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The 1st Chapter.
Lattrey Must Qo !

} “Morny’'s coming out of sanny to-
(, '(l}’ !.‘)

Jimmy Silver made that remark in
the end study:

“Poor old Morny !”

Arthur Edward Lovell spoke with
deep feeling.

Lovell had never been very friendly
with Mornington of the Fourth.

But even the fellows who liked him
least felt a deep sympathy for Valen-
tine Mornington now.

For o week Morny had lain in the
gchool sanatorium, under the doctor’s
care, ‘

Mo o s aamines ook be fas e

Now he was coming out, to resume
his old life (in the school, but not
under the old conditions,

For he was blind |

The greatest of all misfortunes had
fallen upon Mornington, once the
dandy of the Fourth.

Henceforward, the sun was blotted
out of the sky for Mornington. Day-
light and darkness were the same to
him.

The thought of it made Jimmy
Silver’s heart heavy.

“Poor old Morny!”
Tovell. “Poor old chap!
frightfully rough on him!”

“He's staying at  Rookwood,
though?”’ remarked Raby.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“And coming into class?” asked
Newcome,

“Yes, so 1 hear. After all, it's
better for him. He would mope him-

repeated

It will he

self to death at home, I should think. |

Petter for him to keep up his work
as much as he can. We'll all help to
see him through.”

“Yes, rather!”
heartily.

“Erroll’s sticking to him like a
Trojan,” said Jimmy. *‘He hardly
closed his eyes the first three days and
nights of it. He looked fairly worn
out. He's going to look after Morny.
He's a good chap!”

“One of the best,” said Lovell.
“But what about Lattrey? Isn’t any-
thing going to be done to Lattrey,
for handling Morny like that? He
can’t stay here; we won't stand him !”

- Jimmy Rilver's face became grim,

“Of course, he'll have to go,” he
said. “TI hear that Morny’s guardian
wanted to have him prosecuted.”

“Serve him right !”

“ Bomehow, it fell through. I fancy
Morny was agamst it.”

“My hat! Morny used not to be
such a forgiving chap.”

“Well, it wouldn't do much good
now, and it would be a frightful dis-
grace for the school,” said Jimmy
slowly. “‘I suppose Morny thought
that out.  But—but, of conrse, we
can’t stand Lattrey at Rookwood,
after what he's done.”

“He's got to go,” said Raby. “I
wonder he hasn’t gone already.”

There was a tap at the door of the
end study.

“Come in!” said Jimmy Silver,

It was Mornington Secundus, of the
Second Form, who entered—the fag

said . the L Co,
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CONQUEST.

who was ulwa}vsfcalled “'Krbert ” by 8

the Rookwood fellows, his old name
i the days when he had been a home-
less waif,
The fag’s
troubled,
Little "Krbert had felt Morny’s mis-
fortune heavily.
Indeed, the one-time waif of Rook-

face was pale and

" wood would rather have had the mis-
' fortune fall upon h¥mself than upon

his cousin, the once superb Morny of
the Fourth,

- “Hallo, kid !” said Jimmy,
in!”

“Trot

“Master Morny’s comin’' out to- §

day,” said "Erbert,

“Yaoun, wo know,"

”ﬂﬂ Wit wand b ses dhad Paeasad
“He won't want to see that ’ound
Lattrey ’ere, when he comes~Ileast-
ways, he couldn’t see ‘im, now he's
blind,” said 'Erbert, with a cateh in
his voice. “‘But Lattrey ought not to
be 'ere, ought "e?”

(1] Nn. ”

“8ir Rupert Stacpoole was for pro-
secutin’ 'im,” said 'Erbert. *‘Morny
persuaded 'im not. He didn’t want
the school to be disgraced an’ dragged
into the noospapers., But everyhody
said that the ’Kad would turn Lat-

trey out. He ain’t done 1t.”
T can’t understand it,” said
Jimmy., “Lattrey ought to be sent

to a reformatory; but, at any rate,
he will have to he expelled from
Rookwood. T can't understand the
Head not dealing with him yet!”

S‘Some of the fellers say the 'Kad
can’t expel 'im,” said 'Erbert.

“ What rot!”

* Well, that was wot ’appened afore.
Even My, Bootles thought he was
going, when he was in disgrace last
time, an’ "is father came to see the
"Had, and Dr. Chisholm let 'im stay.
If the 'Bad’s goin’ to sack ’'im, why
ain’t ’e done 1t?”

“Blessed if T know !”

“Well, I've been thinking, sir,” said:

"Erbert. * Master Morny's comin’ out
of sanny. It’s rotten for Lattrey to
be 'ere when Master Morny comes
back. The "Ead ain’t done anything.
N'pose we make Lattrey go, afore
Mnsffir Morny comes back.”

“Oh!”

“He can’t be very appy ere,” said
"Frbert,  ““Nobody speaks to 'im,
Even ’is study mates, Peele and

(Gower, won’t say a word to 'im, But
he’s sticking ’ere. He ought to go,
and the fellers ought to make "im!”

“Right enough,” said Lovell em-
phatically. ‘‘How he’s got the nerve
to stick here, after what he's done,
beats me!”’

“The rotter’s got nerve enough for
anything !” growled Newcome,

‘'Hrbert’s right,” ' said Jimmy
Silver slowly. “T ean’t understand
Lattrey still being here, after blind-
ing poor old Morny. He's a danger.
ous beast! Ie's got to go! We'll
tell him so.”

“Hear, hear!”

“You leave it to us, ’Erbert,” said
Jimmy Silver, “We'll make it plain
engugh to the cad.”

The Fistical Four lost no time.

They left the end study at once,
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and Jimmy Silver muttered a few
words of instruction to his followers.

The four juniors separated, and
called in at the varions studics.

There was imumediate and unani-
mous backing for the Fistical Four,
Not a fellow in the Classical Fourth
dissented,

Van Ryn and Pons and Conroy
joined up at once, and Rawson and

| Oswald and Flynn, and even Town-

send and Topham, the nuts of the
Fourth.

Other fellows, as soon as they heard
what was on, joined the crowd in the
passage.

Even Peele & Ceo., whe had been
chummy with Lattrey, came to join
the party.

Nearly all the Classical Fourth
gathered in the passage, under the
lead of Jimmy Silver,

Lattrey was to be left in no doubt
as o the verdiet of the Fourth.

He had to get out of Rookwood,
and the whole Classical Fourth were
to tell him so.

“FEverybody here?”’ asked Jimmy
Silver, looking over the crowd.

“Everybody except Tubby Muffin,”
said Lovell, with a grin,

“T'm here!"” squeaked Tubby, bolt-
ing up from the stairs, with a smear
of jam on his fat chin,

“Tollow your leader!” said Jimmy
Silver.

And he strode to Lattrey’s study,
and thumped hard on the door,

. There was no answer from within,
but Jimmy did not wait for one.

He hurled the door open, and
strode into the study, with his fol-
lowers crowding at his heels.

The 2nd Chapter.
Jimmy S8ilver’s Resolve,

Mark Lattrey was alone in
study.

The outeast of Rookwood was not
looking happy.

He had been a good deal of a hermit
for the past week,

Frozen silence and scornful looks
greeted him when he appeared among
his Form-fellows.

Peele and Gower avoided the study,
and did their prep in other fellows’
quarters.

The black sheep of Rookwood had
often been near the limit before.
This time he had passed it, and there
was no possible forgiveness.

His hatred of Mornington had led
him too far. True, he had not fore-
seen the result of his reckless and
brutal act.

He had struck the dandy of the
Fourth with a heavy metal candle-
stick, the first weapon that came to
hand, not knowing or caring what
injury he might do.

Even his hard heart
twinge of remorse, when he learned

the

that Valentine Mornington had lost

his sight as the result of that brutal
blow.

But remorse was swallowed up, ere
long, in fear for himself,

He had breathed more freely when
he found that the law was not to take
cognisance of his action,

And since then he had begun to
hope that the affair would blow over.

He did not fear expulsion from the
school. He knew that his father
possessed an influence over the Head,
which had saved hun before.

had felt a |

i By gad ! 1]
“I'm a fool, Kit—the same old fool-—

swankin’ as usual !
by myself!
me a dog to lead me on a string ! ”

g ¢
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muttered Mornington,

I can't walk a yard
By gad, you'd better get

He félt certain that it would save
him again, and with each passing day
that certainty became more assured.

But he had reckoned without the
Rookwood fellows.

o far from the thing blowing over,
their scorn and detestation of the cad
of the Fourth only intensified.

His shamelessness in remaining in
the school, after what he had done,
added, if possible, to their contempt
and disgust.

Lattrey was stretched in the study
armchair, smoking a cigarette, when
Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived.

He started as the door was thrawn
open, and took the cigarette from his

 lips,

The erowd of grim faces in the doot-
way made him wince,

He rose to his feet, the cigarette in
his fingers.

“What do you want, Silver?” he
snapped ha.rshly.

“Come in, said
Jimmy.

The Fourth-Formers crowded into
;he study, as many as there was room
or.

The rest crowded the doorway and
the passage outside.

you fellows!™

“We're all here, Lattrey,” said
Jimmy Silver. ‘““Yon can see there’s
the whole Classical Fourth. I'm

taking the lead, as captain of the
Form, but we're all of one mind.”
“You bet!” said Conroy tersely.
“It's a week since you struck
Mornington down,” went on Jimmy.
“You're still at Rookwood.”
“Well?” sneered Lattrey.

(Continued on the next page.)
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“1 don't know why the Head hasn't
kicked you out yet.” ; ;

“1 fancy the Head isn't going to kick
me out, either!” i ‘

“Then you're thinking of staying in the
school ?” roared Lovell.

“Certainly ! ! i }

“After what you've done?” exclaimed
Dswald. |

Lattrey set Lis lips.

“J npever meant to hurt Morny,” he
said. “You know that! I was fighting
him, and I-—-I caught up the candlestick.
I never dreamed that he would be so
much hurt. You all know that!"”

“You didn't know, and didn't care,
you cur!” gaid Van Ryn. :

“Morny may get well, too,” said Lat-
trey. “The doctor said the case wasn't
absolutely hopeless. It’s an injury to the
optic nerve, and-—" ;

“There may be a chance of that,” said
Jimmy Silver. “It’s a slim chance, and
it doesn't alter what you've done.
You've blinded Mornington, and you're
not fit to be at Rookwood. You're not
fit to go to a reformatory, for that
matter; you're not fit to live anywhere
outside Prussia. But you've got to get
out of Rookwood.”

“That’s for the Head to decide.” 4

“The Head's a long time making up his
mind. Morny’s coming back to-day, and
you're not going to be here when he
Lomes.” !

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“Po you mean to say that you won't
go?” demanded Jimmy.

' Yes-ll i

“Well, you're going. If you like to go
‘and pack your box, we'll give you time,
and then we'll see you off.”

“0h, don’t be a fool!” said Lattrey
contemptuously. “I'm not going.”
“That’s done it!” shouted Lovell.

“(Collar him and kick him out!”

“Hands off !” yelled Lattrey, springing
hack. “1 tell you—— Hands off, you
T'll shout for help!”

“Shout away, you cad!”

The juniors rushed at Lattrey.

He fought savagely as their grasp closed
on him. But he was powerless in the
grasp of so many hands.

s I}W him out!” roared Conroy.

A him ouvrr

“Hhove him along !

Strugeling In the grasp of flve or six
fellows, Mark Lattrey was whirled
through the doorway, into the passage.

“Help!" he shouted. “Help! Bulke-
ley! Mr. Bootles! Help!”

