, clear
up in the night, and make tracks first
thing to-morrow morning before-that
hoary-headed old Joe Tremorne rqlls
up and queers our pitch.”

Darbey guffawed.

“I've heard a good deal about
Tremorne, one way and another. IHis
name seems to be getting pretty well
known  igp the South Seas. They
appear to think quite a lot of him
down Apia way.”

“Which, my friend, is precisely
why I didn’t raid their stores, down
those two younkers, and generally
take over the ruuning of the island
myself. So far as I can make out,
once you run across Joe's trail, you're
hitting tidy-sized trouble. - As for the
black—well, he don’t count. If Fang
makes an easy meal of him, the
natives aren’t likely to split, and if we
are asked, we can’t say for the life of
us what became of him.”

“You've got the tale spun right
enough!” agreed Darbey, moving
away. ‘‘Sorry to leave you to snaflle
Picface on your own, but I must sece
those boys fixed, or they’ll be giving
trouble. And don't forget, boss, I
shall look for a twenty-five per cent.
bonus on all additional takings!”

He sauntered down to the beach
where the steamer’s cutter waited to
talke him back to the ship. He passcd
to his ecabin, and, taking out a plioto
album and a number of curios, laid
them on the table. Then he sum-
moned the Chinese cook.

“See here, Yung,” he said to the
almond-eyed Celestial, ““two friends
o mine coming to tea—much bad
fellows. You make up dopy stuff.
Go off sleep much long time. Got
me ?”

“Velly good. Me plenty, too!”
grinned Yung. “Iattle balloon-
juice, two dlops valley tan, and some
Samshu. Sleepee likey tops!”

“Good for you!” replied the
aman.  “Get everything ready, but
don’t bring it in till I ring.” '

(Continued from the previous page.)

The 3rd Chapter.
Against Fearful Odds.

Pieface had seen the baby bunjik
cosily settled for his afternoon nap
behind the hut, and was in the act of
getting food ready for a tasty evening
meal, when a shadow fell across the

doorway of the improvised galley.

He glanced up, to sce a roughly-
dressed sailor poke his head round the
corner.

“Hallo! Wot you doin’ here?”
asked the black boy, putting down
his rolling-pin.

m L

The other stepped into the
way. :

“T’'m lookin’ for a gentieman o’ the
name o' Pieface,” he said; pulling at
a greasy wisp of hair which hung
down over his low forehead.

Pie bowed, and laid a hand over his
heart.

“Dat’s me! What you wantums
wid dis genticmans 27

The sailor saluted.

“Please, sir, two young gencl’men
met me down by the beach, and asked
if you'd go down to them. 'T'hey
want to lecave a most pertic’lar mes-
sage with you.”

“Right-ho !” said Pie, slipping on
his ecalico shirt. “I’'m ready. You
might show dis coloured coon de
way.”

**Certainly ! the sailor replied.

Pie passed out, but no sooner was
he free of the door than four strong
fellows leapt upart him, and by sheer
weight of numbers bore him to the
ground.

At the same time a horribly fami-
liar voice fell on the struggling boy’s
ears. - ‘

“Don’t spare him! Give him
juice !” cried Gordon, ‘I owe him
one for that dot he gave me on the
jaw. Hi, Péters, you fool! Shove
your boot on his mouth, or half the
island will hear him. Didn’t I warn
you to do this job quietly 7"’

Although he put up a gallant fight,

.1!'._......',.,__, o TR TN, B AR A TRV W ISR R A
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cownrdly nssatlants protty bodly, Pio
was no mateh for the lot of thom,
and'in o very Little while hig arms and
legs were tied, a gag thrust into his
mouth, and in this helpless state he
was carried across the island. \

What was going to happen to him

cdoor-

the trees thinned he was conscious of
a, great volume of sound—the far-
away murmur of hundreds of human
voices—coming to him on the almost
breathless air.

His first thought was that the Poly-
nesians had risenin revolt against the
menagerie hands, and that a battle-
royal was in progress; but as the little

slope he saw at once what all the
hullabaloo was about.

Below  the ‘%ast ' clearing was
thronged with hundreds of pushing,
yelling, and wildly-gesticulating
natives, all surging round what looked
like a gigantic wooden cage.

Gordon took his place at the cap-
tive’s side.

“See that nice wooden arrange-
ment 7’ he leered, hitting Pic sharply
in the ribs. “Well, it's destined to
hold you. We're going to give the
islanders a special treat before we
leave.” !

Dimly the boy wondered what was
to be done with him. The notion to
put him in'a wooden cage for the
amusement of the mnatives didn’t
appear so very dreadful, but when
the close-packed throng. divided, and

he hadn’t the shghtest idea, but as

party which carried him topped thé

‘ways and evaded 1it.

the little procession of whites shoul-
dered their way along the human
lane, he realised the fate he was
destined for.

