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The 18t Chapter.
Of to 8chool.

Ta-ra-ra-n-a-a !

Arthur  Fdward Lovell, of the
Clagsical Fourth at Rookwood, stood
on'the platform at Latcham Junction,
blowing on his bugle.

The platform was crowded.

It was the opening day of the new
term at. Rookwood, and fellows
gathered at the junction from far and
near, to- take the local train for
L‘omni&n@&r the old school.

nc‘m' il f!\”nwﬂ of n“ nges and

sizes swarmed up and down and round
about, with a enuz of voices, and a
stream of inquiries after baggage.
' Porters were few and far between,
and fellows who could not look after
their  belongings . themselves, « ran
some. risk of never having to look
after them again. ;

Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain
of Rookwood, etood with a group of

~~sbniors, in lofty disregard of the din

about him, while he waited for the
local train.

The great :Bulkéley wasn’t bother-

ing about baggage. Ile was calmly
discussing the football prospects of
Rookwood Firgt Eleven, with Neville
and Jones major and other great men
of the Sixth.
_ Smythe of the Shell was principal
in  apother roup. The great
Adolﬁiﬁus- was laying down the law
on the subject of the war—Adolphus
h"avmg . apparently taken the war
aunder his wing.

He was pointing out to Howard and

racy how much better he could have

handled things than Haig or Robert-
son, and aswall fry like that.
_Townsend and Topham, Peele and
GGower, of “the Classical Fourth, re-
splendent ip shining toppers, formed
apother group, but they weren’t talk-
ing of feotball or the war, either.

They were grousing on the subject
of the stoppage of racing. Towny
was of apinion that if a fellow couldn’t
Eut a quid on a gee-gee, the thing was

eing carried altogether too far, and.

that it was about time for the war
to come to an end.

Tommy Dodd & Co.; of the Modern
side, came tramping along the plat-
form, and in sheer exuberance of
spirits knocked the shining toppers off
the heads of Towny & Co.

' Whereat the elegant Classicals
ehouted with wrath, and dived among
innumerable legs and trolleys in search
af their =heat¥ge&r, and the burning
question 6f “racin’ ”’ had to remain
unsettled for the time.

And Arthur Edward Lovell, alone
in his glory., was blowing his bugle.
He was blowing great guns.

Ta-ra:ra-ra-ra-a-a-a !

. Weggof the Third came along with
a gang of fags, and stopped to yell
at the energetic Fourth-Former.

* Shut up that row !” roared Wegg.
“You eilly ass, do you think you're
sounding ‘ All élear ’ after an air-
raid ?”

“Ring off I” shouted Grant of the
Third. “Dry up! Chuck it!”

TLovell did not heed.

-He blew.

Bulkeley looked round at last.

“Lovell1” he shouted.

 Hallo, Bulkeley 1"

,,,,,
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“Btop that row! There’s row | camp,”
enough !”

“TTain’t a row I

“Well, stop 1t!”

“It's a signal,” explained Lovell.
“Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come are here somewhere, and they
haven't turned up yet. =They know
my bugle.”

“You young ass!”

Ta-ra-ra-ra !

Bulkeley frowned, and Knewles of
the Sixth made a stride towards
Lovell, and - took him by one ear.
Lovell left off blowing then, and
roared :

¥ aow i

“Hallo!” Raby and Newcome
came rushing up recklessly “ biffing ”
Adolphus Smythe & Co. out of the
way. ‘ Here you are, Lovell!”

“Yow-ow!” Lovell jerked his ear
away from Knowles. *“Yah! You
Modern rotter ! Hailo, you chaps!”

“ Stop that row !” growled Knowles.

“ Br-rr-ver [

Knowles strode away to look after
his bags, with a scowl at Lovell.
Lovell rubbed his ear wrathfully.

“Well, here we aro again!” gaid
Raby cheerfully. *Where's Jimmy
Silver ? Haen’t he turned up ?”

“I've been bugling to you chaps!”
gro:vled Lovéll.  “Didn* you hear
me 7 {

“ Thought it was some bugler in the

7
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said Newcome.  ““There’s a
soldiers’ camp outside.”

“Well, you are an ass !’

“Same to you, and many of them,
old scout! Where's Jimmy Silver ?”

“ Blessed if I know !”

Lovell ' cast a doubtful = glance
towards Bulkeley of the Sixth. Upon
the whole, he decided not to blow his
bugle again.

“Let’s look for him,” he suggested.

“Perhaps he hasn’'t come.”

“QOh, he's come! I was at his place

2

3

‘until yesterday, and he told me he

would turn up for this train, He's
bringing his cousin with him—a new
kid for the Third Form.

“Oh,  rats!” = said Newcome.
“Jimmy’s not going to load us up
with bags ondhe first day of term.”

“What's the kid like?” asked

Raby.

“ A little beast!”

& Oh !u

“Smoky little ecoundrel!” said
Lovell. “Chummed up with Lattrey

when Jimmy was idiot enough to
have that cad at his place.”
“Talk of angels!” grinned Raby.
Lattrey of the Kourth came by.
He was not looking happy.
Last term, Latérey had been sent to

1Coventry by the Fourth Form; his

sins were many and manifold.

E.e was wondering whether that un-
pledsant sentence was to be regumed
with the new term.

E THIRD! |

i |

HE FISTICAL FOUR! :

Lattrey had greeted several fellows
about the station, but there had been
a plentiful lack of appreciation on
their part,

‘Rawson had turned his back on
him. Conroy and Pons and Van
Ryn, the Colonials, had been

decidedly stand-offish, though they
had spoken. Flynn had called him a
“thafe of the worruld,”

It was not encouraging.

He came by Lovell & Co. just in
time to hear Lovell’'s remark, and a
black ecowl came over his face.

He passed on, and joined Adolphus
Smythe, who was brushing his topper
tenderly with a folded handkerchief,

“ Hallo, Smythe !” he began.

“Hallo !” said Smythe distantly.

“Here we are again!”

*Oh, yass1?

“What price ftrying
carriage to ourselves
Smythey 7"

“TI'm travellin’ with my friends,
thanks !” said - Adolpbus, and he
walked away to join Howard and
Tracy.

Lattrey was left with his tceth set.

Lovell & Co. ghserved his discom-
fiture, and they grinned. They noted,
too, that Towny & Co. turned their
backs as Lattrey approached them.

Even the nuts of Rookwood did 1.0t
want Lattrey's company.

“Where .1s  that ass Jimmy?”
grunted Lovell, * Let's look for hyn!

to get a
to Coombe,

| BBEBBOBHIEODHE DI R

Shove
way,” :

Tommy Dodd & Co. were attending
to'a hamper. The three Classicals
charged t}lem from behind, and the
three. Moderns werit sprawling over
the hamper with loud yells.

By the time they had sorted them-
selves out, the Classicals were out of
the reach of vengeance.

They tramped up and down, look-
ing for Jimmy Silver, the captain of
the Fourth.

those Moderns out of the

dribeiedia-i P aalaimed Raby. —

They came quite suddenly on
Jimmy.

He was standing on' a pile of
baggage, in a rather insecure

position, surveying the crowded plat-
form over a sea of heads, evidently
looking for somebody.

“Here we are, Jimmy !’ roared
Lovell. “Looking for us—what?”

Jimmy Silver glanced down. ‘

* Hallo, you chaps! No, I wasn’'t
looking for you."

“Oh, weren't you?”

“Nix. Have you seen my young
cousin 7"’

“Blow your young cousin !”

“ Not looking for us, weren't yon?"”
exclaimed Raby indignantly, * Well,
we've been looking for you, you un-
grateful Hun! Come down!”

“Can’t! I'm looking for Algy!”

“We'll help vou.”

“You ass!” roared Jimmy QBilver,
as his chums, grinning, shoved at the
pile of baggage he was standing upon.
“Look-out! Yareooooh!”

“Oh, my hat!”

Crash !

Jimmy Silver jumped clear of the
reeling pile, and landed on his chums.
There was a terrific bumping as they
went down together in a heap, and
boxes and bags and hampers and
trunks rolled after them.

*The 2nd Chapter.
Cousin Algy.

“Oh, my hat!”

“CGreat pip!”

Jimmy Silver jumped up breath-
lessly.

The mountain of baggage had been
transformed into a plain.

There were wrathful shouts from all
sides.

Lovell & Co. scrambled up.

“You ass, Jimmy!”

“You duffers!” roared Jimmy.

“Who did that ?” shouted Bul]{eley.
striding towards the spot.

'The Fistical Four did not linger to

reply. They discreetly disappeared
in the crowd.
“What larks!” grinned Lowell,

when they were at a safe distance. “'I
don’t think that stuff can have been
packed very carefully.”

“Ha ha. hal?

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“You asses! You chumps!
got to find Algy!”

“Blow Algy !”

‘““What on earth have you lost him
for ?”’ execlaimed Raby. * Look there
—tha train’s in.  There won't be
half enough seats! Come on!”

I've

(13 But"—"“””
“Come on!” shouted Lovell
“They'll bag all the seats! Do you

(Continued on the'next page.)
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“THIRD !

want to stand up all the way to
Coomboe 7

SRt Algy—-—"’

“Hang Algy!”

“Look here~—-’

“Bother and bless Algy!” snorted
Lovell,  “Tm fed up with Algy!
Come and get a seat while there’s one
going 1”

“Rats! T tell you——"

“IHelp him afong,” said Lovell.
“ Look here, Jimmy, your fat-headed
cousin is old enough to get into a
train by himself, I suppose.”’ ‘

“The pater told me to keep him
under my eye.”

“Well, you can’t, if he’s cleared
off. e will turn up at Rookwood all
right, won't he?”

- “Ye-es; but—-"

“What did you lose him for, ass?”

“1didn’'t! He dodged me when we
got out of the express!” growled
Jimmy Silver. “IHe didn’t want to
come to Rookwood at all. He wanted
to go back to High Coombe, his old
school.”

£l

“Pity they didn’t let him,”” growled |

Lovell. “I'm sure we don’t want
him at Rookwood.” )

“What are they sending him for?”
demanded Raby.

Jimmy frowned. )

“He was in trouble at High
(loombe—reckless young waster, you
know. His pater thinks he will do
better at Rookwood, with me to help
look after him.” !

“That's what comes of being a
shining ' light and an example to
youth ! grinned Newcome, * You're
ton gond, Jimmy

“Oh, rats! Where hns that young
villuin got to?"” exclaimed Jimmy in
groat oxagperation. “ 1 believe he's
keoping out of my sight on purpose !

“Let him,” said Lovell,” * Come
"i

on
“1 can't come without Algy !”

“Yes, you can, and you're going
to! Lay hold, you fellows!

With a chortle, Lovell & Co. seized
Jimmy Silver, and propelled him
forcibly towards the waiting train.

Jimmy resisted,

“Look here, you chaps——

“They’ll bag all the seats,

¥1 don’t care | i

“But we do. Kim on!”

There was no help for it. Jimmy
Bilver was rushed to the train by his
affectionate chums. They wanted his
company on the run to Rookwood,
and they did not want Algy’s.

And 1f the troublesome Algy was
keeping - out of sight deliberately,
Jimmy might lose the train looking
for him; and his chums did not mean
to allow that, by any means.

“Hallo! This way, you chaps!”
called out the cheery voice of Kit
Erroll of the Fourth.

“Jump in |”’ shouted Mornington.

Erroll and Mornington had a car-
riage to themselves, so far. They had
just hurled forth a Modern fellow who
had sought to enter, and that unhappy
Meodern "was  disentangling  himself
from a trolley. X

Biit they willingly made room for
the Fistical Four, and Lovell & Co.

1
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hurled Jimmy Silver in, and followed

him in.

“Any room?” called out Conroy,
looking in.-- )

“By gdd ! This isn’t a sardine-
tin I’" said Mornington.

“Can’t be helped. There’s no room
anywhere: - Jump in, you chaps!”

CUonroy and Van Ryn and Pons
swarmed in. The carriage was in-
tenided to held six, and there were
nine in it now ! Jimmy Silver, strug-
gling towards the door, had no chance
of getting out, especially as his grin-
ning chums were hanging on to him.

Towny & Co. arrived and looked in,
Conroy & Co. crammed the doorway,
and smiled down at them.

“No room, dear boys!”

“Look here, we've got to get in
somewhere ! howled Townsend.

“Try the engine!”

Sohan b he !

“Or the guard’s van!” chuckled
Ryn. “Dogs travel in the guard’s
van. Same applics to pups.”

“You cheeky rotter I

Lattrey leaned out of the next car-
riage.

“This way, Towny!”

“Oh!” said Townsend.

He did not want the company of

1 nuts.

the outcast of the Fourth, but it was
a case of any port in a storm. Lat-
trey had coolly held the door shut
from within, though he was alone in
the carriage, and passengers had given
him almost demoniac looks and
hurried on.

There was plenty of room for the
Towny and Tepham, Peele and
(GGower scrambled in, and Selwyn of
the Shell followed them before the
open door could be closed. g

Then Lattrey closed it and held it.

“Open that door, you rotter!”
shouted Tommy Dodd, arriving with
a horde of . Moderns.

Hall up)”

“Go an’ eat coke !”

“Hverything’s full up! We've got
to stand !” :

“Btand on the platform, then, dear
boy!"” grinned Townsend. *“You're
not goin’ to stand in here!”

“We can'ty stand Modems!”
chuckled Peele.

**Ha, ha, hal"

Tommy Dodd dragged at the door
in vain, shook his fist at the grinning
Classicals, and passed on. The
Clolonial Co. grinned at him from the
next carriage.

“No room, dear boys!” chortled
Conroy. “ Better hang on behind,”

“Yah! Classical rotters!”

“Vah! Modern fatheads!”

And the Moderns went on dewn
the train.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver’s voice
was loud and eloquent in the carnage.

“Lemme go, you silly chumps | L've

ot to find my cousin! He mey be
eft behird ! Lovell, I'll punch your
head 1" ‘ : y

“L don’t see how you'll do it while
we're  holding your F&Ws,” sniled
Lovell. “Keep on smiling, you know

S e

,\’ml"'*""""
“Rats 1M
“Your cousin, Jimmy " exclaimed
Erroll. *'I can see him on the plat-
form. Shall I hail him ?”

* Do, old chap !”

“No roomy for fags in
gad !” said Mornington.
“0Oh, we can make room for one!”

Erroll put his head from the win-
dow,.

““This way, Algy!
here !”

Algy Silvet started and looked at
him. The new fag for Rookwood had
a sullen expression on his face. It
was not in a happy or contented mood
that he was going to his new school.

“My Cousin .fimmy in there?” he

here, by

Your cousin is

asled.
MW et
“Then I'm not comin’ in!”
“Why—what——  Jithmy = wants
you !

“Let Jimmy want!”

And Algy sniffed and moved on.
Apparently he was not yearning for
the society of his Cousin Jimmy, who
was to have the thankless task of
looking after him at Rookwood
Bchool. : :

“Hallo, Algy!”

It was Lattrey.

“Hallo! Room in there?”
Algy, with a friendly grin.

“0Oh, yes; we'll make room.”

“(Can’t be done !” exclaimed Towns-
end warmly. ‘“No blessed fags
wanted in this carriage! Cut off,
young 'un !,

“Keep that door shut, Lattrey!”
shouted Topham.

But Lattrey opened the door, and
Algy Silver scrambled in. The door
was shut again immediately, to stop
a rush.

Lattrey’s
angrily,
full.

“You silly ase!” began Selwyn.

“Look here, Lattrey—-—"

“Oh, go easy,” said Lattrey. “‘I
let you in, didn’t I? T was keepin’
the carriage for you, Towny.”

Towny sniffed.

“And Algy is one of the sports,”
said Lattrey. “We can get a.game
going down to Coombe, and Algy's
keen on it.”

“Catch me playin’

sx}ﬁed Topham. "

asked

companions eyed him
n L
The carriage was already

with fage!”
A Draw a line somewhere.”
i Chuck him out!'

“You try chuckin’ me out!” said
Algy Silver belligerently. ‘ When I
was at High Coombe I licked better
fellows than you, 1 'can tell you!”

-~ #*Wha-a-t?”

“1 suppose wvou're Fourth?’ said
Algy. “Well, I'm Third; and I'm a
better man than you any day, you
with the scarecrow necktie!”

Townsend turned crimson with
wrath. 4 .

