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The 1tst Chapter.
A Strange Request.

“It was ripping!” remarked
Jiramy Silver cheerfully,
“QGreat | 7 concurred Arthur

Edward Lovell. g

B! WDI‘k% like a charm 1" said New-

“wv rrmselia Ve A oot T Tpemied Laveenes
como ; and Haby onduded vith:

"Wa've lore
l}l'nWllIm /

These chewry yutis wers more
cheery than ever. g

They had been o an expeditian o
the Modern side, and by the grivs o
their faces it was ey to ses that the
expedition had prved mecessiul,

The Fisticadl Foir wvere not often
sesny on the Modem side

it was a sort of riml camp, so to
sprak, and any Chssial junior who
ventured over there mnx the xisk of
being bumfed, o lecsiving some
other special form of purishment that
Toromy Dodd & Co, the sturdy
Modern juniors, rsewed ior Classi
cals,

But Jimmy Silver & Co. had been
over to the rival canp, and, nore
over, had returned nndamaged.

They had found Tornmy Dodd’s
study empty, and had forthwith pro-
ceeded to rearrange the fumiture.

The Modem juniors might have
been pleased had the TFistical Four
used some taste in regard to the re
arrangement.

But the fact remains that they had
not. ;

Lovell had seen no reason why the
bookcase should not be turned upside
down and the books strewn over the
fioor.

Jimmy Silver held the opinion that
coals looked very well mingled with
the books, and had emptied the coal
scuttle accordingly.

Raby could not see the necessity for
curtains at the windows, and conse-
quently down came the curtains.

Newcome turned the table upside
ilown, and hung a chair round each
eg.

Various other alterations had been
made; and then, highly elated with
their handiwork, the Classical ¢hums
had returned to the end study.

They were now seated by the open
window, laughing = amongst them-
selves as they thought of the surprise
that awaited Tommy Dodd & Co.
when they returned to their study.

Tap!

“There was a knock on the study
door.

“Hallo! I wonder who that is,”
remarked Jimmy Silver quietly.
* Surely those Modern bounders——"

Jimmy Silver paused, for he had
observed that the door was slowly
opening.

The Fistical Four immediately
jumped fto their feet, and picked up
weapons of defence.

They feared that Tommy Dodd &
Co. had come to exact vengeance for

propely them

the jape that they had recently
carried out.
Suddenly, however, a head was

poked warily round the side of the
door-—the fat head of Tubby Muffin.
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“Sorry to interrupt you chaps
began Tubby, and then he caught
sight of the cricket-stumps and fire-
irons which the Fistical Four had
picked up for self-defence, in case
Tommy Dodd & Co. had decided to
pay them a visit. “I say, 1 haven't
come to rag vou, vou know,” added
fome 9O rig you, you lenow,™ sdded
the ok Junion hastily,

“What!'” exclaimed
Kdward Lovell.

‘T haven’t come to rag you.”

“X shouldn't think so!’ snorted
Lovell. “There would soon be a
deid porpoise lying in the passage, if
yor had | But what do you want?”’

‘1 want to borrow ' com-
nmeneed Tubby.

* Nothing doing,” broke in Jimmy

Arthur

Silver.. ‘'We're stony broke, and
can’t be bothered just now.”

‘But I don’t want to borrow
money '’ explained Tubby.

“Eh!”’

“Y wouldn’t dream of borrowing
from you fellows,” said the fat
junrior graciously. ‘““You've been
joly decent to me always, and—-""

“My hat!”  exclaimed Arthur
Edward Lovell. *“Who ever told you
thaig!”’

“ Nobody,” said Tubby. “TI've
thought it out for myself.”

“Phew!” gasped Lovell, flabber-

rasted. ““Hold me up, somebody!”

Arthur Edward sank into a chair.

Tubby Muffin- glared at hirm.

“1 wish you wouldn't bé funny,
Lovell,”” he said. ; _

“Tunny!” exclaimed Lovell, in
mock surprise. “I’m dead serious,
Tubby. * You've taken my breath
away!”

“ Don’t talk rot!”” exclaimed Tubby
Muflin disdainfully.

“16 ain’t rot. It’'s—-"

“ While you're fooling about,” said
the fat junior, “I'm losing a hundred
pounds !”

“HRY

The Fistical Four were all attention
now.

“A hundred pounds ig mine if only

I can secure a gun,” explained
Tubby.

“A gun!”™ gasped Lovell,

(13 '&"es.)’

“What do you want it for?”

“I want it badly,” said the fat
junior.  “¥You lend me a gun,
Lovell, and I'll give you a pound out
of my reward, when I get it.”

“You’re jolly kind!"” gsaid Lovell.
“1 suppose that when you come into
this fortune you'll start paying up all
the money you owe.”

“Most decidedly,” agreed Tubby.
“You shall have your bob at once.”

“Five bob, you mean.”

“Well, five bob, then,” said Tubby.
“In fact T'll give you a tanner in-
terest on the money, if you like.”

“That’s ripping of Jou, Tubby,”
said Arthur Edward. “I sha’n’t for-
get this. But when do you come into
the money?”

“When I've shot the tiger,” ex-
plained the fat:junior. i S

The Fistical Four gasped.

5

“The tiger!” they exclaimed in
chorus,

SN a8 '

“Well, you'd better buck up and
start on the  job, ' porpoise,’ said
Jimmy * Silver. “You’re wasting

time sticking here.”

“How can I start without a gun?”
asked the fat junior, who was already
beginning to suspect that his leg was
bemg pulled.

“1 wonder,” said Jimmy Silver
seriously. “Do you know, Lovell?”

‘“Hanged if 1 do!” replied Lovell
calmly.  “Perhaps Newcome can
tell you.” -

Newcome nodded his head.

‘““No good asking me,” he said.
“Tubby’s the chap to answer ques-
tions of that sort.”

“Of course,” said Jimmy
“Y wonder I didn’t think of that
before.” How can you start without
a gun, Tubby?”

Tubby snorted.

“Fatheads!” he exclaimed. “This
ain’t the time for being funny. While
you’re ‘fooling about that blessed
tiger’s escaping, and——"

“1 suppose he hasn’t
hundred quid with him?”
Silver humorously.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Lovell & Co. burst into. a' roar of
laughter.

“You burbling chumps!” growled
Tubby. *‘* Waccher laughing at?”

