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The 16t Chaptor.
Catching It!

“ Yowsowavoovop |

“ Hallo, that’s Tubby Muffin!” said
Jimmy Silver,

¥ ow-ow-ow! Help!”
_“Sounds rather as if Tubby is get-
ting hurt {" remarked Arthur Edward
Lovoll, “1 dare say he's asked for it
W lzzg;i;;.d fie doing on this side, ang-
way !

“¥Yarooh! Leggo, Cateshy, you
boast! Yow-ow !”

“Clome on, Jimmy1”

But, Jimmy Silver did not ' come

aon, "

The c¢hums of the Classical Fourth
had como over to Mr. Manders’ House
to -apeak to Tommy Dodd about
cricket.

They were on their way to the

lodern junior’s study when that
sudden outburst of yells smote upon
their ears.

Tha yelling came from Catesby’s
study—Stephen  Catesby, of the
Modern 8ixth.

Catesby had evidently found Tubby
Mufhin in his study, where he coertainly
had no business, and the fat Classical
was going through it.

" “Better give them a look-in,” eaid
Jimmy.

“Oh, rot!” said Raby. ‘“Tubby’s
no business thoere.”

““Scouting after Catesby’s grub, you
bet!” said Newcome. A licking
will do him good, Jimmy.”
ot Buok C':ttezb;; 15 rather a beast,”
said. Jimmy. *'There’s. a limit, you
know. Let's give them a look-in.’

Jimmy Silver settled the matter by
starting for Catesby’s study.

His comrades followed him.

There was no doubt that Muffin of
the TMourth had been “nosing ” where
he had no concern.

But to judge by his howls, the
Modern prefect was going too far.

Even Tubby Muffin did not deserve
td be entircly slaughtered.

Jimmy Silver pushed the study door
open.

Tubby Muffin was lying scross a
sofa, held down by a heavy hand on
his collar.

With his other hand, Catesby was
wielding a fives bat.

And the bat was making rapid play
. on Tubby's fat person.

Stephen Cateshy’s face was dark
with rage.

s i & i

‘Whack! Whack! Wheack!
“Yarooh! Help! Yooop! Yah!
Yoggo!” wailed Tubby Muffin, “1I

wasn't going to open your degk!
Yow-ow! It's locked, ain't it, you}
beast! Yooop! I—I didn’t expact to
tind any grub there! ¥Yaroooop!”
Whack! Whack! Whack!
Jimmy Bilver stepped in, his brows
knitted.
“That will do, Catesby!” he ex-
- claimed. ;
Catesby glared ronund.

“Get out of my study !” he snapped.

““Let Muffin come, too,”
Jimmy,
 He's had enougly,” said Lovell,
“Doun't be such a heastly bully,
Catesby! Xiet the kid alonei™

“I found him trying to open my
desk " roared Uatesby.
©“T wast't1” ehuieliéd Muffin, ““And
it wasn't your desk—it was only that
old desk' 1n the corner, the one you
don’t use, Rescuet”

Whack!{ Whack!

Jimmy Silver ran forward.

Catesby had a right to punish the
pryuxg Tubby, but there was a limis,
mu]]_lhﬂ ‘Modern prefect was far ox-
oottt b,

Jhmmy. cpught his desconding atm.
and dragged 1t aside, and the fives bat
desconded on the sofa instead of upon
Tubby Muffin,

The next moment Jimmy jerked it
from the prefect's hand, and pitched
it across the study,

“That's enough!” he said curtly,

Tubby Muflin. squirmed off the
gofs as Catesby turned furiously on
the Classical junioz.

With one rush Tubby was out of
the study, and fleeing for his life,

It did not seem tq occur to his fat
brain to stand by his resouer.

“*You—you—you ' cheek cub1”
shouted Catesby; and f;e fairly
jumped at Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy whirled® in his grasp; he
hadn’t much chance against the nig
Sixth-Former.

It was fortunate that his chums
were there.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
rushed into the conflict at once.

In the grasp of the Fistical Four
of the Hourth, Stephen Catesby dis-
covered that he was not to have
matters all his own way, by any
means.,

e was dragged over, and bumped
on the floor, in a breathless condi-
tron.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood looking
down at him, breathless and panting,
ready for another attack.

It was a rather serious proceeding,

bumping over a Sixth Form Frefect 5

but the chums of the Fourth had not
had much choice in the matter.

Catesby sat up and gasped.

“You—you—you—" he
tered.

“Better cut!” murmured Raby.

But it was too late to “cut.”

In the open doorway appeared the
form of Cecil Knowles of the Sixth,
captain of Rookwood since the late
election.

Bobhind him were Tresham and
Hoke and Frampton.

The uproar had been heard, and the
Modern seniors had-come to see what
the row was about.

They had arrived at an unfortunate
moment for the Fistical Four,

Catesby staggered to his fect.

“Don’t let them got away!” he
panted. 3 .

“Not likely,” said Knowles, with a
grim look at the juniors. “Handlin’

splut-

angwered f

| A MAGNIFICENT NEW LONG COMPLETE TALE}
B OF JIMMY SILVER & CO, AT ROCKWOOD SCHOOL i

s

et

T
LA

Pead

§
4
a prefect-—what? This is the kind of
thing you lesrned when Bulkeley was
captain—eh?, You'll learn different
manners now, iy pippins{”

The chums of the I'ourth drew
olosor together, their fists clenched.

The rescue of Tubby Muffin had
landed them in a serious scrape, that
was only too clear.

Knowles was palpably glad of the
chance.

His captaincy of Rookwood had not
been a great success, so far—he had
lost an important cricket match for
the school, and the juniors, headed by
Jimmy Siiver, had 'hul‘l o demonstra-
tion in the quadrangle, calling upon
him to resign his new position.

Knowles was not likely to forget ox
forgive that incident.

His eyes were glittering now.

“ All serene, Catesby!” he said.
“T'll make an example of the young
rascals! Hand me a cane!”

Catesby tossed him a cane from the
table.

Knowles swished it in the air.

“You first, Silver!”

Jimmy sot his teeth.

“You're not going to cane me,
Knowles.”

“No?” said Knowles, with a smile
—not a pleasant smile.

“No. You can complain to my
Form-master, or a Classical prefect,
if you like. You can't cane Classicals
on this side.”

“ Anything else?” smiled Knowles.

“That's all. Keep your distance,”
said Jimmy.

“Doesn’t it occur to you that the
captain of the school is a person in
authority 7’ said Knowles emoothly.
“I admit that prefects can aonly
punish fags on their own side; but the
captain  of the school has full
authority, my boy, as you're going
to find!” -

Jimmy did not answesn

Heo was aware of that, as a matter
of fact, though Bulkeley, in his time,
had always been careful not to inter-
fere on the Modern side if he could
help it.

Knowles was not go particular.

“Oh, thrash the rascals, and not so
much talk, old chap!” said Framp-
ton, ’

“My dear man, it's the duty of the
captain of the school to uphold th
laws of Rookwood,” answere
Knowles. “It's my duty to observe
the rules, and see them observed by
others.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Frampton.

It was mnews to him that Cecil
Knowles had a sense of duty at all.

“They’re gomng to be thrashed,”
added Knowles. “You sece, Silver,
T’m not going to lick you as a Modern
{Jrefect, but as captain of the school.

f ;;ou’m quite satisfied, I'm ready.”

“ Precious captain of Rookwood!”
growled Lovell undauntedly. ‘' Who
chucks away oricket matchos through

playing Modern duds instead of Classi-

cal ericketers?”

Krowles’ brow darkened.

“I'm waiting for you, Bilver,” he
said, “If you don’t hold out your
hand at once, I'll take you to the
Head.”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

There was no help for it,

Knowles was acbing  within his
rights—his new rights as captain of
the school, and certainly the Classical
juniors had transgressed all the rules
Ly bumping a Sixth Form prefect on
the floor of his own study.

Tt was not much use being taken
before the Head, when he hadn't a leg
to stand on, se to speak.

Jimmi; stepped forward, and held

a

out his hand.
Swish !
Yt was a cruel cut, such as old

Bulkeley would never have given a

TUBBY MUFFIN CATCHES
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junior, but Knowles had a cruel and
cattish nature.

“The other hand!” he said.

Swish !

“*Now you, Lovellt”

Lovell clonched his
moment, ;

He stll looked on Kuowles as o
Modern prefect, not as captain ot
Rookwood.

But he realised that there was no
help for it.

Knowles was choosing to administe:
the punishment in a careful and law-
ful way; but, as a matter of fact, th»
juniors wers hemmed in by tho
Madern eeniors, and in any case thoy
would not have escaped without a
licking.

Swish! Swish!

Raby and Newcome
through the infliction.

Then Knowles,  smiling, pointed to
the door with hig cane.

“Cut!” he said briefly.
them out, you fellows!”

“What-ho!” grinned Frampton.

The seniors stood back for the four
to pass. As the Classicals retreate!
from the study they kicked.

Jimmy Silver & Co. fled ingloriously
down the passage, with the Sixth-
Formers behind them, shouting wilh
laughter and landing out with their
boots.

This was not by any means a lawful
method of punishment, but it appar-
ently suited the views of tho new
captain of Rookwood,

The four juniers scudded into the
guadrangle, and escaped at last,

They ;:atllered under the beeches in
the quad, gasping.

Their visit to Tommy Dodd’s study
was indefinitely postponed.

fists for a

next went

“Help

(Continued on the nzxl »cge.)
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The 2nd Chapler.
Morny’s Little Scheme.

“I say, Jimmyi” <
Jimmy Silver gave Tobby Muffin a grim |
leok as he came into the Bchvol House. |
The fat Classicat was there, still
wriggling a little from his eastigation at
Catesby’s hands,
“You fat owl!” growled Lovell.

“Did you get licked?” asked Tabby. |

“Yes, you worm, and all through you?”
morted Raby. :
“I'm sorry, you know;” said Maoffia, |
“It was ripping of you to come and
rescue me. ‘That beast Cateshy was lay-
tng it on.” ;

“1 wish we'd left him To lay it on,”
grunted Raby, rubbing his hands The-
fully. “What were you nosing in his ;
study for” ; 3 ;

“He's a fooddiogil”

“Oh; dry upl. R

“But he is, you know,” persisted Tabby
Miuffin, speaking in a thrilling whisper.
“1 know he is! 1 was simply looking at
that old desk he keeps in the comer of
his study. ¥'ve told you belvre how he
always keeps it locked, and weara the
key on his watchehain.”

“Ow—ow! My hands! mumbled New-
come.

*What can he have in it if it's not
grub?” persisted Tuobby. “His fag thinks .
it must be grub—young Taverner of the
Third, you know. He's cufted his fag for
just touching it, though it's kept locked.”

“Oh, go and eat coke!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. went up the stalr- |
case to their own quarters.

They were not -inclined for conversation
with Tebby Mudin. ‘

In fact, they were more inclined to
bump him.

It was cwing to his nosing in Catesby's
study that thelr hands were emarting |
fike tre. ]

In the end study thero was a chorus |
of gasping and groaning for same mimres. ]

“I don't feel much like etickct proce
tice this aftemmoon!” mumbled Lowvell.
“ Blessed if. 1 conid ho'd a hat now!”

“Same here!” groaned Raby. " DBloss
thatfat little beastl Why can’t he stop
wrreghr swvw  svelrve mewyererw RAS L AL AL
prying ind  noglag! oWl Yon ne,
Jimmy, what id you want Lo ¢chip in
fory"”

" Well, Cateshy was laging it on too |
thick,” sgaid Jimmy Silver.

“Brr-r-ri®

“Tubby will burgle that desk seme
day,” satd Raby. *“He's convinced that )
there’s a food-hoard hidden in §t.  And
I faney it's only those papers wa saw
Cateshy’s uncle hand himn that day at !
Woodend.,” :

“I rather think Tubby would be more
Inquisitive than ever @ he knew that,”
said Jimmy. “He would want to know |
what Mr. Catesby gave his
viluable documents to mind for.”

