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A THIEF IN THE NIGHT!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School.
| OWEN CONQUEST.

FOFBGRBIBDS

The 1st Chapter.
‘Mornington’a Answsr.

19

A Mor'ny !

“Dariou kai Parysatidos~———"

“ Mornington !”

“(Gignontai paides duo——"

“Oh, shut up that rot, Mormng-
ton!”  exclaimed TLattrey of the

Fourth ‘irritably. . “ Give 1t a rest!”
Mornington did not even look up.
The dandy of the Fourth was seated

on . Benoh, under dne of The Hld
booches 1n the quadrangle at Rook
wood.

Xenophon's “ Anabasis " was open
on his knees, and Morny was mum-
bling over the Greek.

He was not looking happy.

The onece magnificent Mornington,
dandy and slacker and “ blade,” was
about the last fellow at Rookwood
to take to ‘‘swotting’ of his own
accord. ‘

But here he was swotting on a half-
holiday !

On Little Side, his chum Erroll was
at football practice with Jimmy Silver
& Co.

Mornington would have been glad
to join the footballers. On that keen

afternoon in late autumn football
would certainly have been more
agreeable. than sitting under the

beeches with Xenophon.

But Morny was sticking it. He
detested work, and he hated Greek.
The celebrated ** Retreat of the Ten
Thousand ”’ possessed no interest for
him whatever.

Yet here he was, mumbling over
the “ Anabasis,” and Lattrey of the
Fourth regarded him with mingled
surprise and irritation.

“Look here, Morny—

vy

“Darioun kai Parysatidos——" ze
peated Mornington deliberately.

“You silly ases!”

*“Gignontai paides duo——"

*Morny !

“Presbuteros men  Artaxerxes,

L]

neoteros de Kuros——'

“Goal! Well kicked, Erroll!”

It was a shout from the footer
ground, and Morny looked up then
and glanced away to the pin,yiu,r_:—
fields. Kit Erroll had put the ball
an, beating Conroy in goal.

“Good man!” said Mornington.

“Morny ! :

‘“Hallo!”  Mornington’s eyes fell
on Lattrey at last, as if he had seen
him then for the first time. ‘' You
there ? Did vou speak ?”

1 “You know I spoke!” said Latirey,
his eyes' gleaming savagely. *Same
swanking bounder as: ever, Morny,
though you're as poor as o church
mouse now, instead of ‘bheing the
richest fellow at Rookwood.”

“Quite s0,”  said = Mornington
calmly.. “Not worth your wastin’
vour time upon, Lattrev. My piches
have taken unto themsclves wings
and flown away, and my dear pzﬁs
have naturally flown after them, and
I've had to chuck banker in the etudy
and billiards at the  Bird-in-Hand.
And, swrprising as it may scem to
vou, Dattrey, I don’t want te be
honoured with your estimable ac-
gquaintance. Would you mind cuttin’
off and leavin’ me to work ?”

“Work ! said | Lattrey. . *Xou
work "

Morny laughed

P
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“Surprisin’  ain’t ' it?’’  he said.
“T'm swottin’.”

“How are you getting on with
your swotting 7"’ asked Lattrey sar-
castically.

“Rotten!  And none the better for
bein’ interrupted.”’

“Towny says you're entering for a
gcholarship and working for the
exam.,” said Lattrey, eyeing him.

“Towny's right for once.”

“You'll never get it !”

“T don'’t suppose.l shall. But U'm
goin’ to try. 1 wish I'd given Greek
a bit more attention. Horrid hore !”

“Suppose you get it. what's the
good of it to vou?” asked Lattrey.
“Three years without fees, and some
money for books. Pah! Your
unele’s  paying your expenses here
now. You don’'t stand to gain -any-
thing. Tt will only save your uncle’s
pocket if you get the 'schol.”

“Quite so0.”

“Then what's the game? T don’t
understand.”
“You wouldn't!”

“Look here, Morny, T can tell you
a trick worth two of that!” eaid Lat-

trey, sitting dowp on the bench,

" the

IS

“No need for us to -be enemies
because we've had rows.”
Mornington shrugged his shoulders.
He did not like Lattrey, and he had
had bitter quarrels with the cad of
the Fourth. But he did not repulse

“him now. . He was so horribly bored

with. work that any excuse for taking
a rest was welcome to him.
“No need for vou to be so jolly

hard up. and having to ask your
uncle, old Stacpoole, for pockot
money,” continued Lattrey.

“Got, a special tip for another

swindlin’ race 7"’ grinned Mornington.

““No. Leak here. Since your
Cousin Cecil turned up and claimed
Mornington  cstates, ‘and got
them, you’re on your uppers. Only
yvour guardian, old Stacpoole, stands
between you and the workhouse. 1
suppose you've wot some fat-headed

‘idea of making vourself independent

by gf;s,tting a schol. There's an easicr
way.

“Oh, rot! T've tried my luck at
cards and gecgees and got skinned of
what little I had left,” said Morning-
ton,  with a shrug. “TI've chucked all
that, anyway. ‘I can’t afford it.” An'
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['ve promised FErroll. T'm goin’ to
grind Greek an’ Latin an’ maths
now. What a prospect!”

“T1 could put vou up to getting as
much as over you had. I wonder
you haven’t thought of it yourself.”

“Well, T'll ' hear vou. Pile in!”
“Your cousin, Cecil Mornington,
15 in the Second Form here,” said

Lattrey.

**Well 27

“Well,” said Lattrey impatiently,
“I suppose you haven’t forgotten
that Ceell Mornington was the starv-
ing brat you picked up on the road
and cared for before you knew he wes
vour cousin at all. He's Mornington
Secundus now, with no end of money
in his pockets, but he’s just the samo
"Erbert that you picked up on the
road, and he thinks as much of you
as ever he did. He hasn’t got it into
his silly, kiddish head yet that he’s
the rich relation and you're the poor
one.  He still looks on you as a little
tin god. as he always did.”

“Good old ’Erbert!” smiled Morn-
Ington.

Mornington’s face softened a little.

In his fall from wealth ane conse-

quence it had been some comfort that
he was still the magnificent Movn-
ington in the eoyes of the waif of
Rookwood, the cousin who had un-
willingly supplanted him.

"Torbert’s devotion had never fal-
tered, and was never likely to.

"Brbert of the Second Form
Mornineton  II. now, heir to a tre-
mendous fortune when he came of
age. But he could not forget that
that good luck would never have

come his way had not Valentine
LLLLUL U AL LD TR N neywr  nmyw
limed ol

hin Wiy Vialentie
Mornington Fosced Iy from
poverty and rag¥ and brought him to
Rookwood.

Lattrey  watched
handsome face eagerly.

“You sce?” he exclaimed. ‘That’s
the wheexze! That kid. ’Krbert,
would do anything vou told him. He
would follow: your lead in anything
and everything.”

“T1 know that.”

“Well, don’t you sce ?”

o oy et 12

“Oh, you're blind!” said Lattrey
impatiently. “Can’t - you see that
that young ruffian is a goosc that
could lay golden eggs? What about
having him in the study, teaching
him nap end banker and bridge, and
making a recular income out of hLim
—what? T know he's a sharp little
beast, and mightn’t lese his' monoy,
but there are ways and means. That's
where I can help you. You can’t
afford to be particular, Morny.
Beggars can’t be choosers. That kid
has quids and quids, and nothing to
do with them. Why, between us we
could fairly skin him! And under
vour influence he would come like a
lamb to the slaughter—sec ?”

Lattrey’s volce was cager, his eycs
glistening. :

Mornington looked at him fixedly.

There was not the slightest doubt
that Lattrey's scheme would be a
success, if Morny chose to adopt 1t.
And Morny had been a very good
deal of a blackguard in his time.

But there is a difference between
blackguardism and sheer rascality,
which Lattrey did not allow for,

Morny's eves were burning.

was

oy

Mornington’'s

“So that's the idea?” he 'said
quictly.

“That's it. KEasy as falling off a
form.”

“But it's rather superfluons,”

drawled Mornington.  “If 1 chose to
take money from ’Erbert, he would
hand it to me for the ‘askin’, No
need to swindle him at all.”’

“Yes; but could you take charity

from the kid? I know how touchy
you are,” wsaid Lattrey. ‘It would
got about, too. . That's why .you

haven’t done it.”

“Woell, T had some other reasons for
not doin’ it, too,” remarked Morning-
ton. ‘ Reasons you wouldn’t under-
stand. dear boy. And if 1 were in-
clined to rob poor old *Exbert, I+think
I'd rather do it by borrowin”' hias
money than by inveiglin’ him' into
games of banker and cheatin’. him.
But it’s a great idea, Lattrey—simply
grreat! And worthy of youl Just
the kind of idea you'd be likely to
think of. As for what I think of it,
I’'ll show you!”

Morny’s hand shot out suddenty,

(Continucd on the next page,)



and his finger and thumb closed on
Lattrey’s sharp, thin nose. ;

His grip closed there like a vice,
and Lattrey uttered a vell of anguish.

“Yow! Oh! Let go, you rotter!
Oh!”

Mornington tweaked the nose of
the cad of the Fourth grimly.

Then he let go, and jmnpo«j up.

*“That's what [ think of yvour idea,
my dear fellow,” he drawled. * Now,
if you'd like to put up your hands,
Pll give merry oid Nenophon a rest
while I thrash you-—~what?”

Lattrey, in anguish, clasped his nose
with both hands. He was hurt,

But he did not accept Mornington’s
invitation. He had not come there
for a scrap.

“Ow-ow !” he mumbled.

*“Put ’em up, dear boy!”

- **Oh, you rotter! You hound!”

“ Not spoilin’ for a fight?” grinned
Mornington.  *‘ Well, then, clear oft!
You're rather too unclean to sit on
the same bench with me, dear boy!”
Cutt?

Lattrey gave him a look of deadly
hatred, and moved slowly away.

Mornington sat down = again,
emiling. He renewed his application to
the ““ Anabasis ”’ with a more cheerful
oxpression on his face. The tweaking
of Lattrey’s nose seemed to have com-
forted him.

The 2nd Chapter.
Mornington I1I.
Jimmy Silver greeted Mornington

with a friendly nod, when the dandy
af the F'ﬂuﬁgwﬂfi\a down 8 the
fllnilin“ rouned o Lo Tator,

Hineae &‘lm‘llv'ﬂ [all Trom wealth, he
hnd been w different fellow in some
rospects, and Jimmy found it much
caser to get on with him,

“Come on, Morny!" said the 1\:”)
tain of the Fourth cheerily. “We
shall want you in the front line when

weo play Greyfriars, you know!”
“1. hope &0, said  Morny. *“I
couldn’t get down before. I've been

1.3

grindin’.

“You grinding! Ha, ha!”

¢ Honest Injun!’ said Mornington,
“But I've done enough for a bit. 1'd
rather play footer.”

I should think so!” said Jimmy,
laughing.

Mornington joined in the practice
with great zest.

He was in good {form, too.
Swotting did not detract from his
fornt “so much as his old habits, by
any means.

He enjoyed the practice, and when
it was over; he left the footer ground
with Erroll, a ruddy glow in his face.

““How are vou getting on with the
Greek ? ‘Erroll asked, with a smile,
as thev walked to the house.

in the

“Rotten! * ‘Like a kid
Third s

“We'll have a go at it together
after tea, if you like.”
0L, dear 1

Erroll langhed.

“Not.unless you like, Morny,” he
sardiy U e
“Oh, I do like!” eaid Marnington.
“I've ‘got to etick ‘it! I've simply
got to get that schol. I'm not goin’
to have my Stacpoole coéusins turnin’
up their noses at me as 8 pensioner
on my uncle!”

““Perhaps they wouldn’t turn u
their noses, Morny,” suggested Erroll
gently.

“They  never liked me. TI've
%uar;c!l;leq with the lot of them, more
than once.”

“Was it all their fault, old chap?”

“No, more likely mine,” said
Mornington' coolly. “But I don't
like 'em, and they don’t like me, and
’'m™" fiot' goin’ to be dependant on
their: father, if I can help it. The
schol, if I get it, will set me up till
I leave Rookwood, an’ I can get into
the Army then, an’ get killed respect-
ably: I’ll bring young 'Erbert in to
tea, if you don’t mind, Errell.”

“Of course I don’t mind. I like
Herbert.”

“He's a good little chap, though
hé's my cousin,” said Mornington.
“T've got to give him some good
advice, like a Dutch uncle, you know,
As an old hand, well up 1 all the
wickedness of the world, {’m specially
fitted to be an adviser to innocent
youth.” !
~ Kit Erroll had tea ready in Study

A THIEF IN THE

(Continued from the previous page.)

NIGHT!

No. 4 when Mornington came in with
"Frbert of the Second.

‘Krbert was looking very cheery.

The change in the fortunes of the
waif of Rookwood had not changed
him much personally.

He had plenty of money now, and
was looked upou with more respect in
the Second, but he® was the samo
simple-hearted little fellow as of old,
and his devotion to Morny had never
wavered. ‘

He was Mornington 1I. on the
school books, but he was seldom
called anything but ’Erbert, except by
the masters.
~He had left Jones minimus and
Snooks, his pals in the Second, with-
out hesitation, to accept Mornington’s
mvitation to tea in No. 4.

Tea in No. 4 was not the plenteous
repast of old. Strict frugality reigned

there.  But 'Hrbert was very glad to
come, It was not the loaves and

fishes that attracted him.

His chubby little face beamed at
the tea-table.

Unwillingly enough ’Erbert, had
stepped into his cousin’s shoes, when
his identity was established as the
heir of Mornington.

He had feared that it would make his
cousin Valentine dislike him--and cer-
tainly for a time, Morny had yielded to
feelings of disappointment and anger.
But that was all over now, and
Morny was very kind to him.

But "Erbert’s keen desire to share his
good fortunc with Valentine was
never gratified. Nothing could have
induced Morny to touch the plentiful
cash with which hLis one-time protege
was now provided. '

“How are you getting on in the
Second now, 'Erbert?” asked Morny,
as he helped his gueet to war-bread
and marmalade.
‘L%Fust-rqte 3 ;,r[rx;iir.u*x-edji
“anoy minow in awf'ly puilysams
Traey of the Hhell! l!:wtnvnf m««rn
that " never knowed me before are
awl’ly pally now. Old Jones got his
back up a bit at firet--he thought I
was going to put on side, says he.
But he's all serene now.”

“1 suppose you've got plenty of

dibg?”
“’Eaps!” said ’Erbert brightly.
“Bir Rupert sends mo a big allow-

ance, you know. .1 don’t spend much.
I’'ve got ten pounds now.”

“My hat! What a merry million-
aire!” ;
*Course, it was a bit queer ’aving
banknotes of my hown at first,” said
‘Erbert. “But you soon git used to
it. 1 got two fivers in my ket
now, and I sometimes forget tm’re
there. There ain't so very much in
'aving money. If you spend it, it's
gone and you ain't got it, and if you
don’t spend if, it’s the same as not
‘aving 1t. ’

“You're a philosopher,
said Frroll, laughing.

“Would -you mind ligtenin’ to a
word of advice from a poor relation,
"Erbert?” asked Mornin’gton blandly.

“Oh, Master Morny !’

“1 believe you've had offers of
friendship from some chaps in the
Fourth, and the Shollw-'i::owmoud,
and Peecle, and Gower, and Smythe,
and that crowd.”

*“Yas, air!’

“How did you get on with them?”

“TI've told "em to go an’ eat coke!”

“Ha, ha, hKal?

“1 knowed what they was arter,”
said 'Krbert disdainfully. ‘‘When I
wae a poor kid, they turned their noses
lﬁ‘) at me, and sneered at vou, Master

orny, cauge you took me in and
looked arter me. I know their sort,
and 1 ain’t taking any!”

“What about ' Lattrey of
Fourth?”

“I hit him in the eye!”

“What?"

“He wanted me to play banker,”
gaid ’'Erbert. ‘Course, I used to
play banker at Dirty Dick’s, when I
was a nipper-—they all did. But not
at  Rookwood. Besides, I Lknowed
what Lattrey wanted. So I hit him
in the eye!”

Mornington and Erroll roared.

“He went for me,” continned
"Erbert. “ But old Jonesy came up,
and we bumped him down the pass-
age. He ain't spoken to me since.”

Mornington chuckled.

“Bo that's why dear old Lattrey
was tryin’ to enlist my assistance,’
he remarked. “I've had a flatterin’
offer from Lattrey, kid. We were

"Erbert,”

the

to go halves in swindlin® you at
banker.” ;
“The utter rascall’” exclaimed

Erroll hotly.
‘“Yes, he is rather a ocorker,”

ounder, ’lirbert, but you don’t seem
to need it. Don’t have anythin’® to
do with him.”

“No fear!” said *Erbert emphatic-
ally. “Ie’s a rotter all through, he
is. I wouldn't touch him with a
barge-pole |
Mornington grinned when ’Krbert
left the study after tea.

“ My fatherly advice waen’t needed,”

he remarked. ’Krbert can look after
himself. 1 fancy Lattrey will find

him & hard nut to crack. Now about
f;é]t,l’t Greek, Erroll, if you feel up to
]_ ¥

“Right!” A

And the books were got out, and
the two chums were soon grinding.

"Krbert went down the passage to
the stairs, and as he passed Lattrey's
stutdy the cad of the Fourth stepped
out. :

"Erbert eyed him grimly.

“You've been to tea with Morny—
what ?” asked Lattrey, with a sncer.

“That ain’t your business,” said
"Krbert. “But I ’ave, if you want to
know.” 2

“1 can guess what he wanted you
for,” said Lattrey, eyeing him. “I
heard from T'racy minor that you've
got two five-pound notes.”