Algy Silver was not much like his
Cousin Jiminy in some respects. He
was a young rascal in a good many
ways. DBut certainly he seemed to
have his share of the family fighting
spirit. i

“Oh, let him alone!” said Lattrey,
laughing. “I tell you Algy Silver 1s
one of the sports.” ;

“Silver ?” exclaimed Peele.

“Jimmy Silver’s cousin.” )

“0Oh, and he’s one of the sports, is
he?” exclaimed Peele; and all the
nuts looked at Algy very curiously.

“ Quite a blade,” grinned Lattrey.
“Hallo, we're off I’ ;

The crowded train was moving out
of Latcham at last. Jimmy BSilver
was released by his chums, in great
wrath. : /

“If my cousin’s lost the train, I'll
punch your heads all round!” gasped
Jimmy. ;

“ All serene,” said Erroll. “He
haen’t lost it. He's got in the next
carriage.” e !

““Oh, good!” said Jimmy, relieved.

Erroll did not add that 1t was
Lattrey, the blackguard of Rook-
wood, who had taken Algy into the
next carriage. That information
certainly would not have made the
journey a cheerful one for Jimmy
Silver.

The 3rd Chapter.
Lattrey’s Little Game.

Algy Silver was standing as the
train glided out of the station. He
Jooked out of the window for some
minutes, watching the great khaki
camp that lay outside the town of
Latcham. But as the train ran on
into the open country, he turned from
the window.

*“Make room for a chap,” he re-
marked.

- (o an’ eat coke!” said Townsend
politely, ' .

“(0h, make room,” said Lattrey.
“Here you are, kid.,”

Lattrey made as much room as he
could, and Alf;y squeezed in between
him and Peele. %eeie scowled, and
pub out an elbow; but Algy shoved,

ggi]_th elbow had to give way.
il Poole, for vamiom Eth own
LY

to himself, lot Al{.(y bove His wwy,
The fact was that the fig, though
younger and smaller thay the Fourtla-

Formers, looked a good deul tougher,
to give a good

and more likely to :
account of himself in o fAstical en.
counter.

It was pretty evident that he was
not the kind of fag who coull be

cuffed with impunity.

Lattrey smiled, and tock ouwt a

cigarette-case. He
liberally.

“ Help yourselves, rou fellows.'”

“Thanks, no,” said Towrsend drily.

Pecle hesitated, but he shook his
head, and Gower looked ancther way.
Belwyn, the nut of the Shell took out
his own case.

Lattrey's eyes gleamed. Only Algy
helped himself to a smoke, and Lat-
trey gave him a light.

The nuts were looking frégid.

They were quite well aware that the
outcast of Rookwood wis seeking to
re-establish himeelf on the old foot-
ing with them.

Towny & Co. did mnot intend to
let him do so. They were not par-
ticular, as a rule, but they drew the
line at Lattrey.

He had helped them to a carriage,
certainly: but that called for little
thanks, as he had evidently only done
it to get into favour again. Lattrey
was not an obliging fellow, as a rule.

But Algy was quite friendly with
the cad of Rookwood,

He did not know Lattrey ae the
others did, for one thing. And he
had made friends with Lattrey during
the vacation.

Lattrey resembled in many respects
Algy’'s lamented friend De Vere, of
High Coombe, whose fascinating
society his father did not intend to
let him enjoy again.

Algy’s father, a commander in the
Royal Navy, had little time ashore,
and he had seen little of his son of
late, but what he had seen had not
safisfied him,

yActing partly on the advice of
Jimmy’s father, the commander had
decided to send the boy to Jimmy’s
school, and thus part him eﬁectuaﬁy
from the fellows he had known at
High Coombe-who, with Algy, had
been severely reprimanded by their
headmaster at the close of the
nrevious term.

The headmaster’s report had given
Commander BSilver much food for
thought, and he was very glad that
his wilful son should be as much fas
possible in Jimmy’s company.

Jimmy had not been overjoyed,
by any means, at the prospectrof

held it out

having Algy to look after at Ropk-

wood.
But he could not very well refuse

his father’s request, and, moreover,

he was good-natured to a fault. He

meant to do his best. ‘ !
But Algy was wrathful and indig-

nant. Being taken away from High
Coombe he regarded as sheer
tyranny. The fact that his head-

master had very nearly decided to
send him away, anyhow, made no

-difference.

And Algy was determined that if
Cousin Jimmy tried to look after him,
'?ucﬁxsin Jimmy should have his hands

And since Jimmy had warned him
against having anything to do with
Mark Lattrey, the cheerful young
gentleman’s fixed intention was fo
chum up with Lattrey as much as
their different standing in the school
allowed, ’

He lighted up cheerfully, and his
eves glistened as Lattrey produced a
pack of cards from an inside pockef.

“Care for a game?’’ smiled Lattrey.

“You bet!” )

“Think your cousin will mind?”

Algy’s eyes flashed.

“I—%ang my cousin!” he snapped.
“Do wyou think I'm goin’ to be
ordered about by my cousin?”

“Well, I suppose that's what you're
being sent to Rookwood for, isn't
g )

“It won't work out like that, all
the same,”’ said Algy savagely. ‘' My
Uncle Silver put me in the train_with
Jimmy, and gave me a sermon. Well,
1 dodged Jimmy at the junction, and
I'm not with him now, am 177

“(ood for you!” =said Lattrey,
laughing. “Jimmy Silver won’t find
you so jolly easy to handle.”

“He'd better not try!”

Peele and Gower began to be in-
terested. . They were “up against”
Jimmy Silver in every way, and it
dawned upon them that by means
of the sportive Algy they would be
able to pay off some old scores
which had waited quite a long time.

“Nap or banker?” smiled Lattrey.

“Oh, nap.”

“1 don't mind if I take a hand,”
said Peele, quite thawing,

“Same here,” said Gower, after a
moment’s hesitation.

Lattrey nodded and smiled. Two of
the nuts 'had come round, at all

for a card-lable end the [our Degan
to play,

Townsend and Topham lboked on
glumly.  Algy, o' their surprise, was
playing wita shillings and half-
crowns, not pencs. The game was
| worthy of the dignity of the nuts of
‘the Fourth, and they wanted to par-
ticipate.

But Towny ard Toppy were rather
more particalar  than Peels and
Gower, and muth moere wnwilling to
L chum up again with Latttrey,

They waited some timme, but the
temptation was too sirong, and they
announced at het that they didn’t

ind “takin’ a hand.”

Lattrey smiled agreeably, and wel-
comed them into the game, and they
played, Selwyn of the Shell watch-
mg them.

All the young rascals were smoking

| now, and all attention was given to

the game. Curtency notes as well as
half-crowns flicksd on the newspaper.

It was more than half an hour's run
to Coombe, and there was plenty of
time to win and lose monaey.

The atmosphere of the carriage was
soon like that of a tap-room, but the
nuts of Rookwood did not snind that.

Algy was winning.

Especially when Lattrey had the
dealing tho fag secured good hands,
and he played recklessly, and so his
winnings were very considerable.

The nuts  more than suspected
Lattrey’s skill in manipulating cards;
but, naturally, they did not suspect
him of cheating for the purpose of
losing to arn opponent. '

That, as a matter of fact, was what
Lattrey was doing.

Algy Silver had plenty of money,
and Lattrey had his own intentions
with regard to it in the future. i

But for the present his object was
to encourage the fag in reckless
rascality, and for that purpose the
easiest method was to let him win
money.

And win he did. And when
Coombe came in sight down the line,
Aliy of the Third was three pounds

icher than when he had entered the
train at Latcham.

Quite a little heap of money
clinked in his pocket, and Algy was
breathlessly excited. He had been a
“goer ’ at High Coombe, but he had

never had such luck in his little
games there.

“Hallo! There’s the station,”
snapped Townsend., “I

suppose we
shall have to chuck it.” . :

Townsend was a pound out of
pocket,

“All  serene,” sgaid  Lattrey.
“ Algy’s the winner; but Algy won't
mind givin’ you your revenge.”

“Like a bird,” said Algy.

rwven e W ERRe T B R SewaRanes [

Selwyn jomed in at last.

- Algy scowled.

“All of you come into my study
after calling-over this evenin’,” said
Lattrey. “We can have ‘a good
game. No prep on openin’ night,
you know.” B

Townsend bit his lip. He 'wanted
to wipe out his defeat with the cards,
but he did not want to
ing terms with Lattrey. ‘ '

_';{No; you come to my study,” he
said.

up a row.’

get on visit-

“Rawson will be' there; he'll kick |

“We may get rid of that cad this

term,” growled Townsend. ‘I hope
he'll ¢change into another study.”
“ But if he doesn’t——" '
“Well, we'll come, then.”
“ Right-ho ! L
The train stopped.
Cigarettes were thrown away, and

the cards disappeared. Lattrey threw

open the door and jumped out.

Algy followed him.  And at the
same moment the door of the next
carriage opened, and Jimmy Silver &
Co. poured out on the platform, and
the first thing that met Jimmy’s eyes
was his cousin and Lattrey standing
together, evidently on the very best
of terms.

[

The 4th Chapter.
Pleasant for Jimmy !

Jimmy Silver's brows contracted.

Looking after Algy was not an easy
or agreeable task. He knew from
the start that Algy did not mean to
make it any easier for him than he
could help. But this was a little too
much.

Jimmy did not need telling how the
nuts had been passing the time on
their journey. An atmosphere of
smoke still hung about them, and
Algy’s lingers were deeply stained
with brown. HHe looked over-excited
and tired. And if Jimmy had had
any doubts, Lattrey’s mocking glance
would have removed them. :

Jimmy strode towards the nuts, his
eyes gleaming under his knitted
brows. ] '

Towny & Co. grinned They un-
derstood what Jimmy's look meant
and they were amused. They saun-
tered away, leaving Lattrey and his

rotege to face the angry captain of
a e et
he 1ourth,
“Algy " vapped out Jimmy.
“Hallo!” suid the fag uooﬂy.
“What have you been travelling
with that fellow for?”
“Did you want me to stay behind
at Latcham?” queried Algy. .
“T wanted you to keep with me.”
“Well, I didn’t want to.”
Jimmy controlled "his anger with
an effort. it
“What have
asked.
“¥ind out!” ]
“I donlt need to find out;” said
Jimmy Silver angrily, “1 know, you
smoky little ead 1~ i
“Well, if you know, there’s no
need to ask,” said Algy calmly.
Lattrey grinned, and Jimmy turned
on him fiercely. : !
“T've warned you to let my cousin
alone, Lattrey,” he said betWeéen his
teeth. B
“Mustn’t I answer if he
me?” smiled Lattrey. :
“He doesn’t want to speak to you,
if you let him alone.” 4 :
“Oh, yes, I do!” struck in Algy.
“And I'm jolly well goin’ to, Jimmy,
if I like!”
“Come ' on,
Lovell, dlong the platform. ]
Jimmy breathed hard. ‘He was
greatly inclined to take Lattrey by
the neck, there and then, and rub his
nose on the platform. Ifstead of

speaks to

Jimmy !”  shouted

that, he caught his cousin. by the

ORI L
“Come on, Algy!”? HEEL
“I'm not coming with you. I

don’l’g want to.” i
“Don’t you'!” said Jimmy griml

“Well, whether you want to or nd'{,

you're coming-—see?” : :
And with a powerful grip that Algy

could not resist, he marched ‘the fag
away down the platform. 7 :
Lattrey smiled as he strolled'away.
The state of feeling between the
two cousins was quite according to
his wishes. ' Algy was rebellious, and

Jimmy was already growing exas-

perated. It did not seem likély that

Jimmy would be able to preserve

his patience for long, and when he

lost it there would be real trouble
between the two, and that was all to
the good from Lattrey’s peculiar
point of view. QRN

“Hurry up, or the Mod
will bag the brakes, ;
claimed Lovell.

“I'm coming.”

v m cads
Jimmy!” ex-

“That your cousin?”’ asked R&by,_

glancing at the sullen fag.
“Yes, that's Algy.”’

L How do

Raby, with great politness.

“Rats!” was his reply.

“Oh, crumbs!’>

you been dojng?” hé'’

you do, Algy?” asked :

._..‘_,T_.,‘

fitt!
i} o “
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“Keep a civil tongue in your head,
you serubby little beast!” growled
Jimmy Silver.

“Let go my arm, hang you!”

“Oh, come on!” said Lovell. “If
that fag belonged to me, Jimmy, I'd
kick him from one end of the plat-
form to the other!” ,

“ Well, he doesn’t belong to you,”
said Jimmy tartly,

Lovell laughed.

“*Keep your wool on, old son !”

. “Oh, let's get on!” growled
Jimmy Silver,

His sunny temper was suffering.
With the sullen fag’s arm still in his
ggmsp, he accompanied his chums
rom the station. There was a grunt
from Lovell,

**No brakes!”

y 1 say, we've got to walk to the
school, you chaps,” said Tom Raw-
gon. “Even the high and mighty

'$§fx1’:h have got to walk. Brakes are
L i

““Rotten !” growled Townsend.

“Oh, it won’t hurt us!”

“Mayn’t hurt you. I don’t like it.”

“Luamp it, theh!” seid Rawson
cheerfully,

“Confound it!” said Knowles of
the Sixth, as he came out of the
station with Framuvton and Catesby.
*No brakes! I really think the
Head might have had some brakes
for us,-as usual.”

* 'Wa¥-time, you  know,” said
Bulkeley.

‘* Bother the war!”

“Look here, Knowles——" said
Bualkeley warmly. '

* Oh, bother!”

Knowles marched off savagely.

Jimmy Silver & Co. started walking
cheerily: enough. It was not much of
a. hardship for war-time.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, was at the station, fussing
over baggage. The juniors were
quite willing to leave Mr. Bootles to
fuss over it.

It was a cold, clear day, and the
wilk was agreeable enough. The
Fistical Four were in great spirits,
only Jimmy being a little worried by
bis unwilling eompanion.

He “dropped behind his chums a
little Yo speak to Algy. The latter

BLLs .,_:l . N : 1: =t inir 1
wis refeased from the detaining grip
Wik TOmeRRed o tne aevaiing g

ot B wenn, aud Tooked more than
half tnclined to bholl,

“Look here, Algy, old chup,” said

Jimmy 'mildly, '‘stick to me; you
kunow. You're a new kid at Rook-
wood, and I'm going to see you

through.” ;

“I'm not green,” said Algy dis-
dyinfully. “Pve  been to school
before, ~haven't 1?7 1 don’t suppose
Rookwood is much of a show after my
old school.”

“Oh!” murmured Jimmy,

“I know the ropes, I suppose. Do
vou think T shall go to the Head, and
ask him where I'm to sleep, or ask a
prefect to find the pencil-case I've
}'cmt?" asked Algy = sarcastically.
“Well, I sha'n’t! 1 know my way
about, and I don’t want any dashed
mentor, to guide me! T'm jolly well
not gout’ to be guided, either! You
can work off the guide-philosopher-
and-friend. bizney on somebody who
wants ft. I den’t!” _

“Algy,  kid,” said Jimmy, as
quietly as before, “yon mayn’t be as
green .as most new kids, but you
don’t  know Rookwood vet. I'm
going to take you to the master of
your form

“1 can find him for myself.”

“You’'ll have to see the Head.”

“Tm, not afraid of the HHead!
Blessed old dodderer like my head-
master.at High Cloombe, I expect.”

Jimgay breathed hard.

“ Besides, I've got a friend to see
me through, if I want one,” said
Algy Silver.  ‘ You needn’t trouble,
Jimmy!” ;

“Do you mean Lattrey?”

“Yes, I do!” said Algy defiantly.

“You know the kind of fellow
Lattrey 1s, Algy!” ' i ‘

“0h, yes, I know; quite my sort.”

“He's the worst fellow at Rook-
wood !” M

“Y may cut him out in that line,”
said Alpy coolly. “I1 was considered
rathor a corker at my old school!”

*“Wha-a-t!"”’

“You should have heard the Head
jawin’ me the day I left,” said Algy,
with a.grin. “Fairly waxy the old
sport was. He'd found out about
our playin’ bridge in the shed, with
smokes an’ so on, and it put him into
a rare wax. His cheery old whiskers
wero fairly bristlin’ as he talked to
me. . Blessed if I didn’t think he
would be burstin’ somethin’ the way
ho went 1t!”