“Shut up, you rotter!”

“Yank him along!”

(nHelp!" g

In a rush of excited juniors, Lattrey
was borne alang struggling to the stairs,
shrieking for help.

There was a heavy footstep on the .,

stairg, and Bulkeley of the Sixth strode
into the Fourth-Form passage.

“Help, Bulkeley!” screamed Lattrey,

“Stop that!” exclaimed the captain of
Rookwood angrily. * What are you young
sweeps up to?”

There was a roar at once.

“We're turning Lattrey out!”

“He’s . got to go!”

. “Stop, I tell you!” rapped out Bulke-
ey.

He strode among the juniors, and
grasped Lattrey, jerking him away Ifrom
the hands that clutched him.

The juniors stood round, angry, pant-
ing, a good deal like wolves at bay.

They were very much inclined to rush
Bulkeley himself. But the ecaptain of
Rookwood was very popular, iﬂtﬂd the
habit of discipline was strong.

“Look here, Bulkeley, he's got to go!”
shouted Lovell.

. “That’'s not for you to decide,” said
the prefect gruffly.

“Morny’s coming out of sanny to-day;
that fellow can't be here when he
comes!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “It’s
pot decent.”

“I know that as 'well as you do.”
growled Bulkeley. “I' don’t know why
he’s not turned out yet. But you can
depend on it that he will be expelled.
There isn't the slightest doubt about
that. Do you think the Head can pos-
sibly let him stay, you young asses?”

“Why hasn’'t he gone already, then?”
demanded Flynn.

“1 don't know,” said Bulkeley frankly.
“But it'’s for the Head to décide, not
for you. Lattrey, go into your study.”

Lattrey, panting, scuttled into his
room, followed by furious glances. But
not a hand was raised now to touch him.

" “Mind, you're to let that young villain
alone,” said Bulkeley warningly. “I’ll
look over this, as I understand how you
feel about it, but don’'t let there be any
more of it. No rioting here, or you’'ll
hear from me. Lattrey’s not to be
touched.” ;

And with that, the captain of Rookwood
turned and strode away.

‘The Classical juniors looked at one
another.

“T—1 suppose we've got to let old
‘Bulkeley bave his way!” murmured Raby,
rather uncertainly.

“T—I suppose so.”

“Why doesn’t the Head sack him, if
he’s going to?” growled Higgs.

“There’s something fishy about it,” said
Oswald. “Lattrey thinks he’s not going
to be expelled.”

Jimmy Silver compressed his lips.

‘“We'll do as Bulkeley says.,” he said.
#We can't very well do anything else.
‘“We'll let him alone. But if he stays
there much longer, we'll take the law

into our own hands, and expel him from

Rookwood ourselves. If he's here to-
morrow, we'll send a round robin to the
Head, demanding his expulsion.”

“Good ega!l” :
b “And if the Head doesn't do it, we'll
T e :

i« L- y Ilat !ll

“Hear, hear!” shouted Lovell.
the game!” .

And most of the Classical Fourth con-
curred.

The Head was to be given one more
c¢hance to do his obvious duty, and if he
did not do it, then the juniors of Rook-
wood would take the matter into their
own hands. !

And_ serious as that step undoubtedly
was, it was certain that Jimmy Silver
}zould have plenty of support in taking
it,

“That’s

The 3rd Chapter.
Blind !

“Take my arm, old chap!”

Kit Erroll spoke softly.

The junior by his 'side’ was groping
strangely, as he moved down the gravel
path in the hospital garden.

. Erroll’s face was kind and tender.

The friendship between Mornington and
Kit Erroll was deep and sincere, but, in
the quiet British way, it was seldom,
or never, that either of them showed an
outward sign of it.
thBélt Mornington’s blindness had altered

aty

Now, the once reckless and daring
Mornington was as helpless as a child,
and he needed all his friend’s care. And
it was given unstintingly. .

Morny, after his week in the sana-
t?élum, looked little - ditférent from of
old.. :

There were still traces of the bruises
on his face, but his half-closed eyes did
t]mt seem at the first glance to be sight-
©88, Y

It was from his manner that it was
evident that he was moving in deep
;i_a‘rkness, while the sun shone upon h}s
ace.

How Morny would take it was a

MRG0T NIR RONGOITAIIOWE. TI0 Wihe

adelng 16 qulobly,

Ab Nirst there had heen misory and wild
clh'-mmirt-h(; lllu.dlruilunl for death to put
im out of his helpless misery. '
had calmed. b i b e

There was a reserve of strength and
courage in Morny’s nature that helped
him to bear this most fearful of all
misfortunes.

He did not intend to let it knock him
over.

In helpless darkness, he was still t
some extent the proud old Mornimzton?
he would not “go under.” Instead of
feebly cursing his fate, he would bear
up under it with grim endurance.

His whole proud nature shrank from
moving the pity of others. Pity was the
wgrst that he feared. _
I_I.‘llebsgnl in the heavens was dark: to
um, but he was still Morni
and unsubdued. el

Erroll watched him anxiously,
close to him.
akl)gpwas like Mornyh to attempt to walk

', a8 soon as he was i
Ak My ‘ as outside the
:Jl.‘he gravel crunched under his feet,
Morny, old fellow——" murmured
Erroll.

“Let me alone, Kit. 1 know this patl
Dash it all, a {ellow ought to l)epabllé
t;) ftn'llow a path he knows, with his eyes
shut!”

keeping

sk said  Mornington. “Let me
y.

He swung on, followed close
Wit ed closely by

His chum’s arm caught him.
_“l)on’t!” snapped Morny. “I'm going
right—— Oh, gad!” He stretehed out
his bhand, and touched the bark of the
tree before him, into which he would
ll;avg walked but for Erroll's restraining

and.

He stood quite still for some
moments, his face flushing and paling
his breath coming thick. i

Erroll watched him, with inexpressible

| pain in his face.

“By gad!” Mornington spoke at last.
“I'm a fool, Kit—the same old fool—
swankin’, as usual! I can't walk a yard
by myself. By gad, you'd better get
me a dog to lead me on a string!”

He laughed—a laugh so full of sardonic
Ttt.erness, that Erroll shivered to hear
it.

“Morny!” he muttered. ;

“Catch hold of me, Kit—guide
said Mornington.
again!”

Erroll took his arm.

They moved down the path, and
Erroll opened the gate into the quad-
rangle.

“8o it's come to this!” said Morning-
ton. “That's the quad we're getting
into, Erroll?”

“Yes, Morny.”

“There’'s a beech-tree close—only a
yard or two away, I remember.”

“It is close by you, Morny.”

“An’ I can't see it. Kit, old man, will
you do me a favour?”

“Anything.”

“Lead me down to the river, then, and
put me on the landin’-raft, and leave me
there.”

“Morny, old chap, you don’t know how
you hurt me, when you talk like that,”
said Erroll, in a stifled voice. “Don’t,

me!”
“I won’t play the fool

THE BOYS® FRIEND

old ehap! I know how had it is! Good-
ness. knows, I know that! But—7"
“Only jokin’, dear boy,” said Morning-
ton lightly. *“I'm all right. As soon as
I can hobble about with a stick, 1
sha'n't worry you any more.” !
“You’'ll never worry ‘me, Morny.”
“You're a good fellow, Kit, but yon'll
get fed wup,” grinned the blind junior.
“1 should, I know that! After a week

“1 shall not get fed up, Morny,”? 'said
Erroll quietly, 1 don't. believe « you
really think so, either. And T know
you'd do as muech for me, as I'm going
to do for you, old fellow.”

“Perhaps.”

“1 know it! T've got eyes for hoth of
ug now,” said Erroll cheerfully. w4 '
only thankful that T'm here, Morny, and
able to look after you. That's the only

comfort for me now. This way, old
son!” i
“Blind!” muftered Mornington, as his

ehum led his uncertain steps towards the
School House. “Blind! I've heard of
people, but I've never thought about it.
Lots of soldiers have got it—blinded in
the trenches-—and they haven't got the
things I've got to heip make up for it.
Poor chaps! Poor chaps!”

Erroll's eyes were moist.

Mornington could *think of others, as
well as himself, whiile his misfortune lay
80 heavily upon him.

S By, gadl”
~ That remark came from Adolphus
Smythe, of  the Shell, as he spotted

Erroll and Mornington in the quad.

The dandy of the Shell bore down on
them at once.

“Hallo! Out again, Morny!” he ex-
claimed.

“Is that Smythe?”

“That's it, Morny. How do you feel?”
asked Adolphus, scanning  Morny's face
through his eyeglass. “You look much
the same, by gad!”

“1 feel much the same.”

“No pain, what?”

“Not now.”

“That's good! Horrid bad luck!” said
Smythe, with rather vague sympathy.
“Fairly knocks you on the head, what?
Too bhad, you know—too bad!”

Mornington's nostrils dilated.

Adolphus meant well. He intended to
be kind and sympathetic. But a com-
passionate tone was not  tactful;
Adolphus was never celebrated for tact.

Pity from Adolphus Smythe roused all
the bitterness in Mornington's breast.

“We're all sorry for you,” went on
Smythe. “Awfully sorry, you know, by
gad, and-—and all that! Knocks you
out of everythin'. Too rotten! Any-
thin’ a chap can do?” '

“ Nothing, but shut up and give me a
rest!” said Mornington deliberately.

“Wha-a-t?" ejaculated Smythe, taken

aback. / ; tdil]
TIORAOR, T here™  aonmaTations,” wnid

Mornington, In the some deltherate tone.
“1 can't sée the sun ab noonday: but
then, 1 can't see your face, either,
Smythe.”

“What 2" :

“1t always worried me,” said Morn-
ington. - ;

“B-b-by gad!” gasped Adolphus.

Erroll drew his friend on, and they left
Smythe standing in the quad, blinking
after them, apparently overcome,

“By gad!” ejaculated Adolphus again,:

But |

at last. “By gad!”

And that was all he could say.
he resolved mnot to waste any more
sympathy upen Valentine Mornington.

The 4th Chapter.
Face to Face.

Jimmy Silver ran forward, as Erroll
came up the steps of the School House
with his unseeing chum.

“Hallo, Morny!” said Jimmy heartily.
“Giad to see you out again!” |

“Thanks!” said Mornington. “Sorry
T can’t say the same--can’t see, you
know. TFeelin' very sympathetic?”.

Jimmy looked at him curiously.

Morny was evidently in a bhitter 'and
sardonic mood; he was still the Morny
of old. But the blind junior could say
what he liked without giving offence.
 “Certainly. Morny!” said Jimmy. “No
harm in feeling sympathetic, [ suppose.
But never mind that. You're looking
jolly well.” '

“Oh; 2 good !
agreeahbly. i

“We've been waiting for you,” con-
tinued Jimmy. “Tea-time, you Know.
Ready for tea?”

“0Oh, yes!”

“There’s a spread in the end study—
a feast of the gods,” said Jimmy im-
pressively. “Everything that’s allowed
by the merry grub rules. We've had
to watch Tubby Muffin like a hawk to
keep him from scoffing it.”

“Ha, hat”

Jimmy grinned with satisfaction; he
had succeeded in making Morny laugh,
at all events.

“You're awfully good!” said Morning-
ton. “I'm afraid T should be a bit too
much trouble, though.”

It was the touchiness of the blind
again, But Jimmy had more tact than
Adolphus Smythe of the Shell.

“My dear chap, we sha'n't let you bhe
a trouble,” he answered. “We don’'t
stand on ceremony in the end study,
Buck up! Lovell’s making the cocoa.
You don't mind having no tea for tea?
Tea’s oft.”

