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him when he comesg in.” Morny rose

‘ : from the table. ‘“Get gn with your
/:/ ' / / work. I'm leavin' mine for a bit.
I .

Erroll rose too. 4 )
/ \ “71]l come with you,” he said.
v \ “YT'vo nearly finished, anyway.”
i ; / The two chums left the study.
Y Nine o'elock was sounding from the

} j . tower, in muffled strokes. It was the
{0, 1 ’/! At . 7 bed-time for the Second Form at
i / : Rookwood, and the fags were troop-
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! ing off to their dormitory under the
\ charge of a prefect.

. 7
/ /// d Mornington and Erroll looked them
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over as they went; but Mornington
1I. was not among them. Ile had
not come in. .
Jones minimus and Snooks ana
Fisher .and the other fags were ex-
citedly - discussing ’Frbert's absence
as Neville shepherded them off to the
dormitory. ; _
) “Dashed queer,’” said Mornington.
: —— / / o frbart wouldn’t stay out after-bed-
i / ] % time unless he'd bad an accident of

I

N

‘\\\ \‘{?‘1\\‘}‘:‘ NS
D oSS
==

some sort.”’ t
// : “Mornington ! :
‘ It was Lattreyis voice, and Lattry,
f the cad of the Fourth, came up the
gtairs. _
“Well?'" mapped Momangton
it 7 2 ; “Mr. Wiggins wants you in’ s
:‘4 G?’-a NI PR vt 51_‘"] :V_
“All right.”
it/ 07 PN i “Your dear congin &cems bo have
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//'// ) y disappeired,” remarked Lattrey, his
s

Y,

pnarrow, shamp eyes saanning Morn

‘f = {non “Jolly  queer that he ghopld
'..: '/ g Yl 7 ) S - 3 atar oul ko thas Anel 16 seoms tiat
/ ' | B L7 1/ it was vou sont hin down to the

J ,'-"r‘.'ﬂlil .‘w"‘" . et - \ll'l'"‘.u“ “- ) L]

y 7% /4‘__2/‘/’ “Yes, it's quecr.” j
: ;;){:C’ = = ““An  accident, perhaps,”  said
/ Lattrey.
( “ Looks like it."”
O AT o “Not much doubt about it,” said
/ Lattrey coolly.’ “Only an accident
I could keep a fag of the Second ont
71 o) after bed-time.”
- hiee i i/ vl L / “*No need to be alarmed yei,” said
= i : / iy 3 ; Lattrey laughed.
| IR “Te. Mornington alarmed?” he
= : asked, with o sneer. *If young
[} [ = 'Erbert’s had an accident — or
2 = - =F vanished into thin air--it may be a
lfidhe == e e e e b very good thing for his affectionate
pe : e ‘ = cousin.”’

Morny’'s face flushed, and he made
an angry etride towards Lattrey.
“What do you mean, you cad?” he
exclaimed fiercely.
“T mean what I say,” said Lattrey

o ““You are Gentleman Jim, the cracksman, who stole me when | was a child, and | coolly. ~ “If your Cousin Cecil had
NTE a almost broke my father’'s heart,’”’ said Kit Erroll grimly. ‘' You are the man who I never turned up, you wouldn’t have
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tried to train me to be a thief, and used me cruelly when you failed, You are lost the Mornington fortune. If he

i Centleman Jim, and the game is up!” disappeared again, your money would

’ l come back to yvou. You. sent him ont

A 1 L . et e P TP 1T 1T o 0 L U1 e o - - - e oo - of “gates, and he hasn’t come back.
_ ] If he doesn’t come back,” Morning-

fOR "’
Mornington raised his eclenched

, hand. His face was dark with anger.
' Lattrey backed away quickly.

; ‘ **None of that,” he said; between

: | ® hig teeth. ‘It may pay you better

not to quarrel with me, Morny. It

]
; A Magnificent New Long Complete Story, dealing with the Adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co. only needs a few words from me to
s

gpoil your little game.”

at Keohisued, Schme o S T L e e

= T ‘ ' “You silly fool!” he . exclaimed.
5 O BN CON Q TEST. “ Are you dotty enough to think that

i my cousin has been taken away, and

n that I've had a hdnd in it? Are you

. i (13 " b . . . . " lna’CI?"
The 1st Chapter. . “*He seems to lm:‘ve vanished,” said Mornington_ did not resume his Erroll looked rather curiodsly at his “Not quite; but I'm certainly
Missing ! ; {xr?lny $11‘ver. . He wasn't w to wc:fk.r chum. ! dotty enough to think that,” said
calling-over, and he hasu’t shown up What can have become of the Mornington was anxious, he rould | Lattrey quietly. “In fact, T know

“* Been ’]_L‘ybcrt?” ; &7 since. Mr. Wiggins is waxing wroth. | kid, Erroll ?” he asked. “It's long | see that. Morny had never -shown § it !”

Jimmy Silver asked. that C}uest.lgm Somebody says  he went out after | past locking-up. What on earth is'{ much sigu of affection for hie Cousin “You know it?” cjaculated Morn-
as he looked into Mornington’s study { lessons.” ' keeping him out?” Cecil—more familiarly known in the ington A T
at Rookwood. **He went out right enough,” said *1 don’t see that anything can have ' \ : i

. | ¢ Lower School as ‘“’FErbert.” But “Yes; and Erroll 1 'ty to it.
Mornington and Erroll were there, | Mornington. “He went down to | happened to him,” eaid Kit Erroll, !} Morny never was a fellow to wlenr Tha}’s SwhsrI hisE old cr:cﬁsgillfyfrtignlcg
at wark on their prep. - Erroll was | Coombe for me. 1 thought he was | with a shake of the head. *“He will | his heart on his sleeve. He certainly | Gentleman Jim, is hanging about;
wo_rkmg mn rhls usual quiet, steady | back long ago.” ! turn up!” ! ' seemed copcerned now. Rookwood,” said Lattrey, in a low
way, Morny with. many half-sup- “Well, he doesn't seem to.have| ‘“‘But it's close on bed-time for the | = Mornington caught his glance, and } bitter voice. I wondered at frst
pressed yawns. Wark did not seem jcome ip. But I’ll tell Mr. Wiggins | Second,” said Mernington, looking at | colotred slightly. what it meant—now I know.”
‘to agrec with the dandy of the | that he's gone to Coombe.” his watch.  “He’s had lots of time to “He’s a good kid,” he said, half Erroll started violently,
Fourth. ‘ - And the captain of the Fourth left | get back a dozen times over.  He '

. ‘ . 3 ; b apologetjeally. ““Something mav | P he’ P A
“"Fibett 1 Mornington repeated, | Study No. 4 to cacry ‘that informa- | can’t - have come in or he'd: have poiogeyjcally g may have Oh, he’s mad,” said Mornington

] s ) happened to him. I can’t understand | contemptuously. * But m:
}oogl’c,mg uwo, *‘Nos Hasn't he come Lmn to the master of the Second | brought me my new footer. That's | why he should stay out till nearly p i i b T
in , Form. :

what h.e went down to Coombe for.”” njne. It means a thumpin’ lickin’ for ' (Continued on the next page.)
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lie’s not going to talk to me like
that !”

He advanced on the cad of the
Fourth, his eyes gleaming.

“Put up your hands, Lattrey, you
cad 1" 4

“Mr, Wiggins wants vou, Morny,
said Krroll. ;

“He can wait a bit.” i

Lattrey was backing away, his face
savage and bitter. But he had to put
up hig hands, for Mornington was at-
tacking him hotly.

" Hallo! What's the game?”
ashed Jimmy Silver, coming along
the passage as Lattrey went to the
floor with a crash and a yell. *More
trouble in the family "

“He asked for it,” said Morning-
ton.

Lattrey raized himself on his elbow
and gave Mornington a deadly look.
He did not get up.

“Morny, vou hound! T’ll let all
tookwood know !

“Let them all know, vou fool, that
vou're a candidate for an asylum,”
gaid Mornington scornfully. “Do
vou think anybody will listen to vou,
unless he's as potty as vou are?”

“What the dickens--—" began
Jimmy Silver in amazement.

“Lattrey's got an ‘idea that I've

had my cousin  kidnapped,” said
Mornington. ** What do you think of
that?”

“Well, of all the howling
idiots-——-""

“That's what he's going to tell all
Rookwood I grinned Mornington.

*“He's welcome to.
. ﬁq“‘“r1v“' -x _‘_“’ttﬁn--',.'?.
b et up, Tantivey ?
forgour o, '

Lattwey veplied only with a glare,
and Mornington, laughing, turned to
the walvs, He tapped at the coor of
My, Wiggins' study a minute or two
later, Mo found the master of the
Hoecond Iru‘\l\ing worried. !

“Ah, it is you, Momington !" said
Mr. Wigging. “It seems that you
gent your cougin down to the village.”

“Ves, sv. soon after lessons”

“ Where did you send him?”

“Te Potter's, sir, for my
footer.” L

“Naowhere else?”

“No, &ir.”

“lt is extraordinary that he should
not  have returned’”’ said Mr.
Wiggine, “ Do you know whether it
was Mornington 17.’s intention to go
anvwvhero elsé ag well?”

“I'm sure not, sir. He just went
down to the village to obI'i e me,"

Are you going
S T j;%n'
F've ot another

new

saicd the Fourth Former. 1 can’t
understand why he hasn’t come
back.”

“Very wel, Momington. You
may go.”

Morny left the study, and Mr.
Wiggins, with a perplexed counten-
ance, proceeded to the Head to
acquaint him with the matter. Morn-
ington  rejoined Frroll and Jimmy
Silver.

“I'm goin’ to look for my cousin,”
he said. *““‘You comin’ 7"

““(ates are closed,” eaid Jimmy
Silver.

“The porter's a good-natured chap.
I dare ¢ay he'll see us through,” said
Marnington. ‘' Let’s try, anyway.
It's half an hour till dorm.”

“May as well” said Erroll

Jimmy Silver nodded assent. He
was growing anxious, too, about little

'Krbert..  Jimmy's  chums—TLovell
and - Raby and Newcome—joined

them as they went out into the dusky
quad, and the party made their way
to the porter's lodge.

Lattrey of the Fourth, with a hand-
kerchief to his nose, watched them
over the banisters as they left the
house. There was a bitter sneer on
Lattrey’'s face.

‘Amazing as his accusation against
Mornington was, there was no doubt
that Lattrey of the Fourth behieved
it, and that he had not the slighteat
expectation of ’Hrbert’s return to
Rookwood.

e

The 2nd Chapter.
No S8ign.

Jimmy Silver knocked at the door
of the porter’s lodge.

It was opened by John Brown, the
new porter, who had taken old
Mack’s place at the echool.

HE INPOSTOR'S DOWNFALL
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(Continued from the previous page.)

The quict, suave porter looked sur.
prised at the sight of the half-dozen
Juniors outside Eis door.

His glance rested for a moment
upon Kit KErroll, but only for a
moment. He looked inquiringly at
Jimmy Silver,

“ Have you seen anvthing of Morn-
ington I1., Brown?”’ asked Jimmy.

*1 aaw him go out, sir,” snid the
new parter. ** About five o'clock, T
think.”

““And he hasn't come in?”

“*Naot by this gate, sir.”

“It's jolly queer.” said Jimmgy.
“Look  here, Brown, we're afraid
some accident has happened to him,
and we want to go out and look for
him.  Open the gates, like a good
chap. We'll be in befors bedtime.”

The porter hesitated, ;

“Does Mr. Bootles authorise-——"
he began.

* Abem !
Mr. Bootles.
you know.”

John Brown shook his head.

“1I'm afraid T can’t open the gates

We haven't bethered
We just want to go,

without instructions, #r, at this
hour.” fi ‘

“Oh, be a sport, mou know!”
urged Mornington..  ** Something’s
happened to my cousin. He may

have been run gver, or something.”

*1 hope not, sir.”

“Well, let us out.”

“I'm afraid it can’t be dene, sir.
If Mr. Bootles gives permission—-"

“Oh, rats!” said Mernington
croasly. '
T'm sorry, eir;  but duty, you
know-—-"

* All serene !” said Erroll.
on, you fellows!”

The juniors moved away, and John
_.'f'\.f:l]"...‘.,
daar, ul they
did not roturn to the schoolhouse,

“This way!" said Mornington.
And he led the wav to the school
wall where it was shadowed by the
big beeches. -

* Breaking bounds?” said Lovell,
with a whistle,

HYou needn’t come if you don't
want to. I'm goin' to look {for
'Erbert.”

“Oh, we'll come!” said Jimmy
Silver.

The juniors agreed on that. They

“Come

| ¢limbed the school wall and dropped

into the road, and followed the road
towards Coombe.

“We've got time to get to the vil-
lage an’ back before we have to turn
up m_the derm,” said Mornington.
“We'll ask whether he ghowed up at
Potter’s. Put it on.”

And the juniors Broke into a run,
quickly covering the distance to the
village. The shops in Coombe were
all closed at that hour, but when
they reached Potter's, Mornington
rang a loud peal at the hell at the
side door.

The door was opened by Mr. Pot-
ter, the outfitter, himself.

“(rood-evenin’, Mr. Potter!” said
Morp,ingtou. “ Borry to disturb you

“ Master Mornington ! exclaimed
Mr. Potter in surprise. %
“Yes. I sent my Cousin Cecil here

for my new footer this afternoon,”

said Morington. ““He haesi’t come
back. Did hé come here?”

# Yes, sir.
ball I said the outfitter.
a long time ago—soon after five
0’(,Imck-7,

“An’ he started back for Rook-
wood 7' :

“1 suppose so, sir ! said the aston-
whed outfitter. “He certainly left
here with the football, and went
down the street towards the lane.”

“Thank you, Mr. Potter!”

The juniors left the shop and ‘the
door wae closed. They stood in the
street in a puzzled group.

“Well, that beats it !” said Raby.
“Tf he started walking hack to Rook-
wood, why didn't he get there?”

“Can’t have sunk into the earth

or risen into the air,” remarked New.

come. “It's a giddy mystery.”
Jimmy Silver was silent, his eyes
resting strangely on. Mornington’s

clouded face.

He had laughed at Lattrey’s wild
accusation agamet the dandy of the
Fourth, but it came back into his
mind now. ‘

It was absurd—impossible!  Yet

"Erbert’s strange history was well
known, It had seenied like the very

ut dhesr

I gave him the foot-
“That was |

irony of Iéza{e, that the poor little

waif whom Mornington had rescued
from want should turn out to be hie
missing cousin, heir to the great
Mornington fortune and estates.

Mornington had taken it very badly
at first, as was not surprising. It
was no light thing to fall from his
high estate % become a mere no-
body, instead of the wealthiest fellow
at Rookwood.

But he had come round.

It wag Mornington himself who
had announced 'Erbert’s veal iden-
tity, and he had been consistently
kind and friendly with the waif of
Rookwood ever eince,

Was it possible that the dandy of
the Fourth, irked by poverty and
dependence on his uncle, had entered
mto some mad scheme for regaining
all that he had lost?

Such a desperate game would be in
keeping with Mornington's reckless
character, in’a way.

Jimmy Silver could not drive the
thought from hiz mind. For where
wae "Frbert? Kven if he had been
run over by a motor.car in the lane,
the news would have been made
known at the echool long ago.

* Penny for "em!”

Mornington's sarcastic voice broke
upon Jimmy's grim reflections.

The captain of the Fourth started
and fushed.

“I--I was thinking——"" he stam-
mered.