Jimmy was helplessly silent.

How he was to deal with this reck-
less young rascal was a puzzle, He
had not seen much of his cousin here-
tofore, and Algy was rather a new
experiencs to him. He knew that
the boy was not really bad, but he
was  wilful, obstinate, and utterly

reckless, and he was a puzzle to
Jimmy.

The expression on Jimmy’s face
made Algy break into a laugh.

*Bhocked you, old scout?” he
asked. ‘“‘By gad, you should sce my
old pal De Vere at High Coombe;
I’'m a hittle angel beside him!”

“Your pal De Vere at High
Coombe ought to be in a reforma-
tory, I should think!” growled
Jimmy.

"“Just what the Head said to him,”
grinned Algy. *“De Vere wouldn’t
have got back to High Coombe this
term only his people chipped in, and
no end of influence was brought to
bear on the Head. He wrote to me

so. He'll be disaippoin_ted at not
seein’ me there. ‘'m disappointed,
too. I wanted to go back. But if

you think you're goin’ to keep me in
a bandbox at Rookwood, Jimmy,
you're oft-side. I’ll’ turn your hair
grey if you try it! . That’s a tip!”

“You wyoung rascal!” exclaimed
Jimmy, losing patience at last.

“Look here, it's no good persuading
B0 § ERE

“Not a bit!” assented Algy.

“Then I'll talk straicht., = You're
to leave Lattrey alone!”

“Ratsg!”

“You won't?”

SN ron’ 1

“ You're not to play cards or smoke
with him or anybody else!” went on
Jimmy, breathing hazd,

“Bow-wow !

“And if I catch you doing it I'll

AU

lick you till you can’t howl!” shouted
Jimmy Silver.
Algy measured Lim with his eye.
“Two can play at.that game,” he
remarked. “I'll give you a bit of a
tussle if yeu try it on, Jimmy!”’
“Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver.
He felt quite overcome, and he did
not say another word before Rook-
wood was reached. In the crowd at
the gates Algy dodged away and dis-
appeared. Evidenttv he did not want
his cousin’s kind offices on his first
day at Rookwood.

The 5th Chapter.
First Day at Rookwood !

First day of term at Rookwood
was generally somewhat exciting and
vociferolis.

There was plenty to do, what with
locking after baggage from tho
station, going through bags, claiming
studies, greeting old friends—and
enemies—and chivvying new ‘“lkids.”
Jimmy found himself busy enough,
but he did not forget his cousin.
Several times he looked for Algy.

But Algy did not want him, and
was determined not to have him.
Jimmy found him once, coming away
with a batch from an interview with
the Head, but Algy dodged him.
He spotted him again, leaving the
study of Mr. Bohun, the master of
the Third, but Algy scudded down
the passage and disappearcd.

There was none of the shyness of

Tommy Dodd & Co. came tramping al

the new boy about the enterprising
fag from High Coombe.

e strolled about Rookwood as if
he had belonged to the place for
whole terms, at least,

Before evening Jimmy heard that
the young rascal had been figchting
with Wegg of the Third, who con-
sidered him too cocky for a new kid.
Wegg was a great fighting-man in
his way, but he had been ingloriously
defeated.

Later on Jimmy came on him in
tho passage, engaged in deadly com-
bat with Grant. Grant was a very
tough and determined Scot, and he
left Algy on the floor when the com-
bat ended. Jimmy picked his cousin
up.
“Hallo,” said Algy, grinning at
him as he dabbed his nose; “I got
the worst of that! I'll tackle him
again, though!”

“Are you going to begin here by
fighting * everybody in your form?”
asked Jimmy.

“Shouldn’t wonder. I had fights
with half the Third at my old school,
I don’t think much of your fags here.
Soft !

“Youve just been licked, you
cheeky young Hun!” \

“Pooh! That’s nothin’, 1"l lick
that chap when I'm in form. Too
many fags in the train; my wind
gave out!” .

“Why not leave the smokes alone,
Algy 2

“Hallo! Is that firstly?
bofere you get to seventhly !”

'l ‘eut

toppers off the heads of the nuts.

And Algy cut. )

Jimmy" Silver moved away slowly.

o was puzzled and troubled.  His
father and his uncle both expected
that he would take Algy in hand, and
see him through his troubled at Rook-
wood.

How he was going to take Algy in
hand was a mystery.

Certainly he could giye the cheeky
oung rascal a tremendous licking;
ut even that was not likely to be
effective, for Algy was certain to
make a fight of it; and instead of a
licking for his own good, it would
figure as a fizht between a big fellow
and a small one. Which was not
attractive to Jimmy.

The simplest plan would have been
to wash his hands of his cousin, and
leave him to go his own way, but
that Jimmy could not do.

What exactly he could dp was not
clear.

However, Algy was driven out of
his mind, as Lovell & Co. ran him
down, and carried him off to the big
hall, where a celebration was going
on. For a time Jimmy forgot his
cousit, ;

Algy was brought back to his mind
later. Bulkeley of the Sixth beckoned

‘to Jimmy, as he spotted him in the

hall. Jimmy came up cheerily.

“You've got' a cousin amone the
new kids, Silver?” asked Bulkeley.
“I understand that young Silver of
the Third is a relatiqn of yours?”

“Yes, Bulkeley,” said Jimmy, his
heart sinking. He could see that
Algy was already’ in ‘the black books
of the head prefect.

“ Well, you'd better keef) an eye on 4
him,” said Bulkeley quietly. “ You're
an old hand here, in a way, and you
may be of use him. It would be
only good-natured. He'’s been caught
smoking first day of term, and I’ve
caned him. Better lpok after him a
bit, Silver, or he'll get landed into
trouble !

“Yes, Bulkeley,”
dispiritedly.

He could see that the Rookwood
captain thought he had been selfish,
in neglecting a young cousin just
stranded in the schoof But there
was nothing Jimmy could say; in
fact, Bulkeﬁay turned away without
waiting for a reply.

Jimmy stood with a frowning face,
till a sudden slap on the back made
him jump and utter a howl.

“Hallo! What's the trouble?”
asked Tommy Dodd gaily, * Lost a
quid and found a tanner, dear boy?”

“It’'s your face—it worries me!”
growled Jimmy Silver, “Take it

said Jimmy

‘away and bury it!”

He strode away glumly, and ran
into Lovell & Co. They seized him
at once.

“Now, then, look chippy!” said
Lovell, shaking him. “None of your
scowling on the first day of term.
No prep tomnight! I say, Towny

and Toppy tried to collar the end
study; fanecy that!”

I " { ‘ \‘qj
e o ‘L”J\\\\\\‘ \

ong the platform,; and in shesr eiuberanoe of spirits kngeked the shining

®
“ Cheek !” Jimmy
warmly.

“Wo slung ’em out!” said Raby,
grinning. ‘*We held Towny’s head
under the bath tap till he begged us
to keep the end study this term!””

e, ha, bt

“Ah, now ‘you‘re looking better,”
said Lovell. “I say, it will run to a
decent supper in the end study to-
night. The Colonial chaps are comin’;
T've asked them!”

“Good!” said Jimmy.

“Erroll and Mornington, too!
Quoer how jolly  friendly we're
getting with Morny. He seems quite
decent this term!”

“Oh, he's all right!”

“And I've been thinking,”

exclaimed

said

' Lovell, with the air of a fellow who

was about to magke a tremendous con-
cession, and he knew it, “we’ll have
your young cousin to supper,
Jimmy !” 1

“We don’t mind,” said Raby and
Newcome together, generously.

Jimmg smiled faintly.

His chums were making that con-
cession to please him, And it was a
coneession, too..

They did not like Algy, which was
not surprising. And they did not

earn after the society of Third-Form
ags, anyway. But for Jimmy’s sake
they were nobly prepared to swallow
Algy whole, so to speak.

“Thanks,” said Jimmy, inwardly

wondering whether Algy would come.

He did not venture to hint that doubt
to his chums.

An invitation to the end study was
a tremendous honour for a fag, and
1t did not even cross Lovell & Co.’s
minds that Jimmy’s cousin might de-
cline it without thanks.

“We're going to get in the prog
now,” said Raby. “You find young
Hopeful, and bring him along,
Jimmy. We'll make a fuss of him.’

“Good!” said Jimmy.

And he went to look for Algy, in a
somewhat dubious frame of mind,
while Lovell & Co, prepared the feast
—as lavishly as was possible with due
regard to the stern injunctions of the
Food Controller,

The 6th Chapter.
The Heavy Hand.

Jimmy Silver looked round the

crowded Big Hall first. It was swarm-
mg  with fellows, Classical and
Modern. Nearly all the seniors were
there, and most of the juniors.
. Several new boys were * mooch-
ing * about like lost sheep. But Algy
Silver was not in the least like a lost
sheep, and he was not there.

Jimmy scouted along the passages,
and then tried the Third Form-room.

| There were some of the Third there,
and a row was going on.

Jimmy
the pleasure of

looked in, and had
slanging match among

hearing a
Wegg & Co.
. “Seen my cousin?”
Jimmy.

“Didn’t know

called out

you had one!™

- grunted Pipkin of the Third.

J'New kid in your Form,” said
Jimmy good-humouredly.

Wegg gave a snort.

“That cheeky kid I pasted, I sup-
pose !” he exclaimed.

“He pasted you!” said Pipkin.

My foot slipped!” exclaimed
Wegg excitedly. ““But for that, I'd
have been all over him. I tell
you———w—”

Jimmy left the slanging-match in
full blast; there was evidently no in-
formation to be gained there.

He looked out into the dusky
Guadrangle, but it was unlikely that
Algy would be out of doors. ~Then

ki weflagtedr T

The thought of Luttrey came into
his mind, ~ Jimmy folt” n throb of
anger at his heart as he thought of
ithe cad of the Fourth, ¢ ]

Algy had disappeared from publie
view, and Jimmy felt that he would
find him in Lattrey’s study. Hé won-
dered that he had not thought of it
before.

His brow was grim as he made his
way up to the Fourth-Form passage.

There was a light under Lattrey's
door, the first door in the passage.
Jimmy remembered that he had not
seen Lattrey or Townsend & Co.
when he looked #ound Big Hall.

He could guess how they were oe-
cupied, taking advantage of the re-
laxation of first day at school.. Pre-
ects were very unlikely to be “nos-
mg ” into the junior studies that
evening. i

There was a buzz of low voices in
Lattrey’s study, which the cad of the
Fourth shared with Peele and Gower.

Plainly, Lattrey was no longer the
outcast he had been the previous
term. He had succeeded in making
his peace with the nuts, at least.

Jimmy tapped at the door, and
turned the handle. The door did rot
open. It was locked on the inside.
Little risk as there was of a visit
from a prefect or a master, Lattrey
was not taking chances. .

Jimmy Silver knocked again, more
loudly.

“Hallo! Who's there?” called out
Lattrey.
“It’s 1! Ts my cousin with you?”

asked Jimmy quietly.

There was a laugh in the study,
but no answer. Jimmy knocked
savagely on the panels. « His temper
was rising. Vel plas

“Let me in, Lattrey!” =

I don’t remember asking you here,
Silver !

“My cousin is there.”

“I'm not extendin’ the hospitality
of my study to the whole of the in-
terestin’ family of Silver, dear boy!”

And there was another laugh.

‘“ Are you there, Algy?” called out
Jimmy.

* Hallo. cocky !” came Algy’s voice.

' #What do you want?”

“I want you to come to supper in
my study, Algy.”

“Thanks! Sorry; can’t come!”

“Why can’t you come, kid?”

“T’m goin’ to have supper with my
own friends.”

Jimmy  Silver breathed hard
through his nose. Algy’s remark was
followed by quwte an outburst of
chortling among the nuts. .

“Will you let me in, Algy?” asked
Jimmy, as calmly as he could. '

“Can’t; I'm busy!”

“ What are you up to, then?”
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“Playin’ nap!’’
‘“Ha, ha, hal” :
Jimmy Silver hammered furiously

on the door. His temper had been
sorely tried, and it was not surpris-
ing that it failed him now.

*You shady young scoundrel! Let
me in at once'!” he shouted.

“Go an’ eat coke!™

“I'll break in the lock!” i

“ It take you all your time,” said
Algy cheerfully, from the safe side of
the door. “Mind your own bizney,
old scout! Your deal, Topham!”

“Oh, you young rascal!” muttered
Jimmy Silver.

“Cut off, Jimmy; don’t bother a
fellow when he’s playin’ nap!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Jimmy Silver moved away from the
door, and the nuts laughed loud and
long, as they heard his retreating
footsteps. But Jimmy Silver was not
gone for good, as they supposed.

He arrived at the end study. Supper
was ready there, and the guesis were
present——Mornington and Xrroll and
the three Colonial juniors.

“ Where the dickens have you been
all this time?” asked Lovell. * We're
waiting for you. Haven't you found
young Hopeful 2” :

“Will ‘you fellows lend me a
hand?” asked Jimmy Silver. * Lat-
trey and his gang have got my young
'cousin in their study playing eards.”

*“Phew !” said Mornington,

“T've a jolly good mind to bring a
refect down on them,” said Jimmy.
*But I'can’t do that; the cads know
I can’t sneak on them. I'm going to

handle them myssh; and give them &

lesnon,”

“T'm oyour man,” suid Conroy at
onee; and there was o chorus of
assent.  Jimmy Silver’s pals were

quite ready to back him up.

Jimmy routed a cricket-stump cut
of the cupboard. = Mornington was
grinning, but the other fellows looked
serious enough. The start Algy was
making at Rookwood was not quite a
laughing matter, from his cousin’s
point of view, at least. '

Jimmy’s fuce, usually so sunn
and good-tempered, was pale wit
anger and exasperation.

If he could not induce the wilful
and obstinate fag to turn into the
straight and narrow path, at least he
vould make things warm for rascaily
fellows who helped him to leave it.

The Classical juniors followed
Jimmy from the study, supper being
left to wait on the table.

“Bring that form along,” said
Jimmy. )
*“Ahem!  All right!"” said Lovell,

rather doubtfully,
in the door?”

“Yes, if thef'- don’t open it!”

““Ahem! All serene!”

Lovell 'and Raby picked up the
heavy form from the passage. The
party arrived outside Lattrey's study.

The passage was deserted save for
themsélves.  Nearly everybody was
present in Big Hall for opening-night.

It was not likely that prefécts would
pay much attention to a little din in
the junior quarters that evening, but
Jimmy cared little if they did. He
had mademp his mind what he was
going to do.

He rapped sharply at the door.

“Hallo,: :there's your merry old

““Going to bust

I

(Continued from the previous page.)

grandfather again, Algy!” said Lat-
trey, and there was a chortle in tho
study. -

“Let him rip!” said Algy. *‘Cut
for deal, Topham!”

* Will you open, this door, Lattrey ?”
asked Jimmy Filver very quietly,

“Qh, no!”

“T shall burst it in if

“Ha, ha! Go ahead!’

Lattrey did not believe for a
moment that the captain of the
Fourth would carry out his threat.
He was speedily undeceived.

“Smash the lock in!” said Jimmy
laconically.

“Any old thing !” grinned Lovell.

The heavy oaken form ecrashed on
the door with a terrific concussion.
The door creaked and groaned, end
the lock almost snapped. There were
startled exclamations within the study,

“You fool!” shouted Lattrey furi-
ously. “Do you want to have half
the school up here, with that row?”

“1 don’t care!”

“You cad, you want to smeak!
That's what you mean "

“ Are you going to open the door??

“No!” yeled Latirey.

Crash! i

There was ann ominous crack fromn
the lock, Tt was not likely to resist
much longer. -

“Dash it all, they’ll have it
through ! exclamedGower. * Botter
open the door!”

Crash !

The door was swiftly unlocked and
thrown open. In a few minutes it
would have been burst in. Gower
oponed it pavageoly. Lovell and Raby
set down the form, and Jimmy Silver
& Co, marched into the study.

you don’t!”

The 7th Ohapter,
Fough Justice.

Lattrey & Co, were all on their feot
now, A

They were all looking angry, and
Algy Bilver was almost erimson with
anger, He shook his fist at  his
cousin  ag the wnweleome visitors
crowded in,

- “By gad, what a merry scene!”
drawled Mornington.

with a snort.

Lattrey's eyeg glittered at them.