“I'd rather not—"
“Trot along, then,” said Jimmy, deaf

Mornington's half-uttered refusal.

said  Morny, more

to

Il get along, and see that the eggs

aren’t boiled hard.
come,”

Jimmy scudded up the stairs.

“Come on, Morny!” said Erroll.

“ Hold on, here's Bootles,” said Morny
coolly.

Erroll looked at him in astonishment.

Mr. Bootles, the master. of the Fourth,
had just stepped out of his study,
though how the blind junior knew it was
a mystery.

Mornington chuckled. He felt, though

Can't trust New-

he could not see, the surprise in ‘his
chum’s face. i ;
“I know his step, you ass,” he said.

“When  you can’t use your eyes, your
cars get sharper. Isn't it Bootles?”
“Yes, Morny.”
“My dear Mornington!” Mr. Bootles
came up, rustling and sympathetic, * My
dear lad, I am very glad to see you

amonget us once more!”

“Thank you, sitr!”

“You are teeling well, my dear boy?”

“Rippin’, sir!”

#My dear Mornington, I am very, very
glad to see that you are not repining,”
said the master of the Fourth.

“Not at all, sir, The fact is, I'm
enjoyin’, it.’) o
“What < what?” ejaculated  Mr.

Baotles. ! i ‘
“It's really quite a mnovel an’ enter-
tainin’ experience, sir,” said Mornington

calmly. “I wouldn't have missed it for
worlds 1?

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. :
He blinked at Mornington over his
glasses. Morny wag quite grave, and

surely he could not be suspected of pull-
ing his Form-master's leg!

Mr. Bootles coughed, and coughed
again, very much perplexed. And Morn-
ington went up the staircase with Lis
chum’s guiding hand on his arm.

Mornington chueckled when they reached
the landing. :

«] think old Boots must?have been a
bit flummoxed, Kit,” he murmured.

« He was a bit surprised, at any rate,”
said Erroll, laughing. ¢ What were you
pulling his leg for, you duffer?”

1 don'tt want his dashed snuffy sym-
pathy !»

Erroll made no reply to that.

“ Hallo, Morny! Top of the afthernoon
to yez!” ghouted Flynn from his study
doorway.

« Hallo, fathead!” was Morny's reply.

Tubby Muffin came scudding up.

« Morny, old chap! Hallo, Morny!”
squeaked Tuobby. «I say, Morny, how
does it feel to be blind?” o

“«How does it feel to be a born idiot?”

asked Mornington. \
13 Eh ? b1 :
“ You answer my question, and Tl

answer yours.”
“QOh, I say, Morny——"
% Kick him for me, Erroll!” ;
«Why, you beast,” howled Tubby in-
dignantly, “I was going to say 1 felt
jolly sorry for you, and now I won’t!”
« Will you kick him, Kit?2?” ;
Tubby Muffin scuttled away without
waiting to be kicked.
' He confided to half the Fourth that

. Mornington was as big a beast as he had

ever been, and that he, Reginald Muffin,
wasn't going to bother his head about
him, for one.

Morningion  waled i *u’ﬁ%%iiﬂ =
rroll w:n*n lvmmg Il o the ene Sglll-l'v

“NOb there yol, Morny,"

“1 kpow that, ags! 1s Lattrey still at
Rookwood 22

“Ye-es,”

“] want to see him—I—I mean, I want
to speak to him,” said Mornington, biting
his lip hard.

€ ]I say——>

“Take me to him, fathead!”

“0Oh, all right!»

Erroll knocked at Lattrey’'s door and
opened it. i

The cad of the TFourth looked round
with a scowl. He had not quite recovered
from the seveére handling he had received
that afternoon . at the hands of the
Classical Fourth.

He started, however, as he saw Morn-
ington,

“You!” he exclaimed.

“Here I am again!” said Mornington.
“You're ' still / here, Lattrey? Feelin’
specially proud of your handiwork—
what ?? \

“I'm sorry it turned out like that!”
muttered Lattrey. “I never meant it.
You should have left me alone. I didn't
want to fight you—you knew that.”
,“I'm not sorry I licked you for eracks
ing my head with a stone in a snowhall,
Lattrey. 1've got somethin' to tell you.
My guardian wanted to prosecute you for
what you've done. I fancy that would
have meant a reformatory for you, my
pippin. I stopped him.?

“Why did you?” sneered Lattrey.

“To save the disgrace to the school,”
said Mornington. “But you can't stay
at Rookwood, Lattrey. Why haven't you
gone?”

«“1 haven't, at any rate!»

“ Do you mean to stay?”

&« YES.H y

“ And brazen it out ?”

“Put it as you like. I'm not going.”

“The Head will turn you out.”

“He hasn't done so yet,” said Lattrey,
shrugging his shoulders. -

“Look here,” said Mornington quietly,
“you're not going to stay at Rookwood,
Lattrey. I won’t stand that! It rested
with me whether you were sent to prison.
I've let you off that. But you ought to
have decency enough to go.”

Lattrey did not answer.

“T won't stand it!” said Mornington
hetween hisz teeth. “You've hlinded me.
I'm trying to forgive you for that,
though it's hard. But I can't endure you
after what you've done; and T won't! I
can't understand the Head letting you
stay. But you've got to go. I'll see
that you do!” i

“You'll see?” sneered Lattrey.
h]Mlornim;ﬂ;on bit his lip till it almost

ed.

“No, T can’t see!” he said bitterly.
“You're right, Lattrey. I'm a helpless
log, and you've made me so. I ecan't
touch you. You can stay here to chuckle
over what you've done, and I can't pre-
vent vou. . Get me out of this, Erroll.”

Erroll led him from the room and on
to the end study. .

The cheerful expression was gone from
Mornington’s face now, and his brow was
overcast. In the presence of Lattrey, who
had so terribly injured 'him, he had
realised for the first time his utter help-
lessness. !

But in the silence that fell in the end
study Morny realised the effect of his
gloomy looks, and recalled his resolution,
He did not mean to be a wet blanket
and an object of pity.

As that thought came into his mind the
gloomy frown disappeared from his foce
as if by magic., and he smiled.

“ Py gad! I'm sorry I can’t see you
fellows!” he remarked, ¢ Pass the jam,
Kit—and  help me with it." 1 suppose
you'll he leavin® me out of the team for
the next footer mateh, Silver??”

Jimmy started. .

“ T suppose 80,” he gaid.

«1 snuppose you'll have to,” remarked
Mornington. ~ “Football would be a bit
difficult for me under the cires, I'll come
down and cheer, however. Fortunately,
1 haven't lost ‘my voice.” i ‘

Mornington chatted cheerily during tea,
and when he left with Erroll afterwards
he left an impression behind him of
cheery contentment.

“« Morny's standin’ it jolly well,” Lovell
remarked. “Blessed if I thought he'd be
go cool ahout it1? &

“« He's got lots of pluck,” said Jimmy
Hilver, :

And on that point certainly there was
no doubt, )

The 5th Chapter.
The Whip-hand.

« Lattrey's pater, by Jove!”

It was the following morning, and near
time for lessons, when the cab from the
station stopped at the School House, and
a hard-featured man descended. !

The Fistical Xour recognised hin? at
once,

They had seen Lattrey's father once
hefore, and they had not liked his looks.

It was known at Rookwood that Lucas
Lattrey was the head of a firm of inquiry
agents, and was, in fact, a detective—or
a spy, as Mornington had preferred to

ut it. 1
p.]imm_v Silver & Co. glanced at him
curiously as he passed into the House.
Jimmy looked relieved. A

« He's come for Lattrey,” he said,

« All the better,” said Lovell, equally
relieved, “1 couldn’t imagine what the
Head was at, letting that rotter hang on
here. 1 suppose he was leaying it till 'his
father counld come for him.”

“Let's give the cad a hiss as he goes,”
said Newcome.

“No, no; not with his father.”

“Right!” gaid Newcome at once. “11
forgot that. After all, if he goes, that’s
good enough.” !

The news spread in the Classical Fourth
that Lattrey’s father had come, and was
in the Head's study. Nobody doubted
that Mr. Lattrey had come to feteh his
son away from the school, and the relief
was general,

L e T N T T

Littrey ot Rookwood any longer Jimmy
Milver & Co. were determined, and if the
Head had chosen to let him stay  the
gituation wounld have bheen very diflicult
and awkward,

It was a relief to know that the fellow
was going, and that Rookwood was done
with him. i

As a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver &
Co. wege  taking a little too much for
granted, As they wonld have learned if
they could have heard what was passing
in Dr. Chishobm's study just then.

The Head of Rookwood rose hurriedly
- to his feet as Mr. Lattrey was shown in.
His face, which the juniors always knew
as calm and composed, expressing little
of human feeling, was agitated and
tense. Ay

Mr, Lattrey wore a grim expression.

“You received my letter?” exclaimed
the Head, motioning his visitor to a chair,

“That is why I am here!”

“Tt is several days since I wrote.”

“I am a busy man!®

Dr. Chisholm compressed his lips.

There was an almost brutal terseness
in Mr. Lattrey’s manner.

“Well, you understand from my letter
PSRRI

“That is what T have called to see you
about,” said Mr. Lattrey quietly. *“¥You
tell me that you wish my son to leave
Rookwood. You told me so hefore, and
I explained to you that I'could not con-
sent. I have only the same answer to
make now.”

“The case is altered now, Mr. Lattrey,”
said the Head, in a low, clear voice.
“On the previous occasion, your son had
been guilty of rascally conduet. I should
have sent him away from Rookwood.
You held over my head the threat of
‘revealing to the world the disgrace of my
vounger brother, and covering me with
sharlne. That is what is called black-
mail.” s

“You did not ask me here to tell me
that, I presume?”

“No! T wish to tell you that the case
is altered—your son, going from bad to
worse, has acted in a way that cannot be
forgiven. I explained the circumstances
in my letter. He has blinded one of his
schoolfellows, by a brutal blow struck
with a weapon!” :

“An accident,” said Mr. Lattrey tartly.
“I have heard' from my son, explaining
the matter. He was attacked—-"

B}} schoolboy fight,” said the Head.
ll' '.] J_____—Ij

“He struck Mornington to protect him-
self, and there was an unfortunate result
—a quite unforeseeable ‘secident.”

“No doubt he has told you so0,” said
Dr. Chisholm, his lip  curling. “Mark
Lattrey is incapable of truth, as he is
i\qczmahle of honourable conduct of any

(nd.”

“1 do not think so!”

“That is my observation, as his head-
master. After such an occurrence, Mr.
Lattrey, the boy cannot remain in the
school. Mornington's guardian was with
difficulty | dissuaded from proscenting
him. It was Mornington, who suffered by
his brutality, who pleaded with Sir
Rupert: Stacpoole not to bring that dis-
graee upon Rookwood, Sir Rupert will be

satisfled, il the hoy goes. He must go!
You can see that for yourself.”
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Mr. Lattrey's jaw set squarely.

“1 ean see that [ cannot afford to let
my son be expelled from a school like
Rookwood !” he replied.

“1 was weak to allow him to remain

before; I reproach myself with it. This
time, I cannot allow it."”

“You have had my answer.”

“J—I mneed not expel him publicly,”
faltered the Head. "1 can, and will spure
you that humiliation. DBut he mugt
leave.”

*He cannot leave!"”

“Mr. Lattrey !”