The fag’'s. face crimsoned with
anger. ;

“You're a liar ! he said, with the
directness of speech he had learned
before he came to Rookwood School.
“Master Morny never wanted no-
thing of the sort, an’ you know it.”

“Have you got the notes now?”’
sncered Lattrey. ]

“Find out !”

“No need to find out,” said Lat-
trey, laughing. “I can guess where
they are.”

“You lyin’ ’ound!” exclaimed
"Erbert furiously.  * Look ’ere !
He jerked a pocket-book out,

opened it, and showed two crisp five-
pound notes inside.

“Wot price that, you rotter?” he
demanded.

“Oh,” said Lattrey, “I was mis-
taken it seems!”

“You wasn't mistaken. You was

Bl ,.lyin’fand you know it.”
s 4 You surely don't carry thase
o '+‘bnnk t#itu i {ﬁ o

ahout wit

“Why shouldn't 1t
ain't they ¢

“ But is it safe—"
. “Not while you’re , about, I
d.e:isn'y 1" said ' Erbert. gl

nd with that Parthian shot he

souttled on towards the stairs, just
eluding Lattrey’s angry clutch.

Lattrey, his ¢yes ﬁ;lmming, made a
rush after him.
stairs and bumped inte the Fistical
Four, who were eoming up.. Jimmy
Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome

you, ‘
They're mine,

down. _

“Look where you're going, young
‘un !” said Lovell severely.

“Ow [ goaspéd 'Erbert. ““That
Cound Latirey's arter me!”

*Oh, all serenc!”

Lattrey paused on the stairs at the
sight of .mmny Silver & Co. He
would have retraced his steps, but the
cheery Clo, ran up and collared him
before he could escape. i

“ Bullying 'Trbert again—what ?”
said Jimmy Silver. “I think 1 pro-
mised you something for that, Lat-
trey.”’

“Let me go, hang you!” shouted
Lattrey savagely.

“Yes, when vou've had what
you've heen promised!”

I oweeyow-——"

Bump, bump. bump!

The cad of the Fourth, struggling
in_the. grasp of the Fistical Four,
smote the landing thrice in sucecssion.
His yells rang along the passage.

Peele and Gower came cut of their
study. ‘

“Look here " began Pecle,

“Do you want somé?” demanded
Raby.

Apparently Paele didn't, for he reo-
treated into his study. The Fistical
Four walked on to the end study,
leaving Lattrey gasping on the floor.
Gower gave him a hand up.

the Second Form quarters. Lattrey’s
luck seemed to be out all round.

The 3rd Chapter.
A Strange Mystery.

Jimmy Silver started. and awoke.

It was past midnight, and deep
gloom reigned 1n the dormitory of
the Classical Fourth at Rookwood.

Jimmy turned his head on the
pillow, blinking into the darkness.

Something had awakened him, and
he listened For a moment or two, with
the thought of air raiders in his
mind.

sound of a cautiously-closed door.
Jimmy grunted. :
He knew that that sound was made

by someone creeping out of the dor-
mitory. . YA, i

"Krbert ran down the

grasped him together, and sat him.

"Hrbert, chuckling, cut away to

Faintly, in the darkness, came the

_He wondered which member of the
Classical. Fourth was going out of
bounds. It was an old habit of
Morny’s, but Morny had dropped it
of late.

Lattrey and Pecle, Gower and
Townsend and Topham were given to
bredking out of bounds after lights
out, too.

Evidently it was one of the “nuts
of the Fourth. ; -

But Jimmy was puzzled, too.

The metry nuts who sneaked out of

the school after lights out generally
‘woent much earlier than this. There
could not be much
Bird-in-Hand after midnight. '

But Jimmy Silver was sleepy, and
he was still thinking over it, when he
fell fast asleep again.

He did not awaken again till the
morning light was streaming in at
the high windows and the rising-bell
was clanging out over Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver sat up and yawned.

“Blessed .old bell!” “grumbled
Lovell, as he turned out.

Jimmy Silver rose, and he remem-
bered the incident of the night, and
glanced at Townsend & Co. None of
them showed any signs, so far as he
could see, of having left the dormi-
tory during the niggt. )

“Which of you bounders was out
last night?” asked Jimmiy.

Lattrey glanced at him.

“Was somebody out?” he asked.

“”ch. I woke up and heard him
go.

“Well, didn’t you see who it was?”

“I'm not a cat, fathecad! T can’'t
see in the dark. Besides, he was out-
side when I heard the door close.
One of you nutty rotters, of course!”

“It wasn't T!” yawned Townsend.
“Was it you, Morny ?”’

“ My dear idiot, I’ve given up such
wicked ways!” said Mornington, 1
can't afford to be welched at the

Bird-in-Hand now. Lattrey, most
likely.”

“1 was fast asleep all night,” said
Lattrey. \ ‘

“That settles it !” grinned Lovell.
“Lattrey couldn’t tell a lie if he
tried !” ' :

“HG B RET L

Lattroy scowlod, and made no re-
Joinder. |

“By gad, though, who wasit?”
said Topham curiously. “It wasn't
one of tis, and it wasn't Lattrey.
He’s not due at the Bird-in-Hand
till to-night. It was for to-night,
wasn’t it, Lattrey ?”

“Oh, ring off !|” grunted Lattrey.

“Morny at his. old games!”
chuckled Gower. “T thought he was
spoofing.” T

Morny gave Gower a grim look.

“Y've ﬁready said it was not I,
Gower,” he said quietly. “If you
take the liberty of doubtin’ my word,
dear boy, T shall assume the liberty
of Pu[lin’ your nose !”

“Oh, rats!” said Gower.

And he turned to his washstand,
and the subject dropped.

Jimmy Siivor was frowning a little
ag he went down with his chums. 1t
was not exactly Jimmy’s business
but the “Dblades” of the C?lassicai
]I;‘.ourth had an exasperating effect on

im.

Sooner or later there was certain
to be a discovery, probably to be fol-
lowed by disgrace and expulsion from
the school, and though Jimmy would
have been glad to see Lattrey at least
kicked out of Rookwood, he was sen-
sitive about the honour of his Form.

He did not want the Modern fellows
to cackle about (lassicals getting ex-
pelled  for shady conduct, for one
thing.

“That rotter Lattrey wants pullin
up !” growled Jimmy, as the Fistica
Four went out into the quadrangle.
“According to Topham, he’s gomng
out on the giddy ran-dan to-night, so
I suppose it wasn’t Lattrey last night.
But he jolly well ought to be
stopped.”

“Peorhaps a prefect will drop on
him, and then it will be good-bye to
Lattrey,” said Lovell  ‘““Hallo!
Here's young 'Erbert!”

“ Master Morny down yet?” asked
"Brbert, as he came up.

“His merry lordship is still at his

W

toilette,” said Raby. ‘' He's a bit
more particular than us common
mortals. Anything up?”

“1 &'pose it's a joke,”” said 'Frbert.
“BSomebody  been playin’® tricks. I
found Master Morny's hanky in our
dorm this mornin’.”

“His handkerchief?”  exclaimed
Jimmy Silver, in astonishment.
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"Erbert held it up. Morny’s beau-
tiful handkerchiefs, with his mono-
gram in the corner, were well known
in the Fourth.
g the article.

“You found, that in
exclaimed Newcome.

“Yes. Jones saw it lyin’ beside my
bed,” explained Erbert. “It wasn't

your dorm?”

going on at the

There was no mistak-
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. | agreed Mornington, “I wanted to “Rotter I”  murmured  Jimmy | there when T went to bed last night.
{)ufs you on your guard against that | sleeply. Somebody’s put it there, Blessed if
)

I know why. I want to seo Master
Morny an’ give it to ’'im,”
“Well, my hat!” S
Mornington and Erroll came out of
the  School Iouse together, and
"Erbert ran off to them. The Fis-
tical Wour looked at one another,
*What on earth does that mean?”
asked Lovell. * Looks as if it was
Morny went out last night, and went
to the Second dorm. What on earth
should he do that for ?*°
“Goodnegs  knows !”
Silver, quite mystified.
“Hallo! That's my handkerchief,”
said Morningtonl, as the fag came up
with it in his hand.
He felt in his pocket.
*What on earth are you doin’ with
my hanky, *Iirbert t”’ he exclaimed.
The fag explained. -
Mornington stared at him blankly
as. he took the handkerchief, and
listened to 'Krbert’s explanation as to
where he had found it.
i “Is that a joke?” he demanded, at
ast. :
“Course it ain’t, Master Morny !
Jones saw it on the floor, and then I
picked it up, and saw it was yourn,”’
“But how the mefry thunder did
my handkerchief come to be in your
dorm?”’ exclaimed Mornington. ‘It
was in my pocket when 1 went to
bed.” :
“I dunno, sir. But there it was,
and 'arf the Second saw me pick it
up,’”” said 'Erbert, rather warmly.
He felt that a doubt as to his state-
ment was implied. o '
“Have you taken to sleep-walking,
Morny ?”” demanded Jimmy Silver.
“Of course 1 haven’t, you ass!”
“Then it's jolly queer. Somebody
went out of our dorm last night, and
yvour hanky’s picked up in the Second
dorm this morning. ou must have
been there.”
“1 muever
night.”’
“It must be a practical joke of some
gort,” said Hrroll. R
g ‘?‘.’But where does the joke corhe
in? ,
‘‘Oh, I give that up!” )
Mornington thrust the handkerchief

said, Jimmy

opened my eyes all

into hin W. ~ife was mstonished
and annayed unless he was acting.
Jimmy Silver wondered whether he
' was  acting. Morny  might  have

I broken bounds by way of the Becond

Form dormitory, but it seemed un-
| likely.

It was not like him, either, to denv
it, if he had done so. He -cared
nothing for the other fellows’ opinion
of his conduct. Jimmy had to admit
that it was a puzzle. TIf seme prac-
tical joker had taken Morny’s hand-
kerchief there, it was extremely diffi-
cult to see where the joke came. in.

The breakfast-bell called the juniors
in, and the matter was dropped. But
some of the fellows remembered it,
and wondered. A

The 4th Chapter.
A Startling Discovery.'

“Great pip! What's the matter?”’
Lessons were over at Rookwood,
and the Fistical Four were sauntering
in the quad before tea, when they
came upon 'Frbert under the beeches.
They halted at once, as Jimmy
uttered a startled exclamation.: ‘
"Erbert’s expression struck them.
The fag was standing by a beech,
with a pale and troubled face, and a
deep wrinkle in his brow. He looked
as 1f all the troubles of the universe
had suddenly settled on his shoulders.
Jimmy Silver tapped him on the
arm, and the fag looked up suddenly,
hig pale face fiushing crimson.
“What's the " matter,  kid??
demanded Jimmy. e i
“Nothin 1" stammered 'Erbert.
“Oh, don’t be an ass!  There's
something wrong. Has Lattrey been
ragging you again? My hat, Pll——
“"Tain’t Lattrey, sir,” said "Erbert
hastily.: *‘‘Nothin’ of the sort:*
“Well, what is it? You ecan tell
vour Unecle James,” said ‘Jimmy
Silver enmuraginglf. “Keep smiling,
vou know, and tell your kind oﬁi
uncle.”
- But 'Erbert did not smile, and he
did not speak. :
“Can’t  wyou talk?”’ demanded
Lovell. I .

“Nunno ! b2

I mean, no

“Take him to Morny,” suggested
Newcome. ‘“Morny’s his : patron
saint ! R

““Ha, ha! Good! Come on, kid "

‘Krbert shrank back. i
“No!” he exclaimed shrilly. I
don’t want to go to Master Morny !
Lemme alone! There ain’t nothing
the matter. I ain’t going to say
nothing.” i i
Jimmy Silver looked at him hard.
It was only too easy to see that
"Erbert was in a state of great stress
of mind. ! - 7
Jimmy could only conclude that he
had been bullied, and that was a
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matter for Uncle James to see to.
Uncle James had a very heavy foot to
put down on that kind of thing.

The fag was moving away, but
Jimmy’s hand on his shoulder jerked
him hack.

“Now, I don’t want to bother you,
kid,” said Jimmy kindly, “but I'm
going to see into this. Tell me what's
the matter.”

‘Erbert hesitated. His glance dwelt
doubtfully upon Jimmy’s chums, and
they understood his look, and grinned.

“Pitch it to Jimmy by himself,”
said Lovell. “Jimmy’s the kind
uncle. See you later, Jimmy, when
you've finished the father-confessor
bizney.”

And the Co. laughed and walked
away together.

*“You'd rather tell me alone, kid?”
asked Jimmy, in amazement.

“I-—-I'd like to tell you, Master
Silver, an’ ask your advice,” faltered
"Erbert, “ but nobody else. You keep
it dark, sir.”’

“My hat! TIs it something serious?”

*Yes, sir.”

Jimmy’s face became grave now.

“You've always been very good to
me, sir,” mumbled ’Krbert; “‘and
you're friends with Master Morny
now, so I'd like to tell you. But g

“Is it something to do with Morny,
then?”

“No, it ain’t,” said *Krbert hastily.
“But—but rotten fellers might say it
was—specially sneakin’® cads like that
chap Lattrey !”

“ Blessed if you're not mysterious!”
said Jimmy Rilver, more and more
amazed. ‘“Well, go ahead and tell
me, and I'll give you my advice. TI'll
keep 1t dark, of course, if you want
me to.”

“Thank
fag.

“Well, what is it?”

“I—I've been robbed, sir!”

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“What!” he shouted.

“Robbed !’ repeated *Erbert. “My
banknotes, sir. 1 ’ad two five-pun
notes, and they’ve been took !”

“Good heavens!” muttered Jimmy
Silver, aghast. le was serious enough
now. ‘‘Are you sure, 'Erbert?”

“Quite sure, sir,” said ’Erbert
miserably, 1 naver found 16 out ¢l
nrter lossons, 1 kep' the two fivers in
the pocket-book, in my inside jacket-
poclket. I never wanted them to
spend, really.
day, T was going to get something for
tea, and I found I was out of tin, and
I thought of changing one of them at
the school shop. And when I looked
for them they was gone!”

“Your pocket-book was gone?”

. ““No, the notes. They was took out
of the pocket-book. That was still in
my pocket.”

“My hat! But how could they be
talken out of your pocket-book if you

‘keep it in your pocket?” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

"Erbert gave him an almost haggard
look.

“They must ’ave been taken when
I ’ad the jacket orf, sir.”

“In the dorm?” exclaimed Jimmy.

“Yes, sir, when I was in bed,” said
"Erbert. “That’s the only time they
could ’ave been took. I never missed
them till now, 'cause I never opened
the pocket-book till now. They was
took last night.”

Jimmy Silver's face was sombre,
Mornington’s pocket-handkerchief,
found in the Second-Form dormitory
by ’Erbert’s bed, had a new signifi-
cance now.

““Last night, 'Erbert? They may
have been taken some other might, 1if

you haven’t looked at them lately.”

"Erbert shook his head.

“It was last night, sir. They was
there yesterday, 'cause I showed them
to Master Lattrey. He was makin’

out that Master Morny borrowed my
money, an’ I showed im the notes to
prove he was a liar. But for that, T
should ’ave thought they was taken
some other night.”

“¥You haven't
’Erbert?”
~ “Only to you, sir.”

“You ought to go to the Form-
master. Mr. Bootles will have to

inquire into it,” said Jimmy Silver.

*“No, sir—oh, no! Don’t you see ™
—Erbert’s voice was low and husky—
‘“Master Morny’s ’anky was picked
up near my bed this mornin’ in the
dorm. Fellers will say at once that
he was there. Master Morny's poor
now, an’ I'm vish, sir; and—and it’s
really ’is money. Fellers—specially
chaps like Lattrey—will say—you un-
derstand, sir.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.
stood only too well.

It was as clear as daylight, Jimmy
Silver thought. The dandy of the
Fourth was hard up—all Rookwood
knew that. Doubtless he regarded
the Mornington money as his own, in
a sense. At all events, he considered it
hard that he should be deprived of it.

He wanted money, and he had
helped himself. Like a clumsy thief,

you, sir,” mumbled the

mentioned  this,

He under-

But arter lessons to-.

he had dropped his handkerchief on
the scene of the theft.

It was all too painfully clear.

Blackguard and gambler Morny was
known to be. Was it a very long step
from that to stealing?

The fag was watching Jimmy
Silver’'s face anxiously. He could
read there the thoughts of the captain
of the Fourth only too clearly.

“You, too!” he muttered. ‘You
think it was Morny, an’ you know

what a splendid feller he is! You
know what he did for me.  That’s
why T ain’t said nothing, sir. I

knowed silly fools would say it was
Master Morny !”’

“Well, I hope I'm not a silly fool,
'Erbert,” said Jimmy, smiling
slightly. “But it looks pretty clear
to me.”

“l wish T ’adn’t told you, now,”
said 'Erbert miserably. *“1 thought
vou would ’ave more sense, Master
Silver. T thought you might ’elp me
find the ’ound what has took my bank-
notes, I don’t care nothin’ for the
money, only I want to find that
'ound, in case it comes out, and then
fellers will think it was Morny.”

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows,

The little fellow’s faith in
magnificent friend was touching.

his
Iy

was only the fear that Morny might
be unjustlyv suspected that troubled
"Erbert.

Not for a single instant did he allow
a doubt of Mornington to creep into
his loyal heart,

your cousin and your good angel, and
he ought to know, If he’s innocent,
as you think, you ought to tell him,”

“He—he might' think I—I—"
"Erbert faltered.