“Well, it is queer.”

“Catesby «cecms to be jolly nervous
about thosa papers,” remarked Newcome, |
“1 dow’t see that it would do much harm
if anyone saw them—just legal papoers™ |

“Hiz unele told himm to keep them
sccret.”

*But why should hef”

“Plegsed 11 1 know,
QOw-—owi”

“Wow-wow!” g ‘

“It would serve Cateshy right to talk
abont his blessed papers for him,” said
Raby vengefully, !

Jimmy shook his head.

“Can’t do that,” he replied. " We heard
him and his uscle confabbing by acei-
dent. It would Jook like eavesdropping
if we let on that we knew.  Besides,
we've nothing against his unclo. I dure |
suy the old jolinny is a good sort; he
was Mr., Bulkeley's partnoer.”

“I'd like to make Catesby sit  ap,
though, and Knowled! Fancy that bully- |
ing cad- being caplain of Rookweod!”
groaned Raby. *“It's a bik differsni from
Bulkeley's time. I wish Bulkeley wounld
come haeck.” ;

“Me will ¥ his Tsther’s acquitted at
the trial,” said Jimmy,

“Wow! My hands! Wow.®

Mornington of the Fourth looked into |
the study.

He grinned at the sight of the Fistical
Four rubbing their huntls and granting,

“Been in the wars?” he asked.

e

nephow

or careé much! |

“Wow! Yes. Knowles! Ow!”
“Our  merry uwew captain?®  smiled
Morvington. “Never mind; Xnowles

woin't reign over us long if Bulkeley comes
back, His father's innoecent.”

“Well, I hepe he 5" said Jimmy. |
“But Mr. Bulkeley was arrested, though
he's let out on bail since., You speak
as if yon knew something.” '

“I've thought it out,” said Mornington, .
taking a seat on the vorner of the table.
“There really isn't any prool against |
Mr. Bulkeley. Twenty thousand pounds
of bonds are missing from the bank. I've
read uwp the evidenoe that was given |
when he was remended, in the news- |
papers. 1t seems that the junior partner, |
James Catesby, was in Scotland when it |
. teok place. Only the two partners had
keys to the zafe, asd Mr. Cateshy had
leit his with Mr. Bulkeley when he went i
away."

“My hat!” said Lovell. “That looks '
pretty clear. I remember hehfing that
the bank saie was opcmed with a key |
when the bonds were taken away.”

Mornington nodded. i

“That isn’t all,” he zaid. “The night- |

1 ey Yo

| him askin® old Mack

{ there,” explained Mornington.
1. him

watciman was stummed by a hlow from

] behind, and Mr, Baolkeley's stick was
Tound on the premises.”

“Qht”

“Poor old Bulkeley!” said Jimmy Silver

feelingly. “I'm blessed if 1 sce how his

father is to get away from cvidence like |

that.”

“All the same, X belicve he's not
guilty,” said Mornington.

“Why?” -

down here visiting Bulkeley; he looked
thoroughly decent. I'd lay ten 1o one

“Enowledge of hnman nature; old scout. |
I've seen the old boy when he's been |

in quids on Bulkeley’s pater—if I had

any wuida.”

MWell, T hope he'll get elear,” said
Jimmy Eilver. “But you can see what
‘the police think from that detective
man, Screw, coming here and searching
Bulkeley's quoarters. They Lhought M
Bulkeley had the bonds, and suspected
that he wmiight have given them to Bulke-
bo hide, as they couldn’t find them
at his house.” ;

“Bub they haven’ found them,” suid
Mornington.

“Not here”

“Nob at all,” said Morny.

“How do you know ?” ;
“Beeause I've just spotted that detec-
tive chap hanging about the school,”
answered Mornington coolly.  “He stiil
thivks old Bulkeley may have hiddea the
bands womewhere here, and he's after

|

them.  Of course, if they found the bonds |

here, that would be a elincher at the
trial.  Until they find them, I don't
helicye they can find Mr. Bulkeley guilty,
and thore will have to be another remand
when the case comes up. See¥”

Lovell frowned angrily. ¥

"The fellow's mo right to hang about
Reokwood !” he exclaimed. .

*Just what I was thinkin'” {

“As il Baulkeley would have a hand in
such a swindie!” exclaimed Raby, “That
detective idiot must be off his chump.”

Mornington grinned.

“The | detective idiot doesn®t  know
Bulkeley a3 we do, old scout. I dare
say it scems the likeliest thing In the

f world -{o Thim.”

“The silly assi”

CPukeicys &5 IRURSERE- 88 & by

whatover may bo thoe truth about s

father,” wald Jimmy Sitver,
“Lxactly. I've: been thinkin',” said
Mornington. “The detective johnny was |

in the lane a few minutes ago. I heard
! questions about the

abbey iuins.” :

- “What on earth does he care about the

ruins of Rookwood Abbey?” exclaimed

AJimmy, in surprise.

M“Don't you see? e thinks those
blessed  bonds may have been hidden in
some mook or cranny by poor old Bulke-
ey béfore he left.”
u..‘nmmy Silver uttered an angry exclama-

on, -

“The silly chumpi”™

“And is. he there now?”
Lovell. :

“XNou beti? -

“Confound his checki” Syt

“Yaus, i3 a check—a  thumpin’
cheek!” agreed Mornington.  “That’s
‘what 1 was .th{nkin'. I came here to
make a suggesfion. The wmerry ’tee is.
nosin’ in the abbey ruins. Why not go
for him%”

“E]‘l?'"

exclaimed

1

“And shut him up in the vault,” spid

Mornington calmly. ™It would be a
lesson to him to do his Sherlock Holmes’

1 bizney somewhere clse.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.
“1 suggested it to Erroll, but he's such

a sober old judge,” gaid Mornington, “and

he wants to play cricket. Bo 1
along here, What do you say?®”
“There’'d be a4 row,” said Raby doubt-
fally.
“NWot a bit of it!
dent, of eourse.”
“Ha, bal®
“We go fhere without knowin’

came

It will be an acci-

he's

hear us  talkin® about someéthin’

“We 1%

hidden, an’ he follows us into the vault, |

1 spyim’. See? You het he'll dodge out of
4 sight when he sees us comin’.

; He don’t
want all Rookwood watehin® him at work,
It would be no end of a joke to bottle
him up an® leave him to investigate the
habits of the merry lttle lizards in the

| vault!® :

The Fistical Your chortled.

They did not Teel very amiable towards
the enterprising Mr. Screw, whose sus-
picions of Bulkeley seemed utterly ridi-
fulons to the majority of Rookwood fcl-
OV S,

“Of course, we'll let him out later,”
added Mornington. “We won’t starve

be considercd a work of national import-

| ance, congiderin’ the shortapge of grub.

But we'll he mercitul. A few hours in
tue vault will teach him not to nose
about here
“It's & gol” said Jimmy Silver.
A “lark” with the detective was an
who were pot fecling mp to cricket just
then.

{ him to death, thoungh really that might

The four left the end study with Morn- |

ington, and they saontered away with

an air of carclessness towards the abbey

ruins. "
The 3vd 'Cbephr.
Bagged !

“In this style, threc-and-nine!” mur-

mured Mornington.

{ the bundle he

The Fistical Four chuckled softly.

The juniors were approaching the abbey
ruins, at some distance from the eehoo
buildings. %
~Moray’s remark was ealled forth by the
sight of a black bowler hat showing above
a pile of ancient masonry, ;

Only the bowler hat counld he seen, but
it “;J?s ietvident that the ownor was under-
ncath it. S b

“He hasn’s heard us yet,” murmured

- Morningten. “When he d-oiz he will
take cover, ten o one on that! You
sec! QOtherwise, he would expect to get
a crowd round to find out what he's
doin’ here.”

aﬁbgomy kicked a chunk of lopsc stone

1 began to speak loudly.

“The wvanlt’s open, you chaps; 1
noticed that. Whoever went there last
left the door nnfastened.”

Instantly the bowler hat vanished.

| The wunseen detective ducked down at

Fon;:e at the sound of the footsteps and a
voice.

erowd of curious schoolboys on the seene.

Mornington winked at his companions
as the hat disappeared.

The Fistical Your guppressed their
merriment with some diffteulty.

The deteclive’s belief that his presence
. was unsuspected therc seemod comic to
the juniors.

- The Fourfh-Yormers walked on, clatter-
ing over the loose stones and inorbar,
heading for the opening of the vault,

The detective remained out of gight.

Uhey reached the mossy stone steps
that led down to the vaults, at the
bottomn of which the great dopr was
ajar.

It was supposed to be kept closed, but
fellows with a taste for exploration some-
times got it open, and left it so.

“This way!” wsaid Mornington. *I've
got an electrie toreh in my pocket, you
thaps. We'lll find the bundle eazily
enough."” !

Jimmy Silver & Co. stared for a
moment, and then they understood that
the word “bundle ” was intended for the
sharp ears lietening behind the masonry.

Jimmy entcred into the spirit of the

thing - at once.

“What do yen think is in the bundle,

1 Morny?” he asked.

“Well, that's rather a deep one,” said
Mornington gravely. “To judge by the
look of it, it contnins papers of some
kind.  But I dou’t see why a chap
ghonld hide a bundle of papers in the
vault-—do youi”

“Blesged if T dol” grinned Lovell.

“16 must Lo grubd’ said Mornington,
with owllike gravity. “A food-hoarder,
yon know, hiding grub. A c¢hap eouldn’t

{ want to hide his papers.”

1"1 don’t gee how he could,” said Raby.
LT ) - B s . ]
| | lm: ur‘m Wtﬁl Hiy Hoon mi ou‘..
anyway 1"

“I'l tell you what,” seid Mornington
thoughtfully. *“If it’s
cate it! That's iair.”

“Yes, rather!”

“But i it’s papers of any kind we'll
leave them there, and not say a word
about it. I a chap chooses to hide his
{)N;ggrty heve it's no business of ours,
s "

"Not a bit!” grinned Newcome.

“That’'s a go, then!” said Morny.

The juniors pulled open the heavy
door and passed into the opening of the
vault,

There was a ¢elick in the rains above.

“Me's on the move!” murmured Morn-
ington.

1 . The juniors chiuckled silently. -

Morny turned ou the light of his clee-
iric torch and led the way in, followed
by the Fistical Four.

. He stopped- in the second vault and
made a sign for silence.

Behind them in the darkneis came a
faint, sound,

It was the sound made by a man soitly
creeping. C

- Mr. Screw was on the track. .
. The detective's eyes were gleaminz as
he crept into the vault. ;

He was there to hunt for the bonds,
which he suspected were hidden in some
nook or cranny about Roolwood.

The words he had overheard scitled
the matter for him.

These juniors wers evidenily secking
ranted, - A

Morny had found it in the vault, and
had brought his iricnds there to lift it,
under the impression that it contained a
Tood-hoarder’'s store—a natural suspicion
in a schoclboy who did not know anything
about the hidden plunder.

Mr. Serew intended to have his eyes
on that - bundle the moment it was
revealed.

The schoolboys might leave it there if
it only contained papers, but it was
papers that Mr. Serew wanted.

Not for a moment did Mr. Serew sus-
.pect that the juniors knew he was there

bundie had no existence outside
Morny's imagination.

The gentleman ‘froin Scotland Yard
certainly would not have suspected that
hia dignified leg could possibly be pulled
‘hy schoolboys.

Morny smiled as he heard the faint
sound behind, which showed that Mr.
Serew was on the track.

The “spoof ” was working like a charm.

“Tet me see. I think it was in the
third vault,” he remarked thoughtfully.

{ “Come on A bit farther.”

The juniors moved on, the light fash-

| ing ahead.
attractive enterprise to the Fistical Four, § . ;

TO THE BOYS AT THE FRONT !

1’1-" you are wrable to obtain this
publication regularly, please tell
any newsagent to get it from:

.eseageries HACHETTE ot Cla,
1i1, Rus Reamur, PARIS.