“I was just thinking of that old
tiger racing about with your hundred
quid in his mouth,” said Jimmy
Silver sublimely.

“Fool!” grunted the fat junior.
“Lend me a gun quickly, or——"

“I'll lend you a ‘thick ear if you
don’t buck up and buzz off!” said
Jimmy Silver determinedly.

“Don’t be a beast, Silver,” urged
’l‘ubby. ““Be a sport, and lend me a
gun.’

“What sort of gun do you want?
A ﬁel’(,}-gun, an anti-aircraft gun,
or o

“Fathead!” snorted Tubby.

Silver.

got your
sald Jimmy
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want an ordinary gun, one of those
that fire bullets, you know.”

“Oh!”

“Haven’t you chaps got one you
can lend me?” - :

“Of course we. haven't, you burb-
ling idiot!” laughed Jimmy Silver.
;‘ What do you think we keep guns
o) ) 54

“Well, I didn’t know,” said Tubby
glumly. “But it’s ‘a jolly shame,
10’ ik

“What is?”

“Why, there’s a reward of a
hundred pounds to anybody who
gives information that will lead to the
capture of a tiger which escaped from
a wild-beast show at Barndean; and
all because I can’t get a gun I've got
to forfeit the hundred quid,” said
Tubby dolefully.

“Who told you, Tubby?”

“It's in this paper,” said the fat
junior, drawing forth a copy of the
* Latcham Times.”

Tubby pointed to a notice which
ran as follows:

“ESCAPED!
A Tiger from Dingwall’s Wild Beast
Show at Barndean.
A REWARD of £100 :
Will be Paid to Anybody who Gives
Information that Will Lead to the
Animal’s Capture.”

Jimmy Silver
aside as soon as
notice. :

“Don’t worry yourself about that,
Tubby,” he said. - “Barndean is a
jolly good distance from here, and it’s
hardly likely that the tiger would
come in this direction.”

“But you never know, you—"

“Oh, rot! Buzz off, hike a good
little porpoise |’

Tubby did not move.

“You won't get me a gun, then?”
he asked.

“How the dickens can we?"”

“There’'s one in_ the
‘museum, and—-""

““Ha. ha, hal”™

threw the paper
he had read the
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“You might get that for me.”

“We might not,” chortled Arthur
Fdward Lovell.

“You refuse, then?”

“ Precisely.”

“You're a lot of beasts!” growled
Tubby savagely. “I'm disgusted
with you! You're absolutely robbing
me of a hundred quid, and——"

“ Buzz off, Fatty!"” roared Lovell
picking up the tongs from the
fender.

“But—-"

“Buzz off, I tell you!”

And - Tubby Muffin prompily
buzzed. He had no desire to argue
with the tongs that Lovell brandished
before his fat nose.

The 2nd Chapter.
Tommy Dodd's Wheeza.

* What the——"

“Who the——"

“Why the——"

Three startled exclamations cane
{;z-om the mouths of Tommy Dodd &

0.

They stood at the door of their
study, gazing in amazement at the
disarranged furniture.

Not a single article stood in the
same place as where it had been wlen
they had left the study.

“Those Classical bounders have
been here!” remarked Tommy Cook
wrathfully.

“Go hon!” Tommy Dodd always
had a way of looking on the bright
side of things. ‘““Who told you that,
old eon?”

““Faith, an’ there's no doubt alout
it,” said Tommy Doyle. “Ye must
hev left the key in the door, Tomnmy
darlin’.”

“Now I come to think of it. I
believe I did,” said Tommy Dod:!.

Tommy Cook gave his leader a dis-.
paraging look.

“Well, of all the duffers——” lie
began.

(Continued on the next page. )



Published
Every Monday

THE BOYS® FRIEND

Pricd

Throo Halfpenco

15/6/18

N :

-

(Continued from the previous page.)

RS-

“Can’t be helped,” said Tommy Dodd
cheerfully. “Jimmy Silver & Co. have
caught us napping for once.”

*And all through your leaving the key
in the lock,” growled Tommy Cook.

“No good worrying over trifles,” sald
'l_‘e)énmy odd blandly. “The deed’s done,
and——-"

“Look at that mess!” snapped Tommy
Cook, pointing to the disordered study.

“It does look rather had, doesn’t it?”
remarked Tommy Dodd. “Let’s pile in
and put things straight. Then we’l} think
of .13 xwgiecze for getting our own back.”

“ u __.___M

Tommy Cook paused as he caught sight
of Tubby Muflin ambling along the
passdire,

“Clagsical bounder!” yelled
Dodd belligerently. *“Collar him!”
l"PaJ':., you fellows!’ said Tubby hastily.

“What the dickens do you want?”

“I—-" hegan the fat junior, and then
e paused as he observed the dighevelled

Tommy

state of the Modern .!uniora’ study B |
say,” he added, “that’s rotten!”
"It is,” agreed Tommy Dodd. “And as

it was done by some silly asses on your
side, 1 think it would be a good idea if
we bumped you for it. What do you say,
you fellows?” ;

*Jolly good idea!” agreed Tommy Cook.

Tubby Muflin backed away in alarm.

“T say, don't be beasts, you know,” he
said.,  “I'll—1'11 help you tidy up the
place if you like.”

i Eh ?I’

‘ihe - Modern juniors were astounded.
They had never known the fat junior to
do work willingly hefore.

“T11 lend Tion a hand like a shot if you
like,” said Tubby, "I'm a dab at tidying
up a study. Yl do the whole jab for you
if you like. :

“My giddy aunt!” gasped Tommy Dodd,
in surprise. “You ecan wire in at onece,
Tubby.” oy

Tubby promptly wired in. -

To the amazement of Tommy Dodd &
Co., he worked really hard. But the
Modern juniors did not guess that the fat
junior had an ulterior motive in doing so.

At length the room leoked more like its
usual appearance, , wiping {he per-
spiration from his brow, Tubby Muffin
surveyed the study with a satistied air.

“¥ reckon I've'made a neat job of that,”
ho said, with an ingratiating smile at the
three Tommies, ;

"Oh, fine!” agreed Tommy Dodd. “H
it wagn't war-time we might feel inclined
to ask you to tea. But with no tea and
sirgar, and very little marg, it’s right out
of the question, porpoise,”

“You fellows are awftully kind,” said
Tubiby patronisingly, “But |1 nhnu'llltm'l‘
dronm ol stoyiog o tea, In o
areati- o By gﬁom%r%th
one can’t expeet to receive invitatioms 1
meals,” .