“He wouldn’t think you suspected
him, vou young ass! He knows you
wouldn’t suspect him if you caught
him in the act,” said Jimmy, laugh-
ing. ‘“Come along with me, and tell
Morny! He's got a right to know!”

“Orl right, sir.”

And ’Erbert, though evidently very
uneasy in  his mind, accompanied
Jimmy Silver to 8tudy No. 4 in the
Classical Fourth. Tubby Muffin was
in the passage there, and he stopped
them at once,

“What do you think of that rotter
Morny, Jimmy?” he asked, with an
expression more of sorrow than of
anger, ‘“‘He's kicked me out of his
study ! T just dropped in to tea, and
he kicked me—me, you know !

“Serve vou right!”! said Jimmy
Silver unsympathetically.

“1 say, young Mornington,” said
Tubhy to 'Krbert, I hear that you’ve
got two fivers!”

“Oh, you've heard that, 'ave you?”
said 'FErbert grufily.

“Tracy minor said so.”

“Bother Tracy minor.”

“Well, my idea is that you might
leind me one of them,” said the fat
Classical confidentially, *You
E(}e bR

“Oh, dry up!” gaid 'Erbert.
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Mornington made one bound to the door, and tore it open.

But Jimmy was far from sharing
"Erbert’s unwavering faith. He knew
that there was good in Morny, but
he knew that there was much evil,
and he had seen much more of the
evil than of the good.

“Won’t you ’elp me, sir?” pleaded

'Erbert, ‘It wasn’t Morny; that’s
all rot. It was some chap—I don't

know who. If you can’t ’elp me, and
Ii clazn’t find ’im, T want to keep it
dark.”

“But the money——-""
“Hang the money! T don’t care
for that! 1I'm only afraid of them

cads accusin’ Master Morny.”

“You know how it looks to me,
"Erbert?”

“T thought you'd ’ave more sense,
i

Jimmy Silver
not help it.

“Well, my advice to you is to go
to the Form-master, and tell him
what's happened,” he said. “Your
own Form-master; or I'll take you
to Mr. Bootles. if you like.
Head.”

“Then they'd find out about Master
Morny’s ’anky bein’ there, an’ think
it was him.”.

“They’d find out the truth,” said
Jimmy.

“They might, an’ agin they
mightn’t! I ain’t doing anythin’ to
‘urt Master Morny: I know that. 1
ain’t goin’ to my Form-master,”

“Well, then,” said Jimmy Silver,
“let’s go to Mornington! Morny’s

laughed—he could -

Or the’

headlong Inte the room.

HEut  off,
Silver.
“Look here, Jimmy Silver, if you're
after 'Erbert's fivers Yaroogh !”
roared Tubby, as Jimmiy sat him
down on the floor.

Tubby sat on the floor and roared,
while Jimmy Silver and ’Erbert went
on to Mornington’s study -and entered,
Jimmy closing the door carefully
after him.

Fatty |” said Jimmy

: The 5th Chapter.
By Whose Hand !

Mornington and Erroll were work-

ing in the study.

Tea was over, and the books had
been brought out, and the chums of
the Fourth were grinding.

If Valentine Mornington did not
get a chance for the “schol,” it
would not be for want of help from
his loyal chum. Indeed, Kit Erroll
was really doing more work for the

.exam than Mornington was.

Mornington looked up as Jimmy
Silver came in with 'Erbert. - He was
glad of a rest.

“Hallo, Silver!” he: yawned.
“Don’t say footer—no footer for me
this afternoon. I'm swottin’,”

“It isn’t footer!” said Jimmy.

“By gad! I wish it was!” grinned
Mornington. “I think I should let
you persuade me. KErroll, old scout,
I shall never get that scholarship,
and I shall have to stick to spongin’

on my uncle, unless 1 take to card-
sharpin’ or burglary.”

“ Master Morny !” gasped "Erbert.

“Well, I'd rather be a burglar than
a swot, if it was a matter of choice,”
said Mornington, laughing. * Look
out for your merry banknotes,
"Erbert. I shall burgle them some
night when I get quite fed up with
Greek !”

“Don’t!”’ stammered ’Krbert, his
face quite pale, “Don’t, Master
Morny! Don’t talk like that 'ere!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mornington.
“Do you think I was serious, you
young ass?”

Erroll laughed, too.

“Buat what have you honoured me
for, if it isn’t footer?” asked Morn-
ington. ‘Have vou come to lend a
hand at the coachin’, or to take a
lesson in Greek? Do you feel inter-
ested in cheery old Darius, who had
two giddy sons, the elder Artaxerxes,
the younger Cyrus—-"

“Chuck it!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Tt's serious, Morny. ’Erbert’s got
something to tell you—something
jolly serious!”

“Go it, 'Erbert I” said Mornington.

“ Anything's welcome as a ciange’

from Greek!”

“Oh, Master Morny !”

“Has anything happened?” asked
Mornington, becoming serious at last.
“You're looking a bit like a boiled
owl. Have you been playing banker

There was a yell as Tubby Muffin tumbled

with Lattrey. after all, and lost your

tin?”
“No, I ain’t. I—7
“’Frbert’'s been robbed,” said

Jimmy BSilver, coming to the point.
“Somebody took two fivers out of his
pocket-book while he was asleep last
mght.”’

“By gad!” exclaimed Mornington

' ip astonishment.

“That's serious enough,” said
Erroll, his face growing very grave.
f;}’;supposc there’s no mistake about
it?

“It seems not. ’'Krbert knew the
banknotes were there yesterday, and
they were gone when he opened the
pocket-book this afternoon. They
coyld only have been taken last
night.”

My . hat!” id Mornington.
“That means a jolly. serious scandal,

Some young rogue in the Second. |

Form. Can’t you guess who it was,
Erbert?”’
“No!” said ’Erbert, in a low voice.
“Tracy minor, perhaps,” yawned

-Mornington. “He’s very goey for a

fag—he’s been the pace sometimes
with his cheery major, Tracy of the

-8hell, and dear old Adolphus Smythe !

What a sad end for-a merry blade to
come to, right at the beginnin’ of his
riotous career !’

“ Never mind Tracy minor!” said
Jimmy Silver. *“’Erbert hasn’t re-
ported the matter yet, though I've
advised him to.”

“I advise him to, also,” said Morn-

ington. ‘“Why haven’t you been to
your Form-master, ’Erbert? He’s
the proper person to deal with this.
Of course, you can afford to lose the
money, you bloated aristocrat, but a
thief ought to be dropped on heavy.
It's up to you, kid.”
"rbert did not answer.
was pale and red by turns,
“’Jrbert’s got his reasons,” said
Jimmy Silver. ‘‘He’s afraid of sus-

His face

picion falling upon the wrong party.’”

“1 don't quite see it!” said Morn-
ington, puzzled.

He glanced at ’Erbert, Jimpy Sil-
ver, and Erroll in turns. He did not
seem able to understand the expres-
sion on their faces. Erroll was quite
pale.

“What's the . matter with you?”
asked Mornington sharply, staring at
them. ‘ What are you blinking at me
like that for, you owls?”

“Don’t you see, Master Morny?”
groaned 'Erbert. * Your ’anky—-"

“My what?”

“Your ’anky, sir.”

“My handkerchief?” Morny stared
at him. *“What are you babbling
about my handkerchief for?”

Then the truth suddenly flashed on
him. His face changed, and he sprang
to his feet. The drawling indifference
was gone now. { j

“By gad! My handkerchief was:
found in your dorm—mnear your bed!
You young scoundrel, have you come
here to tell me you suspect me of
stealing your filthy money?”

He made a furious movement
towards his cousin. ’Erbert started
back with a cry.

“Master Morny.! It ain’t that! I

don’t! I don’t! It's what the fellows
would say——"
“What do you mean, you

young idiot?” demanded Mornington
harshly.

“Easy does it, Morny !” said Erroll
quietly, laying his hand on his
chum’s arm. “Don’t jaw 'Erbert—he
doesn’t mean anything of the sort.”

“Course I don’t!” muttered
"Erbert, his voice trembling, and the

tears coming into his eyes. * Oh,
Master Morny, you might ’ave
| SRS | kﬁ#ﬁm.,&lm-whp 4-1\ e 1’d oo
knowed hetter thaittto think 1°d Ko

for to think anything ke that "ere.

“What  do you mean, then?”
snapped Mornington,

“Can’t you see?” broke in Jimmy
Silver angrily. “Your handkerchipf
was left in the Second dorm last
night, near "Erbert’s bed. The bank-
notes were taken dbout the same
time. ’'Erbert thinks the fellows will
put two and two together, and make
1t an excuse for accusing you.”

“Chaps like Lattrey would be glad

| of the chance, sir!” pleaded *Erbert.

“Course, I knowed it wasn’t you! I'd
hit anybody what said it was. But the
chaps what say so, sir—'specially

| | Lattrey an’ Peele an’ that lot.”

Mornington sat down' again. His
face was set, his lips compressed.
“1 understand,” he said. B

gad, it would look pretty black, too.
Lattrey would be able to make a
arn out of that, and.he would'do it
ike a shot. So'you’ve kept this dark,
"Erbert, in case I should be sus-
pected ¢ ,

“Not suspected, sir,” said 'Erbert
loyally.  “ Nobody what knows you
could -suspeet you of anything dis-
‘honourable. But fellers like Lattrey
would pretend to suspect vou, sir.
They'd make up a yarn out of it, I
know that.” |

Mornington chuckled,

“’Hrbert, old scout, you're worth
your weight in gold,” he said. “I'm
sorry I jumped out at you like that—
I didn’t catch op. I suppose you
wouldn’t suspect me, even if you saw
me doing it—what ?”

“No, sir,” said 'Erbert simply. I
should think you was orf your onion.”
" **Ha, bha, ha!”

“Well, it's not quite a laughing
matter,’ Morny,” said Jimmy Silver,
“’Erbert’'s a little prize-packet, I
know ; but he’s about the only fellow
a}i; ?-nokwond who thinks of you like
that.” i

“Not the only one,” said Kit Errol!

. quietly, “There’s another here.”
“Two merry believers in my,
honesty !” smiled Mornington. |

“ What’s your opinion, Jimmy Silver?
But I needn’t ask.”

‘1 haven’t any opinion—yet,” said
Jimmy. “You know what ‘it looks
like, Morny. Your handkerchief
didn’t walk mto the Second dorm last
night, did it??

“Not likely ! T should imagine that
it was taken there by the cad who
bagged ’Erbert's banknotes,” said
Mornington coolly.

“Oh!” said Jimmy,
what aback.

“You never thought of that, of
course ?”’ said Mornington sarcasti-
cally. ““You wouldn’t! But are you
idiot enough to think I should leave
my visitin’-card at the place where I'd.

taken some-
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NIGHT !

o

were rotter

stolen banknotes, if I
enough to steal them ?” _

“Tt's narrowed down,” said Erroll
quietly. “Jimmy heard somebody go
out of the Classical Fourth dorm last
night. Whoever it was, was the
thief. TIt's somebody in the Fourth,
not the Second.” )

“Right!” said Mormington.

“My hat!” said Jimmy Silver,
with a deep breath. Tt must have
been some awful rotter, if he took
Morny’s  handkerchief to leave
there ! y

“We've got some rotters in the
Fourth, I think!” said Mornington,
with a sneer.  “There's the dear
fellow who proposed to me to help
him cheat 'Erbert at cands !”

“Lattrey !”’ exclaimed Erroll. _

“ More likely Lattrey than anybody
else,” said Jimmy Silver. APt 1
don’t believe in jumping on a fellow
entirely without evidence-—even a
fellow like Lattrey. It’s for you to de-
cide, Morny, whether the matter goes
before the Head. ’'Erbert will do as
you tell him.” :

Mornington bit his lip hard.

“ Nobody knows yet 7’ he asked.

“ Nobody, Master Morny.”

“Then keep it dark for the pre-
sant !” said Mornington decidedly.
“If it goes to Bootles or the Head,
it’'s no good telling them somebody
else took my hanky there.  They
wouldn’t believe it for a minute. It
sounds too steep.” _ )

“It is rather steep!” said Jimmy
Silver drily. j

“Yes, isn’t i6?” sneered Morning-
ton. “I know what you think,
Jimmy Silver, and you can think it,
and be blowed! You can go and
shout it out to all Rookwood, if you
like, 1 don’t care!”

“Manter Silver won't say nothing,
wir 1" brako  An 'Hirbert  eagerly,
“a's promieed |

Chen koo 0 dark M sid Morn

ington, * Let's look for the thief our-
selves. T fancy we sha'n’t have far to
look, Keep it dark Hallo !

A sound at the door caught his ear.

ITe made one bound to the door,
and tore.it open. There was a yell as
Tubby Muffin tumbled headlong into
the room.

The Gth Chapter.
Mornington's Quilt!

Tubby Muffin sat up and roared.

The fat Classical’s fat ear had
ovidently been at the keyhole. He
was not hurt yet, but he fully ex-
pected to be hurt, and he was roaring
in anticipation.

“Yarooh! Lemme alone! Help!
Ow !1’

“You scoundrel!” shouted Morn-
ington, white with fury. *“You've
been listening !

Tubby Muffin gasped breathlessly.

“Yarooh.!! I haven’t! I never
heard a word!
vou fellows have been talking about !

I don’t know what '

(Continued from the previous page.)

Yow! Wooop!
me, you beast!”

But Mornington did not leave off
kicking.

_He kicked the fat junior with ter-
rific vim, and Tubby Muffin rolled
about the carpet, yelling frantically.

“Yow-ow! Woaoop! Help! You
rotten thief, Mornington! I'll teli
all the fellows you've got 'Erbert’s
banknotes ! Yarooop! Oh, erumbe!”

Tubby Muffin dodged out of the
study at last, and fled.

His hurried footsteps died away in
hot haste down the passage.

“Not much chance of keeping it
dark now,” said Jimmy Silver drily.

Mornington panted.

“Well, that fat rotter’s got some-
thing for eavesdroppin’,” he said. *1I
wish 1'd given him some more !”’
ris Jutiy ahl be out now!” muttered
'Erbert. “Oh, the fat brute! T'll go
arter him and smash him!”

“It would be better to go to Mr.
Bootles about it now,” said Erroll.
“Muffin will spread the yarn up and
down the Form in five minutes.”

““Let him!” said Mornington.

There was a sound of footsteps in
tho passage. The door opened, and
Conroy of the Fourth looked in.

“Hallo! TIt’'s spreadin’ already!”
said Mornington sarcastically.

“¥You fellows know what's up?”
asked the Australian. ‘“Tubby’s got
a thrilling yarn down the passage.”

“Oh, we knew!” gaid Jimmy
Bilver,

“1 suppose there’s nothing in it?”
said Conrey, looking from one to
another, *“I should suggest your
bottling Tubby up. I came to give
you the tip.”

“It's true !” Tubby Muffin's voice
came in a yell from the passage,
where a crowd of the Classical Fourth
was gathering already. ‘‘ Morny’s
bagged that fag's fivers. ' He’s got
‘'em in his pocket now! Ie's a
thief !"

“8Shut up!” came Dick Oswald’'s
vOige. '

“Tm not going to shut up!
Morny's n thiof, and ho's going to L"
shown up !  Me's Igoked mo,  the
beast! Think I'm going to be kicked
by a thief? Yah!”

Mornington compressed his lips.

Evidently the idea of *“‘keepmng it
dark” had to be given up now.
Everybody in the Fourth Form pas-
sage could hear the voice of the indig-
nant Tubby.

The crowd thickened round the
doorway of No. 4, looking in,

“What on earth does all this
mean ?” demanded Higgs of the
Fourth. “ You been bagging a fag’s
banknotes, Morny 7"’

f“No, you fool 1”

“Not so much of your ‘No, you
fool I’ snapped Higgs. * This wants
looking into. = I've heard about the
fags finding your hanky in the Second
(.101'!];1’. If a kid there sms been robbed

““Krbert's been robbed !” howled
Tubby Muffin. *Two fivers! And
Morny’'s got them in his pocket, and
"Wrbert isn't going to tell Mr. Bootles
because he don't want Morny to be
sacked !”

Leave off kicking
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“8hut np, you fat fool!” shouted
Jimmy Silver, ey

“TIt’s true !” yelled Tubby.

The passage was in a buzz. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome were in the
crowd ; nearly all the Classical Fourth
were there now. Towny and Toppy
and the rest of the nuts had come
along, and Lattrey’s sneering face
looked into the study.

Mornington glared at the crowd at
the doorway, with gleaming eyes, and
his lips tightly compressed. He
}cokcd a good deal like an animal at
hay.

“Dash it all,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell, “this will have to be gone
into! Tubby, if you shout again, I'll
wring your neck | 'We don’t want the
prefects here !

“I tell you——" roared Tubby.
“Yareoh! Leggo my collar, Loveﬁ,
you rotter, or I'll kick you! Yow-

ow !” .

Lovell piteched Tubby Muffin into
the study. '

The fat Classical squirmed behind
Jimmy Silver, as far from Morning-
ton as possible,

Mornington eyed the buzzing crowd
with a bitter sneer.

“You can clear out of my quar-
ters!” he said. “Go and hold your
merry meetin's somewhere else, you
silly duffers!”

“Oh, Morny, fancy it comin’ to
this!” chortled Peele. ““Was it bad
luck on the gee-gees, old seout ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gower.

Mornington made a furious stride at
Peele, and caught him by the throat.
Cyril Peele fairly crumpled up in his
grasp.  Morny, beside himself with
passion, compressed his grip, shaking
the junior like a rat.

