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The 1st Chapter.
Just Like Jimmy !

% Christmas,” said Jimmy Silver
oracularly, “ comes but once a year!”
' “Go hon!” remarked Lovell.

“What a brain!” said Raby
admiringly. “ Did you work that out
in your head, Jimmy? What a
corker you ought to be at maths and
things !”’

And Newecome chuckled.

“Christmag,” repeated the captain
calmly,
*comosbut once a year. Ergo—
that's Latin—ergo, meaning there-
fore—at Christmas-time a chap ought
to forgive his enemies, if he's gotb
any, and spread round his kindness
and goodwill I”

“1t he's got any.”

fika e ha 177

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” sid Jimmy
warmly. “The fact is o

Oh, L know 12 sasd TLovell.
“You're going to jaw us.  Put it

off till T've fetched Lattrey’s ear
with a snowball.  He's just within
range.”

There had been a fall of snow, and
the old quadrangle at Rookwood
School glimmered with white. There
was snow on the old wals, on the
roofs, and on the leafless
branches of the beeches which were
almost as ancient as Rookwood,

Arthur Edward Lovell stooped to
gather up snow.

Lattrey of the Fourth, the most un-
popular fellow at Rookwood, had just
come along, ‘‘mooching 7 moodily in
the quadrangle with his hands driven
deep into his coat-pockets.

He did not glince towards
Fistical Four.

The outcast of Rookwood seemed to
be buried in deep and gloomy
thought, and he did not ‘eren notice
the quartette of cheery junirs..

Naturally, as soon as he saw
Lattrey, Lovell’s impulse wis to enow-
ball him. So he gathered 1p snow,

Jimmy Silver frowned,

o (1) d l ¥
Aol onlomiiidnedd.. .

Lovell went on gathering snow, and
kneading it into a specially compact
enowball. That shot was going to be
A suecess.

“The fact 18, T was just thinking
about Lattrey,” said Jimmy Silver
lraetl’l,y. “That’'s why I was saying

Lovell chuckled ag he kneaded his
snowball, o
“Oh, I guessed that!” he said.
“TIt’s just like you, Jimmy. Lattrey
is a sneak, a cad, a waster, a gambling
blackguard and not much better than
a thief—if any better! Al Rook-
wood’s down on him, and he’s sent to
Coventry. He would have been
kicked out of the school—we know
the Head intended it, but Lattrey’s
pater got over him somehow. And,
therefore

“Frgo!” grinned Raby.

“ Ergo,” said Lovell. “Ergo, as
he's all that, and more, you want to
forgive him because it's Christmas-
time and take him to your waistcoat
and weep over him. And we're not
going to let you. You thumping
idiot, only a few weeks back he nearly
got you flogged with one of his dirty
tricks.”

“YI—I know ! j

“He ought to be sacked, and you
know it! It's a mystery why the
Head let him stay.”

“Yes. But——"

 Bother your buts; don’t begin but-
ting me !” said Lovell crossly, “1'm
going to biff him on his flap.”

* Look here—7""

Lovell’'s arm went up, and
gnowball flew with deadly
Jimmy Silver jumped between.

Biff ! - :

It was Jimmy who got the snow-
ball. He had not exactly intended
that; he had only meant to stop the
shot. He stopped it with his nose,

the

the
aim.

a8 it happened, and roared, and sat

down in the snow.
There was another roar from his
chume.
G E e, ha, hal”
“0Oh, my hat!
Jimmy Silver.
“Ha, ha, ha!"
. Lattrey looked round as he heard

Groogh-!” gasped

the roar, scowled, and stalked away..

Lov'ell had no time for a second shot.
Jimmy Silver staggered to his feet,
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SILVER'S

; A | Magnificent Long Complete Story of Jimmy Silver & Co., the Chums of Rookwood School.

¥ Somebody's coming,’ said Algy, as he heard footsteps outside. The neéxt moment Jimmy Silver strode into

the room.

rasping.  That shot, at such close
range, bad fairly bowled him over
it hurt him. He glared at Lis

hidnrious ol
niarious Gnunis. 3
“ You thundering idiots!”
* Ha, ha, ha i
“TLiook at my nose!”
“What a colour!” chortled Lovell.
“Serve you right! What did you

get in the way for{ 'That toad's
sneaked off now [”

“You asked for it, Jimmy!”
grinned Newcome, “You fairly

requested it! 1 say, lot's go alter
Lattrey, and roll him in the snow.”

“Good egr!”

“Hold on!” shouted Jimmy Silver.
“Look here, listen to me!”

“Bow-wow!” ;

“ Do listen,” urged Jimmy, dabbing
away the powdered snow from his
face. *You're coming home with me
for Christmas, Lovell.. 1 wish youn
other two were.”

“Qo do I,” said Raby. “Buat the
pater wants me at home, and it’s only
fair-for Newcome to come with me.”

“Yes, soms paters have qucer
tastes.”

“ Why, you ass 7

“PBut never mind that. You're
coming with me, Lovell. My young
cousin from High Coombe ' will, be

home—young Algy.”

“T'm locking forward to making
the acquaintance of Algernon,” raid
Lovell solemnly. “I'm sure I shall
enjoy the society of a Third Form fag
from High Coombe, wherever that
may be.”

“ Fathead !

“If you've finished, Jimmy, we'll
trail down the Lattrey-bird, and give
him his roll.”

“T'm not finished, ass! ILook here,
Lovell, suppose we take Lattrey home
with us for Christmas?”’ :

“What!” yelled Lovell.

“We'll ask him—"

“ Ask the Kaiser!” gasped Lovell
“Why, I’d rathor have the Crown
Prince of Prussia with me on a
holiday. Lattrey! My hat! A fellow
nobody will speak to at his own
school 1’

“You're potty, Jimmy, old chap,”
said Raby. “ Draw it mild!”

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows.

He had expected opposition.

Lattrey was a rascal of the first
water, there was no getting out of
that. He had shown the cloven foot:
in almost every possible way.

“ Oh !

Even unscrupulous fellows like
Peele and Gower wanted to have

nothing to do with Mark Lattrey,

The wrotched junior lm{ lgmm Lo
Ihe wretched jumor had found the

way of the transgressor very hard.

As it happened, his father, the head
of an inquiry agency in London, was
away on professional business, and
Lattrey was not going honte for the
holidays, It was  rather a dismal
prospect  to  spend the Christines
vaention in the deserted school,

Lattrey had relations certainly, hut
it appeared that they did not yearn
for his Hn(';vfy.

No Rookwood fellow = thought of
acking him home. Most of them
would sooner have asked a Prussian
Hun.

Jimmy Silver’s
was touched.

If ever a fellow deserved to ke
down on his luck, it was Lattrey of
the Fourth, but a fellow who was
down on his luck always had easy
accees to Jimmy Silver’s tender heart.

special weakness

And the inflnence of Christmas
counted for something.

But the proposition was “to0
thick.” His chums were grimly A's-
approving. Lovell gave a most

emphatic snort of diggust,

“I-I'd like to ask him,” faltered
Jimmy. “ Christmae, you know—
poa,cvl on oearth, goodwill to men—anc

3
~—and-—-

“You can ask him,” said Lovell
grimly.

“You don’t mind 27 .

“Not at all. ' Do you mind if I

come along with you for the vae,
Raby 17

“Lovell !

“You don’t want me, I suppose,
Jimmy ? You ecan’t bhave my

faccinating society along with Lat-
trey’s, anyway.” ;

“Oh, checse it!” growled Jimmy.
“1f you don’t want him, there’s an
end. I won’t ask him.”

“(Good !
cad, just to show there’s no
feeling. Come on, you fellowe !”

“Hold on 1" ;

“Rats !’ T

Lovell & Co. rushed off, gathering
up snow as they went.

Jimmy Silver frowned. Lattrey of
the Fourth gave a yell as the snow-
balls found him out, under the

beeches. |
Whiz! Whiz! Smash!
Oh! You rotters!’

ill-

Y Yah!

Now we'll enowball the

Jimmy |7’ gasped the youngster.

“Tla, ha, ha! Give it him!”’
Whiz! Smash! Crash!
Latteoy fod for tho schoolhouso,

Altor bim wonb Lovall and Ruby
Alter hlm went ljovell and Raby

and Newcome, roaring with
laughter, and pelting away vigorously
as fast as they could gather up snow.

There was a shout, and Conroy and
Pons and Van Ryn, the Colonials,
joined in the chase, whizzing snow-
llmllﬂ alb the fleeing outcast,

Flynn and Oswald, Higgs and Raw-
son, Mornington and Townsend and
"Topham, joined in from various quar-
tors,

Snowballs whizzed at Lattroy from
all sides.

In a shower of missiles he reached
the steps of the schoolhouse, panting.
There he turned to shako a furious
fist at his pursuers,

They . replied with a. roar of
laughter and a fresh volley. Snow-

balls smashed round him and on him
on all sides.

Heo darted into the house and dis-
appeared, leaving the merry juniors
shouting with laughter.

Evidently Jimmy Silver’s Christmas
spirit of peace and goodwill was not
quite shared by the Fourth Form at
Rookwood.

Tha 2nd Chapter.
Peace and QGoodwill.

Lovell and Co. came in ruddy and
cheery to tea,

They found Jimmy Silver in the end
study, with tea ready., It was the
last tea in the study for the term, as
Rookwood was breaking up on the
morrow.

Lovell glanced rather oddly at the
captain of the Fourth, Jimmy was
cheery enough, but there was a slicht
shadow on his brow, He was dis-
appointed, though he did not mean
to complain. Lovell’s attitude was
easily understood—in the matter of
Lattrey moro easily than Jimmy’s, as
a matter of fact.

But Lovell had been thinking a
little.

“Don’t scowl, old chap,” he re-

" marked.

“T'm not scowling,” said Jimmy
mildly. *Tea’s ready.”

* Look here,” said Lovell abruptly,
“would you really like to take that
sneaking cad Lattrey home with you,
Jimmy?”’

“ Well, no,”’ said Jimmy honestly,
‘1 shouldn’t like it! I don’t like him
any more than you do. But—but—-"

23

“But you've got a soft heart, and
your head’s still softer!” remarked

Lovell.
Jimmy laughed.

“Let it go at that!” he said.

“ Nothing to worry about! You
chaps don’t mind having hot water
instead of tea, do you?
out.”

“ Oh, érumbs!”

“It’s really better for the nerves,
vou know,”’
way of looking on the cheery side of
everything, “ People would be much

healthier if they drank hot water in-

stead of tea. Old people want it to
buck them up, but young ‘people
don’t. More than half of what people
eat and drink is unnecessary.’’

‘““ Are you preparing for war eco-
nomy lectures?’” demanded Raby.

“Well, I could give them,” said
Jimmy. ¢ Cut out tea and coffee and
tobacco and more than one medt meal
a day, and vou're ever so much

hoalthier., That’s a tip in
There’s more real food in beectroots
than in mutton-chops. And they’re
cheaper.”’

“ Hear, hear—but give us a rest!”
said Lovell. ‘“The question 1s, do
you want to take that cringing worm
Lattrey home for the holidays?”’

“ No, 1 say. But I’d like to. Chap
ought to do things he don’t like some-
times; it’s good training., And—and
the poor brute is down on his luck.”

“PDoesn’t he deserve it?” hooted
Newcome.

““Yes, ho does.
says_’—__‘l’ ‘

* Blow Shakespeare! Don't spring
Shakespeare on us on the last day of
term."

‘“ Shakespeare says give every maon

But Shakespearo

his deserts, and who would escapo
whipping?”’  said = Jimmy  Silver,
© Shakespeare was a knowing old

card. Suppose we all got what wo
deserved-—what a life !’

“COh, rate!” said Lovell, ook
heve, Jimmy, you'ro a silly ass, and
w thumping idiot, and an  imsanoe
hunvlnl.ll.nr‘ ht,h nlml'lql.l bk M v wainkh
burbling jabberweock, but if yon want
to inflict that rotten Prissian on your-
gelf for Christmas I don’t mind., I
mean [ do mind, but I'll give you
your head. This 3s my self-denial
week! You can ask him to tea if
you like! There!” .

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“1f you really mind, Lovell,
chap——-"

“Do you want me to ask you on
my bended knees?” grunted Lovell.

“ No, old son, 1’11 buzz off and see
him, then.” -

“Go it, fathead !” said Raby.

Jimmy Silver, with a very bright
face, quitted the study. His chums
looked after him, with expressions in
which affection was curiously mingled
with exasperation,

Jimmy Silver was the kind of fel-
low who would have shared his last
crust with friend or enemy, and
though it was sometimes a little ex-
asperating, his chums could not help
liking him all the better for it.

Jimmy trotted along the Fourth
Form passage, and kunocked at
Lattrey’s door. :

There was no answer to the knock,
and Jimmy opened the door and
locked into the study.

Mark Lattrey was alone there. He
generally was alone when he was in
his quarters. His study-mates avoided
him as much as they could, even to
the extent of sometimes doing their
prep in other fellows’ studies,

He locked up with an evil expres-
sion as Jimmy Silver stepped in.

The persecution, as he regarded it,
which he received at the hands of
his schoolfellows did not bring Lattrey
to a sense of his wrongdoing. It only
aroused bitter hatred and resentment
in his breast.

Jimmy Silver did not appear to
notice his evil look.

Hulla, Lattrey!” he said cheerily.
“ Had your tea yet?”’ :

“No!” snapped Lattrey. *‘ What
the thunder does it matter to you
whether I have or not?”

Jimmy coughed. 4

“ Have you come to ask me to
tea ?” sneered Lattrey. '

gl 4 b

““ Wh-abt” ;

“ We’'ve pot rather short commons
in the end study, but we’'d be glad of
your company,” said Jimmy Silver.

old

Tea’s run

said Jimmy, who had a

war time.:

Tl
!
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Lattrey stared at him. *

** What jape are you playing now?”’
ho asked

“Not a jape! I mean it! Come
along,” said Jimmy, with determined
heartiness. * It's Christmas time, you
know, when people go in for—for
peace and goodwill and—and all-
round friendliness and forgiveness,”
- “ Do you believe in that rot?”

“ Ahem! It 1sn't exactly rot,

Lattrey.”” Jimmy’s face was serious
now. “ You know what Christmas is,

Lattrey; you know what it commemo-
rates. We don't think so much about
those things as we ought, perhaps;
but at Christmast-time it comes into a
chap’s mind. It’s hard lines if we
can’'t bear with one another a little,
and try to be forgiving.”

. Lattrey looked at him in wonder.

It was the first time he had ever
heard Jimmy Silver speak in this
way ; such matters were not often dis-
cussed, :

But Jimmy was grave and earnest,
and perhaps, for once, an echo of
decent [eeling woke in Lattrey’s hard
kieart, His face softened.

“You're a good chap, Silver,” he
said at last, and his voice had lost its

“encering tone. ‘‘ I'm sorry for—for
some things, theagh it's too lite to
think of that now.”

“TIt'snever {oo late tomend,” said
Jimmy,

“I dom’t know that 1 want to
mend,’”’ said Latlrey. *‘ I'm not your
sort. But—butl [ don’t mind parting
friends if thats what voy meauy.”

“No neod to part just now, 1'd
like vou to como home with me for
the Christmas holidays, if you will,"

Lnttrey startod,

““1a that a joke?'" he asked.

* No; honest Injun.”

“You don’t want me. You mean
you're sorry for me for being stranded
ul  school for the wvacation,” said
Lattrey bitterly. ;

“ Well, it's bard lines,” said Jimmy,
“ You won't enjoy staying here, and
as your father’s away, I hear, you
can't go home. Why not come home
with me? I've asked Lovell, and he's
agreeable,” :

" Thero was silence,

Lattrey’s face was brighter.

He had hardened his heart, like
Pharaoh of old, against the condem-
nation of the school. But he had felt
bitterly his exclusion and the general
cotiterapt of Rookwood.

Jimmy’s kind words came like a ray
of light in the darkness that sur-
rounded him. Perhaps at that mo-
ment there was regret, and a yearning
for something better, in the breast of
tho cad of the Fourth.

* Well?”’ said Jimmy.
come, old scout.”

“*1-—I thank you,”’ faltered Lattrey.
“It would be rotten staying here, I
could go to my uncle’s, but he doesu’t
like me; I don’t want to. If—if you
really mean it, Silver!” he faltered.

** Of course I do. It's a go, then
asked Jimmy. ‘' Come along to tea
now.”

Lattrey, almost like a fellow in a
dream, followed Jimmy Silver to the
end study.

He flushed as he entered that cele-
brated apartment and caught the
curious glances of Lovell and Raby
and Newcome. \

But the Co. played up heartily.
They had agreed to part friends with
Lattrey to please their study leader,
and they went the “whole hog.”

Lattrey was heartily welcomed, and
lie was feeling at his case at last
when the Fistical Four sat down at
tea with hLim,.

And it was settled. On the morrow
Lattrey of the Fourth was going
home with Jimmy Silver.

There was much surprise in the
Classical Fourth when it was known.
The fellows agreed that it was ‘“just
like Jimmy,” and that Jimmy was
an ass.

Of all the Fourth, only Kit Erroll
scemed to think that Jimmy Silver
was doing the right thing. Right or
wrong, it was done; and when Rook-
wood School broke up for the holidays

the next day, Lattrey departed with
Jimmy and Love

“ Better

-;,”

AN o T T R
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(Continued from the previous page.)

The 3rd Chapter.
Home for the Holidays.

Jimmy Silver's home was a com-
fortable old place. His father and
mother and his Cousin Phyllis greeted
the schoolboys when they arrived at
the Priory.

welcomed.  Of Lattrey’s reputation
at Rookwood School Jimmy’s people
knew nothing. To them he was
simply one of Jimmy’s Form-fellows
at the school.

Possibly his keen, eharp face and
watchful eyes did not make a specially
pleasant impression on them. But
they made him very welcome.

Lattrey found himself quite comfort-
able, and in a home atmosphere that
was very different from what ne had
been accustomed to. Unsuspecting
kindliness had not often come his way.

His father was a sharp and un-
scrupulous business man, and Lattrey
had taken after him, and even at his
early age his opinion of mankind
was cynical and contemptuous.

Jimmy Silver's home was likely to
do him good, if he was capable of

surroundings.

Cousin Phyllis’ bright eyes and
bright emile were very pleasant, too.

When he went to bed that night,
Lattrey was thinking more seriously
than he had ever thought before ia
his life. There were half-resolves in
his heart to make a better use of his
life when he went back to Raokwood
for the new term.

After all, the shady game did not
even pay. To put it on the lowest
ground, honesty was the best policy.
His chances at school had been eas
good as Jimmy Silver’s, and what
had he mada af tham?

o wnn olovor—he know lie was
oloveror than Jimmy in many thinge.
What he lacked was a sense of
honour and straightness of character.
And those could be acquired.

_ Lattrey came down the next morn-
ing in a cheery mood.

He joined in the skating with
Jimmy and Lovell and Phyllis in the
morning, and enjoyed himself thor-
oughly. In the afternoon there was
an entertainment of wounded soldiers
in the village, and the juniors went
to help, with Phyllis, and Lattrey
was as useful as any.

As they walked home in the winter
dusk Lattrey was very silent. Jimmy
Silver dropped behind to join him,
Lovell walking on with Phyllis,

“Tired?” asked Jimmy cheerily.

Lattrey shook his head.

“No; I've been thinking, Silver,
I've been a’ confounded fool at Rook-
wood. I—I wish I ecould have my
time there over again.”

“You'll begin fresh next term,”
said Jimmy cordially. “All that
Coventry business will be forgotten.
You'll begin again like the rest.”

“1--1 suppose so. I mean to get
clear of—of some things, and have a
try, anyway. After all, Mornington
made a fresh start, and he was pretty.
low down. I eay——"  Lattrey
paused,

(13 '&Tc.q?)]

“Your Cousin Phyllis is a ripping

girl.” Lattrey paused again. * You
know I'm a rather sharp chap,
Silver——"

A bit too sharp sometimes,” said
Jimmy. ‘“'Tain’t good for a chap to
be too sharp.”

“I know that. I wish sometimes
that I didn’t see so deep,” confessed

Lattrey. “But in this case—well,
there's something bothering your
Cousin Phyllis. She's worried about
something.”

“My hat!
Come to think of it, I have, though,”
said Jimmy thoughtfully. “I—I won-
der if it's her brother?”

“Her brother?” repeated Lattrey.

“Young Algy. He’s coming home
from High Coombe to-morrow. He’s
been in rather hot water at his school,
the young ass, and his headmaster’s
report was rather a corker. I'll speak
to Phyllis.”

As they came up to the gates of the
Priory, Jimmy Silver joined his
cousin, somewhat to Lovell’s wrath.
Lovell was rather fond of Phyllis’
company. However, he put up with
TLattrey.

“ Anything up, Phil, old girl?”
Jimmy asked, in his candid way.

“Why, no!” said Phyllis, with a
srﬁﬁ’l,e. “I'm a little tired, that'’s
all.

Lattrey was introduced, and warmly -

getting the good out of his present |

I haven’t noticed it. .

““Not bothering about your young
fathead of a brother?”

Phyllis ¢oloured.

“I—1I am rather worried about him,
Jimmy,” she said, in a low voice.
“He's been in some trouble at High
Coombe. I think he must have got
into bad company. He has been
punished for—for gambling, "

“Phew !

“He's only reckless,” said Phyllis.
“He doesn’t mean any harm. But
—but he was always very self-willed.
I'm glad he’s coming here for Christ-
mas. If he had gone home with
some of his High Coombe friends

" She paused. *He wanted to,
but he was not allowed to. But he
will be all right here.” '

“Young ass!” growled Jimmy
Silver. “I'll give him a hiding, if you
like, Phil, when he comes."”

Phyﬂis langhed.
“I'm afraid that wouldn’t do him
much good,” she said.

Lovell passed them, going towards
the house. He was tired of Lattrey's
company, Lattrey was following
Jimmy and Phyllis.

“ Algy’s a good little chap enough,
Phil,” said Jimmy Silver thought-
fully. “He. only wants a few more
lickings.”

“I'm afraid there are some reckless
boys at his school, and Algy bhas
picked up his ways from them,”
said Phyllis. “He was very annoyed
at not being allowed to go home for
Christmas with some of his friends.
But I'm glad he’s going to be here.
Ho will forget all that nonsense here ;
nobody here will encourage him in
it, you eee."

“No fear!” said Jimmy.

The thought of Lfttrey came into
his mind then, and he started. Lat-
trey was not exactly the right com-
pany for a reckless fag who required
lea(llling judiciously back to the right
path.

Jimmy glanced round, almost wn-
consciously, as that uneasy reflection
came into his mind.

Lattrey was close behind him, walk-
ing very quietly in the snow, his head
bent forward.

Jimmy’s eyes flashed.

Lattrey started. back the ' mext
moment, flushing; but Jimmy knew
that ho had been listening.

passod betwoen the (wo cousins,

It did not matter, certainly, but it
was unpleasant. Lattrey was not
changed; he was the sneaking eavee-
dropper of old.

Jimmy made no remark; Lattrey
was his guest. But the involuntary
expression on his face was enough
for Lattrey. The latter walked on
lwquickly to the house, passing the
cousing. : £

Phyllis compressed her lips a little;
she had observed the incident, and
her opinion of Lattrey was fixed
accordingly.

Jimmy Silver waa silent and un-
easy a8 he walked on with Phyllis,
He had done right in giving Lattrey
a chance, he felt that. Christmas was
%mt time for goodwill and kindness.

u e

There was a “ but.”

Lattrey’s company was about the
worst conceivable for the reckless fag
coming on the morrow from the
Devonshire school.