“My giddy aunt!” gasped Tommy Dodd,
dumbiounded. “Is this really the great
Tubby talking?”

“Faith, an’ there must be something
wrong with him, bedad!” sai@ Tommy
Doyle.

“Nothing of the kind, Doyle,” said the
fat junior. “I've heen reasoning things
sut lately, and I've come to the conclugion
that I haven’t done quite right in expect:
ing invitations to tea.”

“Go hon!”

“Yes,” said Tubby Muffin,
grub from other fellows when
needed it themselves."”

“¥You have.”

“But when 1 get that
everything will be different.

“T*ve taken
they’ve

hundred quid
You see

“ Hundred quid!” gasped Tommy Dodd,
“Where the dickens are you going to get
g0 muech giddy weaith from, perpoise?”

“Haven’t you heard?”

“Heard what?”

Tubby sat down on the edge of the
table.

“Why,” he said, “a tiger has escaped
from Dingwall’s wild-beast show at Bam-
dean. They’'re offering a hundred pounds
to anybody who ecaptures or gives any
information that will lead to the capture
of the animal.”

* Really "

“Yes: the hundred quid is as good as
wmine, if only I can get somebody to lend
me a gun.”

“What the dickens do you want a gun
for?”

“To shoot the brute, of course,” said
Muflin. “I'm a crack shot, 1 am, and if
only 1 could get within a hundred yards
of the brute, 1I'd——"

“Run like the dickens,”
Tommy Dodd, with a grin.

Tubby Muffin adopted an injured air.

“Pon’t be so unjust, Dodd,” he said,
looking offended. “You wouldn't catch

concluded

me running away from a beastly old
tiger. I've got too much pluck for
that.”

“Far too much,” said Tommy Cook
snavely. “If it’s one thing I admire
about you, Tubby, it's your pluck.”

Muffin beamed. :

“1'm glad you chaps think like that,” he
said. “I suppose then I can rely on your
help?”

“Iz}reat Scott! No!” said Tommy Dodd
promptly. *“We ain't exactly keen on
tackling wild tigers!”. | g

“1'm not suggesting that you do,
eaid Tubby. “I'm the man for that
job!?

“Good egg!”

Pl

What 1 want you chaps to do is to
get me a gun,” said the fat ‘unior.

“1 dont like
Tubby! They have » n-n-nasty
g-g-going off, you know.”

“Oh, rats!” gaid Muflin

Santt o

disdainfully.

l"Yoq, wouldn’t need to handle it for }
ong, .
"Ohl"

“1 suppose meither of you fellows

happen to have a gun?$” \

“N-n-no,” said Tommy Dodd gravely.
“My papa would not approve of my keep-
ing a gun in my study.”

“Neither would  mine,”
Tommy Cook seriously.

“Bejabers, my dad would larrup me if
he caught me wid such a thing!” said
Tommy Doyle.

Tubby Muffin’s leg was Leing pulled,
?uta the fat junior did not observe the
acky

He looked disconsolately at the Modern
junioras.

“That’s jolly rotten!” he eaid.

remarked

“ Rut,

‘1 say,“there's a gun in the museum, you

know.

“Is there?”

“Yes, I saw it only yesterday.
joll%vgood mind to go and get it!”

“Why don’t you?”

“Well, you see—er—the fact is, I'm a
bit afraid old Bootles might spot me,”
said Muffin. *“He’s been a bit down on
me lately, and if he ecaught me he might
‘gate’ me, and then 1 should uot be
able to get that hundred pound reward.”

I've a

“What a shame!” said Tommy Dodd, |

stammered Tommy Dodd,

“Now, supposing a tiger—
Tommy Dodd, once again.

Taommy Cook growled.

“Why can't you stop yapping ahonut
that old tiger?” he demanded. *“Tell us
the wheeze {for japing those Classical
asses!”

“Well, I'm going tol”

"Oh, all right; but don't let's hgar
anything more about that tiger) You've

tigers on the brain!”

“Fathead )’ cried Tommy Dodd. “1

must p”

“What ever for?”

“For the simple reason that it’s com-
neeted withh the wheeze for japing the
Fistical Four,” cxplained the leader of the

began

Modern trio.
- “But—but what c¢an old Dingwall's
tiger have to do with the matter?”

“Nothing at all.”

“But you said——-"

“I said nothing at all about the
egeaped tiger,” explained Tommy Dodd.

1 "1 say, supposing a tiger—"
[ Gtwe;‘?” g tg

“Bupposing a tiger entered tho gates
ail of a sudden, what do you think old
Mack would do?”

“He'd fly for dear life, I'd say!”

“ And supposing that same tiger walked
into the School House, and started to

- walk up and down the studics? What do

you think would happen then?”

“I reckon there’d be a regular old
shindy !”

“Well, why shouldn’t there Le?” asked
Tommy Dodd.

“ Eh?”

“Why shouldn't a tiger have a merry
old game over on the Classical side?”
asked Tommy Dodd. “And v hy shouldn't
he rag all the studics, and make a mess
of things generally?”

Tommy Cook gazed at his chum
incrle?;ﬂ?eualy.

w :lieve you're going potty, Tommy!”
he said. it )

“Not a bit of it,” said Tommy Dodd,
with a smile. “1’'m suggesting to you
a n;_a!ly spanking, top-hole wheeze, and

“I fail to see it,” said Tommy Cook.

with owl-like gravity. “I suppose there’s } “How could a tiger rag studies, and all

no ;;_t'.!:er way of getting hold of the
gun ‘

“Well, I was thinRing that perhaps you
chaps wonldn't mind getting it for me,”
suid the fat junior.

“Oh, Tubby!” sighed Tommy Dodd.
“Fancy you suggestiog such a thing to
good little boys like wus! It would be

almost like burglary to take a gun from
the museuin!”

“"What rot!”

sneered Tubby, “You

‘could put it back as soon ns I'd shot

the tiger!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Moderns burst into a
laughter. .

Tubby glared at them.

“Waceher laughing at?” he demanded.

"%201‘12, Tubby !” chortled Tommy Dodd.

o e ”»

“Yes; you're the funniest ass I've seen
for a long time!” cliuckled Tommy Dodd.
“You take my advice, and leave that gun
alone!”