““You've fm‘ceg your way into, my
study,” he said thickly, “Now get
out.  You're not wanted here,”

*“Yes, get out, you cads!” shouted
‘Algy. ' **Do you think you're goin
to bully me, Jimmy Sﬁver? lin
your own business, hang you!” .

Jimmy did not heed.

“Lovell, take that young scoundrel
out and sling him downstairs, will
you?" he asked.

“Pleasure ! said Lovell.

Algy put up his hands as Lovell
advanced on him. Lovell laughed,
amd grasped him. But he yelled the
next moment as Algy’s fist came
home on his nose with a crack that
brought the water to his eyes with a
rush. ‘

“Ow-yow |” gasped Lovell.

Algy hit out again savagely, but
Lovell's - tcmper was up. now.

He grasped tlie fag by the baclk of
his collar and the seat of his trousers,
and swung him, kicking, into the air.

““Yarooh ! Pot.  ma ' downl”
shrieked Algy.

“You come on, you young cad!”
said Lovell grimly. “If yau were
half as big as me I'd wa]]o]lJ you till

F ~ 108 &

‘Packed Free. Carriage Paid, Direct from Works,

MEAD Coventry Filyers

Warvantedrsyears. DunlopTyres, Brooks Saddles,

"EASY PAYMENTS FROM 7/- MONTHLY,
Immediate delivery. Nodelay, Writefor Fraofxt

ca.tllgue & S.#u'é'ntl IQ av; o; umg;e machine, A
C . inc: Dep. 12288 !
M AD 11 ParadiseSt. Liverpool, | followed.
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1. him on every stair,

o Algy’s vells died away
4in  the distance. Lovell
returned to the ' study

rafter some minutes, with
a face erimson from exer-
“tion, but grinning,

“Algy’s gone,” he re-
marked.

“And now you'd better
go!” sald Lattrey fiercely.

* Filthy tap-room!”  said Lovell,

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Townsend exchanged a glance with
Topham,

“Better be gettin’ back to our
quarters, Toppy !” he murmured.

“Not just yet !” said Jimmy Silver
grimly.

* Look here, 8ilver——"’

“Hold wyour tongue! T've got
something to say to you fellows,” said
Jimmy, in steady tones. My cousin
Algy 18 a young rascal. That’s no
reason why you should be making
him worse. You're older than he is,
and know better than he does.
You'd be kicked out of the school if
the Head knew your little game here.
1 can’t bring the Head down on you.
I'm going to deal with you myself.”

“ And what are you goin’ to do?”
asked Pocele, with a sneer.

“I'm going to thrash every cad
here with this ericket-stump!” said
Jimmy Silver quietly. “I hope
that’ll be a lesson to you to leave m
cousin out of your rotten games. If
that lesson isn’t enough, it will be re-
peated. You've chosen to act like
rotten blackguards, and now you're
going through it!”

“THear, hear !” ehirped Lovell.

“Why, you cheeky cad,” gasped
Townsend, in rage and amazement,
“you dare—--"

“You dare net!” panted Lattrey.

« “You'll see. Collar them!"”

Towny and Toppy made a furiotis
rush  af  the doorway, and were
promptly collared and held by Lovell
and Raby. Peele and Gower put up
their hands savagely, but the Colonjal
(. soon gollared them.

Labbrey, -with a. snarl like a wild
ammal, grabbed at the poker in the
grate. But KErroll and Mornington
caught him before he could grasp it.
Neweome, with a grin, closed the
study door. Jimmy Silver waited
calmly till the nuts were secured.

“Let' me go!” yelled Lattrey.
“You hounds!”

“Better language, dear boy!” re-
monstrabed Mornington. “ You're in
for it, old scout. Dash it all, you've
called the tune, now you're goin’ to
pay the piper !” ,

" Lattrey first ! said Jimmy Silver,
grasping  the stump hard. “Face
dowvn on the table!”

Latbrey, struggling’ furiously, was
flung on the table, sending cards,
e #W" " 3wy wui"r:
meriy, sl maokes sonttoring vight
and lak,

Stugelig fwiowsly still, e was
held theres by his meck and his feet,
while Jimmy &ilver got to work with
the stumyp.

Whadk, whaek, whack !

“Oh, erunbs! Ow-ow! Yo ret-
ters | Yew.-woep !’? ;

Whassk, whack, whack !

“Only six ! said Lovell. “Better

make 1f a dozen.”

“That’ll do. Pitch him away "

Bump !

Lattrey was deposited in a corner
of the study.

“Towny next!”

“Lock here, you rotters! Took
here! I-—oh-—ah—yoop!”

Tawnsend was clismissed, yelling,
with " six.  Topham came next,
struggling wildly, but he had to take
his six. They were pitched neck and

L crop out of  the study after the in-

fliction. With furious faces and many
groans, they lmped away to their
own quarters.

“Now Peele !” said Jimmy Silver
quietly.

*“VYou rotters!” panted Peels, *1
—T’ll promise 1o have nothin’ to do
with your dashed cousin, Silver!?

“ A licking will help you to remem-
ber your promise !’

Whack, whack!

“0Oh, vou beast! Oh dear!”

Peclo had his six, and was plumped
down on Lattrey in the corner. Then
Gower went through his ordeal with
a white, furious face.

“That = job’s jobbed,” remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell. “ Supper will
be getting cold, you fellows.”

“The merry circus is over,” said
Mornington. “Gentlemen, let me
beg you to refleet on your sins an’
turn over a new leaf, followin® my
shinin’ example. Ta-ta !”

Jimmy Silver & Co. quitted the
study, leaving fury behind them;

Over supper in the end study Jimmy
recovered his serenity.

“Don’t | worry, old scout!” said
Lovell. “T don’t know whether dear
old Algy will change his spots in a
hurry, but one thing’s jolly certain—
he won't get much cncouragement in
the Fourth when he’s goin’ on the
merry ran-cdan. I fancy Townyv & Co.
will keep him at arm’s-length after
thig—or a little farther. Remember
your own merry maxim, and keep
smiling !”’

And Jimmy Silver smiled.

THE END,

NEXT MONDAY,

‘““UNDER THE SHADOW!”

By OWEN QONQUEST.
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IN THE CART!

A SPLENDID COMPLETE TALE OF THE JUNIORS AT ST. JIM'S.

L= T

Clampe was in an irritable mood.
There was a savage scowl on his face,
and the reason for it was that Figgins
had taken it upon himself to ad-
minister castigation to Clampe for his
shady ways.

Clampe was not feeling at all well
disposed towards Figgins as he strode
through the village.

He was mooching aleng and scowl-
ing at the pavement, when he received
a hearty e{ap on the back, and a still
heartier voice shouted :

“That's the spirit, my boy ! Always
face the world with a sunny smile !

Not much of the sunny smile wus
visible upon Clampe's face as he
scowled up at a man in khaki, but
the Tommy was all affability,

Still, he had ne time to receive all
the benefits of Clampe's sunny smile,
for a man in a paint-smudged jacket
over the way was already hailing him.

Dealing Clampe another affectionate
slap on the back, the Tommy crossed
over and indulged in a hearty hand-
shake with his friend of the apron,
whereupon the pair marched arm-in-
arm into the old Swill and Swigg Inn.

Clampe scowled at the Tommy, and
scowled at the man of the apron; but
when he looked, at the
which the M. of the A. had left out.
side the pub, his scow! brightened into
an apology for a smile.

Though probably you don’t see any-
thing to create covetousness in a com-
mon hand-cart, full of dirty paint-
cang and brushes and bhits of worth-
less odds and ends, Teslie Clampe
lost no time in making off with it
as hard as he could go.

He pulled up in a lonely part of the
road, donned a dirty apron and white
jacket which were upon it, snatched
a large and tattered cap from the
head of a passing urehin, transferred

| it to his own, smeared his face with

half a dozen different colonrs, applied
his boat to the astonished urchin, and

pushing s onrt in front of him,

L pussivig through the gates of S,
Jim's the painter bestowed an affable
rod upon the amazed and disgusted
Taggles, and came to a halt at the
yfoot of the New House steps.

" Which you'll show me the way to
Mister Rateliff's room, vou will#”
e asked grufly, addressing one of
fh-u idle crowd which flocked round
A .

“Which I will!” agreed Owen, the
one addressed.

Chimpe followed Owen
Ratty’s room,

There he made use of his colours
in a manver which certainly might
have been more artistic, but could
not have been more lavish or more
diversified.

Paint was slapped with eaual thick-
ness and brillianey on everything.

Wihen it seemed that there was
nothing left unpainted, Ratty came
scurrying in.

He jumped on Figgy's toe in the
passage, and brought him along to
his study to give him a couple on each
hand for being in the way. The sight
of the study did not please him at all.

“What—why—what is the reason
for this disgraceful-—  Bless my
poor soul!”

“Which my name’s Bill Bones !

“That is beside the point!” roared
Ratty, his wrath not appeased by this
introduction to the man.

“Which you sent a gintloman into
my place to-day, vou did,” resumed
the painter, wagging a forefinger at
Ratty, “saying as ’ow I was to paint
your room brighter for the winter
weather.”

“This—this is
claimed Ratty.
person 77’

“Which it was Figs,” said the
painter, pondering slowly—*or Fig-
gins, or Why, that's the very
pusson hisgelf with you!”

Ratty fixed a pair of beady eyes
upon poor, bewildered Figgy.

“You will oblige me by explaining
this matter, Figgins !”’ he said acidly.

“Which,” broke in the painter
stubbornly, “I wants my money 9%

“Go!” barked Mr, Rntcliﬂ", with
asperity. “ Leave this room !”

“Which I'm an honest man, and
has done honest work—-"

The troublesome painter was hustled
out of the room, spilling the paint

up to

outrageous !” ex-
“ Who—who wag the

for one

: or two—red and yellow—
which he

reserved for the passage.
Ratty gave Tiggy six of the

heartiest on each hand, and a

thousand lines into the bargain.

Figgins crawled into Studv No. 4
groaning pitifully, Kerr and Wynn,

hand-cart’

-rm. d[n'h AERTET mwmvjwu #wum." T
mclod oo more  for the scheol,

out of his can on to the floor, save |

who were waiting for him, did their

best to sympathise.

“I wish I knew what rotter had
used my name to tell that fool of a
painter to come here!” moaned
Figgy, *“I'd chop the cad into little
pieces ! : ‘

“The thing is,’” said Kerr, “to
think over what chaps you have been
taking the high bhand with lately.
Who's the latest chap to be kept in
order ?”

Figgy tried to reflect.

“Well, T had to rag Clampe just
after dinner for smoking i the
study.”

“I see. Keeping the Form in order

by starting a scrap with Clampe!” |

said Kerr blandly.” “Now, Clampe
isn’'t the chap to suffer any unbear-
able qualms of conscience for doing a
trick like this, is he?”

~ “You think Clampe’s had a hand
in 16?" exclaimed Figgy, starting
up.

“There is just a remote possibility,”
said Kerr, with a smile, ‘“that the
painter himself was Clampe. 1 re-
member thinking it rather curious at
the time that a jobbing decorator
should wear an Eton collar, and have
his trousers serupulously creased-——"

Figgy was becoming quite frantic.

“T'H eatch him up! He can’t have
gone far. By jingo—-" :

His voice was drowned by the clat-
tering of his footsteps going down the
stairs.

Figgy's long legs very quickly
brought him in sight of the cart,
standing by the side of the road. The
apron and jacket and cap were thrown
carclessly into the cart, and, by the
sound of splashing water over the
other side of the hedge, Figgy rightly
guessed that Clampe was washing tho
smudges of paint R‘om his hands and
face in the roadside stream.

o deaped over the hedge,
Clampe up, dropped '
muddrest [mrt of the ditch, draggoed
him out, bound himi hand andl foot,
poured cans of paint over him, aud
finally bundled him into the cart,

Then he in his turn donned the

dge,  pickoed
him into  the

apron, jacket, and cap, and strode
along towards the village, dragging

the cart behind him,

_He attracted a great deal of atben-
tion in the village.

. The young urchins, under the
impression that Clampe was a publie
Aunt Sally, took an unhely delight
in shying things at him, especially
one small customer without a cap,
who, deeming himeself rather too
minute a personage to attack the big

painter wearing a cap, took swsmmary -

vengeance upon the helpless (lampe

by sending showers of Uncle Clegy¢’s

eggs on his cranium, i

Mr. Ratcliff was at that nyoment
emerging from the chemist’s, and,
having had quite enough of decorators
and their carts for oné day, would
doubtless have hurricd past had he
not caught sight of Clampe.

“Dear me! Clampe!” he eallsd
out. “Come down from that ridicul.
ous position at once! Stop, you
fellow !”? o

The fellow addressed only wwallad
the faster, and Mr. Ratcliff hagtened
after the cart yelling * Stop, stop 17

Then, as if he had only just heard,
the painter stopped suddenly-—so
suddenly that Ratty biffed his weedy
<f~.hlniss,ii;1 aég'a,mst the back of the cart and
ell flat.

But probably it was a pin, and not
Mr. Ratcliff, that the painter stopped
for, He stooped to pick it up for
luck, the.rebg releasing his hold, of the
handles of the cart, which promptly
flew up into an oblique position, and
the wretched Clampe rolled ouf on to
the top of Ratty.

And verily, verily it came teo pass
that a man, with a fiendish expression
upon his face, standing outside the
Old Swill and Swigg Inn, and wear-
ing a pamt-smudged apron and jacket
withal, suddenly burst into life at the
appearance of the cart along the
gtreet, rops

He swooped down upon the con-
fused heap, baring his arms as he
ran, and swiped poor Clampe up and
down the road in a most unpleasant
fashion. ‘ 4

Clampe did at last manage to reack
St. Jim’s. He had considerabla’ diffi-
culty in explaining matters to Ratty
oh the way. Tt will be someé time
before he forgets that woeful Wednes-

day when he was, in a double sense,
In the Cart! :

THE END.

_ Iiggy logt no time in idle words.
'mﬁﬁy oWt o time I 1dle" words,
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The 1st Chapter.
Astounding !

‘““Hallo, there’s somebody
Beau!” said Frank Richards.

“And it's a Chin!” remarked Bob
Lawless.

Frank and Bob cantered up the
trail from the Lawless ranch to the
fork where they were accustomed
to meet their chum, Vere Beauclerc,
on the way to Cedar Creek School,

Beauclere was waiting for them at
the fork of the trail. ;

He was not alone this morning, as
the two cousins rode up, and jumped
down from their ponies. )

A fat man in loose garments, with
a yellow complexion and almond-
shaped eyes and a ﬁigtml, was stand-
ing in the trail, talking to him with
many gestures. : il S

The man was evidently a ““Chin,”
one of the Chinese laundrymen who
washed and mended for the citizens
of Thompson ‘Town.

' 'He saluted the two schoolboys
gracefully as they joined their chum.

" “Goodee-mornee!” he said.

“Good-morning, John!” said Bob
Lawless cheerfully. In the Far West
all. Chinamen are * Johns,”

" Vere ‘l]?eauclerodturned a puzzled
look otichis comrades.

“This is jolly queer, you fellows,”
he remarked.

“What is?”’ asked Frank.

with

il :lr-mu'lt-rv. “Mo's going to the
‘ﬂ'i”ill ."

“ Mo goee!” grinned Ching Ling.
*Oh, yes. Some!”

** And ‘he's told me what he's going
tor,”’ continued Vere Beauclero, 1
think he: must be a little potty.”

“Chiwee allee light,” said Ching
Tang. ¢t Allee samee Melican man.”

“Well, what's he going to the
" school “for, then?” asked Bob Law-
less. “Laundry work, I suppose?”

““No,. He’s going to propose to
Misg '-Meadmvs—%e says so, at least.”

“What!"” yelled Frank Richards
and Bob Lawless simultaneously.

The Chinaman nodded and grinned

expansively.
« Evidently Ching Ling, the laundry-
man of Thompson, did not see any-
thing extraordinary in his journey
to Cedar Creek School to propose to
Miss Meadows, the Canadian school-
mistress.”

‘““ Allee light!” he said. * What you
tinkee? Me poppee question. Some!”

“My only hat!” ejaculated Frank
Richards. ‘“Is he dotty?”

“He must be, I think,” said Beau-
elere  “*Miss Meadows will  be
annoyed if the howling ass does any-
thing of the sort. I've tried to per-
suade him to give up the idea. I
think he's really a bit touched.”

