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§ A MACNIFICENT NEW LONG COMPLETE TALE OFf
§ SIMMY SILVER & CO. AT ROOKWOOD SCHOOL.S

By OWEN

{ The 1st Chapter,
! A Kind Invitation.

* “T'd like a brass band!” remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell.

Jimmy Silver grinned.
I don’t think 1t will run to a brass
band,” he said. “But we're going to
do our merry best.”
¥ Y’Ve‘.l, so long as we make a row

“We shall make a row!” grinned
Raby. “I fancy all Rookwood will
let itself go!”

“Excepbing Knowles.”
TR - 1 TG T s

The Kistical Four, of the Rookwood
(llassical Fourth, were holding a
“pow-wow ” in the end study.

The occasion was important.

In faet, #Weild not bs easy t6°1

exaggerate the importance of the
ovent that was to take place on the
morrow afternoon.

Fow Rookwooders would have
missed it, even to see the Kaiser
hanged, as Arthur Lovell put it.

- For Bulkeley was coming back.

i Georgoe Bulkeley of the Sixth—the
captain of Rookwood-—the head of the
Classical side—‘old Bulkeley,” in
fact !

He had only been away a few
weeks, but Rookwood had missed
him sorely.

But it was not only that they
missed ‘‘old Bulkeley.”

It was the peculiar circumstances of
tho case that made the event so
great.

For Bulkeley had left Rookwood

under a cloud.
" "When he left, his father had been
under remand on the charge of rob-
bing the bank in which he was a
partner.

Nearly all Rookwood had indig-
nantly repudiated the bare possibility
of any relation of old Bulkeley com-
mitting such an act.

And Rookwood had been right.

For the innocence of Mr. Bulkeley
“had been made clear, and the guilt
placed upon the right shoulders—
those of his partner, James Catesby,
tho uncle of Catesby of the Modern
Sixth.

The rejoicings at Rookwood knew
no bounds.

Naturally, Catesby did not rejoice.
‘He couldn’t be expected to under the
circumstances.

Perhaps he was glad that justice
had been done. If so, he concealed
his gladness very cleverly.

Most of the fellows felt sorry for
Catesby of the Sixth.
He was not res
uncle’s rascality, and it had brought
deep disgrace upon him.
Tellows wondered
would leave Rookwood.
» They felt that it would only be

tactful on his part.

" But Catesby did not go.

" There was another member of the
Modern Sixth who did not rejoice in
the news.

nsible for his

whether  he

That was Knowles, the new captain
of Rookwood,

CONQUEST.

He had counted on keeping the
captaincy, but there was not much
prospect of his keeping it after
Bulkeley returned.

Ho had not been a suceessful skipper
during his short reign.

Heo had caused more discontent
t]:;:.n anything else, even on his own
side. ;

It was taken for granted on all
hands that Knowles would step down,
more or less gracefully, and yield
Bulkeley his old place.

If he declined to do so, there would
certainly be a new election, in which
Bulkeley was sure to poll ten votes to
one.

Jimmy Silver & Co., of the Fourth,
were among the rejoicers.

Thoy felt that tho occasion of Bul-
leeloy's voturn oupght t5 b msrked
with a demonstration.

Such an occasion called for recog-
nition.

Bulkeley was coming back on the
morrow afternoon.

And Jimmy Silver was planning a
march of the Fourth Form to meet
him at the station and escort him in
triumph to the school.

Half the Sixth were sure to be
there to meet him—Neville and Lons-
dale and Jones major, and the rest.

Hansom and Lumsden and a crowd
of the Fifth intended to go.

But ‘“ the thing " —according to the
end study—was the Fourth-Form de-
monstration.

That was “it.”

“Of course,” said Jimmy Silver
thoughtfully—* of course, there must
be some music. We're going to let
half the county know we're glad to
sce old Bulkeley again. I dare say
we can muster a dozen tin whistles in
the Fourth.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Raby.

“Think Bulkeley cares for
whistles ?” murmured Newcome,

Jimmy did not heed.

“ And three or four mouth-organs,”
he continued, ‘and cymbals.”

“Cymbals !” ejaculated Lovell.

“Yes, cymbals,” said Jimmy
Silver, “and I think an accordion. It
will be a regular triumphal march.”

“Bravo!” grinned Lovell.

“Knowles hasn’t resigned yet,”
Newcome remarked. ‘I suppose he
will have to when Bulkeley comes
back.”

“You bet!” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“If he puts it to the test of an elec-
tion, I don't believe half the Moderns
even will vote for him. KEven they
are fed up with the way he’s mucked
up the cricket. Hallo! Come in!”

Jimmy broke off, as a tap came at
the door. - :

The Fistical Four jumped up in sur-
prise a8 Cecil Knowles of the Sixth
Form came into the study. ;

Naturally, they supposed that the
visit was a hostile one. - :

Since Knowles had been captain of
Rookwood he had been able to pay off
a good many old scores against the
Classical chums, )

There had never been any love lost
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'
between them, and now there was less
than ever.

The Fistical Four eyed Knowles
warily,

Jimmy Silver’s hand rested lightly
on the cane handle of his cricket-bat.

True, Knowles was a prefect, and
captain of the school.

But if he had come over to the
Classical side to bully the Co. in their
own study, it was certain that
Jimmy's bat would be introduced
into the conversation.

But Knowles smiled at the four in
quite an agreeable manner,
“Hallo! Have I

you " he asked genially.

“Oh, don’t mench!” said Jimmy.
“Only discussing giving old Bulkeley
a reception to-morrow.”’

Knowles’ eyes glittered.

“Nearly everybody’s going to the
station to meet him,” grinned Lovell.
“We're going to make up a band.
We think there ought to be musical
honours. Don’t you, Knowles?”

Knowles opened his lips, and cloged
them again.

It was clear that he had not come
there to bully, and that he was re-
straining himself.

But Jimmy Silver watched him
warily, all the same.

Knowles might be forcing himself
to good temper, but Jimmy, like the
sage gentleman of old, feared the
Greeks when they came with gifts in
their hands.

He did not trust Knowles.

“1t will be ripping to have old Bul-
keley back again, won't it, Knowles ?”’
said Newcome, enjoying the new cap-
tain’s expression. * Rookwood hasn’t
been the same since he went, has it ?”

“I—I came here to speak to you
kids,”” said Knowles.

“Go ahead, old scout!” said Jimmy
Silver encouragingly.

interrupted

“ Will
study ?”’

“Oh, my hat!”

That ejaculation was not really the
proper reply to make to an invitation
to tea.

But Jimmy was too astounded to
say anything else.

“I've got a rather good spread,”
said Knowles, with a smile, “I'd
like you kids to come if you'd care
to,”

“You—you're awfully good!” stut-
tered Jimmy Silver.

Tea with a prefect—especially the
captain of the school-——was a high
honour.

Even the Fistical Four felt a little
mollified towards Knowles.

“Not at all!” said Knowles.
“Come, will you? TI've looked in
specially to ask you."

The Fistical Iour exchanged a
glance.

An invitation from the captain of
the school was a good deal like an
invitation from Royalty. Tt amounted
to a command.

“T-t-thanks !’ said Jimmy at last.
“We—we'll be pleased, Knowles.”

you come to tea in my

“Oh, c-c-certainly!” murmured
Lovell.
“Right you are, then,” said

Knowles, “T’ll expect you.”

And, with a cheery nod and smile,
the captain of Rookwood quitted the
end study.

The four Classical juniors blinked
at one another as his ileavy footsteps
died away down the passage.

“So we're. going to tea with
Knowles!” gasped Lovell, rubbing
hig nose,

“ Looks like i§.”

“What's his game?” asked Raby.
“Ts it a dodge to get us over to the
Modern side and rag us?”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

~ ﬂ

“I fancy I know !” grunted Lovell,
Knowles was like sugar just before
the captain’s election, you know. Iic's
going to contest it with Bulkeley wiien
he comes back, and he knows the
Fourth follow our lead. He's clcc-
tioneering.”

“ After our votes!” howled Raby.

“That’s 1t.”

“He won't get them!”

“That he jolly well won'tl But
he's after them, all the same,” said
Lovell, with conviction.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“I suppose that's it,” he said. ‘Tt
can’t be anything else. Knowles
means to make a ficht for it, and
he’d like to butter us and get us on
his side. Blessed if I think we ought
fo go under the cires.”

“It’s arranged now,” remarked
Newcome. ““After all, a feed’s a
feed in war-time. But we're jolly
well not going to vote for Knowles if
it comes to an election.”

““No jolly fear !

The minds of the Fistical Four were
quite made up on that point when-
they started for Mr. Manders' Houso
to go to tea with Knowles. j

The 2nd Chapter.
Tea with Knowles.

“It’s a rotten look-out, Cecil.”

Frampton of the Modern Sixth
made that remark in Knowles' study.

Knowles nodded glumly.

“I don’t see how it's much use
puttin’® up a fight,” continued Framp-
ton. ““All the fellows are delighted
at the idea of Bulkeley coming back.
Even on our side it's the same as with
the Classics.”

Knowles grunted.

(Continued on the next page.)
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“If it goes to a new election, Bulkeley
will gimply romp home,” said Frampton.
“The trouble he was in helps him now--
the faet that his father was unjustly sus-
pected, and all that., And it turned on,t
that the real thief was & Modern chap’s
ancle. And--and Catesby was in it. Of
course, 1 suppose he didn’t know that the
bundle his uncle gave him te mind con-
tained the stolen bonds.” ‘

Knowles sneered.

“1 hope he didnt
Frampton.
our side a lot of harm.
prominent in backing you up.

anyway,” said

Catesby was
It was

only judicious of him to go home for a

bit. I'm glad he had sense enough for
that. It's a disgrace for our sidet”
“That needn’t concern the clection.”
“1t needn*t—but it will,” said Frampton.
“The fellows look at it like this. A
Classical chap’s father is accused, and it
turns out that it was planted on him by
a Modern chap's relation. Cateshy wasn’t
to blame, poor chap! But—well, as 2
matter of fact, Cecil, a lot of fellows even

on this side will give Catesby the marble

eye. 1t isn't everybody who wants to
pal with a fellow whose relations are sent
to prison,”

“1 don’t, for one,” grunted Knowles.
“Not till it blows over, anyway.” :

“Some of the Classicals have nicknamed
this “House the Thieves’' Kitchen,” said
Frampton. “There’s a lot of feeling on
the subject, and-—and lots of the fellows
think the captain ought to come from the
Classieal side, even if Bulkeley wasn't
0 popular as he is. Ceeil, old man, it
N.G, Give it up.” ;

Knowles rose to his feet, his eyes glitter-
Ing. He took a turn or twod across the
study, Fram watching him curiously.

“1 won't give It up!” said the captain of
Rockwood, at last, between his set teeth.
“Haven't 1 been trying for a dog’s
for just
captainey? Bulkeley's going gave me the
chance, and 1 bagged it. Now, after
heing mﬁ‘bﬂn a few weeks, to lose i£ again
AN, ¢ ground his teeth. "I won’t,
Frampton—I won't!”

T don’t, se¢ any chance.”

R A1 (0T AU T O TS T D

“Ma o omay ko able 40 wingle the
clhction’™ «€ail knowles  desperately.
“Ater all, we had to do some vm%!- }id
when I got in aiter Bulkeley went, ell,
we an wangle it sgain—mnore thin ever.
'l stop at nothin™, I ean tell you that!”