They might be thrown together. If
Lattrey desired it, they were certain
to be thrown together. Jimmy could
not always be watching his = guest,
that was certain; he revolted at the
bare thought of it. And Algy Silver
had more money than was good for
him ; he was much richer than Jimmy.
Suppose Lattrey——

Jimmy drove the thought out of
his mind. Lattrey wae his guest, and
he would not suspect him. Surely
the fellow would have the decency
to play the game whilo he was under
Jimmy’s father’s roof,

But there was a cynical smile on
Lattrey's thin lips as he went to his
room that night.

The scornful gleam in Jimmy's eves
had not escapetf him, and it remained
in his memory. Ile
thought of it.

And Lattrey was growing bored.

There was plenty at the Priory to
keep him amused and occupied, if he
had been normal in his tastes. But
he was not normal. Preparations
for Christmas festivities bored him,

flushed as he

quietness and calmness bored him,
good conduct bored him  inex-
pressibly.

He was beginning to yearn alveady
for the shady associations, the reck-
less blackguardism, that had been his
undoing at Rookwood. :

“Bo there's a merry sport coming 1”
he murmured, as he turned in. A
giddy fag who's been licked for goin
the pace—ha, ha! And Miss Phylls
turned up her nose at me because
she thought I was listening! Per-
haps dear Miss Phyllis will be sorry
for turning up her nose; perhaps I
may find some amusement here, after

all, before I'm bored to extinction.”

THE BOYS® FRIEND:

Fadiroy had honed overy word ifih

He laughed.

Such good as he was capable of had
come to the surface that day. In his
talk with Jimumy on the way home he
had been earnest—for the moment. It
had vanished now. .

The cad of Rookwood was the cad
of Rookwood still,

The 4th Chapter.
Kindred 8pirits.

~ “Coming along to the station,
Lattrey ?”

Jimmy Silver asked the question
cheerily the next day.

Phyllis had gone out with Mrs.
Silver, and Jimmy was to meet his
cousin Algy at the railway-station.
Lovell was going with him, and he
gave Lattrey his choice.

Lattrey nodded at once. He was
quite keen to make the acquaintance
of the sportive fag from High
Coombe.

“ Certainly,” he said.

The three Rookwood juniors walked
down to the station together. Jimmy
Silver was quite cheery and cordial
to Lattrey. He was determined not
to be distrustful. :

It was evidently wuseless to ask
Lattrey home, with the idea of
making the best of him, if he was
going to distrust him all the time.
And Jimmy was of rather a trusting
disposition, too.

He was no fool, but his own heart
was 80 frank and loyal that he found
it hard to realise that others might be
wanting in loyalty.

That Lattrey could accept his
hospitality, and insinuate himself into
the good graces of the household, and
then prove treacherous, was what
Jimmy would have described as a
“large order.” He simply could not
and would not think such a thing of
anﬂbody.

attrey was in high good-humour
that morning, and Jimmy and Lovell
found him agreeable enough. Even
Arthur Edward Lovell was beginning
to think that perhaps he had been a
little hard on Lattrey at school.

He made up for it now by being
quite friendly, and Lattrey met him
half-way, so peace and good-humour
reigned on all sides.

o Sassatems aunissnd od flid gl dl L

The Juniow avived ab tha wation
before the teatn onme fn, o walted
on the platform for Master Algy, of
High Coombe.

'hen the train came in, Jimmy
rushed along to greet a slim, rather
handsome lad, who stepped out of
first-class carriage.

Lovell and Lattrey regarded the lal
rather curiously.

He was something like Jimmy ia
features, but his face was much soffer
in its outlines, perhaps better-lookin z,
and his lower lip had a pouting curl
that told of a petulant disposition.
The expression on his face was far
from contented.

He shook hands with Jimmy Silver
in a perfunctory manner, and greeted
Lovell and Lattrey, when they were
introduced, in quite an ofi-hand way.

Lovell’'s reflection was that the
Third Form at High Coombe did not
get as many lickings as would be good
tor them.

““ You might look after my bags and
things, Jimmy,"” said Algy, almost
sulkily.

“ Right-ho "

“Had a good journey down?" asked
Lovell, as Jimmy moved away.

Algy grunted.

‘““No; rotten!”

“Pretty cold, I suppose, the
train?” remarked Lattrey.

“ Rotten slow train! All the trains
are rotten and slow now.”

“War-time, you know,”
Lovell.

‘“ Bother the war!”

€ Eh?”

“ Blow the war!" said Master Algy,
more emphatically.

Lovell's eyes gleamed. Ile moved
off to help Jimmy with the baggage,
repressing his desire to take Jimmy's
cousin by the scruff of the neck and
rub his nose on the platform.

Lattrey smiled. 'hat he saw of
Master Algy rather confirmed what
he had heard about him. He sur-
mised that Algernon Silver was a
cheery youth, quite after his own
heart. )

“Bit dull, travelling along,” he re-
marked. ‘You must be hungry.”

“I'm ready for lunch,” grunted
Algy.

“You haven’t had any lunch ?”

Another grunt.

13 NO.”

“You must be famished.”

“There ain't any rotten grub cars
on the trains now,” snorted Algy.
“Pah! I had some sandwiches.
Bah! All alone, too. Might have
gone home with De Vere, only they
wouldn’t let me. Brrr!”

“Pal of yours?” asked Lattrey.

“Yes, rather!” Algy’'s  face
brightened a little. “Rippin’ chap
De Vere! One of the best. Awfully

in

remarked

A

goey! Some of the fellows said ho
wasn’t goin' to be allowed to come
back next term. I know the Head
had him on the carpet for a terrific
jaw, Rot, I call it!
pace. 8o do I7” ,

Algy gave Lattrey a defiant look as’
he made that remark,

Lattrey smiled genially.

The talk of a Third-Form fag abou$

going the pace gave him a contempt-
uous amusement; but he was careful
not to betray the fact.

“Why shouldn’t you?” he said.

“Oh, you think so?” said the fa
in sarprise. ‘“Ain’t you a friend ol
my Cousin Jimmy?”’ ;

“Certainly.”

T thought he only chummed with
goody-gooﬁ little Master Stepherz
hke himself,” observed Algy, regar
ing Lattrey with new interest.
shall be horribly bored here, Nothin
doin’, you know, Round gamesﬁ
He sniffed. *Old Silver——"

“Who?”

“Jimmy’s pater, my blessed uncle,
he's down on everythin’ that makes
life worth livin’,” said Algy discone
tentedly. “Why, if he found &
playin’-card or a bridge-marker abouf
me, he’'d pack me off home. No#
that I'd mind, only it's frightfully
dull at home. I wanted to go homa
with De Vere—rippin’ chap! They
wouldn’t let me. Lots of things doin®
at his place—huntin’, bridge, late
parties.  Regular scorchers theral
Just suit me. Br-raor!” ;

“Hard lines!”

1 should say so.
myself to death here. Round games
—playin’ for nuts! Good gad!”
Master Algy shuddered. * Dancin’
with dashed schoolgirls on Boxin®
Day! Yaw-aw-aw! An’ a eermon if
a chap’s found smokin’! Pah!”

“0Oh, you smoke, do you?"”

“You bet! I've got plenty of fags
about me, too. I—I say, you won's
give me away!” added Algy hastily.

“Of course not! I quite agree with
you. We shall get on together,” said
Lattrey.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Master Algy.
“I say, I'm glad I've met you here,
What's your name—Lattrey? They’ll
want me to toot in the Christmas

“

I shall yawn

mornin’ service. I shall hoc’)k. it, I

r & Rl b
o fal vau eI ahie R
ol "

YLow yoerwlf with me,” grinped
Lattrsy, Wl have a smoke sonie-
where "

“God nan! I say, you're my

sort,” mid Water Algy. “ Mum's tho
word | Herds my  high-minded
cousin " !

“Cone on, kid!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily,  “Tve got your sack, and
Lovell’s got yaur bag., Trot along!”

The four juniors left the station to-
gether to walk to the Priory. Algy
soon dmppel behind with Lattrey.

He lad Iound a congenial com-
panion.

Lovel glinced back after a time.
Algy ard Lattiey were chatting at a
great rate, andlaughing. ‘

“Young Hopeful seems to hit it off
with Lattrer,” Lovell remarked.

“Yes; doesn't he?”

“Latirey don’t seem such a rotter
here as he did at Rookwood,” re-
marked Lovell. “We may have been
a bit ard on him. That kid seems
to take to him, too.”

Jimmy nodded. For some reason.
perhaps unconsciously, he slowed
down for his cousin and Lattrey to
rejoin him.  Lattrey was speaking,
and as he came up his words were
audible,

“It's ripping here. There's going
to be a skating tournament after
Christmas, and I'm doing some prac-
tico to enter for it. You'd better do
the same.”

Jimmy felt a sense of relief,

That conversation was certainly
harmless enough. He was ashamed
?fl the momentary uneasiness he had
elt.

He walked on again with Lovell,
and when he was out of hearing Algy
made a remark that would have un-
deceived him, if he could have heard
it.

“I say, what’s-your-name—Lat-
trey?—you’re a deep card! You
babbled that rot about skatin’ for
Jimmy to hear.”

Lattrey laughed.

*In these precincts a chap has to be
careful,” he said.

‘“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Better not talk too much before
your cousin, either, or say too much
about De Vere. You won't get much
of a time if you make them sus-
picious.” :

“I savvy,” said Algy sagely.

“TI don’t see any harm in seeing life
a little, myself,”” said Lattrey, with
one eye onvthe fag. “I'm a bit goey
at school, as a matter of fact. I feel
in a bandbox here."”

“T wouldn’t have come, if I could
have helped 1t,” grunted Algy.
“What on earth did you come for?
They couldn’'t make you."

He goes the

o
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“My people are away, you see.
‘This is better than sticking it out at
. schook”
 Master Algy understood, or thought
“No reason why we shouldn’t
brighten things up a bit, under the
rose,” pmiled Lattrey. ‘There’s a
jolly old tower at the place—fine
views from the top—"

“Bother the views!”

“1 mean, nobody ever goes up
there, and a quiet game wouldn’t be
interrupted.”

“1 say, you are a sport,” said
‘ﬁ;e fag from High Coombe was

looking quite cheerful when he
arrived at the Priory. He had found
a kindred spirit.

The 5¢h Chapter.
Going tho Pace.

“Penny for ’em !”

Lattrey started.

‘It was the following morning, and
Lattrey had gone out by himself after
brealkfast.

He was tramping through the park,

. his hands driven deep into his pockets,

) 4
&

{ v 'mm?vr F:

a

a mooedy expression on his face,

He was thinking. Somehow, Mark
Lattrey’s mind was not at rest that
bright, winter moruing.

Most Rookwood fellows who knew
him would have grinned if they had
been told that Labtrey's conscience
wag uneasy; they would not have
credited him with having a conscience.

But, as a matter of fact, Lattrey
was feeling a twinge.

Jimmy Silver had treated him well,
even the sullen, suepicions cad of the
Rookwood Fourth had to admit that.

Jimmy had placed confidence in
him, and somehow or cther the fact
that he was trusted made some little
difference to Lattrey. He was not
used to being trusted.

And he intended—he knew that he
intended—to requile Jinmny’s kind-
ness and fiith by treachery—the
treachery thst was a pat of his
tortuous rature.

He had tried to ylay the game, for
a time. DBut he was tinnd of it—sck
of it. Such a nature ai his was not

_easy_ C;mngew-n.nr] ]m mq no 1‘@::{
chinngo-nand hie had no ron
don

And vob, atrange as it eoemed, to

to changoe 1t

|
Lattrey himself, there was a hint of
hesitation now. Ile was not satisfied
with himself,

It was the voice of Algy Silver that
interrupted him, with the offer of a
penny for his thoughts. Algy came
along under the trees, and he stopped
a8 he saw Lattrey, and grinned at
him.

Lattrey’s  face cleared, and he
smiled. At the sight of his intended
dupe the hesgitation in his mind was
gone. i ‘

His emile was caused partly by
self-mockery, at the ‘“‘softness ” that
had momentarily come over him.
That softness, if it was softness, was

gone now,

“Hallo! You on your own, too?”
he asked.

“Yes, rather! T've dodged the
gang,” said Algy cheerily. * Phyllis

wanted to march me off to see some
" dashed old codgers in the village. 1
hooked it. Tame old codgers are not
in my line.”
- Lattrey laughed.

“Nor in mine,” he said.

“Goin’ anywhere?” asked
giving him a very shrofwd look.

“Well, T was thinking.”

“If there's anythin’ lively goin’ on,
count me in,” said Algy eagerly.
“Took here, you're not one of my
Cousin Jimmy’'s sort! You let that
out pretty plainly yesterday at the
station. You're 1ot enjoyin’ youy-
self here in the ‘way those chaps are.
Is there anythin’ geod goin’ 77

Lattrey gave him a very curious

look. )
- The fag of High Coombe hardly
wanted leading off the strait and
narrow path. He was only too keen
to escape from it,

"We?], I suppose you know how to
keep mum ?” ssked Lattrey.

"~ “You bet!" said Algy disdainfully.
“My dear man, you're older than I
am, but I fancy you can’t give me
many points. I tell you, the Head
at High Coombe had me up on the
“carpet before I came home. If T
hadn’t kept mum then there’d have
_been trouble for some fellows at my
school. Don’t be afraid I shall jaw
to Jimmy. Jimmy bores me as much
as he does yon.”

“Come along, then, if you like,”
said Lattrey. “We're going to see a
couple of Rookwood fellows—my pals
at the school.”

- “What else 7™

“Ryer played billiards?”

“Tll give you twenty in a hundred
and run you out, and chance it,” said
the cheerful young gentleman from
High Coombe promptly.

“Good!” eaid Lattrey, laughing.

Algy,

“I'll give you the chance, with a quid
on the game.”

“Done !”

“Buat, for goodness’ sake, not a
word at the Priory !”

" Not a giddy syllable!” chuckled
Algy.

He walked away with the Rook-
wood fellow, and they left the park
behind, and followed snowy lanes and
field-paths. Algy chuckled as the red
roof of an inn showed up in the
distance.

“You know the way,” he remarked.
“You haven’t been long in getting
your bearings in this neighbourhood,
Lattrey.”

“Chap can only live once,” smiled
Lattrey. “I came here for a quiet
time, but—life’s short. -Why not
make the most of it ?"

“Why not, rather? I say, we'd
better not be seen going into there,
though ; old Silver would cut up rusty
if he found out. I don’t want to be
_L-;Ju!zged off home—not if I can help
1’

“All serene I” said Lattrey. “ Leave
it to me.’

If Lattrey had felt any scruples—
and perhaps he had—they were gone
now. He wag the cool, eynical,
utterly unscrupulous young rascal
now that Jimmy Silver had known
at Rookwood.

By a narrow lane he reached the
public-house garden, and opened a
gate, and passed quickly in. Algy
1f<1]11r)wed him, his heart beating a

ittle.

It pleased the High Coombe fag to
boast of *“going the pace,” but he

felt extremely uneasy at the idea of
having to face his uncle afterwards, if
his escapade came to Mr., Silver’s
knowledge.

Lattrey evidently knew the way.
He moved round the house, with the
fag at his heels, and looked in at the
open French windows of a billiard-
rooi.

Two fellows were there, with a
greasy-looking marker.

They were Peele and Gower, of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, the
former being a Christmas visitor at
the latter’'s home, a short distance
from Jiminy Silver’s place.

They looked round towards Lattrey,
and did not give him very welcoming
looks. At Rookwood they had been
chummy, but they had taken a share
in sending Lattrey to Coventry.

Lattrey noted their expression, and
smiled sarcastically.

“Fancy meetin’
marked.

“How the dickens did you know we
were here 7 grunted Gower.

“Where should I expect to find
you in the morning, on a holiday ?”
said Labtrey, with a laugh. “My
dear chaps, keep your scowls for
Rookwood—it’s vac now, you know.
Using the table ?” :

“Yes,” said Peele.

“All right—T'Il wait! TI’ve got a
young friend here who’s a terrific dab
at billiards—knows the game inside.

out.”
look-

you!” he re-

_ “Oh, does he?” said Gower,
ing at Algy.

“ Hands off I ' yelled Lattrey, as Lovell rushed on him.
Lattrey, and the cad of Rookwood put up his hands desperately to defend himself.

® “You bet! He's givin’ me twenty
in a hundred, and backin’ it up with
a quid,” said Lattrey, closing one eye
at Gower.

Gower wunderstood, and he ex-
changed a quick glance with Peele.
The two young rascals were “on » at
once. Algy did not see the signs
that passed among the precious trio.
The marker did, and he winked at
the ceiling.’ j

“Glad to meet you, kid, as it
seems you're such a sport!” said
Peele, “You can give me a hun-
dred if you like, after Lattrey. Wait
till we run out.”

“T’'m your man,” said Algy.

He looked on, while Gower and
Peele finished their game. Both of
them played remarkably badly, and
Algy’s lip curled with contempt as he
watched them.

The fag could play billiards, after a
faghion, and certainly his play was
much better than this, 1t really
seemed as if Gower and Peecle would
never finish their hundred, so very
badly did they play.

They were finished at last, and
Lattrey and Algy took the table.
Algy chalked his cue with quite a
knowing air,

His offer to Lattrey, to give him
twenty in a hundred, had been sheer
“swank.” But he was glad of it
when Lattrey began. Lattrey muffed
the ecasiest shots, and Algy drew
rapidly ahead. He had only thiriy
‘to get, when Lattrey, with a very
lucky break, cleared out ahead with
the hundred.

: /
il

Lattrey and the fag left the billiard-
room, Algy still looking rather blue.
His visit had cost him four pounds,
and ran away with a good slice of his
* Christmas tips.”

Lattrey cast covert, amused glances
at him, as they walked back to the
Priory.

“I’{l make it up at banker,” said
Algy, breaking the silence at last.

“I'm sure you will!” said Lattrey,
with a smile,

But when-the time came for the
enterprising Algy to ‘“make it up ”
at banker, he found that the great
game of banker was a most deceptive
game,

FEUSEECRI Y

The 6th Chapter.
Boxing Night!

Jimmy Silver looked for his cousin
Algy on Christmas morning, when it
was time to start for the morning ser-
vice,

He did not find him.

Algy did not ““toot ” in the service,
as he expressed it. Jimmy went with
Phyllis and Lovell. Lattrey also had
dropped out of sight somewhere.
Jimmy did not even know that the
two were together,

Lattrey came in early for lunch;
Algy came in late. There was no hint
that they had been together in the
morning.

Christmas morning was naturally a
very quieb time—much too quiet for
Lattrey and the enterprising fag from
High Coombe. Both of them digap-
peared to a suitable resort a mile

Crash ! Crash!

b

“You owe me a quid, dear boy,’
smiled Lattrey.

“Oh!” said Algy Silver.

He paid up, and Lattrey’'s eyes
glistened as he saw that there were
more than half a dozen currency notes
in the fag’s leather purse.

Algy was nettled by his loss, and
remembering the bad play of the
others, he was -inclined to swank
again. :

“Two quids on the game, if you
like,” he said to Gower, as the latter
took the cue from Lattrey.

“You'll beat me,” said Gower.
“But I'm game!”

To Algy’s surprise, however, it was
Gower who won. His bad play with
Peele was not reproduced in his game
with Algy. It did not occur to the
unsuspictous fag that that bad play
had been intentional, for him to
watch.

Algy, with all his knowingness, had
a good deal yet to learn of billiards
and hilliard sharpers.

He was looking rather cross when
he chalked his cue for the game with'
Peele, and he left the stake at a
sovereign. *© Peele ran him out in a
quarter of an hour, and pocketed the
sovereign.

Algy looked rather blank.

“By Jove, we must be hurryin’
back " exclaimed Lattrey, looking at
his watch. “We sghall he late for
lunch, Come on, Algy!”

‘“Give you your revenge any time,”
grinned Peele,

LT XY L 724 §

Lovell’s fists came fairly crashing at .

away, where a game of billiards could
be had.

-He was glad enough to have a com-
panion, though it was only a Third-
Form fag. R

Besides,
panionship.

Under the lead of the estimable
De Vere of High Coombe, Algy had
learned many things not included in
the school curriculum, He was a
“dab ” at banker, at nap, and at
bridge. He fancied that he could play
billiards, and prided himself on know-
ing something about * gee-gees.”

The fag had plenty of money, and
during those holidays a considerable
portion of his money was transferred
to Lattrey’s pockets. Although he
was a ‘“‘dab” at games of chance and
skill, Algy did not seem to have much
chance against his new friend. -

But he felt that he was “ going the
ace,”” as much as was possible in a
ousehold like Mr. Silver’s,

Certainly, his holiday was much
brighter than he had anticipated—
brighter, that is, according to his
peculiar point of view.

And there was no suspicion,

Phyllis glanced at her young
brother with a questioning and some-
what troubled expression.

She had feared that he would be
morose and discontented, and would
try the patience of his uncle and aunt
and cousin.

Algy

That had not happened;
But his contentment was a suspici-

Algy paid for his com-

seemed contented enough.

ous circumstance in itself ; and Phyllis

mnmn_gmnmmnm

was fond of her brother, and con.
cerned about him.

She did not like Lattrey. And,
though the two were seldom seen to-
gether, Phyllis had noted that when
one was absent the other was gener-
ally absent as well, '

There were telltale stains of nico<
tine on Algy’s fingers sometimes, and
his temper was sometimes irritable
and peevish. He flatly refused to
skate, or to join in anything.

On Boxing Day there were high
festivities, and a crowd of guests and
the young people enjoyed thenselves,’
but Algy went through it all with a
sull%:y face. He was not enjoying him-
self, :

Two or three Rookwood fellows
came, and some of Jimmy Silver’s
friends from St. Jim’s; but they were
rot in the least the kind of fellows
Algy liked, and he avoided them, '

There was nobody among them like
his dear old pal De Vere of High
Coombe. Erroll of Rookwooed he de-
tested, though he exchanged only a
few words with him,

Mornington was there with Erroll,
and Algy did not like him either,
though probably he would have liked
the 3andy of Rookwood well enough
in his earlier days.

Mornington eyed ILattrey rather.
keenly that evening. He had won-
dered how the cad of Rookwood would
get on at Jimmy Silver’s home., Ap-
parently he was getting on very Weﬁ. ¢

Morny was a good hand at dancing,
and he was greatly in request that
evening.

At a late hour he strolled out on
the terrace with Kit Erroll to taste -
the fresh air after the warmth inside.

“Begad, there’s a light in the
tower !” wejaculated Mornipgton, as
they came to the end of the terrace.

“That’'s odd! There can’t be any-
body there!” eaid Erroll, in surprise,

‘“ Let’s have a look.”

They descended the steps, and
crossed through the light snowfall to
the old tower-of the Priory.

It was somewhat remote from the
inbabited part of the house, and a
light at that hour was certainly eur-
prising.

As they drew nearer a voice camo
to their ears from within,

Yo deal, Ay 1M

The two Junkors mboppel dacl.

A grim, - angry frovn eane voer
Frroll’s face. Morningion Hu,uglnud
sofuly,

“I fancy we'd better be gefbin’
back,” he murmured.

Errcll nodded without pedking

They retraced their steps.

“Dear old Lattiey ab the dd gime
again 17 smiled Morningion, as they
reached the terrace. ' What a sally
focl Jimmy Silver was to bring him

home. I said so ot the time’?
“It's rotten!” muttered Eroll
“That kid, teo—Jimmy’'s couwan!

Jimmy ought to Inow about this|>>

“Carv’'t tell taks abowt & felow-
guest, dear boy!”

“T suppose not. Bub it's rottenl”

There was a burst of merry music
from within, -

“By gad! Thit’s my waltz! Ex-
cuse me, old scouf'!