“But the hundred pounds’ reward—-"

“You'll never get that,” said Tommy

roar of

Dodd. “If you want to cateh that old
tiger, you'd better put some salt on its

tall, and-—"
“Reanta!”  growled  Tubby, rvealining
t9.00AH . g e

“You're as bad as Silver and Lis set!"
";{Vouldn‘t they geb you a giddy gun?”
(s O"l‘

“Ha, ha, ha!’

The three 'Tommies
doubled up with langhter.

Tubby Muffin was looking as serious as

a judge.

Clle ghoolk bhis fist at Tommy Dodd &
0

“Beasts " he exclaimed angrily. “All
1 hqpc is that the tiger comes here, and

were  alimost

“Then you'll have a chance to put .some
salt on his tail.”

“And if it chaws you up into little
pieces,” said Tubhy, “don’t you blame
me! I've offered to save you and the
whole school from deadly danger, and
you've treated my offer with scorn!
You——"

“Ha, ba, hat” the three
Tommies.

Tubby said no more. He turned on his
heel, and walked out of the study, taking
ch?re to shut the door with a slam after

m.

He left the Modern c¢hums doubled up
with laughter.

Tubby's great scheme had certainly
touched their humorous spots.

shricked

The 3rd Chaptar.
A Tiger on the Prowl.

“Supposing a tiger came up to the
school I”

Thus Tommy Dodd meditatively to his
chums, some little time after Tubby
Mulfin had taken his departure.

“What rot!” said Tommy Cook, with
a sniff. *“Barndean’s quite thirty miles
from here, and, as for the tiger coming
all this way—-"

“But supposing a tiger—-"
Tommy Dodd, once again.

“Faith, an’ ye're talkin’ a lot of rot,
Tommy darlin’!” said Tommy Deyle.
“Shut up, and come down to the river!
It’s a fine afthernoon, and——"

“Suppose a tiger—" .

“Knock off, Tommy, you ass!” growled
Tommy Cook impatiently. “You're
jabbering out of the top of your hat!”

“Listen!” said Tommy Dodd. *“You
haven't heard all I've got to say yet.
Supposing—"

“There he goes again!” snapped Tommy
Cook. *Brain him, somebody!”

“Pax, you burbling chumps!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd wrathfully. “Why don't
you let a fellow speak! ! suppase you
want to get your own back on Silver and
his set for ragging our studies:”

* What-ho!"”

“Well, I've got a ripping wheeze!”

“QOh, good!”

began

]
i

T

|

that sort of thing?”

“Quite casily!” said Tommy Dodd
cheerfully. “Supposing | dressed myself
up in a tiger-skin, and—-"

“YO_‘J?”

“Yes,” sald Tommy Dodd. “Don't you

remember that play we perfermed some
time back cailed "i:he Jungle Trappers?’
Don’t vou remember that I took the part
of a tiger, and that I was dressed up in
a tiger-skinp”

1] ? Jove ]vl

“That tiger-skin is at present in one
of the hox-rooms, and——  Look out!
What  are you plaxin at?”

Tommy Cook an 'lqonmy Dogyle had
suddenly leaned forward md clapped their
chum excitedly on the back.

“Ripping  wheeze, Tonmy old son|"
mfd” ommy Cook. "I mad no idea thit

“Well, d’you think it vill work?”
“Like a charm!”

“Good!” gaid Tommy Dodd, satisfied.
Il go up ‘and fetch the skin now it
onee.”

“ Right-ho 1"

Tommy Dodd tere off 1o the hox-roon.
and returned a few minufes later with the
Uger-nkin over his arm.

] L ]

HPOYS J gt R’ .

“Not here,” said Tommy Dodd gagely.

“Why not?"

“Because somebody might see me, old
son,"” said Tommy Dodd, with an air of
wisdom. “We're going out, so that I can
put the giddy skin on in the woaods.
Then 1 shall amble up to the school,
and give everybody the scare of their
lives.”

“0Oh, good!”

“I'Il tie this skin up in a parcel, wnd
then we’ll get a move on,” said Tommy
Dodd. “There’s nobody in the quad,
just now, so we should be able to get
out, without arousing any suspicions.”

The tiger-skin was forthwith done up

in a parcel, and then the three cheery
Moderns left the school.

It was a gloriously “ne afterncon, and,

|

L the junior ericket match having been

seratehed, most of the Rookwood fellows
had gaone out on their bicycles, or were
boating on the river. :

The Modern Juniors puiled up tn a
shady part of the woods, and then Tommy
Dodd proceeded to dun the tiger’s skin.

“Don’t you fellows come along yet
awhile,” said the leader of the Modern
::ihuma. “It’l} look too suspicious if you

0-”

“Right-ho, Tommy! Get a move on!”

Tommy Dodd proceeded to get a move

on.

He ambled through the woods in the
direction of the school, his two chums
roaring with laughter as they watched
him go.

Right up to the school gates he went,
and, walking inside, made straight for
old Mack’s lodge.

jThe door of the living-room was elightly
ajar.

Mack was sitting inside having a
sleep, as he often did during the hot
afternoons.

“@r-r-rerer!”  growled
from insgide the tiger-skin.

The old porter snored on

“Gr-r-rrpl”

This time there was a
deeper growl.

Mack awoke, and raiscd himself on his
elbow.

Next

Tommy Dodd

louder and

instant he uttered a piereing

TO THE BOYS AT THE FRONT |
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shrick, for his eyes bhad lighted on the
tiger in the doorway

“Geod ‘evings!” exclaimed Mack, In a
trembling wvoice. “ What the—— Help!
Murder !

“Qr-r-r-r-p

Out of his lodge he tore, foHowed
clogely hy the tiger.

Mack gave a glance over his shoulder,
and the horrible looking head of the tiger
caused him to utter a piercing shriek.

“I shall be killed!” stuttered the old
porter, trembling with fear, “I—— Oh.
help! Help! Murder!”

“Gr-r-rerr i

That awful growl sent shivers down
Mack’s spine.

He fairly leaped across the
between his lodge and the gates.

He came up to the gates, and with
agility he had not shown {or many,
many years, he elimbed up to the top.

Like most gates, the gates of Rook-
wood had sharp spfkes at the top. Mack
had not realised this when he climbed up,
with the result that sne of the spikes
%J_ierced his trousers, and kept him cap-
ive.

Really the ol@ porter ought to have
been giad. for the spike prevented him
from falling into the jaws of the flerce-
looking tiger below.