“ 14 won’t work,” said Frampton, with a
slake o the hréad. :

“1f must work * suitered FEnowlea.
“I'vi gt to get the voters somehow, if it
cimes o @n dection. And-—-and if it
tirms ot that there’s no chance of bag-
«ing the ebectian, somethin® else wilk have
to bhe donel”

Frimpton stared.

“Idon't see vhatelse, Cecil.”

* Bulleley's 1ot hire yet,” said Enowles.

*“ He's coniin® to-morrow.”

Knowles gave his chum a strange look.

“ Suppose he didn't come?”

“Th? Of curse he’ll come. He's
written to several fellows, and there's
win' to he a crowd to meet his train,”
saidd Framplon, in astonishment.

“T1 know that! He gets ta Coombe at
Tour o’tlock to-marrow afternoon, after

changing at  Latcham Junction,” said
Knowles.
“You e¢n't stop him coming, 1

suppose!”

“ 1 might try.”

Frampton looked startied.

The expression on Knowles® face made
him uneasy, almost scared.

“Cecil!™ he muttered, in a low, startled
voice,

Knowles gritted Lis teeth.

He was very nearly in
deaperation,

With all his eunning scheming he had
never been able to “shift ” Bulkeley out
of the captaincy, till that unlooked-for
chance came,

Bulkeley had left Rookwood while his
father lay under a serious charge, and
Knowles had made the most of the un-
eypected opportunity.

He had realised his long ambition.

a state of

True, he had not been very successful |

as captain of the school, but that
mattered little to him; he was eaptain,
and that was what he wanted.

To lose the position, after enjoying it !

only a few weeks, was too bitter.
Knowles felt, that it was too bitter a pill
to swallow.

There were few things he would have |

stopped at to prevent George Bulkeley
irom regaining his old post at Rookwood.,

He did not speak again, bubt paced to
and fro i the study, with knitted brows
and set teeth, Frampton watching him in
uneasy silence.

The attemipt to seeure a majority in the
new election, by fair means or foul, was
almost hopeless, and Knowles knew it.

What else remained?

It was clear that some thought—some
dark thought—was at the back of his
plotting mind, that he hesitated to con-
fitlle e\;en to his most faithful backer.

Tap! :

Knowles started, and, with an effort,
drove the black clouds from his face.

His visitors had arrived.

The door opened, and the Fistical Four
presented themselves on the threshold,

Knowles contrived to smile genially,

“Come in, kids!” be said guietly. “I'm
glad to see youl”

“Welecome as the flowers
gi1inned Frampton.

in May!”

&5
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{Continued from the previous page.)
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“But it looks bad. 1t’s done

such a chance asg this—to get :hgg :

{ two, I believe?” he remarked.

[, T W Torin ket

1 make such a suggestion to the Head.

{ he said.

The Classieal juniors, thus cordiaily
weleomed, came in.

So much eivility from two prefects of
the Sixth, both of whom disliked them,
could have only one meaning; it was
flattering, but it was rather paipable

But the Classical chums, for reasons
of politeness, alfected to take that un-
usual cordiality at face value.- :

They grinned as genially ag Knowles and
Frampton as they came in. ‘

The table had already been laid by
Knowles’ fag, and there were extra chairs
in the study.

In the fender there were piles of fresh
toast and poached eggs galore keeping 4
WAL, :

On the table there were two kinds of
jﬂJ}!tl, marmalade, sardines, pilehards, and
cake, _

It was a very unusual spread for a time
of war and rations, 4
However, that scemed rather an un-
charitable thought for visitors to euter- |
tain, and naturally the juniors made no

comment,.

The tea-party sat down In a wvery .
amicable way. i

Knowles did mot, as the visitors
expected, begin on the subject of the
expected election.

¢ chatted with them cheerily on the }

subject of Junior cricket. i
On t subject,
Sitver 0
et them talk to their hearts’ ¢o
gpite of their suspicions of Enow

uiterior motives, the juniors could mﬁ

feeling good humour. :

' les could be agreeable when he
liked, and he liked now. - :

In fact, Jimmy Silver & Co. had to.
admit that they had never really known
what an agreeable fellow Enowles of the |
Bixth could be.

It was not till the spread had been
yearly disposed of, and talk had run on
junior cricket for some time, that
Knowles came down to husiness.

“You play St. Jim’s juniors in & week or

“Yes,” said Jimmy, helping hmeell to
jam, “In s fortnight, Knowies."

Kiiowion™

“1I hope we shall have hetter lvok than
ou had with 8t. Jim's First Eleven,

mowles,” remarked Lovell, rather un-
fortmmately.

Jimmy kicked his foot under the tahle.

The Fistical were not there to
make allosions to Koowles® Tfailures as

ai Knowlks only smiled,

“I hope you will,” he sald. “In fact,
I'm sure yoa will, from what 1 have seen
of your play intely. I've been thinkin’
about that match. To do it jastice, yon
redlly need to make it a day match.”

“Wish we conld!” grinned Lovell. “ But
the Head doosn't seem to understand that
a vhole day onght to be given instead of
a half-holiday.”

“T dare say it could he arranged,
though,” said Knowles thoughtfully. * Dr. |
Chisholm would listen to @ suggestion
from me, I'm sure.”

“From you!” ejaculated Raby.

“You see, as captain of the school and
head of the games, I'm allowed to use
my own judegment to a good extent,” ex-
plained Knowles, smiling. “1 think I
can answer for it that I could put it te 1
the Head in a way that wounld make him
consent.”

“My bhat!” eaid Newecome. “You're!
awlully good, Knowles. Tom Merry and
his crowd could get leave to come in the
morning, I know that. It the Head would
give us a whole day here——"

“Ripping!” said Jimmy Silver, quite
carried away by the idea. “We'd he
awfully obliged to you, Knowles!® .

“Not at all!” answered Knowles, “My
idea is to encourage junior games in ever
possible way. I consider it's only j‘usﬁY }
I think the Head will look at it as I do
when I put it to him tactfully. I'll make
a point of speaking to him about it early
next week.” i

“Oh!” said Jimmy, his face lalling.

Next week, of course, Knowles would
no longer' Lie captain of Rookwood if
Bulkeley took his old place in the schopl.

It was only as captain’ of the school
and head of the games that he eould

Lovell grunted.

He wag no fool, and he could see the
cloven hoof, so to speak, now that it was
so prominently displayed.

The whole holiday for the St. Jim’s
match ‘was a bid for the votes of the
jumior cricketers, j "

And Jimmy Silver thought a little
further than that, too, for, :fter Knowles
had gained his point—if he gained it—
it was pnot at all certain that he would
keep his word!

Not, that Jimmy wounld have deserted
Bulkeley’s cause for that bribe or for
any other. .

But if he had done so, he knew it was
very possible that the bribe would not
materialise.

Knowles' eyes glittered.

“I'm seeing the Head on Monday, in
fact, about some matters for a talk,”
_ “1'l mention it then.”

“That will be too late,” said Lovell,

“1 don't quite see—-"

“Well—ahem-——" Lovell hesitated.

Really, it did not seem very polité to
point out to Knowles that his captaincy
was only to last amother twenty-four
hours or so. ;

“That is, of course, if I'm still captain

naturally, Jimmy
Co. liked to talk, nfl Enowles {

1 angrily.

o Rookwood.” said Knowles, laughing.

“It’s harely possible that Bulkeley may
put mp again when he comes hack,” -

“Eb! It's ecertain, isn't it?” exclaimed
Lovell, with a stare,

“Not at all. He may or te may not.
If he does, there will ‘be a -ontest,” said
Knowles calmly.
I can rely upon you fellows for the
eloction $” -

The cad was out of the bag row!

The 3rd Chapter.
The Cloven Hoof !

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked, as they
felt, extremely mncomfortabe.

They bad had & good tea in Knowles
study, and they had been wery f—riend‘}{yh.

In ti'mt’- they had almost forgotten what
a beast Knowles was in the
geniality that pervaded the tea-party.

Now. the Modern captain had come
down to husiness, and they hardly knew
what to say. 21

They reddened, and looked at one
another, and coughed.

KEnowles appeared to notice nothing.

“1 don’t suppose it will be much of a
comtiest,” he observed carelessly. * After
giving up the captaincy, Bulkeley may
not even olaim it again. 1t weomid be
rathier inconsiderate, wouidn’t it¥'

"1 don't sce that at all,” said Lovell

3t omce.
{0 hear that

Knowles  did
remark.

“Of course, I Teel bound to contest i
if he does,”
my hest for the school in every way. In
case of a contest, 1'd really like to know
whom 1 ean rely on.”

“Ont” gaid Jimmy awkwardty.

He was fecling great discomfort, but he
was angry, too,

It really was not fair of Enowles to ask
fellows to tea, with this intention at the
back of his mind. ;

“Well?” smiled Enowles.

" We're backing up Bulkeley, of course!”
biurted ouy Lovell.

" Why, of course?” asked Knowles,
¥ He's our manld® . £
- “Claggical, yor know, murmured Raby,
with the ides of putting it tly.

. "The fact is, Knowles, we

not secm

Bulkeley if there’s an election,” said
Jimmy Silver. 8o will every chap on the
Classical gide, I thisk, or rearly every
one. That's afl setiled.”

Knowles’ genial smile faded a little.

“Can’t I persuade you to change your
minds?” he asked.

“Can’t be done!” ;

“Just think it over,” :aid Knowles,
coming out more imto the open, as it
were. “I may as well say that 1 shall
be a friend-—a good friend—to every chap
who votes for me, and quite the opposite
to_chaps who don’t!”

o % .
] "?Enn,v'n PyeR ﬁnm‘nd.

He was rather glad that Knowles was
eoming down to threats; it made it
easier to reluse him.

“That wouldn’t make any diference to
us,” he said curtly.

"1 could make it worth fellows’ while
“to vote for me, you know.”

L "Can’t he done!™
Ay kid who was in 2 scrape-—say,
short of money—would find a friead in
‘me,” remarked Knowles.

‘amplon coughed.

This was so open and a0 rotten that it
shocked even Frampton a little,

But, Knowles had spoken truly when he
sald he would stick at nothing.

Jimmy Silver flughed.

“It’s no good talking to us like that,
Knowles,” he said, very quietly. “ You

can’t suppose tMat we should touch your

money 1 )

“Not even in quids?” smiled Enowles.

“Not in banknotes!” exclaimed Lovell
“Not in thousands of pounds!
What the thunder do you take us forg”

. Knowles set his teeth.

He had known that it was wuseless as
well ag insalting, but he wouid not leave
2 chance untried.

He had tried it, and failed,

Jimmy Silver rose to his feet.

He felt that it was high time that that
tea-party came to an end.

“B0 you won't vote for me in any

| case?” asked Knowles, rising to hig feet

also, and
Frampton.

“It's impossible!” sald Jimmy Silver.
“Thanks for the spread, Knowles,
be getting along now.”

“Will you?" said Knowles, gritting his
teeth. “You cheeky young ecub! You
won't get along just yet! The door,
Frampton !”

Frampton put his back to the door.

exchanging a glance with

near Him. He had thrown off all disguise
now, * :
The Fistical Four were immovable, and

all that was left to Knowles was to |

revenge himsclf.
Now that there was nothing to be lost
he intended to give his malicious temper
full play.
Jimmy Silver &
together. . Their

o,
aces

drew  closer
expressed ‘the

1 angry conbempt thev felt,

This kind of thing was rather “thick,»
even for Knowles.