And Mornington rushed in

rroll was left alone on the termace,
with a troubled brow. It was impos-
stble to speak to Jimmy of what he
had aceidentally discovered. He could
not be the cause of making bad bloed
between Jimmy and his gusst. But
he was troubled in mind about it.

There was a light step on the ter-

| race, and Phyllis Silver, with a white

shawl about her shoulders, met his
eyes., The girl had come out alone.

She gave Erroll a smile.

‘*Have you seen my brother 7” she
asked, “ You know Algy?”

“Yes; I have seen him, Miss
Silver,” said Erroll

“Why, there is a light in the
tower 1”7 exclaimed Phyllis,

“Is—is there?”’ :

“Yes, Algy cannot be thero,
surely The girl looked oddly at
Erroll, reading the expression on his
face. '“I—I wish Algy would come
in. Y think T shall look in the tower.”

“There’s snow on the ground |2
said Erroll hastily. - !

Phyllis smiled. ,

“That will not hurt me.”

“ Miss Silver, I—I shouldn’t go io
the tower, I think !” muttered Erroll,
his face colouring.

He was deeply disquicted at the
idea of the girl finding her brother
gambling in that secluded eorner with,
Lattrey. ' :

Phyllis gave him a quick look,

“Why not ?”’ she asked quietly. :

Erroll hesitated. The light in the.
tower went suddenly out, and he
breathed with relief, ’

“There! It’s out now!

di But_____”

There were footsteps by the terrace.

“Better get back; we shall be
missed.” g

It was Lattrey’s low voice
darkness, :

1

_from _tho
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Phyllis drew a deep, hard breath.
Without a word she turned and dis-
appeared through the doorway on the
terrace. i

Trroll followed her in quickly. He
had no desire to meet Lattrey.

When Lattrey and Algy came up
the steps the terrace was deserted.
Algy shivered. !

“Jolly cold out here,” he said.
“ Better than that foofel'y indoors,
though. Old De Vere never dances;
he thinks it's rot. So do I. I sup-
po-a(f a chap's got to go in and keep
civil,”

“Necessary to keep up merry ap-
pearances,” smiled Lattrey. “You go
in first. No need to tell 'em we've
been out together.” ;

Algy laughed, and went in,

Lattrey followed him ten minutes
later, slipping quietly into the erowd
indoors, with a smiling face. Lattrey
had found some pleasure in Boxiug
Night after all in his own wai;;

He fourd Algy Silver, on his first
acquairtance, v reckless young scape-
grace. He was on the way to turmng
him into a thorough young black-
guard.

That did not weigh on Lattrey’s
comcience—if he had one.

He was guite cheery now, and he
was humming a merry tune when he
went - to bed. The cad of Rookwood
was in high fether,

The 7th Chapker,
Phyilis Speaks.

Y Jimmy 1"

[t wan the following alternoon

Jimmy  Silver  was mending - a
dumaged skate, and whistling cheerily
ovor his task, when Phyllis eame into
the room, Lovell was out on the ice

with Trroll and Mornington, who
were staying a few days.
“ Hallo, Phil!” said Jimmy. “‘I

thought you were skating.”

“1 want to speak to you, Jimmy."”

“(Go ahead, old girl !” :

Jimmy laid down the skate, and his
face became grave. He could see in
Phyllis’ pale, troubled face that
something was wrong.

“What’s up?” he asked quietly,

“Have you seen Algy lately,
Jimmy 7"

“Not since lunch,”

“Or Lattrey ?”

“Lattrey! Isn’t he skating?”

(43 NO.” :
haven't seen
noon,” seid Jimmy.
matter 77

“Is Lattrey a real friend of yours,
Jimmy 2"

Jimmy hesitated.

“Not exactly,” he said. “Why?”

“(Can you trust him?”

“T—1I—T don’t know !” said Jimmy
Silver, taken aback. *“What ‘on
earth’s the matter, Phil? Ilas
Lattrey been doing anything 7"

Phyllis’ look grew more troubled.

“1 can’t like him,” she saM. * 1o
hasn’t done anything, but there's
something—something—— I can't
trust him. Jimmy, do speak plainly.
If Lattrey’s a real friend of yours, I
know he must be straight, but——"

“We weren’t friends at school,”
said Jimmy slowly, a troubled look
creeping over his own face. “DBut
tell me what’s wrong, Phil ?”

“1'm anxious about Algy,” said tho
girl, with a tremble in her voico.
#Isn’t it odd that he should make
friends with Lattrey as he has done ?”
v “I don't know that he has
gpecially.”

. “He has, and they keep it sccret.”
Bl o 4 Gl

“You haven't noticed, Jimmy, that
Algy often goes out by himself, and
‘at the same time Lattrey is never to
be seen about the place?”

“1—1 hadn’t noticed it."”

{ #Last night there was a light in
the tower.”

“My hat!”
¢ ¢f—1 should have gone there, but
vour friend Erroll stopped me. He
had g reason. Ile was troubled, and
very grave. I—I had missed Algy
and Lattrey. Well, then, two persons
came back to the terrace, and Lat-
* trey said, ¢ Better get back. We shall
be missed.” A little while afterwards
Algy came in, and later, Lattrey, I
noticed.”

him this after-
“*What does it

(Continued from the previous page.)

Jimmy Silver's face was very grave
now.

“ Algy’s written home for money,”
went on Phyllis. “I—I've had a
letter from home asking me whether
Algy is showing any of the reckless
ways that got him into trouble at
school.”

“He can’t have spent much money
here, if any.”

“Te may have lost it.”

Jimmy started.

“Playing cards, do you mean?”

“I—I fear so. Jimmy, was—was
Lattrey that kind of boy at Rook-
wood ? If he was, that makes it cer-
tain.”

Jimmy Silver set his teeth.

“He couldn’t be such a cad!” he
said. ‘““How could a fellow be such a
vile rotter ¥ I—I think I made a mis-
takonin bringing him here, but—but
“Then he was a bad character at
your school ?”’ asked Phyllis quietly.

“Well, yes.”

“He is not your friend 7"

(11 N‘J' "

“You do not even like him ?"
“Well, no.”

am certain of it—in the old tower,
most likely, as that’s where they
were last night, and nobody ever
goes there.” Phyllis clasped her
hands. “Jimmy, it's infamous that
a child like Algy—he’s only a child
really—should be led intg wickedness
by a boy so much older than himself.
If they knew at home ”

Phyliis paused, alarmed by the look
that came over Jimmy Silver’s face.
She laid her hand quickly on his
arm.

“Jimmy!” she exclaimed breath-
lessly.

RN ¢ st R
WORh, T've boon o fool-d ool (¥

mutberod Jimmy Silver, white with
angor.  “Lovell was right. Raby
and Newcome were right, and 1 was
a fool 1” k

“Jimmy !

““I can see it all now ! said Jimmy,
with increasing bitterness. * Lattrey
has been fooling me. I don't know
that I ought to blame him. I fairly
asked for it. But—but who could
have thought a fellow could be such
a vile rascal—under my father’s roof
—a guest in the house? Oh, it's too
rotten !”

“Why did you ask him
Jimmy, if you don’t like him "

Jimmy smiled bitterly.

“Because I'm a fool!” he growled.
“ Because the whole school was down
on him, and he deserved it, and—and
I was idiot enough to want to give
him a chance !"”

Phyllis pressed his arm.

“It was just like you, Jimmy."”

here,

THE
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“Tt was,’’ said Jimmy. I
pose I was born a fool !"”
“1 don’t mean that. It was gene-
rous, like you. But—but—-"
Jimmy Silver compressed his lips.
“T'Il look into -this,” he gaid.
“PDon’t you be afraid, Phil. They’ve
only known one another a few days,

sup-

anyway. ['ll see about it, and if
Lattrey—"

“Jimmy, you must not Re-
member, he is your - guest!” ex-

claimed Phyllis, with a catch in her
voice,

Jimmy nodded.

“1 know that, Phil. The cad feels
safe, I dare say. But, anyway, I'm
going to look into it. Wait a bit for
me, old girl. 1f Lattrey’s up to his
old tricks he’s going to be stopped
sharp !”

Jimmy Silver hurried out of the
house.

His face was pale with anger.
There was no proof yet, but sus-
picions fitted together so much that
they had the force of proof. After
all, it was nothing new for Lattrey.
He was treacherous to the core. He
had always been so, as Jimmy Silver
knew.

But if he had played this treacher-

ous trick there would be a final
reckoning. :
Jimmy hurried to the old tower.

“Hallo, here you are!” called out
Lovell. *““This way, slacker!”

Jimmy Silver did not heed. He
did not answer. Ie ran on towards
the half-ruined tower, leaving Arthur
Edward Lovell staring.

In a few minutes Jimmy was in the
tower. There was no one in_ the

: ¥ lower chambers, and he ran quickly
“Jimmy, they are together now, I | 1

and lightly up the steps.

“Shuffle, kid!”

Tt was Lattrey's silky voice from a
room that opened on the spiral stairg
half-way up the tower.

Jimmy drew a quick breath. There
was proof if he needed it. His foot-
steps were heard the next moment,
and he heard an alarmed voice in the
room. It was Algy’'s voice.

“Somebody’s comin’. Oh! Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver strode into the room
the next moment.

The 8th Chapler,

WET™ WETY wrTEmgrweww
Lattrey's Luok s Oul !

Lattrey sprang to his feet.

He had been scated on a camp-
stool in the deserted room, near the
old loop-hole window.

On a box before him the cards lay
gleaming, and there were loose coins
and cigarettes on the box.

The atmosphere of the room was
heavy with cigarette-smoke.

Algy. Silver sat on the corner of the
box with a cigarctte in his mouth.
He did not rise. e seemed frozen
there by the sudden appearance of his
cousin Jimmy.

Lattrey’s face paled.

He retained his coolness, but he
was pale. The game was up now
with a vengeance. The discovery was
about as complete as it could be.

Jimmy Silver panted.

“Lattrey, you cowardly hound !”

“Look here, Jimmy——" mumbled

| the fag.

Jimmy turned on the fag fiercely.

“Iold your tongue, you young
blackguard! By gad, I've a mind to
take you by the neck and take you
straight to-my father! You shady
young rotter, how dare you pla.-y-this
game in my father’s house "'

“1 didn’t want to come here,” said
Algy sullenly. “I’m- fed-up. I had
to come. I'm goin’ to do as I like,
too. 'Tain’t your business!”

Jimmy Silver strode towards him.

Algy jumped up and backed away,
but Jimmy's strong grasp closed on
his collar, and he was shaken like a
rat.

“Tet go!” yelled Algy furiously.

Shake, shake, shake! It was for
Phyllis’ sake that Jimmy did not
give his comsin the thrashing he de-
served. But the sportive Algy was
shaken like a rat i the teeth of a
terrier,

Lattrey made a move for the door-
way. But the doorway was suddenly
blocked by the sturdy form of Arthur
Kdward Lovell, Lovell had followed
Jimmy into the tower, wondering
what was the matter.

He saw now what was the matter.
His eyes blazed at .the sight of the
cards and the money. As Lattrey
came to the door, Lovell shoved him
back -unceremoniously.

“Let me pass!” hissed Lafttrey.

“ You sneaking worm !” said Lovell
between his teeth. ““You try to pass,
and I'll knock your teeth down your
throat !

“Tet me go!” shrieked Algy.

Shake, shake, shake, shake !

“There, you young rascal !I”” panted
Jimmy Silver, releasing the fag at
lagt, with a whirl that sent him spin-
ning to the door. Let me catch you
at it again, that’s all! Get out!”

“ You—jyou rotter!” ;

“Here, you travel along said
Lovell, taking the furious fag by the
shoulder and spinning him ont of the
room. ‘Shall I kick him downstairs,
Jimmy ?” ; ! ;

Algy did not wait for Jimmy's
reply. He scuttled down the stairs,
breathing fury.

Jimmy Silver faced Lattrey.

The cad of Rookwood had re-
covered himself now., He was a
guest in the house, and even after his
wicked rascality he felt that he bad,
at least, no punishment to fear. He
ww venhy? ol r“-umvnfv-}-vl‘n-vL--—mf:y,“n PRRAS
ragarded his encaged host with
ancering smile.

“You unspeakable cad!” gasped
Jimmy Silver.

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“T was a fool to think you could be
decent, you worm; but you kmew L
trusted you, and—and you've led my
cousin into this filthy gambling under
my very nose!’

“He didn’t want much leading!™”
sncered Lattrey.
yarng, he's quite used to it at school.
Merry young blade, in fact!”

“You're older than he 1s. Yon
know better, He’s a young fool, but
you're a rotten scoundrel !”

“Thanks !”

“ You—you cowardly hound ™

L[R2

“ Are you always as polite as this

to a guest?” inquired Lattrey, with
insolent coolness. “Is this the
special Silver brand of hospitable
courtesy 7"’

Jimmy choked.
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“Lick him!” said "Lovell». EThrash

the measly skunk, Jimmy !
your jacket, old man!”
“1—I can’t hit him ! He’s a guest,

as he says!” gas
“ Lattrey, you cad, you know you'ra
safe! You've got to get out!
leave the house to-day-—by the next
train !” . '

“Pleased !” yawned Lattrey. *1I
hate to mention it, dear boy, but I've
been bored almost to tears durin
this cheery holiday!
rather an old bore. Have yau noticed
it? The goody-goody atmosphere of
the house, too, gets a bit on a fellow’s
nerves.
don’t you think ?"

Jimmy eclenched his hands convul-
sively. He was very near at that
moement to disregarding the sacred

laws of hospitality, But he controlled

himself.

“Get out!” he muttered thickly.

“(ertainly ! Ta-ta, old scout! Can
I offer you a smoke before 1 go?”

“Aren’t you gping to lick him?2”
shouted Lovell, !

“Hang it! No.! He's a guest!”

“Well, he’s your guest,” admitted
Lovell. “I suppose it isn't accord-
ing to the laws of hospitality to punch
a guest. But he’s not my guest;
he's not under my merry roof. No
reason why I shouldn't thrash him,
and I'm joHy well going to!”

“Lovell—-"

S Hats i

“Hands off ! yelled Lattrey, nas
Arthur Edward Lovell rushed on him.

Crash! Crash!

Lovell's fists came fairly crashing
at Lattrey, and the cad of Rookwcod
put up his hands desperately to de-
fend himself.

But his defence availed little
againgt Lovell's attack. Blows fairly
rained on his savage, furious face.
Round and round the room Lovell
drove him under a shower of fierce
blows.

Jimmy Silver looked on. He could
not touch Lattrey himself, but, as
Lovell had said, Lattrey - was his
guest, not Lovel’s, and Lovell could
do as he liked. And he did. For five

- minutes the cad of Rookwood felt as

if he were the centre of several
cyclones,

A terrific right-hander sent him
spinning through the doorwav at last,
bl hranfh ties foomway af Tast,
ond e mpraowhd (lown o the stono
steps,

A yell nng in the sgaivase.
rushed afler him.

“ Hold on, rou cad! You’re not
thrashed ret! My hie! He's off IV

Lattrey was bolling corn the steps
three at 4 time. He vanished from
sight almoest if*a twinlk ling. :

Tovell mzned hack to his chum.
Jimmy Siver was stinding pale and
troubled and silent. Fovwell dropped
¢ hand on his shoulder.

“ Bueck up, dd chap!
help it!’

“I ought to hare known that cad
better,” muttered Jimmsy,

“Quite so. But you ouldn’t help
being an ass, you know,” said Lovell
comfortingly. “You’re done wilh
him mnow, at any rate. Lucky you
spotted him. Mo be quite candid,
Jimmy, Isuspected something of this
kind, but I couldn't sy anything.”

“You—you did!"”

“ Anybody but o soft old birvd like
you, Jimmy, would have!’ . gsaid
TLovell, with o grin. “Come on!
Cheer-ho! Keep smiling, you know.
Your own merry maxim.”

Jimmy Silver smiled faintly as he
followed Lovell from the tower.

An howr later Lattrey was in the
train, having departed without taking
leave of anyone. He was not likely
to darken the doors of Junmy Silver’s
home again.

Lovell

You couldn’t

Lattrey's sudden depaiture caused
some surprise. but he was not missed.

Phyllis, at least, was glad that he
had gone. And the sportive Algy,
relieved of his evil associate, found
healthier occupations for his time
than banker and nap and billiards;
and he found, toe, that he could en-
joy a holiday without those question-
able resources to help him out.

Lattrey had gone, and Jimmy
Silver did not expect to sec him again
till the new term at Rookwood.

But, as a matter of fact, he was
not guite done with Lattrey. Before
the Christmas holidays were over the
chums of Rookwood had more to do
with Jimmy Silver’s Guest,
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| CONROY THE CORNSTALK.

'~

%1 think,” said Jimmy Silver musingly,
“that Conroy promised to spin us a yarn
one night.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Lovell. %I've been
waiting for something about Australia for
a long time. I reckon you must have
‘had some pretty exciting times out there,
Conroy. Let’s hear one of them.”

The Cornstalk laughed.

The chums of the Fourth were gathered
fn the dormitory for the wusual story
which it had become customary for one
of the boys to tell before they turned in.

“I could tell you one yarn which has
a bit of go in it,” said Conroy. <Of
course, Australia isn't all excitement by
any means, Bubt we had a rare incident
ctm t;,he ranch, and it was one Christmas,

00,

“Christmas {? exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
“That’s just the sort of thing we want!
Get on with it, Conroy!"

The Cornstalk sat down on the bed.

“As it was chiefly concerned with the
lTetters from the Old Country,” he said,
“T'll eall it * The Christmas Mail.' »

T

The 1st C;apter.
Bill Jonas' Latter,

I wan pratty young at the tlme this
happened-—about nine or ten, L suppose.
But I was old enough to be pretty useful
;ullmut. the ranch when we had our holi-
days,

I went to a hoarding-school in Sydney

at the time, and used to come home only
for the vacations. And it was about a
week before Christmas that I got to the
ranch, and they were pretty busy at the
time with the cattle.
. I found that my pater had taken on a
new fellow as a stockman. He was an
interecting old chap, and went by the
simple name of Bill Jones.

I had a yarn with him one night,

though, when we were riding over the
{Mains, and he told me quite a lot of his
nistory in the days when he lived in the
0ld Country.
. He had been a circus performer as a
youngster, and kept at the job for several
yearg—one of those johnnies, you know,
who jump through hoops, tumble about
with the horses, and do all sorts of daring
things.

Well, Bill, I should imagine, had been
a proper goer,

He was getting on in years then, but
he was a splendid horseman for all that,
and I could see that he had heen some-
thing pretty hot stufl in his time.

I asked him how he came to give up the
circus business, and he merely said that
he got fed up with it. But I thought
all the time that he was keeping dark
about something.

You see, he told me in an idle moment
that he was just preparing for a big
Christmas show when he left the circus,
and he dropped it.

He'd thought out a loft of jolly clever
tricks, too. But these he never did.

The rest of his life was a blank which
I couldn’t get him to talk about.

Well, as Christmas came along he
began to get a hit excited, and he told
me once that he was expecting a letter’

“I don't suppose it will come,” said
Bill. “DBut still I'm expecting it, if you
can understand me. You see, I've bheen
looking for that letter now for nigh cn
twenty-five years. I know it will come
gome time. And it will be one Christmas.
But I've had twenty-four disappointments
so far.”

“ What's it all about, Bill?” I asked
curiously.

“You wait and see!” he said, with a
laugh. “I'l tell you all about it if it
comes.”

And with that I had to he satisfled.

Well, a couple of days hefore Christmas
the pater told me to saddle up one of the
horses and ride into Sydney for the
letters. You see, we had to feteh our
owgl. ag we were pretty well forty miles
out.

“Bring all the mail that there is for
us,” said the pater, as 1 left. < And
don’t,” he added, with a laugh, “forget
the letter for Bill Jones!"”

I laughed, too. We all knew ahout the
letter he was expecting, but it didn't
seem the sort of thing that was going
to turn up.

Well, with that T rode off.

I reached Sydney in the afternoon, and
had a look round first. I hadn’t got to
get home until the next day, so I had
plenty of time to myself.

I went out and looked up some of my

chums, and we went down together for
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Bill rode right down upon the man, and, d

a bathe.
parted.

Then it suddenly struck me that I had
better get the mail.

So I went along to the post-office and
drew the mail for Red Stone Ranch-—and
it was a pretty big one, too.

There were letters for all of us, and
parcels from the Old Country. But the
wonder of all was that there was a letter
for old Bill Jones!

I had to sign for it hecausze it was
registered. It came from England, and
there seemed something about it which
impressed e that it was frightfully im-
portant,

I put it In the bottom of the sack
which I had brought with me, and piled
the other things on top.

As I was leaving the post-office I saw

After that we had tea, and

a rather shabby-looking fellow watching |

Imie.
him,
“ Wonder what he wants?” I muttered.

I went on a bhit farther, and looked
cautiously round again. He was still
following along the street. This fed me
up a bit, so I stopped to look in a shop
window. But, instead of catching me up,
the man stopped, too, and looked in a
ieweller's place.

I had decided to stay the night at a
rather decent hotel they called the
Valetta. It was only a few yards farther
along, so I decided to go in and leave my
mail-bag in my room and lock it up,

I went in, and booked a room in the
hall, and, having got the key, started to
go upstairs, But for some reason--pro-
bably hecause I hadn't lost the idea of
being followed—I looked back.

The man I had seen in the post-office
had just come in, and was looking in the
hook curiously. As I watched he booked
a room himself, and went up a different
staircase. But I could have sworn that
he knew the number of my room,

Peciding not to worry, however, I wenl
upstairs, had ‘a wash, and, leaving the
bag in a cupboard that locked, took the
key of that, and also locked the door,

Somehow I did not like the look of

Then, feecling fairly free in my mind
again, I went out.
I was meeting some chumé#, and we

were all going to a theatre that night,
So I made my way along to the corner
where ‘we had arranged to meet, nnd folt
quite prepared to have a jolly evening,

I met my chums, and we made our way
to the theatre.

While we were going through the
entrance-hall T suddenly felt a touch at
my side pocket. It was only slight, but
my keys were reposing there.

I turned quickly, to see that the man
who had followed me from the post-office
was standing beside me!

The sight of him gave me a bit of a
turn, and I know that I gave him a
pretty startled look. But he took no
notice- of me at all, and his only object
seemed to be to get into the theatre,

Well, we went into the theatre, and
the man took a seat quite a long way
from us.

I started wondering whether I had only
imagined that he was following me, an
soon quite convinced myself that this was
the case,

When the play, however, started 1
soon forgot all about him and about the
mail. It was a rattling good show, and a
rare treat to us,

It was pretlty late when the show
finished, and, as I intended to make an
early start back in the morning, we
weren't long in saying good-night. 1
returned to the hotel, and found my room
again.

For safety’s sake T locked the door, and
then opened the window wide.

After that I made sure that the mail-
hag was safe in the cupboard, and turned
in,

As I was .doing so I noticed a little
electric bell in the wall just at the head
of my bed, and a small piece of ivory
giving full directions for use,

One ring was [or someone or other, and
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two for something else. I forget what
they were now,

That didn't matter to me. Dut 1
gefided to remember the position of the

ell.

I went to sleep quickly. How long I
lay I didn't find out then, but some
strange sort of noise caunsed me to it up
suddenly in bed. I felt sure that some-
one was tampering with the lock of the
door.

Before I had time to think any further
the door opened, and a man walked
into the room and shut the door behind
S P R IR L L L

TrvErRy

fellow who had followed me from the
post-oflice,
He sgspotted that I was awake, andd

crossed to the bhed.

“ What do youwant?” I gasped.

The felow gave me a horrible look,

“ You raise your voice above a whisper,”
he growled, “and I'll stun you!"

Naturally, I didn't want to be stunned.
But I knew pretty well that the man was
up to no good.