“@rr-rrl”

Mack shoogk his fist at tlhe animal.

“Go away, you awful brute!” he ex-
claimed. “If only I ’ad a gun 1I'd shoot
yer dead! You—you—— Ow! Gerraway !
Yow-ow-ow-ow !"

The tiger made an effort to climb
up the gate, and Mack struck out
valiantly with his foot.

Mack wore a large size in hoots, and
they were pretty heavy ones, too.

There was a sounding crack as the
old porter’'s boot struck home on the
jaws of the tiger.

There came a mufiled
animal, and next instant the animal
dropped to the ground and sfunk off.

Tommy Dodd did naot fecel inclined to
risk another blow from Mack’s heavy

space

took his departure.

Leaving the old porter mumbling to
himself at the top of the gate, he
ambled on towards the Bchool House.

He entered the hall, and, going upstairs,
made straight for ﬁm end study, that
famous apartment oceupied by the
Fistical Four,

Jimmy 8Silver & Co. had eycled over to
Latcham to see the troopy statiomed
there, and their study was emipty.

The tiger pushed the door open, and
entered.

He stood on his hind legs, and, moving
quickly about the study, proceeded to
disarrange every piece of furniture.

The table was up-ondod, the chalra wora
!"lnvml in oy posttion b the wighti ono,

ho sonle ware srawn il over Yae plaee:

eurtains were dragged down, and eévery-
thing was gencrally -disordered.

At length the study looked very
similar to ' Tommy Dodd’s " after the
Fistical Four had paid it a visgit, and
that is exactly what the leader of the
Modern ,lunlors meant it to.

Chuckling to himself, Tommy Dodd
dropped down on his hands once again
and prowled along the passage.

He stopped before
ppened the door.

Townsend and Topham of the Fourth,
and Smythe and l}nwnrd of the Shell,
were in that room, indulging in a smoke
and a game of cards,

The nuts were evidently enjoying them-
selves by the merry rounds that came
from the room.

“By gad!” drawled Adolphus Smythe
cheerfully. “This I8 rippin’—what? It’s
a long while since wa've had such a merry
game.”

“Hear, hear I” concurred Howard, "It’s
toppin’! No one to interrupt us, and——
Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”

. Howard's voice trailed off in a low
moan, for suddenly the head of that
fierce-looking tiger that had already

startled old Mack appeared round the
side of the door.

“@r-r-r-r-r!” .

“By gad!” exclaimed Townsend, in a
quaking voice. “It's a t-t-t-tiger!”

“@r-rer-rereri”

The tiger sidled into the room.

The nuts were on their feet In an
instant. They rushed to the farthest
corner of the room in an endeavour to

get away from tho terrible-looking
animal.

“Chuck something at the brute, for
goodness”  sake!” wailed  Townsend
miserably.

“You do it, T-T-Towny,” stuttered
Adolphus Smythe., “I—l— Ow! Yow!?
The brute's going to eat us! It—"

Adolphus saw a chancg of making his
eseape, and he took it

He shot for the door like a streak of
lightning.

The other nuts were hemmed in, and
could not possibly get away.

“Rick the beast!” urged Townsend,
in quavering tones. “Kick it, Toppy|”

“9-g-s-supposing it b-b-bites my leg off,”
wailed Topham. *It——" ;

Topham paused for the tiger had sud-
denly turned round, and bhegan sniffing
round the room.

This gave the nuts their ¢hance.

They darted out nf the room, and dis-
appeared down the passage, yelling at
the tops of their voices.

The tiger rose on its hind legs, and
there eame a merry chuckle from inside
the head.

“My hat!” muttered Tommy Dodd to

E
runt from the

boot ; the first one had hurt quite enongh |
to convince him that it was time he }

Then that animal did a strange thing. |

Study No. 5, and |

3

himself.

“This s ripping! | had ne
idea the wheeze would work out so well,
(13] Bg’mst see if I can’t scare somebody

And, dropping down on his hind legs
once

more, T i
The tiger ambled towards the recum- | continue his mom}or ‘?ﬁ’ﬁ?ng"" th:
bent porter, - 1 school, ‘
Mack shot up from his couch like u §
stone from a ea it. ' T
Round the table he went, yeiling at the
mq?g”' voice 5 i The 4th Chapter.
b5 aw o brute!” he ehed.
"“m’;__ Wi oﬁh ug:ge“ Hell :; A Shock for Jimmy Sitver & Co.
tiger's mo d 0 “Time we got a "
perilously near the ol@ porter’s trousers, 1 Jimmy snvﬁ' cltn tI:ivse c%l:::ms weére stand-
g:g; mu:m ran as he had never run § ing near the mil Iy camp at Latcham.

The Fistical Foar had been watehing the
soldiers all the afternoon, and had enjoyed
themselves imnmensely, '

" Well, we shail miss tea if we don'd
buck uwp,” remarked Arthur Edward
Lovell. “T1f I remembey rightly, we had .
decided to have tea in Hall.”

“That's what I wua thinking of,® said
L Jimmy Silver,
. "Oh, good!” it
t The Classical juniors mounted theis
b bicyeles, and were soon skimming over the -
; roud leading to Rookwood,

It was a warm afternoon,
little wind, and cyeling was a

At length the Fistical Four passed
through Coombe, and entered the lane
which ran through the woods leading te
Rook wood.

~ Suddenly Jimmy Silver uttered a wom-
ing shout. .
“What’s the matter, Jimmy?” oasked
Arthur Edward Lovell, ‘
“ Listen!™
The chums free-wheeled and listenod,

bt no suspicious sounds came to their
CAars.

with very
pleasure,

“What have we got to listen to, fat-
beadi” asked Newcome. “Not to the
sound of your old bike, | hope. The mud-
guards are rattiing a bit, but——-"

“No, yom silly ehump!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. “l1t— There it is
again!”

A deep-throated roar came from the
woods om the right of the juniors, and
the colour disappeared from their faces..