“Yes, an’ I know what you were
thinkin' !’ said Mornington, with a
curl of the lip. “By gad! You
were thinkin’ that I know somethin’
about 'Yrbert’s vanishing like this!”

Jimmy's face was crimson.

“1 eouldn’t help remembering what
Lattrey said, Morny. But I don’t
think so! 1 can’t think so!”

“Thanks, awfully! T dare say all
Rookwaad will be thinkin’ go to-mor.
row if 'Hrbert doesn’t turn up.” -

“He must turn up !”’ said Lovell.

“ Let’s call at the police-station, and
agk if there’s any news of an acci-
dent,” said Erroll quietly.

“Yee, that's a good idea !”

To the little village police-station
they proceeded accordingly. .04
Boggs was ‘there, and from him they

PETNTTTE——

y.:;a;m—:mmww Waw, thavs

e been no accicddant 1 the neigh.
bourhood of Coombe that day.

There was nothing more to be done
in, the village, ‘and they turned their
steps in the direction of Rookwood.

“We've time to get in if we buck
up !’ remarked Raby. _

“T'm not buckin’ up,” said Mo
ington coolly. *The moon's comin’
up now, and we can look for 'Erbert
along the road. I'm goin’ to, any-
way.'? 4

“We'll chance it ! said Jimmy.

And instead of hastening back to
the school the juniers proceeded
glowly along the road, scanning the
fields behind the hedges, in some
vain hope of seeing traces of the miss-
ing fag.

What had happened to him was a
complete mystery, but it was evident
that something had happened.

The moon was high now, shining
through the drifting clouds, and they
had plenty of light for the search.

But all the way back to Reckwood
there was no trace of the fag.

If any attack had been made upon
him therse he might have dropped
Morny's foothall, or perhaps his cap,
or something else, and the juniors
had hoped to find some such clue.
But there was nothing to be found,
and they arrived at the gates of the

school  disappointed, alarmed, and
tived.
“ May as well ring up Brown,” said

Mornington. *‘It’s nearly ten now,
and we ve been missed.”’

Mornington clanged the bell, and
the porter came down to open the
gates. He stared at the juniors
through the bars.

“We've heen lookin’ my
cousin,” said Mornington. . We
haven't found him. Let us in, and
don’t stand starin’, man !”

“(ertainly, sir! T shall have to

for

| report this!” said Brown.

“ Report, and be dashed !”

The porter opened the gates, and
the juniors tramped in and went into
the schoolhouse.  Bulkeley of the
Sixth met thom as they came in, with
a wrathful brow.

“QOh, here you are, you young ras-
cals! Report yourselves to Mr.
Bootles at once !” A

“Right-ho, Bulkeley!” said Jimmy
Silver.  Anything heard of 'Erbert
yet 7"’

“Nothin%” :
“We've been out to look for him,
you know ! said Lovell.

“Like your cheek! Go in to Mr.

Bootles.” \
Jimmy Silver & Co. presented
themselves in  the Fourth-Form

master’s study. Mr, Bootles picked

up his cane.

“You have been out of bounds at
bed-time !”” he exclaimed sternly.

“We went to look for my cousin,
sir,” said Mornington. “We were
anxious about him.”

“You should not have done so
without permission,” said the Form-
master. *‘ However, have you learned
anyvthing of him?®"” '

**No, sir. He fetched my footer
away from Potter’s, and started for
Rookwood, and seems to hayo
vanished. We hunted all along the
road, but there wasn’t a sign of him.”

“It is  extraordinary !” My,
Bootles laid down his cane. “ You
may go to your dormmtory. 1 excuse
you,- but do not let this:  happen
again.” ’

And the juniors, glad enough to be
excused instead of caned, repaired to
the dormitory of the Classical T'ourti,

The 3rd Chapter.
Lattrey’s Qame !
Rookwood Schoeol was in a buzz of
excitement the next morning.
Erbert had not returned, and he
had not been found.
He had disappeared--vanighed as

,completely as if the earth had opened

and swallowed him up.

That there had been foul play of
some kind was a certainty now,

Unless the fag had deliberately run
away from echool, there was no other
way of accounting for his disappear.
ance,

And 1t was ineredible that he hacl
gone of his own accord, without a

| word of explanation. Therc was no

motive,

He was happy at Rookwood; lie
was hot in trouble of any kind. He
had not taken any of his belongings
with him, not even a coat.

He had eimply walked down to

Coombe to fetch a football from the
shop there, and he had started back
to school with the football. And then
he had vanished.
It was the clearest possible case of
kidnapping, and Dr, Chisholm teook
that view. 'There was no other to
take. The police had boen cpmmuni-
cated with, and a eearch was goinys
on over the countryside. That was 211
that could be done, ‘ _
iy Af*ﬁi morning _1@55011279_ crowd of
ﬂtmcwum‘ Follasws Yol The e
scour the countryside in the hopa of
finding somae trace of poor 'Frbert,

Jones minimus, who was looking
very lugubrioug, led out quite an army
of the Second Form to juin in the
hunt, The Fistical Four went with
a ¢rowd of the Fourth, Tommy Dodd
& Co., of the Modern side, joining
in with great zest.

? But they came in tired and dusty
or dinner without having made any
discovery.

Lattrey was lounging on the steps
when a erowd of the Fourth came in
fatigued and disappointed. Ho eyed
them curiously.

* Found anything ?" he asked.

“Nothing ! ead Jimmy Silver
curtly.

“Mornv’s been exerting himself, I
suppose 7" smiled Lattrey.

. .'l"S-“ A

“lrcod old Morny !
feelin’ this deeply.”

“He 1s!” saad | Jimmy
“And

Heé must be

Silver
sternly. if 'you dare to
hint-—"" ;

Jimmy Silver had driven from his
own mind the dark suspicion which
had for a moment found lodging
there.

“I'm not hinting anything,” said
Lattrey coolly, “Of course poor old
Morny is feelin’ it. I'm simply feel-
ing sympathetic,”

Jimmy Silver gave him a look of
contempt and passed in.

After dinner Erroll followed ILat-
trey to bis study, whither Lattrey had
retired to smoke a cigarette—one of
his delightful customs. He was
smiliog in his feline way, through the
haze of smoke, when ]f]rrcll knocked
at the door and came in. ‘

[rroll cloged the door behind him,
and faced Lattrey, who did not move.

“1 want a féw words with you,”
Lattrey,” he said quietly.

“(o dahead.”

“You spoke to Morny yesterday,
hinting that he bhad something to do
with his cousin’s disappearance?’

“T talked a bit too freely,” said
Lattrey, with a smile. “I never in-

 tended to shout it out. If Morny had

not been go handy with his fists—-—-"

“You haven't said so since,” said
Erroll, !

“T never meant to. It was Morny
repeated what I said to Jimmy Silver.
That was his wa% of brazening it out,
I suppose—a ad move, in my
opinion,” eaid Lattrey calmly. ““No
need for anybody te know a word
about it excepting ourselves.”

“Qurselves |” said Hrroll, with a
stare.

“ Wxaetly—us three !”

“What on earth do you mean?’’

“I fancy you Lknow well enough
what T mean,” sneered Lattrey. ‘At

e 9 &
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_never suspected it till now,

tered thickly.

g

Eresent only Morny and you and T
now the facts.” gy &
. “Do you mean fo say vou belicve
what you accused Mornington of,
then 7 4 i
*Of course!” g
“And if what you've just said
means anything, it means that you
think am a party to itl” said.
Erroll, in angry amazeniend. ‘
*“Quite so.” )
"Are vou mad, Lattrey?” ex-
claimed Feroll, really donbtimg for a
mowment whether the bLlackguard of
the Fourth was quite in his senses.

Lattrey smiled, and blew out a‘.

whiff of smoke. . i

" You really think that "Erbert has,
been kidnapped through Mornington,
and that 1 was a party to tle
scheme 77 : :

“1 don't think it, T know 1"

Frroll looked at him blankly, The
cad of the Fourth spoke with an air
of absolute certainty. It was cleat.
that there was mo doubt in Lattrey’s
mind, at least. i

“T think vou are out of $our senses,
Lattrey," said Erroll at last. 1 warn
you not to repeat a statement like that
in public.  You will be called to
account, for 16"

“T'monot afraid of' being called to.
account,” grinned Lattrer, “But I
don’t utend to make it public. That
0t omy game,”’

Ve gi'u.tue (s

“Yes, ['vo got an axe t6 grind as
well a3 you.” i '

Frroll was silent for somé moments.
The cad of the Fourth watched his’
perplexed face with a mocking smile.

Kvidently Lattrey believed that
Frroll was playing a part 11 affecting
ignorance, though why that convic-
tion should have been rooted in his'
mind was a mystery to Kit frroll.

* Anything else to say?? sawned
Lattrey. = 4

“Yes.” said Frroll quietly.
won't digcuss your silly suspicions,
Lattrey. But yesterday, when wou
scomsed Mornington, jou mentioned
Gentloman Jine,”

““Quite, s0.” "

“You said he was langing about
Rookwood.”” ‘

sk \V’c‘ll ';,lf,

“That's what T've got to speak to
you abont,”’ said Frrdl. “1 don't

the man, e wan o scoundeel, and
he wronged me s hoe stole me from my
fathor 1 my childhood, and tried to
make a thief of me. Ho never sue
coeded, but that was his intention, |
knew some time ago that he had
escaped from prison, and I had reason
to believe that he had joined the
Army and gone out to Flanders.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”: of

“T will tell you this mueh,” said
BErroll steadily. I had a telephone-
call last week from that man, and he
told me he had joined up, and was
{1'; a draft for the Front. -k believed
im. i,

“Good ! smiled Lattrey. ,

“Now you say he is hanging about
Rookwood. If he deceived-me, if ho'
really is in this neighbonrheod, 1 shall
denounce him to the peolice'if I find
him.”’ - |

e ha 1

“You don't<believe that?? -

* Dd you expect me to believe it 2"
smiled Lattrey.

“ I suppose an habitual liar believes
very little [ said Erroll scornfully.
“You can believe or not, as youw
choose. But if Gentleman Jim is
really in this district, he must have
telephoned to me to deceive me, so as
to put me off my guard. It would
be hike one of his tricks, though L
Now that
I think of it, it seems quite likely
enough. T want to know, Lattrey,
what yon know about the man? If
vou know anything of him, it is your
duty to inform the police.” u

“Pile it on!” said Lattray.

“What do you mean?”

“I'll tell you what T mean,” .said
Lattrey deliberately. ‘ You can spin
a varn of being a noble youth who
resisted evil if you like, but my be-
lief is that when wou belonged to
Gentleman Jim's gang . yoyu were
cxactly like the rest. 1 believe tlha,t
yvou and Gentleman Jim- were birds
of a feather; in fact, L know you
were. You may or may not be the
son of Captain Erroll, but at least
you were hand-in-glove with that
cracksman, and you are hand-in-glove
with him still.” L

Tirroll's face was white.

“You dare to say so?” he mut-

“You know it is the truth,” said
Lattrey calmly. “When I found that
Gentleman Jim was haxmng about
{mre I knew it must be with your c;;j
usion. ' I wondered what he wanted
here.  Another attempt to rob the
school was what I suspected. But as

soon as 'Krbert disappeared I knew

what the real game was.

““ Mornington wants lis fortune

back, and you're helping him, and
you called in your old ctacksman pal

/
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to work the oracle, That’s the game.
*Erbert’s vanished, and he won't turn
up again. Ile’s gone for good.
Sooner or-later, Morny steps into his
shoes—into- his old place again. Then
he makes it Worth your while to have
helped him, and worth Gentleman
Jim’s while. And”—Lattrey spoke
with bitter emphasis—‘he’s also
i_;mng to make it worth my while to
10ld my tengue, though he hasn’t
calculated on that.”

il Erroll listened without interrup-
(ion.

That the cad of the Fourth believed
every word he uttered was only too
clear. Upon his belief was based his
own rascally plan of sharing in the
plunder.

~For the missing fag’s fate he cared
nothing. :

He was willing to stand by and see

the - supposed plot come to success,
then to step in and claim a heavy
share of the profit as the price of his
silence.
The baseness of the fellow, grinning
at him through the cigarctte-smoke,
almost dazed FErroll. He could only
staro at him.

*“So that’s the programme,” said
Lattrey, with a light laugh. “Go
ahead with it, but count on me for a
share—a big share—when it comes to
dividing the swag.”

IIe threw away the stump of the
cigarctio.

“Well, what have you got to say
now? I know the whole game from
start to finish, and at present I'm
only a logker-on. Keep it up, and
keep on huynting for ’Erbert. Nothing
Iike keepin’ up appearances. And as
soon as you come to handle the loot,
count on me to chip in. That's where
I come 1, my friend.”

Erroll was about to speak, when the
door was thrown open, and Morning-
ton looked in.

Morny’s: face was blazing with ex-
citement. '

“Erroll,” you're here? I've been
hunting for you. Come, quick!”

Without a word or a lock to Lat-

trey, Mornington grasped his chum | B

by the arm, and fairly dragged him
from the study.

Lattrey grinned, and lighted
another cigarette.  Matters were
going very well with the cad of the
IFotirth from his own peculiar point of
view,

Thoe 4th Chaptor.
The Tomptation.

Mornington had gona onb into tho

quadreanglo by himsolt alber dinnor,
saglad . s M) sumad daes Pladdessst s

while Kit. Erroll went to Lattrey’s
study. The dandy of the Fourth was
in a gloomy and dispirited mood.

The disappearance of his cousin
weighed upon his mind.

-1t had hardly occurred to him
before to reflect whether he cared for
little 'Erbert or not. He had had a
kindly regard for him when he had
rescued him from want and brought
him to Raokwood.

He had been amused, and a little
tonched, by the fag's loyal and un-
shaken devotion to him.

For a short time, when Erbert, all
unwillingly, had supplanted him as
head of the Morningtons, he had
hated the fag, but that bitterness had
soon passed.

Now, when ’'Erbert was gone, it
was borne in upon Morny's mind that
he did emve for his young cousin.
Blood wasithicker than water.

Though *Erbert’s disappearance, if
it was for ever, meant wealth and
position for him, there was no con-
solation in that thought. His heart
was heavy with anxiety for the one-

time waif of Rookwood.
Adversity had ‘dene much to
gtrengthen  Mornington’s  character,

and to bring out the nobler traits in
it, and at bottom his character was a
noble one. {

Now, as’he pondercd, his heart was
heavier than he had ever known it
before even at the time when ruin
had first stared him in the face.

Now he ‘kunew that not all the
wealth of Mornington could compen-
sate him if misfortunc had fallen upon
the waif of Rookwood.

Where was ’Trbert ?

It seemed clear that he had been
kidhapped, but & miserable doubt was
gnawing at Morny’s heart.

He knew' how willingly the loyal
little fag- would have handed back to
him the fortune he had reluctantly
taken, and he wondered whether it
was possible that *¥Krbert had deliber-
ately made a sacrifice of it all, and
gone on his own accord in order that
Valentine might regain what ’Erbert
still persisted in regarding as his
rights.

- Mornington was thinking of it with
a moody brow under the beeches,
when he saw the new porter come up
to him, touching his hat.
“ Excuse me, ' sir!”

! 158 said John
Brown, in his suave tones, .

the gate,” said John Brown.

. “What is it?” asked Mornington
uritably.

“ A letter for you, sir.”

¢ Oh, thanks!”

Mornington took the letter. There
was no superscription on the enve-
lope. ,

“How did this came?” he asked, in
surprise.