I reached quietly behind my back, and
gsought the bell-push. Fortunately, he
didn’'t see the movement,

“I want to know,” said the fellow, in a
grating voice, “where that letter for Bill
Jones is{”

My hand wag touching the bell now, I
pretended that 1 didn't cateh what he

gnid, and, while he was repeating the
messnge, pressed the bell five thmes, 1
was  pretty certain that would fetch
someone before long,

“ What letter?” I asked.

The man seized me roughly by the

phoulders, 1 felt like a baby in his grasp.
Hoe was immensely strong.

“You know the thing!” he snapped.
“The registered letter. I saw you take

it in the post-office this afternoon. Hand
it over, and be quick!”
There was nothing else for it. So 1

hopped . out of bed and started fishing
for the key. All that I wanted now was
time. T Knew that help would come if I
waited long enough,

The 2nd Chapteér.
A Stern Chase.

The next two or three minutes
like a nightmare to me,.

Naturally, I wasn't going to find- the
key for him if T could help it.

I was more than intérested now in Bill's
letter, and I saw that it probably meant
n tremendous lot to him if this fellow
wns 0 keen to get it.

“Hurry up!”™ snapped the man
donly. ‘

“Only one more pocket,” I returned.
“ 1 must be in this one.” n

I felt calmer now, for I had caught a
faint sound of a step on the stairs. The
man himself heard it a moment later, and
he turned to me flercely.

“Quick!” he snapped.
one coming!”

[ tried to laugh lightly.

“ Don't worry,” I said. %1 expect that
it's only Old Bill come to ook me up.”

“BilY" gasped the man. “ Wh-what do
you mean ?”

A hand rabttled the knob of the door.
As it did so the stranger leapt away
from me and bolted to the window.

“Help!” I sang out.

“(Coming !” replied a couple of voices,

A moment later two men burst into the
room, and I must say that I was jolly
pleased to see them.

They were hotel officials, and they had
come in answer to my ring. -

But the stranger had already clam-
bercd over the window-sill, and now he
was going haund-over-hand down the
water-pipe. He was a good way down
when the men reached the window.

“The basement!” snapped one of the
men. “Quickt We'll eatch him yet!?

He turned and darted from the room.
I watched from the window. DBut my
visitor was an amazingly agile man.

He reached the ground long before I

were

sud-

“There's some-

rawing alongside, simply thrusl out a strong arm and pulled the
fellow off his horse. -

could have expected the two hotel atten-
dants to do so, and, turning, darted away
through a yard and over a wall.

It was not till then that my rescuers
appeared,

“Over the wall!” I shouted to them;
and they understood.

I stopped up for half an hour after
that, trembling with excitement In casc
they had caught the fellow.

But at the end of that time one of the
men came to say that they had missed
him somewhere, and that he had escaped.

That finished the business so far as' I

was concerned for the time beinF. The
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door hind been opened with o skelotonkoy,

but I was able to lock 16 up agaln, and
then I turned in, It wasn't much use
atayving up.

1 woke pretty early, and, dressing, went
downstairs with the precious mail-bag.
There I had a light breakfast, and then
paid my bill.

I made my way to the stable where I
had left the horse, and tied the mail-
bhag firmly across in front of the saddle.
Then, as I mounted, I glanced round with
a sort of apprehension that I was being
followed.

My heart almost stopped beating. Half-
wiy down the street, watching me with
a curiously evil sort of grin, was the
fellow who had broken into my room the
previous night !

I turned to the man who had stabled
the horse, and pulled him to the door.

“ Look at that fellow!” I ordered.

For a s#econd perhaps the man re-
mained in view, Then he suddenly dis-
appeared down a side turning.

I told my story in a few words, and in
another minute we were both mounted
and galloping in the direction that the
man had taken. When we reached the
gide turning the man had disuppeare(l.

I must confess that I. didn't like the
look of the thing.

In the end I turned the horse’s head,
and said that I was going home.

“Not going alone, surely?” sgaid the
chap from the stable.

“« May as well,” I said. %I can ride
quickly; and, anyway, that fcllow is
unmounted. I shall be jolly glad to get
this letter into the right hands. 1It's
worrying me. The less it stays in this
place the hetter it will be for everyone,”

The chap tried to argue, but I was
pretty determined then. I jerked the
rein, and set off at a smart canter for
ted Stone Ranch.

T struck the trail, and continued along
it for perhaps ten miles quite unevent-
fully. I was not forcing the pace, for
I felt that, once clear of Sydney, 1
should he pretty safe.

But suddenly, when T looked round, I
saw that a mounted man was pursuing
me,

I took a second look, and there was
no doubting it this time. It
man who had fried to steal the letter
from me.

I set the horse on a gallop at that,
and the race began in earnest.

I don't think that I shall ever forget
that chase. I didn't go all out at first,
for I was afraid of tiring the horse.

But when we had covered another ten
miles I saw that it was going to be a
neck-or-nothing race. The man was
rapidly drawing nearer,

The next five miles we covered pretty
well keeping our distance. I was a pretty
good horseman, and I knew just how
much I could expect to get out of my
mount. But after six miles he began
to flag.

Still, we kept on for another two or
three miles, and then the fellow had got
near enough to me to shout. I heard
his voice coming thinly across the morn-
ing air.

“Stop and give me that letter,” he
eried, “or, by Harry, I'll ride you down,
and flay you alive when I eatch you!”»

“Perhaps!” I muttered.

The man who was chasing me whipped
his horse savagely, and charged along in

was the'

my rear. I could hear from the sound of
the hoofs thut he was catching me up.

What was I to do? I looked des-
perately round, and suddenly I spotted a
figure on horseback far to the right. Bui
eveln at that distance I recognised old
Bill. '

What was more, he saw me, too. For
he suddenly turned Lis horse round, and
started galloping in my direction.

1 took the tip from him, and reined
round in his direction. This enabled my
pursuer to cut a corner off, and he did
80. He had resolved by now to play a
pretty desperate game. :

He drew his horse up until we were
running neck and neck. Then he tried
to edge in so that he could snatch the
mail-bag away.

But as he edged in so I edged away.
And suddenly the man saw that the
game was up.

He turned his horse’s head and tried
to make a bolt for it. Bubt he was too
late.

Old Bill swerved from his coursé, and
was after him like a shot.

I saw the other man try to dodge
and escape. DBut Bill was giving him 1o
opportunities.

He rode right down on him, and, draw-

1 ing -alongside, simply thrust out a strong

arm, and pulled the fellow off his horse.

I saw the fellow roll off the saddle and
fall on the plain, while the riderless
horse galloped on, Old Bill swerved
round, and came back to the epot jusi
as the man was rising.

Bill leapt off hiz horse, and gave it an
order to stand still. Then he advanced
on the man with clenched fists.

I saw the other man square up, and
then they were at it hammer and tongs.
My word, it was a fight! But Old Bill
won.

He seemed to fight as though he had a
personal grievance against the man, I
thought at the time. And afterwards 1
was to find out that such was really the
CABe. \

Well, the man went down in the end,
and stayed down. And after that Bill
stooped and tied his legs together witlh
a stout piece of cord.

Between us we carried him to the
ranch, and if Bill was pleased to have
caught him—and he looked it—you can
guess that I was more so. v

Of course, Old Bill was full of nice
compliments about the way I had
handled things, and when he heard ahout
the registered lettér he seemed nearly to
go into hysterics. [

That same evening—it was Christmas
Eve—he told us his whole story., The
registered letter which he had waited
for for twenty-five years had come at
last, and he could speak.

L LU L R add " ~
Tt seamed tht lllni. whon he gnve np

tho clrous business o robten ehiarge wan
mado agalnst a big pal of his—the chap
who owned the circus—and, rather than
see him go broke, Bill agreed to shoulder
the crime himself, and then clear out of
the country.

As a matter of fact, neither he nor
Bill were guilty. DBut it was certain
that one of them had to suffer. I believe
it was over a big robbery at a bank, and
all the evidence pointed to one of them.

Well, Bill, it seemed, came to Australia,
and his friend in England kept him
posted with events for a bit. Then he
wrote ome day to say that he had dis-
covered from a private source the
identity “of the real criminal, but that
the man had escaped.

He found out one thing, though. The
man had invested all the money in a
certain econcern, which paid out only
once a year, about six weeks before
Chriatmas.

It was certain that the fellow would
have to come to draw the money from
one of the branches, but not until the
name under which he was masquerading
was found out could he be brought to
justice.

That was how Bill had come to spend
twenty-five years of his life as an out-
¢ast, while his pal in England every year
for that twenty-five years got up to every
sort. of dodge to try and spot the
criminal and find out details about him.
And one day he succeeded.

By some means or other the robher
got wind of what had happened. He
was too late to stop the registered letter
leaving England, so he followed it to
Australia, hoping to 'get it back., It
meant his exposure and ruin.

How he failed you know, and also how
he fell into Bill's clutches. And when
the whole situation was explained to
my pater he told Bill exactlv how his
damaged life could be righted oncae
nore.

So you can guess we had a pretty jolly
Christmas the following day. And it was
chiefly made so happy by the Christmas
mail which I brought.

“Jolly fine yarn!” said Raby, as the
Cornstalk finished., % You must have had
a pretty exciting time of it, Conroy1!”

«I should just think so!” said Jimmy
Silver warmly.

“By the way,” said Lovell,
happened to Bill after that?”

“Bill2? said Conroy. “Oh, he left us
goon after Christmas, and went back to
England. His honour was soon cleared,
and the fellow who had gone unpunished
for twenty-five years got what he
deserved. Papers were found in his lug-
gagé which incriminated him quite
enough. Bill went back to the circus
as a partner, and he's making a pile
there now.”

“And I don’t suppose,” said Jimmy
Silver, “that he forgets the Christmay
mail.”

“what

THE END,
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The 1st Chapter.
A Canadian Christmas Eve.

“Christmas Eve—and jolly cold!”
said Frank Richards.

Bob Lawless laughed,

The chums of Cedar Creek School
were standing in the doorwaﬁ of the
ranch-house, looking out on the white
plain, ,

The Lawless ranch glimmered with
white, under a sky of sweel.

Snow was still falling.

The air was clear, and keen, and
crisp, refreshing as wine. Far away
in the distance the giant Rockies
loomed on the horizon, snow-clad.

It was Frank Richards’ first experi-
ence of a Canadian Christmastide.
'The cold was a new experience to him.
It was sharp, sharp as a knife. But
iha Flm*muﬁfy i, fraili @iv Wit
honlth-glving, invigorating,

Frank had never foly bottor in his
lifo than when he stood there, in the
doep poreh of the ranch-house, look-
g out on the snow-covered plains,

* Colder than Old England?” asked
Bob Lawless.

“ Yes, rather. But isn't it ripping 77’
exclaimed Frank, his eyes glistening.,

“ You don’t want to snuggle in-
doors and sit on the stove?”’ grinned

lob.

“ No fear.”

“ That’s lucky, for we've got to
work this morning,”” said Bob Law-
less, with a laugh. “A good four
hours’ sleighing.” Don’t come if you
don’t feel up to it, though.”

“1 feel up to anything,”” said
¥rank. “ Who’s going to drive?”

“ I guess I am. TI’ll give you a turn
with the ribbons in a safe place,”

‘“ And where are we going 7”

‘ Bchool first, to see Miss Meadows
and Mpr, Slimmey. Then along to
Cedar Camp to pick up the Cherub,
and then round the clearings with
messages from popper. We shall have
a good crowd here”to-morrow.”

*Good!” said Frank Richards.

“Come and get your things on,
and mind you wrap up well. Winter
in the Canadian West is no joke, I
can tell you. There’s such a thing as
frost-stroke, and you want to keep
your napper well covered.”

Bob Lawless went back into the
house to speak to his father. Frank
Richards hurried up to his room for
his fur coat and cap and leggings. *

Ho locked a Imudie of furs when he
camoe down, his healthy boyish face
glowing from the midst of them.

Outside there was a musical tinkle
of sleigh bells.

Billy Cook had brought the sleigh
round, and Mr, Lawless had come out
to see his son and nephew off.

“Don’t land in a drift, Bob,” said
the rancher, ““and don’t try the ice
at Indian ford; it mayn't hold, Well,
Frank, how do you like December in
Canada?”

* Topping I said Frank cheerily.

“Keep the rugs ronnd you,” said
the rancher, tucking his nephew in the
sleigh, * Now, then, Bob,”

Bob Lawless jumped into his seat,
and took the ‘‘ribbons” and the
whip. s

‘‘ So-long, popper.”

The whip cracked, and with a merry
jingle of silver bells the sleigh glided
away down the trail, ‘

The long, well-worn trail by which
Yrark and his cousin rode to school
earlier . ¢he vear was hidden from
sivht now under a thick carpet of
shion

With an easy, ;lding motion the
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sleigh slid along the smooth surface,
behind the two mettlesome horses,

Frank Richards breathed gleei) as
the keen wind -blew in his face,
fluttering light snowflakes over him.

Bob Lawless gave all his attention
to his horses,

Jingle, jingle!

The music of the sleigh-bells rang
far over the silent plains, and echoed
among the giant trunks as the gliding
vehicle followed the trail through the
timber,

Two horsemen coming along the
trail drew aside, crushing into the
blackened larches, to let the sleigh
pass.

Frank glanced at them.

Ho recognised them: he had seen
them before at Cedar Camp—Euchre

Alick wid Dasd Dunn, (093 Vol
churnotors In the section,

" Morry Christmas!” called out Bob
Lawless in passing,

The two rustlers did not reply to
the « greeting.

They sat their horses, staring after
the sleigh as it dashed on up the trail
towards the creek.

Euchre Dick glanced at his com-
panion as he pulled his horse out into
the trail again, ;

“ I reckon that outfit would fetch
a thousand dollars, Dave, sold down
the valley,” he said, in a low voice.

“ And I guess the Mounted Police
would fetch us if we tried on that
game in this section,” was Dave
Dunn’s reply. .

And the two “ bulldozers *’ rode on.

Frank Richards glanced back after
the two riders as they disappeared
amony the leafless trees.

** You know those galoots, Frank?"’
asked Bob Lawless.

“Yes; I believe ’—Frank hesitated
—* 1 believe one of them, if not both,
was mixed up in the affair some weeks
ago, Bob, when you nearly: got kid-
napped coming home from school,”

“T guess g0,” said Bob, “The
hoboes were never found, anyway. It
was the kind of gun-game Dave Dunn
would be mixed up in. I guess 1
shouldn’t care to meet those two bull-
dozers on the prairie on a dark
night. They were charged at Kam-
loops ance for holding up an emigrant
in the Fraser mountains, and running
off with his outfit—waggon, hosses,
and all; but they crawled out of it
somehow. Hallo, here’s the school 1’

Cedar Creek School was in sight.

With a rattle and a jingle the
sleigh dashed up to the ] umi)(et' schoaol,

Bob brought the steaming horses to
a halt outside the gates, and jumped
down, followed by Frank Richards.

The school grounds presented a very
different aspect from that which the
chums had been accustomed to during
the school term.

The wide enclosure was deserted
and carpeted with snow, and deep
silence hung over the place, save
where the horses moved and champed
in the corrul.

Bob Lawless thumped on the school.
house door with his whip-butt, and it
was_opened by Black Sally.

“Merry Christmas, Sally!” roared
Bob jovially, and in the exuberance
of his spirits he threw an arm round
the big negress, and waltzed her round
the porch.

* Loramussy, Mass’ Bob!” gasped
Sally; “you done took away dis
chilo’s breff.”

B‘; Where's Miss Meadows?” asked
0D,

“ Missy am out,” said Black Sally,
gasping for breath: ¢ Missy done gone

off Englan

L he could

o

visit de sick piccaninny way down at

Whita Pine.”’ .
“Oh ' gum!” said Bob, * and 1'\’,0

got to take a message back. Where’s
. . : . P

Mpr. Slimmey—in his cabin?”’ i
“ Mass’ Slimmey done gone wid

Missy.”’

L. \%’c’vo drawn the school blank,.
Franky,” grinned Bob Lawless.
“ We'd better buzz along to the

shack and pick up Beauclere, and
then hustle for White Pine. We can
give Miss Meadows a lift back, per-
haps. Jump in!” :

nd ouce more the sleigh went mer-
rily on its way, with cracking whip
and jingling bells, whizzing gaily
through the powdering snow,

The 2nd Chaptler.
The Home of the Remittance Man.

Vere Beaunclerc was seated on a
log outside the shack by the bank of
the frozen creek. ¢

An axe rested against his knee, and
there was a flush of healthy vigour
in his handsome, finely-cut face.
m"n ara_ha hpon  at, _“-‘nm ‘kﬁﬂt
Honuolare “had boan at wo nt
morning, chipping logs, and he had
paused o rest.

The silence of the great West was
around him. Hardly a murmur came
from the timber, where the trees were
stripped of foliage.

Tha creek, which bubbled and sang
past the shack in the summer days,
was silent as the grave in the icy grip
of wmter.

The boy was thinking as he sat
there, his faraway gaze fixed upon
the frozen forest. ag 1

He thought of Christmastides in far-
in days that were like a
dream to him now, before his father's
fall—before TLascelles Beauclere had

-become an unsuccessful emigrant and

a ‘‘remittance man.”’

Beauclere had kmown more than
one Christmas in the Canadian West,
a time of grim hardship to the son of
the remittance man.

What work was done at the little
shack was mainly done by the boy.
What time Lascelles Beauclere coufd
spare from roystering was generally
spent in recovering from the effects
of his latest * burst.”

There was no other habitation near
the shack, but there were distant
neighbours, all willing and ready to
be kind to the remittance man’s son,
and to show him the hearty and un-
bounded Thospitality of Western
Canada.

But the sensitive lad had always
shrunk from accepting kindly ad-
vances,

With all his father’s faults, Vere
was an_affectionate and respectful
son. He made allowances for his
father that he ceuld not expect others
to make,

He knew how the remittance man
was regarded by the quiet and hard-
working Canadian settlers, They
had no use for a loafer in the Thomp-
son valley.

And all his

accepting

nature shrank from
kindness from people who,
not help feeling, despised
his father.

His life had been very lonely.

But he was thinking now of the
difference it made to him since he
had become friends with Frank
Richards and Bob Lawless.

With his usual sensitive distrust
he had repulsed both of them at first,
But that had passed.

They were firm friends now—
Frank Richards, the sunny-tempered
English lad, Bob Lawless, the sturdy
young Canadian, and Vere Beauclere,
the descendant of an old and noble
family of the Old Country, fallen upon
evil days.

This was the first Christmas of his
Western life that was to be anything
like Christmas to him.

A Magnificent Double-Length Story, dealing with the
Schooldays of Frank Richards, the Famous Author, |
at the School in the Backwoods.

NS

IHe was to spend it at the Lawless

Ranch with his chums, and “wn._h a
crowd of the neighbours, *“ mneigh-
bours ”  being a wide term in the

West, covering distances up to fifty
and sixty miles, i

The chums were to call for him that
morning to take him to the ranch,
and Mr. Lawless had sent a kind
message to the rmnittu.m:(; ma.n,‘ask~
ing him to come with his son, and
spend a homely but hearty Christmas
at the ranch. | 1

Mr. Beauclere, though with great
urbanity, had declined the invitation
for himself. He had other engage-
ments, as it happened. :

Beauclere knew that the other en-
gngements probably were poker
games and faro with Poker Pete and
his set at Thompson. fin

But it was not for a son to criticise
his father, and he said no word.

He was glad that he was going to
the ranch. It would have been
deadly solitary at the shack during
the grimn Christmas with his father
absent at the town. Work was his
only resource, and there could be too
much of that.
uuHi‘l o I

Mo started from his desp roverie
and looked up, ag there was a jingle
of bridles and hoofs over the snow.

His face brightened as he looked
up the trail, expecting to see the
sleigch from Lawless Ranch,

Then it darkened again.

It was not the rancher’s sleigh,
Two horsemen rode out of the wood
towards the shack.

A darkly troubled look came over
Vere's face.

Every time he saw Euchre Dick or
Dave Durin at the shack it gave his
very heart a chill,

e knew their evil influence over
his father. He had only too much
reason to know that Lascelles Bean-
clere, once at least, had almost been
led into crime by his rascally asso-
clates.

A querulous voice called from the

.
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interior of the shack., It was the voice

of the remittance man.

*“Vere !”

The boy rose from the log,

“Yes, father.”

“Who is on the trail 1"

“Two friends of yours, father,”
said Beauclere, with an unconscious
bitterness in his voice,

“Good!”

Lascelles Beauclere appeared in the
doorway. His face had an unhealthy
flush; his eyes were heavy and the
lids reddened. 1t had been a late
hour the previous night when My,
Beauclerc had come zigzagging home
from Cedar Camp.

He glanced up the trail at the
approaching horsemen, and {hen
glanced rather uneasily at his son,

“Were not your friends calling for
you this morning, Vere!?” he :m‘ml.

“Yes, father. I expect them any
minute.”

Lascelles Beauclere frowned, Tt
was easy to see that he would have
preferred his son to be gone before
his friends arrived at the shack.

But the sleigh was not yet in sight,
and Dave Dunn and Kuchre Dick rode
up through the powdoering snow, and
dismounted and followed the remit-
tance man into the little habitation.

There was a murmur of voices, and
the sound of a bottle clinking on a
glass within. Beauclere, with a Siih’
picked up his axe and resumed his
worlk.

With a heavy heart but a steady
hand he chipped the logs that were
needed to banish the bitter winter
cold from the shack by the creek.

His father looked out of the door- |

way again,

“You may as well go down the
trail to meet your friends, Vere,” he
said, without meeting his son’s eyes.

“Very well, father,” said Vere in
a low voice.

He went into the shack for his coat

»
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and leggings, passing the two rustlers
without a glance. They watched him
curiously, without speaking.

The remittance man’s son was a
good deal of a puzzle to Lascelles
Beauclerc’s assocrates.

As he dressed himself in the inner
room the murmur of voices came to
Vere’s ears. Euchre Dick was speak-
ing.

‘g:I guess the outfit’s worth @
thousand dollars. Look at us now—
frozen broke. Poker Pete rounded
up my last cent last night, A
thousand dollars of the best, if we
ran the outfit down across the line.
And that kid could help. He’s
friends with them young scallywags.
He could contrive—-""

“Bilence!” broke in Mr.
clerc’s deep voice, with a
anger in it. “ Are you mad?”

“T guess I'm talking hoss-sense, I
tell you the kid could help.”

‘“If he could he would not.”

“You're his popper, ain’t you?
Won’t the young jay do as he’s told 1’
demanded Euchre Dick sullenly. “A
cowhide laid round him would make
him step up to time, I caleulate.”

1

Beau-«
note of

mﬁi‘@ﬁﬁ: "lll’vﬁ“ﬂﬂﬂu:”i l"’\ ;
UNOE a word more, tell you "
snappod Lhe romitbbunce man
savagely.
“Lwook hyer, Beaucler¢——
“Hold your tongue, confound

youl” muttered Lascelles Beauclere,
as Vere came out of the inner room.

Euchre Dick scowled suddenly. Mr.
Beauclerc followed his son from the
shack, leaving the two ruffians mut-
tering together.

“Good-bye, my boy!” said the
remittance man, not unkindly, “I
hope you will have a happy Christmas
at the ranch.”

“I wish you would come, father.
Mr. Lawless would really be glad to
see you there,” said the boy wist-
fully.

“I should not care for it, my boy.
I cannot come, anyway. Good-byel”

“Father, I could not help hearing

. what that man said!”

“You must not hear what is not
intended for vour ears, Vere. But if
you heard him you heard how 1
answered him.” ;

“But, father——"

“Good-bye !

Lascelles Beauclere turned back
abruptly into the shack. Vere, with
a sigh, strode away dowd the trail to
the forest,

His heart was heavy.