“Help!” gurgled Peele. “He's
choking me! Help——"

Krroll and Jimmy Silver dragged
the furious Mornington back. lgeeie
tore himself away, clasping his throat,
and gasping thickly.

“You murderous ruffian!” he
panted. “You're a thief! I believe
you're a thief! You ruffianly cad,
you ought to be kicked out of the
school !’

Mornington struggled in FErroll’s
grasp.

“Let me go!” he said hoarsely.
“T’ll thrash him ! T’ll throttle his lies
down his lying throat, 1 tell you !"

“Quict !” said Krroll, helding his
arm.  “Quiet, old chap! Tt's no
good thragshing Peele! It's the lie

you've got to knock on the head, and
thoro's m wny of doing it"
Mornington yieldod slléntly o his

chum.

‘“‘Listen to me,” said Erroll, and his
voice, though quiet, was clearly
heard over the excited buzz. *This

matter has got to be settled, and it
can be settled. Tubby Muffin was
listening at the keyhole; that’s why
Morny kicked him out, and serve him
right. He hasn’t told you all the
yarn.”

“Well, let's hear it,” said Higgs.
“No meed for Morny to fly out like
a wild Hun, if he's got nothing on his
conscience !

“If!” snecred Lattrey.

Erroll gave the cad of the Fourth
a look of contempt.

“You needn’t chip in, Lattrey,” he
said, “ Now, you fellows, here's what
happened. Last night somebody
sneaked out of the Fourth dormitory
—yon all know that.”

“We know it was Mornington!”
said Lattrey.

“You know nothing of the kind!”
said Erroll sharply. ‘ Hold your con-
founded tongue, vou cad, or I'll shut
you up. Some-
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the Second,
wouldn'’t take
the trouble to
dress before he
went—he woull
o BURAR 1 A T T
py]amas. He
wouldn't b e
many  minutes
motre. | Well, if
it was | Morny

)i .IJFl.
T’ll-~hands nf{

that went, he would be in his pyja-
mas—but his handkerchief would be
in his clothes, where he left it. I sup-
pose he wouldn’t take his hanky with
him specially to leave there as evi-
dence against himself 2™

“By gad! That's well put!” said
Towngend. * Chap wouldn’t dress for
that, and he wouldn’t have his hanky
in his pyjamas!”’

“Whoever left that hanky there,

left it on purpose,” said Erroll,
“Some cad who wanted to bag
"Erbert’s money, and wanted to

make himself safe by putting it on
another chap—some chap he disliked !
Morny’s got enemies here!”

“Makes em wherever he goes, 1
should say !"” grinned Townsend, and
there was a laugh.

“Never mind that,” said Krroll. "
“I've made it clear that it wasn't
Morny. Some sneaking cad has got
"Erbert's banknotes, and he's trying
to make it look as if Morny has them.
Now, Morny hasn't been out of the
school to-day. This is his study, and
herc’s Morny. If he’s got the plun-
der, it’s here. You're all present to
sce a search, BSelect a eouple of
fellows to search Mornington and his
belongings, and if you find any
banknotes, I'll eat them!”

“Good ege!” sald Jimmy Silver,
“You're a regular lawyer, Erroll!”

“Does Morny agree?” said Town-
send.

Mornington bit his lip.

““No, I don’t!"” he said curtly,

There was a buzz at once.

The refusal of the dandy of the
Fourth had the immediate effect of
undoing the good impression Erroll's
arguments had produced.

* Master Morny ! muttered
'Erbert. : :

“Morny!” exclaimed Erroll.

Mornington emiled a sneering
smile.

“Do you think I'm goin’ to be
searched, like a dashed pickpocket
at a police-station?” he exclaimed,
assionately. “ Go an’ eat coke, the
ot of you!” h

“That settles it,” said Townsend,
with a curl of the lip.

“You know what the fellows will
think, Mornington,” said Jimmy
Bilver, with a grim look. ‘

“Let ’em think what they like!”.
encered Mornington, His haughty,
passionate temper was fully rousod
now. ‘““Hang them, and hang you!
Got out of my study 1"

Y Canfound your cheok ! axolaimed
dimimy Bilver hotly.  * You're acting
like a thief, Morny, afraid of being
found out ! !

“Think o if you like.™

“Morny !” said Erroll.

“You needn’'t talk, Erroll! I'm
not goin’ to be searched,” said Morn-
ington. “I've got a bit too.much
pride to stand anything of the kind,
I hope. Let 'em think what they
like, an’ be hanged to them!”

Erroll was troubled and silent. He
could make allowances for Morny’s
haughty temper, but the rest of the
Fourth drew their own conclusions,
and their looks showed what con-
clusions they drew. ;

“By wgum!” exclaimed Arthur
Edward Lovell angrily. “1 think
we've stood about enough of Morn-
ington's cheek! Morny, if you don’t
get scarched, as your own pal has
suggested, it will look as if you've
got the banknotes about you, and
want to get rid of them as soon as
you're clear of us.”

“ (3o and eat coke!l”

“Well, we're not going,” said
Lovell grimly, “If there's a thief
in the Fourth, he's going to be
shown up! What do you say, you

fellows? If Morny won't agree to
a- scarch, let's searoch him, willy-
nilly 1"

“Good ege !’ exclaimed Lattrev.,

“Jolly good idea!” exclaimed Con-
roy. ‘
“You cheeky cads!” shouted Morn-
ington. a finger on me, and
hang you!”

Mornington was fighting furiously
the next moment.

His insolent defiance was too much
for the Fourth, under suspicion as he
was, He was collared on all sides,
and strugghing furiously, borne to
the floor. Erroll made a move for-
ward, and then paused. Jimmy
Hilver was grimly in the way. He
could not help Morny—and he said
quietly :

“Morny, old chap, it's for your
own good! It’s to prove your inno-
cence, and it's got to be proved!”

“Search him!” chuckled Tubby
Muffin. “I'll bet he's got the bank-
notes about him. "And if he's got
any, they're "Erbert’s—he's got none
of his own, now.”

Mornington was held firmly in the
grasp of the Classical juniors, panting
with  rage. Higgs of the Fourth
searched his pmf‘tc’ts. Thers was a
sudden yell as Alfred Higgs drew hias

‘Mornington—there are twa.

hand out of an inside pocket of
Morny's jacket, anpd held it up.

A erisp five-pound note rustled in
his hand!

“Look at that!” roared Higgs.

“The banknote!” '

(‘T}ﬁeflﬂ W \

“Good heavens!” muttered Erroll,
staggering back. He eank helplessly
into a c¢hair. Well he knew that
Morny had no banknotes of his own
now,

Mornington
struggle.

L

suddenly ceased to
His face had gone white,
et me go!” he said very quietly.

“There’'s two—find the other!”
chortled Tubby Muffin, “’Ain’t there
two, 'Erbert?”

"Krbert with a face like death, had
glipped from the study. The dis-
covery had almost stunned the loval
fag. FKrroll looked stunned, too, He
had suggested the search to prove his
chum’s innocence. And it had proved
his guilt !

But the secarch failed to reveal
the second banknote. Mornington
was allowed to rise to his feet.

“I’ll hand this to young ’Erbert,”
said Iiggs. ‘ Where's the other,
You
may as well own up now,”

“Did you—did you get that out of

my pocket?” muttered Mornington
huskily,

“You know I did! Where's the
other one?”

“I—I—-"  Mornington panted.

“That banknote was put in my
pocket, by the same fellow that left

my handkerchief in the Second
dorm !

“Oh, checse it !"

“And it wae Lattrey!” shouted

Mornington, his eyes burning at the
cad of the Fourth.
“Did Lattrey make you refuse to

be searched, too?” sneered Town-
send.

Mornington was dumb,

Too late, he realised how his

haughty, passionate pride had played
into his enemy’s hands, Who would
—who could believe him now?

“1 fancy we all know what to
think,” eaid Lovell contemptuously.
“You'd better get that obﬁer fiver
and hand it back, Morny, or there’ll
be trouble for you. I'm done with
y(“l!”

b L)
voices,

The juniors crowded out of the
study. ;

Mornington was left alone with
his ehum.

He stood for some minutes, looking
darad,

Beroll did not look up.

Mornington fixed his eves on his
chum as 1f waiting for him to speak.
But Erroll did not speak, and he did
not look up to catch Mornington's
haggard glance.

Very quietly, the dandy of the
Fourth crossed to the door, and left
the study.

In the deserted passage, outside,
‘Erbert was waiting. He caught
Mornington’s arm. !

“Master Morny! It’s all lies! You
never did it! I know vou never did!”
"Erbert's voice was half a sob.
“Master Morny, 1 know you never
did!”

“Thank you, ’Erbert,”
ington quietly.

He went on down the paesage.
The study-door was flung open, and
Erroll came quickly out, calling :

“Morny ! Morny!” fihd

But Mornington was gone, and he
did not hear the voice of his chum.

THE END.

growled  half-a-dozen

said Morn-
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The 1st Chapter.
Good S8amaritans,

“Like a holiday to-day, Franky
Bob Lawless propounded that
query, after breakfast, at the Lawless
Ranch, when it was nearly time to
start for Cedar Creek School, as
14},
us%‘d\}'\?ha,t-hn!” said Frank Richards
at once. ‘‘Is it a school holiday to-
day?”
NI
with dad,” said Bob Lawless.
mean a backwoods holiday,
know.’
“What's that?” i
“ A bit harder work than usual,
said Bob, laughing. i
Al sereng,” said Frank. = “'I'm
not afraid of work, and it's u-”hit of
a change from lessons, anyway. i
“Then let's go and tackle popper.
Frank Richards and his Canadian
cousin left the ranch-house, and
looked for Mr. Lawless. They found
him, giving instructions to a Koo-
tenay cattleman at the gate of the
corral.

03y

But I guess I can work“i’{

}‘ o1

“Hallo ! Isn’'t it time you
y 91 i i
voungstets were off! asked the
rancher, as the two schoolboys came
up.

“1 guess so, dad. But {':.1@ got;, an
idea,”. explained Bob. “There's a
new emigrant at C‘:edar‘ Camp from
the Old Country, and he 8 starting for
his holding to-day. He's a regular
greenhorn—a cockney from Cockneys-
ville,"

“Haw

el '
“One of the man baolk from Cadnr

do vou know?"' asked tho
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to help new-comers get over the first
difficulties here.”

“A jolly good idea!”

It was a pleasant change, to gallop
over the prairie in the sunny
morning, instead of sitting down to
lessons in the log schoolhouse at
Cedar Creek. ¥rank Richards liked
his school, but he enjoyed the holiday.*

“Hallo! I guess that’s the outfit,”
exclaimed Bob Lawless suddenly.

The schoolboys were not yet in
sight of Cedar Camp when Bob
sigl}ltcd the “outfit’” on the prairie
trail,

There had been rain, and the trail,
marked only by wheel-ruts and the
stamp of horses’ hoofs, was deep with
mud. A drove of cattle passing af
dowr had tramped up the mud in
thick masses.

In the middle of the trail a waggon
was halted. J L

There was a dip in the plain at this
point, and the bottom of the hollow
was soft and oozy.

ol “me  explained  Boby 11 ye
thought 1t would be only neighbourly
to go and lend him a hand. You
know how these new emigrants get
stuck up on the trails, popper, and
there’s been rain.”

Mre Lawless looked thoughtful.

o

“(Gaod BSamaritans, you know,
dad,”™ urged Bob. “They'll get

Tanded a hundred 'miles from every-:
where; if they haven't a fellow with
some hoss-sense torhelp them. You
remember the lLawrences getting
stuck in the mud down by Kamloops,
when they came first from Ontario?”

The rancher smiled.

“Tt's a good idea, Bob, and I'm
glad to see you so thoughtful for your
neighbours. You can go, if you like.
1'll send word to Miss Meadows at the
school by the store-waggon.”

* Right-ho |7 said Bob. * Come on,
Franky!”

It did not take the chums long to
saddle and mount their ponies, and
they rode off in the direction of Cedar
Camp.,

Frank Richards was rather curious

to see the new emigrants. He was
interestex] in people from the old
country, his former home, which he
was not likely to forget, though he
had found the most cordial hospitality
and good-fellowship in Canada.
- He'Wwas quite ready, too, to spend a
day in helping the emigrants scttle
in their new home, and he had seen
enough of the Canadian West to be
aware that that was not an easy busi-
ness.

‘I guess we shall catch them on the
‘trail,” " Bob remarked, as they can-
tered away from the ranch. *“ Billy
Cook told me they were starting soon
after sun-up. Cook thought they’d get
about a mile, and then stick, and wait

for Providence to pull them out. He
says they're Cockneys. Their name's
Hopkins, but they pronounce it

. "Opkins.”

Frank laughed.

* How many are there of them?” he
asked.

“Mr. and Mrs. Hopkins and a kid.”
sald Bob. “1I dare say the kid will
_come to our school, as they're settlin’
in this section. Their clearing will be
_on the creck, about a mile from the
~echool. 1It’s a patch of grass and

—

3 -_"\

“Looks like it,” said Frank. “I'm
glad we came along, L'm blessed if 1
ot out,

see how that waggon's to be .
though. 1It's lnu.tt-(l up to the hilt,
and they’'ve got the wheels buried to
the axles.”

“Just like greenhorns from the
dickens knows where,”” said Bob,
“Only a howling tenderfoot would
have thought that one geegee c~nu'ld
rag that outfit over a trail lhike this.
Let’s help.” ‘

The two schoolboys rode up, with
a spatter of mud, and jumped off their
horses. They raised their hats politely
to the plump lady. »

The man and the boy, tugging at
the wheels, relinguished them, and
stood up, panting for breath.

Frank Richards looked with some
interest at the lad who was likely to
be his schoolfellow at Cedar Creek,

The lad was about fourteen, with
a bullet-head, and unruly hair grow-

ing almost upright on it, a pug nose,
and a mouth of considerable size.
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“Take a what?”? ejaculated Bob.

“X tram! Don’t you know what
a tram 187"’

“Don’t be a young hass, ’.J'.\rpld,”
said Mr. Hopkins, *‘ There ain't no
trams in this ’ere  uncivilised
country "’

“ Perhaps you could call us a cab,
sir,”’ said Mrs. Hopkins, looking at
Bob appealingly. ‘I suppose there
are cabs in this country?”

Bobh Lawless suppressed his desire
to chuckle, and Frank Richards, with
a heroic effort, kept his face quite
HOrious.

The idea of taking a tram, or call-
ing w cab, in a half-settled section of
British Columbia, was almost too
much for them.

“1 guess the cab would have to
come too far, ma'am,” said Bob, with
a shalke of the head.

Mrs.

“'Ow far?” asked Hopkins

hopefully. _
“From Toronto, I think.”

Council ought to see to this "ere road.
Diagracefuﬁ I call it!” )
Like many emigrants, the Hopkins
family had brought all their Old
Country ideas, unchanged and unim-
paired, to their new country with
themnt. ;
Doubtless, when Mr. Hopkinsg, in
his dwelling in the Old Kent Road,
had decided upon emigrating, he had
pictured the Canadian West as a
country adequately provided with
tram-lines and cab-ranks.
Naturally, he had been surprised
and disappointed. -
But Bob Lawless was quite used to
the peculiar ideas and heliefs that in-
oxperienced emigrants brought out to
the West with them. He only smiled
at Mr, Hopkins' exasperated remark.
“Well, we came along to help,” he
remarked.  “We heard you were
starting this morning, Mr. Hopkins.”
“T'm sure, you're very kind,” said
Mr. Hopkins gratefully. “But 'ow
is this ’ere waggin goin’ to git goin’,
huy 033

There the mud was softest, deepest,
and thickest. '

And there the emigrants had evi-
dently come to grief.

The waggon was stuck fast in the
mud, and the single horse—not a very
sturdy beast—was dragging at it in
vain.

A man and a boy were wrenching
at the heavy wheels, to help the horse
by turning them; a buxom, plump-
faced woman was looking on, with an
expression of hopeléss dismay. A dog
barked dismally round the group.

Bob Lawless grinned.

“1 reckoned they’d be in trouble on

timber now, and will want clearing—
not an easy job. People often roll up

the trail,”” he remarked. ‘ Looks as
if they’d found it—hey ¢

“ Keep him in!" proared Hopkins, as Chunky Todgers
In there, and let him drownd !

He could not be called handsome;
bu(tl hlsdfam was very good-natured
and good-tempered, and Frank rather
likedC his lonkfa. ik

“€an we help you, sir?”’ asked Bob.
“ Mr. Hopkima,ll think 7"’ it

“That’s my name,” said the emi-
grant, gasping for breath. ‘“’Enry
'Opkins, at your service. As for ‘elp-
g me, I don’t know. 1 think this
here waggin is going to stick ere till
nigh on Doomsday. T wish I was back
in the Old Kent Road—T do that!”

“Can’t we leave it ’ere, father, and
take a tram?” asked the youthful
Hopkins, whos had evidently had
enough of attermpting  to drag the
waggon out of thie mire,

struggled wildly towards the shore.
Anybody got a gun 7"

f“Keep him

Gom g
‘Toronto ! roared Mr. Hopkins.

That's about a theusand miles from
)ere.’!

: Sure!” assented Bob.

“Oh, dear!” said Mrs. Hopkins.

I guess cabs and trams are off, in
this section, ” said Bob. ‘‘The colony’s
going ahead top-speed, but it hasn’t
sprouted hansom cabs vet. We
manage to do without "em,”

‘Oh, wot a country!” groaned
"Arold.  *“Fancy, a country where
you can’t ’ave a cab when you can
afford one!”