“ You're not going to lick us, Knowles!®
gsald Lovell savagely,

“We'll see!” said Knowles., *¥You ean
have it on your paws or across your
shoulders. 'Take your choice.?

“Neither ! said Jimmy.

“'We'll see. my pippin 1»

“Mind. vou won't cane us!® gaid Jimmy.
“We ghall resist, Knowles, and ¥ warn
you 12

“Yes, rather!® seid Lovell emphatically.

TO THE BQYS AT THE FRONT !
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“In that case, 1 suppose |

S SR .

w of easy

he went on. “I want to de .

We'll |

all vote for |

heavy bmm

enraged j

Lovell snatched the cane away, and
dealt Knowles a cut across the shoulders
as the other three jammed him down,

[

1 against

| lessons were over,

Knowles' reply was a rush, .

‘The. can gang. through the air,
came down on Jimmy Bilver,

Jimmy gave a yell.

“Go for him!”»

Like one man the four piled en Knowles.

He had time for only another eut, which |
caught“Lovel} across the eheek and made |

yell, ; ]

Then he came down on the floor with a

in the grasp of the four

and

Frampton rushed to the rescue.
“Bmash them1” shrieked Knowles,
~ “Go it, you fellows!® panted Jimmy

Silver.,

He ety Knowles and faced Framplon,
who rushed him over, Jimmy Silver cling-
ing to him like a eat.

But Jimmy held on, and Frampton went
to the floor with him. i

It was a fight new between two seniors |

| and four jumiors, and it was a ®scrap®

of unusual vim,

The two big Sixth-Formers were rather
00 much for the jumiors in actual fight- |
ing, which was what it had come to. .

But the Fistical Four were well worthy
of their name, They put up a record fight,

One or two of themm were on the floor
most. of the time, but they jumped up
again and piled in.

Lovell scized the tongs from the fender
as Knowles caught up a cricket-stump.

The two weapons crashed together, and
the stump went flying, and the next
moment the tomgs crashed on Knowles’

head. ;
recled back with a fiendish

Knowles
slashing

yell.
Lovell. turned om Frampton, s
recklessly, and the Sixth-Former jumped

‘away in great alann,

“Cut!”® gasped Jimmy Silver, seizing
the opportunity. g 5 :

He tore open the study door,

The four juniors rushed out, Lovell hurl- |
ing the tongs hack into the study as he

1 went, and they landed on the tea-table

with a terrific smash of erockery,

Then the Fistical Four fled
quadrangle. k

There was no pursuit, St

In the study Knowles was nursing his
head and panting, and Frampton stood

the wall gasping Yor breath. -

The Fistical Four had certainly not had
the worst of it, though they were feeling
%Je when they arrived on the Classical
side,

“4Halle! What's happened to you
chaps?”® exclaimed Mornington of the
Fourth, as they came, panting, into the
School House.

“Ow, ow!” gasped Lovell,
to tea with Knowles!»
1o ten with Knowlent®

“Falth, you look as If yon've cnjoyed
it intoirely !? grinned ¥lynn,

“Ha, ba, hal?

“Ow, ow, ow!® :

Jimmy Silver & Co. retired te the end
study to attend to their damages.

They were followed by a crowd of the
Classical Fourth, eager o hear the tale.

There was a good deal of indignation. '
and still more laughter, when the Ceo.
panted out a description of what had
happened in Knowles’ study.

“The awful rotter!® exclaimed Erroll.

“He'll report you to the Head!? said
Townsend, |

for ihc'

“We've heen

A

“Let  him (2 . growled Jimmy Silver.
“We'll report him fast enough, if he
does ¥

“He won't et the Head hear a word of
it if he can help it !? said Erroll,
And Erroll was right,

- "The 4th Chapier.
: A Dark Scheme.

The next morning there was a good deal
of excitement in Rookwooed Behool,

The afternoon was a half-holiday, and
that afternoon “Old Bulkeley ?  ‘was
coming back.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had finished their
arrangements for a reception at the
station.

The members of the S8ixth and Fifth who
were going would take the foremost part
in the reception, no doubt ; but the heroes

| of the Fourth meant to ta’ke.a hand—and

2 prominent band, too.

Every musical instrument obtainable
was hunted up for the occasion, it being
agreed on all sides that the occasion
deserved musical hononrs,

Perhaps the din would not be recognis-
able by a fellow with a musical ear, but

j ¢ ‘ i be helped,
Knowies picked up a cane 1 rom the desk | e e TR Ao

At all events, there would be 3 din.
Everybody was glad when morning |
In fact, lessons at all
were fely to be a bore at sueh a time.
Knowles did not wear a pleasant ex-

| pression that day.

Frampton joined him when they came
out, after dinner.

Knowles retired to his study to smoke a
cigarette and think it over, and Framp-
ton joined him there. '

He was in an uneasy mood as to what
was passing in the Modern captain’s
mind.

“Y suppose you're not going to the
station, Cecil?” remarked Frampton,
speaking at last, as Kmnowles smoked in
sullen silence.

“The train doesn’t get in till four,”
gaid Knowles.  “Bulkeley changes at
Latcham at three.”

“ What about it”

“Lots of time to get to Latcham before
Bulkeley, if we wanted t0.”

“We don’t want 10.”

“That depends.”

“Look here, Knowles, what have yon
got into your Dhead?” asked his ¢hum un-
easily. “ You make me feel quite creepy.”

Knowles gave him a gloomy look.

“T'm not going to give up the cap-
taincy,” he replied. “T don't stand the
slightest chance in an election, I know,
It mustn't come 0 that. Bulkeley can't
come back to Rookwood.?

# %an’t. come back !” repeated Frampton,

w1 0}”

| arrived panting at the door.

“Buppose somethin® happened to him
on bis journey ¢ . gy it

Frampton “started to his feet, his face
quite white, Reiray

“Are you potty, Knowles? What are
you talking about? Are you thinkin® of
somethin®  that - might land you in
prison ¥

“Will you help me?” said Knowles,
without answering the question.

“No, T won't!” exclaimed Frampton
violently, %I think you're mad! Leave
me out of it! Give up the idea, and don'd.
be a silly fool i ‘ ;

“Let me alone, then, and keep youp
month shut 1 said Knowles savagely.

“Ceeil, oM ¢hap—".

“Oh, give us a rest!”

Frampton lett the study.

His face was pale and troubled as h#
went out into the quadrangle. '

Knowles’ ¢hum was not a particular
fellow. He would not have been Knowles®
chum if he had been. But he had his
limits.

The Modern captain was evidently
thinking of fonl play of the most des-
perate kind, so savage and bitter was his
determination not to be eusted out of the
position he had won.

Frampton hung about the quadrangle
his hands driven deep in his pockets, an
a worried frown {megiu brow.

He was alarmed for Knowles, alarmed
for the consequences that might follow
a reckless and lawless act.

Knowles came out of the house atb lass
and started for the gates.

Frampton called to him, but he did nod
answer or turn his head.

Frampton ram after him, overtaking
him near the gates. ‘

*“ Knowles, olsachap-!" he exclaimed,

Knowles’ eyes glittered at him.

“Let me alone, you chicken-hearted
fool!” he muttered.

“I must speak to you!” said Framptom,

He caught Knowles’ arm and drew him,
almost foreibly, Into the shade of the

“Qub it short!” snapped KEnowles,

“You can't stop Bulkcley coming
back.”

“I'm going to try!”

“But—but——" stammercd Frampt
almost ln:'g)lt.:ssly. “You must' he mad
Are you thinking of making #n attack
on the fellow in the traint”

“Perhaps.”

“ Even that wonldn't stop him; would
‘ an I

“He might be too ill afterwirds to take
up his position here as captain of the
school.”

“Knowles!” gasped Frampton.

“Well, you asked me,” said Knowles,
with a bitter speer. *“Come and he“lg me

-~ W'III"

with'a DIEERr Aneer. Came nnd o P me,
Instead of bhabbling. No need for us to

be known. We can get ourselves fixed
up at the eostumier'®s in Latcham, and
Bulkeley won't know us by sight, or any-
body else.”

“You're out of your senses!™ said
Frampton hoarsely. “Tt means prison!”

“It’s safe enough.”

“0Oh, you're potty!
and prison. Cecil, old chap, you're not
yourself now. Listen to me.”

Knowles jerked his arm free and strode
away.

Frampton stared after him with a white
face as he turned out of the school gatee
way and disappeared.

i'fuo..nl heavens!” he muttercd to hime
self.

And he almost limped away to Mr.
Manders’ House, oppressed with the
weight of the secret he had to keep.

And as he went a fat face, with round

It means disgrace

{ startled eyes, like saucers, blinked roun(i

one of the big beeches,

"My only hat!” stuttered Tubby Muf-
fin between his chatter teeth.

Tubby Muffin had heard what the two
Modern prefects had said—every waord,

He had dodged behind the tree at the
gight of Knowles, simply because Knowles
had a pleasant way of cuffing juniors,
especially Classical juniors. 1

What he had heard made Tubby Muf-
fin almost quake, ‘

He remained in cover till Frampton had
disappeared, and then Tubby rushed away
to the School House as fast as his fat
little legs would carry him.

Without a pause he ram up the stair«
case and dashed along the passage to the
end study.

From that study the utnmelodicus
strains of a mouth-organ and concertina
came blended.

. The Fistical Four were getting ready
for the musical honours.

“Not bad!” Lovell was saying as Tuhby
“1 think
this concertina will go a treat.” ;

will make it!” said Jimmy Silver. “Hallo,
Muffin, you fat duffer! What do you
mean by bolting into a fellow’s study
like a potty Hunf”

“Jimmy ! gasped Tubby Muffin breathe
lessly.

“Well, asa?”

“Jimmy! Ohb, I say, Jimmy—" stute
tered the fat Classieal ,

“He’s over-eaten, and wants thumping
on the back!” said Lovell. “Here yom
are, Tubby! Say when!”

Thump, thump.

“Yarooooh !”

“Have some moref”

Tubby Muffin dodged round the table.

“Yah! Keep off!” hie yelled. “Jimmy]
I say, Jimmy! Old Bulkeley—-Knowles
Oh, dear!” ;
“Well, what about Bulkeley and
Knowles?” asked the ecaptain of the
Fourth. “Has Knowles been asking yom
for your vote? If yon vote for him, my

and burst you!”

“ Jimmy !n

Tubby Muffin’s horrified looks made ah
impression at last.

The sweet strains of the mouth-organ
and the concertina died away. g

“What on earth’s the matter with

“How are vou zoin’ to stop him, then?®

him?” asked Lovell. in wondet.

beeches, to be unobserved. 3
“Now, look here, Knowles—" he .
began.

“Wel, if you wunt to make a row that -

fat tulip, we’ll' bump you on the floor

s
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“Old  Bulkeicy!” stammered Tubby.
“Knowles has gone to Latcham—"
3 L ‘Vell?u .
“He's going to get into the train wit
Bulkeley.”

“Well 7
“And—and murder him!” stuttered
Tubby.

“What!"” yelled the Fistical Four.
“I—I heard him say so! OCh, dear!”

The Eth Chapter.
The Fistical Four Take a Hand.

Jimmy Silver closed the study door.
Then he grasped Tubby Mufiin by the
shoulder.

- Tubby's astounding statement, of
course, was nof, believed for a moment,
but Jimmy could sce that there was some-

*thing behind it.

“Explain yourself, you young ass,”
he said sternly. “Don’t shout. Now,
get it oft your chest, and keep to the
facts.”