“We may as well speak plainly, sir,”
said Mr. Lattrey, in his cold, inecisive
tones. *“ Expulsion from a school of the
standing of Rookwood is o lifelong dis-
grace. My son could never live it down.
I shall not see him hegin life handieapped
in this manner, while I ean prevent it.”

“He knew the risk.”

“He assures me that
accident.”

“Nonsense !

“Nonsense or not, I accept his state-
ment,” execlaimed Mr, Lattrey angrily,
“and I repeat, that ! will not have my
son turned out of this school !

“1t does not rest with you.  You will
take him away with you, when you go,
or I shall direet a prefect te take him
to the railway station,”

“You mean that?" asked Mr. Lattrey
calmly.

it was all an

“ YE‘.H_"
“Very well,” The detective took up his
hat. “Then 1 need stay no longer. 1

take it for granted that you have con-
sidered all the consequences of your
action."”

The Head drew a panting breath.

“You-—you mean that you will proceed
to reveal to the public the shameful
gsecret 1 have gonarded s0 many years, and
which you learned in & way no hoaour-
able man could have used!” he exclaimed.

“Put it g8 vou like! You are very well
aware, Dr. Chisholm, that you could not
retain your present pest if that seeret
were known."”

“I know it!" muttered the Head.

“1f my son leaves Rookwood, you leave
Reokwood,” said Mr. Lattrey coolly. *“If
he leaves in disgrace, you leave in dis-
grace.  And--you have a wife—a child-—
to  share your disgrace! Have you
thought of them?"

Dr. Chisholm pressed his hand te his
brow.

“Heaven knows I have thought of
them,” he said falteringly. “But-—but 1
must do my duty. And my duty is to
compel your son to leave this school,
where he is not fit to associate with any
of my hoys."”

“Do your duty, and I will do mine,”
said Mr. Lattrey. *“Good-morning, sir!
It is war between us, and you have
chosen it

i hand wne on the door,
Chilsholm spoke agnin,

when Dr,

" Mr. Lattroy 1"

The detective turned baek,

“Well "

“You-~you are resolved-——"

“Quite !

“You will eover an honourable name

with shame if I do not allow a hardened
yeung rascal to remain in the school?”

“My boy, hardened or not, must go te
gome school. Why not this as well as
another?”

“He has narrowly escaped a prosecu-
tion, which might bhave e¢ended in
a sentence to a reformatory.”

“Well, he has escaped it, as you say;
then that point need not he discussed.”

“1--1 eannot let him stay here i

“Then all is said.”

“Stop!” exclaimed the Head huskily.
“You have me in your power, and you
know it! If nothing will move you—"

“1 have alrepdy answered.”

“l--I will think what c¢an be done,”
faltered the Head.

Mr. Lattrey, unmoved, glameed at his
wateh. ; ‘

“1 am a busy man,” he said. “I have
a return train to cateh. 1t was only
with great diffieulty I was able to eall
here. 1 must ask for your final decision
within five minutés.”

He waited, wateh in hand.

Dr. Chisholm sat at his desk, a stunned
look uvnon his face.

He knew that he
detective’s thumb—that
quarrel with him.

He had hoped, vaguely, that even Mr,
Lattrey would see that it was impossible
for his sgon to remain at Rookwood
School, But at the ftirst sight of the
detective’s iron face, he had realised that
his hope was a delusion.

There was neither understanding
merey there.

Mr. Lattrey closed his wateh with a
snap, and returned it to his pocket.

His steely eyes questioned the Head of
Rookwood.

“Well?" he snapped,
stay or go?”

the
not

under
dared

was
he

nor

"Does my son

“Please answer.”

“You—you insgist——"

“1 have said so.”

“Then—then I-~I will see whuat ean he
done. I—1 will let him stay-—for the
present, at least,” muttered the Head,
“ Heaven forgive you, Mr. Lattrey, flor
your wickedness. Go! Your son shall
stay "

“(Good-morning, sir!” said Mr, Lattrey
calmly.

e quitted the study.

A minute later, the Rookwood fellows
saw ‘him step into his cab—alone! He
had not even seen his son.

Jimmy 8ilver & Co. stared blankly
anfter the vehicle, as it rolled away,

“He's—he's gone!” said Lovell.

“And Lattrey basn't!"

Jimmy rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“The rotter must ‘be going!” he said.
“He's bound to go! Anyway, the
sentence of the Fourth helds good., 1f
he's still bere after dinner, we sgend a
round rohin te the Head.”

The cab-wheels died in the
distance.

Mark Lattrey, looking from his study
window, smiled.

away

The 6th Chapter.
The Round Robin!

Mornington came into the Fourth
Yorm-room, with Krroll's ~hand on his
arm.

The sightless junior was guided to his
place by his chum,

8o far as possible, Mornington was to
participate, as before, in the work of the
torm,

There was much that he could no
longer do; but there was no need for him
to give up everything,

All eyes were on Mornington as he sat
down. He knew it, though he could not
see.

Lattrey glaneed at him very curiously.

Mr. Bootles was very kind and con-
siderate to Mornington. 8o was everyone
in the form. :

There was .a cheerful

calm and

| expression on Morny’s face.

Bitter as his aflliction was, he would
not allow his feelings to appear in his
face. And the determined efiort to keep
up a cheerful eountenance, helped him to
real cheerfulness.

It was hammering in his mind all the
time, that he would not be an objeet of
pity. He was blind—he was almost help-
less—but no ones should hear him
complain,

Only once, a flash of bitter anger
passed over his face, as Mr. Bootles spoke
to Lattrey by name,

Lattrey was there, within a dozen feet
of him--Lattrey, who hkad struck him
down and darkened his eyes, and his life.

Lattrey was still there—still within the
walls of Rookwood, in sight of the
terrible harm he had done,

Some of the fellows wondered what
Lattrey was made of, that he had the
nerve to remain,
~ But it would not be for long. Jimmy
Silver was determined on that,

Tl

i

I

7

“1 won't stand it !" said Mornington between his teeth.
for that, though it's hard. But | can

i

“@Go it, Jimmy!"

“I've only a few words to say. You
all know what Lattrey of the Fourth has
done ?"

“Yes, the rofter!”

“Rotten Classical
Tommy Cook.

“Shut up, yeu Modern!"”

“Pile in, Jimmy Silver!”

“You all know what he's done. You
know that Morny, the fellow he's injured,
stood between him and prison. For some
reason I don't profess to understand, the
Head won't turn him ouf of the school.
The Head's got to turn him out!”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“1 propose that a round robin be sent
to the Head, calling upon him to expel
‘Lattrey at once!” pursued Jimmy Silver.

"Bravo!”

“The document will be written out, and
signed in the form of a round robin by
every chap present. Hands up for the
round rohin!”

Every hand went up.

“Good!” said Jimmy, jumping down
from the chair. *“ We'll strike while the
iron's hot. The Head goes to his study
after luneh, and we’ll let him have the
round robin there, before afternoon
lessong 1"

“Good egg!”

Jimmy Silver took a pen and a sheet of
impot paper.

He chewed the handle of the pen
thoughtfully for a few moments, the
juniors crowding round him and looking
on eagerly. : ;

But the captain of the Fourth was soon
at work.

His peén glided rapidly over the paper,
and the juniors buzzed approval as they
read what he wrote.

ead!” came from

“Put it plain enough, Jimmy!” said
Lovell,

“Yes, rather!”

i 1vm dDiIlg u’h” " NO

said Jimmy.

7

e

out of Rookwood, and 1'll see that you do !’

It was simply inexplicable why the
Head did not expel him; but if the Head
had forgotten his duty, the school was
ready to remind him of it.

After the Fourth were dismissed Jimmy
Silver stopped Lattrey in the passage.

“You still here, Lattrey?' he said
quietly,

“Looks like it!” sneered Lattrey.

“You're not under orders to go?”

“Not at all!”

“The Head hasn’t even sent for you?”

*0Oh, 'nel” i

“And you intend to stay?”

“Certainly!”

“Then it's time for us to set to work,”
said Jimmy quietly; and he turned his
hagk on Lattrey,

The latter sauntered out into the quad-
fr:un:slc. still with a sneering smile on his
ace.

He was not without hepes that the
allalr would blow over in time and be
forgotten.

Mornington might leave, and then he

would have a better chance of living
down his blackest deed in a rasecally
career.

¢ At all events, he was resolved to “stick
, out,”’

But Jimmy Silver was resolved, too.

After dinner there was a meeting in the
Junior Common-room, and it was attended
by Maoderns as well as Classieals.

Tominy Dodd & Co., of the Modern
gide, were at one with Jimmy Silyer in
this matter,

Erroll was In the quadrangle with Morn-

ington, but nenrly all the rest of the
Fourth were prosent, And a crowd of the
shell, the 'Thipd, and the Second had

come In to swell the meeting,
ever had the Lower School, Classicals,
and Moderns allke, bheen so unanimous on
any subjeeh.
Jimmy Silver mounted on o chair.
“Gentlemen of Kook wood—ia" he
began,

chance of the Head making any mistake
about that.”

The epistle to the Head was finished at
last, and Jimmy Silver signed his name
to it first. :

The Co. followed; then the three
Colonials; then Tommy Dodd and his
chums; and then, in order, nearly all
the Fourth, the Shell, and the Third, and
some of the Second Form. :

'Brbert’'s name, "“Mornington 11.,” was
written with especial @ emphasis. The
names were in a cirele round the docu-
ment, and the paper was covered with
the army of signatures,

The round robin was complete at last.

“Now that's got to be 'taken to the
Head!” said Jimmy Silver.

“ Ahem !” -

Smythe & Co. of the Shell sauntered out
of the Common-room. They had signed
the paper, but they did not want to
interview the Head.

“I'll take it!" said Jimmy Silver at
last. “I'll slip it under his study door,
and tap and-—and clear.”

“Good egg! That's all right! ”

And the many signaturcs on the round
robin having been blotted and dried,
Jimmy Silver slipped the sheet under
his jacket, and made his way to Dr. Chis-
holm’s study.

R ]

The 7th Chapter,
Coming to a Climax.

The Head of Rookweod was alene in
his study.

He was sitting at his table, his head
drooping, his chin resting en his hands.

5 expression was one of utter dejection.

The Head had a strong sense of duty,
and he knew that it was his duty to turn
the black sheep of Rookwood out of the
gohool. DBut———

But he was in the detective's power.
Lucas Lattrey knew that miserable old

.

't endére you after what you’ve done, and | won’i.

secret, so long and so earefully guarded,
and the old gentlemans whole nature
shrank from the hitter shame of it if all
should be dragged out into the light of
day. .

He was feeling weary and tired as he
thought it over, and had sunk into deep
and melancholy reflection, whep he was
aroused by a sudden tap at his study
door,

He glanced sat the door, and to his
astonishment saw that a sheet of paper
had been slipped under it into the room.

There wasg a sound of receding footsteps
in the corridor without,

The Head sat for some moments gazing
in surprise at the sheet of paper that lay
just. within the room.

He rose at last, crossed the study, and
picked it up.

He startled violently as he looked at

the thickly-scrawled paper. For this is
what he read:
“Bir,—We, the Lower fchool of Rook-

wood, eonsider that Mark Lattrey, of the
IVth Form, should not be allowed to
remain in the school. We are surprised
that he has not been expelled from Rook-
wood, and we heg to point put that we
cannot and will not tolerate him in the
school, and we humbly and respectfully
call upon you, sir, to send him away at
once.
“As witness our signatures:”

followed a circie of he-

Then names,

‘winning with “J. Silver.”