What the “outfit ”’ might be that
Fuchre Dick had alluded to he did not
know, but he knew that some villainy
was simmering in the mind of the
ruflian, in which he would doubtless
scek the remittance man’s help—in
which, indéed, his words showed that
he thought Vere might help.

There was anxiety in his heart as
he strode away, but there was
nothing he could do but hope.

“ Hallo, Cherub!”

Half a mile from the shack sleigh
bells rang merrily out over the snow,
and Bob Lawless’ hearty voice called
him. The sleigh balted in the snow.

“Coming to meet us, Beau?” asked
Frank Richards brightly.

Beauclerce smiled. The sight of his
chums’ cheery faces banished for the
moment the dark doubts and sadness
from his breast.

“Yes, Frank. What a ripping
day!” he exclaimed. “ And how rip-.
ping of you fellows to come along for
mel”

“Bow-wow! Jump in!” said Bob,
“Isn’t your popper coming?”

“T’'m sorry, no.” ¢
, rot 1" said Bob. ‘I say, let’s
rush in on him, and make him come.
We'll rope him in, Beau.”

‘“No, no l”

“Why not?’’ said Bob exuberantly.
“We'll pitch him in the sleigh, and
run him off |”

“Ripping!”’ Frank
Richards,

 exclaimed
aughing. .
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~ ¥No, no!” Beauclerc thought of

the two ruffians even now in discus-
sion with his father at the shack, and
shivered. Ie did not want his
chums to see them there.  Neither
was Bob's hare-brained idea quite
likely to please the remittance man.
“No. Let's get off, Bob.”

“Qh, all serene! Jump in!”

“Are we going straight to the
ranch?” asked DBeauclerc, as he drew
the buffalo robe and bearskin about
him, sharing them with Frank.

“Nix. We're going on to White
Pine first,” said DBob. “ Miss
Meadows is there, visiting Muldoon’s
kid; the poor little beggai's ill, you
know. Slimmey's gone with her.
We're going to round them up, and
I've got some messages to drop at
half a dozen places. You're booked
for & long drive, if you don’t mind,
Cherub.”

“First - rate,” eaid
brightly. “Go ahead.”

And the sleigh jingled away down
the trail, halting at many a home-
stead on the roundabout way, where
cheery Christmas greetings were given
and received.

Beauclerc

i The 3rd Chapter.
@ Bridget of White Pine.

“ White Pine!” said Bob Lawless at
last.

It was still early in the afternoon,
but shadows were creeping over the
snowy plains.

Trank Richards and Vere Bean-
i i ahae tharn Witk inderast
s Bob dvove up to White Pina

I wan o lonely Thora hnd
onece been sevornl clearings in the
distelot, but they had been abandoned
by sottlevs, who had moved on to
freeh fields and pastures new,

Only one habitation remained—a
small cabin of mingled logs and
lamber. It was plain, at a glance,
that the place belenged to the poorest
kind of uneuccessful emigrant.

Poor Micky Muldoon and his wife
had come up from Chicago, to take
up a grant of land in the North-West.

Life in the city of canned pork
had not well prepared them for a
life on the land. Lacking both
capital and experience, Micky Mul-
doon had a hard row to hoe.

But he worked hard, and kept up
his Irish cheerfulness, and hoped for
the best.

And there was the child. Little
Bridget was six——a pretty and delicate
child, ill fitted to face the north-
western winter in a frontier cabin.

With the coming of grim winter,
little Bridget had become ill. Miss
Meadows, the schoolmistress of Cedar
Creek, visited the lonely cabin regu-
larly, to help in tending the little
invalid.

Kind neighbours would ride ten
miles to bring little gifts for Bridget,
and to ask how she was doing.

¥rank Richards caught sight of
burly Micky Muldoon, at work at a
distance from the cabin. In a foot
of snow, the hardy emigrant was hew-
ing logs.

Bob drew the sleigh to a halt at a
little distance from the cabin, in order
not to disturb tho eick child.

The three schoolboys alighted, and
went softly towards the place through
the snow, that deadened their foot-
steps.

Bob Lawless tapped on the door,
and opened it softly.

A fire, fed by pine chips, was burn-
ing smokily in the cabin. A pale
and troubled woman was tending 1t.

Mr. Slimmey, the assistant master
of Cedar Creek School, st in a
corner, very grave and quiet. IHe
glanced at the boys with a grave nod
and smile. :

Miss Meadows was beside the little
cot where the child lay, near the
fire.

The schoolboys stopped, irresolute,
just within the cabin, Bob closing the
door softly to keep out the bitter
wind.

The child was speaking, in a low
and weak voice.

“ Mummy !”

The worn woman by the fire came to
the cot.

“Yes, dearie?”

“It's Christmas
mummy.”’

to - morrow,
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“Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Muldoon,
with a sigh.

“Is Father Christmas coming?”’

Mrs. Muldoon did not answer.

Father Christmas was not likely to
come to the lonely emigrant’s cabin,
bound in the grip of winter and
poverty.

The child’s pale face turned towards
the troubled mother.

“Mummy, will Father . Christmas
come "

‘““Sure, the snow’s too heavy for
Fa_ther Christmas to come, alanna,”
sald poor Mrs. Muldoon.

“But Father Christmas doesn’t
mind the snow, mummy, and he
always used to come at home.”

“Yes, dear; but——"

“You'll hang up my stocking,
mummy, for Father Christmas to-
night,” said Bridget, her bright eyes
on her mother's face. Sure, he'll
come. He don’t mind the snow, He
always came at home.”

The poor woman's eyes filled with
tears.

In the far-off city Father Christ-
mas had always come. There, a few
pence had been enough to purchase
some poor little gift to be placed
in the stocking overnight.

On the North-Western frontier it

was different.
_ Children's toys were not to be had
in the upper Thompson valley. For
those who could afford them, they
came at great expense from distant
townas.

But it was hard to tell the unsus-
pecting child that her old friend,
Father Christmas, who had never
failed her vet, would fail her at last.

Miss Meadows’ kind face was
gravely troubled. Mr, Slimmey, in
the corner, wiped his gold-rimmed
spectacles.

Frank Richards & Co. stood silent
utnd uneasy.

The child’s voice went on.

“I want Father Christmas to bring
me a doll, mummy. Do you think
e will Teing me a doll if ha aomas,
mummy "

“oure, I ean’t tell, alanna.”

“1 hope he'll bring me a doll, one
that moves its eyes,” said Bridget.
“Sure, Father Christmas won’t forget
us, mummy; he never has.”

“Sure, I hope he won't, dearie.

But——"

“I’'m sure he won’t!” said the
child confidently. * He won’t forget
us. You'll hang up my stocking,

mummy?”’

“Yes, dear.” ;

Miss Meadows rose quietly and
moved towards the door. Bridget
raised her head. She had caught
sight of the three schoolboys inside
the cabin.

“Bob! It’'s Bob!”

Bob Lawless came towards the cot.

“Hallo, Bridget, old girl!” he
said. “You look ever so much
better.”

Bridget nodded and smiled.

“I'm thinking about Father Christ-
mas,” she said. “Last Christmas 1
told mummy I wanted a Teddy bear,
an’ Father Christmas brought me
one. Do you think he’ll bring me
a doll this time, Bob?”

“1—I guess——"" stammered Bob.

“He's sure to come. I sha'n’t be-
lieve in him any more if he doesn’t.
But he’'ll come, sure,” said Bridget,
with a confident nod. * You'll see.”

“I—I hope he will!” stammered
Bob. Certainly Father Christmas
would have come to the lonely cabin
if Bob Lawless could have contrived
it. But a doll was not to be obtained
for love or money in the Thompson
valley.

The child’s look grew troubled with
the expression on Bob’s honest face.

“You don’t think he'll come this
time, Bob?”

“J—I guess he will, kid,” said Bob,
alarmed at the change of expression.
“He's—he's a good sort, you know;
he never forgets good kids at Christ-
mas.

The little face brightened again.

“Tm sure he’%l come,’  said
Bridget. “And I guess he’ll bring
me u doll. Father Christmas always
guesses what you want most.”

“You bet!” said Bob, ae heartily

as he could.

“You must sleep now, dear,” said
the mother softly.

“Yos, mummy.”

idgot’s eyes closed. But they

opened again immediately.

“Mummy !

“Yeos, dear?”

“You won't forget the stockings.
I'm sure he’ll come.”

“1—=I won't forget, alanna. Go to
sleap now.”

“VYes, mummy,” said Bridget
drowsily.

Her eyes closed again.

Bob Lawless and his chums quietly
left the eabin. Miss Meadows and
Mr. Slimmey were ountside now,

Frank Richards drew the door shut.

The three chums were strangely
troubled. The child's faint words,

her confidence in “ Father Christmas,”

had moved them to the very heart.

And they knew that Father Christ-
mas could not come. There were no
children’s toys on the banks of the
Thompson river.

“Poor little kid!"" muttered Beau-
cleve.

“It’s rotten,” snid Frank, in a low
volice.

“I-—I suppose there's mnothing
doing, Bob. I'd ride twenty miles,
like a shot——""

“Nothing doing,”
shake of the hoad. * Kids' dolls ain’t
quite in our line in this section.
Things like that have to be ordered
weeks ahead, and come up by the
store waggond, Nothing nearer than
Fraser, 1 reckon.”

“TIt's rotten,”

Miss Meadows was speaking to Mr.
Slimmey in a low voice, evidently dis-
cussing the doll quesation.

But their looks showed that no solu-
tion was to be found.

“T'm going to drive you back, Miss
Meadows, if you'll let me,” said Bob,
“and Mr. Slimmey, too.”

“Thank you; I shall he very glad,”
gaid Miss Meadows, with a smile.
“I suppose, Lawless, you do not know

said Bob, with a

mistress and Mr. Slimmey alighted,
and the scheolboys jingled away in
the sleigh for home.

But their faces were not bright
now.

Somehow, the thought of the pale
little face in the emigrant’s lonely
cabin haunted them, and they were
still thinking of little Bridget when
the sleigh jimgled up to the Lawless
Ranch. :

The 4th Chapter.
A Reckless Venture.

Frank Richards was very thought-
ful during dinner at the ranch.

It was a late dinner for the school-
boys, for the drive had taken up the
greater part of the day, and Mr. and
Mrs. Lawless had dined long before,
with- the guests that had already
arrived at the ranch.

Frank's thoughtful
shared.by his chums.

mood was

After dinner, Bob made his com-

rades a sign to follow him, and they
left the ranch house.

Outside, deep dusk
snowy countryside.

The snow was falling, more heavily
than before.

Bob stopped at the opening of the
porch, with a wrinkle deep in his boy-
ish brow. He looked at his chums.

“What are you thinking

was on the

of,

Frank ?”’ he asked.

“ Vamoose, you noisy jays ! roared the man at the window, ‘‘ or (1]

pitch a bucket of water on your dunder-heads!

Hop it!" ¢ Qood-

evening, Mr. Phipps,” said Bob Lawless cheerfully.

of any way of satisfying poor little
Bridget?”

Bob shook his head ruefully.

f‘lNothing nearer than Fraser !” he
said.

“And that is thirty miles—and
across the river.”

“Yes, ma'am, I—I wonder—

Miss Meadows shook her head at
once.

“You must not think of that,” she
said. “The ice is not quite safe at
Indian ford. And there 18 a blizzard
coming on, Mr. Muldoon has told me.
Poor little Pridget! I am afraid
Father Christmas will not come, and
she will lose her faith in her old
friend.”

Miss Meadows and Mr. Slimmey
stepped into the sleigh, and the
schoolboys followed.

They were silent as they drove to
Cedar Creek.

The clear sky was darkening in the
direction of the Rockies, with a drift
ofnclouds laden with the coming snow-
fall.

In the winter dusk they arrived at
Cedar Creek.

All of them were thinking of little
Bridget, and the bitter disappoint-
ment that was in store for her when
she found her stocking empty on
Christmas morning.

At the lumber school, the school-

9

{1 said Frank, half-laughing.

“Bridget Muldcon and her doll,”
“So were

‘II

you, old scout.”

“Same here,” said Beauclerc.
wish something could be done.”
Bob Lawless drew a deep breath.

“ Are you fellows game ?” he asked.

“Game as pie!” said Frank. * But
for what?”

“TLook here!” Bob sunk his voice.
“T can’t get that kid and her Father
Christmas out of my mind. It will
fairly knock her out, you know--she
believes in Daddy Christmas; kids
do. It's a shame for her to have to
give it up, before she’s old enough to
know that Father Christmas is spoof,
And—and the poor little beggar
wants a doll. Blessed if I know what
for, but girls do, you know.”

“They do!” agreed Frank.

“Well, suppose——"

“Well?” said Frank and Beauclere
together.

“They’ve got dolls at Fraser,” said

Bob. ‘'Heaps of ’em. We've got
the eash—we’d pool supplies if
necessary —’

“You bet! That’'s not the
difficulty 1”

“ Dolls and such things come pretty
high out here, of course. But never
mind that—we can manage that part.
Bother that! But—but Fraser’s a
good thirty miles away—and night’s

coming on.” Bob wrinkled his brows
again. ‘‘ Are you chaps game for a
run over to Fraser in the sleigh?”

“*Bab1!

“I know it sounds potty, just for a
doll,” said Bob, colouring a little.
“ But—but that kid, you know-—poor
little beggar! 'She’d be no end
chippy if Father Christmas came,
after all. It's worth a bit of a risk !”

“A bit?” said Frank gravely.
“The snow’s coming down heavier to-
night, Bob. Wae couldn’t get back
before morning, if—if—"

“If we got back at all,” said Bob,
with a nod. “I understand. I know
the popper would jump on me if I
suggested 1t to him. There’s risk—""

“The ice isn’t strong at Indian
ford,” said Beauclerc quietly. *We
should have to cross the river neav
there, or go fifteen miles round-—and
that would knock it on the head.”

“I know! There’s risk. I guess
I’'m not going to confide in the
popper. He ®ould be mad with me.
But—but after we came back, he

would be pleased right enough. Ave
you fellows game?” ‘
“Fathead!” said Frank. “Of

course we'ro game.
possible to do 1t—-"

“I think it is. We could get baclk
to Muldoon’s cabin before dawn-—in
time for the doll to go into the stock-
ing. But—but there’s no need for
you chaps to risk it, either—ome’s
enough—-"’

“Do you want your nose punched,
vou ass "’ ;

Bob laughed. 4

“Well, is it a cinch ?” he asked. “T
con goet the sleigh round, with fresh
horses——the popper wouldn’t ask anv
questions. There’s no reason why we
shouldn’t do it safely. And—and 1
want Father Christmas to come to
Bridget Muldoon to-night-—I do!”

“It's a go ! said Frank.

Beauclerc nodded quietly.

“It's a go!” he said, “and a jolly
good idea. I'm with you, Bob! [
think it's a ripping idea !”

‘“Not a word about it, though,”
said Bob. “I don’t quite know
whether the popper would object ~ho
might, and he mightn’t—but the mop-
per would be anxious. I wouldn't
Tike her to ha anwlons™

“Night-ho

“Then it's o  cinch!”
“Get on your warmest things
geo to the sleigh!”

The chums of Cedar Creek had
made up their minds.

It was, perhaps, a hare-lrained
scheme. Snow-covered plaim, aud
ridges barred with drifts, lay b:tween
them and the distant rail-head town -
and the frozen river was between.
And the ice was not known to be
strong enough to bear.

There was risk—terrible visk, Bt
the excitement of that wild drive
through the winter night appealed
strongly to the imaginations of the
chums,

They would be out all night -
driving through blinding snow, facing
a hundred perils. And it was all for
the sake of a child—in order that the
gick girl might not be disappointed on
Christmas morning.

But the motive could not have been
a moro generous one. And the
schoolboy chums did nct hesitate,

Half an hour later, the sleigh was
standing on the trail, with three
horses this time harnessed to it.

Mr. Lawless was busy with his
guests in the ranch-house, and he was
not even aware that his son was
arranging a sleigh-drive. But tla
rancher would have raised no ob-
jection to that; he could trust the
hardy Canadian lad to take care of
himself.

Certainly he would not have been
likely to suspect that Bob was plan-
ning a wild night drive to the distaut
town on the railway.

Frank and Beauclerc stepped into
the sleigh, and Bob took up the reins,
after wrapping the bearskin closely
round him. The cold was bitter and
intense.

“Look out for the drifts, Bob, if
you're going to Cedar Camp,” said
Billy Cook, as the rancher's son
gathered up the reins,

“Right you are, Billy!”

“ And if you see Dave Dunn on the
trail, give him a wide berth,” went
on the ranch foreman. “I passed
those two scallywags half an hour ago
—Dunn, and Euchre Dick, coming up
from the creek.”

Beauclere started.

He could guess that the “stally-
wags >’ had been coming away from
the shack, when the ranchman met
them.

“Those two galoots are fairly ask-
ing to be roped in by the sheriff,”
went on Billy Cook. “They’'re dead
broke, and desperate. They looked
at me on the trail, and if I hadn’t had
a shooter handy, I calculate they
would have held me up—and gone
through me, sonny. Steer clear of

It it's barely

sold Boh.
I'



Every. Monday

Published

THE BOYS® FRIEND

Spacial

Christmas NMum bsr

151217

them if they’re still on the trail. I
warn you they're looking for
trouble.” ekt

“QOnly those two, Billy?” asked
Vere Beauclere, whose handsome face
was troubled. :

“Them two, on their lonesome,’
gaid the ranch foreman., ‘What are
they doing in the saddle at a time like
this hyer? Looking for trouble, I
guess. Steer clear of them !” ;

“You bet!” said Bob. He hesi-
tated a moment.  “Billy, when my
popper asks after me to-mg.ht——he S
bound to miss me at bed-time—tell
him we’ve gone for a long drive, and
mayn't be back before dawn.”

“What?” ejaculated the ranchman,

“Moll him we're ll O.K., and
mother’s not to be anxious,” said
Bob. ‘Gee-whiz!”

The sleigh started.

“But-——"" shouted the ranchman.

But the sleigh was going now, and
Billy Cook was left shaking his head
very solemmnly.

With a musical jingle of bells and
harness, the sleigh glded down the
gnow-coverea trail,

“Keep an eye open for those two
hulldozers, you chaps,” said Bob. “I
don’t trust them half an inch—I know
they’re ripe for mischief. They’re
not going to play the same trick with
this ountfit that they phyed once with
an emigrant’s waggon. They would
if they got half a chanwe.”

“This outfit!” nuttered Vere
Beauclere, the word recurring to his
mind. “That is what Euchre Dick
Was speaking of, then!”

“What did you sny, Cherubt”

“Nonothing | But—but if we meet
those two scoundrels, Bob, I'm ecer-
tain they will try to stop us and collar
the sleigh. 'T'hey think they could
sell it for a thousand dollars at a dis-
tance from here,”

“1 guess they could-—easy!” said
Bob.

“They'll try it on, if they get a
chance.”

“They won’t get a chance!” gaid

Bob. ;
The eleigh jingled on, away over
the deeply shadowed plain—away at
a spanking speed. Three splendid
herses were pulling, and the sleigh
glided behind them as if on glass.
Snowflakes dashed in the faces of the
schoolboys, -

Far off, through banks of clouds,
there was a hint of a coming moon.
Through the falling snow the stars
glittered like precious stones.

The well-known trail through the
timber-belt lay before them; and as
the gaunt trees loomed up there was
a beat of hoofs in the enow, and a
horseman rode aslongside the sleigh.

A hoarse voice shouted from the
dusk, and Bob Lawless cracked his
whip and the sleich drove on faster.
The first danger of that wild night's
drive was at hand.

The 5th Chapter.
Rushing the Rustlers,

Bob Lawless sat like a bronze
image, looking neither #o right nor to
left, with an iron hand on the reins.
‘All his attention was needed to handle
three powerful and mettlesome horses.

But Frank and Beau looked round
at the ghosily stranger who had so
suddenly loomed up from the night.

A squat figure wrapped in furs was
all they could see. He sat his horse
within two yards of the sleigh, keep-
ing pace with it,

The hogrse voice shouted again.

“Bob Ilawless! Is that Bob Law-
less 2" :

“I guess so!” called back Bob,
without loeking round.

" "

“1 guess I'm in a hurry, Euchre
Dick 1’ ;

“So you know me, hang you!l”
muttered the horspman, pulling a
little ahead go as to ride abreast with
Bob’s deam. ‘‘You know me, you
young cub!”

“T guess I'd know your gallows-face
anywhere, Fuchre Dick,” said Bob
coolly, ““and your gaol-bird voice,
too!”

“ Hang you! Halt!”

““Not this evening.”’

Fuchre Dick put his fingers to his
lips, and a loud, sudden whistle rang
far through the gloom of the timber
ahead. :

| Franx Ricwanss CurisTHAS)
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Well enough the schoolboys knew
what the signal meant.

It meant that the ruffian’s partner
was ahead of them on the trail, and
that Dave Dunn was warned to stop
the sleigh as it came up.

The intention of the ruffians could
not be doubted now.

The sleigh and horses were too valu-
able a prize to be missed, now that
that prize had ventured fairly into
their Eands, in the darlk night on the
lenely prairie.

Having captured the eleigh, it
would be easy for the two rascals to
drive it away, and to get clear of the
country before pursuit could possibly
be started on their track.

The three boys would be left to
tramp home wearily in the snow, de-
prived of the sleigh, the horges, the
furs and rugs, and any money they
had about them.

With such a prize in their grasp,
the two rustlers could well afford to
abandon the section, and recommence
their rascally career in another part
of the country, or over the “ Line ”
in the United States.

There was no doubt as to their in-
tention, The question was whether
they could carry it out. Not if Frank
Richards & Co. could prevent them,
that was certain,

“Halt, you fool!” snarled Fuchre
Dick, as hé rode abreast of the steam-
ing horses.  “You'll be stopped on
the trail anyway !”

i« Rats 1

“Will you halt!”

&t NO !1!

Euchre Dick’s hand groped among
his furs. Something that shoune and

| kenoed this time !” he gasped.

“Halt !” he thundered out.

Bob Lawless did not heed.

The sleigh rushed on, three power-
ful horses rushing right down on the
rider in the trail. .

Had Dave Dunn stayed to awalt
the shock of collision he would cer-
tainly have been swept over and
trampled down, whatever had hap-
pencd to the sleigh. !

But He was too wise to waib.

As the sleigh thundered down on
him, and he realised that Bob did
not mean to stop, he leaped his horse
desperately out of the trail right into
the frost-blackened larches. Tt was
the only way to escape death, and he
took it, and he was only just in time.

The horseman crashed into the
larches, with curses on his lips, and
the sleigh thundered by, with a crash
of bells and a thudding of hoofs.

Before the ruffian could drag him-
self from the trampled thicket the
sleigh was gone, vanishing at_terrific

" speed round a bend of the trail.

“ Hurrah |” Frank
Richards.

Bob Lawless chuckled breathlessly.

“1 guess those bulldozers 4 {3.\1;&

LY

aces again

shouted

sha’n’t see their cheery
this side of Christmas!”

%*¥a., ha, ha'l”

The merry luugh of the schoolboys
rang through the frozen woods.

Frank Richards looked back.

For. some moments he thought he
could hear the thud of hoof-beats in
pursuit, but the sound died away imto
silence. i

The rustlers were left far behind,
The first peril of that wild night was

passed.

In the starlight, Cedar Creek School
loomed up for a minute or two to the
right, as the sleigh swept out on the
lain,

; Then they dashed on into the open
prairie, with the bright stars above
their heads, the waste of untrodden

Down the slope to the frozen river
the sleigh went jingling. They were
upon the ice now.

Would it held ? j

The schoolboys sat tight and waited
with grim calmness. Under the run-
ners the frozen river glided back.