In .breathless excitement Tubby Muf-
fin babbled out what he had heard under
the beeches.

The Fistical Four listened
amazement and wrath,

. "It can't be true!” said Raby, when
Tubby had gasped to a finish. “Even
Knowles wonldn't be such a hooligan.”

“I heard him!” panted Muffin. *He's
going to the costumier’s in Latcham to
get disguised, and he's going to attuck
Bulkeley in the train. He said so. He
said Bulkeley would be too ill afterwards
to become captain of Rookwood. He's
got to be stopped! Oh, dear!”

“My hat!” said Jimmy Silver, with a
deep breath.

“You believe him, Jiminy?”

“It's true!” yolled Tubby indignantly.

“I think he beard what he says,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Knowles is pretty des-
perate. Of course, he doesn’'t mean to
hurt Bulkeley very seriously. But—but
. he means to hurt him, you chaps, so that
he can't be captain of the =chool here.
. He means to hurt him enough to lay him
up.”

“Jimmy "

“He may reckon that if he could keep
the job for the rest of the term he would
 he able to secure himself in it,” said
Jimmy thoughtfully, “It’s a jolly des-
i){:l‘iltt.‘ idea. But Knowles is desperate,
I believe. Ie's simply furious at the
idea of giving up the captainey. 1 know
it sounds thick, but—but I think Tubby's
telling us the truth.”

“The awful villain!” sald Newcome.

“Let's go to the Head!” exclaimed
Lovell.

. _“No good,” said Jimmy quietly. “We
don't want to start a disgrace that would
stick to Rookwood for yeara, And it’s too
late for the Head to interfere. Tubby
says Knowles has started.”

YT saw him go!” gasped Muffin.

“And besides, though 1 belicve the
yarn, I shouldn't care to repeat it to the
Head.. He wouldn't believe - it,” aaid
Jimmy Silver. “This is where wo come
in, you fellows. I think Tubby’s got it
right, but I'm not sure. We're not going

in dumb

to Coombe- Station with the fellows, after

all. We're to bike to
‘Latcham !
“Phew!”

“Did Knowles start on foot, Tubby 2"

going over

“Xen" uf

“year
“Then
We can
Jimmy Silver.
in Latcham.

he"s going by the local train,
beat thnt on our bikes," ‘swid

“We know the costumier's
We've had 'things there for
the’ Plhiyers” Society here. If ve B8ee
Knowles  geo in- there that will settla ft,
and we can see that le doesn’t gel ao
chance st Bulkeley. Tubby, don't say a
word about this to anybody. We’ll skin
you if you do!”

“I—1 say, Jimmy—-"

“You'll get fAogged for saying such a
thing abont a1 prefect, Tubby: and, re-
member, you can't prove it,” sald Jimmy
Silver. “ You don't want to bhe expelled
for slandering Knowles, [ suppose?”

“Ow!” gasped Tubby.

“You can leave it to us to look after
Bulkeley. Keep your mouth shut, old
chap! We don’t want a scandal in the
school !

“I—I won't say anything!® stuttered
Tubby. *“EKnowles would be beast enough
to deny it, and say I—I was making it
up! Owl”

. “He jolly. well would ! grinned Lovell.

“Clome on, you chaps!”

The Fistical Four hurried out of the
study, leaving Tubby Muffin gasping.

Five minutes later they were on their
bieyeles, rlding for Latcham as hard
as they could go.

The great reception at Coombe was left
In less capable hands, but that could not
be helped.

The Gth Chaptor.

A Surprise for Knowles,

~“Here we arve!” panted Arthur Edward
Lovell.

It had been a rapld ride.

The miles had fairly flown under the
whizzing wheels, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
had arrived in Latcham long ahead of the
slow local train from Coombe—the train
in which Knowles was travelling.

They had put up their machines at the
gtation, and in a rather ruddy and
breathlcss state walked down the Iigh
Street to the costumier's,

On the opposite side of the way the
four juniors stopped in an entry, which
was nearly blocked by a barrow turned
on end.

It was an excellent coign of vantage for
watching the shop opposite without being
secn themselves.

There, in cover, they were able to take
breath at last.

To passers-by they looked like a group
of schoolboys who had stopped there for
o chat, or to wait for some acquaintance.

But they kept a very keen eye on the
costumier's opposite,

Jimmy Silver looked at his watch.

“A quarter of an hour ahecad of
Knowles,” he remarked.

“Good !"

“Suppose Tubby was pulling the long-
bow,” murmured Raby. “We've had a
dickens of a ride for nothing.”

“It was worth risking that, Raby."”

“Well, yes.”

“We'll soon see, anyway,” said Jimmy.
“If Knowles goes into the costumier’s,
and comes out looking different, that
scttles it.”

“But—but could he have the nerve?”
muttered Lovell. “What would the
blessed costumier think?”

“Knowles would spin him some yarn—
say it was a practical joke, or something.
He's done a lot of business with the Rook-
wood fellows, you know. MHe'll do what
Knowles wants, and without guessing that
the rotter has such a scheme in his potty
head.” ;

The juniors watched.

Twenty minutes passed, and then Jimmy
Silver uttered o low exclamation.

On the opposite side of the street a
well-known figure came into view.

It was Cecil Knowles, of the Rookwood
Sixth.

“My hat!” murmured Lovell, his Iast
doubt vanishing. “It's true.” :

Knowles disappeared
tumier's establishment,

The Fistical Four walted.

It was a quarter of an hour later that
someone came out of the costumier’s.

Had not the juniors been watching
keenly for Knowles, they certainly weuld
not - have suspected that this was a
Rookwood prefect.

His face was darkly red, as if sun-
burnt, and he wore a dark moustache.

He had changed his clothes for a check
suit, and his etraw hat for a cloth cap.

He looked a rather “loud ” young nan,
and certainly. not much like a Eixth-
Former of Rookwood.

“Is—is that Knowles?” muttered Lovell.

into the cos-
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*‘Knowles ia in this carriage,’”’ said Jimmy 8ilver. ‘“Look here !
caught at the dark moustache on Cecil Knowles' face,

“Same height,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Same way of walking—as if the earth
belonged to him. See how he's looking
round him, too—on his guard. Sec how
he's finzering his moustache ; it feels odd
to him, of course, and he thinks it may
com¢ lpose. What?”

“You. ought to be a giddy detective,
Jimmy,” said Raby. “All the same, 1
wouldn't bet that that was Knowles.”

“We'll' jolly soon make sure,” said
Jimmy. “I believe it is, but we can
mako sure. Wait here a minute.”

Jimmy Silver hurried across the street.

He peered into the costumier’s shop
cautiously. It was empty, =ave for Mr.
Jones himself,

Jimmy entered. The costumier, who
Enew Jimmy well, smiled n greeting.

“Knowles still here, Mr. Jones?" asked
Jimmy boldly.

Mr. Jones smiled.

“No, Master Knowlcs has just gone,”
he answered.

“Ob, what a pity!” sald Jimmy diplo-
matically. “S8till, I suppose you did what
be wanted, Mr. Jones?”

“I see you know about it, Master
Silver. Quite a humorous idea of Master
Knowles’,” said Mr. Jones, laughing.
“Rather more in your style than Master
Knowles', though, I should have thought,
to play such a joke on the village police-
man."

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Jimmy, wonder-
ing what Knowles had given Mr. Jones
by way of an explanation.
~“Ha, ha!” echoed Mr. Jones. “Very
funny indeed! The policeman will be
ready to kick himself, 1 imagine, when he
takes up Master Knowles as an absentee,
and finds out that he is only a school-
boy. ‘Ha¥ hat”

“Ha, ha!” chuckled Jimmy.
afternoon, Mr. Jones!
Knowles.”

He left the shop,

“Good-
Sorry I missed

and rejoined his

chums in the entry.

“Well?” said the three together.

“It was Knowles. He's spun Mr. Jones
a yarn that he's taking a rise out of
the bobby at Coombe,” sald Jimmy
breathlessly. *“Passing himself off as a
chap of military age, you know, to get
taken up, and then owning up that he's
only a chap at school. We'll work that
wheeze off on Boggs ourselves one of these
days. Knowles has stuffed up Mr. Jones
with that—jolly cute! Come on!”

The Fistical Four walked along to
Latcham Station.

At the ticket-oflice they caught sight
of the young man in tweeds with the
dark moustache. 3

He was taking a ticket for Coombe.

lie went to the platform, and when he
was quite gone Jimmy Silver hurried to
the booking-office and took four tickets
for the village near Rookwood.

The Classical chums came along to the
barrier, and spotted Knowles.

The disguised prefect was keeping back
behind some trucks and baggage on the
platform, watching the entrance.

The juniors did not go on the platform.,

They did mot want Knowles te spot
them there.

The train was not yet due to start, and
soine minutes before it was due a figure
they knew well crossed the bridge from
the other platform.

It was Bulkeley of the Sixth, the old
captain of Rookwood. :

From behind a truck the juniors
watched him,

Bulkeley looked very bright and happy.

The clearing of his father's name and
his own- return in all honour to Rook-
wood had made George Bulkeley very
happy indeed.

He disappeared on the platform.

“Train’s in!” muttered Lovell, a few
minutes later. _

The juniors looked over the barrier.

Bulkeley of the Sixth had been pacing

the platform till the local train was ready
to start. /

There were very few people on the
platform, and the juniors saw him easily
as he went along the train looking for a
carriage.

Behind him walked the young man in
tweeds.

Bulkeley stepped into a carriage.

The young man in tweeds a moment
later stepped into the same carriage,
and closed the door after him.

on.

The juniors could guess that it was
being held within.

“The rotter!" muttered Rahy. “He
wants to be alone with Bulkeley on the
journey. The awtul rascal!”

“Better get a move on, Jimmy,” said
Lovell.  “Train starts in a minute and
a halt.”

“Come on!” answered Jimmy.

They went in at the gate and along the
platform to the same carringe that
Bulkeley and the disguised prefect had
entered.

Bulkeley was seated in the opposite
corner of the carriage, reading a news-
paper.

The young man in tweeds was on the
ncar side, and as the juniors stopped at
the door he gave a violent start, and
grasped the handle within as Jimmy Silver
grasped it without.

“*Urry up, there!”
guard.

Jimmy tugged at the handie.

“Let us in!" he shouted.

Knowles held the door fast within.

He had not the faintest suspicion that
the juniors knew who he was, but the
sight of them had startled him, and
if they came into the carriage he felt
that his dastardly scheme would be
nipped in the bud.

He held on savagely to the
snd kept the door shut.

called out the

handle,

A passenger tried the door, and passed .

“Bulkeley !” shouted Lovell.

“Bulkeley ! Make him let us in!
We'll lose the train!” yelled Jimmy
Silyer.®

Bulkeley looked over his newspaper.

He smiled as he saw the juniors through
the carriage window

“Hallo, - you kids!” he exclaimed
cheerily. “What's the trouble?”

“Make this chap let us in, Bulkeley!”

“Let that door alone, please!” rapped
out Bulkeley, little dreaming that he
was speaking to a schoolfellow. “What
are you keeping the boys out for?”

“'Urry up, there! Now, then!”

Bulkeley came across the carriage, and
as Knowles did not let go, the captain of
Rookwood grasped his wrist and forced
him to release the handle,

Jimmy Silver tore the door open.

The Fistical Four bundled headlong into
the carriage.

The disgunised prefect sank back in his
seat, almost panting.

Buikeley looked at him grimly as the
guard slammed the door.