“ A gentleman handed it me, sir, at
' “He
said 1t was for Master Mornington of
the Fourth Form. That's you, sir.
He said there was no answer, sir.”

“Very well, Brown,”

. The porter retired, his eyes linger-
ing for a moment upon the Fourth
Former, with” a peculiar expression
that Morny "did not notice.

Somewhat puzzled, Mornington slit
the letter, and opened it. He won-
dered if it was a communication from
his old sporting acquaintances at the
Bird-in.Hand, whom he had not seen
for a long time now.

But as his eyes fell upon the missive
he started, an expression of blank
amazement coming over his face.

For the letter, in an unknown hand,
Tan : AL

* Master Mornington,—Your cousin
is in safe hands. %t depends on you
whether he returns to the school.

“The beggar whom you befriended
robbed you of a fortune. That for-
tune is yours again if you choose to
say the word.

“Say the word, and Cecil Morning-
ton vanishes for ever. Ile will not be

‘\“\ '\"“\ Wy
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Head of the Morningtons once
more, wealthy, respected, sought
after, instead of dependent upon an
uncle, exposed to the sneers of grudg-
Ing cousins.

This scoundrel who had done this—
had he misjudged him, after all?
Was Mornington capable of profiting
by hig eritne and paying blackmail to
keep his cousin out of the way ?

s He was wavering.

It meant so much to him. Wealth
had been his as of natural right. He
was born to gracce a high position, and
was wealth fo  poor little
"Erbert? He would nevér have found
his fortune if Mornington had not
rescued him from beggary and rags in
the first place.

Was it so terrible, after all, that
'"Erbert should go back to a lot more
happy than had been his when Morn-
ington first found him ?

Mornington drew a deep, sobbing
breath. Ie pressed his hand to his
burning forehead. He felt giddy.
What was he thinking of? Were his
senses leaving him? Was he capable
of this, as once, he felt; with a
shudder, he had been capable?

Who was it, then, who knew him so
well ?

“Good heavens!” muttered Morn-
ington. * Good heavens!”

he dark temptation was struggling
in his wayward breast. The loyai:,
patient face of the little fag came
hefore his mind. and he shivered. Was
he capable of this?

“Kit!” bhe called out, forgetting

“a oword !

believe that but for you I should have

.

“In Heaven’s name, Morny, what
has happened?” exclaimed Erroll.

“You've got to save me!” said
Mornington. *You've got to watch
me, and .see that I—I—-" He
panted. ‘“Oh, by gad, you've got to
seg me through, Erroll, or 1 may do
it yet !’

“Morny, what—"

“You've never quite known the
fellow you chummed with, *Erroll,”
said Mornington. . ‘‘By gad, I've
never guite -known myself till now!
This very minute, old chap, I've been
as near dipping into crime asg a fellow
often gets without going over the
edge! He knows me well! Whoever
he is, he knows me!” He laughed

bitterly. ““ Yes, he knows me, better

than you dol!”
“Who does? Morny, what are you

driving at, in Heaven’s ngme?” ex-
claimed Erroll, aghast. 4
“He stepped into my shoes,” said

Mornington. “ Why shouldn’t T step
into his? Only a word needed—anly
As I stand here, Erroll, 1

spoken the 'word! Read that; you'll
understand.”

He flung the letter on the table.

Kit Hrroll picked it up apd read.
His face grew blacker as he read.

“0Oh, the scoundrel!” he said, be-
tween his teeth. *He dares to think
that you'd’join in the scheme for kid-
napping your cousin!”

Mornington laughed harshly.

“He knows me,” he said. ‘It was
hard to give it all up, Erroll I
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““We've been [ookin’ for my cousin,’”’ said Mornington, as the porter came down to open the gates.

t We haven’t found him.

hurt.
and better off than he was when vou
picked him up starving on the road.
“¥You will be called upon to pay
handsomely for his keep.
stand ? He will not suffer.
be rich again.
“A FRIEND 1IN NEED.”

You will

Mornington stared blankly at the

etter.

For a minute or two it seemed to
him that he was dreaming.

He had wondered whether 'Erbert

- had disappeared of his own accord,
because 1t seemed impossible to find
a motive for a kidnapping.

Here was the motive.

'Erbert had been removed from his
path, and the villain who bhad kid-
napped him evidently supposed that
he was base enough to connive in the
crime for the sake of the fortune that
was at stake.

The hot blood surged into Morning-
ton’s face, and his hand clenched con-
vulsively on the letter, crumpling it
in his fingers.

Who was it that held this opinion of
him, then? _

But that mood passed.

A strange, almost terrible, expres-
sion came over the schoolboy’s face.
He thrust the letter into his pocket,
and gave a hurried look round—a look
that was almost furtive.

He had not done this. He had had
no hand in it. But it was done, and

if he chose he could reap the profit.

He will be well taken care of,

You under-

that his chum was not near him.

“Kiat!"

Instinetively he turned to his com-
rade at that moment; but Erroll was
not there. He made a stride towards
the Schoo! House, and stopped.

Then, thrusting the maddening
temptation behind him, as it were, he
dashed towards the house. He

caught Jimmy Silver by the arm in
the doorway.

. “Where's Kit? = Have you seen
Erroll?”
“I think I saw him go into

Lattrey’s study,” said Jimmy, with
an amazed glance at Mornington’s
face, which was almost ghastly.
“What’s happened? What——""

He broke off in utter astonishment
as Mornington ran past him up the
stairs.

The 5th Chapter.
Lattrey Speaks.

“Come! Come, quick!”

Erroll, in astonishment, allowed
Mornington to drag him from the
study. . Morny’s _wild excitement
alarmed him.

“What is it, Morny ?”

“Come with me!”

Mornington dragged him into his

own study. The perspiration was
thick on the brow of the dandy of the
Fourth, Kit Erroll had never seen
him labouring under such deep emo-
tion, )

Let us in, and don’'t stand starin’, man!?»

haven’t whined over it, but I've felt
it—deep ! Oh, he knows me! EKrroll,
T'll tell you something. When I first
knew 1it, that ’'Erbert was my lost
cousin, and heir to the fortune I
believed mine, I-—-I—" His voice
sank. ‘I went to Joey Hook, Erroll
~—you know that rascal--and—and
asked him——"’

“ What did you ask him, Morny ?”"

said Erroll quietly.

“1 was out of my senses, I think,”
said Mornington, in a whisper. *‘I1—
I asked him to—to see that 'Erbert
left Rookwood, and—and did not
return. I was mad at the time,
Erroll. =~ Whoever has written this
letter to me knows that. He’s some
man who knows Hook, and has got it
from him. And—and when 1 read
this letter, Krroll, it came over me--
all T'd lost, and only a word needed
to make it all mine again, and—
and—-"

His voice died huskily.

“You couldn’t have
Moirny.”

“T was near it,” muttered’ Morn-
ington. “But for*you, Erroll. I-—I
came to you at once. I came to you
to save me from it!”’

done it,

“Morny,” said Erroll softly, *“old |

chap, I know you better than you
know vourself. You couldn’* have
done 1t. But this villain, whoever
he 1is, thinks you could.  Oh,
scoundrel 1’

“Yes, he’s a scoundrel, and no mis-
take!” said Mornington, meore
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.kidnapped for a ransom.
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calmly. *“ He knows the whole story,
you can see, and he counts upon my
being like what I was when I went to
Joey Hook. I-—I1 wasn't myself then,
but a scoundrel like . thiss ‘man
wouldn’t understand that. He thinks
I meant it—that I'd be glad of the
chance. Some of the fellows have
been wondering whether ‘Erbert - was
It’s I that
have got to pay the ransom-—to.keep
him away from Rookwood!"

~ Erroll compressed his lips.

‘“‘He shall suffer for it!” he said.

“But who's the man, Kit? This
letter ought to help us find him, and’
find poor old 'Erbert, since I’'m not
acceptin’ his offer,” added Mgrning-
ton, with a:sardonig laugh.,

“T think.I know who the man is,
Morny.”*

‘“You-know?”

“Yes. Gentleman Jim.”

“By gad! That rascal! But he's
in_Franoce,”’said Marnington. *You
told me so yourself. He joined up.”

‘e told me on the telephone tﬁai
he had joined up, to deceive me,”
said Krroll, with a darkening brow.
“I1t put me off my guard. = After
that, I never thought of looking for
him near Rookwood. ‘That was his
game, of course.”

“ But how do you know?’

“Lattrey has seen him.”

“By gad! Near Rookwood?"

“¥Yes.” Erroll set his lips. ‘‘ Listen
to me, Morny. I've got something
to tell you of Lattrey.”

Eroll proceeded to explain, in
quiet tones, what lad passed in
Lattrey’s study. Mornington clenched
his hands till the nails dug into his
palms.

*“The rascall’”’ he muttered. *‘ He
dares to think——"

“He has seen (Gentleman Jim,”
said Erroll.  “Fe believes every word
he siid to me. He believes .that
Gentleman Jim is here with my con-
nivance, and that you and I and that
gcoundrel are in the plot together.
He 15 going to hod that over our
heads, Morny—as he thinks.”?

Mornington laughed softly.

“By gad! The ecunning fool!
We’ll take this letter to the Hear,
Brroll, and take Lattrey, too. If he

knows where Gentleman Jim is,«he
can tell the Head.”

“He an tell us,” sid Erroll
“Non interrupted me before 1 could

finigh with him. I'm glad you did,
as it turns out.  Where did you goet
thig letter, Morny-by post 1™
“No. Brown brought it to ymn,"
“Mha portor ! axolimed ol
oM. Momeche gave i to him ab
Lhe gato [oe we, '’

CThe wew poeter 1" sadd Bewll,

“The new porter!” said Erroll, a
strange look upon his face. ‘It came
through him. Morny, there has been
talk among the fellows about Brown.
Tubby Muffin claims to have seen
him at the Bird:in-Hand—1I’ve heard
Higgs say the same—and that he was
-talking with Joey Haeok. The man
who wrote this' letter seems to have
had information from Joey Hook.”

‘By gad! - You don’t mean-——

“Come with me, to see Lattrey,”
sald Iirroll 'abruptly. . *‘ Lattrey’s got

1

to tell what ke knows. ' Tll call
Jimmy Silver, too.”
“Good egg! By gad, FErroll,

through this we may be able to find
"Erbert!” '

“We shall find him.”

The chums left the study, and
Erroll called over the banisters to
Jimmy Silver, who was chatting. with
his chums in the hall below. .

“Hallo! Anything on?” asked
Lovell, looking up. ;

“Yes; you're wanted.”

HOh, all right!”

The Fistical Four, somewhat

puzzled, came up the stairs, To their
surprise, Iirroll led them to Lattrey’s
study.

“What's the game?” demanded
Raby. “We don’t want to see
Lattrey. We're not looking for an

after-dinner smoke.”

“(Come in with me,” said Erroll.

He threw open the door. by

Lattrey rose to his feet as they
came in. There was a cigarette be-
tween his thin lips, and he kept it
there.

He regarded the juniors with a cool
sneer.

“Haven't vou come to the wrong
study?” he inquired. “I don’t re-
member askin’ you in here.”

“Come in, you fellows!”

Jimmy Silver & Co., greatly won-
dering, came in, with Erroll and
Mornington, and Erroll closed the
door.

“Would you mind telling us what
all this means, somebody??’ inquired
Jimmy Silver politely.

“T’1l tell you,” said Erroll quietly.’
“Show them that letter, Marny.”

“Great pip!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver, ag he read the letter. “1Is this
a joke?”

“It -is not a joke! ' ‘That letter,
I firmly believe, was written by
Gentleman Jim, the cracksman, and
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Gentleman
Lattrey can tell us where he is.
{4 Tk - et

“Tattrey does ?* yelled Lovell.

“He said so,”

“Are you mad?” muttered Lattrey
hoapsely. “You fool! What's your
game 9% J

“Our game,” said FErroll con-

temptuously, “ig to find 'Erbert, and
bring him back to Rookwood.”

“What?”

“ Listen, you fellows,” said Erroll,
in deep, steady tones. “ Lattrey has
found that Gentleman Jim is hang-
ing about Rookwood School. He be-
lieves that I was a party to his being
here. That Morny, and I, and the
cracksman, were all together in a plot
to kidnap 'Erbert. Lattrey is willing
to keep silence, and let it go on, if
we allow him to ebare the plunder.”

“My hat!” _

Lattrey was white to the lips now.
' ““As it happens,” went on Erroll
icily, ““he was mistaken.  Through
judging others by his own standard, 1
suppose. L believed that Gentleman
Jim was in Flanders. Neither Morny
nor I, of course, knew anything of
‘Brbert's disappearance. Lattrey’s
evil mind hatched the whole plot.
But from what he said, and from this
letter, it is pretty clear to mp that
(entleman Jim 1s the kidnapper-—and
when we find him, we find ’'Erbert,
Fattrey is going to tell us where to
find him.” .

“By gad!” said Lovell, with a deep
breath. “That rotfer ought to be

Th W EE FREEERY  § WRTTTE W R
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leire to the Head."

Lattroy stood breathing with diffi-
[ “lll\,“.

[iven hia eynical and evil mind had
fo ndmit the truth now--that, 1 the
dopth of his own baseness, he had
misjudged Krroll, and misjudged
Mornington.

The card-castle he had built was
tumbling down about his ears now,
with o vengeance. The plot he had
belioved he had discovered had
existed oply in his own evil imagina-
t1on.

The scorn and disgusj in the faces
vound him stung even the thick-
skinned ead of the Fourth.

And the sepse of his own danger:

made him almost giddy. For he knew
that (rentleman Jim was lurking ab
Rookwood, and he had not denounced
him. .

e had kept the knowledge secret,
hoping to turn it to his own profit;
to use it somehow to Erroll’s detri-
ment, firmly believing that Erroll was
an accomphee of the crackeman. And
how was he to explain to the Head
why he had not denounced the man?

He could not tell Dr. Chisholm that
he had waited for the cracksman -to
commit a robbery at the school, in
order to denounce ¥rroll az an
accomplice.

For that was why he had been
eilent, till the kidnapping of 'Erbert
gave a new turn to his cunning plans.

He sank back helplessly into a seat,
hie face white, his eves with a
hunted look. Never before had the
‘wretched blackguard of Roeokwood
been  so ove‘rwﬁelmed with defeat,
though more than once his cunning
had over-reached itself.

There was a grim silence in the
study, till TLovell repeated :

“Take him to the Head!”

“Let him tell us where to find
(tentleman Jim,” said Erroll quietly.
“That’s all we need to know. I have
a suspicion already. Lattrey has got
‘to confirm it. You understand that
you've got to speak, Lattrey.”

- H4T—I-—-T'm willing to tell you,”
muttered Lattrey. “I—I thought

“Never mind what you thought,”
said Erroll contemptuously. * Tell us
where that scoundrel is—at once.”

“The new porter,” muttered
Lattrey. “ John Brown is Gentleman
Jim. I-—I believed that you knew.”

“The porter!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.  “‘ Impossible.”

“It’s true,” muttered Lattrey. 1
—T've searched his lodge-—one night
when he was out, at the Bird-in-
Hand. He ecame back--and caught
me. He had a revolver. I--I spoofed
him into believing that [ didn’t
Enow——"

THE INPOSTORS DDWAFALL

(Continued from the previous page.)

““ And why haven't you denounced

him?”? demanded Jimmy Silver
sternly.
“I—I thought——-" Lattrey’s

voice failed him. He dared not tell
- Jimmy Silver what his base scheme
had been.