Frank Richards’ heart * gave a
throb as he heard a low, wailing
sound from the river. Tle knew that
it was the voice of the ice-pack.

Crack ! '

Bob Lawless’ whip rang out like a
pistol-shot. L

I1e, too, had heard that warning
wail of the straining ice. The horses,
as if they, too, realised the peril, were
straining hard. The sleigh flew.

Beauclerc’s grasp closed on Frank
Richards’ arm. Frank looked at him.
The son of the remittance man was
quict and calm, even smiling. 2

“We shall get through, Frank!
he whispered,

Crack, erack! )

The last crack was from the ice, not
from the whip. The schoolboys set
their teeth. i

But the leader was trampling the
frozen rushes of the bank now. The
horses strained ashore, and the
sleigh glided up the slope.

Crack!

It was not the whip.

Frank Richards, his heart thump-
ing, looked back at the surface of ice
lighted by glittering stars.

The runner-tracks lay through the

across the white surface there ap-
peared a dark bar, where the ice had
split. Dark \
through the snow-covered ice.
Frank caught his breath.

' tered.
- Beauclerc nodded and smiled.

but 1t was ]lmst:
The sleigh glided on.

ghow clean-cut as by a knife, but
water -was welling up
“ A close shave, Beau!” he mut-
The danger had been very close,

Tt was a clear run now, and the

from the

ditor

efigs

“They're unknown here, but somes
times in winter 2 "
He drove on without finishing.
The wailing cry was heard agan
but faintly, afar. The sleigh rushe
on at greater speed, and there wag
silence.  The mournful, echoing howl
died away in the far distance.

Crash! g
There was a sudden, shrill neigh
from one of the horses, and the other
two reared and plunged. It was &
snowdrift at last, and the sleigh was
fairly in it. .
Before the schoolboys knew what
was happening they were tossed into
the snow, and the sleigh rolled over
in the drift amid the maddened,
plunging horses. :

The 7th Chapter.
Shopping in Fraser.

Irank Richards sat up dazedly in
the snow.

For a moment or two he could nob
realise what had happened. ;

His brain was whirling.

A strong grasp on ﬁis arm drew
him to his feet. It was Bob’s hand
that helped him. Vere Beauclerc was
scrambling up. !

“All serene ?” asked Bob, panting.

“ All serene, old chap! And you

bk

“Right as rain.”
“Nobedy hurt,”’
“but the horses—-" .
“T guess I missed the trail by a
few yards,” said Bob ruefully. *“Ib
couldn’t be helped. I don’t know this
trail well.” I8
“It's a miracle to me that you've

kept to it at all,” said Frank.

Bob laughed.

“Lend a hand,” he said.

Thoe sleigh was overturned, and
rugs and l)hmkots were tossed in the
snow. The three horses, almost
buried in the drift, were kicking and
plunging wildly.

It was no tempting-task to venture
among the lashing hoofs of the mad-
dened animals, but Bob Lawless had
known horses from childhood, and he
was at home with them.

Without a moment’'s hesitation he

said Beauclere,

glittered in the starlight came into
view.

“Halt, Bob Lawless, or I'll bring
down your leader!” the ruffien
shouted savagely. “I guess you'll
have to halt then, with a broken neck,
maybe !”’

Bob Lawless did not answer. His
teeth set, and he touched the team
with the whip, and the horses leaped
onward in response.

Euchre Dick was left behind for the
moment.

But he spurred on furiously, and in
a few minutes was level with the
team again, and his right arm swung
up, the revolver in his hand.

Frank Richards half rose
seat,

In his hand was a thick rug, coiled
np as hard as he could make it, His
arm swung up as the rustler rode
alongside, and the coiled rug flew
through the air with a whiz.

Whiz! Crash!

The unexpected missile struck the
horseman fairly on the side of the
head, and sent him spinning.

The revolver dropped into the
snow, as Kuchre Dick spun over the
flank of his horse, grasping desper-
utﬁ_ly at rein and mane to save him-
self.

The horse dashed madly on, with
the dismounted rustler chinging
wildly to its back, panting out curses.

Bob Lawless lashed at it with the
whip as it fled frantically by, and the

in bis

startled animal wheeled from the
trail, dashing off into the open
prairie,

Horse and man vanished from eight
among the whirling snowflakes,

“Good man, Frank!” muttered
Vere Beauclere, his eyes glistening.

*Good man, by gum !’ gasped Bob.
“1 guess that rustler is eorry he
spoke! Gee-whiz! Here’s the other
scallywag !”

Just as the sleigh entered the
timber the gchoolboys sighted a horse-
man ahead, halted in the middle of
the trail, facing them.

enow round them, and the frozen
river ahead,

The 6th Chapter,
The Peril of the lce,

Like points of fire in a velvet sky
the stars glittered down upon the wide
waste of snow,

Warmly wrapped in furs and bear-
skins, the schoolboy chums did not
feel the cold, bitter and searching as
1t was.

Not a habitation, not a light, was
to be seen on the lonely waste. They
were ascending the ridge now, and
beyond the ridge lay the river, frozen
fast, a hundred yards of ice,

Would it hold ?

_As they came down the stope of the
ridge the wide river came in sight.
It was still and silent in the grip of
King Winter. ‘

Snow lay on the ice like a mantle
of white velvet.

Surely the ice would hold For

weeks 1t had been freezing. Up b
the ford there was danger. Bu Boﬁ
Lawless had struck the river lower
down, where the water was deeper
and the ice thicker.
_If it did not hold they knew what
it meant. They could picture the
crash of breaking ice in the middle
of the wide river, the yelling of the
drowning horses, the fierce struggle
for life in freezing water among the
ice-chips.

But it would hold—it was sure to
hold! Hold or not, they were going
to risk it. The sleigh never paused a
second.

The well-worn trail was hidden
from sight under the carpet of snow,
but Bob Lawless followed it as if by
instinct.

And in the glittering starlight they
could seg traces of runners left in the
snow, showing that another gleigh had
passed the trail before them.

The sight of the runner-tracks en-
couraged them. Where others had
gone they could go.

gullies.
a little.
his team. There was
before them yet,

“Snow again!” muttered Beam-
clere, pulling his fur cap closer to his
head. '

It came down in masses.

The light of the stars was dimmed.
In a ghostly twilight the sleigh
plunged on hke a phantom of the
night,

Distant hills loomed like white
spectres to right and lefs. Bob Law-
less pointed with his whip to some
landmark indistinguishable to his
chums,

“Ten miles more to Fraser|” he
called out.

“ Hark !” exclaimed Frank.

From the silent waste there cams a
sudden, strange, eerie sound—a long-
drawn, wailing cry.

So strange, so eerie was that cry of
the winter night that Frank felt the
!;100(] throb to his heart as he heard
it.

“Beau, did you hear-——"

“T heard, bup—-"

*“What was that, Bob?”

Bob Lasvless did not answer. He
did not scem to hear. TIrank
Richards leaned forward and touched
him on the shoulder.

“Bob, did you hear that ?”’

“T guess so.”

“What was it?®

“ Nothing,” said Bob.

“Don’t be an ass, Bob !
what it was. Tell me.”

There was a moment’s silence, ang
then Bob Lawless answered :

“Wolves 1” j

Frank Richards sank back into his
seat.

“ Wolves !”’ he repeated. :

He ‘scanned the dim plain with his
eyes. Wolves! 1In spite of his
Eourage, it was a word to chill the

cart.

hard work

You know

“It's hunger that’s  driven ‘them
down {from the hills,” said Bob.

perils were from snowdrifts in the
Bob Lawless slackened speed
He did not want to pump

! £ _+ha +4o0rms ie
Plun nd“’tﬁ\ﬁ o

] plunged into the drift to the rescue

+h
™o v
of the team. Frank and
followed him al once.

With a steady hand and murmured
werds Bob soithed the leader, and
dragged him wp and out of the drift.
The horses wewe got upon their feet,
trembling but soothed, and almost
buried in .snow,

The overturied sleigh lay upon a
slope, and care was required, for if it
had volled lover into the drift no
human means could have extricated
it or the homwes. And that was—
death! Tor m one on foot could
have reached sifety from the heart of
the snow-swept plain.

The three schoolboys grasped the
sleigh when the- horses had been
quicted, and with combined efforts
nglpted it at last. ;

hey stood panting, almost ex-
hausted, when the sleigh was once
more upon its runners, but Bob only
paused a few moments to recover,
breath.

He examined the sleigh with an
anxious cye, fesrful that injury might
have been dove, but there was no
damage from the tumble in the soft
snow.

“All serene!” called out Bob, in
great relief.

The rugs and buffalo-robes were
gathered up and shaken clear of snow,
and the sleigh was led back to the
trail. There the schoolboys took
their seats in it again, and Bob Law-
legs drove en at a more cautious pace,

The suow had ceased to fall, and
the stars were shining out brillantly
once more. Bob Lawless pointed
with his whip at last..

Far in the distance ahead a light’
glimmered. i

“What is it, Bob?”’

“¥raser !” said Bob bricfly,

*“Oh, good!”

The sight of the distant town glad-
dened the hearts of the chums of
Cedar Creck. The half of that peri
lous ride was nearly over at least. :

It was long past midnight, and
Fraser was silent and buried in slum-'
ber when the sleigh ghded into the
streets. :

Bob halted before the door of a
stere. :

“The gee-gees will be all the better
for a rest,” he said. “Shove theso
rugs over them. They’ve got a bit
of a job before them yet to get beck.:
And ‘now for Bridget's doll 1” added
Bob, with a grin.

He dealt a thundering blow at ks
door with tho butt of his whip, It
rang and eehocd down the csilent,
frozen street. :

Bang, bang!

There was a sound of movement in
the house at last. Aa upper window
was opened, and a nightcapped head,

o reseun
Beauclero

with a fur-coat wrapped round the

panglara o
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neck, looked out, and a fierce voice
demanded :

“Who's there? Vamoose, you
noisy jays, or I'll pitch a bucket of
}ﬁ.?}ét on your dunder-heads! Hop
it !

*Good-evening, Mr. Phipps!” said
Bob cheerfully.

“Great suakes! Ts that young
Lawless from the Thompson Valley 77
yelled the storckeeper.

“You bet !” ;

“Well, what in thunder are you
knocking a man up for at this hour 7”
demanded Mr. Phipps in tones of
deep indignation.

“T've come to buy a doll.”

“What !

A doll.” ;

“You young coyote!” jyelled Mr.
Phipps. *“ You—you—you've come
to me at one in the morning to buy
a doll! Are you mad?”

6 Nope 1»

“Go home with yvou! TI'll ask your
popper to lay a cowhide rwund you
for this!” shouted the storckeeper.

Slam !

The window closed with emphasis.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Frank
Richards in dismay.

Bob Lawless laughed softly.

“The dear man 1sn’t quite savvy,”
he remarked. * After all, it’s a bit
disturbing to be woke up ifter mid-
night by a chap who wants to buy a
doll.” ‘

s Bla. ha, bha 1

“PBut he’s going to sell us that doll
all the same,” said Bob. ‘Dear old
Phipps has got to come down! Here

goes!”’

‘..ﬁ.-,_.,_ RS .y i

Pang, bang, bang !

The heavy butt of the whip crashed
on the door of the store. Frank and
the Cherub lent the aid of their boots,
and the din was something tersific,

Dogs began to bark along the
street,

In five minutes the infuriated Mr.
Phipns could stand it no longer. 'The
window above the store flew up, and
a red and wrathful face glared out,
and the barrel of a shotgun came inio
view. ]

“T've got you covered!” roared
Mr. Phipps. “Now, if you don’t
want a charge of buckshot into your
carcase, you light out! You hear
me yaup?”’ } :

“1 guess I'm not deaf, Phipps, old
scout,” said Bob sweetly. 1 rather
reckon half Fraser can hear you, Dut
1'm set on that doll.”

“J give you one minute to vamoose
before I let buckshot into you!l”
shouted Mr. Fhipps. .

“We'se not vamoosing, old pard.
Look here, Phipps, it’s something
special. We've come all the way from

. the Thompson valley for that doll.”

“Wha-a-at!” stuttered Mr. Phipps.

“ Honest Injun!”

“You've loped thirty miles in the
snow for a doll!” gasped the
astounded storekeeper. ‘‘You ain’t
staying hyer in Fraser, young Law-
leas ?”

“Not a bif. You see, it’s for a
sick kid, who won’t be pleased with
anything else,” explained Bob. “ You
don’t want us to have the jgmrncy for
nothing, Mr. Phipps. e a good
white man, and come down.’

“Wal, T swow!”’ said Mr. Phipps.
“Wait till I get into my ftrousers,
Bob Lawless. I'll be down in a brace
of shakes. Blowed if I ever heard
the likes of this!”

and Bob

. The window closed,
smiled contentedly.

“ Phipps ain’t a bad sort,” he said.
“1 guessed he’d play up when he
knew what it was for, All O.K.
now,”” :
In five minutes there was a rattling
of a chain and the grinding of a bolt,
and the door opened.

A lamp glimmered out into the

snowy street, held aloft in Mr.
Phipps hand. The storekeeper

seemed restored to good-humour now.

“Amble in, you young scally-
wagﬁ " he said amiably.

The three chums entered the store,
and Mr. Phipps pushed the door
gshut. The snow was blowing in after
them.

“Now, 1 guess you've surprised
me, some,” said Mr, Phipps, look-
ing very curiously at Bob. ““You’'ve
humped all the way from Thompson
to get a doll for the kid—hay 7"

“That’s it,” zaid Bob. *Kid ex-
pects Daddy (_?laristma,s in the morn-

Frans Ricnanos €xmistias)

(Continued from the previous page.)

g, and we’re not going to disap-
point her—see 77

“Wal, carry me home to die!”
said the storekeeper.

He set down the lamp.

i “Hyer’s my stock,” he said.

Purty near sold out, of course, but
there’s a few left. Take your choice,
gents.”

The storekeeper’s stock of Christ-
mas toys, brought up on the railroad
for the season, had been greatly de-
pleted by the purchases of Fraser’s
cifizens. But there were some goods
left, and the schoolboys looked over
them, :

“I say, that doll looks a corker!”
said Bob, picking up a huge doll,
the eyes of which opened and shut of
their own accord as it was moved.
“Why, it's a good two feet long!
That’s a good 'un!”

“You bet it is !’ said Mr. Phipps.
“That doll’s fifteen dollars, and no
galoot wanted to stump up to that
tune, and I guess it goes back on the
railroad after Christmas. It's a bit
too rich for Fraser.”

“I guess it doesn’t!” said Bob

Lawless emphatically. “I guess that
doll goes to Micky Muldoon’s little
girl at White Pine!”

“Fifteen  dollars !” Mxr,
Phipps laconically. :

‘“ Fhow are ffou fixed, Franky?”
asked Bob. “I’ve got the ten-dollar
bill the popper gave me for Christ-
mas.”’

“I've got the same,” said Frank,
“and some odd dollars besides.”

‘“And 1 have one dollar,” said
Vere Beauclerc quietly. ‘Little
enough, but it goes in. Here you

are!”

“Right you are, Cherub!” said
Bob Lawless. ‘Change those bills,
please, Mr. Phipps, and wrap up the
doll.”

“By gum!” said the storekeeper.
The big, burly Canadian storekeeper
hesitated a minute, and then went
on; “I guess I'm not making
any profit on that doll, young Law-
less. I paid twelve dollars for it, and
you're goin’ to have it at that. So
it’s twelve you’re stuck for, and not
a cent over |”’

“You’ro a white
said Bob, “We'll tell Bridget that
Father Christmas’ other name is
Billy Phipps.”

The storekeeper langhed, and re-

said

man, Phippy !

placed the big, handsome doll in its
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cardboard box, and proceeded to
wrap 1t up carefully.

The twelve dollars were paid over
—five dollars and fifty cents from
Frank and Bob each, and one dollar
from Vere Beauelere, all he had.

Gladly enough the chums wonld
have refrained from using Beau-
clere's little contribution, but he had
a right to share, as far as he could, in
helping Father Christmas to come to
White Pine. :

“There you are, sonny !” said the
storckeeper, handing the box to Bob
Lawless. “¥You've got a long ‘run
back.”

“All serene, if Father Christmas
gets in before Bridget wakes in the
morning !’ grinned Bob. “ So-long,
My, Phipps! Sorry we've spoiled
your beauty sleep.”

Mr. Phipps opened the door, and
the chums trooped back to the wait-
ing sleigh, where the box containing
the doll wag tE)acked away safely. Mp,
Phipps called out from the doorway
as they stepped into the sleigh,

- “Bay, young Lawless |’
“ Hallo 77
“I've heard that there are wolves

on the range. Keep your eyes
peeled goin’ back !”
“You bet! Good-night, Mr.

Phipps, an” a Merry Christmas !”
“Same to you! Good-night!”

The sleigh jingled gaily away into
and the storekeeper

the starlight,

door. Down the silent

closed his
main street of Fraser the sleigh-bells
jingled, and once more the white

waste lay before the adventurers.
Through the lightly-falling flakes the
stars glittered %O“’H upon the speed-
ing sleigh. ‘

—arr

“The 8th Chapter.
From the Jaws of Death!

Jingle, jingle!

The snow had ceased to fall. The
sky was like sapphire, the stars set
in it like diamonds. The merry music
of the sleigh-bells rang and echoed
through the wvast silences of the
prairie,

The speed was not se great now.
Hardy and streng as the Canadian

horses were, the journey was telling |

upon them. But there was ample
time to reaeh White Pine before the
dawn whitened the summit of the
Rockies, if all went well,

'he chums were silent as the sleigh
glided on. They were thinking of

“the wild and mournful howl they

had heard on the prairie on the out-
ward run. Their eyes swept the dim
expanses on all sides.

Frank Richards caught Beauclere’s
arm suddenly.

“Listén ! he muttered,

Ferily through the night came the
howl, faint and afar. Without the
crack of the whip the horses started
into greater speed. Well they knew
the whine of the prowling wolf.

Driven by hunger from their lairs
in the northern hills, the savage
animals had ventured nearer to the
habitations of man. Gaunt and
hunger-stricken, they
foes to approach.

And there were no weapons in the
sleigh. The chums had not even
thought of them. Not that weapons
in the schoolboys’ hands would have
been of much use against a hungry
wolf-pack.

The sleigh jingled on.

The howl was repeated again and
again. It was coming nearer. With
thumping hearts the chums realised
that the prowling brutes had heard
the sleigh-bells or scented the horses.

Beauclerc raised a steady hand to
point.

In the dimness, where the starlight
lay on the drifting snow, a dark form
appeared, looming through  the
shadows. Two fierce red eyes glit-
tered as they caught the light.

It was a wolf.

The whining howl sounded again,
and there was a whinny of terror
from the horses. Another and another
dark figure leaped into view from the
SNOW.

There was a sudden shrill neigh

from one of the horses, and the other
two reared and plunged.
schoolboys knew what was happening,
they were tossed
the sleigh rolled over
amid the madsdened, plunging horses.

Before the

into the snow, and
in the drift

“They're after us!” said Frank

between his teeth.

Bob's whip cracked like a pistol.

But it was hardly needed. The
horses were straining now. Fatigue
was forgotten in the terror inspired
by the howl of the wolf.

The schoolboys looked back as the
sleigh fled on. Five wolves were in
sight—gaunt, haggard, wasted by
famine—the famine that had drawn
them far from thew accustomed
haunts.

As they loped behind the sleigh the
schoolboys could see the gleaming
jaws, from which the hot breath
poured like steam. :

Once within reach of those hideous
fangs it was all over with the occu-
pants of the sleigh.

Bob Lawless sat as steady as a rock,
driving, holding his terrified team
well in hand, and getting every ounce
of speed out of the horses.

“Wow many, Frank?”
without looking round.

“T can see five.”

“ Are they gaining?”

“T think so.”

“We're not far off the river now,”
said Bob quietly. :

Bob had taken a slightly different
route, to eross the river lower down
than before, to avoid the place where
the ice had cracked. But the river
was not yet in sight. :

With fascinated eves, Frank and
Vere Beauclere watched the gaunt
animals that loped after the sleigh in
ferocious pursuit.

In the fierce race two . of

he asked,

them

were terrible

dropped behind, and were lost to view
amid the powdering snow,

But three of the fearful animals
were close in pursit, and gaining on
the sleigh.

“And we have no weapon!” mut-
tered Vere Beauclere.

“How far off now?” asked Bob, in
tones of quiet calmness. He did not
look round. He dared not take his
eyes from the straining team and the
snow-driven trail ah’eaﬁ.

“Twenty yards the nearest,” said
Frank Richards quietly. ‘ Only three
keeping up.”

* When they’re half the distance,
throw out the bearskin rug.”

“Right |”

The three schoolboys were calm
and quiet. The very nearness of the
terrible danger seemed to calm them.

Frank and Vere loosened the big
bearskin rug, ready to throw. They

‘had heard of such a device to delay a

pursuing pack. Bob Lawless had
thought of it at once. Closer and
closer came the ravenous three, with
red, rolling eyes and snapping jaws.

“Now!” muttered Beauclere.

Frank tossed the great, heavy beax-
skin into the snow behind.

In a couple of seconds the 6 three
wolves had reached it, and were tear-
ing it madly with their teeth. The
three gaunt animals struggled for if,
gnashing their teeth furiously, and
the schoolboys heard the horrid sound
as the sleigh fled on, unpursued for
the moment.

Then came a wild uproar of snarl-
ing and yelling. Snapping teeth had
caught a paw in the struggle for the
bearskin, and the bitten animal
turned savagely upon the assailant,
biting in return,

Two savage brutes were rolling over
in the snow, tearing and snarling and
foaming as if in madness. The third
was rending the bearskin to tatters.

The sleigh raced on.

“The river!” panted Beauclerc.

The frozen river gleamed ahead in
the starlight. There was a long, low,
ttowl behind, and Frank looked back,
A single wolf was keeping up thae
chase, and faintly from the far dis-
tance came the echoes of the savage
conflict still proceeding between the

CEL T i e
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Bu the sleigh hid gained a long
tretdh, It swept down to the frozen
iver, and glided oui on the snow-
clad ce.

Ths held their
breath,

Bui the ice was tiicker here. Tt
stood the strain without a sound,
Like an arrow the sleigh passed
acrost the frozen surfice, and rushed
up the bank. Frauk Richards stood
up to look back.

Onthe far side of the river the last
wolf was disappearing from view in
the snow. 'The sleigh had won the
deadly race. ,

“All serene!” panted Frank, sink-
ing back into his seat My hat! I
don’t want to go through that again!”

“All's well that end’s well,” said
Beauclere, with a faint smile.
“ Father Christmas has had a narrow
shave, but he will get to White Pine
now.”

For several miles mose the sleigh
kept up good speed. But the weary
horses slackened at last. The danger
of the wolves was past, and Bob
allowed his team to full into an easy
troft.

Clouds had hidden the stars again.
There was darkness round the sleigh,
save for the white gleum of the snow,
But this was familiar ground to Bob
Lawless, and he drove on without a
doubt or a pause.

Through the dimness a pale gleam
erept in the eastern sky. Like
spectres in the dark the distant
summits of the Rockies loomed into
view, whitened by the dawn.

It was the dawn of Christmas.

Till now the schoolboys had hardly
been conscious of fatigue. But as the
pale winter dawn crept up the sky
they realised that they were very
tired. Darkness rolled away from the
mouuntains and the plain. Trees
loomed up dimly, and then more
clearly. But they were close to White
Pine now. '

juniors almest

The 9th Chapter.
Father Christmas at White Pine.

A yellow sun looked down from a
grey sky as Bob Lawless brought his
weary team to a halt at White Pine. -
Even as he halted the door of the
emigrant’s cabin opened, and Micky
Muldoon came out.