“No touched,” said Ching  Ling,
**Me poppee. Oh, yes!”

; “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Law-
1@8S.

Frank Richards laughed, too. There
wae something absurd in the idea of
the fat, pigtailed laundryman visiting
Cedar Creek to propose to the school-
mistress.

What could have put the idea into
Ching Ling’s pigtailled head was a
mystery-—as yet.

But it was pretty certain that the
grave, (_:g.liet Miss Meadows would not
regard the affair as comic. She was
quite certain to be annoyed.

“T.ook: here, Chin,” exclaimed
Frank, “yoy can’t do this, you
know !

7 *Oh, yes,” said Ching Ling. “Me

goee! Oh, yes. What vou tinkee?”
“Youlll be fired out!” said Bob
warningly. * Can’t you see it’s like

your cheek, you blessed heathen?”

“Chinee good fellee,” said Ching
Ling wermly.  Miss Meadee wantee
husband !

“What!”

“Beautiful Missee Meadee sayee
s0,” said Ching Ling. *“TLots Melican

man in- Thompson goee poppee. Me.

fivst, catchee nicee Canadian girlee.
What vou tinkee?”’

The three schoolboys gazed blankly
at Ching Ling. The laundryman of
Thompson was evidently in earnest.

“¥ mob Ching Ling on fha il |

T -
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A PECULIAR PERSECUTION!

And it was clear that he was not
intoxicated.
“ Miss Meadows said so?” repeated
Beauclere blankly.
¥ en [)aFee.
1

Advertisement.”

“What !” yelled Bob Lawless.

The Chinaman looked amazed at
the surprise of the Cedar Creek
fellows. He was a serious Chinaman,
bound upon a serious errand, and
lie did not see any cause for surprise
or merriment.

‘“ Allee light,” he said. ‘ Miseee
Meadee likee Chin, p'laps. Me good
Chinee boy, Oh, yes. Me see ad-
vertisement, and jumpee. What you
tinkee?”

“If you'te not mad, tell us what
you mean, you heathen jay!” ex-
claimed Bob. “If you say that our
schoolmistress has bheen advertising
in such a way, we'll roll you in the
mud and eut your pigtail off !

Ching Ling jampecd back in alarm.

“Allee  tlue!” he exclaimed.
“Chinee tellee tluth. - ¥ou lookee.”

From some tecess. in . his
voluminous garments, Chng Ling
procduced a  greasy and ecrumpled
copy. of the “Thompson Press,”” the
local paper in that eection of the

Thompson Valley.
| " Miss Meadows hag' an advertise-
ment in that paper,”
Richards, with a nod.

said ' Frank
“I took 1t to

7
"

s o -

s

the office for her a couple of days

ago. I understood that it was for

a handy man, to take Black Sam’s-

place while he is laid up.”

“You lookee!” said Ching Ling.

He unfolded the paper and held it
ouf, pointing to a paragraph at the
top of the *“Matrimonial .Coolumn.”

That column was a new enterprise
of Mr, Penrose, the pushing editor
of the * Thompson Press.”

It was full of matrimonial adver-
tisements, some of them genuine, and
some of them fictitious, the work of
the jokers of Thomipson. ;

The three schoolboys read the
special paragraph to “which Ching
Ling pointed with a yellow finger.
_They fairly gaped as they read it.
For it ran: ‘

“SCHOOLMISTRESS, age twenty-
three, tall, considered good-looking,
would be glad to hear from a bachelor
of ecual position, with a view -to
matrimony. Photographs exchanged.
Miss Meapows, Cedar Creek School,
Thompson Valley.”

“Great Scott!” gasped Bob Law-
less.

The schoolboys could scarcely be-
lieve their eves.

It was there in plain print, but it
was simply incredible that Miss
Meadows, the grave schoolmistress,
could have inserted such an advertise-
ment. .

“It’s a spoof!” exclaimed Frank at
last.

Bob Lawless nodded.

“T know the pilgrims in Thompson
put in fanny acls. in that column for

a joke.,” he said. “Billy Cook did
once, It'a a rotten joke.”’

“But Mr. Penrose knows Miss
Meadows,” 'seid”  Beauclere.  “He

would know it was spoof, and he
wouldn't pub 1t in.”

“My hat! That's so, too.”

It was an utier puzzle—to the three
chums. But to Ching Ling it seemed
quite comprehensible. He' saw no
reaton why Miss Meadows should not

look mpon him'sas an eligible bachelor,
Frank Richards knitted his brows.

o
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bachelee. ©~ Me goee and
What you tinkee?”

The chums had nothing to eay. The
Chinese laundryman was quite within
his rights in answering that extra-
ordinary advertisement in person.

“Well, it beats me,” said Bob Law-
less. “ All the same, I'd advise you
to hop off home, Ching Ling.”

“MC g()ee.”

The chums of Cedar Creek strode
up on the trail towards the school,
Frank and Bob leading their ponies.
Vere Beauclerc walked with them:
he had no horse. Ching Ling trotted
along with them, smiling expan-
sively.

The Chinaman evidently hoped for
a favourable reception from Miss
Meadowse at Cledar Creek.

He was taking the first opportunity
of answering the advertisement, n
order to be first in the field and have
first chance.

The four of them arrived together
at the gate of the school, Ching Ling
fat and satisfied, Frank Richards &
Co. puzzled and mystified.

It was impossible that Mr. Penrose
could have put such an advertisement
in his paper without written authority
from Miss Meadows. And Frank
well remembared the newspaper man’s
astonishment over Miss Meadows’

SN LTI

Luil

Meadows; aghast.

wantee husband.
sayoe 7 7°

“That must be the advertisement
I took to the newspaper office in
Thompson for Miss Meadows the
other day,” he eaid quietly., “I re-
member Mr. Penrose was astonished
when he saw it, and I couldn’t under-
stand the reason then. You fellows
remember I told you; it was on
Tuesday, when you stayed at the
school to help Mr. Slimmey split logs.
That cad Gunten lassoed me on the
trail, and tied me to a tree for an
hour.”’

“I remember,” said Beauclerc.
“This must be the advertisement vou
took, then. But—but—but what can
be the meaning of 1t7”

“1 can’t understand.”

“Allee light,” said Ching Ling.

‘* The-—the man must be mad !’ exclaimed Miss

“Missec  Meadee wantee nices

AN

0

‘“ No maddee,” said Ching Ling

anxiously. ¢/ Me lovee beautiful missee, Missee Vieades

Ching Ling wanteo wifee. What you

letter, which Frank had taken to the
office.

There seemed no room for a mis-
take in the matter.

Yet, unless Miss Meadows had
taken leave of her senses, there must
be ‘a mistake somewhere, the school-
boysa hf_eli: ti'onvim‘:ed.

“Ching Ling,” said Frank, as the
reached the school, “don’t let thg
fellows see that paper here!”

“Why notee?”

“"Well, you’d better not,” said
Frank uneasily. “Miss' Meadows
3:@:}11d be offended if the kids saw:
it.

Ching Ling nodded. -

“Ali lightee. No showee papee.”

And they entered the school encla-
sure together,

poppee.

The 2nd Chapter.

A Disappointment for Ching Ling.

It was close on time for morning
lessons, and most of the Cedar Creek
fellows had arrived, and were in
the schoolground. Some of  them
gathered round the Chin as he came
smiling in.

“Hallo, who's your Oriental
pard?” grinned Eben Hacke.

*1t’s the laundryman fréem Thomp-
son,”” said Chunky Todgers. ““There's
your way, John!” i

Ching Ling shook his head.

“Me comee see Missee Meadee,™
he said.

Kern Gunten and Keller, the two
Swiss  schoolboys,” came forward.
There was a peculiar expression upon
Gunten’s heavy, sallow face.

“You want to tee Miss Meadows,
John?” he asked.

“What you tinkee? ' Mé comes
polpplfm question |” said Ching Ling
calmly.

Evidently Ching Ling was prepared
to take the whole wide world into his
confidence on that subject.

“What's that?” exclaimed Tom
Lawrence.

“You cheeky heathenl!® shouted
Chunky Todgers.

Gunten laughed. _

“Miss Meadows is in the porch,”
he said. ‘“This way, Chin!?"

“Tankee !”

“Shut up, Gunten!” growled Bob

AR up, Gunten " growled Bob
Linwlosn, "

Gunten, unheeding, led the China-
man to the schoolhouse porch, where
Miss Meadows could be seen chatting
with Mr. Slimmey, the assistant.
master. Ching Ting trotted con-
tentedly after the Swiss,

He left the crowd of schoolbovs in
a buzz of astonishment. Most of thern
gathered round to look on.

CGiunten was evidently pleased,

The rogue of the lumber school had
a  bitter animosity towards Miss
Meadows. Ouly a few days before
the schoolmistress had ‘caught him in
an act of rascality, and Gunten had
been severely punished.

“I've a jolly good mind to punch

that foreign cad’s- head!” growled

Frank Richards. i
“Why  don’t you?” . eaid Bob

cheerily. « “T’d have snatched him

bald-headed if he’d roped me to a
tree, as he did you the other day.”’
" He made me promise to let it drop
l‘)‘efore he untied me,” said Frank.
I was taken by surprise, and

lassoed.”

“He tied you to a tree, and left
you there,” ' sald Vere Beauclere
thoughtfully.

“Yes; for an hour, in the timber.’’

“You had Miss Meadows' letter
to the ¢ Press’ office with you?”

“Yes; T was on my way to Thomp-
son with it.” L e e

“Did Gunten touch™ the "letter?™
asked Beauclerc very quietly,

Frank Richards started.

“Yes, Beau. He took it away from
me, and pretended that he,ywas going
to deliver it himself, and’ féave me
tied to the tree all night. “'Hé came
back afterwards, and let mg; loose
though.” o g

“Had he
letter?”?

“I—I think not. It looked jyst the
same.” I'rank Richards dfew a quick
breath. “Bean, you don’t think he
could have—-" B RO

“I know that’s a very extraordinary
advertisement for Miss Meadows to
have put in the paper,” said Beau-
clerc. ““If the letter was in (Gunten’s
hands i J '

“It was, for a
pocket, anyway.”

“That may account for it.?

“But it hadn’t been opened, so
far'as T could see,” said ‘Frank, “‘or
so ' far .as Mr. Penrose could see,
elther. - HS ; v
. ““Gunten is a cunning begst !
“But—but he wouldn’t dare—-
“Hallo!  Ching Ling’s getting
down to business,” said Bob Laws
less. ‘“This is going to be funny " .

tampered wiﬁﬁ the

gobd hour—in his

H?lf Cedar Creek was looking on,
as Ching Ling entered the porch.
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Miss Meadows gave him an inquir-
ing look. \

The Chinaman took off his broad
hat, and bowed to the ground before
the surprised schoolmistress,

“ Beautiful missee !” he murmured.

“What!” exclaimed Miss Meadows.

* Lovelee missee!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” ¢ame from the
schoolground outside» Miss Meadows
frowned.

““Is the man intoxicated?” she e¢x-
claimed in amazement.

““He must be, I should think,” zaid

Mr. Slinunafrd, blinking at Ching ‘}Jén%
¥ et

over his gold-rimmed glasses.
away at once, my man!”

Ching Ling did mot heed. He was
there to propose to Miss Meadows,
and he had his way of doing it. Cer-
tainly he was not to be stopped,

“Lovelee Missee Meadee, with
eyes like blight  staree!” he said.
“Ching Ling lovee Miss Meadee!
Lovelee missee makee Ching Ling
velly hapgae if takee. Ching Ling
goodee hinee. = Makee first-late
husband !”

Miss Meadows almost tottered,

““ The—the man must be mad!” she
exclaimed, aghast.

“No maddee!” exclaimed Chin
Ling anxiously. * Me lovee beautifu
missee! Missee Meadee wantee hus-
band. Ching Ling wantee wifee. Is
it a tlade? What you sayee?’’

*“* Bless my soul I” was what Miss
Meadows said.

*“ You sayee yes!'”” said Ching Ling.
“What you tinkee? Chinee lich man
—good laundly in Thompson, thlee
Chinee workee for Ching Ling—
seven | hundléed dollar in  bankee.
Nicee housee, alles samee Melican
man. , You sayee yesee, and Ching
Ling goey to Mission and fetcheo par
son. What you tinkee?”

“*Ha, bay hal"

Ching Ling had no objection to

making his flattering proposal in
'Eul'nix_c; '1'\}'1:3 Meado“;'s’ ‘fu.ce was
arimson mh Ahe i“mnmq Hm I'm.\:T from

the schoolground.

“Ching Ling, go away at once !” she
exclimed, * How dare you speak to
meo like this! You must have Leen

drinking "

“No dlinkee,” said Ching Iing
eagerly, “Chinaman  teetotallee.
Nevel touchee tanglefoot.  Tittle

‘opium sometimee ; allee lightee. You
marry with Ching Ling, lovelee
missee, me velly happee.”

“Will you go away?” exclaimed
Miss Meadows angrily,

Ching Ling looked deeply disap-
pointed.

“No wantee Ching Ling ?” he asked
sorrowfully,

“Clertainly not, you stupid man!”

“Ching Ling’s heart velly heavee,”
said the Chinaman sadly. “Me goce
smokee opium if Missee Meadee no
takee,”

“You are a ridiculous, silly man!”
said Miss Meadows severely. ‘(o
away at once!”

“Chinee solly.” et

And Ching Ling, with a downcast
face, bowed to the ground again, and
trotted away. Miss Meadows went
into the house, crimson with vexation.

“Poor old John!” gasped Bob
Lawless. “He’s got it in the nock!
Miss Meadows wasn’t advertising for
a Chinese hushand, at any rate!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The rejected suitor disappeared,
and the school bell began to ring.
The Cedar Creek fellows were grin-
ning as they went into the school-
room. ‘

) Miss Meadows appeared a few
minutes.late to take her class. And
that morning the usually kind and
good-tempered schoolmistress was a
little sharp. ,

The ridiculous scene in the porch
troubled her, and she knew that the
whole school was greatly tickled by
Ching Ling’s extraordinary proposal.

What could have induced the sedate
Chinege laundryman to act in such a
manner was a mystery to Miss Mea-
dows, unless the man had been
drinking.

Cedar Creek School settled down
to werk. But the incidents of that
morning were not cver yet.

The 3rd Chapter. !

. Bill S8anders Triezs His Luck !

1 Hem !l?

Miss Meadows was busy with her
class whey the door of the hig sehool-
room opened, and that loud cough
was heard in the doorway. \

The . schoolmistress glanced round
sharply. She was already vexed.

A big man, in heavy boots, leather
crackers, and a ved shirt, stood

e’

(Continued from the previous page.)

framed in the doorway. He took off
a huge Stetson hat, and ducked his
shock head respectfully to the school-
mistress.

“Morning, marm!” he said, in a
deep, gruff voice.

“What do you want here?” asked
Miss Meadows.

There was a suppressed chuckle
from Gunten. Frank Richards and
his chums exchanged glances.

Frank could guess that the rad-
shirted man was another suitor,
thc;ugh, eyidently, Miss Meadows did
not. -

“’Skuse me, Miss Meadows. You
know me—Bill Sanders, of Thomp-
son!” said the red-shirted gentleman.

“Well, well; what is wanted?”

“Pr'aps you could step out hyer
for a minute!” suggested Mr. San-
ders. “It's ruther a dellykit matter!”
. “Nery well,” said Miss Meadows
impatiently.

She left the class, and went out into
the porch, Mr, Sanders respectfully
retiring before her.

The big-limbed, heavily-bearded
frontiersrman was a little red in the
cheeks,” His nmuner was hesitating.

Bill Banders was accustomed to
facing the grizzly bear in his native
haunts without a tremor. But he
felt more than one tremor under the
calm, clear eyes of the Cedar Creek
schoolmistress.

“Well?" said Miss Meadows.

“Pr'aps you'd ‘rather I said t a
bit private-like,” suggested Mr.
Sanders, with 1 glance towards Miss
Meadows” sitting-room.

“ Burely you can say here what you
have to say,” sail Miss Meadows.
“You lIave iunterrupted school
lessons, Mir. Sanvders. Pray make
haste, as 1 mmust return to my class.”

“Pkwe wme, marm,”’ said M.
Sandeys, his rich colour deepenmg.
“Praps I've come at an orkard
mornent,  FBut I was afraid some of
the boys maight be afore me. Half
the Tharpson rabets will be on this,
[ calouhto.’’