Pressed to the froth-covered bars of
the strueture was the evil, grinning
face of the dreadful gorilla. The
beast uttered a peculiar barking noise
at sight of the black, a sign which
the islanders took for approval on the
part of Taipu.

“Let him of the dark skin make
sport for Taipu!” someone eried, and
in a moment the shout wae taken up,
passing from lip to lip with the speed
of spreading fire.

Poor Pie! The perspiration began
to stand out in beads all over his
shining body, and his dark eyes
rolled. Still he made no appeal for
merey.

“You understand, ftrash!” said
CGiordon, bending over him. ““You're
yoing into that cage to keep the
gorilla company!  Fit society for
such as you.”

Suddenly a laugh broke from one of
Gordon’s men.

Y live Cgot it
fight !”” he said.
chance to make good!” :

*“He'll make good enough,” replied
Gordon, ‘seeing that beast weighs
nigh on a quarter of a ton and is a
good ten feet high! I don’t give
much for the chances of this lump of
mud. $till, the idea’s not a bad one.
Stand back there, you fools, we're
going to open the door!”

A breath of relief escaped the
prisoner as one of the attendants cut
his bonds. At least he would die
fighting, game to the end.

boss!  T.et  them

As the cords fell away he was |

seized. The door was pushed back,
and a deep, thunderous roar of ap-
proval went up as Gordon gave him
a_heave which sent him crashing along
the floor right to the feet of the gib-
bering ape.

In a flash Pie bounded to his feet
and retreated to the farthest corner of

the cage. The ape growled and
blinked his blood-red eyes in surprise.
The distance between Pie and

death was roughly about fifteen feet,
and the gorilla was capable of clear-
ing that space with one spring.

The boy - crouched down, tis fine
body taut with suppressed excite-
ment.

Outside the natives danced and

shrieked and beat wildly on their
drume, the while showering handfuls
8F Hil kil -Howens Betwaan the har;

P mensarad ap the attuation with
oxtraordinary ealim, watting for the
brute to spring. e noted the mas
sive, hairy arms, with their terrible

claws, the dmmensely broad chest,

against which he expected every in-
stant to be crushed, and the power-
ful feet, capable of pounding. all re-
sistance out of him once he fell.

But the worst of all seemed the
huge, foam-flecked jaws, which con-
tinued to open and snap as the beast
began - to move stealthily t{owards
him.

Suddenly the floor hegan to quiver,
the boy felt the gorilla gathering to
spring. The next moment, with a
fearful roar, it launched itself straight
at him.

A mighty shout went up from the
natives. At last the anger of Taipu
would be appeased.

Pie was even swifter than the
gorilla. While still the enormous
mass was in the air he darted side-
The ponderous
body ecrashed against the bars with
a force that shook the cage to its
foundations. i

That terrible spring had shown the
black something. He noticed, as the
ape thundered past him, an erormous
lump on the left side, immediately
below the animal’s ribs. :

“Dat’s de hrute’s weak spot,”
thought Pie, hastily rubbing the per-
spiration out of his eves. “If only I
can give him one like I landed Gor-
don—-— Ah!” :

“Give the black a |

The ape had turned, chattering
shrilly. - The first failure to secure his
prey had angered him, He went
down on all fours and sidled to the
middle of the cage, thus redncing his
vietim'’s ynargin of freedom by half.

Then, “growling horribly, the crea- '

ture leapt once mgre. Pie éet his
broad shoulders to' the bars and
lashed out with terrific force—one,
two—a right and a left—full on the
round protuberance.

The blows thudded dully, and the
ape was brought up, as though by a

dead = wall. = Tt swayed slightly,
blinked stupidly © once or twice,
emitted a curious coughing noise,

and began to shuffle backwards.

A great hope began to burn in the
boy’s heart. . He had found his
enemy’s weal spot, and he knew it.

“T'm not waiting for you to at- |

tack !”’ he yelled, and, darting for-
;Ivar]d, delivered a powerful left arm-
ook.

The creature swung round, sweep-
ing with its long arm every shred of
clothing off the boy’s back. Another
half-inch, and Pie would have been
cruclly lacerated.

“A miss is as good as a mile,” he
thought, and, spinning round, got
home with fwe more crashing blows
on the weak spot.

A blood-curdling yell escaped the
monster, whose huge body quivered
and shook with pain.

Again it advanced swayingly, only
to meet with another terrific body-
punch. The big lump burst intern-
ally, and the gorilla fell forward
straight towards the cronching boy.

Pie glanced about him. Te was
pinned to the corner. The weight of
the ape must surely crush all the life
out of him. His senses reeled, but
cleared instantly as a terrific report
sounded close to his ear.

The flash of fire scorched his face;
the ape raolled sideways, and went
down with a thud. At the same
moment more shots rang out, and the
natives ran, screaming.