Dr. Chisholm held the paper in his
hand, staring at it blankly. At first it
was astonighment and dismay that were
expressed in his face. But anger soon
followed, Kind-hearted man as the Head
was, he was severe plso, and he had a
very strong sense of discipline,

Circumstances had compelled him to

“You've blinded me-—I'm trying to forgive you

You've got to clear

come to a decision which he knew was

WrOng.
But he was still Headmaster of Reonk-
woad, entitled to the unquestioning

obedience of the school, and determined
to exact that unguestioning obedience to

the last jot and tittle.

His brow grew darker and darker.

He toueched the bell at last, and sent
the page for Mr. Bootles. He was seated
at his desk, the paper before him, when
the Form-master entered,

He was quite calm again now, but his
brows were knitted.

Mr. Bootles was not looking quite his
ordinary self as he came in. He was
nervous, and more fussy than usual.

Mr. Bootles, like everybody else at
Rookwood, was simply astounded to find
Mark Lattrey remaining in the school,

“Mr. Bootles, I have just received this
extraordinary paper,” said the Head in
a low, evén voice. It was slipped under
my door by some person whom I did not
See. Kindly glance at it.”

The surprised Form-master looked at
the paper, and coughed expressively.

“Bless mny soul!” he said.

“The handwriting, I helieve, is that of
a member of your Form, Mr. Bootles?”

“I think so—-SBilver,” stammered Mr.
Bootles. “But the signatures appear to
he those of all the Lower School, or
nearly all. It is, I suppose, what is
called a round robin."”

*1 presume so."”

“I—1 am not wholly surprised, sir,”
ventured Mr. Bootles. “Great surprise
has been caused by the fact that Lattrey
has hitherto remained at Rookwood.”

“Indeed!” said the Head coldly.

“It was taken for granted, gir, that he
would be expelled from the school,” mur-
mured Mr. Bootles. i

“I have considered the matter, Mr.
Bootles, and for certain reasons I have
decided to allow Lattrey to remain—for
the present, at least.”

g

The Head
formality..

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Bootles.

“Nuturally, having reached this de-
cision, I am not likely to allow myself
to be dictated to by the boys of the
lower Forms.”

“I—I suppose not, sir. But—but the
sénior boys are also very much astonished
that Lattrey has not gone yet.” -

“The senior boys, I presume, will have
sense enough to refrain from question-
ing the decision of their headmaster.”

“I—1 presume go.”

“The junior boys, apparently, lack that
amount  of common-sense,” said the
Head drily. “This must be rectified.
Although this document is signed in the
form of a round robin, I have little
doubt that it is mainly the work of
Silver, the head boy in the Fourth, in’
whose hand the message is written.”

“It is possible.”

spoke in a tone of cold

“It is very probable, I think. Under
those ecircumstances, Mr. Bootles, I
leave the matter in your hands. You

will speak to Silver, and warn him that
any further impertinence of this kind
will be visited with severe punishment.”

“Oh! Very well, sir.”

“That is all, Mr. Bootles. Take the
paper and destroy it, after you have
reprimanded ASilver.”

“As you wish, sir,” said Mr. Bootles,
somewhat stiffly.

The Fourth-Form master @ left the
study with the round rebin in hig hand,
and returned to his own quarters.

He passed the Fistical Four in the
corridor, and heckoned to Jimmy Silver
to follow him.

“Now for the merry verdiet!”
mured Lovell.

Jimmy Silver followed the Form-master
quietly into his study. He could see that
a storm was brewing, and he did not
fear it.

it the Head refused the request con-.
veyed in the round robin, it was Jimmy's|
intention to take larger, and more
drastic, measures, ;

“Ahem!” Mr. Bootles coughed uncom-
fortably., “Silver, you--you see this—
this somewhat extraordinary paper—
what, what?”

*Yes, sir,” sald Jimmy.

“It appears to be a-—a—a round robin,
I think it is called, Silver.”

“Exactly, sir.”

“The mesage is written in your hand,
Silver. Dr. Chisholm concludes that you
have been the ringleader in this—ahem !
~—piece of impertinence.”

“We're all in it together,
Jimmy firmly.

“Really, Silvepr—-—""

_"BI)ues Dr. Chisholm refuse our request,
gie

“Certainly—most certainly!”

I Labtrey o abiy; sive= asked Hinmy,
vory gqulotly.

YDy, Chisholm's dealplon, at present, is
that Lattrey is to remain at Rookwood,
Silver."”

Jimmy compressed his lips.

“This paper,” continued Mr. Bootles,
“1 shall destroy, by the Head’s instruc-
tions.” He tossed it into the fire as
he spoke. “Now, Silver, I recognise
that feeling has been very much excited in
the sehool by the wickedness of Lat-
trey's conduct. Doubtless he will be
punished. But that is not a matter for
you or your schoolfellows to decide. Dr.
Chisholm’s decision is absolute. I shall
not punish you now, Silver, but it must
be understood that there is no more of
this—this impertinence.”

Jimmy did not answer.

“You understand that, Silver?” ox-
claimed the Fourth-Form master sharply.

"I understand, sir, that Lattrey can't

mur-

sir,” said

remain  at Rookwood!” said Jimmy
Bilyer steadily.

“What, what?”

Jimmy did not fiinch.

“The fellows will not stand

it, sir!”
he said. ;

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“8ilver, I .do not wish to cane you.
Leave my study at once, and kindly let
there be no more of this—this insolence!
Not a word more! You may go.”

Jimmy Silver left the study.

His face was dark and set as he re-
joined his chums.

“Well?” demanded the Co., with one
voice.
“Lattrey is to stay!” said Jimmy

Silver, hetween his teeth, his faee pale
with anger. “That's the Head’s (éecision.
And if we say anything mere about it,
we're to be punished.”

“My hat!”

“Why, what a rotten shame!” broke
out Lovell furiously. “We're not going

to stand it! We won't stand it for a
minute !”

“No fear!”

“We're not standing it!” he  said.

“We've given the Head a chance to do
the right thing. He's refused. We're
ordered to put up with that scoundrel
in the school as if nothing had hap-
pened. We're not going to do it! Lat-
trey is going to be expelled from Rook-
wood! The HMHead won't expel him, and
so "—he paused a moment—"“we're going
to expel him!”

“Usg?"” breathed Lovell,

“Us!” said Jimmy Silver ' steadily.
“He's going, whether the Head -likes it
or not! Lattrey’s going to be expelled
from Rookwood by the Lower Sechool!”

" Hear, hear!”

The bell rang, and the Fourth went into
their Form-room. Lattrey in class gave
Jimmy Silver a vaunting 1ook. He knew
what had happened, and he knew that it
had failed. But Jimmy Silver & Co. wero
not yet done with the fellow who wan
condemned by the school!

THE END.
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The 18t Chapter.
Old Man Qunten Looks In!

“It’'s Old Man Gunten!”

There was a buzz of voices among the
fellows standing near the gateway at
Cedar Creck Hchool,

A buggy came dashing up from the
rough trail, towards the school gates,

with a fat, hard-featured man at the
reins.
¥Frank Richards, Bob Lawless, and

Vere Beauclerc were in the group, and
they looked very curiously at the buggy
and its driver,

Mr. Gompers Gunten, the Swiss store-
keeper of Thompson town, and post-
master of the section, was a quite im-
portant personage in the little world of
the Thompson valley.

He was a hard-fisted man of business,
and reputed to be one of the richest

men in the section, and not over-
scrupulous in his dealings.

And he was the father of Xern
Gunten, the blackest sheep at the

lumher-gchool of Cedar Creek.
* The fat storekeeper’s face was
usunally hard and grim now.
evidently wery angry,

He wag lashing the horse as he came
dashing up, in a way that made Frank
Richards’ eyes glint as he saw it.

The buggy stopped at the school gate-
TN PRy BUORpen jn nne ponoog ﬁfﬂuﬂ-

wiy, and v, CGhunten fmped down,

e called to  Frank Richards, who
happened to bho the nearest of the group
ol Coedar Crock fellows,

“Hold my horse, boy!”

“What?"

“Hold my horse!"”

I'rank Richards did not move.

That peremptory order, from & man he
hardly knew and did not like, was not
likely to be obeyed.

Frank simply looked at the Thompson
pltotekeeper.

“Do you hear me?” rapped out Mr.
Giunten harshly.

“Yeos, I hear you,” assented Frank.

“Take the horse, then!”

"“Did you ever come across the word
* please "0 vin  your . dictionary, Mr.
Gunten?” asked Frank Richards quietly.

“What?"

“1'll mind your horse if you ask me,*
gaid Frank.
any orders from you, Mr. Gunten.”

“Hear, hear!” murmured Bob Lawless,
nnd Vere Beauclerc smiled. Chunky
Todgers burst into a chuckle.

Mr. Gunten scowled blackly.

“Do  you want me to lay my whip
round you, you young cub?” he roared.

“You'd better not!” said Frank.

“What—what?”

The fat storekeeper fairly glared at
the English schoolboy. But he did not
take up his whip.

He muttered something under This
broath, and threw his reins over a post,
and strode in at the gates, without
another word.

With a quick, angry step,
towards the log school-house,
appeared into the porch,

“My word! Old Man Gunten's mad!”
grinned Eben Hacke. *‘I've seen him in
a tear before, but never quite so mad as

this.”

“Cheeky old duffer!” said Frank
Richards indignantly. “Does he think
he can order us about, like his Chinese
shopman at the store?”

“1 guess he's found out that he can't,”
chuckled Bob Lawless. “The old sport
has come here to  bulldoze = Miss
Meadows, about his precious son being
turned out of the school. 1 fancy Miss
Meadows will give him his echange,
though.”

“Gunten
hack to
remarked.

“Miss Meadows won't let him,” said
Tom Lawrence. “A jolly good thing,
too! Dut Old Man Gunten’s wild about
it.”

There was no doubt that Old
Gunten was “wild.”

He was breathing wrath as he strode
Into the porch of the lumber-school, and
his glare almost scared Black Sally when
phe came to see what he wanted.

“ls Miss Meadows here?” snapped the
wtorekeeper.

“Misgsy here,” said Black Sally.
nimugsy ! What de matter,
tunten?”

“Hhow me in to Miss Meadows.”

"Loramussy !” gasped Sally.

\ door on the passage opened, and
Misg Meadows looked out of her little
phindy and sitting-room,

The foce of the Cedar Creek
miatress wos cold and severe.

un-
He was

he went
and dis-

doesn’tt seem to be coming
the school,” Vere Beauclerc

Man

“Lor-
Mass’

schiool-

‘Riehards—had

“I certainly shall not take .

A

~

step in, Mr. Gunten,” she

“Kindly
said icily.

The fat storekeeper tramped into the
Toom.

Miss Meadows did not ask him to be

seated, and she did not sit. down. She
stood facing the angry man, with cold
calmnesds.

Mr. Gunten was the richest man in
Thompson, and what the cattlemen
called a “big bug ” in his way, but his
frown had no terrors for the school-
mistress of Cedar Creek.

“You wished to see me?” asked Miss
Meadows quietly.

Mr. Gunten breathed like a grampus.

“Yes!” he snorted. “I came to see
you, Miss Meadows, about my son.”

“I explained the matter fully in my
letter to you.”

“1 guess that doesn’t go, with: me.
You said that Kern could not be allowed
to return to Cedar Creek School.”

$Quite 80.” )

“Well, I cannot agree to that.”

Miss Meadows’ lips hardened.