As Morny sagely divined, he «id not |
want to be spotted there, and to geb a |

grub we’'ll confis- §

amd were pulling his official leg, and that f
{ the

through the darkness Mr. Screw [oliowed

abservation if the boys looked round.
_He did not intend to reveal Lis presence
until the hiding-place of the Bonds was
disclosed, : Aliae
Then it would be easy to step forward
\and take possession of the stolen goods
under the of
But {0 show himsgelf too soom would
spoil it all, for it was very probable that
Morny would refuse to reveal the hiding-

‘Wt his order. §
ul as he was, the detective couid

not help making a few slight sounds as

he Tgre along in the darkness.

@
was in the second vault by the time they
entered the third.

“Here, is it?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“I think so; awfully carcfully hidden,
too,” said Mornington. *1'll bet you
- could search for & week without finding
it, Silver!” :

- Which was very probable.
¥Well, where's  the place?”

Jimmy. i ! :

Morny flached the light round, taking
| care not to flash it behind him.

“Blessed if 1 can say which vault it

was, they're so alike I he said. “1 really
f ought to have made a note of it. . Let’s
try from the first oue; that’s the best
idca.!l 3 .
b He turned guddenly, and walked back to
the first vaulf, looking neither to the
P right nor the left, and keeping the light
straight before him.

The Fistical Four followed his exumple.
-Mr, Serew squeezed himself close to
the pillar in {he second vault at the side
I of the arch, to keep ouf of sight.

He need not really bave taken the
trouble ; the juniors did not intend to sce
L him.

i But Mr. Screw was not aware of that,
They passcd back into the second vault,
! and then into the first, and now they
L were between Mr. Serew and the door.

. Morny shu{ the light off suddenly. .
“Hallo, it's goneput!” he exelaimed,
“Well, you ass!” exelaimed Raby. J
“T’ve got a refill in my poeket,” said

Mornington. “Come into the lght, and

I'll put it in the lamp in a jiffy.”
“Right-ho 1"

The four juniors moved on io the door
of the vault where the daylight streamed
in fnintly.

They passed through the arclied door-
way to the stone steps outside.

Mr. Serew was waiting wlthin for
Morny to renew the exhausted lamp, and
for the juniors to return and recommence
the search, ‘

He had a long wait before him.

- Onece outside the door Morny dropped
the eleetrie lamp into his poeket.

LN ghy. - {wa’l eoma__hagk  later. vom
foiRi el Game - Biek e Son
fellows,” he sald, * Better elose the door
in ease anybody else cowes along.”

Slam!

There was a rush of feet ingide.

Mr. Serew was still unaware that the
| juniors knew of his presence, but he bad
no desire to be shut in in the dark vault.
But it was too late. : :

The heavy oaken door was shut, and
 Morny calmly jammed a wedge of stone
k- under the outer gide, go that it could not
L possibly ‘be opened from within.

L Bang, bang!

b Mr. Screw was thumping on the door
inside, and the sounds came, faint and
muffled, through the massive oak.

“HMallo! There's somebody in there!”
| vawned Mornington. “Timg we took a
¢ stroll, I think.”

nl{ﬂ_. hil, ha!"

And the merry juniors took a stroll,
leax'liélg- Mr. Serew simply raging in the
. vault,

—eeea

The 4th Chapter.

Tubby in Luck !

“Ha, bha, ba!” :
Jimmy Silver & Co. lavghed loud and
| long as they walked merrily from the
abbey ruing.

Mr. Serew was left to his just punish-
ment, as the juniors regarded it,

The man who suspteted & Rookwood
fellow of having a hand in a robbery
deserved punishment, according to the
Rookwood point of view.

Mornington joined Lrroll of the ¥ourth
in the quadrangle, and they went along
to Little 8ide, where a good many of the
Fourth were improving their half-holiday
by ericket-practice.

But the Fistical Four were not fecling
¥ inclined for handling bats os yet.

They sauntered down to the gates,

Tubby Muffin met them there, and
rolled after them as they went into the
lane. -

b- *“You fellows after Cateshy?” he asked.

“Bother Cateshy!”

“He’s just gone out,” said Tubby. *I
say, what a chance to get that key off
him, and open that dezk with the grub
in, in his study!”

Tubby Mufiin dodged Lovell's boot, and
ceasced to make any remarks, :

But he lollowed the four juniors down
the lane.

Tubby's thoughts were running on the
supposed food-hoard in Catesby's study,
and he half suspected the Fistical Four of
being on the track of that food-hoard.
e never could understand that other
fellows did not think =0 much about
“grub ' as hie did.

As it happened, Jimmy Silver & Co.
were well aware that there was no food-
hoard in Catesby’s locked desk.

By chance they had seen the mecting
between Stephen Catesby and Lis uncle at
Woodend, and had scen the banker hand
Catesby the bundle of documents he was
to mind.

They had heard him impress upon his
nephew the great necessity for kecping
the documents safe and secrce, and
go they could guess that it was that
bundle of papers that Catesby was Keep-
ing so ecarefully locked up in the
mahogany degk. }

The incident had puzzled Lhem; but it

Bebind them was black darkness, and
the light of the eleetric torch, keeping

close 1o the side of the vault to escape |

¢ eyes of the astonished juniors. §

%"mmrs were wall aware that he

asked |

was not their business, :nd they had
. almost forgotten ib, whea Tubby’s keeu-
intereat in Catesby’s desk brought it back
to’ their minds. b St
“There’s that Modern worm!” grunted
Lovell, as the juniors camc in sight of
the stile in Coomb? Lﬁﬁle. ‘ ol
Sitting on the stile, half-hidden by the
wiliows, was Catesby of the Sixth.
Jimmy Bilvér gave a sniff. ; 3
-"He's waiting for some of his preciou}
| sporting friends, you bet,” be said. I
suppose he's got eomo nponey on the
races. I know he plays that game, and
g i tain of Rookwood!™
- “Ripping, for n captain o okwood ™
growled L%ye?l. '
“What price bumping him off the stile?®
said Raby.
“Fathead! I've had cnovgh of bumping

Cateshy 1* o,
Raby burst, into a sudden chuckle.
“1 say, ib’s ten to one he’s there to

meet sowe sncaking sharper from the
Bird-in-Hand,” he said, in a low voice.
“You e¢an geo he's staring towards the
place.”

“Mozt likely. But what about it7”

“Well, let us wait, too.” -

“Eh? We don't want to meet a hooks
maker or a billiard-sharper, do we?” =

“Yer, we do,” answered Raby, with a
grin. It will make Catesby no end
waxy; and he ean't go for us for hunging
about the lane.” }

Jimmy Silver la d.

It was quite a good scheme for worry-
ing the bully of the Sixth, in return for :
what the juniors had received in his
study.

“Done!” sald Jimmy.

The four walked on til
abreast of the stile.

Catesby glanced round for a moment,
and frowned.

Then he resmwed his watching across
the fields.

There was an anxious pucker in hisg
brows, and the juniors, who more than
suspected Catesby's secret pursuits, could
guess that the “gee-gee ” he had put his
money on wag proving wmreliable.

The prefect hecame aware, alter a few
minutes, that the juniors had halted.

He looked round angrily.

Jimmy Bilver & Co. stood in a group a
few yards from the stile, with Tubby
Mufiln bhovering near, g

They were not looking at Cateshy, and
they were talking cricket.

The Modern prefect had po right what-
ever to order them off, :

But it did not suit Catesby to havae
them there just them, when he was wait-
ing for the arrival of his bookmaking
friend.

“Clear along, you fags!” he rapped out.

they eame

Jimmy Silver glanced round.

“Did_you speak to us, Cateshy?” he -
asked politely.

*¥es. Clear off!” :

VAR U0 L

MO what <the aarth ™ fnguired Jimmy.
“Do you wiant It all?”

“det along, I tell yon!”

“Can’t we stand in Coombe Lane if we
want to?” demanded Lovell. “Have you
bought the lane, Catesby?” .

“What are you hangiig about for?”
snapped Cateshy. )

“For half an hour!” answered Jimmy
Limmoreusly.

But Stephen Cateshy was
for Fourth orm humour.

He slipped from. the
threatening look.

“Clear!” he said. ;

The Fistical Four faced him coolly.

They did not intend to tuke orders
from a Modern prefect, with justice so
clearly on their side!

“We're not' going to clear!” answered
Jimmy Silver deliberately. “We've as
| much right hera as you have, Catesby!”
“You spying little rotter!”

2

in no mocod

stile,. with a

“What i3 there to spy on?' asked
Jimmy sweetly; and his  comrades
grinned.

Wil you. ‘gol”

striding towards them.

“No-fear!” ’S S

“Then I'l kick you nlonz the road!™
exclaimed the prefect savagely. o

“Kick away,” answered Jimwmy coolly.
“We ean do some kicking, tco.” 3

Catesby rushed at them.

Probably he expected to see the fags
dodze and flee hefore him.

But they didn't! i

They grasped Cateshy as  he rushed
them down, and all five of them rolled in
the dust togeflier.

“Ow!” roared Catesbhy. T—I—
I'll smash you! Ow!” !

He hit cut furiously, and there was a
chorus of yelling, Nt

But the juniors grabbed him fiercely.

Lovell's cluteh chanced on lis ‘watel- .
chain, and it was dragged out. i

The drag, however, pulied Cateshy over, .
and he- rolled on his side, and Lovell
planted a knee on him,

“Down him!” panted Lovell.

“Yarooh!”

“ Bump the cad!” g

“Look out!” gasped Jimmy Sitver.

In the distance, from the direction of
Coombe, appeared the figure of Mr.,
Bootles, the naster of the Fonrth,

He was coming directly towards ihe
exeited group.

In a tlash, thie Fistical Four jumped

way fromm Catesby, and bolted through
a gap in the hedge.

They did not want to meet their Form- .
master, du the very act of ragiting a
Sixth Yorm prefect—even a Modérn one.

Catesby staggered to his feet, gasping,
wondering for a moment why the juniors
had so suddenly released him.

Then he cauvght sight of AMr. Bootles,
gnd at the same moment of ‘Mr. Joey
Hook, the bookmaker, rolling seross the
ficlds from the direction of the Bird-in-
Hand.

Stopping only to cateh

shouted (fat"csbjx,‘

“Ohl

up his cap,
opposite side of the road, and vanished, =
It was Mr. Hook'’s turn to wait for the .
appointment to be kept. Catesby was
not likely to keep it while a Rookwood
master was anywhere ahout.
Tubby Mulln, left alone in the lane,

blinked in astouishmcent, :

Catesby darted through the hedge on the -
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in a few seconds the excited, struggling

group had vanished from Tubby's startled
eyes.
- “Silly asses!” muttered Mufiin discon-
tentedly. “They might have had tho key
?)tlti 'h.im if they’'d had any sense! They——
. Tubby fairly jumped, as a gleam of
metal in the dust caught his eye.

A key lay in the road, with two or
thpete gilver links of a chain still attached
to it

Catesby’s watehchain had broken when
Lovell's sudden drag came on it.

The watch had been leoft in his pocket,
but the other end of the chain had come
loose and broken with the violence of the
jerk, and the key attached to it had
fallen into the dust.

Tubby Mufiin knew that key!

He gave one glance in the direction of
Mr. Bootles—the master was still twenty
yards distant. ‘

Then he- pounced on the key!

In a twinkling the key was in Tubby

Tuffin’s pocket, and the fat Classical waa
seudding back to Rookwood ns fast as
hig fat little legs would carry him.

Stephen Catesby’s food-hoard was at his
mercy now—-If it was a food-hoard!

The 6th Chapter.
An Amazing Discovery!

Tubby Muffin strolled into Mr. Manders’
House with an air of great carelessness,
ag if merely looking in to gpeak to a
fellow,

But as soon as hig savnter brought him
past Cateshy's study he whipped open tho
door and darted in.