“Jorry to handle you' like that,” he

said, “But you had no right to keep the
boys out., They might have lost the
train.”

Knowles made no reply. He was afraid
that Bulkeley might recognise his voice,
though not his looks.

With bitterness and rage in his heart, he
sat staring from the window as the train
rolled out of Latcham Station,

The 7th Chapter,
Shown Up !

Jimmy Silver & Co. sat down breath-
less, but smiling.

Bulkeley seemed pleased to see them
there.

“Did you know I was coming by this

train, you young scamps?’ he asked,
“What-ho!” answered Lovell. “You

With a quick movement Jimmy Silver
and it came away in his hand.

don't mind wus travelling with you,
Bulkeley?”

“Not at all; I'm glad to see you.”

“It's ripping for you to be coming
back "

“Thank you!” sald
smile.

“And you're going to be ecaptain
Rookwood again?” exclaimed Newcome.

“I shall put up, at all events,” said
Bulkeley, “Of course, there will have to
be a new election.”

“That will he a walk-over,” said Rabhy.

“Poor old Knowles!” gmiled Jimmy
Silver. f

Not by a sign had the juniors revealed
that they knew the identity of the young
man in tweeds, sitting silent and sullen
in the corner.

That Knowles could not carry out his
intention in their presence was certain.

Bulkeley was saved from tho intended
attack.

He little dreamed of the danger he had
run, and what the chums of the Fourth
had saved him from,

“I've got some news for you, Bulkeley,”
said Jimmy Silver, as the train hummed
on towards Coombe.

“Yeg, kid?2"”

“It’s about Knowles.”

There was a start from
in tweeds.

“Don't say anything against Knowlcs
to me, Silver!” said Bulkeley, with a stern
note in his voice.

“Can’'t be helped,” answered Jimmy
coolly. “A fellow in our Form heard
Knowles saying that he was going to
damage you, Bulkeley, to such an extent
that you'd be laid up, and couldn't take
up your job at Rookwood.”

The fellow in the corner seat jumped,
and his eyes turned on Jimmy Silver,

Bulkeley knitted his brows.

“8ilver, how dare you say such a wicked,
untruthfal thing?” he exclaimed. “I am

Bulkeley, with a

of

the young man

surprised at you! My first job at Rook-
wood will be to give you a licking.”

“It's true, Bulkeley.”

“Nonsenso!”

“You've got to hear me, Bulkeley!
Knowles planned to go to the costumier’s
at Latcham, and gef himself changed in
looks, so that he could go for you without
recognising him.”

“Bilence!” exclaimed Bulkeley angrily.

“His game was to get in the same
carriage with you, and keep other
passengers out,” pursued Jimmy Silver,
unmoved. “You wouldn't recognige him,
Bulkeley, with his make-up on. He was
going to knock you on the head, or injure
you in some way.”

“Another word, Silver, and I'll lick you
now!” shouted Bulkeley. “How dare you
sy such things?”

“Because they're true, old scout!” re-
torted Jimmy. “ Knowles is in the carriage
at this minute.” 1

*“What{"”

“Look here!”

With a quick movement Jimmy Silver
caught at the dark moustache on the
stained face of Cecil Knowles,

Iit came off in his hand as he jerked
at it.

Knowles sprang to his feet.

In spite of his make-up, the loss of the
moustache rendered him recognisable at
a close scrutiny.

Bulkeley stared at him blankly.

“That's Knowles!” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. *And he's got some weapon about
him, Bulkeley, and you'd have had the
benefit of it but for us. Ah, would you?”

The enraged prefect fairly hurled him-
self upon Jimmy Silver.

His plot was shattered, and he was not
even to escape discovery and disgrace.

In his rage, he grasped Jimmy Silver
with almost murderous vielence.

: But the Fistical Four were ready for
vm.

Four pairs of hands closed on Knowles,
and, with a crash, he was brought to the
floor of the carriage.

“Qob him " panted Lovell.

“Llook here!” yelled Raby. He had
dragged a loaded stick from the prefect’s
pocket, “Look at that, Bulkeley! That
was for you."

Bulkeley seemed petrified for a moment.

He took the loaded stick, and shuddered.

“Let him get up,” ho said, in a low
volee.

The the
prefect.

Krnowles scrambled to his leet, panting.

“So you are Knowles said Bulkeley
quictly. “Wes, [ recognise you now. You
have iallen to this!"

Enowles panted,

“Hang you—hang yout"
wornds between his teeth,
hang you!
every word!”

Eulkeley's lip curled.

“NYon wil not need to deny it,” he
arswered.  “Bilver, and the rest of you,
You've done me a very great servico.”

“Always pat your money on the end
study " murnured Lovell,

“You've seved me frem injury, and
ERnowles from a crime e would have heen
sty for wfterwards,” seid Bulkeley, . in
the same quiet tencs. “Wil you do me
anLother servise

“‘Arything you like, bukeky,” gaid the
Fovr ik onaes,

Moo tbs poorot,”

“Keep this secret.”

“Oht”

“Don't say a word about it,” said
Bulkeley. “Knowles will be sorry later
he thought of such a horrible thing—I
know that! We've got the good name of
Rovkwood to think of.. Promise e to
keep this secret.”

The juniors hesitated a moment.

juniors released disguised

He ground the
“ Do your worsty,
I shall deny every werd—

“And let him ofi?” exclaimed Lovell
incredulously. “After what he was going
to do to you, Bulkeley?”

“Yes. I ask it as a favour.”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“Just as you like, Bulkeley, I—I
promise, if you like.”

And his chums said the same. After

all, Bulkeley was right—the story would
have disgraced Rookwood School, as well
as the wretched, plotting prefect.

“It rests with you, Knowles, whether
thls disgraceful thing ever becomes
known,” said Bulkeley, and he sat down.

Knowles was silent.

“I—I—" he stammered, at last. “I—
I—I'm sorry, Bulkeley! I—I was—wns
excited—I was bitter. I—I beg vyour

pardon.. I—I'm glad I was stopped,” he
added, and there was at least some
gincerity in the words.

Knowles left the train at a station
before Coombe.

That afternoon’s incident was to remain
buried in oblivien. It was better for al]
concerned,

When the train ran into Coombe the
Fistlcal Four alighted with Rulkeley, and
there was a roar of welcome from o
crowded platform,

“Hallo! Did you fellows go to Latcham
to meet Bulkeley?” shouted Mornington,
“Cheeky bounders!”

“We've taken old Bulkeley under our
wing, you kuow,” explained Jimmy Silver
airily.  “We thought we'd see him safe
home. Now, then, you beggars, yell!”

And yell they did. It was quite =a
triumphal march to Rookwood, and the
musical honours were simply deafening,

There was no election; Knowles quietly
resigned the untenable post, and Bulkeley
stepped into his old place with the hearty
approval of all Rookwood.

And afterwards, when he had time to
reflect upon the matter coolly, probably
Cecil Knowles himself was glad that he
had not suceeeded in his foul play.

THE END.
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The New Master.
“Gather round!” grinned Bob Lawless.

“And
Todgers.

There was a suppressed chuckle among
the fellows gathered in the playground at
Cedar Creek School.

Frank Richards & Co. were smiling,

Mr. Shephberd, the new master at the
lumber scheol, had just emerged from his
cabin.

listen!” murmured Chunky

It was upon the new master that all
eyes were fixed.
Apparently, Mr. Horatio  Shepherd

appealed to the humorous side of Cedar
Ureek.

He was a tall young man,
rather graceful in appearance,
tainly very good-looking.

He was dressed with

slim and

great care, in

somewhat expensive *store-clothes,” and |

at a glance it could be seen that he set
great store Oy his personal appearance,

In the rough-and-ready Thompson
Valley that was not a great recom-
mendation for any man.

Mr. Shepherd was
England.

He had had a post in a boarding-school
in Ontario, and possibly had not given
complete satisfaction there.

At all events, he had transferred the
scene. of his  activities to
Columbia, '

_ Frank Richards. who remembered his

Pannk  Thotuedn, who rarsimberd  hin
vintllernelooldoys In theo Ofd Cosantey, had
heen mther terested to lvar Llut Mr,
Hhapluerdd was a public-sthaok man.

Hat that wdghed little or nothing with
the delizams of the Thonpsos Valley.

S bing as a man <ould lo his work,
and did it, they cared libths
came, or what he hal bheen
cane.

5 i+ mwssille that

newly out from

Ur. Shephend had

sccepted the offer of @ post at the back-
wouds schlool, without heng fully aware |
of the remotmess and rustidty of Cedar | ' Pé
| suidd Fravk, Tali Toughing and lLalf vexed.

Creek.

Certainly hedid not sem £ Tealie that

e was in the backwools.

He dresed with as mmeh
abmt to promenade in
street in Montreal «r Qudhec, ind he
spoke with 2 accent tlhat amazed and
delighied the Cedar Creek fellows,

Miss Meadows, the schoolnistres, had
heen & little surprised by Horatio Shep-
herd ; but the boys and girls ol Cedar

care as if

Creek were not only surprised—they were

amazed and overjoyed,

As Bob Lawless remarked, it prevented
things from getting dull when a young
man
his leg pulled,

Mr. Shipherd did his work in class well
cnough,

He was “up ” to much more sclolastic
work than was required of him at the
lumber school, and the boys suspected
that he was inclined to turn up his nose
at hig siniple surroundings.

It was becoming a standing joke among
the Cedar Creek fellows to get Mr, sShep-
herd to talk, just to listen te him, and
imitate him afterwards,

Never had the Canadian lads listened to
such an accent as Mr. Shepherd's.

“Now, then, don't gurgle!” murmured
Bob Lawless. “Don't let the galoot know
that we're pulling his leg.”

“He wouldn’t guess that in a month of
Sundays ! grunted Eben Hacke.

“Not likely!” grinned Chunky Todgers.

“Shush!” murmured Frank Richards.

Mr. S8hepherd came along by the group,
and glanced at them in a languid way.

“Good-mornin’, hoys!” he said.

There were plenty of fellows In the
Thompson Valley who dropped their final
g's, but not in the way Mr. Shepherd
did it.

Mr. Shepherd did it intentionally, with
malice aforethought, as it were.

Frank Richards was the only fellow at
Cedar Creek who had lived among people
where the final ** g was excluded from
speech,

To the rest it came as a novelty, when
they found that Mr., Shepherd was doing
1% on purpose.

Mr. Shepherd's voice was slow, almost
drawling, and very aristocratic in tone.

It was high-pitched, and sounded as if
Mr. Shepherd found it rather an effort to
speak at all, :

“Good-mornin’, sir!” answered the boys
in . chorus, dropping ¢their "“g’s” in
imitation of Mr, Shepherd.

“A very fine mornin’,”
master.

“Yes, sir; the sun is shinin’, and the
hirds are singin’, and everythin® is
toppin’,” said Bob Lawless gravely,

There was an irrepressible gurgle from
Chunky 'Todgers, and the new master
zlanced at him.

said the new

and cer- |

British |

wheice he
kefire he -
§ tulk, and
1 Gurten.

a.  fashionable °

like Horatio came aling to have

bt =i
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“T hope yvou like Cedar Creck, sir,” gaid
Frank Richards hastily,

“Yaas!”

Another gurgle from Chunky.

lHe was really excusable; he had never
leard “yves ” pronounced like that before,

“A very pleasaut quartah,” added Mr.
Shepherd condeseendingly.

“The *“quartah ” tickled
Creek juniors very much. ;

“It's a quartah where any fellah might
like to lingah, isn’t it, sir?” asked Bob
Lawless.