“I am afraid you have no choice in the
matter, Mr. Gunten,” she said. “I am
headmistress of Cedar Creek, and I can-
not allow your son to come to the school
any longer.”

“T guess a Canadian school isn't the
property of a paid teacher!” snorted

Mr. Gunten.
mr, wWwnnnven, :

Mign Mendows Ald not vaply to that,

“My hoy must go o school,” aon-
tinned Mr. Gunten, "“There is no other
gehool near my home—and he must come

here. You have no right to exclude
him,”

“1 should not have done so if T had
not the right,” said Miss Meadows
coldly. “Kern Gunten ecannot return
here.” |

“What is your complaint against
hiih 2"

“1 have told you. He inserted an
advertisement, in the * Thompson Press,’
with my name attached, which was in-
tended to cover me with ridicule. In a
mean and cowardly manner, he made me
believe at first that another bhoy-—
played that wretched
trick. Moreover, I have mnever been
satisfied with him. I have found him
gambling, and inducing other hoys to
gamble with him. That kind of thing
cannot bhe allowed at Cedar Creek.”

Mr. Gunten grunted.

“T guess 'everybody gambles on the
frontier,” he said. “Mein Gott! In my
native country, Switzerland, I kept a
gambling saloon bhefore I emigrated, and
Kern was employed in it."

“Switzerland is  not
Miss Meadows drily.

“If he has done wrong, h¢ can be
punished. Perhaps he ghould not gamble
among schoolboys. [ ive him the
cowhide, if you wish. the cannot he
sent away from school. "What is he to
do?”

Canada!” said

“My concern is to see that my school |l

is kept in a proper state of order,” said
Misg Meadows, “Gunten has deliber-
ately defied all authority. He knew
what he was doing.”

“He will express his sgorrow

“He will speak falsely, as he has done
many times before.”

“You appear to have a bad opinion

. of my son, Miss Meadows."”

“1 am sorry. But that is so."
Mr. Gunten snorted again.
not accustomed to opposition,

did not like it.

He was surprised, too, and annoyed, to
find calm and quiet resistancs to his
lordly will, in the slim, quiet Canadian

irl.

“It is a slight to me!” he exclaimed
heatedly. “What is this school? A
lumber-school of the backwoods! [ am
the most promipent citizen of Thompson,
I may become a memhber of the
TLegislature. And you calmly propose to
turn my son out of this backwooda
school! It is an insult! I ahall
laughed at by all Thompson!"”

“T am sorry; it cannot be helped.”

“It can, and must. be helped!"” oex
claimed Mr. Gunten. “I am willing to
be reasonable. I am rich. If it is a
question of compensation At

“Tt is nothing of the kind,” sald Misn
a flush into  her

Hae
anl

was
he

be

Meadows, creeping
cheeks.

“You mean that you will not allow
Kern to return on any conditions?"”

£%es.

Another snort!

« Well, ‘he must return, Miss Meadows!
I'am not. a.man to be trifled with. Kern
must and shall return to this school”

And the angry storekeeper emphagised
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that statement with a heavy Stamplon

the floor which almost made = Miss
Meadows' desk dance.

The 2nd Chapter.
The Boof for the Bulldozer.

't:c”Ey thunder, the old galoot's going
it!
“(Cheeky old ass!” {

Outside the lumber schoolhouse the
fellows were gathering with eéxcited and
angry faces,

Mr. Gunten’s bull voice could be heard
easily outside the house, and, in fact,
b half-way across the school grounds,

The angry storekeeper did not care
who heard him, :

The idea of their schodlmistress being
“bulldozed ? in her own study by the fat
, storekeeper  from | Thompson naturally
made the fellows angry,

Mr. Gunten might be 4 most important
personage in his own estimation, but the
opinion of all ' Cedar Cre¢k was that he
was not worthy to black Miss Meadows'
shoes. And Cedar Creek was about lright,

on that point. :
“Say, let's go in and chuek him out,”
suggested Eben Hacke.
I'rank Richards grinhed.
“ Migs Meadows wouldn't  like

it,” he

said.

“1 guess we shall chip in if he bull-

dozes Miss Meadows!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless indignantly. '
“The man's a howling cad!” said

Beauelere. :
“ Like father like son!” snorted Chunky
Todgers. \

“Hark! There he goes again!”

“ Cheeky  rotter!”  growled - Frank
Richards.
“You hear me, Miss Meadows?  Kern

mugt and shall return! I cannot put up
with this slight! Punish him if you like,
but he must return to this school, and
that is settled!” g

Miss Meadows did not reply. She
stepped to the door, and opened. it.

“Sally 1 i

“Yes, misgy?” said ‘Sally, who was in
the passage, with a scared expression on
her chony face.

“Please show Mr. Gunten out.”

“Yos, missy.”

CWhat?”  thundered = Mr.  Gunten.
“My interview with you, Miss Meadows,
is not yet over!®

“Yon are mistaken, Mr. Gunten. I
have no more time to waste, and this
digcussion ig unprofitable.”

. with her obstreperous visitor,

.anger and' consternation.

Price
One Penny
“1 repeaf, Miss Meadow g—me=?
& Neitli'nc-r am I accustomed to raised
voices,  sir,” said the schoolmistress
calmly.  “This room, sir, i& my study,

and not the bar-room at Gunten's store.”
Mr. Gunten almost chaked,
“Miss Meadows, I repeat that my soh

must be taken in at this school! There
is an appeal from you to the school
authorities, and 1 have influence with

them. It would not be difficult for me
to have you, Miss Meadows, replaced hy
another head teacher if 1 chose!”

“You will do as you think hest, Mg,
Gunten, ' At present I am mistress here,
and I decline to have my authority
questioned.”

“Madam'”®

% Good-afterncon, sir!”?

“I am not going yet,” said Mr. Gunten,
while Black Sally stared at him help-
lessly., ,

The old negress was quite unable to
show ount Mr. Gunten if that irascible
gentleman refused to go.

“I have to take the afternoon. cliass
in a few minutes, Mr. Gunten,” said Miss
Meadows quietly, “Will you oblige me
by retiring?”

“1 gueas not.”

“Then I shall leave you here!”

Miss Meadows, at a loss how to deal
made a
movement towards the doorway, where
Black Sally stood blinking,.

The storekeeper -stepped to the door,
slammed it in Sally’s black face, and put
his baek to it.

Miss Meadows gtarted back.

The storekeeper was purple with wrath,
and so enraged that he did not think or
care what he was doing.

“Will you allow. me to pass, Mr.
Gunten?” exclaimed Miss Meadows, her
voice trembling with anger.

“No, madam, will not until this

matter is sebtled!” shoutéed Mr. Gunten.

“Are you out of your senses, sir?” ex-
claimed the schoolmistress, in mingled
“Let me pass
at oncel”

“1 will do nothing of the sort!?

“You have come here, then, to act like
a rufian!” exclaimed Miss Meadows.

“Put it as you like! I guess——->2

The door behind Mr. Gunten's broad
back was suddenly opened—so suddenly
that it c¢rashed on him, and sent him
reeling forward: towards Miss Meadows,

In the doorway there appeared the
flushed face of Frank Richards, with Bob
Lawless and Beauclere just behind him,
and behind them a crowd of the Cedar

} Creek fellows.

Mr. Gunten spun round, in fury.

“Get out!” rapped out Frank Richards,

“Richards!” ejaculated Miss Meadows.

“Leave him to us, ma'am,” said Frank.
“Mr. Gunten, Miss Meadows has told you

Ll iy

™

to 'go. .Are you going on your feet, or
on your neck?”

“Sharp’s the word!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless. “Now, then!”
“Rick  him  out!™

Todgers.
Mr. Gunten,

roared Chunky

instead of replying to

‘I Frank Richards, made a rush at him, lash-

in%()ut savagely with a heavy fist.
e was too enraged to make any other
angwer.

But it was an unfortunate reply, for
him.

Frank Richards knocked his blow aside,
and was upon him like a cat.

Bob and Beauclere were not a second
behind,

In the grasp of the three schoolbdys,
the fat storekeeper went to the floor with

"a crash and a yell.

“Hurrah!
Lawrence,

“Boot him out!™

“Fire him!” A

“Good gracions!” gasped Miss Meadows.

A dozen fellows were swarming round
Mr, Gunten now.

In the clutch of as many pairs of

Out with him!” yelled Tom

hands, the prominent citizen of Thompson
town was whirled through the doorway.

He. yelled andi spluttered as he was
whirled away into the porch, and then
out into the open air, heels 1ippermost.

It was like an earthquake to Mr,
Ghunten.

He bad supposed that he could bully
the schoolmigtress, but he had counted
without the Canadian sehoolboys.

They were not in the least disposed to
gtand by idly while the ‘foreign trash
bullied Miss Meadows.

“Out with him!” roared Bob Lawless.

“Hurrah!”

“Yank him along!"”

“Ride bim out on a rail!l” yelled Eben
Hacke.

“Ha, ho, ha!"

“Piteh him into his buggy!"”

“Head firat! Ha, ha!l”

In a terrifie roar, Mr. Gunten wag
whirled away to the gates, hardly know-
ing what was happening to him.

He came up to his buggy with a rush,
his arms and legs flying wildly, and the
shouting schoolboys heaved him into the
air, and he landed inside the vehicle with
a crash. g

The horse started and reared.

“Cast him loose!” chuckled Lawrence.

Frank Richards dragged the reing from
the post. He snatched the whip from the
buggy at the same time.

So far as he could prevent it, the:
bullying storekeeper was not to be
allowed to “take it out ” of the horse, as
the cruel-natured man certainly would
‘Thave done.

The horse was turned, and sent up the
trail at a run.

Frank Richards tossed the whip away
among the trees.

Mr. Glunten was on his back in the
buggy, with his legs sprawling over the
geat. Only his boots could be seen, as
he went down the trail,

The horse trotted away, with the reins
on his back, and the buggy disappeared
round the timber, Mr. Gunten’s boots
being the iast the Cedar Creek fellows saw
of him.

A roar of laughter followed him as hen
departed.

e Ha s ha 1Y

Bob Lawless"wiped his eyes.

“Oh, Jerusalem!” he gasped. “I reckon
01d Man Gunten won’t come here to bull-
doze Miss Meadows again in a hurry!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ The . school bell began to ring. The
gchoolboys streamed towards the house,
still chortling.

Miss Meadows’ colour was heightened
ag she came into the school-room to take
her class. :

Frank Richards & Co. judiciously seti
the example of being extra quiet and
respectful that afternoon. They had

chipped in for Miss Meadows' sake, and

T T

bl

‘“'Take him away!? said Miss
Meadows. ¢ I’se taking him away,
missy,’ replied Black Sam, as he
carried Qunten out of the school-
room like an infant.

the schoolmigtress could scarcely repri-
mand them. But it was just as well to be
very quiet and orderly afterwards.

School pasgsed off that day without the
attergdanc-e_of Kern - Gunten.

Neither did Mr. Gompers Gunten return.

The storekeeper of Thompson had had
enough of the Cedar Creek fellows.

‘The 3rd Chapter,
The Qutcast!

‘Bob Lawless was chuckling as he lod
his pony down the trail after school,

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclere
wore smiles.

/The incident of the Ll
tickled them immensely.

The bullying Swiss had learned that ho
could not carry matters with n  high
hand ‘at 'Cedar Creek School, howoyor
great a man he might be in his store at
Thompson.

“The c¢heeky jay!" #ald Bab, belween
two chuckles.: “As if wo'd ptand hig bull
dozing at Cedar Creeck, you know. What
a merve!”