“This "ere road ain’t kept in proper
horder,” said Mr. Hopkins, wiping
the perspirgtion from his brow with a
big red handkerchief. ““The County

(3

“We're stuck 'ere for good, it scems
to me,” said 'Arold dismally.

“ Accidents will happen,” said Bob.
“But you'll get out of it-all right.
Unload the waggon first,”

“Oh, my eye!”

“Then we’ll hitch on our ponies,
and pull you out.”

“1 s'p’ose there ain’t nothing else
to be done,” said Mr, Hopking, dis
mayed at the prospect of having to
unload the packed waggon.

“Nothing else, 1 guogs.”’

“Woll, boar o 'and, 'Arold,”

Mr, Hopking was inexperienced and
o Little unrepsonable, bhut, Lortunately
ha wan doctle,  Tle was so tired with
Mg Juthins b it R A1 A

i ; Iortunately,
1e was docile. He was so tired with

the failure of his own efforts that he
was glad to put himself under the
direction of a native Canadian.

_ Father and son set to work unload-
ing the waggon, and Bob and Frank
piled in with great energy to help
them

Household goods and all kinds of
parcels and packages were piled up
beside the trail.

Many hands make light work, and
the process of unloading was not so
long as the hapless emigrant had
feared.

When it was completed, Bob hitched
the two ponies to the waggon, and
the three horses pulled together, and
the heavy wheels, slowly and res
luctantly, rolled out of the mire.

“Brayvo!” gasped Mr. Hopkins.

Bob drew on the horses till the
waggon was safe on firmer ground,
Chen the process of re-loading was
undertaken,

It was completed at last, and Muys.
Hopkins took her seat in the waggon.
“We shall git stuck agin, vou bet
your socks,” said ’Arold ’Opkins dis-
mally.

“Not with three horses,” said Bob
cheerfully. “We're sticking to you
till you get home, you know.”
"“You're very kind,” said Mpr.
i!.-Inlpkllns, greatly relieved and com-
artecd., (

“Not at all; it's a Canadian
custom,” said Bob, laughing.
Bob and Frank walked with the
horses, leading and helping them,
and Mr. Hopkins and his son gave the
waggon an occasional shove. And at
high noon the party arrived on the
bank of Cedar Creek, about a mile
down the stream from the school.

The 2nd Chapter.
Making a Home.

“This ’ere our 'ome, father?” ax-
glalmézdl Harohld Hopkins, in tones of
incredulous horror, as the wa
halted. - il
“Yes, "Arold!”
;{Oh’I crumbs !”
arold could say no more than
Speech failed him. et
“T come out yesterday on a ’orgs,
and saw over it,” Mr. Hopkins ex.
plained to the cousins.  “It knocked
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me pink, I tell you. I never knowed
it was like this ’ere. But other folks
manages some’'ow, and so ecan we,
Keep your ’eart up, *Arold.”

The view was certainly not en-
couraging to a totally inexperienced
emigrant used only to town life.

The Hopking’ holding lay along the
creek, which was a great advantage,
as it ensured a constant supply of
water at their very doors, But this
tremendous advantage was quite lost
upon these “babes in the wood.”
Quite possibly they had expected
“company’s water '’ to be laid on!

The land was good and rich, in its
way, and the eye of an agriculturist
would have been delighted by it. But
the cockney emigrants had all their
knowledge of agriculture yet to gain.

The land produced, at present,
rough grass and innumerable wiry
weeds, with an oceasional elump of
birch and larch. and a few scattered
trees of large size, which had to be
“cleared "' before the land could be
farmed.

There was, naturally, no shelter of
any kind for man or beast. Frank
Richards wondered whether the Hop-
kinses had expected a handsome house
to rise from the ground of its ewn
accord to greet them.

Fortunately, it was a fine, sunny
day, though the ground was steaming
from late rains.

“But where are we going to sleep
to-night, father?” asked Harold, when
he had recovered the use of his voice.

“We have to build somethin’,
*Areld.”

“ Oh, crumhbs!”

Mr. Hopkins mopped his brow.

“Didn’'t you know what to expect
here?” asked Frank Richards.

“No  fear,” said Mr, Hopkins.
“This ain’'t much like the eoloured

pintiivas yon aes of Ganady apd the
(}Vnndr\ri‘ul Waont, T dunno "xautly
what | expected, but it waan't this
'arn. "’

16 wae noti!" said "Areld emphati
eally. ' Build n 'ouse! Oh, crumbs!
Why, there ain't a brick to be 'ad !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob, unable
to repress his merriment.

'Arold stared at him. v

“Well, T can’t see any bricks,” he
sald warmly.

“Ha, ha! You don’t want any
bricks."” ' ;
“PBuild a ’ouse without bricks!”

said 'Arold. * You're kiddin’!”

“You've got to run up a shack,”
said Frank, smiling.

a1 A “'ha‘t?37

i ShaCk i ‘

“What’s a shack?”

““ A cabin, of course.”

“(Oh, a log cabin,” said ’Arold, with
a glimmer of comprehension. Kvi-
dently he had heard of log cabins.

“Well, the log cabin will follow,”
said Bob Lawless, ‘“You'll have to
run up something quick for shelter,
and extend it into a full-sized cabin
afterwards—see? You get your
materials for nothing&-—the?r’m grow-
ing all round you. You only want an
axe and some elbow grease.”

i Oh !Ji

“ And we're going to help,” said
Bob, “and I dare say other folk will
drop along to lend a hand. They
often do, with new-comers.”

“Well, that’'s kind and ’earty,”
‘said Mr, Hopkins. .

“Course, I know what a log cabin
is,” said 'Arold, with new interest,
“T've read all about Buffale Bill, you
'know."”

“ Buffalo what?”’ e

“ Buffalo Rill and Deadwooed Dick,”
said "Arold.

It was Bob Lawless’ turn to stare,
"Amazing as it seemed to the Cookney
wouth, Bob had never heard of either
of those thrilling characters.

. “What about Injuns?” asked
? Arold, looking round at the shadowy
wood behind.

“Injuns?” repeated Bob.

“Yes, S'plose they was to come
down on us—eh?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

o al et arf Y sadd 0 TAreld
warmly, “but I don’t see as it’'s a
‘joke to be .scalped and perhaps tor-
tured at the stake by Injuns, like the
trappers in the Buffalo Bill stories I
read at ‘ome.” i

. “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob. “Don’t
‘worry, old chap—that won’t happen
‘to you.”’ :

' ““Ain’t there any Injuns
asked “Arold.

“Lots! But they're all right! They

won't do anything worse than sell

’ere?.‘i

"when red bhraves

| TR W

(Continued from, the
previous page.)

you bead ornaments for twice what
they're worth.” Bob Lawless wiped
his eyes. ‘“My dear chap, your scalp
is as safe here as it was in the Old
Kent Road. Ha, ha, ha!”

' “Oh, orl right!"" said *Areld, still a
little dubiously. Thrilling fiction on
the subject of the Wild West had
given him a weird idea of Canada,
which he' could not get out of his
head all at once.

“‘ Better have lunch now, and then
get to work,” said Bob Lawless.

The chums had brought sandwiches
with them, and lunch was the next
step. Mrs., Hopkins unpacked a
basket of provisions from the waggon.

Over lunch the spirits of the emi-
grant family revived.

The glorious keen air and sunshine
of British Columbia had its natural
effect upon them, in spite of their
misgivings,
~Bob and Frank noticed that occa-
sionally Harold Hopkins cast a glance
over his shoulders at the dusky woods,
and they could not help grinning.
_Evidently the reader of those great
literary works that dealt with the
weird adventures of Buffalo Bill and
Deadwood Dick was not quite satis-
fied that the wood did not conceal
lurking braves in war-paint, with
murderous tomahawks in their hands.

There had been, of course, a time
In moecasing and
feathers had roamed those hills and
valleys, savage and untamed. But
that time was long past—it was before
Bob Lawless’ time.

Redskin raiders in British Clolumbia
were as much out of date as the old-
time Danish pirates on the coast of
Yorkshire.

But, naturally, Harold Hopkins was
not, fully aware of that fact, and the
interesting fiction he had read about

for & country as law-abiding as Lin
colnshire or Lanarkshire,

After lunch, the emigrants set td
work, Krank Richards and his chum
labouring like Trojans to assist them.

Waod ?‘nad to be cut in quantities on
the edge of the forest, and it was hard
work, thongh not so hard to the
native Canadian as to the * tender-
foot.”

While they were at work, a horse-
man rede up, in the scarlet coat of the
North-West Mounted Police. It was
Sergeant Lasalle, whom the school-
boys knew. ;

The sergeant dismounted, and with
a _cheery greeting to the emigrants,
piled in to help in the work of erect-
ing the shack, "

iatsr in the afternoon, two neigh-
bours came along—mneighbours in the
frontier sense, that is. Their holdings
were a good many miles away. They
were Mr. Lawrence and Mr, Dawson,
whose sons were at Cedar Creck
school, !

They joined in the work as if it
were a matter of course.

It was rather an eye-opener to Mr.
Hopkins, and to the cheerful *Arold.
It was a Canadian custom that was
very pleasant and useful to the new-
COmers. .

Later still, Beauclerc, the remit-
tance man of Cedar Camp, came
along the creek with a rod under his
arm. As soon as he saw the work
going forward, he laid down his rod,
removed his coat, and joined the
workers. It was a matter of course.

Many hande made light work.

The shack was run up in very quick
time, and emall as it was, it was a
good weatherproof shelter, all that
waeé neoded until a more substantial
building could be erected.

Mrs. Hopking looked much more
cheerful, when she was able to
arrange some of her household goods
about her new dwelling.

As her husband remarked, it mada
it look a good deal more like “‘’ome.”

The sun was low in the West when
the kind helpers took their leave.

’Arold joined the echoolboys as they
went to fetch their ponies. :

“Safe 'ere—eh?” he asked.

“Safe as houses!"” said Frank, with
a smile,

“There ain't a gun
place,”” said 'Arold.

“ What do you want a gun for?”

“Well, them Injuns,” said ’Arold

about the

doubtfuliy.
* Oh, um!”  exclaimed Bob,
“PDon’t I keep on telling you that’s

all bunkum?”’

“Oh, orl right, if you say so,” said
"Arold, apparently satisfied.

Bob chuckled, as he rode away with
Frank for the ranch.

~game as in the Wild West ghows,

R R A

“That chap’s greener than you
were when you eame, Franky,” he
remarked.

“I should say so, fathead! A good
deal!” ’ '

“*You remember how I got you cap-
tured by Red Indians—who turned'
out to be our Kootenay cattlemen?”

[T Fathe&dl”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob, “I
guess Hopking would have his leg
pulled at school, if he talks about
Buffalo ‘Bill ‘and Deadwood Dick.
But they’re often like that. 1 heard
of & new chum in Ontario—Ontario,
mind you—who started farm-work
with a revolver in his belt, and a
bowie-knife in the of his boot-
ou
know. There was such a cackle that
he had to clear out of the place. Buf
Deadwood Dick—in British Columbia !
It’s too rich!”

And Bob roared again.

The chums enjoyed their supper af
the ranch that evening. Hard work
had given them an excellent appetite.
And there were smiles along the table
when Bob described ’Aroill "Opkins
and his uneasiness concerning the
safoty of his ecalp.

The 3rd Chapter.
Taking the Stranger in.

It was about a week later that
Harold Hopkins put in his appearance
at Cedar Creek school.

Frank and Bob found him there
one morning when they arrived.

Hopkins was the centre of a little
crowd in the school ground, who were
making him talk, apparentiy deriving
considerable amusement from his odd
pronunciation. He grinned in a
friendly way at the cousins, and came
towards them.

‘“Hre I am!” he announced.

There was, at least, no shyness
about Master Hopkins.

“How are you getting on at the
clearing 7 asked Frank.

“First rate,” said 'Arold. * Lots

of work to do. I'm only comin’ ’ere
'arf the week at present. 1 ’ave to
’elp father."

* Good man!” said Bob.

L "-”E ather's ’ired a man, though,”
AT Thopking, W WhHat do you think?

Thay fetchos up tha stumps of trees
*y . )

by 'arncssing oxen to ’em, and

draggin’ ‘em out. Jevver hear of

such a thing?"” .

“It’s the usual way,” eaid Bob,
laughing. ;

“Beems jolly queer to me,” said
Hopkins. ‘‘ Lots of queer things in
this country, if you ask me!”

“And more coming every day,”
grinned Bob,

Hopkins I&Llil.led. He could take
a joke against himself.

“Seen any redskins, vet?” .asked
Frank, with a smile.

Hopkins looked disgusted.

“Yes, and they ain’t much like the
redskins I've read about. No
bloomin’ war-}_)[aint, or tommyhawks,
or anything. The Injun I saw yester-
day was wieelintr a barrow!”

|

“Ha, ha, hal’ o
“Better than raising scalps,”
grinned Bob,

’

“Yes, 1 s'pose 80,”” agreed the new
boy. “But it ain’t what I expected.
1 ain’t seen any buffaloes yet, nor yet
no grizely bears. But I ’ear there ure
p{fﬁty of wild Indians about, arter
all.

““Oh, you've heard that, have
you?"

“That fat chap told me so,” said
Hopking, nodding towards Chunky
'I‘oé)gam. “ He says it’s likely enough
the school 'ere might be raided, and
get afire, and all of us skelped !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank® and Bob were still grinning
as they went into the schoolhouse,

Bvidently Hopkins was more pre-

red to place faith in Chunky

‘odgers’ fairy tales than in the facts.
Chunky's fearsome yarns were more
in keeping with his preconceived
notions of the Far West.

“Blooming schoolmarm ’'ere—eh?”
Hopking remarked, as he went in with
the cousins, with a glance at Mias
Meadows, who was in the porch.

“That's our schoolmistress,” said
Frank. ‘She's a very nice lady.”

“Who's the chap in the blinkers?”

“The-~the what?”?

“That cove with the barnacles, |
mean.'’

“Oh, the chap in specs,” gasped

Frank. ‘That's Mr. Slimmey, the
assistant master. He takes the Lower
Form.”

Hopkins looked round the school-
room with a critical eye.

New as he was, and decidedly
green, he had the cool self-possession
of the born Cockney, and was not in
the slightest degree put out by find-
ing himself a stranger in a strange
place.

“Not a bad show this,” he finally
pronounced. ‘““More'n I expected to
find ’ere. ’Allo, wot is it?”

" has to sin

Chunky Todgers joined the Cockney
youth, as Frank and Bob went to
speak to their chum, Vere Beauclerc.
Chunky was a humorous youth, and
his love of a joke was ag great as his
eircumference, which is saying a good
deal.  Chunky saw great possibilities
of fun in the new-comer.

“I suppose Lawless has given you a
tip about the anthem,” he remarked.

Hopkins stared. i

“He ain’t said nothing about any
anthem,” he replied. ‘ What are you
driving at?”

“Do you mean to say you don’t
know it's a custom here?”

“Course I don’t—ain’t this "ere my
first day?” said Hepkine. ‘“I've ’ad
jeat a word with the schoolmarm, and
that's all.” -

“It's all right,” assured Chunky.
“ A eustom in Canadian schools, that's
all. 1 suppose you want to do the
right thing?"

““ Wotto 1"

“Otherwise, the schoolmarm might
be down on you, and think you mean
to be disrespectful,”

“1 shouldn’t like 'er to think so,”
said Hopking, in alarm. * What's
this 'ere custom you're talking about?
Tell a cove, can’t you?”

“Right ho! A new boy here always
the school anthem, ag soon
as the schoolmistress comes in,” ex-
plained Chunky Todgers. * The whole
clase rises, of course, and then the
new fellow sings the anthem. You're
the only new fellow here to-day, as it
happens!”’

“But I don't know the anthem,”
said Hopkins in dismay. “’Ow’s a
chap to sing wot he don’t know?”

Not for a moment did Hopkins
dream of doubting Chunky’s vera-
cious statement. Certainly f;e would
have been suspicious of such a state-
ment in a school at home. But in
(Yanada he had come acress any num-
ber of customs that appeared to him
extraordinary and weird.

After seeing a house built in a day,
and tree-stumps dragged ‘out of the
ground by a team of oxen, he was
prepared for anything. If Chunky
had told him that he had to stand on

hig head in the

Wrnﬂ%'@t ﬁ%‘% Vit

room, ho
surprised,

He wae only anxious to get informa-
tion as to what he had to do, so
that he would not appear wanting in
respect  to Mies eadows, And
Chunky was quite prepared to give
him information.

“I'll tell you,” said Chunky, with
a face as solemn as an owls, ‘“If
you don't know the school anthem-—
sure you don't?”

“Course 1 am !

“Then you sing ‘ Rule Britannia’
instead. You know that?”

* Bverybody knows that, I &'pose,”
said Hopkins. “I don’'t know that
I could sing it all thronugh, though.”

“That’s not necessary—the chorus
is enough,
that when Miss Meadows comes in,
and you'll be all right. Den’t you do
that in English schools?” :

“ Never ’eard of such a thing,”
said Hopkins, with a shake of the
head. ‘““But this ’ere ain't much like
the schools at ’ome, anyway,”

“Hush! Here she comes!” whie-
pered Chunky. . |
~ There was a rush for the forms as
Miss Meadows appeared in the door-
way. Chunky Todgers kindly drew
Harold into a seat hy himself.

“You sit here, Hopkine, Wait till
the class riges, and then go ahead.”

“Right you are, and much obliged
to you!”

“Not at all. We always hel
comers to learn the ropes,’
Todgers cheerily.