“Yaas.” [

“Especially now the weathah iz gettin
bettah!” suggested Bob.

Mr. Shepherd looked at him.

*“Yaas,” he assented. “I rathah con-
sidah that the weathalhh has distinctly
been improvin' Jately.”

And he walked on gracefully to the
schoolhouse.

The schoolboys stared at one another.

1t really seemed impossible that Mr.
Shepherd had not vbserved that Bob Law-

the Cedar

1 less was making fom of him, but cvidently

he hadn't. .

“Of all the howling asses!” said Tom
Lawrence,

“Wrong!” said Bob.
howlin’ asses.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“The man must be a duffer to play the
goat like that here,” said YVere Beaun-
clere, with a frown.

“He talks a hit like your popper, Beau,

“You mean

1 sav, he xfl be a standing joke if he
o, e w AT n wlanding ]oin i
Kwyps it wp

“You shonld have seem him in the store
yistexday,”™ snil Guombten, the son of the
storekeerex =t 'Tlhompson. “MWe told the
sdesizan that e wanted gaitahs of good
Teathab, aod the galcot nearly [ainted.”

“Hha, Ta.,

“Penple gat¥ered round to hear him
he rever moticed it.” chuckled
‘I theuglit Buchre Dick wonld
have w@iled jabe him. But he seemed too
oeeome,” >

“Pesple will think he's putting on side”

at o fellow-
an  object ot

Fraak was not pleased
comtynin  becoming
ridicule,

“Jo he is, st e T asked Todgers.

“Well, not exscily; it's only 2 way,
you Kaow,”

“Do they a1l talk like that in the Old
Comtry ?” asked Lawrence.

“Ha, Ia?! No. But lots do; #t's only a
way they have”

“Laobs of gqueer Eaglish customs, and mo
mistake,” remarked Lawréemce, “Tlopking
bere chucks off all hig fizst * It's,” and now

Sheplierd chneke his last *g's,” He
doesn't drop his ‘h's,’ though.”

“'Fre, ’old on!” exclaimed Harold
Hopkins warmly. “Who chucks hig

| aitches, I'd Jike to kpow?”

“Ha, ba, hal”

The Cockney schoolboy looked indignant.

“If you want your 'ead punched, Law-
rence, you've only got to say so,” he
said.

*“H4, ba. hat” ;

“Ain’t they a pair?” chuekled Cliunky
Todgers.
funnier than Hopkins—he
purpose.”

“Look 'ere——"

“Hallo, there goes the hell!”

Cedar Creek crowded in to school, in a
very hilarions mood.

The Gentle Shepherd, as the boys had
already nicknamed the new master, had
added considerahbly to the gaijety of the
Iumber school.

does it on

The 2nd Chapter.
Quite an Accident !

Miss Meadows wore an unaccustomed
frown in the school-room.

The Canadian schoolmistress was well
aware of the hilarity with which her
pupils regarded the new assistant master.

It did not make for order in the schood,

and Miss Meadows found it a little
annoying.
Indeed, she had thought once or

twice of giving Mr, Shepherd a hint that
the manners and customs of Bond Street
were out of place in the Canadian back-
woods,

But it was rather a delicate matter.

Mr. Shepherd seemed so oblivious of his
own defects.

He put on “side” with so much
simplicity and naturalness, and he was o
openly in a state of complete sa_ltlsfaction
with himself, that giving a hint was a
diffieult matter.

He was out of place at the lumber
school, as a matter of fact, and, unless
he was able to “shake down,” he was not
likely to bhe of much use.

Mr. Slimmey, the other master, glanced
at him once or twice from his end of the

hig school-room.

only more so0,” grinned Chunky Teodgers. |

“But the Gentle Shepherd is |

GENTLE SHEPHERD!”

A Magn

§ cam’'t be such an ass as to think that it's

1 thi
watch out?

 drag on the repe, without knowing it's

' the, air.
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Mrp. Slimmey was a very quiet and un-
demonstrativé gentleman, and the new
master had treated him with condescend-
ing patronage ever gince his arrival.

Mr. Slimmey did not quite know how to
deal with that, and for the present he
gave the new man his head, so to speak.

But a slightly impatient expression
crossed hig  face when he heard the new
master speaking to his class about
Australiali, and Canadah, and the British
Empiah.

The Gentle Shepherd’s class wag in a
state of subdued mirth, and but for the
presence of Miss Meadows in the school-
room, the mirth would have been a good
deal less subdued.

Mr. Shepherd’'s peculiar fastidiousness
would have excited remark anywhere ; bat
in a backwoods school it was ludicrously |
out, of place.

“That galoot’s simply come along to
make us joyful,” said Eben Hacke, when
the hoys came ,out of school. “1 guess
I’'m going te have some fun with him!”

Hacke ran off to the corral for & trail-
rope.

He came back with the rope looped over
hig arm, a running noose at the end of it.

“Has he come out yet?” he asked
breathlessly,

“No,” answered Frank Richarde,
talking to Miss Meadows inside,
are you up to with that rope, Hacke?"

“T guess I'm poing to laszo him
accident!" '

“What!" yelled Frank,

e, ha hot™eoo

“He's

hy

“Wa, ha, ¥m e ' !
“Omly by accident, of course,” sald
Hacke.” “He'll never see it. Mind you

galoots, the minute I rope him in, jou all

canght him1!”
“1 pay, Hacke——"
“Draw it mild!” sid Beaunclerc. “He
an accident !”
“1 guess he's

%
.

jas ecnough for any-
answered Hadke, grinning. * You
'm lassoing you, Bob, and
it falle om him by acddent—see?”

“Ha, hat"

“Here he comes!”
Todgers.

The schoolboys looked away from Mr.
Shepherd as he came sauntering grace-
fully out of the porch.

Apparently they  did sce  him
connng.

hen Hacke whirled the lasso through

murmured Chunky

nof

He was half-turned away from Mr.
Shepherd as he made the cast, and eer-
tainly did not look as if he were trying
to lasgo the master; but Hacke was an
expert with the rope,

The noose settled suddenmly over Mr.
Shepherd’s bead, and slid down to his |
waist. .

Hacke staried tonning at the same
moment, three or four fellows eatehing |
%mId of the rope with him, and ruming,
00,

The rope tautened instanily. and the

What |

trick ¢

. they trotted along,

noose was tight round Mr. Shepherd's
glim waist.

Before the new master knew what was
happening, he was whirled off his feet,
and came down with a bump to the
ground.

There was a wild yell as he landed.

“Yah! What——  Great heavens!
Yarooh—— Oh! Begad! Ah! Help!”

With hands and legs wildly flying, Mr.
Shepherd was whiried along the ground at
the end of the rope.

There was a shriek of Iaughter from all
sides.

Mr. Shepherd made frantic efforts to
get on his feet, but the dragging rope
pulied him over again every time, and he
went tumbling and flying along.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bobh Lawless clung to the porch, almost
weeping.

The yelis of laughter brought Miss
Meadows into the playground.

The schoolmistress stood nearly petri-
fied at the sight of the new master whirl-
ing along, heels over head.

“Hacke !’ she chrieked at last.

Eben Hacke looked round.

“Yes, marm?”

“What are you doing?
Shepherd at once! How
panted the schoolmistress,

Backe stared at Mr. Shepherd, who
had now come to g halt, and was sprawl-
ing on the ground, struggling for breath.

“By gum!” ejaculated Hacke, with a
look of astonishment. “It's Mr. Ehep-

Release Mr.
dare youl"

herd! Oh, dear!”
The schoolboys rushed io the fallen
man.

Hacke unloosed the lasso, and it was
dragged up.
My, SBheplierd sat up dazediy.

“Groogh! Heooh! Yocoop!” he splut.
tered.
“Not hurt, sir?” exclaimed Hacke.

“How ever did you get in the way of the
rope, sir? Why didn't you call out?”

“Grooogh!”

“Help him up,” gasped Frank Richards,
struggling to repress his mermriment, *1
hope you're not hurt, sir.”

“Groooogh !”

Mr. Shepherd was set, upon his feeb.

His “store-clothes ¥ were in a sad
state, torn and dusty, and he looked
draggied and disbevelled from hbead to
foot.

He stood gasplng for hreath, ovidently
not quite aware whether he waeg on lais
head or his heels.

Miss Meadows hurried to the spot,

“Mr. Bhepherd, youz are not bt 7

“Groogh! Nunno!” gasped the young
man  dazedly. ' Somethin—er—caught
me ; a—er—rope, I think, 1 was—er—oh,
dear !—pulled over. by gad!’®

“Hacke! How dare you play such a

T O T YT [T I T
"I couldn't gucss Mr. Sheplherd was

going to put hiz head into the rope,
Iiss,” said Hacke. “We often play with
lassoes in the playground,”

Miss Meadows gave him an expressive
look.

8he was not inclined to belicve that the
affair was an acecident: bnt perhaps she

| deemed it judicious not to imquire too

closely,

"I—I-—1 am feclin’ rathah upset!”
gasped Mr. Shepherd. “If it was an
accident, ylenm de not punish the boy,
Mise " Meadows,  Groogh! I think I will
~ah!--retiah to my cabin.”

And he did.

And the Cedar Creck fellows streamed
out of the gates, where they counld yell
without being heard by Miss Meadows,

——

The 3rd Chapter.
Bob’'s Little Scheme,

“L've got an idea!” said Bob Lawless.
a8 the three chums led their horses out of
the corral, after lessons at Cedar Creek.

“Go it!” said Frank. ;

“Let’s ride over to Thompson, before we
go home,” said Bob. *1 want to see a
man.”

“Right you are!”

Frank and Boh and Vere Beauelere
mounted their horses, and rode mp the
Thompson trail, instead of heading for
home.

“Who's the man?” asked Frank, as
under the high
branches that overhung the trail, green
now in the early sammer.

“Injun Dick.”

“What!” exclaimed Frank and Beau-
¢lere together,

“That's the pilgrim.” said Bob.
going to #pring Injun Dick on the Gentle
Shepherd. T guess Injun Dick will make
his hair curi!”

“Ohy, my hat!” said Frank.

“It’'s too bad making fun of that
duffer!” said Beanclerc, laughing.

“Oh, rot!” answered Bob. “He was
horn to make people joyful, you can see
that. He knows as much about Canada
as he knows about the mountaing in the
moon ; and I reckon that a real Red man
on the war-trail will make him hop some !
It will be no end funny!”

Frank Richards grinned at the idea.

It was not much use arguing with Bob
Lawiess when that cheerful youth was
on the trail of a joke, and his chums let
him have his way.

They arrived at the town of Thompson,
and proceeded to look for Injun Dick.

Injun Dick was one of the sights of
Thompson.

He was an Apacho Indian, a race not
native to Canada,

Injun Dick was many a hundred miles
from his native hunting-grounds.

He had once been a great warrior of
the Apache tribe, and he had fought in
the last Apache war in Arizona, when the
last defence of their humting-grounds by
the Red tribes had been broken for ever.

The remmants of his defeated tribe had
been scattered far and wide, and the
warrior had wandered far from his native
heath.

That was long ago, and slnce then the
potent fire-water of the palefaces had not

“I'm |

left much of the
Injun Pick.

By way of California and Oregon he had
wandered to the North, till he had found
a kind of home in the Thompson Valley.

But the old Apache bad not taken to
work.