The settler stopped and stared ab
the sight of the sleigh.

Bob Lawless jumped down, followed
by his comrades.

“Merry Christmas, Mr., Muldoon !"*
he sang out cheerily. g

“Merry Christmas to you, sorr,
begorra !” said Mr. Muldoon. *‘And
phwat are yez doin’ so far from home
at this hour?” -

“We've just come from Fraser.”
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THE GREETINGS OF THE
SEASON !

I feel that it is incumbent upon
me to commence my Chat this week
by wishing all my {oyal readers the
greetings of the season. I trust that
every one of my chums will have a
good Christmas, unaccompanied by
any form of revelry. These are no
times for gaiety of any description.

There is serious work on hand.
We have to carry on with the task
of defeating the unspeakable Hun.
It is a formidable task, but if we
have not the grit and the determina-
tion to carry the job through to the
end, we are not worthy of the name
of Britishers.

Thousands of our countrymen have
aiven their lives in the great cause.
They leave friends and relations at
home who deeply mmourn their deaths,
Their sorrow is great. Let us not,
therefore, add to their sorrows by
indulging in revelry, and showing
an utter disregard to the sufferings
of others. :

Let us mther spend our Christmas
in a quiet, orderly manner, cbserving
all the while the injunctions of the
Food Controller. When we have
achieved tle victory for which we are
fighting, vhen the Prussiam military
machine s been crushed for ever,
then may we all spend our Christmas
as of yore.

R T BT ST W T T

I trust that in twelve months’ time
I shall have the unbounded pleasure

of addressing my Christmas wishes @
to vou with the knowledge that the §

Hun is suffering the sorrows of de-
feat, and that the
has been secured for generations to
come.

NEXT MONDAY'S PROQRAMME.

As I told you last week, more will
be heard of Algy Silver, Jimmy's
scapegrace cousin. He will appear
in next Monday’s long, complete tale
of the Rookwood chums, entitled:

i MORNINQTON'S LAST
PLUNGE! "

By Cwen Conquest.

The scene of this story is laid at
Jimmy Silver’s home. Peele and
Gower, the cads of the Fourth, are
staying near by, and they succeed
in leading Algy astray. You will, I
feel sure, be interested to read how
Mornington made a last desperate.
plunge, and of what came of it.

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

i GUNTEN’'S LITTLE GAME!"”

By Martin Clifford.

Miss Meadows has ocecasion to call
(Gunten to account for playing cards.
Gunten 18 very indignant at being

!

“Phwat!” gasped Mr. Muldoon.
“ And we've got the doll.”

“ The—the—the dolli” repeated
the astounded backwoodsman.

“Lug it out, Franky.”

Frank Richards dragged the bhox
out of the sleigh. Micky Muldoon
was staring at them blankly. e did
not understand yet.

“Don’t you catch on?” said Bob.
“It's Father Christmas. He's
brought the doll for Bridget.”

“QOh, begor!”

“Is she awake yet?’

Mr. Muldoon shook

“Not yet.”

¢ Good! Mrs. Muldoon up?”

“Yis, gorr Sure, Il call her.”

The settler stepped back into the
cabin, and reappeared in a few
moments with his wife. The tired,
troubled woman looked in amazement
at the three schoolboys. Bob Law-
less removed the lid of the big card-
board box. '

Mrs. Muldoon’s eyes fairly bulged
at the sight of the great doll.

«wWill that fill the bill?” grinned
Bob, with great satisfaction. * We've
brought it from Fraser for the litle
2un, Mrs. Muldoon. You're to put 1t
in her stocking before she wakes—if
itll go into her blessed stocking,
though!”’

¢ Bless my heart ! said the amazed
woman. ¢ Oh, -Master Lawless—"

“Father Christmas, if you please!”
chuckled Bob.

“The blessings of the saints be on
vou this Christmas, young jintle-
men!” said Mr. Muldoon.  * Sure,
the little onc would have broken her
heart if Father Christmas had passed
her by.
do. But—but—-"

“Vou've been to Fraser?” said
Mrs. Muldoon. “You've been sleigh-
ing all night for the sake of the little
one! - And, sure, I heard that there
were wolves on the range, across the
river!”

“Never mind the wolves,” said
Frank Richards, laughing.. '‘Shove
the doll where the little one will see it
when she wakes, ma’am.”

“ Heaven bless you all!”

3

his head. :

said Mrys.

| Frank Rickanos GumiaTiAS

And, faith, it’s little I could-

(Continuwed from the previous page.)

Muldoon, with tears in her tired eyes,
as she took the doll.

The settler's wife went
cabin.

“Now it's about time we got hoine
to bed,” grinned Bob. “Come to
think of it, I'm a bit tired.”

“Hark!” said Frank.

They stepped closer to the doorway
of the cabin.

A weak, childish voice could be
heard. Bridget had awakened.

“Mummy !”’

“Yes, dearie.”

“It’s Christmas, mummy.”

“Yes, dear, it’s Christmas.”

““Hag Father Christmas come?”

Frank Richards and his chums
looked at one another. But for the
arrival of the schoolboys poor Mrs.
Muldoon would have had a bitterly
disappointing reply to make to the
child’s question.

At that moment the chums of
Cledar Creek felt more than repaid for
the stress and the danger of that wild
night’s ride through the snow.

In silence they listened.

“Has he come, mummy? I'm sure
he would come. See if Father
Christmas has been, mummy.”

“Sure, I'll see, darling.”

The poor woman'’s voice was happy
now as she answered.’

There was a pause, and then from
the cabin came a cry of delight,

“(Oh, mummy !”

It was a cry so full of infantile joy
and satisfaction that it went straight
to the hearts of the listeners.

“Begor!” murmured Micky Mul-
doon, ** begor, an’ sure Heaven will
bless ye, young jintlemen, for phwat
yve've done.”

“Oh, mummy! Isn’t it a beauty?
I knew Father Christmas wouldn’t for-
get us, mummy. Oh, mummy!”

Mrs. Muldoon stepped to the door,
and signed to the scﬁnolboys to enter.

They looked in,

Little Bridget was sitting up in her
cot, with the doll in her arms, 1t was
such a doll as the child had never seen
before, such a doll as she had never
dreamed of possessing. Her pale face
was flushed now, her eyes were spark-
ling. She hugged the doll and crooned
over it.

She looked up brightly,
to the schoolboys.

“Bob! He's come!”

“ Has he?”’ exclaimed Bob’; * who
has, Bridget?”’

“ Father  Christmas!’”’ Bridget
laughed happily. I knew he would

into the

and smiled

Bob, and you said he would, tox
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reprimanded, and he longs to get his
revenge on the “schoolmarm.” Miss
Meadows sends Frank Richards to the
office of the Thompson Press with an
advertisement. And then Gunten
chips in. What he does you will
learn when you read this splendid
varn.
The instalment of
“ THE BOYS OF THE *f BOMEBAY
CASTLE'!”
By Duncan Storm,

due to appear in our next issue, calls
for special comment. El Pulga, the
bandit, offers to return the boys
their clothes providing three of the
latter box and defeat three of the

Chip hits upon a splendid idea. He

! don't believe in Father
hrintinns, ook what*s ha brought
me!"

“It's ripping ! said Bob.  ““.Good
old Father Christmas: He was bound
to come, Bridget!”

“You can hald it if you like, Bob,”
said Bridget generously.

“ Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob.

He took the doll for a moment,
Bridget watching it hungrily. And
the child was evidently glad when
her little arms closed once more upon
her treasure.

“It's eyes open and shut, Bob.
Look !”

“ Fancy that!” said Bob, in great
Surprise. ;

Bridget laid her head on the pillow
again, the doll cuddled in her arms.
Bob Lawless rejoined his chums.

“(Come on, you chaps,”. he said.
“By gum! It was worth that drive!”

“ Heaven bless you!” was all poor
Mrs. Muldoon could say. ¢ Heaven
bless you, young gentlemen, for this!”

With happy hearts, the chums of
Cedar Creek stepped into the sleigh.
At an easy pace Bob drove away from.
the lonely cabin. They left happiness
behind them there,

“ Home now,” said Frank.

“Wa'll eall at the school!’ said
Bob. ““ Miss Meadows was to be
fetched to the ranch early this morn-

ing. We'il take her along, and_ the
popper can't rag wus with Miss

Meadows looking on—see?”’

““ Ha, ha, hat”

And they drove on merrily to Cedar
Creck.

The 10th Chapter.
A Merry Christmas

Miss Meadows was expecting to be
called for at the school that morning.
The rancher’s sleigh arrived a little
ozﬁrlior than was expected, that was
all,

Miss Meadows and Mr. Slimmey
entered the vehicle, and Bob turned
his team in the direction of the ranch.

“You boys look tired,”” Miss
Meadows remarked, as Frank
Richards’ chin was dropping on his
chest,

Frank straightened wup rather
guiliy.

“ Nunno—not at all!”’ he stam-
mered.

“Not a bit!” said Beauclere.

Miss Meadows looked at them rather
keenly.

“The horses are tired, too,”” she
gaid, “ You must have been cut a
very long time; yet it is still early
morning.”’

“Tell Miss Meadows, and she’ll
make it right with the popper,
Franky,” said Bob Lawless, over his
shoulder.

¢ What to tell

have wou me,
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decides to dress three of the stokers
up as schoolboys, and send them to
box the bandits. The fight will send
you into roars of laughter, and you
will also enjoy reading how Flash-
man, the bully, endeavoured to get
the hoys captured by the police, and
how the tables were neatly turned
on him.

Next Monday’s long, compleie tale
of Dick, Frank, and Joe, dealing with
their quest for King Nadur’s
diamonds, is entitled:

s THE WHITE DWARFS!Y
By Maurice Everard.

The little party of adventurers are
finding the quest for the diamonds
a very hazardous one, and in next
Monday’s story they have some most
exciting times. There are incidents
in this story that will hold you spell-
bound, and I would urge upon every-
one of vou not to fail to read it.

The concluding item in next Mon-
day's issue will be a fine tale told
in the dormitory by Tom Rawson,
entitled :

“« THE FOOL OF THE FAMILY !"

Tom Rawson describes in a splendid
style how a young fellow, called by
all the fool of the family, through
the schemings of his rascally brother,
was made to suffer, and how in the
end, by sheer grit, he pulled

a little severcly, and Mr. Slimmey

blinead-ab-the-shwms-over bis gold-
rimmed glassos.

“ Wo've been out all night, Miss
Meadows,”’ confessed Frank.

“ What! Where have you been?”

“To Fraser!”

“ Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Slimmey. My boys—Fraser—and
there are wolves on the range.”

“ Tha wolves have had Mr. Lawless’
bearskin rug,’”’ said Beauclere. *1
hope he won't mind, as they had to
have that—or us!”

“ (1ood hoavens!” exclaimed Miss
Meadows. “ Tell me at once what
you have been doing.”

Frank Richards told the whole
story. He wondered whether Miss
Meadows would bo angry; but as
he looked at the schoolmaster’s face
when he had finished he saw that her
eyes had filled with tears.

“ My dear, dear boys!” said Miss
Meadows; * my dear, dear boys!
You should not have gone—it was
too terribly dangerous; but—but 1 am
proud of you! I do not think Mr.

Lawless will be angry when he
knows!"’

““ 30 Father Christmas came to
White Pine after all!” said Mr.

Slimmey, wiping his spectacles.
“ You bet!” chuckled Bob Lawless,
“ and if yon'd seen the kid’s face, Mr.

Slimmey, you'd have thought it was |

worth it.”’

Tho sleigh jingléd up to the ranch.
Mr,. Lawless ran to meet it, and Mrs.
Lawless, in the porch, breathed a
deep sigh of relicf at the sight of her
son, safe and sound.

“ You young rascals!’” shouted the
rancher as the sleigh halted. * Good
morning, Miss Meadows; good-morn-
ing, Mr. Slimmey! Merry Christmas!
You young rascals, where have you
been?”’ :

“ Bob!” exclaimed Mrs. Lawless.

“ You weren’t alarmed, mother?”
asked Béb, remorsefully. “1I gave
Billy Cook a message

“Billy gave us the message,” said
the rancher gruffly; ¢ but your mother
was anxious all the same, you young
scallywag. Do you think you are old
enough to take a night out on the
prairie in a sleigh?”’

“ Under tho circumstances,
popper,”’ said Bob. “ You tell him,
Miss Meadows—I can sce he is going
to be mad with us.”

The rancher was in rather a diffi-
culty. His son’s escapade could not
be passed over, but a dozen guests
were gathering round to see the re-
turning wanderers, as well as Miss
Meadows and Mr. Slimmey. ~

But Miss Meadows hastened to ex-
plain"and the cloud cleared off from
the rancher’s brow.

Several of the Cedar Creek school-
boys had arrived at the ranch with
their parents for Christmas Day, and

through, and won for himself a high
position,

In conclusion, I would advise every
reader to make a point of ordering
next Monday’s issue in advance. The
shortage of paper is getting more
serious than ever, and only those
readers who place an order with
their newsagents are sure of securing
their copies.

DUNCAN STORM’S GREAT STORY.

Have you secured your copy of
“The Maharajah’s Belt ”’? 1f not,
you had better do so at once, other-
wise you will find that your newsagent
has sold out.

“The Maharajah's Belt ”* is the firsk
volume of that most successful Boys’
FrIEND serial story, entitled * The
Secret City.” It is a story that
created a great sensation when it
appeared in the “B. F.,”” and it is a
story that none of you should fail to
read in book form.

You should ask your newsagent for

No. 408 of the * Boxs’ FRriexn
Library.”
[
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they gathered round Frank Richards
and Lo There was 2 hwzz of amaze,
ment from all as Miss Meadows told
the story of Fathwe Christimas coming
to White Pine.

“The young mnscals!” gasped the
rancher. ** Oh, the scallywags! Bob,
you young villain—suppose the wolves
—" He gasped,

““They’ve had your bearskin rug,
popper,” eaid Bod cheerfully,

“You've been lo Fraser, Bob!"’ ex-
claimed Chunky Todgers, catching
Bob’s arm. “ Well, it beats the
Dutch! I say, od fellow, did you
think of bringing back any maple
sugar with you?”

“ Never thought of it, Chunky,”
said Bob, with a chuckle.

“1 wish I'd been with you!” .

“1 wish you had, Chunky; you'd
have stopped the wolves better than
the bearskin if we'd dropped yeu
out !”

“ Groogh!” said Chunky, with a
shiver.

“ You young riscals!” repeated the
rancher; “ you ougiht to be cowhided
for running such risks. But if your
schoolmistress thinks you can be for-
given, 1'd better think the same, I
auess.”’ .

‘““ Hear, hear!” said Bob cheerily.
“[—I say, mother, I—I'm sorry if
you were anxious. I—I thought you'd
like that kid to get the doll, though
what anybody wants with a doll beats
me hollow.  You're not waxy?”’

Mrs, Lawless bent and kissed hes
son with tears in her eyes.

“1 bave been alarmed,” she said.
“ I should have been terribly alarmed
if I had known what you were doiny.
But—but I am proud of you, Bob,
and of your friends, too!”

“Three cheers!”’ roared Billy Cook,
waving his hat.

And the crowd of guests and the
ranchmen joined heartily in the
cheers, till Frank Richards and Co.
were glad to hide their blushes in the
ranch-house. And that Christmas Day
was spent by the chums of Cedar
Creek in deep slumber,

But in the evening they were quite
themselves again. It was a merry
Christmas at the ranch—one of the
merriest Frank Richards had ever
known—and it was made all the hap-
pier to the chums by the knowledge
that they had brought happiness to
others. And a dozen times, at least,
the story had to be told of  how
Father Christmas came to White
Pine.

?

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY!
¢ QUNTEN'S LITTLE CAME!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

DON'?T MISS IT?
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The 138t Chapter.
Rough Luck!

“You're too suspicious, Rupert!”

It was Frank Courtenay, the cap-
tain of the IFourth Form at Higheliffe,
who said this; and he spoke to his
chum, Rupert De Courcy, generally
known as the Caterpillar.

“Think so, dear boy ?
you do.

But I know
You're wrong, though, by
gad! When a fellow has to do with
the dear Pon—the merry Pon—he
can’t be too suspicious. Bolo and
Bernstorff, and the gentleman in the
Argentine who wanted ’em sunk
without trace are all mere amateurs
in Hunnish wiliness compared with
the merry Pon!”’

“But Pon’s gone! We sha’n't see
Lhim again till next term. He and
(Gadsby, and Monson and Vavasour
all went off together yesterday.”

“Yaas, Franky,
Question is why they cleared out a
day before the rest of us!”

“And the answer is ‘Don’t know,
and don’t care a rap !’

But the Caterpillar shook a doubt-
ful head,

On the face of it, there really was
not much reason why he should think
that Cecil Ponsonby had some fresh
plot against Frank Courtenay on foot,

;ﬂﬂvnﬁ' "m(muun Panmonh “and hia
specinl paly had got lenve to go homae
for the Chrintmas holidays n day in
advance of the rest of Higheliffe,

But the Caterpillar looked deeper
than appearances; and the close
watch he kept upor Pon had saved
rank from more than one very real
tanger.

Courtenay and Ponsonby were
cousing; but they were not friends,
never could be, though
Courtenay was willing enough to be
reconciled with Pon,

But Pon felt differently.

When it had been discovered that
Arthur Clare—“the boy without
a name ’—was really Frank Court-
enay, the long-lost son of Major
Uourtenay, all Cecil Ponsonby's
chance of succeeding to his uncle’s
money had vanished.

He had hated and persecuted Clare,
the nameless outsider; but he hated
Courtenay, “ the usurper,” with far
greater venom,

Frank Courfenay was going home
with the Caterpillar for the earlier
half of the holidays. Later he would
join his father, and the Caterpillar
would go with him.

At present, Major Courtenay was
engaged on very special business for
the War Office.

Greatly to his disgust, he had been
pronounced too old for the fighting-
line; but he could be useful in aother
ways, and, of course, he was glad to
be so.

The arrangement suited both boys.
David and Jonathan were not closer
chums than Irank Courtenay and
Rupert De Courcy.

They had mnever yet tired of one
another’s company, and they could
not imagine themselves doing so.

“Telegram for you, sir,” said the
page, approaching Frank.

“Don’t open it, I'ranky, dear boy!
T've a presentiment that it's somethin’
ghastly unpleasant, y’know. Drop it
in the fire, an’ forget it!"” said the
(Caterpillar.

. Frank laughed as he slit open the
orange envelope, though his laughter
had not its usual ring.

“You may deal with things in that
off-hand way, Rupert,” he said.
“But I can’t.”

“Comes of havin’ too tender a con-
science, by gad!” murmured the
Caterpillar. “Glad mine got hard-
ened once for all in the dear, dead
days beyond recall, when Pon an’ 1
played together on the brae—what-
ever a brae may be—an’ pulled the
gowans—whatever gowans are-—any-
way there was plenty of nap an’
banker, which are more suitable to
Pon’s tastes than braes an’ gow-

I know that.‘
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ans—— Why, what on the earth is
the matter, old chap?”’

I'rank had not been listening to De
Courcy’s chatter. His face had paled
as he read the wire, and now it
dropped from his hand.

The Caterpillar picked it up.

“Read 1t, Rupert!” said Frank
hoarsely.

**Sure you want me to, dear boy?
I don’t want to intrude, y'know.”

“You can’t! Wlien I begin to
have secrets from you i

Frank broke off.

In one -glance his chum read the
fateful telegram.

He crumpled it up in his hand, and
his eyes glinted as he said :

“Franky, I shouldn’t go !’

“What? Oh, that's too
Rupert! I must go!”

“1 shouldn’t! 1 should take no
dashed nctice of this!"”

Courtenry stared at him in amaze-
ment.

“The pater wires to me that he’s ill
and practically alone at Castle Law-
breck, miles away from anywhere;
and you tell me you’d take no notice
of it—you wouldn’t go? Why, you
mnust be mad !”’

“*1 may be, dear boy. One never
knows. But I don’t think I am. An’

I daw't beliges that the major in at

silly,

-

Castle Lawbreeches, or whatever the
name of the dashed place is, either!”
“ But this proves 1t!” said Frank,
taking the telegram from the Cater-
piilar’s hand to look at it again.

“Not at all, dear boy!
even prove that Castle Lawlord, or
whatever it 1s, exists. It has been
handed in at a place called Gatehouse
of Fleet—such a dashed silly name
that I should have my doubts ahout
that if we hadn’t a sign an’ token
that it has a telegraph-office, which
it couldn’t have if it wasn't there—
though I'm dashed if I know where
there is 1”*

“You'll ind Gatehouse of Fleet on

any map of Scotland if you look in

A single light loomed up over the moor.
one light was almost worse than darkness,

It doesn’t
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the right place,” answered Frank,
smiling wanly. - “And if it’s a big

| soale map you may find Castle Law-

breck marked, too, It's up in the
wilds, far away from the mnearest
station, and half ruinous.”

*“In the Highlands, I take it?”

“No, chump! I'm not sure whether
it’s Kirkendbright or Wigtown, but
1t’s somewhere in that corner of Scot-
land.” ,

“Qh, yaas! The  south-west
corner—go up one, De Courcy! But
what’s Castle Thingummy got to do
with the house of Courtenay, by gad,
Franky 1

“It belongs to the pater—Ileft him
a year or two ago by an old Secottish
friend who had no relatives he cared
about.”

“Ever been there, dear boy ?*?

“No, The pater had a shooting-
party there once. There's hundreds
of acres of hill and moor and peat-
hags, But the Castle is something
short of watertight for the most part,
and staying there means roughing it.
Not that I'd mind that, ”F Course.
But there really isn't much to go for,
The place is a bit of a white elephant
altogether.”

“ Pon ever been there ?”

“I don’t know, Yes,

he has,
thengh=1 rememisr new.”

ol R g

“But what’s Ponsonby got to do
with it ?” snapped Courtenay.

“Pon knows his way there. That's
point No. 1, Pon left twenty-four
hours in advance of present ¢ompany
~point No. 2. Pon would do anythin’
~anythin’ in the wide, wide world to
make things unpleasant for his
beloved cousin—that’s point’ No. 3.
No, T wouldn’t go if T were you,
Franky! An’ if I did, I'd take a pal
with me.”

“ But the pater specially says I'm to
come alone.”

“Was it the major who said that?
It doesn’t sound like him to object to
yours faithfully. ~ The old boy has

Hl\\"lz.l-’_\'s seemed  to appreciate me no
end.

“Bo he does, Rupert ! So he ought,
for no fellow ever had a better chum
than you've been to me. But there
may be something seriously wrong—
and yet that seems impossible, too !
What should there—what can there
be? My father is not the kind of man
the shadow of shame could touch.”

“An’ even if he were—but he isn’t
~—that wouldn’t be a reason for keep-
in’ me out of it, Franky! If your
help were needed—well, then, in my
Little way I might help, too, surely-
an’ by gad, I would!”

Frank wrung his chum’s hand. He
was genuinely touched; but his mind
refused to share what he regarded as
De Courcy’s wild suspicions, and to
him there seemed nothing to be done
but to obey the summons given him
in that telegram.

It was rough luck !

He did not greatly mind a long
journey under very wintry conditions.
That was nothing to a fellow of his
hardy frame. .

But he had looked forward to the
ood times at De Clourey’s home ; and
?m knew that the Caterpillar had
looked forward to them, too, and
would not enjoy them half as much
in his abienes,

BB BIRSS
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Frank Courtenay had not expected a blazing, cheerful front, but this
There was no promise of welcome in it.

Rough Inck, indeed !
But his father called, and he must
go—atd go alone!

The 2nd Chaptor.
Following Up.