" “*n?w"\';hﬂ.?" oxclnimad  Miw
Moeadown impatiently, “1 do not
understand  you.  What are you

alluding to?”

“Course, 1 ain’t used to torkin’ to
Purty gals,” confessed Mr, Sanders.
‘No offence, marm. Bill Sanders’
manners may be rough, but his heart
is in the right place. No galoot can
say that Bill Sanders—that’s me—was
ever rough to a woman, marm,
‘cepting p'r'aps a Injun squaw wot
had stolen my blankets. I ain’t wot

you'd call a bea.utiy, marm, and I
knows it, and I don’t wear store
clothes like them dudes east. But,

though 1 says it, marm, I'll make as
ood a husband as you'll scare up
vetween the Rockies and the Pacific

Coast !” -

“Wha-a-at!" :

“Hearin’ that you wanted a hus-
band, marnm-——"

“What!"” shrieked Miss Meadows.

“No offence, marm, T speak plain
Canadian,” said Bill  Sanders.
“Maybe I'm a bit rough, but you'll
get used to that. Hearing, marm,
that you wanted a husband, I says to
myself, *‘Bill, my coon,’ 1" says,
“you're on 'in this game, you are!
That httle bit of goods up at the
school 1s jest wot you want! I—u0?”

“How dare you!” exclaimed Miss
Meadows, her face aflame.

Bill Sanders looked astonished.

“No offence, marm. I may be a
bit rough, but I've got the dust. Six
hundred dollars was my last clean-up,
after three months on grub-stakes n
the Gold Range. 1 savs to myself,
says I, “with that, Bill, my coon,’
says I, ¢ you want to get married and
settled, and open a licker saloon at
Kamloops,” says I. Marm, how
would you like to perside over a licker
saloon at Kamloops—high-class, too,
mind you? -And, you take my word
for it, Bill Sanders is the husband you
want!”’ e

The honest frontiersman was speak-
ing with great earnestness.

Miss Meadows, bereft of the power
of speech, could only gaze at him.
She was acutely conscious that every
word ‘uttered in the powerful, boom-
ing voice of Bill 8anders could be
heard all over the school-room.

“Bo say the word, marm,” said Bill
cheerily, “and I'll hustle down to the
Mission, and rope in the chin-music
man, and we'll be hitched as soon as
you like,”

“Goodness gracious!” gasped Miss
Meadows faintly.

The pretty schoolmistress had, as a
matter of fact, received a good many
proposals in her time.
she had never had two in one morn-

ing before, and from such remarkable
sultors. :

' way of the school,

But certainly |

“Is it yep, marm?”’ asked Bill

“No!” gasped + Miss Meadows,
“Clertainly not!” -

Bill’s face fell, ‘

“You don’t cotton to me?” he
asked.

“I—I—J—I suppose you are
serious,” stammered Miss Meadows,
“But the answer certainly is ‘ Nol’
Good-morning !

Bill Sanders made a move to the
door, and then he turned back.

“BSkuse me, marm. There’ll be a
crowd of galoots along later, I
reckon.”

SWhat!” -

“Maybe I'm a bit too rough for
you,” confessed Bill Sanders. *‘But
you take a tip from me, marm. Don't
you take Poker Pete.” . °

“Poker Pete!” said Miss Meadows
faintly. :

“Yep. He's a dude in store-
clothes, but he’'s pizen—as pizen as
an Injun,” said Bill Sanders impres-
sively, ‘““And I tell you wot, if Poker
Pete worrits you, you let me know,
and 1'll lay that man out so quick it
will make his head swim,  Good-
morning, marm! If you should
change vour mind, marm, I'm always
to be found at the Red Dog Saloon
in Cedar Camp, till I go on the trail
again,” : f

And Bill Sanders took his depar-
ture.

Miss Meadows stood rooted to the
floor. :

Mr, Sanders’ hint that there would
be “a crowd along later ” astounded
the schoolmistress of Cedar Creek.

Unless  *“popping the question ”
was spreading like an epidemic in the

Thompson Valley, there was no
accounting for it.

With a heightened colour Miss
Meadows returned to the school-

room.

The persecuted lady affected not to
notice the half-suppressed smiles
among her class.

Fortunately, the morning finished
without any further claimants for
Miss Meadows’ hand arriving at
Cledar Creek.

Sehool was dismissed at last.

But as the Cedar Creek fellows
streamed out of the log School House
there was a sound of wild uproar at
the gates, :

Boioalosclve it IAMRCARSHENER AR o C RN
"mm! There's a  worap og"*

yolled 130 Lawloms,  * Come on ™

And thure wag o rush to the scoges
of the coillict

The 4th Chaptar.
Rivals,

“Tike that, you galoot!”

Ll |
. “I guess Il lay you ouw, you
.]8.3‘!,-
€l Y&h ! th

“Grr-ro-ral”

Frank Richards
gathered round in
ment.

Twe powerfully-built fellows were
locked in deadly conflict. in the gate-
Some of the
fellows recognised then.

One was a big-limbed cattleman,
who rejoiced in the name of Sam
Huggins. The other was a tll man
in store-clothes, who was bar-terder
at Gunten’'s store in Thompeon, and
was called "Frisco Bill,

Why they had chosen the school
gateway as the scene of combat was a
mystery. But the fight was in deadly
earnest.

" They were clutching and thumping
one another at a terrific rate. Both
noses were streaming crimson, one
eye of each was closeff. and they were
asping, panting, and threatening

uriously.
What's

and the rest
utter astonish-

“Hallo !
shouted Bob Lawless.

“Go 1it, ’Frisco 1

“Lam him, Sammy!"’

The Cedar Creek fellows gathered
round in great excitement. Mr.
Slimmey came hurrying down from
the schoolhouse.

“My good fellows, you must not
fight here!” he exclaimed. * Please
desist at once!” ‘

The combatants did not heed Mr.
Slimmey.

That gentleman essayed to separate
them.

It was an unfortunate attempt.

A powerful drive from 'Frisco Bill,
intended for Sam Huggins' nose,
landad wupon Mr. Slimmey’s chest
instead.

The unfortunate young man went
spinning away, and collapsed in a
he%.‘?l on the ground, gasping.

e fight in the gateway went on
uninterrupted.

“Dear me!” gasped Mr. Slimmey,
sitting up. ‘' Bless my soul! Where
are my glasses? Has anyone seen
my glasses? Thank you, Richards.”

Mr. Slimmey did not interfere
again. He realised that he was not
quite equal to the task.

But Miss Meadows had observed

that game?”

she came hurrying down to the gates
with knitted brows. Miss Meadows
was really having a most exciting
morning. ;

““Stop this at once!”” she exclaimed
authoritatively. i

The combat ceased as if by magie
tat the sound of Miss Meadows’
voice. -

Sam Huggins and ’Frisco Bill, ex-
changing mutual glares of defiance,
separated, and stood panting for
breath.

“How dare you fight at this
school I”” exclaimed Miss Meadows
indignantly, ‘‘Where the boys and
girls can see you! Are you not
ashamed "’ 4514

“’Skuse me, marm,” said BSam

Higgins, in a gasping voice. ‘‘I kim
hyer as peaceful as any lamb, but
that slab-sided, bottle-nosed galoot

“1 guess T came hyer quiet and
peaceful as the pastor at the Mission,
marm,”’ said 'Frisco Bill. ‘‘But that
sneaking, mouse-coloured mug-
wump-———"' :

“1 wouldn’t have let you see me
like this hyer, marm, not for all the
gold bricks 1n the (lascade Moun-
tains,” said Mr. Huggins, in real dis-
tress. ‘1 guess I'm as quiet and law-
abiding a citizen as any you could
dig up north of the Line, marm.
But that bottle-nosed polecat——""

“Well, please go away,” said Miss
Meadows, !

“But [ guess I'm hyer on business,
marm.”’

“Same hyer, marm,” chimed in
Frisco Bill.  *“ And the same busi-
ness, too. And when I found that
that lantern-jawed apology for a
Digger Injun was hyer to cut me out,
marm, naturally I socked it to him.
Any {gentleman would  have, 1
guess !’

“The cheeky, sassy, pink-eyed
rabbit is hyer to cut me out!” roared
Sam Huggins. “And I guess I ain’t
taking a back seat before any mouldy
mugwump from ’Frisco—not Bam
Huggins !"

“ Look hyer, you shoat——"

“Look hyer, you greaser———"

“Btop!” exclaimed Miss Meadows,
as the combat was evidently about to

mwmine, el Loy
top of & cnsk.”’

“If il was't dor you lookin® on,
marmy, ['d tie him up in so many
Inots  he’d mever get hisself un-
tamgled,” wid Mr. Fluggins.

“Plase, plewse be quiet!” ex-
daimed the distressed schoolmistress.
‘If you have any business here,
Pense tell me what it is,”

“I’ll tell vou wot, marm,” ex-
damed Mr. Hug;ins, as if struck by
a bright idea. *'You see us hyer,
marm, and you shall choose. That's
o fair garne.”’

“I guess ['m agreeable to that,”
said  'Hriseo Bill promptly. “The
schoolnmam has too mqu Kms-senso
to choose a scragay, bottle-nosed-—-"

“What do you mean?” exclaimed
Miss Meadows, her heart sinking.

“Marm, we happened along to-

ether,” said 'Frisco Bill. “I was
or knocking that mugwumyp out, but
it's your fumeral, you're to choose.
Marm, I'm a bar-tender at (Gunten’s
store in Thompson, with enough dust
saved to open a store of my own, I
guess, marm, that if vou take me, I'll
look arter you like I would arter a
prize bull pap. That's my say-so!”

“And hyer's me, marm,’ said Sam
Huggins persuasively. “I'm foreman
on Lawrence’s ranch, with a nice little
cabin, firewood found, and three acres
of garden with a Chinaman to look
arter it. Marm, you wouldn’t go for
to throw ymn‘seli7 away on a blue-
nosed bar-tender from ’Frisco,”
~ There was an irrepressible chuckle
from the Cedar Creek fellows. The
epidemic of proposals was evidently
spreading.

Miss Meadows’ face was erimson,

“Choose, marm !” said 'Frisco Bill.

“Say I'm the man, marm,” urged
Mr. Huggins.

“Will you both please go away?”
exclaimed Miss Meadows, with
asperity. “I never heard of anything
so ridiculous. I suppose it is not your
intention to insult - me!”

“Insult you, marm!” exclaimed
Sam Huggins, in astonishment. * Let:
me catch any galoot insulting you,
marm, and I'll let daylight through
him so’s wyou'd think he was a
colander, marm "’

“You're insulting the schoolmarm,
vou bandy-legged son of a coyote,”
said 'Friso Bill scornfully. “That’s
what the schoolmarm means. I'm the
man, ain't I, marm?”

“Certainly not !”

“Oh, gosh! Then who's the man?”

In spite of “her vexation, Miss
Meadows could hardly repress a smile.

“Neither!” she exclaimed. “I am

Iy cout s flat as tho

the scene from her window now, and

not thinking of anything of the kind,

recommence, ‘' BStop at once!”
LY What von savs gnavm_gnes " caid |
"Wha _Hl‘!ll FAYM, REIN, ees, ' wu&ﬁL
Wiolsoo DAL ¢ Wb Lor YOUF prosenos,
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and T wish
quietly,” e
“Burn my socks!” exclaimed Sam
Huggins, in surprise. ** But{hearing
as you wanted a husband, marm——-
“How dare you!"” exclaiméd Miss
Meadows angrily. i
“ No offence, marm, But the galoots
in Thompson—-—" A \
“Kindly say no more! I have asked
you to go away!” said the school-
mistress tartly. ‘ )
“Bure, marm! ’'Frisco, old sport,
we've been lambasting one another
for nothing,” said Mr. Huggins
dejectedly, *Get a move on, pard!
We ain't wanted here!”
And the two suitors plodded away
on the trail to Thompson, probably
to seek consolation at 'Frisco Bill's

you would both go ‘away

| own bar.

Without a glance at the boys, Miss
Meadows went hurriedly back to the
house.

She was in a troubled and distressed -

state of mind, |
This sudden eruption of proposals

was utterly inexplicable to the school- -

mistress. g
- Kern Gunten eould have explained
it, if he had chosen,

“Well, my hat!” said  Frank
Richards, after Miss Meadows was
gone. *“This is getting rather thick.,

I suppose there'll be more.”
“You bet!” grinned Bob Lawless.
“Miss Meadows is the greatest catch

in this section. The boys won't let a

chance like this shp!”
“Blessed if T see why she-should
cut up so  rusty,” said . Chunky

Todgers. * Gunten's got a copy of the -

‘Thompson Press,’ and there's Misy
Meadows’ advertisement . in the
matrimonial column there. T've scen
i 1 T
“8o have 1,
heats  ma.
Meadows!”’
ik 18
quietly. §
“A trick?”  exclaimed
“How conld it be a trick?” :
“1 faney I know,” said Beaugelere
contemptuously. And he turned away,
leaving the ©Swiss shrugging his
shoulders, i

said Lawrkml{;c'-.. “ It
'"Tain’t = like . Miss

a trick!” said Beauclers

o
The 5th Chapter. .
More and More.

Aftoer  dinner,  another
arvived at the lumber school
Poker Pete, the smooth <faced,
dressed, silky-muannered
"Thompson.

The schoolboys wateched e cowd-
sharper as he went into the swhool -
house. They could guess whyohe hacl
come.

He came out in about two xmin ub e,
with a dark and angry face, = |

Evidently, Poker Pete's suit hucd ot
prospered.

Vit ome
[t woim
el
“wport ' of

Grunten.

lifaea aindd BBesee

The “sport’ cast an angry bok it
4

the grinning schoolboys, as he stiode

away fto the gate. He jumped om lis
horse and rode away, followed by a
general chuckle.
“Who'll be
Lawless. i
Afternoon lessons came nest, ‘
During lessons, several visitors were

1
next?” grirmed Bob

heard to arrive, but Miss Meadows.

had given instructions to Sally, and

they were sent bootless away. <.
Lessons passed off withoat inter<

ruption. ) Ht

liss Meadows’ temper was nof so-

sweet as usual that aftermnoon. 1s was
not to be wondered at, under the
circumstances. 1)

She was puzzled, and mystified, and
vexacl, =

Mr. 8limmey glanced at Lier verw

curiously ence or twice, andigeloured
deeply when he caught her eye.

ye 'y
After lessons, when the sc‘ig_qol was

dismissed, and Miss Meadows -retived
to her study, Mr. 8limmey followed
her there, and tapped  at the door.

The schoolmistress’ veice bade him

enter. ! :

“Pray excuse me, Miss Meadows,”
said Mr, Slimmey, blushing deeply.
“J~T1 have twice had the honour to
ask you—-"-JHe began to stammer..
“1—I—— You ' are aware, Miss:
Meadows—that—that T shauld be
honoured and glad if
sent——"" , 2 "

“Really, Mr. Blimmey, as-1 have
twice answered vour question. in the
negative, it is somewhat inconsiderate’
to ask me again,” said Miss Meadows,
with much less kindnress than she
usually showed to the assistant master
of Cedar Creck. AR

Mr. Slimmey’s blush deepened.

*“Pray forgive me,” he said,. “T—1.

you would con-

should not have repeated my question,

only—only——" i i
“Only what?” " asked Mizs Mea-
dows, with what was perilously like a-
snap. ‘ '
“Only, as 1T saw the ‘Thompson
Press’ this morning, I-—=I—=" Mr,
Slimmey floundered hopelessly.
Miss Meadows raised her evebrows.

(Continued at foot of next page.) .
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like to write to me.

“\nmn!ut_ﬂ}ﬁf' i 3

NO COMPLAINTS !

Every Story Popular!