“That's enough,” said Erroll. “1

not.”> He turned to the door. ** We've
done with Lattrey. Let us go to the
lodge. We've got to see Gentleman
Jim.”

“T1-—I can’t quite believe it yet,”
satd Jimmy Silver dubiously. * Look
here, we'd better make jolly certain,
anyway."”

“We're going to do that, Come
on, !

The juniors left the study. Arthur
Tdward Lovell pgused in the door-
way, turned back, and strode towards
Lattrey. |

Without a word, but with a gleam
in his eyes, Lovell drove his fist into
Lattrey's face. sending him spinning
actoss the study. ' '

Then he strode after his chums,

The 6th Chaptar.
Qentleman Jim'’s Last Card!

John Brown looked surprised when
he opened his door at a knock, and
found six juniors standing outside.
Ile was still more surprised when

waiting for permission.

His eyes gleamed for a moment at
Kit Erroll.

“Really, young gentlemen—-"" he
murmuyrecd.

“The game’s up, Gentleman Jim !™
said Erroll coolly.

For a moment the man blenched.

il ﬁw‘msm he was Wmssil A
unJ o lookod at the jimdor with an
oxprossion of surprise.

“Excuse meo. 1 do nob quite
understand, Master 1rroll,” he mur-
mured. * You called me——"

“T called you Gentleman Jim !

“Is this a joke, sir?” asked the
porter, with an expression of wonder.

“You will not find it one,” said
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““Stories that Cannot be Beaten !

I am confident that all my readers
will agree with me when I say that
the stories now appearing in the
Boys' FrIENXD are better than any
that have ever hefore appeared in the
paper. Both for quality and quantity,

to beat at the present time,

In next Monday's issue there will,
of course, be another magnificent,
Jong, complete tale of Jimmy Silver
& Co., entitled :

By Owen Qonquest.

The fool is none other than
Adolphus $mythe, the dandy of the
Shell.  Smythe receives a fifty-pound-

willed, easily-led fellow, he does not
make the usoe of the money that he
should. Mr. Mooney urges him to
other schemes in mind, e has his
schemes, with disastrous “results, as
you will learn when you read this
splendid story. . _

Our next story dealing with. the
schooldays. of ¥rank Richards, the
famous author, is entitled :

¢ SAVED FROM A CRIME!”
By Martin Clifford.

. Beauclére, the son of the re-
mittance man, appears very promi-
nently in this story, and so doés the
remittance man himself. Beauclero
genior 31§ a source of continuous
anxiety’ to his son, and Vere Beau-
clerc has to go to great efforts to
save his father from committing a
crime. There is a strong mystery in
this story, one which will, 1.am sure,
appeal to all of you,

suspected it—though till to-day T did-

they marched into the lodge without

OUR EDIT

prompt and kindly reply by post.
;;oml n

the Boys' I'ripsD is extremely hard

“A FOOL AND HIE MONEY!”

note, and as the dundy is a weak-

invest the money, but Smythe hase

own way, and carries out his own’

Yorrvoll grimly, “You are Gentleman
Jim--the cracksman who stole me
when T was a child, and almost broke
my father’s heart. You are the man
who tried to train me to be a thief,
and used me cruelly when you failed.
You are the liar who pretended to be
joining the Army, in order that you
might play this game under my nose
without being suspected. You are the
kidnapper who seized Mornington’s

cousin, and you wrote the note you:

Mornington this afternoon,
Jim, and the

handed
You are Gentleman
game is up,"”

“Is this young gentleman in his
vight senges, sir?” asked the porter,
looking at Jimmy Silver,

Jimmy Silver logked hesitatingly
from one to the other.

He wag in strong doubf.

Erroll spoke with calm conviction.
But, to the other fellows, it seemed
well-nigh ‘impossible that the respect-
able-looking porter was in reality the
notorious cracksman in a new guise.

“YFrroll I muttered Jimmy.

Frroll smiled slightly.

“You came here as John Brown,’
he continued, ‘‘after your falsehood
on the telephone led me to believe
that wyou had gone in a draft to
IMlanders. You have imposed on Dr.
Chigholm with forged recommenda-
tions. I know your skill with the pen,
Gentleman Jim, [ believe wou
planned to come to harm me and to
carry out the robbery you failed in
before; but you found a game more
to your profit. You dared to believe
that Mornington would be a party to
the kidnapping of his cousin. Do you
confegs 7" -

“1 am quite bewildered, sir,” said
John Brown simply. ‘1 think yon
must be a little wrong in the head,
sir, if you don’t mind my saying so.
If this s a joke of you young gentle-
men, I don’t mind—" .

“You deny that you are Gentleman
Jim, the cracksman?”

“Oh, certainly, sir!”’

“By gad!” murmured Lovell un-
easily, ““FKrroll, old scout, it's too
thick, you know,”

‘Even Mornpington, great as was his
faith in his chum, looked dubiocus.

If S{W Brawn, wasy the fm\qlﬁi
man, ho wis plas s part woll,
and with an iron nerve,

But Krroll did not falter, e knew
Gentloman Jim's nerve of old.

“Morny,” he said quietly, “go to
M. Bootles’ study, and ask him to
ring up the police-station. and tell
them tgat Gentleman Jim is here.”?

Kit !” muttered Mornington,
ASAS

' I have hidden him.

L]

“Do as T ask you, Morny.”

“Tl chance it, if you say so.”

Mornington turned to the door,

“ Burely, Master Mornington, you
will not do so absurd a thing,” re-
mounstrated John Brown.

“T'm' doin’ as Erroll says, an’
chance it,”” said Mornington, his hand
on the door.

It was then that the ecracksman

"dropped the mask.

“You need not trouble to go!™ he
said. ‘I warn you, Kit, that if T am
arrested here, Cecil Mornington will
die of hunger in the old quarry where
You had better
make terms, if you care for his life.”

“My hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

Mornington swung back from the
door.

“You—you
lated.

confess 2 he ejacu-

John Brown shrugged hig shoulders,

“Tell me!” exclaimed , Erroll
sternly, * Where is Cecil Morning- |
ton 7’

The cracksman laughed.

“You want him found alive?’” he

asked,

“Yes, you villain ! :

“By gad, I have played au bad
hand !” said Gentleman Jim. ‘' But
the trump is still mine. Cecil Morn-
ington i3 where he could ot be
found in weeks of searching. Listen
to me! When he left school vester-
day 1 followed him in the trap, and
I met him on the road as he re-
turned, and offered him a lift to the.
school. Tt was simple, was it not ?

“In the trap I took the road over
the heath, and as soon as the boy

grew suspicioua a chloroform pad |

| i There wae no one to
witneas it,  Where 1 placed him is
my secret,. I -intended to take him
food at night. He lies, bound, a

silenced him.

prisoner, in his hiding-place. - If 1.

am handed over he will perish of
hunger. Take your choice,”

He la}ﬁ;hed again.

“I will guide you to the place if
vou will give me half an hour before
you speak,” he said, *This i all I

ask !” i

The junjors looked at one another.
1t was their duty to hand the rascal
over to justice. But a still nearer duty

Wi To MRVe PE6Y hﬁi? ‘Firbarh
the fmwﬁl ful?w- that threatened him,

As the cracksman' had said, he held
the trump card.
“Half an hour !’ said Errell at last.
“That 1s all T ask.” :
Trroll looked at hie comrades,
~ “Let it go at that,” said Jimmy
Silver at last. )
“Then I am at your service,” said
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There are limmorous incidents by
the score in next Monday’s instalment

“THE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE!"

By Duncan Storm,

The boys have some rarc fun with
a fat sergeant of the police, and the
latter also receives the scare of his
life when he sees the pier walking
away before hig very eves. I am not
going to explain to you what causes
the pier to walk away, but T will say
this, the boys of the Bombay Castle
have something to do with it,

Next Monday’s magnificent, long,
complete story in .our greal new
geries, entitled, “ King Nadut's Dia-
mgnde,”” will be called

GTHE PURPLE SCARAB!Y
By Maurice Everard.

Dick aund Frank set out to sec the
sights of Cairo, accompanied by an
Arab guide. The latter proves to be

.a treacherous rascal, and leads fhe

chums into a trap. They find them-
selves prisoners in the Lair of the
Five Tombs, in which there are count-
lese numbers of beetles, a sting from
one of which means instant death.
What happens after this makes most
interesting reading, and 1 am sure
you will revel in the yarn.

Last, but not least in the list of
splendid attractions due to appear in
our next issue, is a grand * Tale of
the Dormitory,” entitled :

“ FOILING THE FOOD HOQS!"
By Arthur Edward Lovell,

This story is a very humorouvs one,
and will send you 'into roars of
laughter.

In conclusion, I would urge upon
every reader the necessity of ordering
his copy of the Boys’ Friexn in

advance.  There i8 a great demand
for the paper at the present time, and
only those readers who place a stand-
mg arder with their newsagent are
sure of securing their copies.

THE CALL OF THE SEA.

During the last six monthe I have
received an  enormous number of
letters from readers who wish to join
cither the Royal Navy or the Mer-
cantile Marine. 1 want to tell all
these, readers, and many others who
feel the call of the sea, that if they
are in need of information, they can-
not do better than to purchase a book
entitled *The Sea Services,” by Mr.
»]t:)l'm_ 8. Margerison.

This book 1 published by Messrs.
Hodder and  Stoughton, at the price
of one-and-thréeepence, and is obtain-
able from all neweagents and bhook-
sellers. ' .

No matter what you want to know
about the Sea Services you will find
the information in Mr. Margerison’s
book. T am always pleased to give
my readers information through the
post, but I would impress upon you
all that, in the space of a letter, I
cannot, give you one-thousandth part
of the information contained in “The
Sea Services.” Therefore, if you are
thinking of embarking upon a career
on the ocean wave, don’t write to
me; secure a copy of “The Seca Ser-
vices,” by John 8. Margerison,

DATES TO REMEMBER !

I am gure all my readers will be
pleased to learn that the Special
Christmas  Number of the Bovs’
I'riexD will bo on sale week ending
December 156th. The Special Christ-
mas Nuniber of the * Penny Popular”
will appear week ending Décember
1st. Mor®» about thesoe special numbers

anon !
Y(_)l.'-R EDITOR.
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Gentleman Jin coolly.  “ May T taka
 away a few personal belongings with
me "’ &

can guess what your belongings are.
You will come as you are.”

The  cracksman shrugged
shoulders.

“1 am ready.”

“Come ! said Erroll curtly. “ Take
care that he does not escape, you
fellows. He is as cunning as a fox.
And first eearch him. I am sure he
bhag a weapon.”
- "The cracksman set his teeth, but he
submitted. His revolver was of little
use to him now, he could not venture
to use it. FKrroll turned out his

tossed into a corner. Then (Gentle-
man Jlnl‘]eft the lodge with Jimnwy
Silver & Co. !

¢ ———————

The 7th Chapter.
Mr. Bootles is Wrathy,

Six  members of the Classical
Fourth had failed to turn up in the
Form-room for afternoon lessons.

Naturally, the master of the Fourth
waxed wrath,

It was not til! the Form was dis-
missed from lessons that a shout in
the quadrangle aunounced the return
of the missing juniors. Mr. Bootles
whisked-out of his study, thoughtfuliy
taking a cane with him.

“Bravo, Jimmy! e's got him!”
roared Conroy.

“Frbert! Herve he is!'”

“ Bless my soul!”  exclaimed Mr.
Bootles.

Six juniors, dusty from their long
tramp, marched up to the schovl-
house, and in the midst of them, paie
and worn, but leoking very happy,
was “Hrbert of the Second ¥Form !

“Blese my soul!” repeated Mr.
Bootles.  *“You-—you have fouud
Mornington II. My dear. boys, L
excuse you for mising lessons, thougi
it was very irregular—very irregular.
Mornington secundus, where have
you been all this time ?”

"Erbert grinned,

“ 1 been kidnapped, sir, by a rotten
bloke!” le said—*that there unew
porter cove, sirw—B}"own i
= il h“‘%‘?iﬁ‘lw'“ ™

1 boen m i blooming quarrey,”
continued "Erbevt, *Uled up, siv, and
getting lawful "ungry, till .\L'. Morny
and these chaps came for me, Whicl
I'm very glad to be back at Rook-
wood, sir [

“(Come to the Head!’’ exclaimed
Mr. Bootles.

And Jimmy Silver & Co., a few
minutes later, had the pleasure of
| explaining to the astonished Head of
Rookwood, Lattrey was not meu-
tioned, but all the rvest was told.

“ And where is this man, this vile
impostor now " exclaimed Dr. Chis-
holm. ik

“We-—we left him on the moor,
sir, after we'd made him show us
where 'Lrbert was,” said Erroll. ¢ If
vou telephone to the police, sir——-"

“71 will do 8o at once, of courge. You
should not have taken the matter
into your own hands like this,” said
the Head severely. “You should
have informed me at once when you
recognised that man, Erroll.”

it \Ve were so anxious about "Erbert,
sir !’

“Yes, yves! 1 excuse you, ag you
have brought Mornington II. safe
home,” said the Head. * But—how-
ever, | excuse you. I dare say you
thought you were acting for the best.
You may go.”

And as the juniors left the study tha
Head picked up the telephone-re.
ceiver, and in a few minptes the hue-
and-cry after Gentleman Jim had
bogun.

"Krbert was at once surrounded by
a crowd of curicus fellows; but Jones
minimus & Co. of the Second took
possession of him and marched him
off. ’Erbert was the hero of tlhe
Second that day, and for many days
afterwards. That evening, in Stucy
No. 4, Mornington grinned as he took
out his books to ‘‘swot.”

“1'm after that dashed scholarship,
Frroll, an’ I'm going to bag it if it
turns my hait grey,” he remarked.
“1 wonder. old scout, whether I've
played the fool to-day, after all!”

But Erroll only gmifed.

“You've played the man!” he said.
“(ientlernan Jim made a mistake.

THE END.

ra -

NEXT MONDAY!

‘“A FOOL AND HIS MONEY !”

'By OWEN CONQUEST.

DON'T MISS IT!

his!

“You may not!” gaid Ef'f}all.. Ll

pockets, and the deadly weapon was

Now, then, where's cheery old
Xenophon 17

“Pareion kai Paryaatidos gignontai
paides duo——" grinned Morning-
ton.

And thoe chums settled down to
work. :



17)11/17

Publishsd
Every Monday

THE BOYS' FRIEND

Price
One Penny

OF THE DORMITOR

A GREAT NEW SERIES OF SHORT COMPLETE STORIES, TOLD BY . JUNIORS
AT ROOKWOOD SCHOOL.

No. 1.-“THE MAKING

The 1st Chapter.
Jimmy 8ilver’s 8chome.

“Get up, you kids!»

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
entered the Fourth Form dormitory.

Jimmy Silver & Co., startled out of
their sleep, sat up in bed and stared at
the head prefect.

* Hallo, Bulkeley! What's the matter?”
sang out Jimmy Silver, .

“Air-raid  warning,” anpounced Bul-
keley. “The Head's issued orders for all
luniors 1o get up and dress and wait for
further ‘orders. I don't suppose the Ger-
mans will suceeed in getting as far as
Rookwood, but, you never know. Put your
things on quick, and if there's any sign
of danger 1’11 let you know.”

The mext instant the juniors of the
Classical Fourth were out of bed and
hastily putting on their clothes.