He ciosed the door behind him, and
listened breathlesaly for a minute or two.

But nobiody had observed him; the
corridors were descrted, as were most of
the studies.

Ag for Catesby himeelf, he was out of
gates, and was not likely to return till
after he had kept his postponed appoint-
ment with Mr. Hook. .

Tubby felt that it was “all clear.”

He stopped before the old malwogany
desk in tho corner of the room, and
fumbled ia his pocket for the key.

+ A moment more, and the key was in
the Iock, and Muflin had turned it.

The fat Ciassical - was trembling now,
partly with excltement and partiy with
nervousness,

It was a eerlous matter, unlocking a
prefect’s desk withoub bis knowledge or
permiagion.

But Tubby told himaself that he was
justified in raiding a food-hoyg-—in fact,
it was a patriotic duty!

He puf back ithe heavy lid of the desk
noiselicssly. ‘

. His round eyes glistened sz he looked
Into the desk, and then his face fell,

Ho had expected to find  the  wspnee
crammed  with good things<ham and
tongue, and sugar and eakoe, and the other
things that food-hoarders put by for a
rainy day.

Instead of which, all he saw In the
almost empty desk was a4 bundle, which
looked as if it contained bulky papers.

“Munt-mum-my hat!” mumbled Tubby.

He.fairly blinked at the bundie. i

Why on earth did Catesby keep that old

unused desk so carefully locked, and wear
a _heavy key on his watchehain, i there
was nothing in the desk but a bundle
of papers?
.In the faint hope that ~the bundle
might, after all, contain something in the
eatable line, Tubby Mufiln picked it up
and examined it. "

It was fastened with atring, and
wrapped in thick paper, but {t felt ns {f
16 only contalned documents.

Tubby Muflin was as iInquisitive ag a

daw, and his fat fingers  were falcly
trerabling with eagerness now,
“There  was egomething so odd, so

mystertoas, in Catesby of the Sixth taking
such extraordinary care of a bundle of
papers, that evén Tubby's fat  brain
realised that there muost be something
very unusual about those papers.

- Tubby had very fow scruples when his
Inaatlable curlosity was aroused,

He wanted to know, and he meant to
know,

Almost unconsciously his fat fingers un-
fastened tihwe sbring that tied up the
bundie- of doenments.,

After all, be could leave thewmn as he
found them, locking the desk after him
and no one would ever know that he hag
been there—ouly he  would
secret, whatever it waa,

That was his reflection.

Astonishment grew in his fat face as
{}e,i;rought the contents of the packet to
ights,

The papers were vory thick and heavy,
were printed in two colours, and were
covered with small print.

In large type, at the head of the top
paper, he read the words, “@overnment of
Japan.”

Tubby fairly blinked.

He did not need teXling that this was
an official paper of some kind.

What could an official paper, issued by
the Japanese Government, be doing in
Stephen Catesby’s desk at Rookwood?

A lesser mystery than that would have

know the

mado Tubby Muilin breathiess with
curiosity.
Lower down the document were the

flzures, “ £1,000.”

Almost stuftering with amazement and
excitement, 'fMibby examined the re-
mainder of the documents.

Some of them were in French, and one
or two in Spanish.

All had figures marked on them, and
sheets of coupons marked in smaller sums;
and Tubby, reading them, found that the
coupons entitled the holder of the docu-
ments to payments of interest at specified
dateas,

And there were twenty of the docu-
ments in all.

Tubby fairly gasped.

It made his brain whirl to realise that
he was holding in his fab hands documents
thab rcggrescnted & nominal valuo of
twenty thousand pounds!

He knew what they were now.

He haa bheard of War Bonds, and he

knew that these must be bonds of some
sort—bhonds issued by foreign Govern-
ments. .

Bonds!

Twenty thousand pounds!

In Catesby’'s desk! -

If Tubhy had never heard of the bank-
robhery, he would have known that a
Sixth-Former ‘&t Rookwood could not
possibly have come honestly into the
possession of twenty thousand pounds’
worth of bonds,

But he had heard of it, of course. He
knew that Mr. Screw had visited Rook-
wood, - searching Bulkeley’s quarters ' for
the twenty thousand pounds’ worth of
bonds Mr. Bulkeley was suspected of
stealing from the bank.

Tubby was not a bright youth, but he
did not need telling that here were the
bonds of which. Mr. Screw had been in
gsearch.

- In Catesby's desk—and Catesby was not
a friend of Bulkeley's!

Mr. Screw had evidently searched in the
wrong house at Bookwood.

“(h, crumbs!” gasped Tubby.

He let the bonds fall back
desk,

They were not the kind of plunder he
was looking for,

With trembling hands Tubby closed the
desk, and locked it again.

His heart was thumping as he stole out
of the study, almost bursting with excite-
ment at the discovery he had made.

He rolled away to the gates, and gave
a chirrup of relief as he sighted the
Flstical Four in the lane.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were saunfering
home.

The effects of their llcking having worn
off they were ready for cricket-practice,

Tubby Muffin rolled out £to meet them.

“Jimmy!” he gaspod.

““Hallo, porpoise!"
Silver. “8till hungry!”

into the

answered Jimmy

"y

o

Sl

“true!

I've scen -the honds! They're
locked up in Catesby's desk. It wasn't a
food-hoard, after alll It's the stolen
bonds !

“Wirat !"”

Tubby Muffln Leld up the key.

“Qatesby dropped that when you were
handling him,” he explained. *1-—"

“You've been to his desk!” exclaimed
Newcome.

“Yes, I have.”

“And was there any grub there, you fat
burglar?”

“No, you ass! Don't I keep on telling
you that the stolen bonds were there—
twenty  thousand pounds' worth!"”
spluttered Tubby. .

Jimmy Silver looked at him fixedly.

Back into his mind c¢ame that
mysterious meeting at Woodend, when
Mr. James Catesby had handed a parcel
of papers to Catesby of the Sixth, with
injunctions to keep them safe and secret.

And Mr. Catesby was Mr. Bulkeley's
partner at the bank!

The  possibilities flashed into Jimmy's
mind at once.

He dropped
shoulder.

“Quiet now, and tell us what you've
seen,” he said quietly.

Tubby, only too glad to have impressed
Jimmy Silver at last, went on to relate
with great circumspection what he had
discovered.

The juniora listened withont an inter-
ruption, their faces growing very grave,

t was evident that Tubby was teliing
the truth.

He could not possibly have invented
that description of the foreign bonds,
which he had never seen till he saw them
in Catesby's desk.

“My only hat!” said Jimmy at last,
when Tuhhf"s tale was told. “That lets
in some light on the subjeet,
fellows.”

his hand on Tubby's
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*1—I say, Jimmy, about Bulkeley—~

“What about Bulkeley?” asked Lovell.

“His father—his father's innocent!”
spluttered Tubby.

Jimmy stared at him.

“I belibve he is,” he sald.
do you know about it, fatty?”

#1 know who robbed the hank.”

“What?"” yelled the Fistical Four.

“Honour !” gasped Tubby.

“You know who robbed the bank?" re-
peated Jimmy Silver dazedly.

[ YE‘S."

“Who was it, then?”

“Catesby of the Sixth!”

The 6th Chepter.
Light at Last!

Tubby Muffin made that announcement
imapresgively.

Apparently he expected the Fistical
Four to be very astonished and impressed.

But they weren't! ;

As Tubby made that astounding state.
ment the Co. naturally supposed that he
was trying to pull their Ieg, and they
Iaid hands on Tubby, and bumped him
down in the lane,

It was not permissible to rull the leg
of the end study.

“Yaroooh!” roared Muffin, in surprise
and wrath. “Wharrer you at? What's
that for, you beasta?"”

“That's for departing from the stralt
and narrow path of veracity!” said Jimmy
Silver severely.
next time!"”

“A much casier one, please!” grinned

Raby.
Y, It's true!”

“Yow-ow-ow !
“Fathead!” Jimmy Silver looked at his
watch. “J1 think we may as well drop in
at the abbey, you chaps, bLefore we go
down to cricket-practice. 1 shouldn’t
wonder if that detective chap Las finished
his explorations by this time.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

Tubby Muffin scrambled up in great
wrath. ;

“You silly asses!” he gasped “It's

“But what

“Tell us an casier one
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Yovell whistled.

“Then it was Mr. Bulkeley's partner!”
he said.

“It looks like it.”

“Ho wasg supposed to be In Scotland at
the time, and he had left his key of the
safe with Mr. Bulkeley,” said Raby.
“Morny said so.”

“His journey to Scotland was spoof. If
he did it, he came back secrotly, of
course,” said Jimmy quietly. = “As for
leaving his key with Mr. Bulkeley, ho
could easily have had another made like
it in advance. I dare say he could easily
get hold of a stick belonging to his
partner, to leave there after he had
knocked the night watchman'on the head.
Anyway, if those papers he handed to
Catesby to keep are the stolen bends, that
settles it.”

“But, why—"

“Don't you remember the bobbies sus-
pected that Mr. Bulkeley might have
given the honds to his son to hide?” aaid
Jimmy. *“As a matter of fact, that was
exactly what Catesby’s uncle did. He
wouldn't. want to keep them anywhere
near him, in case of accidents or sus-
piclon, and be wouldn’t dare to deposit
them in a bank or safe-deposit. He
thought a schoolboy's desk would be
quite gafe; and co it would havo been if
Tubby hadn't been a sneaking, prying
cad.”

“Oh, I say!” exclaimed Tubby Muflin
indignantly. “F think I've done jolly
well! Haven't I helped the innocent and
depounced the guilty, and—and—"

“But you only meant to bag another
fellow's grub!” growled Jimmy. *8till,
I must say it's luck{ for old Bulkeley that
you are a food-hunting pig, Tubby."”

“Look here—-"

“You can come and spin this yarn to
Mr. Screw,” said Jimmy. “He's the
proper person to hear it. He's after those
bonds.” .

“ But—-but where is he?” gasped Tubby.
“ Do you know where to find him?”

Jimmy grinned.

“Yes; we keep defectives bottled up in
vaults, T w¢ase we want ‘em!}” he
answered, an answer that made Tubby

‘Mufn blink.

* The Fistlcal TFour hurried in at the
gates, taking Tubby Mulfin with them.

Knowles called to them in the quad-
rangle.

“Here, Silver!”

“Hallo?” eanswered Jimmy,
respectfully.

“Take. my bat in.”

“Oh, find a Modern fag!” sald Jimmy.

Enowles' eyes glittered.

“You've still got. to learn that I'm
cagt_ain of Rookwood, you cheeky young
cub—what?” he asked. : :

“You won't be long,” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. *Bulkeley's coming back, old
scout, so you can put that in your plpe
and smoke it!”

And the juniors dodged Knowles, and
fled, leaving the new  captain of Rook-
wood in a state of angry astonishment.

Haying shaken off Knowles they hurried
round the buildings, and mada their way
to the abbey ruips.

There was a faint sound of thumping
from within the oaken dcor of the vaults
a3 they descended the steps.

Mr. Screw was evidently still trying to
attract attention—not & very hopeful
prospect.

Jimmy knocked on the door.

“Hallo! Anybody in there?” he called
out.

Bang, bang!

Jitnmy kicked the wedge
pulled the door open.

I;{r. Screw, with a furious face, strode
cuv.

He shook a bony flst at Jimmy Silver.

“You young rascall” he thundered.

“Hallo! Is that your thanks for being
let out?” inquired Jimmy. !

“You shut me in the vault!” raved Mr.
Screw. “I can see now thaf you knew I

not very

away, and
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{ Tubby Muffin fairly blinked,
He did not need telling that it m=
wase an official paper which
e held In his hand. But what
eould® an - official . paper,
issued by the Japaness

Qovernmont, ba doing . in
Stephen Catesby’a desk 7

e
P

was there, and you were teading me Into
a trap by pretending that there was a
nundle hidden in the vault{ Do you deny

‘|IF

Jimmy S8ilver smiled.