Never before have the stories in the
Boys’ Frigxnp been so popular
as they are at the present time.
Every day of the week I receive shoals

of praising lotters from loyal readers,

and it gives me unbounded pleasure
to record the fact that letters ot ecom:
plaint are conspicuous by their
absence. i

I have worked my very hardest to
make the Boys’ FRrIEND the most
popular boys’ paper on the market,
and that I have succeeded is proved by
our stupendous circulation figures.
Our stories are of the highest quality,
and I can assure my readers that I
shall always strive my very utmost to
keep them at their present supreme
standard. {

" Next Monday’s magnificent tale of
Jimmy Silver & Co. 18 one that will,
1 feel confident, make a deep im-
pression on you. It is entitled:

e

T would like all my readers to lool ‘
someone to whom they can come for help a
are in doubt or difficulty. _ ] :
to be of use to my boy and girl friends if they

2.0 K T A

feel they

s ® 8 e = " - 0 - - - -

’ -

k Upo me ag their real friend,
nd advice when they
It is never “too much trouble ” to me
would

—_—

“ UNPER THE SHADOW!"
By Owon Conquest,

and, without & word of exaggeration,
it 1s the finest story of the
chums that has ever appeared.

In this tale you will read how
Lattrey threw a snowball, containing
a stone, at Mornington, with the
intention of doing the dandy of Roak-
wood an pjury.

You will alse read of how Morning-
ton resolved to give the cad of the
Fourth the thrashing he deserved,
how he put his resolve into action, and
hew Lattrey, by a blackguardly act,
wag responsible for robbing Morning-
ton of his sight,

Lattrey struck Mornington with a
heavy candlestick. He little realised
at the time that it would have the
effect of making Morny blind. But
such is the ease; Mornigton 1s sight-
less. Ho cannot sec his chums;
nothing but darkness and despair

confront hini. |

QOur next story dealing with the
schooldays of Frank Richards, the

AR PERSECUTION!

o )

“What has the ‘ Thompson Press’
to do with it?" she asked, _

“Nothing ! gasped Mr. Blimmey.

And he retired hastily. :

He brushed against a plump, pink-
nosed gentieman in the porch. It
was Mr. Penrose, the editor, pub-
lisher, and printer of the local paper
in Thompson. !

Mr. Slimmey glanced with some
surprise at the editorial ge{\tl‘emnn.

The proprietor of the 'lhnm;;son
Press’ was not usually troubled by
any idea of editorial digmty. He
dressed as carelessly as any man 1n
Thompson, and was generally scen
with a pipe in his mouth, and muddy
cowhide boots. AN e

Now he was clad in “store
clothes, and was neat and trim, from
head to foot. ;

His beard had been trimmed. He
wore a 'white collar, his boots were
shiny, and he carried gloves in one
hand. FEven his nose, which had been
reddened by long devotion to the
potent fire-water, had been dabbed
with powder, to tone down its rich
hue. A

Mr. Penrose was “dressed to kill.”

“(tood-day to vou, Slimmey!” said
Mr. Penrose. *‘Is Miss Meadows at
home?" ;

“Yes,” gasped Mr. Slimmey.

He could guess what Mr. Penrose
wanted - now, and what his un-
accustomed finery meant.

It was another H)mposal that was
hanging over Ethel Meadows. And
others could guess, too, for Mr.
Slimmey caught sight of several grin-
ning faces outside the porch. _

Mr. Penrose tapped at Miss
Meadows’ door, and entered.

Paul Slimmey sank on a seat in the
orch, with a pale face, and polished

is glasses nervously.

Poor - Mr. Slimmey had been a
humble and devoted admirer of Ethel
Meadows ever since he had come to
Cedar Creck as assistant master.

Such rivals as Bill Sanders, "Frisco
Bill, and Poker Pete, he did not fear;
but he wondered whether Mr. Pen-
rose would have better luck, and the
thought was anguish to the unfortu-
nate young man,

Without giving a thought to Mr.
Slimmey, the editor of the ‘ Thomp-
son Press ” presented himself in the
schoolmistress’ study.

Miss Moeadows greeted him civilly,
without showing her surprise at the
unusually gorgeous ‘““get-up” of the
man from rI‘hornpson.

“Possibly you can guess the object
of my call, Miss Meadows,” said Mr.
Penrase genially.

The schoolmistress started, and com-
pressed her lips. Tt was evidently
“another of them.”

PECULI

(Continued from the previouw page.)

“Really, Mr. Penrogo—-

Mr, Penrose bowed deeply.

“Madam, 1 have the honour to lay
my heart at your feet " he exclaimed.
“Miss Meadows—Ethel—will you
deign to accept-——"

I\Hiss Meadows® eyes flashed.

“If this is meant as a joke, Mr.
Penrose, I can only say that it is in
the worst of taste!” she exclaimed
aftgrily.

Mr, Penrose straightened up, with
a jump.

Y A~y joke, Miss Meadows!” he
stuttered,

“Yes! T consider——-"

“Could you suspect me of joking
upon such a subject, madam?” said
Mr. Penrose, more in sorrow than in
anger.

“Then what does it mean?” ex-
claimed - the exasperated school-
mistress. ‘‘The whole day I have
been persecuted by proposals from
men I hardly know by sight. Since
you have added yourself to the num-
ber, Mr. Penrose, you may be able
to explain what it all means!”

Mr. Penrose fairly blinked.

“*Madam, I have {ong adored you,”
he said. “I should never have ven-
tured to put my fortune to the test,
however, having little to offer but a
devoted heart, but for the encourage-
ment I received i

“ Encouragement?”

““Certainly, madam!”’

“How can you possibly say so,
when I have not even spoken to you
twice In as many months?” exclaimed
Miss Meadows.

“But—but your advertisement,
madam, in the ‘ Press’!” said Mr.
Penrose, in bewilderment. ‘‘Surely
I had a right to take that as an en-
couragement !”

“My—my advertisement!”

“Yes, madam, in my own paper,
set up in type by my own hands,”
said Mr, Penrose. “If that is not
an encouragement, I guess I do not
know what is!” !

Miss Meadows looked bewildered.

“But—but what has my advertise-
ment to do with it?” she exclaimed.
‘*What encouragement could anyone
draw from an advertisement for a
handy-man?”

“For a what?” yelled Mr. Penrose.

“An odd-job man required at the
school—"

“T have received no advertisement
from you, madam, for an odd-job man
or a handy-man,” said Mr. Penrose
drily, o

“You must be mistaken. Richards
assured me on Tuesday that he had
delivered the advertisement at your
office, and he brought me your
receipt,”

“Undonbtedly: bub that was not
the advertisement you describe. That
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famous author, is also deserving of
special mention, It is entitled:

“ SAVED BY THE SERQEANT !
By Martin Clifford,

and in it is described how Frank
Richards was accused of inserting the
“matriponial * advertisement in the
loca]l paper, how many of his school-
fellows believed him guilty, and

advertisement, madam, appeared in

our matrimoenial column.”
“Tn—in—in what?’ Miss Meadows

sank beck into her chair, aghast.

“In our matrimonial column,
madam, Here it is—read for your-
sell 1

%}r Periose was never without a
fo Panrose was vever wlthont o
copy of hiy paper. e drow I from
his pocket, unfolded i, and placed
the matrimonil eolumn unde Miss
Meadows' eves,

The schoolmistress’ eyes dilited as
she read:

S SCHOOLYIISTRESS, age twenty-
three, tall, consicered good-loking,
would be glid to hear From a bichelor
of equal position, with a view to
matrimony. Phatogravhs exclanged.
Miss MEapows, Cedar Creek School,
Thompson Valley.”

The @th Chapter.
The Guilty Party !

There was a dead silence in the
room for some minutes,

Mr. Penrose gazed curiously at the
schoolmistress. He could not under-
stand.

“Good heavens!” said Miss Mea-
dows at last, faintly. “ You—you—
you have dared te insert that wicked,
false advertisement in my name, Mr.
Penrose?”

Mr. Penrose coloured,

“Madam, that is the advertisemenc
handed to me, with an accompanying
letter written by yourself, by the lad
Richards on Tuesday.”

“Impossible |”

“Maclam |’

“It is some wicked trick!” ex-
claimed Misss Meadows, recovering
herself. ‘ Have you the letter with
you?n

“T have it here.”

Mr. Penrose laid a letter on the
desk. Miss Meadows recognised her
own letter, written two days before.
It ran, in her well-known handwrit-
ng:

“Dear Mr. Penrose,

‘“Please insert the enclosed adver-
tisement in this week’s ¢ Press.” 1
should very much like it to appear
this week, if possible, as the man 1s
badly wanted here.

“Yours sincerely,
“E. MEADOWS.”

“That is my letter,” said Miss
Meadows steadily. “T1t was gecom-
pamed by an advertisement for a
handv-man for the school.”

“Madam !”

“Do you doubt my word, sir?”

“Nunno!” gasped Mr. Penrose.
“But that is the advertisement I re-

ceived. Here is the original.”

Miss Meadows glanced at the pen-
cilled sheet he handed her.

“That writing is something like
my own,” she said, “It is not mine,
however. The advertisement was, in
fact, written by Mr. Slimmev.” She
stepped to the door. “Mr. Slimmey,
please step in here!”

The young man came in.

‘“Mr. Simmey, you drew up my ad-

T

treated him accordingly, and how, in
the end, Sergeant lLasalle, of the
North-West Moupted Police, Ipla.%ad a
part in the affair. You will, 1 am
confident, enjoy reading how the
sergeant cleverly cross-examined Gun-
ten, and completely cleared ¥rank
Richards of all suspicion.

Next Monday’s splendid instalment
of

“« THE BQYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE!"
By Duncan Storm,

will be much longer than usual, and
ou will find in it humorous incidents
y the score.

The scene where the boys drive &
cab down the Street of Stairs 1s a
rollicking ene from start to finish,
and the adventures of the boys in the
ruined eity of Pompeii are exciting mn
the extreme, Cecil, the orang-
outang, accompanies the chums, and
—weoll, where Ceeil is there is bound to
be any amount of fun,

the

* Thompson
Press,” 7 said Miss Meadows—"" the

vertisement for

Frank
* You

for a
Sam’s

one that taken by
Richards?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Slimmey.
refer to the advertisement

handy-man, to take Black

was

place while he is ill.”
e wh il he Tw I
"uiles so! Thewe way ra other, ™
*Na ofer ™ (xclaimed My Slipy
Y.

“Noe.”

“Buat—b @t—but——""
M Slimmney.

“Mr. Pemrcie, how many adver-
tisementss did wou receive from me?™
; *Only one, madave!’ said Mr. Pen-
rose, with a bow,

“Then you can seoe what bhas hap-
pered, " swaid Miss Meadows, with a
flash in her eyes. ‘'The advertise
ment endosed In my letter to you
wis taken out and destroyed. This
wicked advertiiement was put in its
place !

“Oh!'” gasped Mr. Penrose.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mur.
Slmmey.

“How could you imagine that |
should insert sach an advertisement
in your ypaper!’ exclaimed Miss
Meadows, almost crying with vexa-
tion.

“T-—l—I confess I was very much
surprised,” said Mr. Penrose. **J—I
certainly was surprised, Miss Mea-
dews! T remember guestioning the
boy Richards. But—but there was
your letter with the enclosure. 1
knew your hand well--and there was
certainly no sign that the envelope
had been opened.”

“What an infamous trick!”
claimed Mr, Slimmery.

Miss Meadows compressed her lips.

“The boy Richards took the letter
to Thompson,” she said.  “Tt must
have been epened, and the advertise-
ments changed, while in his hands.
Heaven knows why that boy should
have played so mean and cowardly a
trick upen me. I have never given
him, or anyone else, cause to take
g0 cowardly a revenge.”

“By gad!” said Mr. Penrose. ‘1
—I can only apeélogise, Miss Meadows.
I—I don’t know what to say—"

“1 eannot blame you, as you had
my written authority with the ad-
vertisement.” said Miss Moeadows.
“You might have known—but even
Mr. Slimmey  believed that that
wicked advertisement was my own !’

““Miss Meadows, T-—I beg your
pardon!” stammered Mr. Slimmey,
overwhelmed with remorse.  “I—]
was astounded when I saw it, but—
but I could not imagine——?"?

He stammered miserably.

“The boy Richards is to blame,”
sayd Mr. Penrose, taking up his hat.
“I am sorry I have troubled you this
afternoon, Miss Meadows—but it has

e —

stammered

ex-

An explanation shall be inserted in
the ¢ Thompson Press,” in a prominent
position.”
“That is the least vou can do.”
“Madam, a second edition of this
‘week's paper shall be printed!” ex-

claimed Mr. Penrose. ‘‘The story

b e s

at least led to clearing up the matter. |

e e e

The tale of the dormitory, due te
appear in our next issue, is entitled:

“THE MYSTERY OF MORQAN!™
By Dick Oswald,

This is a tale of Pankley & Co., of
Bagshot School. :

A new boy arrives at the school, he
is known to be a great hero, and yet
he funks a fight. The Bagshot juniors
are amazed, but when they become
acquainted with the reason for the
new boy’s ‘‘cowardice,” they have

nothing but admiration for the
fellow.
Remember, my chums, the only

way to make sure of securing your
copies of the Boys’ I'rieNp is to
order in advance. The taking of this
necessary precaution will probably

gave vyou an endless amount of
tI‘OU.b].Oo 4
®
AT

shall be told plainly, and this unfeel-
g trick exposed. 1 will see aboat
the matter ttis very evening.”

And Mr. Penrose departed hastily.

Miss Meadows sank into her chair
aguin. In spite of her self-control,
the tears were flowing down Ler
cheeks—-toars of bitter chagrin and

IR TR NS BTter "chagrin

B Hation,

Mr. Blimmey stood in great «lis-
bress. ‘

The schoolmistress looked up at lesh.
quietly. 'The colour burned in fee
cheeks.

“It is infamous !” she saidi ' My
Slimmey, will you kindly see whether
that boy has left the school yet? If
not, bring him here to me!”

“Certainly, Miss Meadows!” saii
Mr. Slimmey, glad to be able io do
something, And he hurried away.

But he returned in a few minates
alone,

“The boys are all gone, Mis
Meadows.”

“It matters little,” eaid Miss Mea-
dows quietly. “I shall see Richards
to-morrow morning. Thank you, Mr.
Slimmey.”

Mr. Slimmey went out slowly, and
closed the door behind him. He
hardly dared look at Miss Meadows,
but he knew that he left her in tears.
The young master’s feclings towards
Frank Richards were not amiable is

he went slowly to his cabin by tihe
creek.

\
L ® . - - -

Meanwhile, Frank Richards and
Bob Lawless were riding cheerily on
the home. trail, after leaving Beau-
clere, as usual, at the fork.

The merry Bob was chuckling over
the epidemic of proposals at the lum-
ber school that day—Bob’s eves ‘were
always keenest to sce the comic side
of any occurrence.

) lBut Frank Richards was thought-
ul,

The more he thought of it the moro
he realised that that advertisement in
the matrimonial column of  ‘the
“ Thompson Press ”’ could tét'have
come from Miss Meadows. "It was
simply incredible. i

It followed, therefore, that the
letter had been tampered with while
1t was in his charge. Only Gunten
could have done it, and he had never
suspected 1t.

If it was so, there would be stern
inquiry, and what proof could he ad-
duce that the Swiss had ever touched
the letter at all?

Frank Richards did not feel happy
as he looked forward to the morrow
at the lumber school. And, if'he had
only known, he had ample reason for
his misgivings.

THE END.,

NEXT MONDAY,.
‘SAVED BY THE SERCEANT I*

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS ITt
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{ "JAKE MURDON'S
GHRISTMAS!™
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“ Something with a Christmassy touch,”
sald Jimmy Silver, “would go down jolly
well to-night. It's getting near Christ-
mas, and there's a sort of Yule log feel-
ing in the air.”

Lovell laughed.

“ That's something new,” he temarked.
“T can’t see.a Yule log feeling anything
in the air”»

el 0 000 5 1 B 1 E

The Fourth Form dormitory at Rook-
wood laughed. They were waiting for
the usual yarn which was spun before
turming in, and Jiznmy Silver's suggestion
seemnecd a good one.

“Who'll volunteer to tell
Jimmy asked.

There was a short silence.

“Come on, Pong!? said Jimmy Silver.
“You're & Canadian. Can't you tell us
samething Christmassy about your own
country 7

CT'lL try,” said Pons, with a laag).
“The most eventful Christmas I ever
spentt was some years ago now, hut X
sLex‘ll't« forget it. 'l call it Jake Mur-
don's Chrigtmas.”

a yarmn??

The fsi Chapter.
Wanted !

The time that this took place was vien
L wis quite a youngster living in the
bickwoeds. My father was & trapper,
aid a rmugh-and ready man, bHut the
nicest fellow in all the world.