It was a menacing sound—a sound that
struck a spell of feur to the hearts of the

b Fistical Four,
like 2-—a tiger,” jaltered

“I6 sounds
Lovell,
“1t is, my son,” said Jimmy Silver, with
a slight quaver in his veice,
| * But—-"
“That blessed tiger

from old Ding-
wall’'s has evidenti

‘ S come this way.” said
Jimmy Silver. “We'd better put a spurk
~—— My hat! Did yow bezr that?”
Again came |hat ominous roar—this -
time much-nearer. ;
Lowvell & Co. did not-need to bs tald
to ride quicker. -
They bent down over their handlebars,
and covered the ground at lightning
speed, -
Jimmy Silver & Co. were four of the
pluckiest juniors al Rookwood, but they
knew what little chance of svccess they
_would have in ¢ owbit with a savage
| tiger. ;
Their one afm1 was bo get wvithio four
walls, and they rode ke the wind.
Ab lasts they come within sight of Rook-
waood, and hreatbed a sigh of rolief,
Flnmy  Sillver bookod wup am D put on

A brakes ogiinkiy bie gt snd widend
an exclamation of surprise.

“My giddy annt!” he cried. " What the
dickens is old Mack doing up thereg”

The old porter was still a fixture at the
top ai the gate, to where he had beem
driven by the ferocions-looking tiger.

Mack had not yet got aver the shock, -
und he looked a very pitiful sight.

His teeth were chattering from fear
as he gazed down at the juniors.

“Oh, Master Silver,” he groaned, “I've
heen through the greatest peril o' my
life! .That there tiger——" ;

“Tiger!” ¢jaculated Jimmy Silver.
“Has it been here?”

“1 should say it "ad!” muttered the
quavering porter. “1 was sleeping in my
lodlge when it c-c-came and woke me .
up.!.

“@Great Scott!”

‘“I managed to get out,” went on Mack
dismally. “1 ran for dear life, and got,
up ’El‘e.”

“Then you'd better buck up and come
down,” said Jimmy Silver,

*8-g-g-supposing the tiger—" began
Mack.

“The tiger wiil get you if you stay
there,” said Jimmy Siiver. “We've heard
it in the woodg, and——"

“In the woods!” gasped Mack. “Why,
I've just seen it go intoe the "Ousel”

“What "

“It’s gone intoe the School
declared the old porter. “Oh, it’s some-
thing awful! You should ‘ave scen ite
terrible mouth, and its eyes! Oh, deari™

Mack's voice trailed off into a low
groan.

“Well, it’s no good your staying up

"Duge i™

there,” said Jimmy Silver sagely. “Tigers
can climb gates, you know."
“0h, he tried to!" mumbled Mack.

“But, with wonderful foresight, T k-kK-k-
kicked 'im in the jaw, and—and e weng
away!”

“My hat!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
vul_'_."

And then he paused, for suddenly four
frightencd juniors came racing out inte
the quad.

Smythe & Co. locked as though they
had received the shock of their Tives am
Ll:ey came tearing towards Jimmy Silver
& Co.

“What the——" began Jimmy Silver, im
wonderment.

“look out, you chaps!” muttered
Adolphus Smythe. “The tiger's got inte
the school, and it's d-d-devouring every-
body! I——Ow! Listen to it growling!l*

A menacing growl came from the
direction of the woods, and the nuts shook
with fear,

“That sound came from the wood,

. Smythey,” said Jimmyp Silver, making a
strenuous effort to keep calm.

“1t c-¢-can’t have donel” muttered tha
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‘dandy. “The brute's in the school, and

“Boys!"” It was the voice  of Mr.
Bootles, the master of the Fourth. The
Fourth Form-master was standing at the
‘door of the Sehool House, waving his hand
frantically to the juniors. *“C-c-c-come
here at oncel”

“ Better go
wisely.

“B-b-but the tiger!” stuttered Adolphus
Smythe,

*Listen!"” said Jimmy Silver.
hear that growl "

. Again came that ominous roar, and
there was no doubt that this time it came
from the direction of the woods.

“By gad!” drawled Sioythe. * It sounds
as though the brute's outside the
school,”

“0f course it does, Smythey,” said
Jimmy Silver. “It must have got out
when you weren't looking!”

“But——"

“Boys!l" shouted Mr. Bootles
again, ‘“‘D-d-d-do come in!”

“Come on, you fellows,” urged Jimmy
Silver. “Better go. The jolly old tiger
might come back again, you know.”

The juniors moved off at a run towards
the house, followed by old Mack, who, at
the expense of a damaged pair of trousers,
had succeeded in getting away from the
spike of the gate that had held him
captive. :

A number of juniors were standing in
the hall when Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived,
Tubby Muffin being amongst, them.

Tubby was sitting on the stairs, shiver-
ing; his eagerness to come to grips with
the tiger had disappeared now.

Mr. Manders, of the Modern House, was
pacing uneasily up and down, muttering
nervously to himself,

Mr. Bootles strode up to the Modern
master.

“What do you think had best be done,
Mr. Manders?” he asked.

“Don't ask me!” said Mr.
gruffly, “I—- Good heavens!
the matter now?”

Shrill shricks rent the air, and next
fnstant two of the female servants came

in,” said Jimmy Silver

“Did you

once

Manders
What's

racing into the hall. =
One of them made a dash for Mr.
Bootles, and clasped him round the

neck.

“Good heavens!” gasped
master. “What—what——"

“0Oh, the tiger!" wailed the
stricken servant. “Save me!
met”

“Pray be calm, my dear woman!” urged
Mr. Bootles, endeavouring to elude the
servant’s desperate clasp.

“Ow! TIt's coming after me! It—-
Help! Help!”

The woman was frantic with fear,

“Dear, dear!” sighed Mr. Bootles, as

R s

tho sorynat olung To Wim CpiieE ¥an

the Classical

terror-
Oh, save

over, "What sver shall we do? What
The C(lagsical master could sy no
more. What with being embarrassed by

the panicestricken servant, and his {ear
of the tiger, Mr. Bootles was pretty well
overwhelmed.

Rome of the juniors were giggling, Mr.
Bootles' wnwelcome position was highly
amusing to them.

Jimmy Silver stepped forward.

“I think everything’s all right, sir,” he
said calmly.

“What makes youn think so, Silver)”
faltered Mr. Bootles.

“Well, we heard the animal growling in
the wood as we came in,” said Jimmy
Silver,

“Thank Heaven!” gasped Mr. Bootles,

relieved. “Pray releagse me, madam!
Everything is all right now, and——"
. “It’s coming here!” wailed the servant,
cagting a despairing look over her
shoulder. “It will be after ws in a
minute! Save me! Oh, save me!”