“Don't that show what training In the
police foree will do for a man?” he ex-
claimed. “Fancy the chap guessing that,
you fellows!”

Mr. Screw almoat raved.

#1 shall complain to your Headmaster!”
he shouted.

“What about?” asked Jimmy sweetly.
“We're supposed to close that door after
going into the vaults.”

“Youn—you—you—-"

“Eagy does it, Mr, Screw!” grinned
Jimmy, as the enraged man clenched his
hands, as If ahout to make a frontal
attack on the Fistical Four. “I've gobt
news for you. How would you like to
find those bonds after all?”

Mr. Screw's manner altered at once.

“If you know anything of stolen pro-
perty you are bound to tell me!” he
gaid. “If you can give me any informa-
tion 1 will forgive you the ftrick you
have played on me.”

“I don't know that I'm worried about
that,” answered Jimmy calmty. “Buf I
cﬁ[n tell you where the bounds are, if you
like.”

Mr. Screw gave him a very suspicious
look.

“Go ahead, Tubby!” added Jimmy
Silver. . “Spin your yarn, old perpoise. I
ghouldu't wonder if Mr. Screw stood you
a twopenny bun for it!”

Tubby Muflin rolled into the limelight
at once.

With a wealth of detall, he narrated
his startling dlscovery to Mr. Screw, who
watched him almost like & hawk all the
time he was speaking.

- The detective rapped out two or three
guestions, evidently fearing that his leg
was being pulled once more. ‘

Bunt Tubby soon satisficd him that ha
was relating facta.

Mr. Screw’s ill-humour was entirely
gone when he realised that.

He even smiled, & rather hard and
crusty smilo, but a smile.

“Good!” he ejaculated at length.

“Does that clear Bulkeley's pater, Mr,
Screw?” asked Lovell anxiously.

“If I find the bonds in Master Catos-
by’s desk it certainly appears to do s0.”
answercd Mr. Screw guardedly. *“Master
Catesby certainly could not have received
them from Mr. Bulkeley.” A

“Ws know whom he reccelved them -
from,"” -said Lovell. “Well him, Jimmy.”

Jimmy, in a few words, told of the
mecting the chums had accidentally wit-
nessed in Woodend, when James Catesby
had handed the precious packet to his
nephew.

er. Screw smiled again, a very pleased
smile.

“You young gentlemen bave performed
a very. great service,” ho said. “If yeu
are attached to this lad Bulkeley, as [
gather, you may rest satisfied that Lis
father's name will be cleared wheg 1
have verified this information. Please
show me the way to Master Catesby's
study.”

“Can you open hls desk, though?” asked
Lovell dubiously.

“I have a warrant to scarch for tle
bonds.”

“That's all right, then.”

The juniors left the abbey with Mr.
Screw, who grinned to himself several
times on the way to Mr. Manders’ House.

It was plain that the gentleman from
Scotland Yard was feeling in high feather.

Having been hopelesslty on the wrong
track, and having been set by sheer acci-
dent on the right track, he was doubt-
less calculating wpon the credit his
striking success wouid gain him, :

He followed the juniors into Mr. Man-
ders' House, to meet an inquiring slare
from Mr. Manders.

Mr. Manders’ stare did not disconcert
him, however. : /

He spoke in a low tone to the Modern

1 muster, the juniors standing respectfully

back.

Mr. Manders' face was very entertain-
ing to watch as he listened to the detec-
tive. .

“({ood heavens!” the junlors heard !{_m
| €3

gasp. “Bless my soul! Impossible! Y.
—-yes, certainly! At once! Come with
me !

Mr, Manders whisked away with the
detective to Catesby’s study.

Jimmr Silver & Co. followed at a
respectful distance.

They looked in quietly as the mahogany
desk was opened in the presence of Mr.
Manders, whose eyes seemed to be almoit
bulging through his spectacles. :

Steplien Catesby, at that moment dis-
cuwilng  poooen and TheTadd T wIth Jooy
Hook at Coombe, would probably have
forgotten the very cexlstencoe of gecgees
if he had known what was going on in
his study at Roockweod. But Cuatesby
did not know—yet.

Mr, Screw threw back the lid of ihe
desk and lifted out the bundle of papers,

Quietly he examined them, comparing
them with tae Hat he produced from his
pocket-book. ; ]

BMir. Manders watehed him with a series
of horrified gasps, the juniors in brealle
legs silence... ' :

“Correct {”=sald Mr. Screw at last.

“That—that-—that is stolen property?”
ptuttered Mr. Manders inhorror. '

“Yes, gir; the bonds Mr. Bulkeley was
esccused of purlolning,” apswered the de-
tective,, “They are found in the posses-
sion of his partner’s nephew. I think
it probable that the boy did not know:
what hls unéle was placing in his ¢harge.”
- “I am sure of that, at least!” gasped
Mr. Manders. i

“But as for the uncle—-" Mr. Screw's
jaw squared. ‘“May I request the use of
your felephons for a fcw minutes, sir?”

“Yes, yes; certainly!” ‘stuttered Mir.
Manders. “Pleaso follow me.” |
- He brushed the juniors aside, ead Mr.

Herew followed him, bestowing 'a seally

genial smile on the Tistical Four as he
pasged them. \ ¢

He bad quite forgiven his Imprison-
ment in the abbey vault now.

Jimmy Silver & Co. left  the House,
walking out into the quad as if they wers
walking on air.

“My hatt” was all Lovell could eay.

“Think what it means!” said Jimmy
Sitver, his eyes dancing. - “Bulkeley's
pater will be cleared. Bulkeley wili
come back. He'll be captaln of Rook-
wood again, and Knowles will get the
order of  the merry sack! Let's go and
tell the fellows! This {8 too good tv
keep!”

“Yes, rather!”

“1 say, it was my doing, you Enow!”
yelled Tubby Muffin.

But Tubby was not heeded.

Jimmy Sifvcr & Co. falrly raced down
to Little Side.

Their excited looks drew upon them
the eyes of the junlor cricketers.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Mornington.
“What's the news? The Kaiser hanged?”

“Better than that,” chirruped Jimmy
Silver. “Listen, you fellows! Lend me
your ears. Friends, Romars, and
countrymen, Bulkeloy’s coming back!”

“ What :n

“The bonds have been found, and
Bulkeley's pater is cleared!” chortled
Arthur Edward Lovell. “ So Bulkelcy

will come back, and be captain of Rook-
wood again! Hurrah!”

And then there was a rvoar from tiw
Classical juniors that rang far beyond
the limits of the cricket-ground.

“Hurrah! Hip, hip, hurrah!”

THE IND.

 NEXT MONDAY.

“FOUL PLAY!”

By OWEN CONQUEST.
DON'T MISS IT!?




Every Monday

Fublishea

THE BOYS® FRIEND

Price

Three Halipence

1/6/18

The ig! Chaptar.
Hunted Down!

Crack, crack!

The rifie-shots rang out sharply on the
BUNIIL prairie.

Frank Richards, his bkeart thumping,
fooked over the rim of the car as the
batioon shot up from the plaia.

The bast bag of sand bad been thrown
out, and the halloon rose fast.
of rustiers, riding below, fred furiously
after iv as it sped upward.

Whizzzzz !

“That’s through the balicon!” said Bob
Lawless, looking up at the ewelling gas
enveiope overhead.
= Crack, crack?

Two or three of the hurried bullets
gtruck the car, and glanced away.

But in a coupie of minutes the balloon
was out of efiective range.

Frank Richards,
cowmd see Handsome Al and his gang
riding in pursuit, as the balleon rolled
westward on the wind.

A clump of timber hid vhem from sight
at last. :

Frank turned to his companions.

“We're well out of that!™ he exclaimed.

“1 guess so!” guid Bob Lawless grimly.
“What do you think, Cherub?”

Vere Beauclere smiled.

“It was & narrow escape,” he said.
“But we could have put up a fight, all
the same.”

Frank regarded the swelling envelope
aljove with an anxious eye.

At least one of the ﬂ;i% bulleis had
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gone throvgh 10, and 0 wae oertnin thnt
Lo gns was eseaping (rom the «it, slowly
bat kurely.

Ho fur, however, it had no ¢ffect on the
balloon, which showed no cign of sinking.

In fact, it was still rishmg,

High over plain and forest it floated on
westward, towards the rocky spurs of the
Cascade Mountains.

“Not much. more danger from that
gang,” remarked Bob. *They’ll uever
keep up with ns, 1 gness!” .

“'They're out of sight, anyway."”

“Good t”

Bob  Lawless was atbtending to Bill
Lomax, the prospector, who was lying on
the rugs in the bottom of the car.

tis bronzed face was white,

His wound had begun to bleed again,
2nd Bob Lawless was washing it care-
fuily, preparatory to replacing the
bandages.

“*How do you feel now, Mr. Lommax?"
he asked at last.

The man smiled faintly.

“I guess I shall pull through 0.K.!" he
replied.  “But it would have heen all up
with me if thal gang had roped me in,
gonny.
surprised to sce me vamoose in this hyer
way. . What beats me is lhow you kids
came hyer in the North-West in euch a
contraption as this! 1've never seen the
like im Western Canada before !

“Same here!” answered Bob, langhing.
“This isn't a holiday trip We belong
10 Cedar Creek 8chonl, in the Thompson
Valicy, and a sneaking coyote cut us
adrift in the ballcon yesterday. 1It's a
runaway balloon, and it belongs to an
American, who is still hunting for it on
the other side of the Fraser Liver.”

“By gum!” said Lomax.

“The galoot was blown porth iIn a
windstorm, after an ascent down in the
States,” explained Bob. “The balloon
came down near our school, and we
caught it for him. And then a skunk
named Gunten cut us adrift in ib. And
where we shall 1and is a rather interesting
cuestion—il we don’t come down to resi
in the Pacific Ocean.”

“1 reckon it was lucky for me you came
down in this section,” said Lomax. *They
weuld have had me, sure.” He touched
the wound. *I’ve got somethin’ hyer to
remind me of landsome Alf Carson. 1
guess I'll et him have it bick some day!
That gang are after my strike in the

. Cascade Range; but I reekon they Il have .
1 among that gang, to be murdered?”

to let up on it now.” g

“A big strike?” asked Bob curiously.

The prospector’s eyes gleamed.

“A regular bonanza!” he said. “There's
heen some big strikes in the Cascade
ﬁungel, but I guess my bonanza lays over

jer i

“What. on earth is a bonanza, Bebh?”
murmured Frank Richards.

Bob laughed.

*A rich gold strike,” he answered.
“You've still got some of our lsanguage to
kearn, Franky.”

*It’'s a regular sockdologer!” said Bill
Lemax. " Apd if that gang bad roped me
in before 1 could stake ont the eclaim, 1
cuess that claim would have been staked
by Alf Carson & Co.”

“But they can’t find it without you?”
asked Beauclere.

“Not without the map I’ve gol ingide
my rags,” gaid the miner; “and I guess

The gang |

looking downwards, |

And 1 reckon Handsome Alf was |

Handsome AN won’t touch that now.
Can you see anything of them, sonny?”

Frank Richards looked down from the
car again.

Far away, on the plain beneath, he
could discern a number of moving dots.

It was impossible to make out their
form, but he did not need telling that
they were horsemen in motion.

Handsome Al and his iollowers were
still on vhe trail of the bonanza.

The huge, swelling balloon was easily
visibie to them at the distance, small
as they looked to the schoolboys in the

car.

“1 can gee them, Mr. Lomax,” said
Frank. *“But they're almosy out ol
sight.”

=1 gness they'll fellow so long as they
¢an see the contraption,” said Lomax.
“But they ean’t reach us. Can this thing
g0 higher?”

*¥ think s0,”

“All 0.K. so long as it don't go down."”

Frank Richards did not reply to that.

For by this time the balloon was show-
ing signs of settling. \

The gas that had been lost in making
a descent was compensated for by the
throwing out of ballast.