“ Blessed nuisance !” gaid Higgs., “Just
when I'd got, to sleep, too. T can’t make
out what they wanted to wake us for.”

“Best  thing,” said Jimmy Silver
blandly. “No good lIying in bhed when
hombs aré dropping all round you.”

“Not a hit!” agreed Lovell,

“Suppose they don’t get here?”
marked Higgs disagreeahly,

* Well, they don't ; that’s all about it,”
said Lovell,

“T know,” caid Higgs obstinately. “ But
what I mean iz, what's the good of keep-
ing us awake for hours? We've got to
#it her¢ and do nothing, ande—--=?

“O0bh, sbut up, do!” said Lovell im-
patiently. *Get your things on, and be
sensible 1”

Higes snorted, and proceeded to dress
with the others. .

“1 suppose there is no harm in lighting
& eandle?? remarked Newcome,

* Better put it on the floor, then,” said
Jimmy Bilver wisely. “We don't want a
light to shine outside and guide those
blessed Hung.”

“No fear!”?

A candle was forthwith lighted and
placed on the floor. 1t shone a dim
light, hardly sufficient to show outside
the building, but, all the same, bright
cnough to relieve the darkness in the

re-

tormitory,

e Jusiors Anished  thelre dresing al
nsl, and walted malovely for further
I Noma of the fellows sat on the
hedig othora gquatte] on the floor, whilst

Fubhy Muthn lay back on his bed and
ciitted o snore that told only tooplainly
that he was asleep. .

A dig in the ribs, however, and a
sguecze with a wet zponge soon awoke

him, and caused bin to jump up in bed

with fright.

* What—ow-—-yow—what's the matter??
stammered Tubby. ¢Get away, Lovell,
you beast!”

“ Well, keep awake, then!” said Lovell
unsympathetically, “ You don’t want to
be bombed, do you?"

“Nemewo!”  stuttered the fat junior.
“Are they near? Are they—w?

“ No, fathead, they're not! But if they
hear your woice they're bound to Fe
attracted by it, and make tracks for the
school 1»

_ “Oh!” groaned Tubby; and he lapsed
into silence, .

Tubby kept awake after that, and,
sitting on the edge of his hed, shivered
with fear.

Higas walked impatiently up and down
the dormitory, MHiggs possessed a fair
amount of merve, and had he only him-
self to please he would probably have
gone back to bed and fallen fast asleep,
irrespective of the fact that danger from
the skies was lurking near at hand.

“T'm getting jolly well fed up  with
this!” he said disconsolately. “If we
had something to do it would he better,
but to mess about “doing nothing-—-2

Ny Jove!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,

“ What's the matter with you, Silver?»

“I've got a wheeze.”

“What for?®

“For whiling away the time,” explained
the Classical captain. “ There's no know-
ing how long we shall be kept hanging
ahout, here, so why shouldn't we do
something 7

“Feho answers *“Why,”” remarked
Lovell,
“What's the idea, Silver? 8pout it
out!”

The janiors gathered round the Clas-
sical captain, and Jimmy Silver began to
explain his great wheeze.

“My idea is for all of us to sit down
on the floor,” he said, “and that some-
body shall tell a story. It'Il help to
pass the time away, and—7

“Jolly good wheeze!” said Raby,

“ But wha's gol a story to tell?” asked
Oswald.

“0Oh, anybody can tell one!l!” said
.]iﬂnmy Bilver. “1It really doesn’t matter
who."

“Well, T vote that Silver takes the job
on himself,” said Higgs, who was not
really taken with the notion,

“Yes, that's only fair,” said Tovell.
“Tt's your idea, Jimmy, so it’s up to you
to carry it out.”

“Oh, I don't mind,” saied Jimmy Silver,
with a smile, “if ¥ ean think of a yarn!”

The Classical captain seratehed his head

in deep thought for a few moments.
“Pve got it!l” he said at last. “Come
on. you chaps! Sit down in a circle, and
1’1l spin the yarn.” !
“Good!” said Newcome. “What's it
called 2® : ‘
“‘The Making of Morley,” ¥ said Jimmy

OF MORLEY!”
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Bilver, “and it'll be a {ale dealing with
Ackshott « Sehool, the school to which a
cougin of mine went.”

“ Good bizney ! said Dick Oswald. “Get
on with it, Jimmy, old son!”

The juniors sat down in a cirele upon
the floor, and waited eagerly for Jimmy
Bilver to commence his story.

Jimmy Silver started.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Qreat Change.

Morley was in the Fourth Form at
Ackshott Hchool. He was a powerfully-
built fellow, and one of the blades of the
school. !

Mortley spent most of his spare time in
gambling at a local public-house with his
palg, Gorman and Graham. Day after
day the three of them managed to spend
some time at the pub, and the gambling
spirit. got a fair hold on Morley.

gambling, and if he was a few pounds
out of pocket at the end of the day, he
did not feel the loss,

And Morley lost more often than he
wou. Gorman, o poor fellow really, but
with a crafty, cunning digposition, was
generally the winner,

Money  simply rolled from
pocket into that of Gorman’s. Morley
remarked about the coincidence more
than once, but Gorman expressed the
opinion that it was all a matter of luck,

Morley never suspected at the time
that Gorman won by unfair means.
Apart' from hig goey habits, Morley was
quite a straightforward fellow, and had
a keéen sense of plaving the game.

One day Morley received a great shock.
His father failed in business. He wrote
and told his son that, although he could
manage to keep him at Ackshotty he
would have to cut down his allowance
considerably.

It was a big blow to Morley.

“ Look here, you chaps,” he said to his
chums, explaining the matter to them.
“1 ghall have to chuck up cards, and »

“0Oh, rot!” exclaimed Gorman, with a

Morley's

sniff. “ You can keep on playing.”
“How can 17” exclaimed Morley,
making a gesture. “Supposing 1 lose,

where’'s the money ‘coming from far me
to pay you?”»

“Give us 10 U's, of course,” suggestad
Gorman. “You don’t think we're such
rotters as to ingist upon your paying up
at once, do you? Besides, you may win.
And think what the money would be to
you then!”

“ Quite 0. Bute-—-"

“«Don't be such a silly fool, Morley!™
gaid Graham, who was a weak, eagily-led
sort of fellow. = “8tjck it like » man!
Don't say you're going to spoil our enjoy-
ment just because your guvnor's had a

bit of a sethack.”

IWIith a bound Morley Jumpod across the room, and, pl.nk

If he wasn't gambling at the pub he
was gambling in his study. Morley's
father was a wealthy stockbroker, and
consequently he was pretty flush with
money,

It did not matter to Morley whether he
won or lost. He gimply revelled in

Ing up the
Mung It quiokly Into the fire,

“It’s more than a setback,” protested
Morley.

“Oh, rats!” exclaimed Gorman. & Per-
haps he'll recover in a few weeks, Don't
look so pippish, old man. Get the cards
out, Graham, and let’'s have a game.

It'1l cheer old Morley up, I guess.”

“No, mno!? protested Morley. “1'd
rather not-—-%
*Bosh!” ' snapped 'Grabam, ‘a3z he

handed the cards ta Gorman. “8it down,
Morley. A game of map will cheer you
up.”

Morley gave way. It was hard for him
to resist the temptation. He knew that
it he lost he had no money to pay his
debts, It was a great rizk to run, but
Morley ran it.

All the evening the three of them
played and smoked, and when the time
came for them to go up to the dormi-
tory Morley was out of pocket to the
extent of five pounds,

He could not pay; he bad no money
to pay with. Never before had he heen
in such a state of poverty: néver before
had he been unahle to meet his debts,

He handed his chums TOU's for the
amount he owed them, and, feeling very
miserable and gck at heart. he wended
his way up to the Fourth Form dormi-
tory. ¢

A wonderful change had taken place
in Morley's life, but a still greater
change was to occur ere long.

The 3rd Chapter.
The Mystory of Morley.

“What do you say to a trip down to
the pub thig afternoon?”

Thus Gorman to his chums after lessons
the next day.

“1'm keen,” gaid Graham.

“You can count me.out,” gaid Morley
slowly.

“What rot 1" exclaimed Gorman,
“Syrely because we've got TOU's of

yours you're not going to chuck us over-
board? RBe a sport, and———->"

“No; I'd much rather said
Morley miserably.

“All right!” said Gorman curtly. “If
you don't wish to be pally, that’s an end
of it. Come on, Graham, old man! Time
we shifted.”

(iraham and Gorman left the study.
They were really not very keen on taking
Morley to the Coach and Horses with
them.

They intended to meet a local book-
maker, Jerry Toms, at the public-house,
and they knew only too well that Jerry
would never play with a fellow who had
only TO1's to pay his debts with.

not 7%

Left on  his own, Morley thought
deeply. He thought about his father's
loss, but he thought more about the

10 U’s which he had given to his chums.
Morley hated to think that he was in
his chums’ debt, but what could he do to

rectify matters? He had no money, and

he reialised only too well that it was no
good writing to his father for anv,

. suddenly the junior's face brightened
up.  He rose from his  seat and
left, the study. He wended his way

I fowards the school gates, and then made

ploces of oharced pasteboard, he

tracks for the pawnbroker's shop In the
village presided over by Mr. Abrahams.
Morley entered the shop, but came out
again within a few minutes. Hiz hand
clung tightly to five one-pound potes—
money which he had received in exchange
for his magnificent, gold wateh,
Amongst the notes was a pawn-ticket—-
a ticket of receipt for bis brapd-new
ticker. Morley never dreamed that he
would eveér bave cause to recourse to
such an act to obtain money. :
But Morley had debts to pay, and his
pride would not permit him to owe his
chums money for any length of time. He
meant to get out of deht that very day.
It being a half-holiday that afterpoon,
there were very few fellows in the school
buildings, WMost of the juniors were on
the footer-field, except fellows like Gor-

man and Graham, who were' enjoying
themselves in secret.,
Thus Morley encountered nobody on

his journey back to his study. The fact
was, however, he did not want to see
anybody at that moment.

Morley wanted to think-—to think what
a fool he had been ever to chum up with
such  fellows Gorman  and Grabham,
The more he thought ahout it the more
he realiged what a silly
been.

What Dhad hiz gambling habite brought
him to? Very few fellows in the Fourth
liked him, and very few sympathised with
him in his trouble. Even his own par-
ticular cronies thought more about their
own enjoyment than of extending the
hand of sympathy towards him.

Morley made up his mind to bhave done
with the old ways-—to turn over a new
leaf and start afresh. It womnld be a
hard matter to win favour amongst his
Form-fellows, but Morley resolved to do
it—and to do it at once, too.

About five o'clock Gorman and Graham
returned from their little excursion, their
faces wreathed in smiles.

“By wad, Morley, old man,” said Gor-
man, laughing, “you cught to have come
with us!” X

“OhtY

“Yes," said German. “It was simply
great. 1 knocked old Toms down for
three quid, and Graham’s won two-ten.
Haven't you, Graham, old man??

“Yes,” gaid Graham. “Two-ten, mind
you! [I've never done so well before, I
guess vou're sorry, Morley, that you
didn’t join us!»

“Not a hit!” said Morley casually.

“Not sorry??

“No,” said Morley ecalmly. “The fact
is I've decided to chuck playing the fool.
I've heen a silly ass too long, and I'm
going to stop all this rotten gambling
and betting.”

Gorman and Grabham - roared with
laughter. §

“0Oh, dear!” exclaimed Gorman. “ Hark

HE)

at him! Tuorning into a dear little Eric
«~—ch? Oh, my! Wonders will never
ceass !”

“T say, Morley, you silly fool,” said

Gorman, “1 suppose voun jntend to pay
up for those T0U's before you change
into a good little Georgie?”

“Yes. I've got the money here,” said

idiot he had

* Moriey; and, putting hiz band into his

By JIMMY SILVER.

pocket, he brought forth the five one-
pound notes he had received in exchange
for his gold ticker,

Gorman  gasped
sight of the notes,

“ Where did you get those from?” le
asked. “JI didn’'t know you-—— Hallo!
What's this??

Gorman's gaze suddenly became riveted
upon the floor, on which a piece of paste-
board was lying. He picked it up.

“Dear me!® he said craftily. © A pawn-
ticket—eh? Now, Morley, dear little
Erics don't pawn, you know. You don’t
mean 10 SAYV——

“(rive that to me!” svapped Morley,
tis eves hlazing. * That helongs to me!”

Gorman slipped his hand behind him,
and stepped back a pace.

Morley strode forward and drew back

his fist.
“1 give vou three seconds!® he said
determinedly. “If you don't give me
my property hefore T eount three

with amazement at

back
I‘f]l give you the biggest hiding of jour
life 1*

“Are yvou sure?” asked Gorman quielly,

N esn

“Yery well,” said Gorman, digging his
hands deep into his pockets, “the first
time you touch me with your fists T post
this pawn-ticket to yourfather. No doubi
he will be pleasod—- Ali, T thought
you'd listen to reason!”

At Gorman's words Morley had started
hack, and hizs face had turned deathly
white.

Send the pawn-tickel
That would never do! His father would
disown him if he knéw that he hai
pawned his magnificent gold ticker to
pay a gambling debt.

“*You low-down gagL?
Morley between his teeth.

“(ad or no cad!” said Gorman hluntly.
“1'm not going to be dictated to by yon,
Morleyv!  You can put that in your pipe
and smoke it! Mind, if you dare to-
touch me, T'll hare my revenge on you "

N OU—¥ Ol ‘

Words failed Morley at that moment.

He turned on hiz beéel and left the
study, filled with a resolve to give the
".f."\d'iﬂ' i !'}'-.‘-.J,-: ".JJ‘I.'HL iﬂ.‘ r‘h“ﬁfiu nre Ty

fo his father!

exclaimed

enfle o wlde hevth Ty the future
T™int wvery ¢ vaning Morley shifted 1o
belongings  into another  studv  whilo

Gorman and Graham were oulb of doory,

When the two c¢nds observed what
Morley had done they were greatlly
incensed,

“The .stuck-up little prig!” exelaimend
Gorman heatedly. “He's going to have
done with us, is he?»

“ i1 looks like it,” remarked Graham.

“O0h, does it!” said Gorman hitierly.
“We'll see about that! 1 you want (o
gec a hit of fun, you come along with
me, old man.”

“Tight-ho ! said Grabam: and
followed his chum out of the study.

Gorman looked in all the studies in
the Tourth Form passage for a sight of
Moriey. At last they found him in Study
No. 10, together with Grimés and Murphy
of the Fourth,

Morley was  doing his
looked up in surprise as
entered the study.

“Ah, here you are!”™ said  Gorman.
“Youre just the fellow T wanted to zee.
I want you to come along to my study.
You've left one or two of my books
lying about.”

“1 suppose you can put them back??
gaid Morley quietiy.

“Not at all!” said Gorman loftily. “T
never goil my hands with work, doncher-
know. T leave that sort of thing to a
poverty-stricken hounder like you!™

Morley flushed, and his new' study-
mates looked at him in surprise.

“Go for him, Morley!” said Grimes
quickly. “Don't put. up with any of that
cad’s sauce !”

Morley did not move. One blow from
his strong fist would have sent Gorman
to the floor. But Morley could not strike
that blow. If he did he knew only too
well that Gorman would carry out his
threat.

“ Well, if you won’t come willingly, T
shall have to make you,” szaid Gorman;
and he took a firm grip on Morley's ear.
“Come on, my son!®

And, to the surprise of his new study-
mates, Morley went. They .could not
understand why the burly Morley kow-
towed to the cads. It was a complete
mystery to them., °

Still keeping a firm grip on Morley's
ear, Gorman led the way to his study,
and he assisted Morley to enter that
compartment by means of his hoot.