Miss Meadows came into the school-
room, and the class rose respectfully
as she came towards them. And
Harold Hopkins, warned by a nudge
from Chunky that the moment had
come, started. ;

“Rule, Britannia——’

Hopkins’ voice was not musical,
but it was powerful. He had to sing,
and he put his beef into it. His
voice rang from one end of the school-
room to the other.

There was a general jump.

Everyone in the school-room stared
at Hopkins.  Miss Meadows stood
petrified. Mr. Slimmey looked round
from his class, his .ila,sses nearly fall-
ing off his nose in his astonishment.

eedless of the general amazement
—in fact, unaware of it—Hopkins
thundered on: !

“¢ Britannia rules the waves!’ ™

“Good gracious!” gasped Miss
Meadows.

“‘Britons neve*:, never, never-——" "’

“Ha, ha, hal™
“¢Shall be slaves!”” concluded
Hopkins in a roar. '

He sat down; feeling that he had
acquitted himself well, The school-
room almost rocked with laughter. .

new-
said

?
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Just stand up and sing

The 4th Chapter.

Ohlunky Todgers on the Warpath.
::I:I.a, ha, ha !”
Silence 1" exclaimed Miss Mea-
OWS, e
It was not so casy to pet sl
vas : silence.
Hopkins extraordinary fegat Wwas too
much for Cedar Creek.
The new fellow looked round in
surprise.  He could not see what
caused  that burst of Homeric

langhter,
‘gHa ha, ha, ha!”

“He must bo potty 1” murmured

Frank Richards in wonder, *

s W ook t nder. hat
““Silence, Hopkins "
‘I-‘Iopkms stood up again.

es, marm.’’
“What do you mean ?”
(13 E}_] ?!, 1
“What do you mean by bursting
out shouting m that absurd manner
in the school-room ?” exclaimed Mise

Meadows. !
“My eye! I wasn't shouting,

marm; 1 was singing ! said Hopkins

indignantly. gt

“Well, singing, then, you absurd
boy. Do you think that this is the
proper place to sing at the top of
your voice when lessons are about

to commence 7

“¥Yes, marm.”

“Wha-a-at??” ;

 Cert'nly, marm !” '

“Hopkins !’ gasped Miss Meadows,.
quite taken aback. ‘ '-

“1’ope it’s all right,” said Hopkins
anxiously, “Seeing as I don’i know
the school anthem, marm, I under-
\:it(x’)fl that ‘Rule, Britannia’. would

o :

‘“Are
king ?”

“I ’ope not, marm.”

“Then explain to me, at once, why
you acted in such a ridiculons man-
ner,

“Ridiklus is the word, if you ask
me, marm,” agreed Hopkins. * But
1t ain’t for me to say nothing about a
Canadian custom,” : ‘

“A Canadian custom!” ejaculated
the schoolmistress. .

*“Yes, marm.”

“Is it possible, Hopkins, that some-
oge has told you that such an action

i T ey

M Yo, marm,  Which it was very
kind of tha fat chap to tell me, seeing
I'm a stranger 'ere, and never
‘eard of the custom.”

Miss Meadows fixed her eyes upon:
Chunky Todgers. She could guess
:h&t he was the ‘““fat chap” a.lﬁldetl‘
0. 5

“Todgers!” ; '

“Oh, dear!” murmured .Q;hunkyu.‘
kine to act in

“Yes, ma’am,”

“Did you induce Ho
this ridiculous manner?” _

“Only a—a—a joke, ma’am,” stam-
mered Chunky. o

“Ho!” ejaculated Hopking. “A
loke, was it? You were pulling my
eg, you fat frump, was you?” ,

‘Silence, Hopkins! Todgers, you’
should not play these absurd jokes on-
a new boy. I shall give you a deten-
tion task this evening!" ' &

“Oh, dear!” murmured Chunky,
not at all pleased at this outeome of
his little joke.

“Silence in the class, please !” said
Miss Meadows severely.

And the titters were subdued, and
Cledar Creck School settled down to
the merning’s work. :

Chunky Todgers was rather wrath-
ful during lessons. He liked the
feast, but not the reckoning.

His fat face was frowning when the
school was dismissed at noon, and the
fellows streamed out of the log
schoolhouse. : '

“Did you ever see such a silly”
ass?”” Chunky asked, appealing fo
Frank and his chums as he joined
them outside. ‘“‘He ought to have

you out of your senses, Hop-

A

had sense enough to keefp his eilly
mouth shut, oughtn’t he?” - 2

“You oughtn’t to have pulled his
leg, you fat fraud!” said Frank.

“Oh, rats! That chap was simply
born to be stuffed!” said Todgers.
“T1 jolly well etuff him again, too,"
outside the school this time, though ™

“Ha, ha!” AL

“He's full of Red Indians and
things,” said Chunky, a grin over-
spreading his fat face. “I’ve been
pitching him yarns about Redskins,
and he’'s full up to the chin with
them."” ;

“ Perhaps he will take a discount
off your yarns after this,” remarked '
Beaueclerec. i

“Wait till he sees a Red Indian!”
said Chunky. “Lend me your pony
to trot down to Thompson, Richards.
1 want to get some things there.”

“You're not going to get a Red
Indian in the town, I suppose?” ex-
claimed Bob. i

Chunky chuckled. -

“No; I'm going to borrow a Red
Indian outfit at Gunten’s store. He's
got them there, you know, and ho

(Continued at foot of newt page.)
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COMING SHORTLY!

Qreat New Attractions!

Loyal admirers of the stories intro-
dueing Dick and ¥rank Polruan, old
Joe Treimorne, and Pieface, will be
glad to learn, I feel sure, that Mr,
Maurice Kverard is at present hard
at work on a great new series intro-
ducing these famous characters.

This magnificent new series will be
entitled

“KING NADUR’S DIAMONDS!?

and 1t will deal with the further thrill-
ing adventures of Dick, Frank, and
Joe in the wilds of Darkest Africa.
The mere mention of Africa will be
sufficient to prove to you that this
new series will be of a most exciting
nature,

The tales of *Crusoe Island ”’ have
proved immensely popular; but I feel
confident that “King Nadur’s Dia-
monds ” will make a still stronger
appeal to you.

I have still another splendid forth-
coming attraction to announce, and
that is a grand series of short com-
plete tales under the title of

‘“TALES OF THE DORMITORY ! "

Fach week there will appear a tale,
told in the dormitory by a junior at
Rookwood School. The stories will
not necessarily deal with the Rook-
wood boys, but will be of a varied

l

- T

I would like all my readers to look qun me as their real friend,
someone te whom they can come for

aro in doubt or difficulty.
to be of use to my boy and girl friends if they

. VBT R Ay a @ 2 8

elp and advice when they
It is never “too much trouble” to me
feel they would

+ -t + - - COMPANION PAPERS : \

and interesting nature. The first tale
in the series will be entitled

“THE MAKING OF MORLEY!" M

By Jimmy Silver,

and it will appear in the Boys’
FRIEND in a few weeks’ time., Next
Monday I will give you fuller parti-
culars of our splendid forthcoming
attractions.

FOR NEXT MONDAY.

Five First-class Stories!

Our great geries of tales dealing
with Mornington and young ’Erbert
created a great sensation. They were,
without doubt, the finest tales ever
written by Mr, Owen Conquest.
Mornington is a well-drawn character,
and any stories in which he is the
leading character are well worth read-
ing.
Next Monday’s magnificent long
complete tale of the Rookwood chums
is entitled

ffMORNINQTON'S TRIUMPH !
By Owen Conquest.

In the past Mornington has suf-
fered a good deal through the cun-
ning schemes of Lattrey, the cad of
Rookwood. In next Monday’s fine
tale, however, Morny emerges trium-
Ehant. He is accused of theft, and

arred by a large section of the
school, but Mornington does not de-
spair. He sets to work to prove his
own 1nnocence; and, am sure,

readers of the Boys’ Friexp will be
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will lend them for an afternoon for a
dollar. You lend me a dollar, Bob.”

“But look here~—"

“Don’t spoil a good joke ! pleaded
Chunky, * After school I'm going to
copper my face, and dress up in the
Indian things, and scare that young
greenhorn out of his silly wits, You
watch out.” ; |

“1t's hardly fair on Hopkins,” said
Frank. ’ }

*“Oh, rot! TIsn’t he simply asking
to be taken in? It will do him
good !” urged Chunky. ‘ Besides, it
will be no end funny.” )

Chunky Todgers was persuasive,
and he had his way. With Bob Law-
less’s dollar in his pocket he mounted
Frank Richards’ pony, and started at
a_gallop for the fown.

He came back very late for dinner,
and was spoken to severely by Miss
Meadows; but he was so meck that
the schoolmistress was disarmed. She
was very far from suspecting the
cause of Chunky’s absence,

Before afternoon school, (Jh_unkﬁ

very mysteriously guided Fran
Richards & Co. to the old corral near
the school; where a bundle reposed
on the ground. -
o “That's the things !" he announced.
“Feathers and blanket and maocca-
sins, same as the chaps used in the
show at the Mission. I've got some
paint for my face, too. 1 shall make
a top-hole Redekin. You fellows will
have to keep Hopkins from clearing
off till I'm ready.”’

‘o Bllt*"u"

« “Oh, bother your buts!” said
Chunky.  “Take him down to the
creek and show him your canoe, and
then bring him for a walk this way.
T'll be ready in less than half an hour
after lessons.”

“Right-ho!” Bob
laughing.

"And they returned to the school-

said Lawless,

houge, where several other fellows
were taken into the joko—not, of
course, including Hopkins, That in-

nocent youth was left in blissful ignor-
ance.

But Chunky Todgers occupied what
time remained before lessons in re-
lating to Hopkins thrilling yarns
of Indian risings, and speculating
whether a ferocious brave was likely
to drop in at the school in scarch of
scalps.

f:| A COCKNEY IN CANADA!
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It was posgible that the keen Clock-
ney had had his eyes opened by
Chunky's previous *‘ wheeze,” and
that he dig not take the humorous
youth’s statements as gospel now,
But Chunky was quite satisfied.

He was grinning all over his fat
face when Cedar Creek went in to
afternoon lessons.

So keen was Chunky on his “ jape ”
that he was 4'-x.irr-rn(-|3;; inattentive to
lessons, and more than once came
under Miss Meadows’ special and
severe attention,

But Chunky bore that philosophie-
ally, It could not be helped.

When the school was Q}IiSIl]iSSEd at
lust he bestowed a fat wink upon Bob
[.awless, and disappeared in the direc-
tion of the old corral.

Bob at once seized upon Hopkins,
and took him down to the creek to see
the birch-bark canoe. Hopkins was
in no hurry to get home, and he ac-
companied the c‘fmnm of Cedar Creeld
cheerfully.

Half an hour after lessons they
turned their steps down the creek in
the direction of the old corral.

(thunky Todgers had had time to
put on his war-paint and feathers, and
it was time for the wild Indian to
appear.

“Hallo! Somebody in there!” re-
marked Bob Lawless, as there was a
sound within the old fence of the
corral.

He moved along to the gate, and
looked in. The mnext moment he
struck an attitude of dramatic terror.

“JIndians!” he gasped.

“Indians !” repeated Frank and
Beauclerc in gasping voices.

“0Oh, dear!” ejaculated
Hopkins.

There was a wild whoop in the
corral, and a fearsome-looking figure
came bounding mmto view through the

Harold

gateway. Harold Hopkins stodd
rooted to the ‘ground, Dblinking at
him.

The Gth Chapter.

Rough on the Redskin.
“Whoop !” ‘
“Toly smoke !” gasped Hopkins,
The Tndian was terrifying to look

at.
In build he was short and stout,
but a magnificent headdress of war-
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pleased to learn that he is successful.
This is a very gripping story, and will
hold you right up to the very end.

Our next story, dealing with the
schooldays of Frank Richards, the
famous author, is entitled

“FOR HIS FATHER'S SAKE!"
By Martin Clifford.

As readers of earlier stories in this
series will remember, the remittance
man at Cedar Creel, Vere Beauclerc’s
father, is a very hard character. Many
of the juniors at the school treat him
with contempt, but not so Vere, IHis
affection for his father is strong, in
spite of the fact that Beauclere senior
possesses many bad qualities.

Even when, in next Monday's story,
Beauclere senior is preparing to give
way to crime, Vere's one aim is to

prevent hig father from falling into

feathers made him look taller. He
wore moccasing and a blanket, and
his skin was brown as a berry, and
daubed with war-paint in red and
yvellow ochre,

In hix brown hand he flourished a
tomahawl an he chargod towards the
roup of schoolboys on the bank of
the creek.

Bob, Frank, and Vere Beauclere
crowded behind Harold Hopkins as if
for protection.

The Red Indian, brandishing his
tomahawk and letting out ear-split-
ting whoops, rushed right at them.

Hopkins seemed petrified for some
moments, ,

But as the Redskin came close,
Hopkins lowered his head and charged
at him with a suddenness that startled
his companions, and the Redskin,
too.

The Cockney rushed under the
flourishing tomahawk, and grasped
the Redskin round the body.

“¥Yarooh !” roared the startled red
man in tones guite unlike those of a
Red Indian on the war-path,

Hopkins whirled him off his feet,
and brought him to the ground with a
crash,

The tomahawk flew through the air,
and most of the Indian’s feathers
were scattered far and wide. The
Redskin rolled on the ground, roar-
ing under the weight of the Cockney
in his strong grip.

“Yoop! Ow!
the Red Indian.

A Tal wnT

“Yurrrrgg |7

“Got him!” yelled Hopkins. “Got
the Injun! Lend me a ’and, you

Leggo!” roared

coves, and chuck him into the
water !"’

“Ha, ha, ha !” shricked Bob.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Frank
Richards, wiping his  eyes. “Oh,
dear! Peor  old Chunky! @ He's

woke up the wrong passenger.”

“Yah! Oh! Yawp!” came from
Chunky, in tones of anguish, as
Harold Hopkinsg pommelled him.

Thump, thump, thump!

“That’s ’ow T ’andle wild Injuns
with tommyhawks!” yelled Hopkins,
as he pommelled away. “Take that,
you Redskin rotter ! Take that, you

wild  Injun! Take that, you
gkelper !
“Yarooh! Oh! Ah!”

“ Hopkins, you ass, let him alone !
gasped Bob Lawless, almost in hys-

torics.  “He's not an Indian. Do
vou hear?”
Whack, whack, whack !
“Topkins, vou ass, I tell you—-"
“Gammon ! retorted  Hopkins.

“He's an Injun right enough. Look
at hig war-pamnt ! Look at his tommy-
hawk! Take that, you waster! Take
that, you skelping blackguard }”

deep degradation. To save his father
Vere has to obtain fifty dollars in a
very short time.

He sces a chance of securing the
money, but it is a small chance, yet
withal fraught with danger to himself.
But the junior does not shrink from
the task. He is resolved to save his
father, and runs the risk. What the
result of Vere Beauclerc’s plucky
attempt is, you will learn when you
read this splendid story.

Next Monday’s maguificent long in-
stalment of

“THE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE '™

By Duncan Storm,

finds the boys back on the ship once
again. Flashman and Stoat, the two
bullies, are reintroduced, and once
again they suffer for their bullying
ways. The bullies upset old Fatina,
with disastrous results to themselves,
There is some rare fun in this instal-
ment, especially when Mr. Parkins
takes the boys in chemistry.  Mr.
Parkins gives practical illustrations
of the subjects ]he deals with, and—
well, then the fur begins to fly!

Qur next long complete tale of
Dick, Frank, and Joe, the Crusoe
Island adventurers, is entitled

“THE FOUR MEDICINE MEN!"
By Maurice Everard.

The little party have the misfortune
to fall out with the natives on the
island, and then there are thrilling

Hyy;

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

“Oh, crumbs! Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you up to, Hopkins?"
shricked Bob Lawless, as the Clock-
ney, crimson with exertion and exeite
moent, deaggod the fut Rodskin down
the bank towards the ereek by main
foren,

“Lend a ’and!’’ gasped Hopkins.
“I'm going to drownd him!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“That's the only way of killing
him. I ain’t got a gun!” yelled Hop-
kins. “I'm going to drownd him!
Bear a ’and !’

“Oh, Jerusalem crickets!”

“Help!” shrieked the
Chunky. ““Help! Yaroop!
going to be drowned !
Help me, you dummies!

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Frank Richards & Co. were almost
doubled up with laughter. This out-
come of Chunky’s jape was so totally
unexpected that it overcame them.

Instead of frightening the Cockney
schoolboy out of his wits, poor
Chunky had only turned him into a
terrific fighting-man with deadly in-
tentions. Chunky was no match for
the Cockney, and he was encumbered

unhappy
I ain't

Oh, jiminy!
Yooop !”

by his blanket and moccasins. He
had simply no chance. With a rush,
Hopkins brought him down the

sloping bank to the water.

“(Great Scott!” gasped Beauclerc.
“We mustn’t let him drown poor
Chunky! Come on!”

“Ha, ha, ha l”

The three chums rushed down the
bank after the ferocious Cockney.

But Hopkins was not to be baulked,

He raised the fat Redskin bodily in
his arms, and Chunky, with his
feathers and arms and legs wildly fly-
ing, was rushed down to the water.

“Stop!” roared Bob Lawless,
“Oh, crumbs! After him!
him!”

Splagh !

“Gug-gug-gug !”

Chunky Todgers went bodily into
the shallow water by the bank, and
Harold Hopkins stood panting. !

Chunky’s head came up, and his
face showed with half the Redskin
complexion washed off it as he
struggled wildly towards the shore.