“Madam "—there wag almost a ring of
severity in Mr. Bootles® voice—*control
)'ou:"'awlf! There is no need for fear, and

The Classical master broke off abruptly,
for once again there came ' a piercing
shriek from the direetion of the stairs
leading to the servants’ quarters.

The buxom form of Mrs. Maloney, the
housekeeper, came darting npstairs.

Mrs. Maloney had a pretty shrill volce,

and she wuas certainly giving it good
play.

Her shrieks of fear rang in the juniors’
enrs.

“Madam,” exclaimed Mr. Manders

angrily, “what——"

“The tiger!” yelled Mrs. Maloney. “Ow!
The brute nearly bit my ‘ead off! It——
Ow! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!”

“Please keep calm, madam!” snapped
Mr. Manders.

“Lawks-a-mussy, sir!” moaned the
housekceper. “How c-c-can I keep calm
when that hawfual tiger is coming to chaw
me up?”’

“But the tiger has gone into the woods,
my dear madam,” said the Modern
master.

“It hasn't, sir,” said - Mrs. Maloney.
“It's downstairs now, growling c=ome-
thin’ awful! You should have seen its
terrible eyes and its nastly old ’ead!”

Mr. Manders shuddered.

, Jimmy Silver & Co. were fairly calm
by now.

They were convinced that the tiger was
outside the school, and were sure that for
the present, at any rate, there was no
danger,

There was a very thoughtful expression
on Jimmy Silver's brow.

*What's the matter, Jimmy?” asked

Lovell.

“I've been thinking,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly.

“ What——"

“Come along upstairs,” whispered
Jimmy Silver, moving away from the
crowd.

“Blltl——"

“Stop arguing,” said Jimmy. I

Manders or Bootles spots us we shall be
made to stay down here.”

“Oh, all right!” said Lovell,

And whilst Mr. Bootles was endeavour-
ing to persuade the servant to reiease him

tho same time?”

from her hold, and Mr. Manders was try-
ing to convince Mrs. Maloney that the
danger was past, the Fistical Four crept
quietly up the stairs. ;

They reached the Fourth Form passage
without being spotfted, and made tracks
for the end study. ;

Jimmy Silver pulled up sharp at the
door.

“My hat!" he exclaimed, as he caught
sight of the disordered study. *“I guessed
as much.”

“Burely that blessed tiger hasn't done
that?” asked Lovell, thunderstruck.

“Well, it might have done,” said
Jimmy Silver, “but I have my doubts!”

“But what——"

“Did you notice that the three Tommies

weren't  amongst that crowd down-
stairs?”

; “Y-y-yes. They're probably out of
doors.”

Jimmy Silver frowned.

“H'm! That's quite possible,” he
agreed. “On the other hand, suppose
toey stayed iIndoors, and supposing

Tommy Dodd decided to tog himself up
in that tiger-skin we used for that jungle
play, and set out to rag the whole
school ?”

Lovell snorted disdainfully.

“That’s all rot, Jimmy!” he exclaimed.
“You won't kid me that it was Tommy
Dodd making that row we heard in the
wood.”

“lI wouldn't think of ftrying,” said
Jimmy Silver, with a grin. “That row
we heard was made by a real tiger.”

“Well 27

“What I want to know is, how the
dickens could tha blessed beast be in the
wood and in the servants' quarters at

I-Ib____’”

“You remember we heard the beast
roaring as we came into Hall, and at the
same moment the servants came rushing
up the stairs.”

was a huge tiger. Its jaws gaped open,
hut in the mouth there was plainly dis-
cernible the laughing face of Tommy
Dodd.

But the laugh quickly disappeared as
the Modern junior caught sight of the
wrathful Classicals.

“Collar the brute!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, waving his cricket-stump in the
air. “Knock him on the head}”

‘*Here! Leggo, you Classical asses!”
roared Tommy Dodd, as he was collared
by the Tistical Four,

Thé Modern junior landed with a bump
on the floor.

“Hadn't we better kill
asked Lovell.

* What-ho!"” said Jimmy Silver. *Stick
it in the "ribs. We mustn’t give it a
chance of getting away.”

“Stoppit, you Classical bounders!”
shrieked Tommy Dodd, as Lovell’s stump
approached perilously near his stomach.
“I'm Dodd, you fatheads! Lemme go!”

the : brute ?"

“My giddy aunt!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, in mock surprise, “I didn't
know tigers could talk before. I—"

“PDon't be ap ass, Silver!” cried Tommy
Dodd.

“Well, I'm blowed!” gasped Jimmy
Silver. *“The beast knows my name! I
wonder—-""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell had been unable to restrain him-
self any longer. He burst into a roar of
laughter. |

Tommy Dodd struggled furiously, but
he was no match against four determined
Classicals.

“Lemme go!” he roared. “Don't be
Bucr} silly asses! It was only a joke, and

“And so is this, Doddy, old son,” said
Jimmy Silver cheerily. *“We're doing this
all for fun, and we’re going to do a lot
niore yet."”

“What the dickens—"

“Shurrup, you naughty old tiger!” said

Eyven Mr. Manders could not help
quaking at the sight that met his gaze.

There before the stout, oaken door of
the hall, stood the savage-looking tiger,
snarling and pawing the ground.

Thump !

Once again the beast of the jungle had
burled its huge body at the door.

The door shook under the blow.

Mr. Bootles clutched the
master by the arm.

“Hadn't we b-b-b-better seek a place of
greater safety?” he asked, in a tremulous
voice. :

“Yes, I think it would he—— Look!"

Mr. Manders had been gazing through
the little window, and suddenly he
caught sight of two horsemen dashing in
at the gates. )

They were riding like the wind, and on
their faces were anxious, strained
expressions.

Enraged at being thwarted, the tiger
had once more hurled itself at the door.

Thump, thump! ;

Again and again the savage animal
collided with the door. It was desperate
now. :

Thump!

Cra-ack!

Stout as the oaken door was, it could
not stand against the repeated efforts of
the animal.

There suddenly appeared a gaping hole
in one of the panels, and next instant the
tiger came bursting through.

With fear in his heart, Mr. Bootles
made a bolt for the stairs, but he could
not escape.

The tiger leaped forward, and, landing
on the middle of the Classical master's
back, bore him to the ground.

The flerce brute stood over Mr. Bootles,
growling savagely.

Fortunately for the Classical master
he had lapsed into unconsciousness under
the strain, and was quite unaware of
the peril which menaced him.