“ Just put those few books back where
vou found them!” he said.

Morléy proceeded to carry out the
order, whilst Gorman handed his cigar-
ette-case to his chum.

“Have a fag?”? he asked.

Graham took a cigarette, and the two
lighted up. Morley had just finished his
task ‘when the door opened and in
walked Mr. Hall, the short-sighted
Fourth Form-master.

The cads hastily slipped their cigarettes
into their pockets.

“H'm!* muttered Mr. Hall unsuspect-
ingly. “Your fire's smoking, Gorman, I
helieve. Open the window, boy, and let
the smoke out.”

“ertainly, sir!” said Gorman; and he
hastened to catry out the master’'s com-
mand.

“That's better, Gorman,” said Mr. Hall

(Continued on page 240, col. 3.)
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The 1st Chapter.
Mum’s the Woerd!

“Richards !”

Frank Richards started, and
coloured, as Miss Meadows spoke in
severe tones.

“Yes, ma'am,” he stammered.

“I asked you a -question,
Richards,” said the schoolmistress of
Cedar Creek severely.

“Ye-0-es, ma’am.”

“The name of the British
mander at the battle of Quebec?”
rapped out Miss Meadows.

“Rufus Slimmey, ma’am.”

“What 2”

Miss Meadows uttered that ejacula-
tion in tones of astonishment, as well
she might. There was a loud chortle
from the Cedar Creek fellows at
Frank Richards’ reply.

Frank’s face was crimson.

He did not mean to be inattentive
during the history lesson, for he was
generally cne of Miss Meadows' most
painstaking pupils. ‘

But that morning his thoughts were
wandering, in spite of himself.

ITis glance rested almost incessantly
upon Mr. Slimmey, the master of the
junior class, who was husr in another
part of the big log schoolroom.

My, Paunl Slimmey was not, as a
rule, particularly interesting. But
matters were not quite as usual that
morning.

“1-——I’m sorry, ma'am,” stammered

Trank, “*“I—I mean General Wolfe,
ma'am.”’

“You must mnot think of other
matters during lesson - - time,

Richarde,”

“Nane,

ST owill exonss vou, as lossons hove
Boon dntorrupted thig worning by the
visib ol Wevapanh Lasolle.” sndd Misa
Meadows eeverely. ““ But you must
bhe more careful, Richards. Give me

the name of the French commander.

also.”

“ Montealm, ma’am.”

“Not Rufus Slimmey this time!”
murmured Bob Lawless. *“Oh, you
duffer, Franky.”

“Silence, please, Lawless.’

“Abem ! Yes, ma’am.”

Frank Richards tried to keep Lis
attention on the lesson, but it was
not easy work. Ile was glad when
classes were dismissed for the morn-
ing, and he was able to escape from
the schooltrooin.

Frank came out with his chums,
Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclere, in
the crowd of Cedar Creek fellows.

There was a buzz of discussion
round him. Only one topic, just then,
was of interest to the schoolboys—the
visit - of Secrgeant Lasalle, of the
North-West Mounted Police, to the
lumber school.

The sergeant had come in gquest of
Rufus, Slimmey, the twin brother of
Mr. Slimmey, the assistant naster.
And the resemblance between the two
twin brothers had wvery nearly led
him to arrest Miss Meadows’ assistant
master in the schoolroom.

It was an exciting episode, and
naturally it was discussed with the
keenest interest.

Mr. Slimmey, with his somewhat
vacant face and big glasses, was re-
garded with a good-humoured tolera-
tion by the Cedar Creek fellows.

It was a startling revelation, that
the duict and wunassuming young
mati’s brother was a fugitive from
justice, sought for by the Mounted
Police.

“Poor old Slimmey !” said Chunky
Todgers compassionately. “This must
be a big shock for him.”

3

“T guess it's a disgrace to the
schoal,” said Gunten, the Swiss
junios. “Blimmey ought to be
fired.”

““Oh, shut up!” said Bob Lawless
savagely. “How can poor old
Slimmey help his brother béing a
raseal 27 '

“Yep!” chimed in Eben Hacke.
“He can’t help it any more than your
brother could Euelp you being a rascal,
Gunten, if you had a brother.”

~ There was a laugh, and the Swiss
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scowled. His sneerin
no echo among his schoolfellows. All
of them were sorry for Mr. Slimmey,
and the disgrace that had fallen upon

com-
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remarks found

him through his connection with the
fugitive from Vancouver. )

“There he goes!® murmured Dick
Dawson. -

All eyes were turned upon Mr.
Slimmey as he left the log school-
house and walked towards ﬁis cabin
by the creck. i

Mr. Slimmey walked straight on,
looking neither to the right nor to the
left. He did not appear to observe
the ocurious glances on all sides of
him.

“ And there’s the sergeant
Lawrence.
“Stall
Hacke.
The big, . athletic figure in the
scarlet coat of the Mounted Police

loomed up 'in the gateway.

Sergeant Lasalle’s keen eycs were
resting on Mr. Slimmey as he walked
towards his cabin, not suspiciously,
but very searchingly.

Mr. Slimmey’s resemblance to the
photograph of Rufus Slimmey was
still evidently in the sergeant’s mind.

Save for the fact that Mr. Slimmey
was clean-shaven, and wore glasses,
that resemblance was ¢xact,

Only Miss Meadows' positive gssur-
ance that Mr. Slimmey had been her
assistant master for over a year had
convinced the sergeant that he had
not, after all, found the man of whom
he was in search.

But Sergeant Lasalle apparently

1” said

on the trail!” grinned

hoped yet to find some trace of his

game at the lumber school, for he was
not gone,

Weank Richards spuntered down to
Ll ceoole witly bin obugos, loavimg (he
other fellows still engaged in excited
discussion.

Frank’s
troubled.

“This is rotten, you chaps,” he
said, when they were out of hearing
of the others.

“1 guess it 1s,” assented Bob Law-
less.” ‘I wondered what was going
to happen when the sergeant was
questioning Slimmey in the school-
room. "’

*And I,” said Vere Beauclere. ‘I
did not think that Mr. Slimmey
would tell him a lie. But from what
you've told us, Frank—-"

Frank nodded.

“That’s what beats me,” he said.
“Mr. Slimmey denjed, point-blank,
having scen or ‘heard {from his
brother. And—and I told you fellows
how I happened to hear them talking
i the timllrm‘ yvesterday. There was
no mistake about it—it was Slimmey
and his brother Rufus. The man did
come here—and Slimmey knows it.
He met him and spoke to him. He
told him he wouldn’t help him cer-
tainly. But——-7"

“He can’t be expected to give his
own brother away to the police I re-
marked Bob Lawless.

“No. But—but I did not think he

face was clouded and

would lie,” eaid Frank. ‘It made:
me feel rotten, to see him standing
there telling lies, without turning a
hair. 1 should never have thought
that of Slimmey.”

“1f he'd refused to answer, the
sergeant would jolly soon have
tumbled to it that his brother was
about here somewhere.”

“1 know! But—it was rotten, all
the same, and it’s so unlike Slimmey,
too,” said Frank. “It beats me !
Slimmey is rather an ass; but

always thought he was the soul of |

honour,”

“It beats me, too,”” said Beauclerc
thoughtfully. “Slimmey  seems
rather queer to-day, in more ways
than one. He was even forgetting
the names of the kids in his class.
And he had forgotten all about the
Latin lesson he gives you in his cabin
once a week, Frank.”

“Yes; I shall have to see him
about that some time. I suppose it's
worry,”” said Frank Richards. ‘ Look
here, you fellows, we shall have to
keep mum now about what we know.
1t’s horrid, Slimmey having lied. to
Mr.  Lasalle like that, but—but—
we're not going to show him up.”

“No fear!” *

“T was thinking of letting the
sergeant know that Rufus Slimmey
had been here, and getting the rotter
taken away,’”’ said Frank. * We can’t
do that now without giving Slimmey
away. It's a rotten position. I-—-I
wish he hadn’t lied.”

“Shove it out of vour mind, and
come out in the canoce,” said Bob
Lawless - cheprily.  *“No good  think-
ing about 1t,"’

Bob Lawless' advice was too good
not to he tulon,

(RTTUMIT™I TR paddlod the onnoe on
the S ook Weanke Riehardy
could not “wholly dismiss the matter
from his mind. Rufus  Blimmey
haunted his thoughts.

"The 2nd Chapter.
A Desperate Game.

Mz, Slimmey entered his cabin, and
the door elosed behind him,

As he had crossed the school-ground
the young man’s manner had been in-
different, and he had not-appeared to
observe the many glances that were
turned upon him, or the fact that the
big sergeant was eyeing him from the
distance.

But immediately the cabin door
was closed, the indifference dropped
from him like a cloak flung aside.

The calm composure of his face
vanished, and his look became
anxious, almost drawn, and his eyes
restless and unquiet.

He paced to and fro for some

'minutes in the little cabin, his brows

deeply wrinkled, his hands clenched.
Then he moved to the liftle

window, and, without removing the

curtain, peered out towards the
School House.

In the distant gatewav the big ser-
geant wag still visible, talking now to

a trooper of the Mounted Police.

AW
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“Hang him!” The young man

muttered the words savagely, “‘ Why
does he linger here, when I have told

him?  He cannot still suspect me,
after Miss Meadows’ evidence. He
believes that Rufus Slimmey-—the

fool l—came here—that he will pick
up his trail here, Hnngg him! What
if he should come here !

He drew a deep, almost sobbing
breath.

He left the window, and placed the
bar in the sockets at the door. Then
he unlocked the door of the inner
room—the bed-room—and entered.

On the camp-bed the figure of a
man lay stretched.

"He was bound to the bed, and
securely gagged. He could move
nothing but his eyes, which fastened
at once upon the man who came in
with a burning glance,

If Sergeant Lasalle could have
looked into the room, he would have
had no doubt that he was hot upon
the track of the fugitive from Van-
conver,

For the bound man on the bed was
the exact counterpart of the man who
stood looking moodily down upon
him. '

He could not speak, but his eyes
told volumes of anger and scorn and
bitterness.

“You, are mnot looking happy,
Brother Paul!”  The man's lips
curled sardonically as he looked down
at his prisoner. ““Hang you! Why
counld you not give me the help I
asked? I might have been safe now.
But T would rather be in vour posi-
tion than mine, hang wou!” :

The bound man’s eyes burned at
him.

“Tt I oguess T shall play the gnmae
o, Drother Paul,  P've moanagoed to
ot throwghi morning Jessons.”” - Hao
laughed. * By gad, what would they
say if they knew that their teacher

- was Rufus Slimmey, robber and out-

cast, hunted by the North-West
M.P.’s. I've faced the sergeant him-
self, my dear brother, and your kind
head-mistress bore witness that T had
bean o master in this school for a
year or more !  She takes me for you,
my dear Paul, as everyone eolse
does !”

Rufus Slimmey laughed mockingly.

But his reckless insouciance could
not conceal the anxiety that was
gnawing him.

He had taken his brother’s place,
and his brother was a silent and help-
less prisoner, while he plaved out the
cheat. DBut the position was full of
danger,

Bo far, he had played that dan-
gerous game successfully,

But the sergeant was not satisfied ;
he had not gone. And so long as
he remained at Cedar Creek there
was ever-present danger.

Already the Chinese servant at the

School House was surprised by
“Mr. Slimmey’s” refusal to allow

him to enter the locked bed-room.
That refusal would have to be re-
newed on the morrow.
What if the sergeant should ques-

tion the servants, and learn that *“ Mr. |
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Slimmey ” was not allowing the
Chinee to perform his usual house-
hold tasks in the cabin?

He would guess at once that the
fugitive from Vancouver was con-
cealed there. Mo would search, and
he would find, not the fugitive, bus
the real Mr. Slimmey,

The imposture would be revealed
then with a vengeance.

And there were other dangers.
There was the boy Richards, who had
asked him' some question _about a
private lesson, of which he knew
nothing. He had put the hoy off.
But there would be another occa-
s101n R
**Paul, listen to me. If 1 free you,
will you help me? Close your eyes
if you mean ‘ Yes.” ”

Paul Slimmey’s eyes remained wide-
open, gleaming, _

The adventurer made an  angry
gesture,

“You fool! Do you want to stay
tied up here for days, without food,
without drink? That i3 ‘what it
means. " it

No sign from the prisoner.’

“Listen, Paul! = There is a boy
here, mamed Richards, to whom it
appears you give private lessons, Will
you tell. me the details, if T remove
yvour gig, so that I can ward him
off 1"’

No sign.

“Otherwise, he may suspect, and a
tattling tongue may do me harm.”

Btill the same steady look ffom the
bound man. Rufus Slinymey had no
help to expect from that quaiter.

Ho gritted his teeth, b
“Vaory well. Remait ns you nve
plarve, for all T carel 1 shall play

tho gonomo oot without your help,”

Hoo quitted the yoom, and logkod

Who dooe,  potting  the ey dnto e
veed MU LS  ovvvanlg 0O ALY ALIUU LD
pocket. He removed the bdrs from
the outer door, and he had barely
done s0 when there came a tap on the
outside. £

For a moment the adventurer’s face
went white. i

But with a steady hand he threw
open the door, and looked over his
spectacles at the tall fizure vof the
Canadian sergeant without. (.

Rufus Slimmey was quite himself
again now. His face was calm, and
he looked at the big sergeant with
polite inquiry.

“These are your quarters, 1
think?"” said Sergeant Lasalle. '
A ;‘”Ye.-:, that is so. Will you step

Sergeant Lasalle entered,

Only the board wall separated him
| from the room where the ‘gagged
prisoner lay bound. But the door of
the bed-room was closed, and it was
not evident that it was locked. Thero
was nothing to excite the sergeant’s
suspicions.

“Well?” said Mr. Slimmey. = “I
am quite at your service, sergeant.
Believe me, if 1 could do anything to
help you, you would not needto ask.”

“You are not on friendly terms with
your brother Rufus,” the ‘sergeant
remarked, his eyes on the young
man’s face, i

“Not in the least. He has alwavs
been my enemy, as well as his own.,”

“Yet he has fled to this place.”

o Is that certain?” asked Mr.
Slimmey. '
“Quite certain. He has been

traced on this side of the town of
Thompson.  Certainly, he has been
within five miles of the school,”

Mr. Slimmey looked troiibled.

“Then I can only conclude that his
object was to see me, if possible,” he
said slowly. “I can guess his inten-
tion, 1 think. I-—I admit, sergeant,
that 1T am not a man of resolute
character, and on a previous occasion
Jufus extorted money from me by
threats. Possibly he hoped to gain
my assistance this time by the same
methods. But I have not seen him
}Tet-‘,’

“ And 1f you should see him—-"

“1 shall give information at once,
of course. He has forfeited all the
claims of a brother upon me.” |

“Thank you, Mr. Slimmey! If you

wish to communicate with me, you
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“You'
then?’| :

Bt o ;__{’/t seem much use re-
maining heve./’ :

The sergeant was disappointed.

There was a vague suspicion in his
mind that Rufus Slimmey was con-
cealed in the vicinity, assisted by his
brother.

_ But he scanned Mr. Slimmey’s face
i vain for any sign of relief at his
anncunced mtention to depart.

Instead of looking relieved, Mr,
Blimmey had an anxious expression.