“Keep him in!” roared Hopkins.
“Keep him in there, and let him
drownd!  Anybody got a gun?
Why ain’t somebody got a gun?”

Frank Richards grasped Hopkins,
and fairly dragged him back, while
Bob Lawless and Beauclere helped
Chunky out of the water.

“Don’t let him get out!” yelled
Hopkins. ‘““Wait till I get his
tommyhawk and brain 'im! ’Old "im
while I finish him off !”

“Groogh! Iloooh! Whooop! Oh,

oo SRl g 3
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happenings by the score. It seems
that nothing can save the lives of the
four, when a determined scheme
occurs to Joe. They carry the scheme
out, with what result you will learn
when you read this grand tale.

The concluding item in next Mon-
day’s issue is the long complete tale
of Bob Travers, the boy boxer, en-
titled

“THE BLUFFING OF
PONSONBY ! "

! By Herbert Britton.

In this story Bob goes to High-
cliffe, and it 18 arranged that Frank
Courtney shall box Bob, when Pon--
sonby, the nut, butts in, and secures
permission from Mr. Mobbs to repre-
sent Ilighcliffe.

Ponsonby thinks the fight will prove
a walk-over for him, but when he
sees Bob box his opinion is rather
shaken. Not wishing to be knocked
out in sight of his schoolfellows, Pon-
sonby adopts an artful scheme to en-
sure his winning. But there is many
a slip 'twixt the cup and the lip, as
Ponsonby learns to his cost. You will,
I feel sure, greatly enjoy reading this
story.

dear! I'm  all wet. I'm soaking.
Yow-ow-ow " wailed Chunky.

*“HMa, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling af,
.L-I[[_\' dummnes 7" howled I']npu[\_x mn
lll,l.,{llllH“\ “Liook ot these clothes !
Who's going to pny for the dumage ('

i § U T T A

Frank Richards & Co. laughed tiil
they wept.  They could not help it.
It was such an an unexpected ending
to Chunky’s great jape, and he looked
such a draggled object as he stood
squelching in water and mud.

**Oh, you ass, Hopking!” gasped
Bob at last. ‘1 tried to tell you that
it was only a joke. 1t was only
Chunky-——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Hopkins.

*.Oh, you can sce it now, can you ?”
exclaimed Bob.

Hopkins roared.

**You jolly nearly drowned me, you

you

dangerous 1diot!” howled Chunky
Todgers. §
“No, I didn't,” said Hopkins,

chortling. “1I knowed the water was
shallow there, my tulip. 1 knowed
there wasn't any danger, 'cepting to
your Injun complexion. Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Richards jumped.

“You knew it was Chunky all the
time ?” he yelled.

‘“Ha, ha! ’0Old me, somebody!”
gasped Hopkins. “Of  course I
knowed. I'd know that fat little
hoyster anywhere if he was dressed as
a Red Indian or a pink nigger. Ia,
ha, ha! 8till, he wanted me to take
him for a Injun, so I took him for a
Injun—see?”

And, with a chuckle, Harold Hop-
king walked away, leaving Frank
Richards & Co. blinking at one
another.

“Oh, my hat!” said Frank at last.

“Gug-gug-gug !” came from the
unfortunate Chunky. “T  shall
c-c-catch cold! Grooh!” '

“ Ha, 0ha, ha!”

The chums of Cedar Creek, laugh-
ing hysterically, marched Chunky
away to get him dried. They were
rather late in starting for home that
evening, but they went in a merry
mood.

As for Chunky Todgers, his sense of
humour was quite damped for the
time, and 1t was probable that he
would think at least twice before he
attempted to take another rise out. of
'Arold 'Opkins.

THE END,

NEXT MONDAY!

“FOR HIS FATHER'S SAKE!"

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS IT!
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“I'll take thith monecy along to the
bank.”

It was Solly Lazarus who spoke.
He was sitting in the little parlour of
his house, with his chums Trumper
and Grahame,

The three juniors belonged to the
Courtfield C'ouncil School, where they
were leading lights in the cricket and
football teams.

Solly Lazarus, who had the misfor-
tune to talk with a lisp, was treasurer
of the Courtfield Games Club.

Trumper and Grahame were on the
committee, and the three chums had
just been holding a meeting.

The subscriptions for the scason
had lately been collected, and, being
treasurer, 1t was Solly Lazarus’ busi-
ness to look after the money. Hence
his resolve to take the money to the
bank for the sake of security.
~ "“Good!” replied Trumper, jump-
ing up from his chair. “Grahame
and I will go down to the station to
meet  Bob Travers. He's due to
arrive by the six o'clock train.”

“Very well,” said Solly Lazarus,
slipping the subscription money into
his  pocket. T will come back
towards the station to meet you.”

The three chums left the little back
parlour, and, once outside, they sepa-
rated, going in their different direc-
tions.

Solly Lazarus wended his way in
the direction of the bank. It was
dark, and there were very few people

Abont;

Holly  kopt on, but suddenly  he
pullod up short an n sheill whistlo ront
the air in his roar,

Ho hstened, and the sound of [oot-
steps could be plainly heard.

The next moment a dim
Wecame plainly  discernible,
gtraight towarcs him.

“HMallo!” exelaimed Solly Lazarus
in surprise, as the fellow stopped in
front of him. ‘‘What do you want ?”

“You!"” repliecd the new-comer.
“Your name’s Lazarus, ain’t it?7”

“Yeth.”

“Well, you've just left two of your
pals, haven’t you?”

Solly Lazarus nodded assent.

“ Nothing’s happened to them, I
hope?” he said, noticing the con-
cerned look on the other’s face.

“There just ’as!” said the new-
comer. ‘“Him as named Trumper
come up to me ’e¢ did, and ’e ses,
‘Run as fast as yer can an’ catch up a
feller named Lazarus. Tell ’im ’is

figure
making

gal Grahame ’as been knocked down |

v a motor !”

Solly Lazarus’ face went pale.
“Been run over !” he ejaculated.
“Yus, about five minutes ago.”
“*Then—then it must have been just
after I left them ! faltered Solly.

“I don’t know anything about
that,” said the fellow. “You'll ex-
cuse me, young sir, but vou're wast-
ing  time waiting 'ere. That young
feller wants "elp, 'e does, and—-—"

‘“ All right.” said Solly concernedly.
“T'll come along now.”

Solly broke into a run with his com-
panmion, and he retraced his steps to-
wards the little pawnbroker’s shop
presided over by his father.

They passed the shop, running at
full speed.

“How much farther?” shouted
Solly Lazarus breathlessly.
“Keep on!” said the other.

¢ Another minute and Got yer !”

Before the Courtfield junior knew
what was happening, a leg-of-mutton
fist erashed into the side of his head,
and, with a faint cry, he was sent reel-
ing to the ground.

%‘hny had just left the High Street,
and there was nobody about.

Solly Lazarus was dazed. He lay
perfectly still on the hard road.

His companion bent over him, and,
with an evil grunt, commenced to
rummage through all his pockets in
turn.

“Got 'em!” he exclaimed at length,
as his hands fastened on the five one-
pound notes which Solly bad been
going to bank.

Suddenly realisation came to the
Courtfield junior. His head buzzed
horribly, but he was fairly capable of
taking in the situation.

“You villain!” he exclaimed hotly.
“That money ithn't mine "

*Ha, ha, ha!” The rogue laughed

The fellow broke off abruptly as a
left-hander  from  Solly ~ Lazarus
smashed between his eyes.

“Oh, wounld yer?” he exclaimed.
“You'd show fight, eh? Well, take
that, and shut up !”

The fellow’s gnarled fist darted out
once again, and Solly Lazarus was
sent back to the hard road. His head
came into contact with the ground,
and he lay perfectly still.

With one evil glance at his victim,
the thief made off.

Solly did not move for
minutes.  Gradually, however,
scnses came back to him.

His head was aching horribly, but
in a few moments the happenings of
f}.m. last fow minutes became clearer to
1im.

He felt in his pocket with the faint
hope that the notes might still be
there, but they were gone. They had
been stolen from him, and there
seemed hittle hope of ever regaining
possession of them again,

Solly staggered slowly to his feet.
At the same moment the sound of
voices became audible to his ears.

He listened, and soon recognised
the voices of his chums Trumper and
Grahame. There was also another
voice which he did not recognise, but
which he gathered to belong to Bob
Travers, the boy boxer.

Solly let forth a whistle familiar to
his chums, and the next instant it was
answered.

Solly waited, and at length his
chums pulled up short in front of
hin.

“Tound him all ||r_ht. " waid T'rum-
per, © indicating  the  boy  boxer.
“Holly, old son, this is Bob Travers,
the chap you're going to meet in the
ring to-morrow !”

“Jolly pleased to meet you!” said
Pobd Travers, holding out a friendly
hand.

Solly gave the boy boxer’s hand a
fecble grip, but he said nothing.

“Hallo! What’s the matter with
you, old son?” broke in Trumper,
noticing the concerned look on his
chum’s face.  *“ Anybody'd think
you'd lost a quid and found a farth-
mg !

“I wish T had !” said Solly Lazarus,
with a faint smile. “It'h far worthe
than that!”

“Worse !”  ejaculated Trumper,
“Why, what’s happened 1"’

Selly Lazarus took hold of his
chym’s hand, and pressed it on the
back -of his head.

“(‘an you fcel a bump there?” he
asked. :

“My hat! Yes.”

“Well,” explained Solly Lazarus,
“thome beasthly bounder came along
and told me that Grahame had been
knm;l,{cd down by a motor-car, and

several

his

“Me?” exclaamed Grahame, in
amazement.

“¥Yog. "

“But I—"

“I know you haven’t,” said Solly
Lazarus quietly, ‘“It wath only a
hoax, and 4

“Good job, too.”

“I know,” said Solly. “But it
didn’t end there. Naturally, T pelted
along to thee what had happened.
That low-down blackguard came
along with me and biffed me on the
head !”

“By Jove!”

“Didn’t you go for him?”
Grahame,

“No,” replied Solly, with a tone of
regret. ““I was abtholutely knocked
out, and before I could hit out the
rotter had gone through my pockets
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and pinched the club money’!

askod

“Phew!” whistled Trumper.
“That’s jolly rotten!” A
“It’h worth than rotten!” said

Solly gloomily. ‘““How’th the club
going to run through the theason? T
can’t afford to rcpay the money, and
the fellowth will kick at having to
pay again. Bethides, I don’t thup-
pose any will be able to if they were
asked.”

“That's a fact they won’t!” said
Trumper. )

“T suppose there’s no chance of
catching the rotter?” asked Bob
Travers concernedly.

“Great Theott, no!” said Solly
Lazarus. ‘“The brute pretty well
knocked me thenthleth, and it mutht

away by now.”
" Well, it's no good worrying about
it now,” said Trumper. “We'd
better let the police know, at any
rate. They may be able to get on the
track of the thief, but I have my
doubts.”
" Bhame'here,” said Grahame.
“What a pity I badn’t decided to
come in the morning !” said Bob
Travers reproachfully.” *Thep—-—"
“Oh, it's no good blaming vour-
self, Travers, old son!” said Trum-
per, endeavouring to be cheerful in
spite of himself. *The money’s gone,
so we shall have to find some means
of getting out of the difficulty.”
“But five poundth!” exclaimed
Solly Lazarus. * Where shall we' be
able to get five poundih from?”
“Don’t ask me,” said Trumper
helplessly. ““We shall have to think
about it later on. Now, look here,
Solly, don’t you get worrying your-
self about it.” We want you to be in
form to-morrow for the ficht with
Travers. You've got the honour of
the school to uphold. and if you get
brooding over this affair, I can see
you being knocked out in the first
round.”

“I shall be all right,” said Solly

would be bound to put up a poor
show in the ring to-morrow.

Iive pounds was a big amount to
these  Couneil - School %cllnws. In
contrast to fellows at a public school,
they did not possess unlimited pocket-
money.

The money which went to pay their
subscriptions was probably money
which, by great efforts, they had
saved out of their small weekly allow-
ance. Many weeks would have to
clapse before they could accumulate
a similar sum again.

Bob Travers would have helped the
chums then and there had he had the
money, but he hadn’t.

Myr. Matthews, the Dbluff, good-
hearted boxing promoter, who was
going to buy Joe Barnett a new box-
ing booth, providing Bob defeated no
less than eix schoolboy champion
boxers, would probably have pre-
sented him with five pounds had he
asked for it; but John Matthews was
many miles away at that moment.

The boxing promoter would be at
the fight on the morrow, but Bob
Travers wanted to help Solly now—
at once. He wanted to buck his
new chum up, and enable him to put
up a strong fight on the morrow.

Boly Travers saw no satisfaction in

f Hallo !’ exclaimed Solly Lazarus, holding on to the ropes of the

ring, and staring at John Maitthews’

fellow’th voice!”’

Lazarus with an effort. “I'm look-
ing forward to the fight no end.”

*“Oh, good!”

Solly Lazarus linked his arm with
that of the boy boxer’s.

“Come on, Traverth!” he said in
a - friendly manner. < “T've made
arrangementh with dad for you to
thtay at our place until the fight ith
over. By the way, T thought Mr.
Matthewth wath coming with you.”

“Tle was,” said Bob, ‘‘but he had
to go up to London on business. Ie's
coming down, however, in time for
the fight to-morrow evening.”

HiOh, good 1"

The four boys walked along slowly
to  the little shop 4:ontr0ﬁml by
Lazarus scnior. The latter was
usually of a grumpy temperament,
but he grected the juniors in quite
a geninl manner as they entered the
little parlour at the back of the shop.

A very tempting meal was epread
on the table. The juniors sat (ﬁown,
and therce was a constant flow of con-
versation while the meal was in pro-
groess.

Solly Lazarus was apt to be rather
quiet, but his chums, refusing to look
on the black side of the affair, did
their best to cheer their chum up.

“Shouldn’t thay anything to r}nd,"
said Solly Lazarus. . “ He'll probably
give me a lecture on carelethneth if
he knowth that I’ve lotht five quid.”

Trumper looked at his chum in sur-
prise.

“What! . Still thinking of that
affair 7’ he said. “Didn’t I tell you
to forget all about it?”

“Yeth; but—"’

“Well, do as your uncle tells you !’
said Trumper. “All you've got to

captive. ‘*1 recognithe that

beating a fellow who had a load of
trouble on his mind. But what could
he do?

The 2nd Chapter.
Bob Travers®' Ruse.

“By Jove! Tl do it!”

It was the next afternoon, and Bob
Travers was sitting alone in the little
parlour owned by the Lazarus family.

Solly and his chums were at school.
They had informed thd police of the
daring theft, but so far no trace of
the fellow had been found.

Bob Travers had been thinking all
the morning, in an endeavour to find
a wheeze for getting Solly Lazarus
out of his difficulty. At last a ruse
had occurred to him.

He pulled out his gold watch, and
fixed his gaze on it for a moment
hesitatingly. Next moment he slipped
it back into his pocket, and wallked
into the little pawnbroker’'s shop, to
find Mr. Lazarus standing behind the
counter. R

* Good-afternoon, Master Tra-
verth,” said Mr, Lazarus, rubbing his
hands. ““And what can I do for
you?”

Bob pulled out his gold watch and
laid it on the counter,

“I want you to lend me some
money on this,” he said slowly.

Mr. Lazarus looked at the boy
boxer inquiringly.

“In money difficultieth, then,
Mathter Traverth,” he said artfully.
“Ah! Tt ith a bad thing when boyth
haf to pawn. H’m!” He picked up
Bob’s watch, and scrutinised it care-
fully. “And how much do you vant
me to allow you on thith ?”

poundth,” said Mr. Lazarus. ‘But
that ith the very motht I can allow.”

“That's all  right!” said Bob
eagerly. “Five pounds will do me
nicely.”

Mr. Lazarus counted out five one-
pound notes and handed them to Boh.

“By the way,” said Bob, 'as he
slipped the money into his pocket, “I
hope you won’t say anything about
this to Solly. I shouldn’t like him
to know-——-"

“Quite so!  Quite so!” gaid Mr. .
Lazarus, winking his eye. ‘“I under-
thtand. I vill thay nothing at all.”

Bob left the shop and went back to
the little parlour. Then he took out
pen and paper, and after scribbling a
short note he slipped it into an enve-
lope, together with the notes he had
received in exchange for his watch.

Then, after addressing the enve-
lope to Solly Lazarus, he left the
shop, with the intention of going
down to the station to meet Mr. Mat-
thews, the boxing promoter.

John Matthews arrived by the six
o’clock train, and then, after having
tea at a friend's house in Courtfield,
Bob and the hoxing pramoter wended
their way to the ]itt’]n gymnasium in
which the boxing contest between
Solly Lazarus and Bolb was going to
take place. ;

Solly met Bob at the door, his face
wreathed in smiles.

“Hallo, Bob, old thon!”
got thom good

, good!” said Bob.

N R ATy eReRTTY
Mhomea kind follow hath thent moe
five poundth ! I clon't know from
Adam who he ith., He merely thigns
himself * A Well-wither.”

“By Jove!” . exclaimed Bob.
“That’s jolly good! I suppose you
feel up to the mark now.”

“Rather !” said Solly Lazarus.
“It'th a load off my mind with a
vengeance, but I with the fellow had
thent his name.”

* Perhaps you'll find out one day,”
said Bob.

“I hope tho.”

Bob went off to his dressing-room,
smiling to himeelf.  Solly Lazarus
was a different fellow now. He was
going to put up a stern fight, and
Bob was glad of it. .