My moiher was in emigrant from the
Ol Country. But the pater's ljving b ook
b pretty  distamd from what wve Inow

@l dvilisabion,

[ attended n I8L0e sohoo which wvos
Cloey Jablen Lrom beomad, Iy bbb ec m:vd
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that was a pretty small distance, as a
good percentage of the boys and girls
came greater journeys than that.

There were seventeen of us there, and
we had one master, an oldish chap, who
used to do the farmers’ accounts in his
spare time.

Things started to happen ahout a week
before Christmas. The fellow' I sat wext
to was a boy named Bob Murdon. He
was a decent little fellow—a proper reck-
less sort, and up to any tricks, but as
good ag goid.

He never' worked a joke which was
going to hurt anyomg or injure their
feelings.

I-was jolly sorry for him because his
father was . a bit offa scallywag, He'd
been swindled out of a fortune by some
clever rogypes years before that, and left
practically destitute. y

It just about sedt him dotty. He ran
pretty close to the law several times
that I can remembher.

He used to argue that he was entitled
to swindie someone else, and if everyone
in the world did the same they'd be just
about the same as when they started.
That, of course, was his particular brand
of madness,

Well, one day there was a clink of hoofs
outside the school door, and a man in
uniform strode into the room. We all
knew by his red jacket that ke was one
of the North-West Mounted Police.

He nodded genially to the pedagogue,
and then asked him if he could have a
word. with one of the boys,

Then, he turned to the class. His first
words  startled me as much as if they
had hedn addressed to me.

“Js Bob Murdon here?” he asked.

Bob stood up at once.

“Just come out here,” said the police-
man. .

Bob went out in front of the class,
“When did you see your father last??
“ Last Monday,” said Bob. “Why?”
“Do you know where he went then?”

asked the constable.

“No,” said Bob, <“But why do you
ask? Is anything the matter?»

“Never mind about that,” said the
man, not unkindly. “You are quite sure
about. what youw say?”

“ Positive!” said Bob, going a bit white,
“He went out trapping..  What's the
matter, sir?? :

The man in the red jacket looked at
Bob steadily for a second.

“You'll have to know sooner or later,”
he gaid. “ We're looking for your father,
By all reports he's run up against the
faw a bit too close this time.”

“The law!” gasped Bob. “What is the
charge? I know he’s innocent !»

“T wish .I could believe the same,”
said the hig man. ¢“Murdon’s .a good,
man, except that he's got a bee in his
bonnet. But this sort of thing's got to

| CHARLES PONS. ¥/

be stopped, and stopped right at once.”
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The ground got more broken, and made
it diflicult going for the harses. ;

Suddenly I spotted something moving
in the trees. ol

“What's that?” I asked.

Bob looked.

“1t's a tethered horse!” he“exclaimed.
¢“ Black Jem's!” i

We rode until we had passed the horse,
and then dismounted and tethered our
own, ponies. It was evident now that
we could make better progress on foot.

Black Jem’s trail was not diflicult to
follow. He wore hobnailed boots which
left plenty of spoor. '

Twenty minutes' ragtd walking brought
us into considerably higher country, and
very broken. The trail was easy to fol-
low now, for we could pretty well guess
which path Black Jem had taken in any
of the difficult spots, and we were always

. sure of picking it up again.

I think that Bob and I caught the first
glimpse of his blue shirt at the same
moment, and we both “froze » into cover.

Black Jem was looking round. But as
soon as we deemed that he had continued

@ on we emerged, and flitted from rock to

Befor: Black Jem could level a firearmy we were on him, and crashed to the ground in a heap.

‘M hat hasz”

‘Eite-vater,’ sild the man. “Tleres
soneale in this dsirict ruaning ap 3lics
stil. Its heen golng on for a bit, bub
the fellov who's deing it lus turnei sut 4
special lot for Christmis-time. Telk
spind & merry Christmas i I cateh sighs
ofhin??

‘Anl you smaspect my lather?”
ol Bib.

burss

‘It wearly poved,  yungster® sald
the Liz nankndy, ¢ I'mgorry limw you.
B3t bhe IRedsling have bon getling fir

witer in ©hie @istelet ately Lo an sl aren
Lo o, “hoe wiltl b teoubh of
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very serioug order if it isn’t stopped.”

That was something how he put it. But
Bob couldn’'t see his point of view. Ho
only saw that his father was being
accused of a thing which he was jolly
sure he hadn’t done.

“It's a lie!” he said hotly. “My father
}Ecmldn‘t, do such a thing, and you know
it!

“Can't argue about it,» said the con-
stable quietly. “Orders are orders. The
warrant is out. Your father will be able
to prove his innocence if he's had nothing
to do with it. But if he chooses to stay
away it makes it look all the blacker.”

With that he was gone, leaving Bab
Murdon simmering with anger.

I tried my best to talk to him and
prove that there was nothing in it at all,
but he wouldn't listen. And when we
left school that day and got home we
found that it was the talk of the place.

Things did look pretty black, I'll admit.
They bad traced the liguor down to a
certain guleh about ten miles out, but
they hadn't found the still.

Lvidently the fellow who worked it did
so at night, when the smoke could not
be seen. But the whole thing was that
Bob’s father had often been known to
ride out that way of an evening, and
the last time he went out it was to go in
that direction.

In addition, the fire-water in question
had bheen sold at a disreputahle little
“hotel,” or salcon, which Murdon used.
He was reputed to be pretty thick with
the proprictor, and when the fellow was
arrested he gave Jake Murdon's name,
and showed receipts from him for a good
lot of money which he had paid him
“for services rendered.” '

Poor Bob was: frightfully cut up about
it, and seemed a different chap for the
next few days. We had hroken up from
school, for they had holidays *even in an
outlandish spot like that, as it was so
near to Christmas.

I used to meet him every day, and go
out either on horseback or shooting. But
he couldn’t forget it, and with cvery day
that passed he got more down in the
mouth.

Two days before Christmas I met him,
and I could see clearly that the strain
was telling on him. He was very silent
for a bit, and then suddenly he started
talking. )

“I've heen thinking.” he said. “I can't
stick this mueh longer. TIt's breaking
mother up; she can’t stick this worry at
any price. She knows as well as I do

that dad's innocent. But why doesn't
he turn up? What's keeping him away
so long?»

“Perhaps he's struck something big,»
I hazarded.

“That must be it,” returned Bob. © But
I wish he would come hack. Everyone
seems convineed that it's him. and they're
not looking for the right man.”

I nodded. If I had not known Bob I
sbhould have considered his father guilty
of the charge at once. The evidence was
jretby black, as you will sce.

Bet I was game for anything, and I
wanted to help him, if only as my pal.
Jake Murdon might have done it in one
of his wild moods, I knew. DBut I wanted
to back my pal up.

“Well, look bere,” proceeded Bob.
“I'm going to make tracks up the gulch

to-norrow,  We'll start 'early on  the
ponkes, and tako a good ration with us
Fm golng to see I L ean dlsoover any

llun.f. o enteh n ghmpse of fabhor, "
o] !_h
“Bhat's a good idei!”

I sid, “Let’
sop !

To-mormw will be Chiissmis Bwe,
I mest get back before nightlall, is they
will be expetting me in,”»

“ We’ll do that all right,” safl Bob,
rather bittesly  “ But it's goag 1o be

pret1y goom) Christmas for us if we
don'i discover anything. By the way,

have you heard of Blick Jew lately?®

“Black Jem! No.?

“He was hereabouts a bit since,” sail
Bob. ¢1 never did trust that fellow.”

“No more did I.”

“Well, he’s the chap I should suggest,®
said Bob,  “He's suyposed to be trap-
ping somewhere hereabouts. And [ know
that he's thick with Red Rufis—the chap
who ran the saloon selling the illicit fire-
witer,”?

“Well, T suid, “we'll keep an eye open
for him.?

Bob  mnodded. He seemed .in  hetter
&pirits, The prospect of doing something
seemed to buck him up no emi.

It was a rather forlorn hope, I'1l admit,
but on our ponies we could depend on
covering a good bit of ground, We might
strike lucky.

Anyway, we stood a chance of hitting
Bob’s guv'nor’s trail if he was anywhere
thereabouts. And that was all that Bob
wanted, He would be satisfied if he
could sce his father and get him to deny
the charges.

I wasn't so sanguine myself, because,
you sece, I didn't know him so well then,
and there seemed every ehance, from the
evidence, that the aceusation was truye
enough.

I turned in early that night, and was
up at sunrise and saddling the pony. I
had packed a good stock of pemmican
and stuff so that we shouldn't get
hungry, and then I rode across to Bob's
place.

He was waiting for me. He hadn’t
wasted any time. DBobh was as keen as
nails to set off. He was confident that
he would discover something.

S0 we rode off at a brisk pace in the
direction of the gulch where his guv’'nor
usually went, to see what we could find,

The 2nd Chapter.
Run to Earth!

You won't understand what a bracing
thing a ride like that is on a chilly morn-
ing if you've never experienced it.

Bob and T were jolly good little horse-
men for our age. I was taught almost
as soon as I could sit on a pony’s back,
and Bob was thoroughly used to it.

We cantered across the prairie, follow-
ing the usnal trail, and struck the gulch
without any difficulty. Then we slack-
ened down, and started looking for any
sign of the illicit still which was sup-
posed to be situated there.

It was rather a useless job. because the
Mounted Police had been there for the

U.-"‘,d'w‘iﬁ‘ﬂ"gﬂ‘htpa'& o "ﬁiﬁhcl_n' e

same thing days before us, and we could
depend that they would not miss much.

Half an hour passed, and we discovered
absolutely nothing. Bob began to get a
bit fed up.

“Not much good  sticking here,” he
said, . “I've got another schemie which 1
want to try. I've not said anything about
this before, but the last time my guv'nor
was home he said that he was going to
do a bit of gold prospecting. He thought
that there was  gomothing  round this
winy,”

S Roally 0 1 weld, somewhnb o sedptlenlly

S AL wdmiy that ha dees gol queot |dui
TEI T admIt 1hat e does gel queer idess
into his head a2t times,” said Boh, “That’s
why I hawven't said anything about i
before. But Be told me that he was sure
there was something to be found oot
here, and that he was going to try his
hand when e got tle opportunity. He
told me toughly whee he thought the
gold "ws

I looked interested.  Bob's father knew
a bit about goldi—he had leamnt it by sad
experience. He was one of those wlho
followed in the Yukon rush years hefore.
From that he returned bankrupt and
bioken in health, Bub he certainly knew
the joh.

“Lead on!»
anything,»

8o we pressed on., We rode for seven
ot eight miles across the prairie before
Bob suddenly teined up.

“The three tress!” he mutterad,

“What's the matter?” I asked.

“That’s a landmark,” said my pal,
“We stop sbout a mile from them, and
turn at right-anglies to the' right. Then
we cross a belt of serub about five miles
wide. That’s what he said. We'll try
it. 1 reckon those trees answer his
description.®

We turned our horses round and rode
in the mew direction. 'Twenty minutes
passed, and we were in the scrub, when
Bob suddenly reined up again.

L said. “I'm game ifor

“Look | ‘he said, pointing to the
ground,

I looked, and saw the tracks of a
mounted man.

Bob slipped down and examined the

ground intently.

“That’s not one of my father's horses,”
he said. “But it’s pretty recent, I guess
that ‘it isn't a Mounted Policeman's
horse, either. I know all of those. We'll
follow this for a bit.”

So Bob and I followed the trail. Tt
Jed to a little bivouae, and in this we
found plentiful signs of a man.

The ashes from a fire were still warm.
and there were oddments scattered about
the ground.

Bob searched everywhere carefully, and

| suddenly pi,;,;ked up a little bit of blue

cloth with a cry of excitement.

“See this?” he asked.

“Yes. It's a bit of a shirt.”

“ Whose shirt?” he demanded.

I knew that I had seen one of that
colour somewhere, and I puzzled my
brains. Then suddenly it struck me.

“Black Jem!" I answered quickly.

“Right!” said Bob. “We're on Black
Jem's trail. TI've noticed several things
about here that pointed to him, and I
shouldn’t judge on ®his bit of shirt alone.
But that puts the clincher to it.»

We mounted again in great excite-
ment, and rode on. The trail showed
after a bit that Black Jem had briskened

his pace and moved at a good rate, So
we broke into a canter, too.

rock in his wake.

Where was he going? That was the
question we were asking ourselves. Had
it got anything to do with Jake Murdon?

The yuery was answered sooner than we
expected. For on the skyline we suddenly
saw another figure, bent as though wash-
ing something in the little stream which
we could hear gurgling ahead.

“Hather!” breathed Bob.

We saw him stand upright, and then
make towards some rocks at the side.

Bluck Jem started to work his way
towards him, keeping out of sight behina
bhoulders all the time, :

It was pretty evident now tHat he was
trailing Boh's father; and bhe was jolly
near, too. As we decreased the distance
that separated us we saw tHat it was
Jake Murdon himself. ]

Then we saw that he was s:t-e_mdmg
pretty well on the edge of a precipice.

My heart nearly stopped beating. Blac_k
Jem was pushing on rapidly, am_l if his
intentions were hostile the situntion was
jolly serious, e

“Bob,” I,said, “let’s make a dash for
it

We broke cover and ran quickly, but
carcfully for all that. We hlot,h_wore
Redskin mocassins, and we picked our
ground as well as we could.

In a minute we were nearly on Black
Jem. But Black Jem, too, was nearly
on top of Jake Murdon,

Bob's face was set. ;

“Sprint and spring!” he whispered,

We simply leapt across the few feet
that separated us, and, as we did so,
Black Jem heard something and whipped
round. But before he could level a fire-

Carm we were on him, and crathed to the

ground in a heap. ;

The fight might have gone badly for
us chaps if Jake Murdon had ‘not bhecn
near. But as soon as he heard the com-
motion he turned, and then came to our
resene.

Black Jem wag erazed with Heaguor, and
fought like o moadman But, the odda
wore too long, and inon few minutos we
b - Dime securely  trussed  up  and o
pl’lmnll'r.

T
prisoner.

I can't exactly

wasillu . duvseibe bk seaadinue

desc¢ribe Ele.meeting
which followed between #he ‘fwther and
somy, Dut the mystery was clesred wp ot
once, for Jake Murdon denounced Black
Jem. as the illicit etiller right owiy.

And then he told us what 33l made
hitm leave the township as he had and
stay away. ‘ Gl

For the marvellous tiing . wis that,
after years of hardship and st geling,
Jake Murdon had struck a goll strewk
which was richer than anything ke laid
imagined in his wildest dreams  That
wag why he had borrowed mongy of Rid
tafus. .

Swearing to keep everything secret,
Bob agd I rode back to the township,
with Black Jem a prisoner, Jake Muidon
coming with us. i '

On the way he showed us the illicit
still, which was cleverly concealed in the
trees just outside the guleh,

€I saw Black Jem just as I was coming
out this way,” Jake Murdon explhined to
us. “1 suspected that something was up
when 1 saw him moving aboub amongst
the trees, but I slipped by. I didn’t want
anyone to see what I was doing. DBut
apparently Black Jem saw me, and. when
he had finished with the whisky business,
decided to trail me and ﬁnd.igﬁt what 1
was up to. I'm uncommon obliged to you
youngsters for saving my life—-2>

Bob interrupted him. : :

“That's nothing !” he said. “T'd rather
endure that a hundred times than the
anxiety T had when I heard the
N.W.M.P.'s were after you.”

There wasn't much to clear up., Black
Jem confessed that he had heen work.
ing in partnership with Red Rufus, and
the latter, in order to shield his pal, had
implicated Jake Munrdon by showing the
-receipts for money lent. i

We had the jolliest Christmas that ever
I remember. Our family went across to
the Murdons’ place and had the time of
our lives. Then Jake went back and
pegged out his claim. It was a lucky
find for him. He made thousinds out of
that, and he's now a prosperous rancher.

s
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“Thanks very much for the yarn!” said
Lovell, as Pons finished. %1 'muess you
had a jolly decent Christmas after that!
We don’t get the chance of “éxcitement
like that in England.” L4 ‘

The other laughed. o

“Y don’t want it every tinmie.” he said.
“You can't whack Christmas in the Old
Country after all.” i

| THE END.

NEXT NONDAY!

‘ THE MYSTERY OF MORCAN !’

By DICK OSWALD. =
DON'T MISS IT!