But in the greay gas-cnvelope was
the dlit of a bullet, throngh which the
oas stowly cozed and escaped.

The loss told upon the balloon, slowly
but surely.

Frank would hardly have noticed the
descent, so gradual was it, but he could
not help observing tbat the earth was
drawing nearer.
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Muing and woods and ereekn had boon
aprend out Hke o map below, but alrendy
he was able to distinguish them wmore
clearly.

He exchanged a glance with his com-
pamnions, .

“Bhe’s settliing I muttered EBob.

* And it those scoundrels coma np-——"

“1t will be a fight!" said Vere Beau-
clere quietly.

“ Better look to the guns.”

The schoolboys’ hearts were heating.

But they were quite cool.

If the balloon settled down, and was
overtaken by the gang ol rustlers, Frank
‘Richards & Co. realised what was before
them—a fight for their lives,

Life itself was at stake, and they were
prepared to defend themselves.

Quietly shey examined guch weapons as
they had.

The rifle and revolver taken from Hand-
gome Alf were in the ear, with a good
gupply of cartridges.

There was a revolver
bolt.

They were all the weapons; bhut the
schoolboys were thankful that they bad
£0 1nuch.

Boh Lawless took the rifie, examined il
carcfally, and ioaded itf. 4

His suuburnt face was a litile pale.

in Bill Lomax’s

It was the first time he bad thought |

of puliing trigger acainet a human being,
but he did not shrink from it.

In the wild North-West their lives were
in their own hands.

The wounded miner watched them.

“We're going down?” he asked.

“I'm  afraid  so,” answered Frank
reluctantly.

“And they're coming on?”

a1 =¥ b

“I guess——" Bill Lomax hesitated,
and then went on, with a quick breath.
“Boys, this ain't your funeral. 1 ain’t
no rigltt to drag you into this. They're
a bad gang, that lot. You'd better putne
down, as soon as your contraption is low
enough, an’ leave me to take my chance.”

“Rot!” said Bob Lawless terscly.

“ Youngster, that gang would shoat the
hull crowd of you as soon as look at
you!” suid Lomax seriously

“We shall do some shooting first?” said
Bob determinedly. *“We're standing by
you, Mr. Lomax.

“But 1 reckon—-"

“Bosh!” said Frank Richards warmly.
“Po you think we could let you land

“We sha'n't, anyway,” said Vere Beau-
clere. *IT it's a fight, we're all in it, Mr.
Lomax.” 2

“T guess you've no ecall to face that, Tor
me,"” said the miner.

“Well, I dare say Handsome AN
wouldn’t let us get away to tell the yarn
if we did let him have you, Mr. Lomax,”
is@id Rob. “I guess I wouldn't trust
im."”

Lomax nodded.

“That’s s0.”

" Anyway, it’s a filaht il they come up,”
said Beauclere; “and we're in a good
position. They'll be easier targets than
we shall.,”

"I guess I ean still handle a shooter,”
said Bill Lomax, taking out his revolver.
“Cuan you handle that rifle, young "un¥”

Sob grinned.

“Can & canoe float?” was hiz answer.

DROPPED FROM THE CLOUDS

A Magnificent Long Complete
Story, dealing with the
Schooldays of Frank Richards,
the Famous Author of the
Tales of Harry Wharton & Co.

- By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“Bob’s the champion shot of Cedar
Creek,” said Frank Richards, Jaughing.
“They won't be glad to get in range, 1
ean tell you.”

Rifle in hand, Bob kLawlcss looked over
the rim of the car.

The balloon was settling slowly d{m‘n-
ward over a wide plain that rose in &
genthe acclivity towards the distant
mountaing.

Closer now, though still far away, the
horsemen were riding in hot pursuit, and
they were near enough for the schoolboys
to discern the glitter of Handsome Alf’'s
car-rings in the sun

Beob set his lips.

“That galoot gets the first bullet when
the circus beging,” he said grimly,

And they waited and watched.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Fight for Life!

Lower and lower the great balloon

surged.

The schoolboys waited quictly.

Bill Lomax said ne more, though evi-
dently it weighed upon the honest
Canadian’s mind that he bad brought the
sehoolboys into this deadly quarrel.

1t would have been casy to carry out
his gencrous suggestion. 5

He could have been landed before the

{ enemy came up, and the balloon, lightened

of his weight, would have risen swiftly
into the clouds again. .
But not for a single instant did Frank

Richards & Co. dream of such an
B Y — S— e - e L L
axpadiont.

The man woad o stranger to them, but
he was an honest snan pursued by lawless
;‘gmaus. and they were bound to stand by
Aim.

'fhe coming conilict caused them mno
fear.

If their minds were troubled, it was

‘rather by their repugnance to taking

liuman life, than by the thought of their
own terrible peril.

But there was no choice in that
matter, and they had wmade wup their
minda to it.

Lower and lower, till the grassy plain
helow wag cloge enough for them to dis-
ceen the gophers blinking out of their
hales.

At the lower level there was little wind,
and the balloon drified slowly, almost
imperceptibly, westward.

The rustlers, riding hard, were gaining
fast now.

In a dusty bunch the horsemen came
on, and the schoolboys could see their
faces, red with exertiom, and could read

_ SAVINGS CARD
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YOUR SILVER
ANDITWILL TURN INTQ

SOLO
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FIVE YEARS HENCE ‘

CET ONE OF THESE CARDS.

lT

is mostly on the impulse of the

moment that we fritter away our
money. If we stooped to think we should
remember that we are asked to save, o
that our money may make things easier
lor the brave boys ** cut there.”

If you carry a War Savings Card in
your pockst, it will be & very useinu ree
mingdor,

You wen’t wind going without your lit‘le
leasures when you remember for whom
t is that you are maving.

If you haven’s cne of these War
Savings Cards, get one to-day from any
post-ofiice, :

Bach eard is divided up into thirty-ona
spaces. Whenever you have 6d. to spare,
you just buy a stamp at the post-office
and fix it on one of the spaces. As soon
as all the spaces are filled up you can
take the card to a post-offico and ex-
changs it for a 15s. 6d. War Savings
Certiflcate.

in five years’ time that cerfificate will -
be worth £1.

This iz the best way for a patriotic
boy o put money by. Won’ you try it ?

the anticipation of succcss and triumph
in their looks.

Handsome Alf's face was set
savage.

* As he came closer he raised his rifle,
and took a shot at the balleon, which
grazed the gas-envelope.

The ecar was swinging less than {ifty
feet above the ground now, and the hard-
riding horsemen were racing fp. ;

The voyagers seemed to he descending
into the very jaws of death.

Boh Lawless rested his rifle acrogs the
rim of the wicker ear, and glanced
through the sights steadily.

The muzzle was bearing upon the man
with the ear-rings, and Bob’s hand did
not tremble,

His comrades watched him silently.

Handsome Alf had fired the first shot
and of his intentions there was no doubt
—murdercus violence as soon as the
schoolboys were at his mercy.

It was no time for hesitation,

“Let him have it!” muttered Lomax.

The miner had dragged himself up, and
r.‘asdleaning on the wicker rim, revolver in
wnd.

Bob still waited.

"I guess I'm going to make sure!” he
answered.

There was a sudden burst of firing from
the horsemen, and the bulicts whistled
round the balloon.

They had spotted the rifle-muzzle
gleaming over the rim of the car, and
realised that danger threatened.

But the rifle-shots, fired with the riders
in rapid motion, flew wide of the mark.

But, as the horsemen came closer the
bullets flew nearer.

Bob set his teeth hard, and a glitter
came into his eyes. -

It was time!

With a hand that waz as
he pulled trigger.

Crack! ¢

Frank Richards caught his breath as he
followed, with his cyes, the sudden shot.

In the distance Handsome Alf and his
horse rolled on the plain together,

“A bullseye!” grinned Bill Lomax.

The next moment, however, Carson was
seen to leap to his feet from the grass.

His horse fay where it had fallen.

At the very moment that the bullet
sped, the horse had tossed up its head,
and reccived the bullet intended for the
rider.

Handzome Alf stood, thigh-deep in the
thick grass, shaking hig fist and raving
curses as his companions galloped on,
leaving him standing. ;

“The gee-gee got it!” muttered Beau-
clere. ac

“Well,. he’s out of the race;” said
Frank. “I-—-I'm rather glad.”

Bob knitted his brows, as he reloaded
the rifle.

and

firm as fron

.ifivga‘hlprsﬂnen were tearing on towards
PosainkiRa hatlean, T T

“Fire!" muttered Lomnx.
ingide pistol-range now.”

tis revolver rang out as he spoke,

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The rific and two revolvers opened fire
upon the gang of rustlers.

Loud yells answered from the horse-
men.

Two of them were scen to reel, and
though they did net fall, they stopped
in the race, and dismounted.

It was plain that they were hit,

Three came tearing on furiously.

The balloon was not a dozen feet above

“They're

‘the ground now, and looked like bumping

at any moment.

A bullet whizzed over the ear, and spun
Frank Righards’ hat from his head.

It fell in the bottom of the ecar, and
Frank, dazed, clapped his hand to hig
Lead.

“Hurt,?” eried Beauclere,

“No!” panted Frank. “I-I think not—

nolt”

Splash !

There was a sudden plashing of water,
and the schoolboys stared down in
astonishment.

Unseen by the voyapers, whose eyes
were turned on the pursuers, the balloon
had drifted on over a wide river, and as
it reached the level of the earth it was
water that it touched instead of the solid
prairie.

Splash! Splash!

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bob.

The three harsemen slowed down as the
river rofled before them.

If the bhalloon erossed it, the pursuit
was stopped, but in the very middle of
the wide stream the car was dragging
through the water,

“Throw something out!” panted Frank.
“Anything!”

He grasped a heavy bearskin rug from
the bottom of the car, and tossed it over-
board.

Bob and Beauclerc pitched over two or
three loose articles at the same moment.

The balloon, relieved, rose six or seven
feet, clearing the river.

It driited on, cloge over the shining
water.

Bump!

Down it came again, striking the bank
on the opposite side.

Tue concussion sent it spinning upward
again.

Lomax sank down in the car, and the
schoolboys held om as it rocked and
swayed wildly.

There was a shout of rage across the
river, and spattering bullets Tollowed the
balleon, few of them coming close.

Handsome Alf and his gung -had been
shaken off at last.

One of the horsemen, bolder than the
rest, dashed into the river to swim his
steed across, but the swilt current whirled
him away, and he was glad to struggie
bhack to the bank.

Bump!

In a series of looping runs the balloon
rolled on, striking the earth again and
again,

It was a good two miles from the river
when it collapsed at last, landing in the
thick grass and remaining there.

The gas-envelope sagoed Gver.

“I guess we're landed!” panted Bob
Lawless.

He swept his eyes anxiously towards the
now digtant river.

There was no sign of the rustlers.

“I reckon it's 0.K.,” said Bill Lomax,
“1 know this hyer section. There ain’t a
crossing for five miles either way.
guess Handsome Alf has come out at the
little end of the horn, arter all.”

: 'I‘(!'mt was good news to Frank Richards
W A0

Lomax leancd on the edge of the car
and geanned the plain,

Within o few miles roge the dark foot«
hills to the west,

“You see that clump of trecs yonder,
gsonnies?"” said the prospector.

“Yes,” said Frank,

“That’s on the tradl to Last Chanee. X
guess that if wo ¢an hool it ifteen miles
we're all 0.K."”

“1 guess we'll try,” sald Bob.

The balloon had landed on thick grass
in the midst of clumps of timber,

Here and there rocky spurg cropped oub
of the soil.

Bob Lawless looked for a handy tree
to fasten the grapnel, for, collapsed as
the balloon looked, there was no doubt
that it would rise when it was relicved
of their weight.

Whether Mr. Hiram K. Chowder, the
American balloonist, would ever recover
his property from that outlying reglon
was a very great question, but the gchool-
boys naturally wished to do their best
to seeure it.