“Well, ta-ta, dear boy! I hope
von will find things just as you’d like
to have them, y’know, but I can’t say
1 l‘\il'l:‘i_'t it

Ferunk Courtenay was rather sur-
prised that the Caterpillar - should
desert him before his train went out,
He knew that there was more than
enough time to reach Paddington
hefore the train which they were to
have taken tozether leff.

As for his chum’s somewhat off-
hand manner, that did not surprise
him in the least. It was not the
g)?lmterpillar’s way to show what he
elt.

And it was not the Caterpillar’s way
to desert a friend in danger.

Perhaps Courtenay wasn’t in
danger. He refused to believe that
he was. And Rupert De Courcy’s
wildest imaginations did not stretch
quite to actual tragedy.

Pon didn’t mean killing, The
Caterpillar was sure of that, at least.
But if Pon was in this—and the Cater-
pillar believed he was—he meant
something beastly unpleasant for his
enemy,

De Courcy had no intention of
going to Paddington at all. He had
already  wired home that he and
Frank need not be expected until
they arrived.

He went to the booking-office, and
took a ticket to the same station for
which Frank had booked.

“1I say, 1 take it there really is such
a place, y'know, old sport?” he said
to the booking-clerk.

“What do you think?”
that official.

“Well, as you ask me, I don’t think
there is.”

' " Wiiat do you wint iy go there for;
thont'

“ll dnn'i‘», nlcl l'h.'l'\ | don't ! ]LIH
about the last place—barrin’ Jericho
—I'd care to go to.” y

“But you’'ve taken a ticket for it."

*Yaas. Matter of necessity.
You're a truthful-lookin’ individital—
regular George Washington cut about
you, by gadl—an’ if you’'ll only say
that Gatehouse of KFleet is a real,
bona fide place——"

There

“It ia. = Please move on,
are others wanting tickets.”

“But not for Gatehouse of Fleet,
dear boy, I'm sure. Don’t tell me
I'm not an unique case, now, or i

“T tell yo so, laddie,” said a voice
behind him. “I’'m no wantin’ a
ticket, for I've a warrant, ye ken;
but I'm gaun to Gatehonse of Fleet,
and moreover, it's my hame when I’'m
at hame.”

The Caterpillar made room at the
pigeon-hole for the next passenger
That personage—a stout old gentle-
man, muffled up to the very tip of his
nose, snorted angrily at the delay;
but De Courcy paid him no attention.
~ He was looking at the man who
had spoken to him.

This man was plainly on leave from
the Front. He bore the badge of a
famous Scottish regiment, and he
carried his pack and a ‘“tin hat,”
and various trophies, on his broad
back. He was tanned and scarred
and hard-bitten, an old soldier from
top to toe.

And he was old enough to be the
Caterpillar’s father, But that did not
matter,

From the moment the gleepy blue
eyes of Rupert de Courcy looked into
the honest grey ones of David Car-
michael the bonds of friendship were
knitted between them.

No more than most Scots was
Corporal Carmichael in the habit of
making sudden friendships. DBut the
Caterpillar had a way with him.

“T'm charmed to hear it, by gad!”
said De Courcy. ‘“An’ you  have
really lived at Gatchouse of Fleet? I
begin to think better of the place
already. May I have the honour of
travellin® with you?”

“Ay, laddie, if ye wull. Ye should
be lively company, I’m thinkin’,”

*Yaas, perhaps—when I'm awake.
But the real benefit of the arrange-
ment will be that when we ¢ome to
the places to change—1I suppose there
will be a dozen of them, more or less
—you can wake me up if 1 happen to
be asleep. D’ye catch on?”

They walked off together.

The Caterpillar found that there
was time to visit the refreshment-
room, and he laid in a stock sufficient
for two healthy appetites.

snapped
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It might not ka precisely what he
would have chesen ; but it had to do,
and these were not days for counting
upon grub on thas train.

He had escorted Frank well to the
front of the train. He and his new
triend took their places in a compart-
ment near the rear.

Within a few minutes the snow-
covered roofs were sliding past them,
and they were en route for Gatehouse
of Fleet and Castle Lawbreck—Castle
{-awbreck in the Caterpillar's case,
that is. But Carmichael knew the
castle, it appeared, and was aware to
whom it belonged.

“’Tis a lonesome place,”’ he said.
‘““No the kind o' place I'd fancy ye
spendin’ Christmas in, laddie. But
firin’ an’ easy lyin’ an’ good livin’
will  brighten ony place—forbye
friends to welcome ye.”

“I'm not too sure of any of those

things,” replied the Caterpillar coolly.
“Eh? Are ve daft?”

“I don't think so, old sport. But
other people do, I won't hide that
fact from you.”

Carmichael laughed deep down
inside himn—a great, rumbling laugh,

“There's a story hangin’ to this,
I'm thinking’,”” he said.

“Yaas, you're right. I'll tell you
it before we get to Fleethouse——"

* Gatehouse of I'leet,” corrected the
=2cof.

“Qh, beg pardon! I won't get
wrong again, Meanwhile, you might
tell me about the things taat go on
over there.”

“Weel, there isna muckle to tell.
We fecht, an’ we eat when we can,
an’ we lie hard an’ saft—when it's
saft it's wet, y2’ll. ken—an’ we keep
Fritz busy. An’ we see oor best
freens killed by oor sides an” we dinne
love Fritz the better for that, seein’
that we ken fine he made this war.
An’ the ither day I lost ma best chum,
an’ my wreest-wateh forbye. I'll tell
ve aboot that, laddie.”

He told a story—a simple enough
one, such as all of us have heard.
A sentry on dualy-—a shell—another
itera  for the ecasualty list—a good
man gone-and  David Carmichaol’s
wreist watoh, wwhioh the senbry  had
Lusan wesvlnw . o, boo.
been wearing, gone, too.

David grieved for his friend sin-
cerely, but he was angry about the
loss of his watch.

That Mucklewrath should go west
was all in the day’s work ; it might as
easily have been Carmichael, or any
other—but that the watch should have
been smashed to atoms seemed to
David nothing short of personal spite
on the part of Fritz.

The Caterpillar’s wrist-watch was
worth at least twenty pounds. If he
could have had his way he would
have handed it over to Carmichael
then and there. But he knew better
than to offer it. Such an offer would
only have offended his new comrade.

All through the Midlands snow lay
thickly alongside the line, In the
Black Country and Lancashire it was
pitted and spotted by the smoke from
the many chimneys, and everything
looked miry and woe-begone; but
when they had passed the thronged
and busy districts they saw a far-
spreading mantle of white on either
side, am%r above it a lowering, purple
sky that promised more to follow.

At Carlisle it was town snow again
——a dirty grey at best—and the smoke
hung low over it, and night was draw-
ing in,

Beyond this last busy town there
seemed nothing but snow, and on the
branch line the train crawled through
it as if at any moment it might have
to stop.

The soldier and the schoolboy were
like old friends by this time. They
had eaten together and talked
together. They had seen the last of
their fellow-passengers get out, and
now had the compartment to them-
selves. '

And at the junction, Carmichael,
on a bare request, and without a word
of explanation, had shielded the
Caterpillar from the gaze of Frank
Courtenay as he wandered past, while
they waited on a bleak platform for
the local train. '

And now De Courcy told the soldier
his story.

“You'll think I'm mad, of course,”
he said, when he had made an end.
“But that's how it is.”

“1 dinna think ye mad, laddie. I
think ve're a freen in a thousan’! Ye
inay be wrang; but, somehoo, as ye
tell the story, 1t seems like eno’ to me.
Yon Castle Lawbreck’s a weird auld

(Continued from the previous page.)

place, an’ onythin’ might ‘happen
there. If there’'s aught to be dune,
ye'll let me help ye?”

“Oh, by Jove, you know, T can’t
drag you into it, old sport! It would
spoil your leave to be wanderin’
around in these deserts with me,
instead of sittin’ by the home fires.”

“The auld mither's dead,” said
Carmichael simply, *There’s a wel-
come. for me still. Ma brither John
wul be pleased to set eyes on me
again. But he doesna ken I'm on the
way, an’ he an’ his wife winna miss
me. An’ as for deserts, they're that
to the like of ye, I'm no doubtin’;
but they’re hame to David Car-
michael, an’ there isna a place within
a score miles o' Gatehouse of Fleet
that he couldna find his way to blind-
fold.”

“I won't say ‘ No,” then,” said the
Caterpillar.  “ By gad, Jt's luck to
have happened on the one man who
can really give me guidance an’ help !
I mustn’t say the only inhabitant of
Gatehouse of Fleet, I suppose, as
your brother and his wife live there,
an’ I don’t suppose they'd keep
a telegraph-office an’ a railway-station
f;om' just for those two. But I might
1wve gono all my life without hap-
penin’ upon another man who knew
Castle Lawbreck.”

The 3rd Chapter.
Frank in the Toils.

~ Frank Courtenay all this time
imagined the Caterpillar as on the
journey they two were to have made
together. He thought of him often,
and wished that he could have had
De Courcy’s cheéry company.

But the telegram had said that he
was to come alone, and he had felt
it impossible to bring the Caterpillar
along in face of that.

Chiefly, however, he thought of his
father—wondered what could be
wrong with him, why he had not ex-
plained more, why he should bhe at
bleak, lonely Castle Lawbreck for
Christmas,

Gatehouse of Fleet was reached at
last, and Frank alighted, utterly
weary and depressed. Something
sinister seemed to be hanging over
him.

Of danger to himself he had no
thought; and his cousin, Cecil Pon-
sonby, was not in his mind.  But he

drondod what might have happened
b Jodu R hBymap .o piicp oo i B iapre e &

to his father.

It was snowing hard now, and the
platform of Gatehouse of Fleet was
not brilliantly illuminated. Frank
failed to perceive the only other pas-
sengers who got out of the train; and
this was not wonderful, for they were
at some trouble to keep him from
seeing them.

A lean, dark-visaged man whom he
had never seen before came forward
and asked:

‘“Are you Mr. Courtenay, sir? 1
have a trap waiting for you out-
side.” .

“Yes,™ said Frank. “But tell me
first—is my father all right?”

“The major, sir, had taken a turn
for the better before I left. So much
I am allowed to say, but my instruc-
tions are that beyond that I am not
to talk. All will be made eclear when
you reach Castle Lawbreck, A Would
you be wishing any refreshment
before we start, sir?”’

“No!” snapped Frank, though he
was both hungry and thirsty. He
did not like this smooth-spoken, mys-
terious man.

They passed out together, and the
Caterpillar, keeping well under cover,
saw Frank clamber into a trap. His
heart sank as his chum disappeared
into the swirling snow.

But he had to let him go. If all
turned out well, Frank should never
know that he had been dogged the
whole length of England and over the
Border by a too anxious pal.

And if anything was wrong—the
Claterpillar was more than ever in-
clined to believe that this was a plot—
there was no need to keep the trap in
sight, or to worry about finding his
way to Castle Lawbreck.

The first would have been clean im-
possible. There was no vehicle at the
station to follow in. As for finding
his way, he had the man from the
Front to depend upon, and his faith in
David Carmichael was as the faith of
Bruce in the Lord of the Isles—
“firm as Ailsa Rock.”

“T’ll speir a thing or twa here,”
said David. “The porter’'s an auld
acquaintance o’ mine, an’ he’ll talk to
me suner than to ye, I'm thinkin’,”

Another fellow might have thought
it necessary to put questions into
David’s mouth. The Caterpillar did
not prompt him by as much as a
syllable.

Ho stood there in the draughty
waiting-room, with a smouldering
fire and a guttering light, while
David held converse with Jock Sam-
son, the wooden-faced-looking porter.

And David proved worthy of his
confidence.

“Ye're richt—richt up to the hilt,
laddie !” he said, returning to Rupert.
“Jock tells me that he's acquent wi’
the major, an’ he's certain sure that
the major’s no at the castle. Na ane
was there at a’ till a day or twa back,
when yon black-avised loon that drove
young Courtenay aff wi’ him came
alang. But yestreen there came four
dressed-up mannies, an’ Blackface
met them, an’ Jock heard ane o’ the
four call anither ‘Pon,” an' anither
was ‘ Vav,” an’ yet anither ‘Gaddy.’
Unco’ queer names, Jock thoct—eut-
landish like. ¥Ye'll be wantin’ a
machine, I jalouse ?” :

“A tandem would be quite a hefty
notion if there wasn't so much dashed
snow an' my legs weren't so dashed
cramped.”

“Was it a bicycle yo thoct o'?
Nay, luddie; a machine hereaboot
means a vehicle, ye ken."”

“By gad, I'm glad of that! It
will be cold, but better than a bike.
Can you get a machine, David 7"

“Ay, an' that wull I, if I hae to
lift it oot o' its owner’s bairn. DBut
they ken me in Gatehouse o' Fleet,
an' that wull no be necessair, I'mm

thinkin’, Wull ye wait here?”
“No fear! TI'll go with you,
David. 1 should get”the horrors if 1

let you out of my sight!”

“I'm thinkin’ ye'd bear up like a
mon in worse than that!” replied the
soldier drily.

They passed out side by side, and
behind them Jock Samson began to
put out the station lights.

The Caterpillar walked in darkness
with the man he had known but a few
hours, and felt as confident as if he
had a whole Army corps at his back.

Meanwhile, Frank Courtenay sat
by the side of the silent driver, with
the snow whirling round them, and

 fell a prey to all sorts of forebodings,

except the right ones.
Of Pon he did not think, in spite
of the Caterpillar’s warning; but he
imagined all sorts of drmcﬁul things
in connection with his father.
The drive scemed endless.

Not

] once-did they pass through a village.

Now and then a far-off light twinkled
through the snow, that was all.

The drifts were piled high by the
wayside, and the wind howled, cut-
ting to the bone. And never once did
tho driver speak of his own acoord.
Ho answerod Frank'sg fow guestions
wn bieiofly an might be, ljuﬁu ol the
as Drmny‘ns‘mlgnt be.  INone or tne
concerned the boy’s real fears. He
was too proud to inquire after what
the man had said.

“That is the castle, sir,” said the
fellow at length.

His tones were respectful enough,
but there was something in his man-
ner which made Frank dislike him
aocutely.

“Where ?”

“That light over there.”

A single light loomed up over the
moor. Frank had not expected a
blazing, cheerful front, but this one
light was almost worse than darknesa.
’_l‘hm*u was no promise of welcome in
it.

Five minutes later he clambered
stiffly from his seat. He was chilled
through and through, and the snow
lay thick upon his overcoat. He was
little fit for fight, and as little did he
expect that a fight lay before him.

¢t when the heavy oaken door
gwung open, and he saw the sneering
face of Cecil Pongonby in the lighted
hall, and behind Pon’s the faces of
Vavasour and (adsby and Monson
minor, the fighting-blood was up in
him at once.

The Caterpillar had been right,
then! Frank did not doubt that
now.

He had been tricked and trapped.
The telegram was a lie. There was
nothing wrong with his father. Even
in his rage that certainty came to
him as a reliof.

This was but another of his black-
guardly cousin’s plots, and these grin-
ning cowards, any two of whom he
would cheerfully have undertaken to
thrash, were all in it.

Well, they should see. If only the
Caterpillar had been there! They
two together would have made those
four young scoundrels rue their trick.

“Welcome to Castle Lawbreck,
Courtenay !" said Pon, grinning.

The answer he got was a fist full in
his face. He staggered back.

Gadsby went down. Monson was
hurled on top of him. Vavasour
bolted.

But the fight was brief. Frank
was handicapped by his overcoat, and
the four would have been far too
much for him without any help from
the man behind.

It was the man behind who got
Frank down, theugh.

He flung his |

arms around him, and bore him to the
floor. !

“Shall T tie him up, sir?"” he said
to Ponsonby in just such a tone as he
might have used had he been asking
whether Pon would take a cup of tea.*
“Ho seems inclined to be viclent.”

“0Oh, by gad! Inclined to be

vielent, by gad! Why, the brute's
murderous !’ spluttered Monson.
“Really, Courtenay, this is too

dashed thick for anythin'!” said Pon-
sonby, with a well-pretended air of
virtuous indignation. “What on
earth did you go at your father’s
guests like that for 7"

But not even for a moment did

Frank doubt now that the Caterpillar |

was right.

“You lying cur!"” he hissed.
you shall smart for this!"”

“Think so, Clare? I ain't so
dashed sure of that, d'ye know!
You're my prisoner here, an’ you
don’'t go till I’ve had your word of
honour that you won’t try to get at
any of us in any way wﬁatever for
this little game of ours—see? We're
not goin' to do anythin’ horrible,
y'know. We only mean to give you
a really enjoyable Christmas. An’
you're such an honourable chap that
you can’t go back on your word, an’
such a dashed forgivin’ one that 1
don’t doubt that in a few weeks you'll
be ready to offer me the glad hand of
a kinsman again, as per usual, b
gad! Oh, you sneakin’, low-bred,
usurpin’ pup, yow're in my hands
now, an’ by gad I'll make you
wish you’d never crossed my path!”

“] say, Pon, don’t rub it in too
hard, y'know,” said Vavasour weakly.

“Serve the brute right!” mumbled
Monsout.

“Buck up, Vav!
joke on Courtenay,”
with an evil grin.

“QOh, absolutely!” replied Vava-
gour. ‘“Only a little joke, Courtenay.
It ain’t a bit of good gettin’ on
your ear about it, y’know!”

———

“But

It’s only a little
Gadsby said,

The 4th Chapter.
To the Rescue!

But it would have been very much
more than a little joke had not the
Caterpillar and David Carmichael, of
the Cameroniang, intervened |

A room with broken window-panes
in a s&nowstorm, a mattress and a
single blanket, the scantiest of food,
and no drink but water that froze in
the pitcher, no hope of release {ill
he had given his assurance that he
would not tell or seek revenge-—all
these things seemed to Frank Cour-
tonny anything but a joke!

Ho was at i\m morey of these four
wagpge, Rlpalos paady, ey bgbed o B
young blackguards who hated him,
and there seemed to be no one else
within the walls of Castle Lawbreck
but Simons, Ponsonby’s man, the
dark-visaged fellow who had met him
at the station.

Simons was the slave of Ponsonby’s
will; in him there lay no hope.

And Frank had made up his mind
that he would endure anything before
he gave that assurance. He would
bite his tongue out first!

It had been late—far past his usual
bedtime—when he reached the castle;
but whole weeks of misery seemed to
pass before the grey light of a snowy
dawn made its way through the
barred and broken windows.  Not
once had he closed his eyes.

Christmas Eve! And this was to be
his Christmag—a prisoner to Lis
enemies, fellows whom he had never
harmed by word or deed!

What was the Caterpillar doing?
Somehow Frank was sure that De
Courcy had not put all his doubts
from him directly he turned his face
homeward. Would he wonder at
hearing nothing, and come to seek
his chum?

He did not guess that Rupert had
already come—and gone! But not
gone for good. It was not the Cater-
pillar’s way to throw up an enter-
prise in which his sympathies were
really enlisted.

David had got a ““machine.” DBut
the horse which drew it was a far
older and less powerful animal than
that which Pon had hired. The
journey to Castle Lawbreck was an
ordeal that the Caterpillar will
never forget aslong as his life lasts.

Once they capsized in a snowdrift,
but David hauled the horse out some-
how, and never apologised by o much
as a word., 'The Caterpillar liked
that. David was doing all he knew
how, and it was only right that he
should take it for granted his com-
panion knew it.

And at last, through the driving
snow, they sighted the black mass of
the old, half-ruined castle.

“What's the plan of campaign,
sir?” asked David.

“PDashed if I know! There's no
light ehowin’, by gad! Everybody's
gone to by-by—Pon & Co. on feather-
beds, no doubt, an’ poor old Franky
in the deep, dark dungeon!”

“I dinna think they’d daur pit him

in the dungeon, laddie. Castle Law-
breck dungeons are no vera safe. Wa
micht hae a try to wauken the scoon-
drels, but it'll be labour lost, I'm
thinkin’.” ;
They beat at the

And it was!
great oaken door. They shouted till
But no one came;

they were hoarse.
and, well. as he knew the castle,
David could not suggest any way of
entering it in the darkness.

There were too many pitfalls, he
said. Fvery window on the outer

-sides was shuttered and barred, too.

“I'm not goin’ back to Gatehouse
of Fleet—dashed if I am!” said the
Caterpillar. “I'll find some sort of
hole to shelter until mornin’, You
go back, old sport!” “

“Eh, mon, but it's a puir sort o’
sport yo take me for, if ye think I'd
be for doin’ that!” said the Scot
indignantly.

“I didn’t think it, old fellow; but
it was only decent to give you the
chance. An’ what about the poor old
gee?” .

But David was at no loss. By waya
over the moor, through the c{riving
snow and the dark night, he led the
horse to a shepherd’s cot that he knew
of old; and the Caterpillar, who had
dozed off in his seat, woke to warmth
and light and ‘hospitality.

The food wase coarse and the bed
hard, but the sybarite of Highelifte
complained not at all—he could live
the Spartan life when need was.

He woke to see through the little
window the old castle standing up
black above the snow not a mile away.
He had thought it must be miles
distant.

David would not hear of a frontal
attack.

“They wad baud the fort against
us, laddie,” he said. ‘“An’ this 1s
better weather for besieged than
besiegers, ye ken. Trust ye to Cor-
poral Carmichael, an’ he’ll find ye
a way to win in!”’

And he did. Through a ravine,
along the "course of a frozen beck.
he led the Caterpillar vight up to the
frowning walls of the ecastle. They
stole out, and made their way inside
the ruins of the old keep while Pon &

Co. were still dozing 1n their com- -

fortable beds.

They waited, crouching behind a
mass of fallen masonry, till they saw
a door open, and Simons came out.

Then, keeping to cover till close
upon him, David crept forward.

“Up an’ at them!” he shouted,
and f{,ung his arms around Simons,
and bore him down in the snow,

A ropoe was found, and he was trviced
1y, wan throst into his mouth,

They laxd him on the worn stones of
the great old kitchen, and started on
o search

It was a silent scarch, for they
had gatheved that the Higheliffe nuts
were still upstairs, and as yet they
had no mind to disturb them.

But it did not take long.
door—a. key taken from frf
the sullen Simons—the
open, and then——

“Franky!”

“ Rupert!”

There was the wildest amazement
in Courtenay's tones. He could not
understand for the moment.

“PDon’t be waxy with me, dear
boy!” said the Caterpillar. ‘ Beastiy
intrusive, I know; but I simply had
to follow you up. This is my very
good pal, éorporai David Carmichael,
of the Cameronians.”

“But—but——"

“Let’'s attend to the dear Pon an'
his merry little friends firet, dear boy !
We'll talk afterwards—over the
brekker that the scoundrel in the
kitchen was preparin’ for them.”

Like one in a dream Frank Cour-
tenay gripped the hand of David,
and followed the active Caterpillax
upstairs.

Three minutes later four figures
in gorgeous pyjamas made spots of
colour in the piled-up snow of the
courtyard. The Caterpillar had been
deaf to argument or entreaties: ho
did not care if it broke every bone
in their bodies, he said. Out they had

A locked
1e pocket of

door flung

to go—by way of the windows. And
they went!
Twenty minutes later, having been

allowed 1n to dress, they left, Simons
with them. They were five to three:
but there was no ficht in them. Pon
swore, and Vav whimpered; Gaddy
scowled, and Monson muttered. But
they went!

Then rescuers and rescued sat down
to a good breakfast, and later in the
day the train bore Courtenay and the
Caterpillar east and south.

The Caterpillar no longer wore his
wrist-watch. It had been hard to get
David to take it, but he had consented
at last—under penalty of not having a
line from either of them when he gob
back in the trenches if he held out.

And, after all, it was in the Cater
pillar’s family cirele that Frank Cour
tenay's Christmas was spent!

THE END.
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