“Of e¢ourse, you know your own
business best, Sergeant Lasalle,” he
said hesitatingly. *‘ But—but in case
the ruffian should come here, attempt-
g to see me, would it not be
advisable for vou to remain nearer
; . My brother Rufus would
think nething of resorting to the most
desperate violence.”

The sergeant’s lip curled involun-
tarily.

#I-~1 admit that T am afraid of
him,” stammered Mr. Slimmey. “1
have 1ot led a life like yours, eer-
weant. I have led a quiet, scholarly
existence, and-—and T am not the kind
of maun to deal with s desperate
character. If—if vou remained in the
neighbourhood. 1 should feel more
able to deal with that scoundrel if he
should appear. They would put you
up at the Hopking' farm, if vou
wished ;“that 18 anlv a mile away.”

*1 will | thygEthat over, Mr,
Slimmey.”

“But'yvou will let me know?”
atked Mr. Slimmey anxiously.

“Yes, T will let vou know.’

ing back to Thompson,

L]

And the sergeant departed. dis-
satisfied.  Mr. Shmmey closed the

cabin door after him, and breathed
hard.

[le had played his part well—the
part of a pusillanimous man, who
{eared, the arrival of the desperate
fugitive from Vancouver. And if the
sergeatit adopted his suggestion of
putting up at the Hopkinsg’ home-
stead. he. would be nesr—too near;
but at least the schemer would know
where he was, and could be on his
guard in that direction.

Rufus , Slimmey had
cards well, L

Bt Chere way deep anxiety in his
Liran st

played his

e Wimicl sueeeoded, so far.  The ser
geant, at the most, suspected that he
kuvew where the fll}{ifl\'ﬂ was, but
never deenmed that he was the fugi-
five himeelf. But he was feverishly
anxious for the strain to be over, and
ter place long miles between himself
and the;lumfwr school.

But 1ot t1ll the hunt was over, and
the Mounted Police were gone for
good, could he venture upon fight.
Until that hour came, he had to play
out the desperate game he had
entered apon.

Frank: Richards could not help
glancing at Mr. Blimmey when Cedar
Creek Schoel assembled for afternoon
lessons. : i

The young man.came in as usual
to take his class. '

Ilis aspect was quite normal. Frank
had expected him to he worried and
troubled by the occurrences of the
mornjng, but Mr. Slimmey was quite
calm.

His class, however, did not find him
aquite as; usual. 1t was odd that Mr,
Slimmey, who was very shortsighted,
and had to peer through his glasses
at evervthing, now wore his spectacles
well down his nose, and looked over
them. Several of his pupils observed
that oddity with some curiosity.

But the impostor had no choice in
the matter. His sight was not defec-
tive, and he could not look through
lanﬁes designed to assist defective
sight.

gAnd_.‘.}ﬁs forgetfulness, as they
deemed if, on the subject of the names
of his pupils, afforded the “‘kids”
constderable merriment.

It was impossible, of course, for his
pupils to suspeet the change in the
adentity of the master, and they were
only curious and amused by his many
mistakes,

They found, however, that Mr,
Slimmey, was not so good-tempered
and patient as usual.. e was de-
cidedly irritable and snappish.

Immediately classes were dismissed
Mr. Slimmey went to his cabin.

ITe wae anxious to avoid Miss
Meadows, whom a chance remark at
any time might have made suspicious
by betraying his ignorance of many
things wﬁ‘{wh Paul Slimmey knew per-

fectly well. y

He was anxious, too, about his
prisoner,

He hald to take the risk of leaving
Paul Slimmey upguarded in the

by the locked door

cabin, secured only
of the bed-room. And the eergeant

‘apd the trooper were still in the

vicinity, he knew that. Sergeant
Lasalle had not yet carried ouv his
intention of returning to Thompson.

To his relief he found his cabin ss
usual, and no trace that any inquisi-
‘g;;vc person had been prowling round
1L,

He went at once into the bed-room,
after barring.the outer door, to make
sure that the prisoner’s gag and bonds
were still secure.
¢ Meanwhile., Urank Richards was
discussing My, Slimmey with his
chums. The kind-hearted master was
in the habit of helping Frank with
his Latin once a week, to assist him
in keeping up that subject, which was
not taught in the backwoods school.

Once a week Frank stayed for half
an hour or an hour after lessons to

Cswot” with Mr. Shimmey in  his
cabin. "

“1 suppose I'd better go. vou
chaps,” Frank said dubiously.

“Blinnmey put me off yesterday, but
1 suppose he meant me to stay to-day
mstead. 1t would look rather slighit-
g if I let the lessons slide. Only 1
don’t want to bother him while he's
worried about that blessed brother
of his.”’

“Well, you can put it to him."” said
Bob Lawless, = '*Ask him whether
it's convenient,”

"1 suppose 1'd better.”

*1 guess so.”

“We'll wait for you,” said Vere
Beauclere. I dare say vou'll get
vour lesson this time, Franky., Buzs
(_‘}ﬂ‘ I!‘}

“Right-ho !

Frank Richards made his way to
the log cabin.
~ He tapped at the door, and pushed
it, but the door did not open,

Frank could not help feeling sup-
-rrlscd. Why Mr. Slimmev should

var his cabin door in the day-time | §

was o mysterv.

He tapped again.

He heard a hurried movement
within, and the sound of a closing
door, then the unmistakable click of
a key turning in the lock,

A moment or two later the door
was opened from within, ¥rank clearly
detecting the sound of the bars being
removed. '

Mr. Slimmey looked out at him, his
eyes glittering over his spectacles.

Frank, utterly astonished. stood
dumb for a moment. Mr. Slimmey
had been in the inner room, and he
stojped fo ook Mo door Hefore open.
g the outer door,  Frank's glance
wandoered involuntarily to the side
door.

The key was not to be seen. After
lecking it, Mr. Slimimey had evidently
put the key in his pocket, a proceed-
ing so surprising that the echoolboy
was dumbfounded.

“What s it? | What are you
troubling me for?” exclaimed Mr.
Slimmey, in sharp and angry tones.

Frank flushed.

“I-~1 came-~—-"

“What have you come for?"

“I-=I-—about the lesson, sir,” said
Frank. I did not have it yesterday,
sir. 1 don't want to bother voun, of
course, sir, but I thought 1I'd better
mention it.”

. “Oh, the lesson!” Mr. Slimmey’s
face cleared. ''I--1 am afraid that I
cannot give vou the time this even-
ing, Richards. Another time.”

* Oh, certainly, sir!"”

Me. Slimmey ¢losed the door in the
gchoolboy’s face.

“Well, my hat!” muttered Frank.

He swalked away, surprised and
uneaev, suspicion creeping into his
mind in epite of himself.

His face was s0 disturbed when he
rejoined his chums that Bob and the
Cherub looked at him curicusly.

“Slimmey skhady again?”’ asked
Bob.
* No.  But "

“What's happened ?” asked Beau-
clerc quietly.

“Blessed i 1 eatch on!” said
Frank. “‘I-1 can’t help thinking
that—that-—""

He broke off abruptly. He hardly
cared to frame in words the dark sus-
picion that bad forced itself into his
miind.

“(Go abead!” said Bob. “What's
the trouble, old chap? Get it off vour
chest: 1

“JT say, it’s jolly serious, T be-
lieve !”” said Frank, ‘‘The door was
barred on the inside
knocked !”’

*“What on earth for?"

“Well, it was. Slimmmey was in the
other room, and when he came to let
me in he locked the bed-voom door
and put the key in his pocket. What
the dickens should he do that for?”
Frank drew a deep breath. “I've
been in Slimmey’s cabin lots of times,
and he's never done anvthing of the
kind."” .

“He could only act like that for
one reasom,” said Beauclerc. “ He

wasn't running any risk of anybady

looking into the inner room, 1t can't
be possible that—that——

Beauclerc paused, startled by his
own thoughts.

“Heé couldn’t be ass enough to hide

when I

that rascally brother of his in his own
cabin !” breathed Bob Lawless.

" I—I couldn’t belp thinking of it,”
said I'rank, “ He lied to the sergeant,
and that could enly have been to help
Rufus Slimmey to keep clear.”
“But it's impossible ! said Bob,
after w moment’s thought.  *The
Chinee does his bed-room every morn-
g, you know. Old pigtail must have
been in there as vsual to-dav.”

“That settles it ! said Beauclere,
Il the Chinee did the room this
morning as usual.”?

Frank Richards compressed his lips.

“1 like Slimmey,” he said. ‘1
always thought him a good sort. 1
was for standing by him, even after
he lied to the sergeant in that rotten
way. But if he's hiding a thief, with
his plunder stil] in his pockets, at
this school, the time has come for us,
to chip in. If he's doing that he's
no better than a criminal himself.”

“Iear, hear I’ said Bob.

“Right 17 gaid - Beauglere. My
hat! If he's doing that—- But I
can't think it of him, Frank, A dan-

gevous criminal hidden  here, with
bove and girls crowding the place;

and Miss Mcadows, too! It's too
thick !
“I'm . go'ng to, speak to ' the

Chinee.” aid Franlk, ‘
“1 guess that will settle it,” re-
marked Bobh.
The three chums walked awavy to
the cook-house, where the Celestial

Crack!
whizzing stool struck him at the same moment, and he resied.

was at work, He gave them a broad
grin as they lookad in,

“Chu, old scout, did, you do Mr.
Slimmey's room as usnal this morn-
ing ¥ asked Frank Richards,

Chu Chung Chow gave him a rather
curious look, and shook his head.

“No doee loom " he replied.

“ By gum !’ muttared Bob Lawless,
gtartled by that confirmation of the
strange suspicion in the minds of the
chums,

“You didn't?” asked Frank.

“No, Massa Richards.”

“But why didn't you!"”

“Massa Slimmey no wantee loom
touchee, Him savee so to me. No
go to beddee last nightee, Massa
Slimmey eayee, and not wantce any-
thing doree.”

“Then vou didn't go into the inner
room at all?”

“No gaey !”

“Did you see into it at all ?”

“ No see. Dool shutee,”’

“Right vou are, Chu!"

The chums left the cook-house with-
out vouchsafing any explanation to

the Chinee as to why they bad ques. |

tioned hinw

Their faces were very grave now,

“That's a cinch |” snid Bob. “If
Chu had done.the room as usual it
would have settled it. But he was
kept out of it.  That's a bit too thick
to be enlv a coincidence!”

Yes. rathep!'”

“And what are we going to do?
nsked Beauclerc. *“If the wman’s
there. we're not going to let him stay

"

there, This school isn't a refuge for
criminals.”

" No jolly fear !” said Bob Lawless
emphatically. ‘“Let’s go and put it
straight to Slimmey. Mither the man
clears off at once, and takes his
chance, ‘or else we call the sergeant
in. That's fair.”

“Come on!” said Frank Richarde.

And a few minutes later the chums
were at the door of Mr. Slimmey’s
cabin, with very determined expres-
siong on their faces.

The 3rd Chapter.
An Amazing Riscovery.

Frank Richards knocked at the
cabin door, and opened it. This time
it was not fastened,

Mr. Shmmiey was in the room,
moving about restlessly. The young
master spent much of his leisure time
in study, but there was no sign of
stucdy in the room now. He swun
angrily towards the door as it npeunrﬁ

“You again, Richards!” he ex-
clanmed.

S Y og) it

“1 have told you that I cannot be
troubled with sou this evening. Is
not that plain enough?”

Fraunk bit his hip.

“Quite, sir, ‘T have not come to
gpeak about the lesson.”

“Then what do you want?"”

“T will oxplain, siv. 1 had better
comae 1n, .

Fronk

entered,  followed by lis

The rufan spun round, and the revolver went up, but tha

chums, watched angrily by Mre. 8lim-
mey. His anger did not deter Frank
Richards, however. He had a duty
T;) do, and he hacd come t,hmrc to do
it.

“Well, what is 1t?"” snapped the
mar.

“1 ought to tell you first, sir, that
vesterday I heard you talking m the
timber with your brother Rufus,”
said Frank quietly.

Mr. Slimmey started violently.

" You-—you heavd-——"" he gasped.

“Yes. Tt was quite by aceident.
[ had gone there to mug over my
books. when 1 heard your voices,”
said Frank. ‘1 never intended to let

‘you know that I had heard wou, or

knew anythivg about your brother

“My—my brother--—"

“Your brother Rufus, the man
Sergeant Lasalle is in search of.”

Shedlm 17 )

The expression of relief in the
man’s face puzzled the schoolboy,
Frank did not know that for one ter-
rible moment the impostor had feared
that the boys knew the whole truth.

“You told the sergeant in the
schoolsroom that you had not seen .or
heard from your brother,” went on
Frank, in the same steady tone. It

isn't for me to judge you, sir,’ bug

that man canunot stay here.”
“What-~what man?”
“Rufus Slimmey 1" :
“Are you mad? Do you think he
18 here ?” panted the man. ;
“1 can’t help thinking “so, sir. © 1

think he's persuaded you somehow to
give him shelter here,” said Frank.
“It can’t be done, sir...We all like
and respect you, Mr. Slimmey, but

. wo can't keep silent while you hide a

thief and eriminal in the school, You
know what Miss Meadows would say
if she knew.”
M You-—you have not told her thig—
this ridiculous suspicion——"

N NO. 13 !

“Have you told anyone 7

“Not yet.”

“Not yet? That means———-7"

“That means that unless the man
goes, we are bound to call in the ser-
geant |7 said Frank Richards.

“Oh!l” '

“Don’t think we intend to be dis-
respectful, sir,” said. Bob Lawless.
* But, we should be doing wrong if we
let him stay here and said nothing.
You can see that.” '

fYAnd we don’t want him arrested
here,” said Beauclerc, *“Simply let
us know that he is gone, sir, and that
encds 1t as far as we're concerned.
We're not asking you to give the man

up.

“But--—-but you are out of your
senses ! panted Mr. Shimmey., Do
you 1imagine for one moment that T
have the man hidden in this small
cabin i’

“Will you let us glance into the
bed-room, sir?” .

“The—the bed.room 7

“Yes,” said Frank steadily. “If
that room's empty we shall know thas
we were mistaken, and we'll beg vour
pardon, sir. « If there’s no one 1 the
room you needn’t mind us seeing.”

“T give vou my word, 'Richards,
that Tufus Slimmey is not in that
room.”’

“Will you let us see, sie?"”

“Do you dare to doubt my werd "

“You gave the sergeant your word
this morning, sir, that yeu had not
seen or heard from your brother, and
1 had heard you talking to him in the
timber,” said Frank quetly. *“T'm
sorry, siv, but we shall have to. swe
into that room, or elsg——-

“Or else what!”

“Or else we shall have to ask the
sergeant to make a search of this
cabin, sir.”’

There was a silence.

Wilmmay s faen was pale ani s
ayon wore bhuening,  The theee school
boys wore vory qulgl, but very deter
mined. T the inner room was empty,
there was 1o reagon why Mr. Slin
mey should refuse to throw open the
door..

Why did he not do so? To that
question there was only one answer-—-
the room contained a secret. For it -
was impossible for Mr. Shmmey to
stand upon his dignity as a master
after the three schoolboys had heard
him lie to the sergeant.

1f he had lied to help the hunted
thief he would congeal him, and 1t was
for him to prove that he had not done
850,

Frank Richards broke the silence.

“We're sorry to take this line, sir;
but you can sec for yourself that we
couldn’'t take part in hiding a crimi-
nal in the school, for that’s what it
amounts to if we conceal what we

know. Tet the man go, and we shall
say nothing.”