“I suppose there's nothing In what he

afternoon

was. threatening ¥ askod Vore Beauclere.
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Meadows
trouble with the school authorities?”
Bob shook his head.

“Gould he cause Miss any

“1 guess not! That was only bluff, T-
reckon."” _

“He's savage enoungh for anything,”
remarked Frank Richards. “But I think
he was enly chewing the rag, as you call
is, Bow." "

“What do you call it in Euogland?”
asked Bob, with a grin. S

"(\?ssing!" said Frank, laughing.

“Well, his gas has been cut off for a
hit," said Beauclere. “I don't see how
Miss, Meadows. could /allow Kern Gunten
to come back, after what he did.”

* “And it's a good riddance to bad rub-
bish

“You bet!” i

“Hallo, talk of angels!” exclaimed
Bob Lawless suddenly.

As the three chums came up to the fork
of the trail their ecyes fell upon the
fellow they had heen discussing.

Kern Gunten was standing there, lean-
ing on a tree, and he seemed to be wait-
lnﬁ for them.

'he Swiss did not look happy.

His heavy face was morose in ex-
pression, and he had a generally unquiet
and troubled look. .

The three chums stopped at the fork
-of the trail, where Begnelere usually
left his companions to go his ditferent
way home.

As they stopped, Kern Gunten came

towards them, greeted by rather grim
logks. S
~_‘Hold on a minute, you chaps,” he

‘said.
£ WOJI?‘. l ) h v
“Mas my popper been to the school

'this ‘afternoon?”

Bob grinped.

“T guess so."

" What's' the verdict, then?” !
B"bYou baven't been home since?” asked.
A U ‘a -. Aig A

“Nope. I want to kpow how it turned
out bgfm*e I see mf'n?abher," said the

Swiss, ~He's n"s'.% Bk @
wnd ho's rat hor fond of
hido when he's mad,
Codar Creek?" _

Bob Lawless explained.

He did not want to score over the
fellow who had been turned out of the
school, and he put it as gently as he
could. i

As a matter of fact, the chums
feeling rather sorry for Gunten.

He was a rogue and a rascal-—there was
no denying that--and he had played a
cruel trick on Miss Meadows, and very
nearly succeeded in getting the Blame
thrown upon Frank Richards' shoulders.

But he was down on his luck now,
there was no doubt about that.

Judging by Mr. Gunten's actions at the
school, his reception of his son ceuld
not have been a pleasant one when he
learned that Kern had been turned out
of the school.

And it was evident that Kern Gunten
“was very unwilling to face his father
now, after the unsuccessiul interview
with Miss Meadows.

The Swiss stood with a gloomy face,
his hands driven deep into his pockets. |
Frank Richards & Co. looked, and felt,
uncomfortable.

Gunten had brought it all upon himself
by his own raseality: but he was hard
hit, and he was down on his luek.

“I suppose you fellows are pretty glad
I've been turned out?” said Gunten at
last, with a sueer.

“Can't say I'm sorry,” said Bob Law-
less candidly, “Cedar Creek won't be any
the worse for missing you, Still, I'm
gorry for you personally.”

"It doesn’t look as if Miss Meadows
will let me come back.” ‘ y

"1 guess not.” :

“You really can’t expect it, Gunten,”
said Frank Richards quietly. - “You knew
what you were risking, I suppose?”

“1 didn't think 1 was risking any-.
thing," muttered the Swiss.

No," exclaimed Bob hotly, “because
You worked it to get the blame put on
Frank Richards "

uslng tho eow:
What happened at

were

“Naver mind that now,” said Frank.
“That's all over. I'm sorry it's hap-
poned like this, Gunten, but I don't
oo that thera's auything to be done.”

“I guons 1 don't feel like facing my
Inther,” muttered Gunten. “He takes
this as a slight to himself. People in
Thompeon wlh he ehipping him about

Ho's not  popular.  And-—-and it
there's mueh talk about my gambling,

it may do him harm with the

mission
folks, and he rolios on thoir muj

port, when

he goos In for the elections. [-~1 wish
I hadn't made that bad brenk.”

The sehoolboys wers wllont,

Gunten's  ropenbotios  waa only too
plajnly  cauped by the serlous  conse.
quences he had o wuller, nob by any

regret for his wrongdolig,
“You don't think there's nny chanoe
for me?” asked Gunben,

THE OUTCAST OF CEDAR CREEK 1)

v self.

™ Hhiay A Rob ke Gunten. nad Dis
noss had disgusted them, but they felt

— i

(Continwed from the previous page.)

school whether Miss Meadows likes it or
Q not.™ :

“¥Yoli can't do. that.”

Gunter made a restless gesture.

“1 guess I've got to do as pn[){lel‘ BLYS.
He's got a heavy cowhide at home to
back up his orders.”

“But what the dickens!” exclainted
Frank, in astonishment. *“He can't send
you to school when the schoolmistross
won't admit you!”

“You don't know my father. He's
ohstinate, and he's not very bright,
either. He's a big bug in Thompson and
the whole section. A lot of the farmers
are in his debt, and they're very eivil,
and it's got into his head. He fancies

he can override everyhody and every- |

thing, even the law, like a millionaire
in an  American town. Of course, he
can't; he doesn't understand Canada
1'6:;]!)’. - But I ecan’t argue with his cow-
hide t"

“By guym, you've brought a lot of
trouble on yourself, Gunten!™ said Bob.
“I'm blessed if 1 see any way out for
you! But I'm pretty certain Miss
Meadows won't let you into the school
if you come there again.”

“I guess popper will make me eome.”

Gunten gave the chums a short nod,
and strode glumly away.

Frank Richards and his
looked at one another curiously.

“Poor brute!” said Vere Beauclerc at
last. “He scems to be between the devil
and the deep sea. He brought it on him-
Miss Meadows stood a great deal
before she turned him out.” X
“#Can’t help {feeling sorry for him,”
said Bob, with a rather worried loak.
“But, all the same, if he was let into
the school again, he'd be just as big
a rotter as before, only perhaps a bit
more cautious about it.” /

“And it it gots out about his gambling

comrades

among the fellows, the Purents will begin’

bhe awkward for
remarked  Beauclerc.
“8he can't 'he expected to take him .

complaining, and it wil
Miss Meadows,”

back.”

“SHo it's the cowhide for Gunten,” said

Frank.
“Poor brute !

The chums parted, Beauclere striding
away towards hig home, and Frank and’
Boh trotting off on their ponies to the
They were very thought-

Lawless Ranch.
ful

=Rl

compassion for the wretched fellow.

. But there was nothing they could do to

help him, if they want
The decision rested w

and she had decided,

The 4th Chapter.
Fired QOut!

Frapk Richards and his chums were
thinking of Gunten when they arrived
at the lumber school on the following
morning.

That even the high-handed and arro-
gant Gompers Guuten wounld send his son
there, against the express orders of the
scholmistress, eeemed ineredible.

But Keru Gunten evidently thought so
and they were curious to see what would
haljzpen. !

clier, Gunaten's chum, met them ag
they came in at the gate. Keller was
looking very serious.

“Have you seen Gunten?” he asked.

“Not since last evening,” said Bob
Law]ess.

“He's coming here to-day,” said Keller.

“Phew !" a

“His father's ordered him to.”

“8illy old donkey!” commented Bob.

“Well, he is an old chump, and no mis-

take!” said Keiler, “But Gunten dare
not disohey him. He'll come right
enough. 1'm expecting him.”

“My hat!” murmured Frank, :

Most. of the Cedar Creck fellows wers
ft)'g é}he look-out for Kern' Gunten, after

at,

And a few minutes before the school-
bell rang for lessons the outcast of the
lumber school rode up, turned his horse
into the corral, and came in,

He was surrounded at once.

“What's this game, Gunten?” asked
Eben Hacke,

“You're looking jolly happy!” chertled
Chunky 'lodgers.

“Shut up, Chunky!” muttered Bob.

Kern Gunten was not looking happy,
by any means.

His hard and heavy tace was troubled
and worn in expression, ‘

Evidently his latest interview with his
father had been an unpleasant one, and
probably the - family cowhide had been
mmtroduced into the conversation. .

“I've come to school!” he said dongedlfr.

“But you dou’t belong Lere now,” said
Diek Dawson.

“Popper says Miss Meadows hasn't
right to turn me out,” said Gunten
sullen tone.
way,”

“Well, my hat!” said Frank Richards.
“ But—but—hbut you can’t, come, Gunten.
It's all rot!”

“I've got to do as popper says, I guess,
He's too' hefty with the cowhide for me
to argue with him.”

any
s i
“He's made me come, any-

YT 1

to, ‘
- Miss Meude_wﬂ,

among the boys and girls in Miss

Meadows' class, .
. Most-of them felt sorry for Gunten, in
his peculiar ciroumstances,

He fully deserved his punishment, but
certainly he was in a most unenviable
position, ;

What Miss Meadows would do when
ghe found the Swiss in her class was a
very thrilling and interesting question.

‘Frank Richards had a remembrance of
a fellow who had been expelled at his
old school in England,

From the decision of the headmaster of
St. Kit's there had assuredly been no
appeal.

. But Cedar Creek was not much like St,
Kit's,

Exactly what powers the Canadian
schoolmistress possessed, or did not
passess, was unknown to her pupils, !

But it was impossible that she could
allow her decigsion to bs over-ruled by the
arregant storekeeper of Thompson.

Mr. Slimmey, the assistant-master,
.came in, and he caught sight of Gunten
in the clags, and started..

Mr. Slimmey took the younger class,
and had nothing to do with the others.
. But on his way to his class, he paused,
and spoke to the Swiss.

“Gunten !”

‘; Yes, sir!” said Gunten, very respect-
fully.’

“Has Miss Meadows given jyou per-
migsion to be here?” i

T NOL- sl y

“Then why are you here, Gunten?”

“My father sent me, sir.” ;

“Bless my soul!” gaid Mr. Slimmey,

He went on to his class; it was not his
business to deal with Kern funten.

mistress, in whose class he was. & .

But he glanced round several times at
the sullen face of the Swise, evidently in
a perplexed mood. _
_There was a hush in the class as Miss
Meadows came into the school-room.

Expectancy was at its height,

The schoolmistress did not notice Gun-
ten, for the moment, among the crowd of
others, and  the Swiss made himsell as
small as possible. / _

But as she caught gight of him she
" gtarted abruptly.

“Now for it!" murmured Bob Lawless.

Miss Meadows came towards the desks.
Her lips were set, and her eyes were
glinting,

;Gugten!‘;' i

Hunten stood up.

“You should ngt be here!" said Miss
Meadows sternly.

“My father sent me, ma’am.” :

“Indeed! - Your father has no right,
and no authority, to do anything of the
kind, Gunten! You will leave the school
at onee.” .

. There was a breathless pause.

but he did not move.
‘ “Do. you hear me, Gunten?”
~“Yes, ma'‘am.”

N —

“Kindly ohey me, then."

Hbill the Swigs did not move,

Miss Meadows' eyes were gleaming now,

Her authaority in the school was at
stake, and she could not have given way
 how, even if she had desired to do so.

- “éunte‘n, ‘leave the sehool-room at
Lo s+l Ol DRI E T N a1 1

‘The Swiss stood. as if veoted to)the
floor, though the colour was
his face, '

" Will you obey me, Gunten?”

No answer, '

“You surely cannot suppose, Gunten,
that you can remain here without per.
Mission!” said Miss Meadows severely.
" Unless you immediately leave the sehool.
room, I have no alternative but to have
you removed by foree!”

ngten l'lckf(gdhls dr;t’oligz. g e
" Popper's me stay here, 88
Meadows,” he muttered.