Pie gank slowly down and drifted
off into unconsciousness.

When he came round Frank and
Dick were bending over him,

“My word, laddie, your number
nearly passed out that time!"” Frank
remarked.

The black stretched out his hand,
which the other gripped.

“ Whar’s Massa Gordon?” he asked
faintly.

1 o y L : 192

e Al U6 ek etk
prinned  Frank, “Wa caught the
whole lot unarmed, and after pump
ing o shot or two into the gorilla,
saw the whole of the menagerie scum
off the premises. Gordon will never
trouble us again.,”

. “Why, Massa Frank?”,

“T gave him socks with my gun,”
said Frank. ‘I guees he’ll take some
time to get mended in Sydney. See
here, Pie, a little present for you,
and I guess you've earned it.”

“What's dat?” asked Picface,
taking a small brown bag.

“Gordon’s gate-money. We re-
lieved him of it before he left. 1
reckon by right it belongs to you.
Keep it, old boy, to buy Bunjik
beans with,” ‘ ;

“You rolled up in time,” said Pie,
leaning back.

Dick nodded.

“We were just getting into the
boat to row off to ﬁ%-e steamer when
we heard a lot of shouting. - That
brought us back at the double. Now
get to sleep, and forget there are such
things as gorillas.”

But it was many a long day before
Pie forgot. .

THE END.

”
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- glowly rose to his feet.
until he was bolt upright, and then

| flon
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A STRANGE COMPACT!

By HERBERT BRITTON,
(Continued from page 168.)
Bl 0 PR P Nt e A AT Y

| blow right between the eyes sent him

to the boards.

“One—two—three——
the tintekeeper.

Amazed though they were, the
Grammariayps, sportsmen through and
through, gave Bob a hearty cheer,

“Well done, Travers!”

“ Four—five—six—""

Still Gordon Gay did not move.
‘“Seveq, eight % ‘

At last the Grammar School junior
Bob waited

» sommenced

was just preparing to hit out with his
left when
“Time 1"

Bob turned to walk to his corner,
and once more he turned in the direc-
of John Matthews. Then he
gasped with amazement. The man
was laughing--there wae actually a
smile on his face!

The boy boxer was thunderstruck,
John Matthews was a complete
mystery to him. Why should he
laugh at him because he was win-
ning ?

“MTime 1

Bob was soon on his feet and in
the centre of the ring. Looking de-
cidedly the worse for wear, Gordon
Gay roee to meet him,

* Stick it, Gay, old scout !” shouted
the juniors.

Gordon Gay did ‘‘stick *’ it. He,
fought like a Trojan, but he was up
against a better man,

Bob seemed to be here, there, and
everywhere. No matter which way

his opponent dodged, so he was after

him, dealing out telling blows one
after the other,

Qut went Bob’s left, and Gordon
Gay staggered. IHe recovered, but
again he was gent backwards. It was
marvellous the way in which the
Grammarian remained on his feet.

It seemed that he would never go
down for the count, when eunddenly
a blow that would have staggered
many a grown man caught him on the

PAvatHeY and ho canle o dhia bl LRI,
]fmiﬂ%. Wi e wni te the “amn'h:.'

OnecAwo - throo= four-five - six
woven-coight- ninoout 1"

Gordon Gy was beatens-beaten by
a more experienced boxer.  Bob

Travers had fought--and won !

padh 2 12 T8 4

Bob Travers looked up quickly, and
saw to his amazement the form of
John Matthews standing at his side
with his hand cutstretched.

The boy boxer hung bacl.

“B’?b, my boy, I'm deeply sorry!
_ John Matthews’ face was wreathed
in smileg, but Bob ‘was impassive and
coid.

“T don’t understand !”” he said.

. “It's' my fault, Bob!” said the box-
ing-promoter quickly. “I've carried
the thing too far. I ought not tb have
doubted you !

“Doubted me?” gasped Bol in-
credulously.

“Well, no, not exactly !”” gaid John
Matthews, gripping Bob’s hand in a
hearty manner. ‘1 didn’t really doubt
you ; but—but, Bob, I wanted to test
you. I wanted to see whether you
were a thorough sportsman, and T'in
proud of you. If you'd played to lose
I should have beon ashamed of you, .
and if you had done so I should only
have had myself to blame. 1 ought
never to have demanded so much
from you, But, there, 1t’s done with
now, and you’ve scored a splendid
victory.  Now, then, 'buck up and
get dressed, and say good-bye, We
catch the train this afternoon for Bag-
shot, where you will meet (leeil
Pankley, the champion junior boxer
of Bagshot School I g

Like one in a dreamn, Bob Travers
wended his way to the Fourth Form
dormitory, where he changed his
things. It was a long while before he
forgot the time when he had be&ﬁ@a
P

tempted to fight to lose!
THE END,
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