Mr. Shmmey drew a panting
breath.

“You-—you are mad to suspect such
a thing——" |

“Will you let us see into the other
room #7?

“No, I will not. Am I to be dic-
tated to by schoolboys? 1 shall re-
port this insolence to your parents.”

But-the attempt at bluster® had no

offect upon  the chums of Cedar
CUreek, The matter was too serious
for that.

“We intend to tell our parents, in
any case, gir, unless that man goeg,”
said Bob Lawless. * That euts no ice,
sir. Wa'vé got to see that man off.”

“I1f—if I should admit the-~tho
truth of what vou say, will you keep
silent 7" muttered Shinmmney.

“Yes, if the man goes.”

“J--1 agree, then! Keep silent,
and as soon as it is dark the man shall
go. 1 promise you that.” Lt

The chumeg of Cedar Creek Tooked
at one another. Tt was a complete
admission. The man was there. They
had been sure of it, yet that complete
survender en the part of the assistant
master startled them a little.

“ Are you satisfied?” he muttered
hoarsely. “‘I will do as you wish. I
-1 will pass over your conduet in
treating e in this manner. The
man sha'lsma to-night.  That is a pro-
mise.” e -

His ¢ deadly white, & hunted
look w. nig eyes. His hand was
in his pucket, and  the schoolboys
knew, from the sagging of the coat,
that it was grasping a weapon hidden
there. ~

It was nol the Mz, Slimmey they
had alwave known, and there was a
vague fear and’ suspicion in ' their
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looks.
known to carry a weapon, yet they

Mr. Slimmey had never been

knew that this man had a revolver
hidden in his coat, upon which his
fingers had closed convulsively.

hat did it all mean? What
amagzing change had come over the
quiet, irresolute man? Why was that
hard and desperate look creeping on
his pale face ?

The distrust they already felt in-
tensified. His eyes gleamed at them
with anxious and savage inquiry.

“Well,” he muttered, “what do
you say?”

“That's good enough, sir,” said
Frank, after a long pause. * Let the
man clear off. We don’t want to
have a hand in arresting your brother.
The sergeant can take the money he
has "s,to en. That can be arranged

“The What do
mean 7"

“Sergeant Lasalle told you that he
had the stolen money upon him,”
said Frank. “He cannot take that
away with him. We can't agree to

money ! you

be parties to a robbery, sir! If he
keeps his liberty he is lucky. He can-
not take the stolen money. Let him

leave it here, and it can be handed
over to the sergeant in some way to
be taken back to Vancouver.”

“Agreed! Now go.”

“But the money ?” said Frank.

“He shall leave it here.”

Frank smiled slightly.

“He is hardly hkely to do that at
your asking, sir.”

“*He—he will do as T ask——"

“He will not,” said Frank quietly.

“When I heard you talking to him in

the timber, sir, it did not sound as if
he would do as you asked, Vou
‘asked him to go, and leave! n
peace. Did he do so? T4 7,
Mr. Slimmey, but——-"" N

Frank Richards paused sl.u‘]l:h?l‘l] y-

o stavied vielenbly an o sirange
nel starthing suspredon Qashed into his
mind, On that ecoamon, when he
bl heard the brothers sposking in
the tirnbor, thore had beon a contrast
botween  Paul Shimmey's hesitating
tones andd the clear, cool, hard voice
of the adventurer from Vancouver.
"The veoices had been similar, but the
manner of speaking very different.

[Tneonsciously the prapostor, in his
mxiety and bitter rage, had spoken
without disguising his tones. Ile was
no longer affecting the low voice of
the schoolmaster, and back into
Frank’s mind came the hard, sar-
donic tones he had heard that day in
the timber.

“Good heavens!” muttered Frank,
elmost dazed by the startling sus-
picion. “Good heaveng!”

The look on the boy's face was
enough for the adventurer.  He knew
that Frank Richards knew.

His hapd flashed from his pocket
now, and a revolver glittered in it.

Frank sprang back.

“Look out!” he shouted. ‘' Look
out! That is not Mr. Slimmey—that
man 1s Rufus Slimmey !”

With the bound of a tiger the
rmuffian reached the cabin daor,
slammed it shut, and set his back to
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it. The revolver in his hand rose to.

a level, 'gleaming at the startled
chums of Cedar Creek.

“Silence !”” he hisged.

The 4th Chapter.
At Close Quarters.

‘ Bilence !

Frank Richards panted.

He knew the truth now-—Rufus
Slimmey’s action left no doubt of it—
and his chums knew.

Amazing as it was, they wondered
that they had not guessed it before.
It was not Mr. Slimmey, but his
double. All was clear now,

The resemblance, which had almost
made the Canadian sergeant arrest
him in the school-room, had enabled
Rufus Slimmey to play this trick
upon the school.

And the secret of the locked room
was that it hid the real Paul Slimmey,
not his outcast brother: that was
clear now. He was a prisoner there,
or——
at the desperate face of the outcast.
What had happened to the man whose
name and place the outcast had
taken?

“Bilence! One word aloud, and
vou shall die for it!” hissed Rufus
Slimmey. “Hang you! Hang you!
You shall pay dearly for spying on
me!”’

“Rufus Slimmey, by gum!” said
Bob Lawless dazedly. ‘Well, carry
me home to die! This beats the
whole deck !’

“You have found me out!” Rufus
Slimmey gritted his teeth.. ‘ Mind, [
am a desperate man. Your lives will
not stand in the way of my freedom!”

“What have you done with your
brother?” muttered Frank Richards.

“He is a prisouer; and yon will
join him, while T get cleay,”
Rufus Slimmey grimly. ‘‘Hold up
your hands!”

The chums hesitated.

“You dare not shoot!” gaid Vere

| Beauclerc quietly and contemptuousty.

" Nnr;zrmmlujrmmthi‘- " nob Twanty _1-n.r|1n
nwny A

“1 shall take my chance of that, Up
with your hands!”

There was a pause, and then the
schoolboys  obeved. The
looked desperate enough to shoot, and
his liberty was at stake.

T shall not be taken alive!”" said
the outcast, between his teeth. * And
if T am to'awing for a trooper, I may
as well swing for you. If yon want
to save your lives, vou will give me
no trouble. If it were not that that
hear the
shots, I would shoot you out of
hand!”

He advanced towards them, the
revolver still levelled.

“QOpen that door, Richards.” He
flung a key to Frank. “Open the
door, and get into the next rcom, all
three of you!”

Frank unlocked the bed-room door.

The three schoolboys backed into
the room. The bound man on the
bed gave them a look. Paul Slimmey

had heard * every word that was
uttered 1 the outer room.

He had hoped, for some brief
moments,  now that the {truth was

known. But the desperate outeast
still held the upper hand.

HIDH
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Rufus Slimmey followed them in,
and with his left hand placed the key
on the inner side of the door and
locked it. .

“Now I will deal with you,” he
said, between his teeth. “I shall
leave you bound here, while I take
my (:ﬁanca. And if you resist,
beware! Keep your hands up!”

He drew a cord from his pocket
with his left hand.

“Malke a noose in that, Richards.”

Frank obeyed.

The outeast threw the noose over
Bob Lawless' wrists, and drew it to-
gether.

¥rank was standing close by a stool
under the window, and as the ruffian
was securing the cord his hand closed
on the stool.

It wae a desperate chance, for he
knew the man would shoot; but he
took it. With a sudden swing of his
arm the stool was lifted and gung at
the same moment.

Crash !

The ruffian spun round towards
- him, the revolver up ; but the whizzing
stool stryck him at the same moment,
and he reeled.

Crack !

The pistol.shot filled the little room
with deafening sound. But the bullet
flew into the plank ceiling. The next
moment Vere Beauclere drove his fist
under the chin of the staggering man,
and Rufus Slimmey went with a crash
to the floor.

Beauelere was upon him in a
second, and he kicked the revolver
from the rascal’s hand before he could
pull  the ftrigger again. Frank
Richards was only a second behind,
and as Rufus Slimmey struggled up
IFrank hurled himself upon him, and
bore him to the floor again.

“Back up!” panted Frank.

Panting with rage, Rufus Slimmey
struggled in the grasp of Frank
Richards and Beauclerc. He would
probably have been too much for the
two of them; but Bob Lawless had
dragged the unfastened noose from
his wrists, and he joined in with great
vigour. He eaught up the fallen
revolver, and clubbed it. and the
heavy butt crashed on the ruffian’s
head.

Rufus Blimmey yelled, and sink
Binele om thin e et

Wrank Riohards' kneo was janined
on hie chest, and Beauclere grasped
his wrists.  Bob thrust the revolver
muzzle fairly into hig mouth.

“(Cthuck it!"” said Bob grimly.

“The cord—quick !”  exclaimed
Beauclere,

Dazed by the crashing blow, the
ruffian lay almost helpless. Frank
Richards caught up the cord, and
looped it over his wrists as Beauclere
held them, and drew it tight and
knotted it.

Then the schoolboys left him, lying
on the floor and panting with rage.

“Yetch the sergeant here, Beau!"
exclaimed Frank %reathlessly.

“You bet!”

Vere Beauclere unlocked the door

and dashed out. Frank took out his
pocket-knife, and cut the bonds that
held Paul Slimmey to the bed.
He removed the gag, and Paul
Slimmey strove to speak, but no word
would come from his numbed lips.
He groaned faintly as he moved,

“All right now, Mr., Slimmey
said Frank cheerily.

There was a heavy tread in the
onter voorm. The sergeant had heard
the pistol-shot, and he was already
coming toward the cabin, when Bean-
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clere found him. The big Canadian
loomed up in the doorway. :

" ““Here's your man, sir!” said Bob
Lawless,

‘“Holy smoke!” ejaculated Ser-
geant Lasalle. “And-—and who is
this?”

His eyes turned to the man
stretched on the bed.

“That's our master, sir—Mr.
Slimmey. That wvillain had been
passing himself off as Mr. Slimmey !”
panted Frank.

“B}' B'ﬂ-d 12 .

The sergeant understood now. His
bronzed face was very grim as he
stooped and jerked Rufus Slimmey to
his feet.

“I guess you played a bold hand,
my man,” he remarked. *But the

ame's up now. You are the man
f want!” . |

The exposed impostor ground his
teeth, ]

“I owe it to that brat!” he mut-
tered, his eyes glittering at Frank
Richards. “1I shall not fofget this!”

Frank Richards laughed.

“ Remember it as long as you like,”
he said cheerily. “I'm jolly glad I
had a hand in laying you by the
heels !” :

“Same here,” said Bob Lawless.
“T guess the rotter’s got his plunder
about him, sergeant. We make you
a present of the dear man!”

The sergeant laughed, and marched
his prisoner out with an iron grip
upon his shoulder.

Five minutes later the two
Canadian MLP.’s were riding away
for Thompson, and, between them,
bound upon a horse, was Rufus
Slimmey.  The lumber school had
seen the last of the desperate rascal. |

Miss Meadows, to whom the ser-
geant had briefly explained, came to
the cabin, in great astonishment.

The chums had helped Mr. Slimmey
imto the outer reom, and he was sit-
ting there, pale and worn, when the
schoolmistress entered.

‘Mr. Slimmey made an effort to rise,
but sank back from sheer weakness.

Dot cgdt up )l sand) e
Meadows.  “The sergeant has told
me. My poor friend, you have had
a terrible experience.  1f one had
only gnessed!  But you are #id of
that rascal now. And you boys were
the anuse of the discavere?'

“You, ma'am,"” niid
Richards. modestly.

“You have not been hurt?”

“No. The rotter-ahem !-—I mean
Rufus Shimmey-—had time for only one
shot,” said Bob. “That's in the roof.’
All serene, ma'am!”

Miss Meadows smiled. g

“You had better go *home now,”
she said. “* You have done very well
and bravely. I am proud of vou!”

And the three chums walked out,
feeling very proud of themselves after
that. The next day the lumber school
was buzzing with the story, and Frank
Richards & Clo. were the cynosure of
all eyes,

For several days Mr. Slimmey did
not appear in the schoel-room; but
he came back at last, looking very
quiet and subdued. By that time a
judge and jury. in far Vancouver.
were dealing with the reckless rascal
whom Frank Richards and his chums
had Inid by the heels.

THE EXND.
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§ THE MAKING OF MORLEY !

By JIMMY SILVER.

(Continued from page 237.)
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simply—“that is much better! I came
hete to see if I could find Fisher. Have
you seen him anywhere 7

“He was'in the gym half an hour ago,®

.said Morley at once.

“Thank you, Morley!” said Mr. Hall,
turning on his heel. “I will look for
him there.”

The Fourth Form-master shut the door
of the study behind him, and Gorman
quickly thrust his hand into his pocket:
with the intention of withdrawing his
cigarette.

Next ipstant he drew his hand out of
his pocket and let forth a ery of fear,
for the papers it contained were smoul-
dering from +the heat of the lighted
cigarette,

Gorman dropped them quickly to the
floor, and as he gazed at them Morley "
caught sight of his pawn-ticket, eharred..
at one end,

With-a bound he jumped across the
room, and, picking up the piece of
charred pasteboard, he flung it quickly
into the fire.

Glorman drew off his coat quickly, for
fear that it might catch alight., Then he
glanced evilly at Morley.

Morley flung off his own coat, too:; not
hecause of any fear of fire, but because
he intended to give the cad a thorough
thrashing. The pawn-ticket bhad wvan-
ished into the flames of the fire. Gorman
could no longer carry out his fell threat,

“(Come on, you cad!” exclaimed
Morley, pushing back his cuffs. “Put
your flstg up!”

e[ stammered Gorman, back-
ing away. )

But Morley was in a'desperate mood,
He leaped forward, and swung his left
fist forward quickly. It landed full on
the cad's nose, and he staggered back-
wards,

“ Look here, Morley-——— Ow! Yow!”

Morley had no inercy to show for the
cad.  He hit bim again and again, and
forced him round the study. Gorman had
never received such a whacking before.

By the time Morley desisted Gorman’s
nose was hleeding profusely. and one of
his eyes was half closed. The cad had
been paid in full for his cuming scheme.

From that day Morley was a diflerent
fellow. Never again did he go hack to bhis
old ways.

The fuilure of Maorley zenior had been
a great disaster, but nevertheleéss it had
been the making of his gon.

Tty SHver famped Lo B
coneluded hig story

“Jolly good yarn! nld Lovell prods-
ingly.  “1I conldn't have told a'hettr one
myself.  Hallo! Here comes Bulkiey!”

The door of the dormitory apencd and
in walked the captain of Rookwood

# You kids can get into bed,” he said,
«The raiders have been beaten back.”

The juniors cheered Bulkeley's an-
nouncement to the echo, and ther pro-
ceeded to undress again, :

«] say,” said Lovell, as he jumpedinio
Led, “T've got a jolly good wheeze! Why
not make a regunlar thing of this story.
telling? Suppose we stay wp.every night
and let one fellow tell 'a yarn each even-
ing?” A

The juniors immediately showed their
ready approval of the scheme. :

“Very well,” said Lovell. ® ‘A.:q [ "aug-
gested the scheme, T suppose itls up to
me to keep the 'ball rolling. /¥ ‘reckan
I tell the mnext yarn, bubsEdFwonit
giarantee that it will be as  good as
Jimmy Silver's.” :
 And .':n it was arranged, The ftales of
the dormitory were fo be a regular thing

[eael s ho

,at Rookwood,

THE END.
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““SAVED FROM A CRIME!”

f '{ARTIN CLIFFORD.
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