Your father has no authority in this
gchool, as you very well know. Tor the
last time, will you leave the sehool-room,
Gunten " ~

The Swiss did not answer; but be did

not rn-o]vug.

Miss Meadows

i %‘adgers i

"Yes, ma'am!”

“Fetech Washington here at once!”

“ Ye-os, ma'am!?

Chunky Todgers left the school-room.

Washington, otherwise known as Black
Bam, was the handy-man of Cedar Creek
Bobool, and performed many duties.

Among his duties, that of “chucker-
out,” hud never yet been included, But
the negro servant was the only resource
in this case.

Gunten still stood where he was.

It was clear-that his fear of his father
was greater than his fear of Miss
Meadows.

There was a grim silence in the school-
room, till Chunky Todgers came back,
followed by the hurly negﬁo.

“You want me, Missy Meadows,” said
“Here T is, Missy.”

Black Bam.

“Gunten is here without permission.
Please take him away, and leave him ont.
side the school gates.”

*“Yes, marm.”

Black: Sam’' made towards
coming among the desks.

The big negro was looking grim.

As a matter of fact, the negro servant
had been the vietim of more than one in-
natured trick of Gunten's, and he was not
sorry to he allowed to “handle” him.

Apart from that, the Swiss' defiance of
Miss Meadows was more than enough to
make Black Sam angry,

Miss Meadows was little short of a
goddess in Sam's simple eves.

“You come with me, Mass’
sajd Sam.

Gunten panted.

“Hands oft, you confounded nigger "
hissed. “Don't

compressed her lips.

Gunten,

Gunten,”

he
you dare to touch me,
you black hound!”

That problem was left to the school-

Kern Gunten's hard face paled a little,

changing in

he was enraged at being bandled by a
nigger.

But the nigger did not mind. He
received o savage blow on the echest
from Gunten's fist, without heeding it,
probably without feeling it much. ;

Theri-his powerful grasp closed on the
Swiss, and Gunten was whirled out from
the desks. g

“Let mé go!” shricked Guoten,
s‘trugg;lin flereely,

“Take him away!” said Miss Meadows.

“I'se taking him, Missy!”

Grasped in the powerful arms of the
negro, Gunten was carried out of the
school-room like an infa:t. :

He kicked and struggled, but it did not
avail him. ;

The two disappeared from sight, out of
the doorway, and Gunten’s furious yells
were heard dying away in the direction
of the gates. g

Black Sam deposited him on the trail
outside the school gates, with a bump,

“Now, you vamoose, Mass' (funten,” he
said. “You come roun’ here agin, and 1
lay my stable mop round you!”

e went in and closed the gates, and
locked them.

Gunten stood in the trail, panting with
rage. ’

In the school-room, lessons commenced.

Gunten's place was empty, and it
remained empty. "

The excited murmur in the elass died
away.

Miss Meadows was in a somewhat severe
mood that morning.

help thinking of Gunten, and wondering
whether this was the end of his career
at the lumber school.

The Bth Chapter.
Missing !

There was a rugsh out of the gates
when morning classes were dismissed at
Cedar Creek.

The fellows were anxious to see whether
Kern Gunten wag still hanging ahout the
school. g

The SBwiss was not to be seen, however.

“1 guess he's gone home,” remarked
Tom Lawrence. “1 don't envy him when
he got there, But it’s his own fault,”
~ But, as it happened, Gunten had not

gone home.

Frank Richards & go. strolled down the
creek, and, at somé distance from the
school, they suddenly
Gunten.

The Swiss was standing by a tree,
leaning on it, staring at the creek with a
morose apd gloomy face.

He lpoked up at the sound of foot-
steéps, and a
came over his hard face
Frank Richards

spotted Kern

and his ehums,

Lawless.
“Nope!”
“You're

Frank,

Vrank,”
“1 guess not."

“Look here, Gunten, don't
exclaimed Frank, ¢
playing this game?
next time Black Sam
come into the school
. “1 know that,
to the school,”
wouldn't be

going, 1

Ty -

suppose?” asked

be an agg!”
What's the good of
You may bhe hurt
handles yon, if you
again.”

said c?duntbmﬁ “I knew it
{ any good, but popper wa
set on it. But I'm not going }l;gme. Ig
only means another row, and I've had
- enouwgg é‘)f the cﬁrhidc, I reeckon.”
“What on earth are you goin to do,
then?" asked Frank, i i

“I'm going to stick it out in the
wonds.” |

W ;Vha-aw%b?"

SI'm not going home
hide,” said ~ Gunten
Mgad?ws )
gchool, and popper will rage if T
and tell him.  He'll send me a
morrow.  What's the goed?
not geing home. I've
money, and I'm going to get somehody
to take me in, Rube Bailey will take
me into his shack if I ask him.”

“Rube  Bailey—~that blessed
thief 1" ex¢laimed Bob.

Gunten shrugged his shoulders,

“1 can’t cat out in winter,” he said.

ir. 1'd take a trip dewn

Y away till my money
was spent. 88 I'm not going home.,
anyvway, pper don't como  round
and he reasonable, I'm goin' to light
out. 1 conld pet a Job over the line, in
a fare bank,”

Keller came along the
started as he saw Gunten.

" Frank Richards & (o, walked on, and
left the two Swiss together,

“What a kettle of fight”
Lawlegs. “Gunten's down on his luck,
and np mistake! Poor brute!”

“He can'’t stay away from home, like
this,” said Frank Richards uneasily.

“He can't go home if the old man
hands out the cowhide at eYery meet-
ing, T guess.”

Frank nodded.

Gunten’s position wag not a pleasant
on:;, and he wondered how it would all
én

When Cedar Creek turned up for
afternoon lessons, Miss Meadows’ glance
swept sharply over her class.

Frank Richards guessed that she would
not have heen gurprised to sce Gunten
there again.

But Gunten was not there, and nothing
more was seen of him
Creek.

The next morning, as Frank Richards
and Rob Lawless trotted up the trail to
school, they caught sight eof two ficures
in the wood, g

They were Kern Gunten and Rube
Bailey—the latter a decidedly shady
character, more than suspected in the
section of being a horse-thief,

Gunten had a gun upder his arm, and

tn  the
sulleply, -

coOw:
“ Miss

g0 hack
gain to-

got  plenty of

horse-

the valley, an

| o

creek, and

said  Boh

But the Cedar Creek fellows could not '

sneering, sullen expression
at the sight of |

“You've not gone home?” asked Bob |

LAl L UL L AR | | 0

I'm not ceoming back |

won't let me come back tn.

Well, I'm

that day at Cedar |

The Swiss lookad round, and nodded,

“Been home ™ weked Feaok  Iohards,
drawing rein,

*No."
say, won't. your people he anxlous
about you?”

“Let them,” gald Gunten coolly,

The chums rode on,

Vere Beauclerc joined them an  the
trail, and they arrived at Cedap Opeel
School together,

From the direction of
buggy came in sight.

“Old Man Gunten!" grinned Dob,

It was the Swiss sorekocpor
driving to the school, The
watched him curiously,

“Oughtn’'t we to tell him that we've
séen Gunten?” asked Vere Beauclere,

Boh shook his head,

“He would go after him with the eow
hide,” he said. “Gunten's a regilar
worm, but 1 guess be's had enough cow
hide, Let the old jay rip!”

Mr. Gunten left his buggy at the gates
and strode in, _

Frank Richards & Co. followed him fo
the schonl-house, with most of the Cedar
Creek fellows.

Miss Meadows was in the séhool-houso
porch, and the Thompson storekeeper
stopped, and actually raised his Stetson
hat, as he saw her,

The schoolmistress gave him
slightest inclination of the head.

“Miss Meadows, is my son here?” ex-
claimed Mr. Gunten.

Miss Meadows raised her eyebrows.

“No, certainly not.”

“I sent him to school yesterday."

¥ am aware of that.” said Miss
Meadows coldly, “I had him removed
from the schaol.”

“Has he not returned?”

“He has not.”

Mr. Gunten gnawed his thick lip.

"Then what has become of him?" he
exelaimed. “He did not come home last
night, Miss Meéadows.”

“Indeed!”

“I—1 thought you would have some
‘news of him here!” exclaimed Mr,
Gunten. “He did not come home, and
I have not scen him this morning.”

“1 eannot understand why he has not
come home, Mr. Gunten, Perhaps it is
due to your severity towards him.”

“Nonsense! The young rascal—— You
are sure he is not here?”

“Of course, I am sure!” said Miss
Meadows impatiently. “He is not here,
and he will not he allowed to enter the
precinets of the school again. I have
nothing further to say on the subjeet.”

Miss Meadows went back into the
house, leaying the fat storekeeper gnaw-
ing his lip.

Mr. Gunten stood for somé minutes,
scowling, evidently at a loss.

Then he strode away towards  the
gates. He called to Keller as he saw
him among the schoolhoys.

“You wore my son's friend,” he said,

Thompaon  n

ngnin,
funlorn

the

"Do you know where he jg?"

Keller shook his head,

“Do any of you kpow?” excl
Gunten.

Frank Richards & Co.

“I guess I' don’t,” sald Eben Wacke.
“P'raps he'll turn up to home, Mr.
Gunten, if you chuck up lambastin’ him.
1 guess you shouldn't have segt,  him
here, against the schoolmarm’s wishes,”

"Don’t  give me any impudence !”
rapped out Mr. Gunten.

“Oh, come off!” said Hacke. “You
can’t skeer a free American with your
black looks, Mister Swiss!”

“Nor a Canadian, either,” grinned Boh
Lawlegs, i

“Git!" advised Hacke. ;

Mr. Gunten was evidently in need of
something, or somebody, to wreak  his
wrath upon. R T

¢ made a sudden cut at Hacke with
the whip, and the American schoolboy
uttered a wikd yell,

“Yooop!"” !

“o for him!" shouted Bob Lawless.

Mr. Gunten jumped inte the ‘buggy as
the schoolboys made an angry rush, and
lashed the horse, and weng howling away’
down the trail. But he did not eseape
quite seathless.

The sehoolhoys steoped to the sNoOw
heside the trail, scooped it up in hurried
h.-t-mtlfuls_. and pelted the buggy as it
wene, !

Snowballs whizzed into the huggy in
volleys, amid lond shonts and langhter,
the Cedar Creek fellows pursuing the
vehicle aleng the trail and still pelting.

The storekeeper turned in his seat, and
shook his whip furiously at the pursyers.

As he did so a snowball from ¥Frank
Richards canght him fairly on the noge,
and he collapsed amid his Tugs,

“Well hit!” shouted Beauelere.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!

The Cedar Creek fellows
top speed,
aim,

The storekeeper lashed his horse. ane
the buggy, rocking with' its frantic
speed, vanished out of range at Inst,

Bob Lawless chortled hreathlessly, as
the grinning erowd returned (o the
school.

“That’s enough for Old Man Gunten.”
he remarked. “I guess he won't Visit ng
again in a horry!”

“Ha, he, hat”

“Old Man Gunten " wag gone-and the
younger Gunten did not reappeny,

And though some of the fellows
wondered what had hecome of the Hwiss
schipolboy, it could not be denled that
Cedar Creek School was ull the better
without him.

aimed Mr,

did not speak.

|

; rushed on, at
hurling snowballs with deadly
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NEXT MONDAY.,
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g , ¢ fchool-room ¢ prowd o ast enough. is new aequainta '
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