Sometimes he carried messages or did
odd jobs in the town, and in the summer
he was somectimes seen fishing, and ocea-
sionally he would go into the mountains
to hunt, though whether he was hunting
for game or other people’s property was
a4 question that had no answer.

But as a rule Injun Dick counld be found
adorning the rail in front of the Red Dog
saloon with his person, his tattered
blanket draped round him with some
remnant of his old dignity.

His life was spent on the look-out far
stray drinks, which often ecame his way
from compassionate miners or ranche
hands, though probably the unfortunate
man would have been better off without
them.

“Here he is!” said Bob Lawless, ag he
slipped off his horse in front of tWMe Red
Dog.

Injun Dick was leaning on the rail, his
old blanket round him, apparently half-
asleep.

His copper face glistened in the aflers
noon sun,

He was basking fn the warm rays, o
good deal like a cat, and perhaps dream-
ing of the warmer climate he had left so
many years ago for ever.

Half-asleep as he seemed, hls eyes
opened sharply at the sound of footsteps.

The three schoolhoys stopped, and he
blinked at them.

“Injun thirsty!” he said.

That was the old Apaclhe's greeting to
anyone who stopped to speak to him.

Injun Dick had an insatiable thirst.
Water eould not quench it. Not that lo
cver tried water.

“8till thirsty?” smiled Bolb Lawless.

“Fire-water!” said the noble Red man.

“Never mind the fire-water now,” ane
swered Bob, "1 want you to do some-
thing for we, Dick. There's a dollar at
the end of t.”

The Red man held out, 4 coppery hand,

“Dollar firgt!” he said briefly.

“No fear!” answered Bob promptly. ‘X
know where your dollar will go, Dicky,
and you may be in the calabooze to-maor-
row. Will rou come along to Cedar Credk
to-momrow ind do something for ne?”

Injun Dids looked disappainted, but le
nodded.

ividently he comidered that a dollar i
band was vorth two in the bush, but a
dollar in the bush was better than
nothing.

“Wdl, listen to me,” said Bob, " You
used to be a great chief, Dick. No end
hig zun Inun—eh!”

AR WS e W WY TR BTN
Dl gan Tnjun—eh

|‘|ll

The Apache's ¢yes
moment,

“Ka-noon-ka great brave!” he said.
“Hundred scalps in wigwam. Long ago.”

“Just as well that it’s long ago,” mur-
niured Frank Richards.

There was no doubt that Ka-noon-ka—
alias Injun Dick—had lifted a good many
scalps in the old days, before his tribe
was broken and scattered. :

“Well, T want you to play at it to-
morrow,” said Bob. *“Rub up your wdr-
paint a bit, you know, and come along to
Cedar Creek as a great warrior. Savvy?”

“Yon want Injun kill?”

“Oh. great Scott, no!” yelled Bob Law-
less. “You get hanged if you kill anyhody
in Canada!”

The Red man grinned,

“No kill,” he said. *“Great white chief
Henderson come with rope. Wah! 1 have
spoken.”

Mr. Headerson, the sheriff of Thompson,
had evidently impressed the noble Red
man with a respect for law and order,

“1 don’t want you to kill anybodyl”
exclaimed Bob. "I want you to scare a
tenderfoot—make him believe that you’re
a regular rip-snorter of a red brave, after
his scalp, and seare him out of his seven
senses.  But  don’t hurt him. Injun
savvy?”

“Mec savyy.”

“It’s a new master at our school,” sald
Bob. “I'll point him out to you-—-a Mr.
sShepherd.”

“Injun know."”

“You've seen him?” asked Frank,

“You bet! See him at store,” explained
:\[}{ljllln Dick. “Hear talk. Injun know.

Fah!"

“Good!” said Bob. *“Well, that's the
antelope. He generally trots out for a
walk along the ereek after morning les-
sons in school. That’s when you'll jump
on him to-morrow. Give a ycll, same as
you used to on the war-path, and chase
him, But mind you don’t hurt him. It's
only a joke.”

Injun Dick grinned.

“Injun savvy.”

“Then it's a trade?” said Bob,

“All 0.K.!” gaid Injun Dick, holding out
a coppery paw again. “Injun work riffle,
you het. Two dollar!”

“I said one dollar.”

“Injun say two!” answered the Red man
calmly.

“Well, it's worth it,” said Bob. *“Two
dollars, if yon give him a jolly good
scare.”

“You het!
to-morrow.” |

Bob looked doubtiul.

“Well, here yon are!” he said, handing
over the dollar. “Mind, about half-past
one to-morrow outside the school !?

“Injun savvy.”

Bob Lawless added a few more instrue-
tions, to which Injun Dick listcned, with
a longing eye fastened on the doorway of
the saloon.

The moment the schoolboys mounted
their horses the Red man made a dive for
the doorway, and disappeared into the
Red Dog.

The ehums of Cedar Creck rode home-
ward in a merry humour. They were
looking forward very keenly to the more

trace warrior ahout

MmO W

gleamed for a

One dollar to-day, one dollar

row,
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The 4th Chapfer.
Injun Dick on the Warpath.

Smiles broke out involuntarily on several
f:qu in the school-room at Cedar Creek
during lessons the next morning.

Bob Lawless had confided his little
scheme to some of his friends, and there
\\:ﬂﬁt a happy anticipation of Injun Dick’s
visit,

Mr. Shepherd had no suspicion of the
surprise that awaited him after lessons.

But a chortle ran round among the
sehoolboys when they were dismissed.

Miss Meadows glanced along the table
at the school dinner with a somewhat
suspicious eye.

She could discern that there was some-
thing, hali-suppressed, going on, though
she could not guess what it was.

After dinner Mr, Shepherd strolled away
from the schoolhouge.

He was accustomed to take a stroll
after the meal, before lessons were re-
sumed, a habit that Bob Lawless had
noticed,

As he walked gracefully out of the gates
thie schoolboys exchanged blissful glances.

If Injun Dick was keeping his compact
hie was already lurking in the wood by the
creek, on the watch for the new master.

And there was no doubt that he was
Leeping it. He was after the other dollar,
“ Bob Lawless chuckled goftly.

“"Now look out for the eircus!” he mur-
mured.

“It’s almost too bad!” said Beauclere,
langhing.

“Rats!
|-'f.l’

“Suppose he tumbles to it that Injun
Dick’s only a tame Injun, though,” said
Tom Lawrence.

Bob sniffed.

“That galoot wouldn't tumble to any-
thing. You watch.”

“1 tumbled fast enough when Todgers
tried to play th;’n’t game on me and scare
me ;llﬁf-\la'eﬁ'im LML T T——
e with  Inf s mikd Hopking.

"My dewr noan, yoate not oga g, bt
fou've gotmure raixy in you: bnols than
the Gentl $hepherd has in s head!”
ngwered Bolb.

The sclooboys pathered n
round the Ziteway,
anticipation.

Through the opixings of the timber
they coull sie Mr Shepherd ssantering
ilong the bink of the credk, twiring
i cane and smoking a cheroodt.

Suddenly tle sumtering man stopped,

The twirling cale dropped from khis
hand, and the cherowt slant:@ down a8
his teeth lost their giip of it

Mr. Shepherd's ¢ye were fited upon
n horrid sight that had just dawnid
npon hima,

The bushes near the creck had parted,
with a slight rustle, and from the open-
ing a fierce, red face glared ont.

It was the face of a Red Indiin, bat
not the *“tame " Indian of the kind Mr.
shepherd had seen oy the Canadnim rail-
ways and ranches,

The face was aquiline arnd sirengly-
marked in fiatures, the eyes Mack and
deep-set and glittering.

The. coppery hwe of the face was half-
hidden by stripes of black and white
war-paint, daubed on thickly.

Feathers were stuck in the matted halr.

The master of Cedar Creek stared,
frozen, at tle terrible vision.

The Redskin stared out at him, motion-
less, with eyes that glittered like a
smake’s,

A coppery hand came into view, grasp-
ing a tomahawk.

Slowly the bushes parted, and the
Indian erept forth, directly towards the
horrified man on the bank of the ecreek.

His motion was slow and stealthy,
noiseless as that of an animal creeping on
its prey. :

He was born to be made fun

a crovd
to watch, i great

Mr. Shepherd stood rooted to  the
ground.

His limbhs failed him.

Like a bird fascinated by a serpent,

he stared, without motion, at the terrible
figure creeping on him.

His face was deadly white,
scarcely breathed.

Suddenly the Indian made a spring, at
the same time giving utterance te a
fearful whoop and brandishing his toma-
hawk.

Then Mr. Sheplierd woke to life, as it
were.

He made a frantic bound backwards.

and he

“Oh! Ah! Keep off!” he panted.
Whoop!
Brandishing his tomahawk furiously,

the Redskin rushed at him.

Mr. Shepherd was unarmed, and beliey-
ing, as he did, that this was a savage
Redskin on the war-path, it was no
wonder that he turned and fled frantic-
ally for the lumber school.

Like a deer he ran up the rugged path
to the school.

His hat flew off, his hair blew out as he
raced along towards the crowd of school-
boys at the gates,

Fast on his track, whooping wildly,
came Injun Dick, with brandished toma-
hawk.

Whoop !

It was a blood-curdling yell, such as
Ka-noon-ka had often uttered in the old
days, when he was on the war-path
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against Comanches or Pintes or white
soldiers.

In faet, it probably seemed like old
times to the Apache to be howling on the
track of a flecing paleface,

Mr. Shepherd had not hitherto dis-
played any athletic proelivities at the
Inmber school, but now he showed the
Cedar Creek fellows that he was, at
least, a first-class man in a foot-race.

He waved his hands wildly to thie boys
as he came tearing on.

“Run!” he shouted.

“What? How? What's
called back Bob Lawless.

“Red Indians! Run for your lives!”

“Run!” yelled Bob Lawless, choking
back his laughter. “Indians, you chaps—
sealp-hunters, you know! Bolt for it!”

The whole crowd joined in the joke.

With a yell expressive of terror the
schoolboys turned and bolted in at the
gates, Mr. Shepherd tearing in after them.

They fully expected to see him bolt for
the schoolhouse like a rabbit for its

the row?”

burrow.
But, instead of that, Mr. Shepherd
seized the big, heavy gate and swung

it shut.

With hurried hands he jammed the bars
into place.

Crash !

Injun Dick arrived only a sccond too
late, and fairly hurled himself upon the

merey's sake, find a gun! Cougage, you
youngsters; T will defend you!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Frank
Richards.

“A gon-a gun!” shouted Mr. Shep-
berd, as the Redskin whooped autzide
again. “A gun—a gun}’

“What is the matter?”
Coot and calm, Miss Meadows arrived
on the scene.

L —
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“Indians!” ;

Mr. Shepherd panted out that word in
explanation.

He expected to see Miss Meadows turn
pale and shriek—perhaps faint.

Miss Meadows would nct have fainted
if it had heen a real Redskin raid, and
certainly she was not likely to faint now.

She only looked astounded.

“Indians?” she repeated.

“¥Yes,” panted the new master.
Redskin  raid, Miss Meadows. Good
heavens! 1 was under the impression
that this part of the country was quite

i ‘\

settled. I have scen only one, so far, but
doubtless they are numerous. Bless my
soul !”

Whoop !

Crash!

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Bob Lawless
to his chums, in dismay. “The silly ass
18 carrying it too far, 1 didn't mean all

" this.”

Crash !

“Have you a gun, Miss Meadows? T can
us¢ a rifle. For Heaven's sake, find me
a weapon before they break in, or all
our lives may be sacrificed.”