“I guess that tree will answer,” suid
Bob. “You fellows keep in the car till
've got it fixed.”

“Right-ho ¥

Bob took the rope and slipped from the
car, which shifted a little, but did nob
rise.

He ran to the tree to sccure the rope,
his chums watehing hir.

To their astonishinent Bob stopped gad-
denly as he reached the clump of timber,
turned, and holted back to the car,

His face was white.

“What's the matter?” shouted Frank in
alarm, .

There was no need for Bob to answer.

From the dark shadows of the timber
a grizzly bear loped out in pursuit of the
schoolboy, his savage jaws only a few
yards behind Bob as he ran,

Thoe Srd Chapior.
Bropped from the Clouds !

Bob Lawless bounded {rantically into
the car.

The fierce animal gained on him  at
every step; his red, open jaws wére only
"a couple of tect behind as Bob bundled
in over the wicker rim and rolled in the
car nead-foreniogn.

There was a deep, esavage growl from
the grizely.
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Hawiaied on
cntebdng ot tho enr, and bis Htthe red
eyes glared in over the edgo.

“0h, my hat!" gasped Yrank, almost
frozen for the mament.

The grizely was gaunt, aud evidently
hungry.

Doubtless he had been watching for
prey in the timber when Bob Lawless
almost walked into his jaws.

Verz Beauclere caught up the axe and
made a fierce slash at the threatening
muzzle over the car's edge.

The huge animal growled savagely dnd
backed away.

“The rifle—quick!” panted Bob, as he
struggled to his feet.

Frank banded it to Lim.

The grizely was coming cn again, and
his paws were laid on the car, cvidently
to elimb in.

Bob thrust the rifle almost into the
bear’s jaws as he pulled the trigger

From the grizzely's deep throat came a
howl that was almost & yell, and again
the férocious brute backed down,

Bill Lomax was on his feet.

He did not even draw his revolver; he
knew how useless that weapon was
against a grizzly bear.

e was gazing upward at the strong,
amvle netting that held the car to the
gas-envelope.

“Climb for ift, ronnles!” he jerked out.
“He'll be in the car in the shake of a
possum’s tail, and then—-"

He did not finish, but caught at the
ropes,

The miner's advice was too good not
to be taken.

The tivee schoolboys swarimed into the
ropes as the savage face looked again
over the rim of the car.

Blood was streaming down the bear's
fur, but the wound had not disabled him.

Bill Lomax struggled fechly to c¢limb,
and the echooiboys lent him their aid,
without which he would npever have
cleared from the car in time.

The grizzly bumped heavily into ihe
car, growling with a round that was
blood-curdling so ¢lose at band.

Frank Richards & Co. helped the
wounded miner as high as possibie in the
netting, and Bob ran a rope round him,
and knotted it, to secure him there.

1t was easy enough for the three active
boys to hold on.

Below them, in the car, the grizzly was
raging and growling.

¥le raged round the car, clawing and
snapping, and casting savage looks up at
the vietims above his head.

“ He's going to climb!® muttered Bob.

“] guess the ropes won’t stand him!™
answered Lomax.

The prospector was right.

As the huge arimal dragged himsclf
upon the ropes they sagged and curled,
and he bumped heavily into the ear,
sereaming with rage.

For a long time. minute following
minute, the schoolboys humg on to the
netting, while the savage brute raged in
the car below.

He did not essay to climb again,

The schoolboys hoped that he would g0
but the bear was hungry, and be showed
no signs of going.

When his fury was a little c_:xlmusbcd
he laid down in the ear, watching them,

a- good deal like a bulldog.

B T T
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His red eyes never even winked as he
watchied.

The chams looked at one another in
dismay.

“This looks like a ecinch—for the |
erizzly 1” muttered Bob.

“I'll try on him with the shooter,”
said Lomax.

He swung his rvight havd free, and his
revolver barked out. g

There was a deep growl from.the boar'|
as the bullet stung him. ]

Clinging to the rope, against the helly-
ing gas-envelope, it was dmpossible to
use the rifle.

The pisto! was little more use than a
popgun.

.But. two or three more stinging shots
brought the grizzly to his feet mgain. e

Snparling with rage, he made another |
attempt to climb into the netting.

The ropes sagged under him as before,
but this time he did mot fall back into
ihe car.

He held on grimly with teeth and claws, |
and the netting to which the four were
elinging was dragged down closer to him.

“Hold on!” gasped Fraunk.

Theé bear was climbing again.

With a sagacity amazing ‘in so huge
and elumsy an animal, he gathered up
the npetting in his claws, dragging the
intended victims down cloger and closer.

“Give me the axe, Deaul” muttered
Frank. _

He grasped the axe, and slashod at the
ropes below.

Three of them parted, and the bear,
thrown from his balance, tmnbled back
into the car.

The gas-envelope trembled, partly re-
leased by the severing of the ropoes.

In the sides of the balloon great dents
were appearing, as the gas escaped more
and more from the holes in the eover.

It avas only a question of timoe beforo
it collapsed, and either buricd the
voyagers under its bulk or hurled them
into the jaws of the bear,

“The game’s up if we stick here!” mut-
tered Bob Lawless. “Franky, tho dashed
thing would rise if we cut the car away.
Shall we chance 1t?" ¢

=1 think eo,” said Frank, with a deep
bireath. “It couldn’t rise high—very
high, anyway. We're safe if we hdld on.”

“1 agree,” swid. Beauclere. *"What do |
you say, Mr. Lomax?”

The miner gave a shrug. : -

“1 guess the b'ar will have us if we
don’'t vamoose,” he answered, “and: if
the 'bhir don't Handsome Alf willl:
LiookI" ~ 8

He perked his head towards the dis-
tunt river. ;

Against the glimmer of the water,
shining in the sun, a horseman appeared |
in sight, Tollowed by another and another, |

The delay caused by the grizzly bhad
brought the enemy close again. '

Frank set his teeth.

try.

“Go 1t1” said Bob tersely. ;

Frank slashed at the ropces. : i

With two or three loose ends the school- |
boys tied themselves to the netting, to’
geenre themselves against a fall.

There was no doubt that the lightened
halloon would ghoot up when the hgavy
wolght ot tho cear wan gono,

Minnly, slaash

e R s seiliioneg St hoadn.

The bear was seeking to climb again,

Cut ropes rained down on ‘him.

When at last only a single rope held
the baltoon eaptive there was a riflo-shot
on the plain, and a sound of distant gal-
loping.

Qarson and his gang were close at hand.

Slash!

With a lend twang the last rope parted.

'The next moment the axe dropped from
Frank Richards’ hand, and he clung to
the ncetting with all his strength.

The balleon, . released and Mghtenody
shot upwards almost like a bullet,

in an dinstant, as it seemcd, the car
and the bear vanished from sight below.

The piain fled away from eight, and tho
galloping of hools was lost in space.

Dizzy and breathiless, the Tour ¢lung on
to the metting, while the balloon rose
and rolled.

Hicher and higher it sped, till the carth
was a misty blur, plains and trees and
hills losing all their outdines.

Misty clouds oozed round them as they
cling on and panted for breath.

But it was only for a short time.

The gas was still oozing away, and rre
long the balloon began to sevtle, carricd
atong by the wind as it deseended.

Once more the earth became clear to
their dizzy eyes, but they were nowhere
near the spot where they had left the
grizzly bear in the ear.

The wind was bearing the released cnve-
lone onward in the direction of the Last
Chanee trail.

Bill Lomax uttered a sudden exclama-

tion.

“Thar's the eamp!”

The schoolboys looked.

There were rugged spurs @f rock about
them now.

Pine-trees and rtocky aceclivitics
their maze.

In the distance smoke could be seen
rizing against the clear sky. i

They were close to buman habitations
at last,

The ballcon drifted on.

Lewer it sank and lower, and they
canght sight of a man with a pick in his
bands, standing by a claim, and gaging
upward with an expression of blank
amazement, upon his rugged face,

Tt was the first time a ‘hailoon had
ever been seen in the braken Toot-hills of
iha Cascade Mountains.

Sinking lower every meoment now, the
gas-envelope drifted on.

" As they drew ¢loser to the earth the
schoolboys cut themszclves loose from the

met

securing ropes, and held on ready to
jump.

Their [eet drazged on the rough groumnd
at last.

A hundred yards away they caught
givht of a collection of rudely-built cabins

“Tt’s the only c¢hance now, Bob., Lel's }

by a silvery creek,

They guessed that It was the mining-
camp -of Last Chance. '

Three or four men in red shirts were
standing and staring, in dumb sstonish-
ment.

Perilons as their position was, the
schoolboys could scarcely help langhing
at the amazement in the faces of the
Lagt Chance miners.

“Mind " said Bob. “The beastly thing
will jump as scon as one of us lets go!
You firet, Lonnax!”

“1 guess—" a

“You first; you're hurt. Let go when
your boots are on the ground.”

“Right 1"’

Lomax’s

beavy bLoots were already

| dragging, .

He released his hold, and rolled on the
eground, two or three red-shirted men run-
ning to his assistance.

As Bob Lawless anticipated, the balloon
roge when his weight was gone.

But the gas was escaping fast now, the

great envelope sagged ond hollowed
ominously.
As it swooped down again, Bob
muttered:

“Now then, us three all together—
when 1 say go'l”
“Right you are, Baob!”
Their boots drazged on the ground.
“Go!” panted Bob. ;
At the word the three released their

hold.

They recled and humped op the ground, .

and the 'balloon shot wupward, and
vanished in the distance on the wind.

It was the last the chums of Cedar
Creek ever saw of Hiram K. Chowder’s
halloon !

Frank Richards rolled over, dazed and
hreathless. A horny hand grasped his
ghoulder, and Thelped him up, and a
rugged, bearded face grinned at him.

“All O.K., sonny?”

“Yes,” gagped Frank. *“Thanks!”

“J guess this hyer beats the Dutch!”

said the big miner. “Fust time I've ever

goen a new pilgrim come to camp by |

droppin’ from the clouds! Search me!”

rank Richards had already learned
that *“Bearch me!” was a Western ex-
presglon  fmplying suvprise, so he did
pot take the words liverally.

“TPhanks for helping me!” he panted.
“You all vight, Boh? And you, Bean”

“Right as rain!” snid Beauclere cheer-
fully,

“Same here, except for a hump the size
of a walnut,” said Bob Lawless.
1 wouldn’t give Mr. Chhowder much for his
balloon, though.”

Frank Richards langhed hrcnthlesslr.

Bill Lomax limped up and joined them,

And in a very short time the Tanded |

voyagers were partaking of the bogpi-
tality of the men of Last Chance, and
never had they done more fjustice 1o a
meal than they did now to eorn-cake and
antelope-steak. :

R et

‘The 4th Chapter.
Home Again.

Frank Richards & Co. remained till the
mext morning 2t Last Chance.

They were anxious to get home and
assure their friends of their safety.

The next mnruiﬂ‘: they took their leavo
of Bl Lemax, leaving the Canadian

Jioer efeng b Joeady, S5 44 S0
further raseality of Handsome Alf and his
gang. ‘

The etorckecper of Last Chance was
going south for supplies, and he gave the
three schoolboys o Lift in his buggy.

Qlad enough were the three when they
reached the nearest rallway-town, and
were able to use the telegraph,

A menssage wos flagshed away along the
rillway to Kamloops, then to be taken
by reider up “the Thompson Valley, to
rolieve the anxious hearts at the Lawless
Ranch,

It was some days later that the chunis
of Oedar Creek rode; on borrowed horses,
up the Thompson Valley for home.

Vere Beauclere parted with his chums
on the trail, and rode away for the shack
by the ecreck, where his Tather awaited
liim.

Prank asd
ranch.

Mr. Lawless met them at the porch,
and there was a good deal of emotion in
liis bearded face as he greeted them.