At length the boy boxer emerged
from his dressing-room, and made
tracks for the ring, The little ﬂ.»;ynb
nasium  was crowded with fellows
from the Courtfield Council School,
who cheered their champion to the
echo,

The gymnasium was a public insti-
tution, and therefore there were a
number of fellows there whom Solly
Lazarus and his chums did not know.
Some of them, too, were very rough
characters in appearance. ) _

Bob Travers went to his corner, and
sat there until the call of “Time!”

In an instant Bob was on his fect
and facing his opponent. Solly
Lazurus’ face bore a cheerful expres-
sion, and he kept his eyes glued on
Bob’s fists. ; _

Solly boxed warily, and Bob had. a
hard job to get between the Court-
field junior’s guard. He succeeded at
length, however, but an instant later
Solly staggered him with a..stirring
left-hander. ) e

The first round ended with honours *
pretty well even. The second round
opened in spirited fashion, both boxers
hitting out in resolute style..

“Go 1t, Solly!” yelled the Court-
field supporters. :

And Solly went it with a vengeance,
He was very lithe and active on his
feet, and time and again he dodged
blows that were meant to send himnn
backwards. - "

Now and then Solly managed to get
home with good effect upon Bob’s
face, but he received quite as good as
he gave. A

It was a splendid fight, and the on-
lookers showed their appreciation by
cheering the combatants enthusiasti-
cally. :

The end of the second round came
with Bob forcing Solly to the ropes.
Bob had managed to get slightly the
better of his opponent, but the call
of “Time!” prevented him from de-
livering a knock-out blow. ;

Solly profited by the rest, and he

(Continued on paye 192, eol. 5.)
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Frank ‘suggested.’ ' “You, Pie, can
fetch more timber from the wreck.”

All through the afternoon, and until
well into the evening, the four of them
laboured, with their few small tools,
in making big cases to hold the gold.

The next morning the boys were
anxious to take a stroll to the beach,
to see how Roqueto, alias the pro-

. fessor, was getting on.

Joe, however, opined this was
hardly wise.
“You see, if we start hanging

about, after he’s given us the straight
grifhin to stand clear, he'll be standing
up on his hind legs to find out why
we're so interested. No: take the tip
of one who knows, and let the rascals
bide !
This seemed pretty sound advice;
+ 80, directly the breakfast was over and
all the crocks cleared away, Pie gave
Bunjik his morning meal, and the
four of themn returned to the work-
shop, and set about their tasks.
For a good two hours the place was
“flled with the sound of hammering,
The hot sunlight streamed through
the open door, making the . place
almost suffocating. Joe wiped the
moisgure from his streaming forehead.
“Out o’ Latrobe’s treasure, we’ll
treat ourselves to a few nice winders

for this ’ere workshop,” he said.
‘““Shades of Aunt Mary, 'ow did that
‘happen?”

The “that’ was a mighty bang,
caused by the sudden slamming of the
door, which plunged the workshop in
almost total darkness. The force of
the slam shook the structure, and
made the floor shake.

“Mighty funny! There’s no wind,
and that door wants a bit o’ shiftin’,
seein’ it's made from solid bogs.” said
Joe. “Open it, Frank, or we’ll be
stifled 1" '

The boy dropped his tools, and set
his shoulder against the woodwork.
The door refused to budge.

‘“Won’t move an inch,”
announced. ' Give a hand, Dick.”

Still no result, even when Joe and
I'iov addod thoir weight,

‘Looks on though we're properly
nhu‘l. ok o, M ek 1"

] ! M .
e Bienee vas shattered by thun:
derous blows rained on the outside.

Frank changed colour. A big
hammer, wielded by some mysterious
hand, was eclanging nails into the
woodwork of the door.

‘“Roqueto has shut us in ! he whis-
pered, applying his eye to a narrow
slit between the logs. “ Three of his
chaps are bringing up halfl a tree-
trunk to nail it across, so that we can’t
get out.” ;

Now that part of their work ‘was
safely accomplished, the treasure-
seekers made no secret of their inten-
tions.

“Got ’em ftrgpped fine!” said a
voice ‘which they recognised as the
professor’s. “Talze them a week of
Sundays to get out!”

In a very few minutes the balk of
timber was fixed and nailed in posi-
tion, and the four were prisoners.

Joe sat down on the nearest pack-
ing-case.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he muttered.

he

of

(Continued from the previous page.)

“To. think T've let a
wump like Roqueto
stuff across me!”

“Guess you're the mug-wump, not
Roqueto,” Frank said, with a light
laugh. ~ *“Now, Joe, what's to be
done?”

Joe scratched his head.

“LI've been asking myself that ques-
tion the last five minutes, my lad.
What can be done? We're tight shut
up in this yere box, and can’t get
out. But, all the same, we've got to
get out, somehow !’

He scrambled off the box, and made
a tour of inspection, The result wasn't
very encouraging.

They had built the hut well, far
better and stronger than they thought
at the time. And now the excellence
of their work. was turned against
them, mocking them in their helpless-
ness.

The walls were best part of a foot
thick, the logs and parts of tree-
trunks fastened together with ten-inch
nails brought from the steamer. 'The
roof was formed of split trees, nailed
tightly down . on immensely strong
rafters.

A low groan broke from Joe.

“And all the while those thieving
robbers are lifting Latrobe’s gold out
of our beautiful sand!” he moaned.
*Oh, what a fool I was ever to let him
and his scum land!”’

dago mug-
pull " the  sticky

The 3rd Chapter.

Caught in the Quicksands. i

Meantime, a scene of a very dif-
ferent character was taking place on
another part of the island.

The professor’s plan for unearthin
the bones of the mythical mammotg
had proceeded apace.

No sooner did Joe Tremorne and
the boys take themselves off than the
professor showed himself in his true
colours. il

Whipping off his beard and false
eyebrows, he called to one of the men
waiting by the boat, and commanded
him to bring a measure,

Vi :\'n\\, |-|ll'|l. look awift !
binwlad, "You, Darkor, follow the

foa do s ssedoe esdee dlis WL wllla
me to tLe spring under the hill, while

you, Gates, had better step out the
ground as far as the centre of the
three palms. Half-way along the line
from the middle of the base to the
apex of the triangle, we ought to find
the gold.” -

It took best part of an hour to
locate the spot marked on the chart.
When this was done, spades were
brought from the boat, and the whole
party started digging feverishly.

In a little while there was a hole in
the sand large enough to put a fair-
sized waggon into, but no sign of the
treasure-chests. ;

Roqueto - stood on the edge of the
crater, impatiently pulling at a long
Mexican cheroot. -

““Dig deeper and faster!” he cried,
his eyes flashing hungrily. - “ Wa
want to get the stuff out before those
other fellows get anxious about what
we are doing.” :

ho

For a time there was an almost in-
tolerable suspense, and men looked at
one another with hag-
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gard, greedy eyes.

Then a ery broke from
one of them as a spade
struck on something hard.

“The treasure! The
treasure !” cried Roqueto,
rushing round and waving
his arms above his head.,

But almost as quickly
the triumph died out of his
voice. The hard ' sub-
slances were parts of
human skeletons.

“The bones of the men
Latrobe shot and buried
on top of -the chests,” the
villain eried. * We're on
the right spot this time.”

‘They threw the grin-
ning skulls out on . the
burning sand.

The work went on till
the sun “began to -drop
behind the hill, and grey
mists crept up from the
valley and went down to
the sea.

Suddenly a second shout
went up, and one of the
men staggered out of the

Neuralgia,
any com-

the blood.

you
race|

pit, dragging a box after
him.

With comparative ease he should-
ered.it over the rim, where Roqueto

bent over it.

“The chest! The gold chest!” the
villain cried. ‘‘Quick! Help me turn
it over!” : gt . y

One' of the men tilted it, and it
dropped’ with a hollow noise on one
of the ! spades. Then they saw that
the bottom of the box was missing.

What had happened was' only too
clear. The - water in the sand had
rotted the wood away, and’ the gold
had dropped out .and sunk in the
sand. £

“ We shall find it if we dig deeper,”
said Roqueto ; and once more they set
to work.

The result was that several pieces
of gold were brought to light. .

Roqueto drew a deep sigh of relief,
and, called his men off.

“You can down tools for to-night,”
he said.  “It's not very wise to show
lights along this beach, in case a pass-
mg ship should mistake them for
signals. ~ We'll begin again in the
moruing.  Watson and Durrell, you
can mount guard over the spot till

.morning.”

The next day the work was re-
sumed, and the spades bit eagerly
into the yielding sand, every glance
straining for the first glimpse of the
coins and jewels which had escaped
from the chests.

At a depth of twenty-five feet,
seven more boxes were discovered,
but the bottoms of each, and some of
the sides, were decayed, yielding the
contents to the merciless sand.

A little lower down, however, a

small gzold cup and more coins were
brought up. Success appeared immi-
nent when the diggers came upon a
vein of quicksand.

Roqueto stared blankly. It was
quite obvious that any weighty sub-
stance, such as gold in large quanti-
ties, meeting with such a treacherous
vein, would continue to sink until it
reached something more solid.
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“ Better enlarge the hole,” Roqueto
said. .
Still the sand continued to slip
away under them and the walls of the
pit to subside. '

“There's nothing for it but to
secure timber and keep the sides up,”
the Spaniard said. ““To get it, we
shall have to raid those whites.”

This, the 'only course now open,
was decided on and prepared for.

Half an hour later a party of six
were on their way to the camp. They
approached from the woods,  and
crouched in shelter on the fringe of
the trees.

*1 must have timber and tools, and
I'm prepared to shoot the ' whole
crowd down to get what I want,”
Rogueto whispered to the man nearest
to him. “Not a bad sort of show
they’ve built themselves, but where
are they!?”

The place certainly appeared. de-
serted. The little living-room, with
the covered veranda looking towards
the sea, was empty. A thin - trail of
blue smoke curled lazily upwards from
the iron  chimney 'pot- above : Pie’s
golley fire. i

Then the silence
sound of light hammeér-blows.

“They’re in that shed, making
boxes,” Roqueto’s' companion: an-
nounced, “Yon stay here, chief,
while 1 reconnoitre.”

He was away only ‘a few minutes,
then returned with his evil face ex-
panded in a leering grin.

“We've got ’em well -inside a
coffin,” he laughed. = ““The ' place
hasn’t a single window to it. Once
shut the door on them, and they’re
as helpless as babies.”

Roqueto  sized the . position up
quickly. He despatched a second man
to the house to search for hammers
and nails,  which were easily found."

Then the whole lot of the_m rushed

was broken by the:

the shed, nailed a big balk of timber
acrogs the ‘door, and so rendered Joe
and  the boys powerless to interfere
with them.

This done, they ransacked the place,
shouldered as much gear as they
wanted, and set out for the beach once
more. ;

At the edge of the olearing Roqueto
looked back. \

“When we've got the money, Dur-
rell, we'll come back and make a
bonfire of that shed,” he leered.
“I'd like to get a bit of my own
back from the old man, for trying to
be funny with me !”

- . -

Joe was at his wit's end to know
what to do to get himself and the boys
out of their prison, when a whoop of
delight burst from Pie.

He was bending down, with one
eye glued to a crack between the
oys. '

“I've got it!” he yelled. *“Here
comes dat young scamp of a hefler-
lant !”

“Weli, what can he do, anyway?”
asked Joe irritably.

“You wait and seeums,” saitl Pie.
“Bunpe! Bunjie!”

As he called, the elephant halted in
the middle of the c{:'arixlg, looked
about him, flapped his long ears, and
then came at a lumbering trot towards
the shack.

“Bunjie, Bunjie, come heah! Dis
black feller wants you!” called Pie.

The note of haste in the boy’s tone
awoke ' responsive * chords in the
animal’s intelligence,

He ran towards the hut, and hit the
door'with a resounding thwack which
made the timbers rattle.

“You see,” said Pieface jubilantly,
poking a lump or two of sugar under
the door. *““When he sees I reward
him, he'l! do it again.”

There was a moment’s pause, during
which Bunjie devoured the sugar,
then Pie called again.

This time the lumbering beast
lowered his head and charged. The
timbers cracked, and two of the logs
dropped at Joe's fect.

. “Good, Bunjie!” shouted Pie, hand-
ing more sugar through the opening,
“Do dat again, and we'll soon be out
ob dis hole. Bunjie! Bunjie!”

. His voice rose in a simulated cry of
terror. The clephant, realising that
his master wanted him, lowered his
head again, and charged terrifically.
. The enormous weight, backed by
the immense impotus, earriod overy

thing before i, The door orashoo
down on dte hingos, and  Buanjie's
TN P TR SRS R N PN PG G PR R

}lmge orm. almost blooked the open- |
ing.

“Free! Free!” shouted Joe, leaping
out. “Now T'll show Roqueto what
I think of him. Come an!”
+ They dashed to the living-quarters,
and emerged carrymg: guns  and
cartridge-belts. © A swift . run  took
them across the end of the island to
the high ground dominating the
beach.

Near the edge, Joe drew up, rais-
ing his hand in warning as a fearsome
scream sent the gulls wheeling in
fright over the reef.

- “Look! They're running for the
boat!” cried Joe, : '

The boys came forward and looked
down. Tour of the six men were
racing down the slope, but every few
yards they stumbled and fell on hands
and knees,

“The quicksand! They’ve started
a quicksund!” said Krank hoarsely.
“And look—there’s Roqueto and
another poor wretch struggling in the

it 1"

i It was true. Swiftly the sides of the
immense hole were caving in, burying
the two treasure seekers, who vainly
tried to extricate themselves.

Nor was this all.' * A wide stretch
of yielding sand was moving at an
ever-increasing pace down the slope
towards the shore.

And in this “the ' four promised
speedily to be engulfed.’ They reached
the boat, however, and pushed her off
must in time, and, still erying wildly,
they pulled out towards the waiting
steamer.

Joe and thé boys hastened down 1o
the path to lend what aid they could
to the trapped men. But they were
too late. By the time they reachead
the beachk, the quicksand had sucked
the unhappy wretches ‘under.

Roqueto, - his companion, and
Latrobe’s treasure were lost to sight
for ever! & : A

{ "THE END,
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" THE COURTFIELD CHAMPION ! §

By HERBERT BRITTON.
(Continued from page 790.) §

was looking quite fresh when he rose
to his feet for the third round.’

Out flashed Solly’s 'eft. Bob ducked
quickly, and his right shot forward,
and landed right beneath the Court-
field junior’s chin.

It was a powerful blow, and it stag-
gered Solly. He was a game fighter,
however, and returned to the fray,
determined to hold his own to the
bitter end.

Bob rushed in quickly, and once,
twice, his young fists crashed iuto
Solly’s face.

The = Courtfield  junior  reeled
slightly, His head buzzed from the
effect of the blows, and for a few
seconds he was all at sea. Had not
the call of “Time!” come at that
moment he would certainly have been
knocked out.

Solly jumped up for the fourth
round, looking somewhat groggy.

He cleverly guarded a thrust at the
head, but a moment later he was sent
staggering Dbackwards from a terrific
right-hander. He remained on his fect,
but next instant his guard was swept
unceremoniously aside, and a blow
from Bob Travers’ left hurled him to
the boards.

At *“seven ” Solly was on his feet
again, but he simply hadn't the
strength to put up a strong resistance.
Bob’s left shot out like a piston-rod,
and landing full between the Court-
field junior’s eyes, sent him to the
boards again.

It was the fatal count this time.
Solly was done to the wide, but never-
theless he was not disgraced.

S Rief

Bob was just making for his corner,
when the cry fell upon his ears. He
looked up quickly, and to his amaze-
ment he saw John Matthews dashing
through the crowd of onlookers.

In front of the boxing promoter was
a very rough-looking fellow, running
as fast as his legs would carry him for
the door of the gvmnasium,

“Hold him, somebody !”
John Matthews.

The next instant several of the
Courtfield juniors joined in the chaso,
and hefore the man could get to the
door he was captured and held dow

The boxing promoter strode up Lo
Lhes mnn

exclaimed

SO dgmuel. . he . ekl
severely. “You've got my watch,
and-——  Ah! Here it is! We must
see about handing you over to the
police !’ ; ;

*“No, no, guv’nor!” said the man
pleadingly. * I swon't ever o ab

again, I won’t really "

“Hallo!” exclaimed Solly Lazarus,
holding on to the ropes of the ring,
and staving at John Matthews’ cap-
tive. ‘I recognithe that fellow’th
voice. By Jove! TIt'th the chap who
robbed me lath night!” .

“What's that?” exclaimed John
Matthews. ‘

Solly Lazarus explained how he had
been attacked the previous evening.

“Great Scott!” ‘exelaimed John
Matthews, passing his hands through
the villain’s pockets. ** Perhaps he’s
got some of the notes left. Hallo!
Here are threc of them.”

Solly Larazus gazed intently at the
numbers of the notes. '

“By Jove,”l he cried at length,
“they’re mine!"

“Good!”  said John Matthews.
“You'd better hold on to them, while
I see this fellow handed over to the
police !”

The boxing promoter ushered the
thief out of the gymnasium, and a few
minutes later the man was in the
hands of the local police.

Solly was very thankful for the re-
covery of three of his stolen notes,
and he did his vtmost to discover the
name of the ““* Well.wisher ? who had
presented him with the five pounds.

He was unsuccessful, however. Bob
never gave away 'his secret. That
night he told John Matthews all about
the affair, and a little later, with the
boxing promoter’s assistance, he re-
covered his gold watch from My,
Lazarus, senior. Bob spent a happy
time with Solly and his chums, and
never did he forget his great hoxing
contest with the Courtfield Cham-
pion !

THE END.
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