“What can this mean?” exclaimed the

amazed schoolmistress, “Calm  yourself,
Mr. Shepherd. Theyre are no wild Indians
in this section, or within a hundred
miles.”

“Madam, I have been attacked by a
savage brave in war-paint! I have baiely
celuded him with my life!”

“Impossible!”

“Can you not hear him?”

‘Whoaoop !

Miss Meadows went to the window.

\J
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and there he had expccted the joke to
end.

Injun Dick
vengeance,

Probably the fire-water accounted for
that. Or perhaps the Apache was hent
on fully earning the promised dollar.

He came up to the window raging.

“ Whoop !”

Miss Meadows looked at him sternly.

“What dre you doing here?” she ex-
claimed,

“ Whoop !®

Mr, Shepherd rushed into  Mizs
Meadows' study, where he remembered to
have seen a gun hanging on the wall.

He grabbed down the gun, and dashed
back into the hall with it.

In his excitement he did not pause io
think whether it was loaded or not.

“Stand aside, Miss Meadows!”
shouted. “I can get him from here!?

He threw the gun to his shoulder.

“Stop!® shricked Miss Meadows, in
great alarm. “ Are you insane? Put
down that gun at once!”

Bob Lawless rushed at the new master,
grasped the barrel, and forced the gun
downward to the floor,

Click !

It the firearm had heen loaded the
bullet would have found a billet in the
pine-plank floor.

As it happened, it was not loaded. Miss
Meadows was not careless enough to keep
loaded flirearms within the reach of
schoolboys. |

Only a click resulted as the trigger was
pulled.

But the sight of the gun bad been
enongh for Injun Dick, who jumped back
from the window with a yell as be saw it

was overdoing it with a

he

1 levelled.

Injun Dick had faced loaded firearms in
his time, and he knew that they were
dangerous, especially in foolish and reck-
less hands.

“Where are the cartridges?” shouled
Mr. Shepherd.

“The cartridges are locked up, anl will
remain #0!” snapped Miss Meadows,
“For goodness' sake, sir, 1listen +to
reason !”

But Mr. Shepherd was nob in a state
of mind to listen to reason.

‘““Oh! Ah! HKeep off ! panted Mr. Shepherd, as, brandishing his tomahawk furiously, the Redskin

gate, which shook and rattled under the
impact.

Whaoop !

Mr. Shepherd reeled back from the gate,
panting.

“Into the house, quick!" he shouted.

“What are we to go into the house
for?” exclaimed Molly Lawrence.

“Quick, guick! Indians!”

The girl stared at him_ blankly. '
“What

“Db

“Indians!” she repeated.
stufl!”
“Come on, Molly!” yelled Bobh.

you want to be scalped?”
“Secalped! Nongense!”
" Whoooop !” :
Over the gate rose a terrifying face into
view-—the war-painted face of the Apache.
Bob caught Molly by the arms and
rushed her into the porch.

“Who is it, Bob?” she panted. “Is it
a joke?”
“You've hit it!” grinned Boh. “But,

shush ! :

Boys and girls had crowded into the
schoolhouse. Mr. Shepherd followed them
in, and slammed the door and bolted it.

Then he stood panting.

It was with difliculty that the practical
jokers suppressed their mirth,

But, as a matter of fact, Mr. Shepherd
had risen in their estimation a little,

He certainly was an ass, but he had
shown courage. Instead of bolting for
safety, as they had expected, he had
seen to the safety of the boys and girls
first.

It was true that they were not In any
danger, but the Gentle Shepherd was not
aware ' of that trifling detail.

Bang! .

The Apache’s tomahawk smote the door
with a ecrash that made the splinters
fly.

Injun Dick had climbed over the gate,
and he was raging outside the house
itselfi now.

“Good heavens!” panted Mr. Shepherd.
“A gun—a: gun! Is there a: gun? For

rushed at him,

In great excitement, Mr. Shepherd
caught the schoolmistress by the arm,
and pulled her away from the window.

Outside, the tomahawk ecrashed on the
door again.

“Miss Meadows, take care!
may enter at the window.”

“Nonsense!” snapped Miss Meadows.

Féhc pulled back the shutter and leoked
ouv.

Outside, Injun Dick was executing a
kind of war-dance in front of the house,
and giving utterance to a suecession of
terrific whoops,

Probably the noble Red man had primed
himself for the adventure with some deep
draughts of the Red Dog fire-water; cer-
tainly he was in a state of great excite-
ment.

In his war-paint Misa Meadows did not
immediately recognise him, though she
had often secen the old Apache in the
streets of Thompson.

She stared at the wild figure in astonish-
ment,

“What—who can it he?” she exclaimed,

“Miss Meadows, pray stand back! If
there is a rifle in the house I ean bring
him down from this window!” exclaimed
Mr. Shepherd.

“You will certainly do nothing of the
kind, sir!” said Miss Meadows tartly.
“The man appears to he intoxicated; but
that is no reason for shooting him, and
I should certainly not allow it.”

“Miss Meadows, the man, as you call
him, is a savage Indian, and I barely
escaped from his hands with my lifel!”

“ Nonsense !”

“ Wha-a-at !”

Miss Meadows threw open the lattice.

The Redskin heard the sound, and
turned to the window at once, whooping
and flourishing his tomahawk.

Through the window Bob Lawless
watehed him in dismay.

He had never intended this.

His scheme had been {o scare the new
master, and send him bolting for safety ;

An arrow

“Madam, you do not understand your
danger!” he exclaimed. “But I will deal
with this Indian. He seems to he alone
here. Will you find me some cartridges
at once??

“Certainly not! I—-»

“Madam, do you not understand. that
he may =scalp the stableman or Mr.
Slimmey while we are talking here?® ex-
claimed Mr. Shepherd. “I cannot, leave
them to their fate!”

He tore down the bar from the door.

¢ Bar the door after me!” he shouted.

And with that he rushed out of the
porch, the unloaded gun in his hands,

“ Bless my soul !” she exclaimed dazedly.
% Fortunately, the gun is not loaded!»

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from the
gchool crowd; they could restrain it no
longer.

“Boys! Lawless! Richards!”

“ Come on!” shouted Bob., “Injun Dick
may hurt him if he goes for him with that
gun !”?

“TInjun Dick!” exclaimed Miss Meadows,
“TIs that Indian Injun Dick?®

“ I—I suspect so, ma'am,” said Bob.

The schoolboys did mot bar the door
after Mr. Shepherd, as he had so heroically
bidden them.

They swarmed out into the playground,
shounting with merriment.

Quite an exciting scene was
enacted there.

Injun Dick did not like the 5;““; he did
not know that it was unloaded,

As Mr. Shepherd headed for him the
Apache fled.

The sight of the Redskin rumning
greatly encouraged the young man, and
naturally he determined that the blood-
thirsty savage should not escape.

He rushed fiercely in pursuif. .

“Stop!” he thundered. * Surrender, or
you are a dead man!®

In a moment of less excitement the
tenderfoot master would not have ex-

being

e
pected a savage Red brave to understand
English.

But, as a matter of fact, the Apache
did understand, and he stopped at once.

“No shoot Injun Dick!® he yelled,
throwing up his hands as Mr, Shepherd
levelled the gun.

“Keep your hands up!” rapped out Mr.
Shepherd victoriously. “Oh, dear! Mind,
I'll shoot if you offer to resist!”

“Injun Dick good Injun!”™ howled the
J{‘lr)ache. “No shoot Imjun Dick! Great

hite Chiet Henderson come along with
rope, you bet !

Even Mr, Shepherd realised that that
was extraordinary language for an Indian
on the war-path to use. He did not know
that Injun Dick had picked up his English
in the saloons and on the ranches.

“You are my prisoner!” he rapped ont.

“You bet!” answered the noble Red
man cheerfully.

“(iet along in front of me, and keep
your hands up !?

“Injun savvy.?

The Redsgkin marched towards the
schoolhouse at Mr. Shepherd’s order,
followed by the master with the levelled
gun. -

Had the Redskin bheen really a savage
on the war-path, the sight would have
been quite impressive. As it was, it made
all Cedar Creek shriek with langhter,

Mr. Shepherd was too excited and
triumphant even to mnotice the gemeral
merriment. ¥e {felt that, although a

tenderfoot, he lad acted in this matter
with all the promptitude and courage that
a horn Canadian epuld have shown,

S Lawless!” he called out,

“Yes, sir!” gasped Bob, with tearz -in
his eyes.

“Find a
hands !?

“0h, crambs !?

“ At once, Lawless, while I am keeply'
him covahed !

The * covahed” made the schoolboys
yell agiin, Ewen at that thrilling momens
Mr. Shepherd did not forget his accent.

Miss Meadows hurried out of the house,
Her face was crimson. She was keenly
conascions of the utterly ridiculons scene,

“ Mr. Shepherd, please put down thab
gun at onee !” she exclaimed. <« How can
you be so ahsard 2?

“Absird, madam ! ejaculated the new
master, “I have taken thiz savag
Indian prisoner »

“The man is 1ot a savage TInlian!
almost shouted Miss Meadows. % He is g
disreputalle person from the neighbow-
ing tovn, and is apparently intoxicated,
He is perfectly wel known here.”

“Why-a:at 12

Mr. Shepherd bwered tle gun. Tie»
howls «f |laughtir on all sidis made som:
i’&arcssiqn at lat.
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Injun Dick was grinning like a hyena.
The comic side of the matter appealed
even to the stolid Red man. 1

Miss Meadows gave the Red man a stern
look.

“Why are you playing ihis foolish trick
here 77 she exclaimed,

“Seare fool White man,” answered
Injun Dick innocently. “Young White
Chief ask Injun Dick scare fool White
man., Wah!”

“What?” exclaimed < Miss Meadows,
“Then it is a foolish joke of some hoy
here! 1 suspected as much'?

Bob Lawless gave a groan, and shook his
fist at Injun Dick from behind Miss
Meadows.

The unsugpecting Indian had given the
game away with a vengeance,

But Injun Dick did not understand the
shaking of the fist. He looked at Bob with
an expression of imjured inguiry.

“All O.K., bully rook!” he exclaimed,
“One dollar for Injuii, You pay!” And
he held out his coppery hand.

“80 it was.you, Lawless, who induced the
Indian to come here and play this absurd
prank 7 said Miss Meadows very quietly.

“Only a little joke, ma’am!” groaned
Bob, “I—I didn’'t mean the silly chump
to carry it so far!”»

“Go away at once!” said Miss Meadows
to the Indian. “ At once! Do you hear$»

“Young White Chief pay dollar firgt!”
said Injun Dick. “Injun thirsty! Want
fire-water! Wah! 1 have spoken !”

Bob Lawless pitched the dollar at him,
Injun Dick picked it up, grinned, and
then, draping his tattered blanket round
him, stalked away with great dignity.
He left the whole school yelling.

Mr, Shepherd, with a very red face,
hurried into the house, trying to keep the
gun as much out of sight as possible as
he went,

“Silence !” exelaimed Miss
“There is nothing to laugh at!
1 shall cane you! Folow me!”

Bob Lawless came out a few minutes
later rubbing his hands ruefully.

Mr. Shepherd did not take his class that
afternoon. He bid his blushes in his own
quarters. And quite a number of boys.
and girls were called over the coals that
afternoon for laughing in class!

tope and bind this man's

Meadows,
Lawless,

THE END.
-]

NEXT MORNDAY.

“PLUCK WILL
TELL!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.,
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