“You yonng rascals!” he said

“Ilow’s wopper, dad?" asked Bob
anxiously.

“She was very anxious. She bad given
you wp for lJost,” said Mr Lawless
gravely. “No, 1 don’t blame you. 1 know
you couldn’t help it. Go in and sce
your mother, Bch.,”

PBob Lawless ran into the ranch.

“There’s a gentleman here you'll like
o sce, Frank,” said Mr. Lawless to his
nephew. “You'd better report te him
what’s happened to hia balloon.”

Tt was Mr. Hiram K. Chowder,

He shook hands with Frank, with
puckered brows.

“1 guess 1 reckoned there was noos of
that ballcon when your wire came along,
sonny,” he said. “Mr Lawless was kind

Bob galioped on to the

{ enough to put me up byer while 1 was

hunting for it. 1 guess 1 tracked it as
far as the TFraser River, and then 1
caleulated it was a goner. But I was
real glad to hear that yon were safe and
sound, and it was better noos than
getting the contraption back, 1 reckon
But what’s become of her?”

Frank Richards explained.

Mr Chowdcr shook his head seriously
a8 he listened.

“1 guess 1 sha’'n’t go arter her,” he
cemarked.  “There won't be mueh left
of her by this time, and how T'd get
the raga home [from the Cascade
Maountains is a puzzle, sir, 1 ean’t find the
answer to  But I'm mueh obliged to yon,
boys. Yon did your best to eateb her for
me."” '

“I'm sorry we couldn't do bevter, Mr
Chowder,” said Frank.
to you.”

“I guees she was insured,” answered the
American gentleman. “But I'd rather
have had my balloon baek. I was making
a2 good heap of dollars exhibiting in the

“1 gness §

“It’s a heavy loss |

North-Western States. But now I know
she’s a goner, I guess I rhall hump it
home, and give my order in Chicago for
a mew contraption, you bet!”

Frank Richards reflected.

Tt was Kern Gunten, the Swlss school-

balloon adrift with the chums in it, after
they had ecaptured the runaway for Mr.
Chowder. i

Frank wondered whether he ought to
inform the American gentleman, so that
be could lay a claim against Gunten's
father for damages.

But there. was little chance of that,
for Gunten was certain to deny the whole
story, and a legal action on the subject
would have been extremely doubtful, even
if Mr. Gunten had been legally liable for
his son’s action.

And Frank, wrathful as he was with
Gunten for his unscrupulous trick, had a
strong repugnance to the idea of inform-
ing against his schoolfellow. :

“1 guess,” went on Mr. Chowder,
oblivious of the schoolboy’s thoughts—*1
guess this hyer will be a good advertise-
ment for my business, at any rate!
Aeronaut blown away to the wild North-
West—coming down among rustlers and
grizzlics! By hokey! The puapers will
make a lot of that!”

And Mr. Chowder rubbed his hands at
the fdea. ;

“RBut you didn’t come down among the
rustlers or the grizzly!” said Frank, in
surprise,

Mr. Chowder smiled.

“Yep., I'm glad Miss Meadows knows.
I don’t reckon Gunten will be glad to see
us to-morrow. morning,” said Bob. “We'll
go early, and meet him on the trail
Gunten’s called the tune, and to-morrow

| morning he's going to pay the piper.”
boy at Cedar Creek, who had ecut the {

And the chums turncd in.

The 5th Chanter.
QGunten Pays the Piper.

Bright and early in the morning, Frank
Richards and his Canadian cousin started
for Cedar Creck School.

Vere Beauclere met them at the fork in |
the trail; he was early, as usual.

“What are we going to do about
Gunten, you fellows?” asked Beauclerc,
as they rode on together. “He risked
our lives by sending us adrift; and it’s
costt Mr. Chowder his balloon. He
oughtn't to get off scot-free.”

“He's not going to,” said Bob grimly.
“We're going to meet him on the trail,
Cherub.”

“And?” asked Beauclere. ;

“I've brought a special length of trail-
rope for him.”

Beauclerc smiled, and said no more.

The three chums rode at a gallop, and
turned into the Thompson trail at some
distance from the school.

-~ They had covered the ground quickly, |
and were early on the scene.

1t was some time later that Gunten and
Keller, the two Swiss, came riding up the
trail together from Thompson Town.

- /,“;f,;’,(}&’ »
e 4 /)
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Stasn! With a loud twang the last rope parted, and ths balloon,
released and lightened, shot upwards almost like a builet.

“Sonny, you don't want to tell the
public too many [acts,” he answered.
“What docs it matter whether it hap-

pened to you or to me. It was my
balloon, wasn't it?”

“Yes: but—"

“I guess that's good enough. You'll

give me the whole yarn
and 1 guess I'l) get the paper-men to
write it up in great style!" said Mr.
Chowder, rubbing his hands again.

Evidently Mr. Chowder was a gentleman
with o keen eye to the value of advertise-
ment, and bad not been brought up at the
feet of his famous countryman. George
Washington.

And that alterncon Frank and Bob had
to give Mr. Chowder full details of their
adventures, and the enterprising American
gentleman scemed fully satisfied when he
took his leave at the ranch.

“1 suppose it was no use telling him
about Gunten, Bob,” Frank Richards
remarked, when the cousing went to their
room that night. “Of course, Gunten’s
responsible for the loss of the balloon.”

Bob shook his head.

“Nix? he answered. “He couldn’t
=crew any shekels out of the Guntens—
oot much use trying, I reckon. Gunten
would swear black and blue that he never

with ull details,

toached the rope with his knife, and T

guess it wouldn’t be easy to prove; and
we don't want to stand up as witnesses
against a Cedar Creek ehap. That
wouldn't be any nse for Chowder; and as
for ourselves, we've got our own way of
dealing with the foreign trash.”

“We sghall see him to-morrow,” said
Framk. “Your pater sent word to the
?_'hnol that we were safe when he got the
elegram.,”

Gunten started as the sight of Frank
Richards & (o, sitting their horses in the
mwiddle of the trail.

';)Hallo! You fellows back?” he called
oud.

“Looks like it. Halt!” answered Bob.

“I guess I'm going on.”

“I guess you're not,” aunswered Bob
. egolly, catehing the reins of the Swiss.
“You can get on, Keller.”

Keller looked at them.

“What's the trouble?” he asked,

“1 guess the trouble is that Gunten cut
us adrift in the balloon, and now he’s
going to step up to the oflice and settle,”
answered Bob.

“It's a lie!” said Gunten, between
teeth.
gsee what, he will say! I shall deny it,
every word.”

“T know that,” answered Bob. “And
1 reckon I'm mot going to your popper,
Gunten. We're dealing with you.”

“Let 'go my reint” exclaimed Gunten |
fiercely.

“Not just yet!”

Gunten made a sglash at Dob’s wrist
with his riding-whip.

The rancher's son let go the rein, and
grasped him by the shoulder.

In a moment the Swiss was swung out
of the saddle, and bumped in the grass of
the trail.

“Help me, Keller!” yelled Gunten.

“You vamoose,” said Frank Richards,
giving Keller's pony a flick. “Xow, then,
off you go!™ !

Keller rode cn up the trail to the
school,

He would not have heen of much use in
putiing up a fight, and apparently he was

not inclined to try his luck.

Gunten clenched his hands, cyeing the
chums of Cedar Creek savagely.

“Now, what do you want?” he de-
manded, between his teeth, “I’'m nch
going to fight you, Bob Lawless, if that's
what you mean.” -

“1 give you the chance, if you c¢hoose,”
gaid Bob quietly.

*1 don’t choose, then.”

“Perhaps you'd prefer a fight with
Franky ! suggested Bob. “1 dare say
Franky could wmake you sorry enough for
your triek.”

Gunten put bis hands in his pocketa.
“Or the Cherub,” went on Bob. “You'l
oblige Gunten, Cherub, if-he prefers o
take yon op instead of my humble self??
Beauclere smiled.

“With pleasure!” he answered.

“Will you let me mount my horse?™
satd GQunten, through his set tecth. “I'm
not going to fgnt any of you!”

“You want to erawl off unpunished,
after risking our lives by & dirty trick!”
exclaimed Frank Richards.

Gunten shrugged his shoulders, {

“You can report me to Miss Meadows
if you like,” he answered.

“You know we sha'n’t do that.”

“Then let me get on, hang you!”

“You're going on,” answered Bob.
“Start his horse, Franky. Gunten’s going
on foot.”

“I'm not going on foot!” roared Gunien
furiously.

“Your mistake; you are.”

‘Frank Richards started Gunten’s horse
up the trail, and the animal trotied on
towards the sehool,

Gunten stocd with
breathing hard.

He had not expected (o escape un-
punished for bis unserupulovs frick when
he had heard the news that the chums of
Cedar ‘Creek were returning alive.

He was prepared to pile lie on lie i ha
was accused, but if the chwmns chose to
take his puntshaent in their own hands
there was little help for him.

And that was their intention.

“1 guess 1 make yeu the offer again,
iunten,” said Bobh guistly. “You risked
our lives, and you knew-it. You can piek
out your man, and stand up to him til)
yon're leked, if you like.” ;

“Oh, shut up!” was Gunten’s answer.

“You wop’v?”’

“No, I won™t1”

“Then you'll get the traii-rope.
him over!” said Boh.

Gunten struggled fiercely ne Frank and
Beauclere grasped him.,

He was pitctied down on his faoc in the
trail, still struggling.

Then Bob Lawless brought the tralls
rope into play.

Lash, lash, lash?

Bob had a strong arm, and he laid the
trail-rope on with a hearty goodwill,

Gunten yeiled and struggled under the
castigation.

- Bat his strugeles did not avall him, and
the punishment was not spared for his

clenched hands,

Lay

¥ yelling.

He wanted a icspon, and hie had it.

Bob laid on the trailrope till he had
counted twenty, and every lash was, &
Bob expresged 1t, a “sockdologer,”

When twenty had been laid on he
stopped back.

T puess that does it,” he remarked,
“I'm satistlied, o Guoten s, Arn yuu

s biullod, yon Toregen rolber ™
cUunban set gp, wlite, with oo,

Gunten sat ap. white with rage.

“11 wmake you suifer for this!” he
lizsed.

Bob langhed carelessly.

“Next time you think of a dirty trick,
vou'd better think, too. about what youl
get afterwards,” he apswered., “So long!
Time we got off, you fellows.”

The three schoolboys remounted their
horses, and rode on towards Cedar Creck.

Gunten was left gasping and groaning
in the trafl.

He limped after them st lagh, white

{ with fury, but severe as the intliction Lad

heen, the Swiss was well aware that he
had escaped cheaply.

There was a shout at the gate of the
lnmber school, as Frank Kichards & Ce.

{ rode up.

Chunky Todgers waved his hat.

“Here they are?” he yelled.

There was a rush of the Cedar Creek
fellows to greet the three, and they had
a forest of hands 1o shake as they rolled
off their horses.

In a trinmphant procession they wero
marehad into the playzround.

There was po doubt that Cedar Creek
School was glad to sec Yrank Richards &
Co. again,

Miss Meadows met them at the porch.

“My dear hoys,” she said, I was so
glad to hear that youn were safe!”

And the Canadian schoolmistress shook
hands with them in turn, and then Mr,
Slimmey, and then Mr. Shepherd, the new
master who bad arrived during their
ahsence.

it was quite a reception.

That morning was a «cheery one at tha
lumber school—only hern Gnntem's face
heing dark.

The Swiss seemed

to have some

i %,dyﬁmmy L difficulty in keeping in & sitting position,
Take that tale to my father, { and Miss Meadows chided him more than

once for shifting abount on his form,
whereat the rogue of Cedar Creek scowled
more darkly thon ever.

But his dark looks did not matter to
Frank Richards & Cn., who did not even
observe thein.

A dozen times that day they were
ealled upon to relate how they had
voyaged to the wild North-West, and how
they had been Dyopped from the Clouds.

THE END,

NEXT MONDAY.
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