Modern

"Qo away, you avful brute !’ exclaimed Mack, climbing up the gate. ¢ If only I ’ad a gun I’d shoot

yeor dead !
“My hat!” exclaimed Lovell. “I hadn’{
thought of that.”

“Well, 1 had,” said Jimmy Silver; “and
I'm going to make investigations, If
that bounder Dodd has heen scaring the
whole school, we'll make him sit up!”

“Rather!”

“We'd better arm ourselves in case we
come across the real tiger,” remarked
Newcome warningly.,

Jimmy Silver Iaughed.

“We sha’'n't,” he said.

“ Well, you never know, Jimmy.”

“Oh, all right!” said Jimmy Silver, “A
few cricket-stumps will do.”

The Fistical Four armed themselves
with  cricket-stumps, and set forth to
capture the “monster of the jungle.”

“Whiclh way, Jimmy?” asked Lovell,
stopping in the passage.

“Over to the Modern side, of course,”
said Jimmy Silver. “The chances are
that Doddy's finished his jape by this
time, and bas gone back to his study.”

The Classical chums wended their way
along the passage leading to the Modern
gide.

He opened the door that separated the
two Houses, and very soon the four
juniors were on the Modern side,

The passages were deserted.

The Fistical Four reached the Fourth
Form passage, and crept quietly in the
direction of Tommy Dodd’s study.

As they approached there came the
sound of a movement in the Modern
junior's study, accompanied by a faint
chuckle.

Jimmy Silver made a eign to his chums
to be cautious.

Very stealthily he moved forward, until
he was outside Tommy Dodd’s study.

Then, pushing the door open with his
boot, he dashed in, followed by his chums.

Had Jimmy Silver’'s suspicions not been
aroused he might have been startled by
the sight that met his gaze.

For, standing in the centre of the room,

You——you——

Ow!l Qerraway!
Jimmy Silver, shutting tle jaws of the
tiger-skin with a snap, and incidentally
shutting out Tommy Dodd's protests.

Jimmy Silver whispered something fo
his chumg, and they broke¢ into a hearty
roar.

Jimmy had imparted a scheme to Lovell
& Co. for getting their revenge on the
laping Modern.

To judge by the grins on the faces of
Lovell and his chums, they thought very
well of Jimmy Silver's scheme.

The Eth Chapter.
The Real Tiger—and the Imitation.

“Gr-r-r-rert”

There was still a good deal of con-
sternation in the crowded Hall.

Mr. Bootles and Mr. Manders had suc-
ceeded in pacifying the servants to a
certain extent, and had persuaded them
to sit down.

But when there came a deep-throated
growl from the direction of the quad the
panic started all over again.

Mrs. Maloney screamed, and went off
into a faint.

The other servants tore upstairs, shriek-
ing at the top of their volces.

Adolphus Smythe glanced through the
open door into the guad.

“The t-t-tiger!” he stammered. “It's
c-¢c-coming—--"

“Shut the door!” exclaimed Mr,
Manders, rushing forward.

The door was promptly shut and bolted,

and next moment there was a loud
thump, followed by a deep groan.
The tiger had hurled itself at the

door.

Most of the juniors dashed upstairs at
top speed. Mr. Bootles, shivering like a
leaf, remained with Mr. Manders, and
om;' or two juniors, mere plucky than the
rest.

Mr. Manders gazed out of a little
window looking on to the quad.

Yow—ow—ow—ow—ow !

Mr. Manders and two or three Fourth-
Formers stood aside, their faces pale and
drawn.

Suddenly there was a clatter of hoofs.

outside, and the next moment a tall,
thick-set man came dashing into the hall,
followed by another of equal size.

The tiger locked at them, and growled.

“Stripes!” exclaimed the man, in a
str?ng voice. “Come here this instant,
sir!"”

The animal bared its teeth, and snarled
savagely.

“D'you hear me, sir?” cried the man,
stepping towards the tiger. “How dare
you behave in such a disgraceful
manner?”

The man elicked his whip.

The tiger cringed slightly, and stepped
away from its victim,

“How dare you, sir!” roared the man.
“Come herc at once!”

It was evident that the flerce-looking
brute was afraid of the man.

At each click of the whip it cringed and
backed away.

“This way, Stripes!” said the
beckoning towards the door.
along at once, sir! D'you hear?”

The tiger seemed almost tamed by now.

Its tail dropped between its hind-legs,
and it slunk out of the hall, looking as
docile as a cat.

Mr. Manders gazed nervously out of
the doorway as the man followed the
brute towards the gate.

Now and then the animal stopped and
crowled, but a click of the whip foreced it
on its way again.

Outside the gates stood a large van,
and as Mr. Manders watched the tiger
led up to this, and allowed itself to be
forced into a huge cage, Le breathed
a sigh of relief.

“Thank Heaven!” he mufttered.
are out of danger at last!”

The Modern master waited at the door-
way, for the man with the whip was
rushing towards the house once again.

man,
“Come

“We

l

He was looking extremely anxious as ho
pulled up before the Modern master.

“Is—is everybody all right?” he
faltered. And then his gaze fell on the
unconscious form of Mr. Boofles. “Hag
it killed—-"

“I do not think =0,” said Mr. Manders
quietly. “It is merely shock, I think.”

“Thank goodness! 1 was afraid that
Stripes had killed somebody!” said the
man, relieved. *“We've been searching
for him for two days. I am extremely
sorry if you have been caused any
anxiety.”

“Anxiety is nothing, sir!” said Mr.
Manders, rather gruflly. “If the brute
hag killed anybody in the school—-—"

“The school!” gasped the man. *Surely
Stripes did not make his way inside?”

“He did,” replied the Modern master.
“I have been through the greatest sensa-
tion of my ea¥cer. The brute has been
all over the school, frightening every-

body, and—"

“But—but—" The man was be-
wildered. “I cannot understand that,”
he eaid perplexedly. *“We tracked the
animal through the woods right up to the
schqgl. and Good heavens! What

The man had bappened to look over his
shoulder out into the deserted quad-
rangle,

There, In the centre of the quad, stood
Jimmy Silver & Co., pushing an ordinary
garden barrow between them.

On the top of the barrow rested a eage,
which had recently belonged to a junior
who kept rabbits. It was a very large
cage for rabbits, but it did admirably for
the purpose which the Fistical Four were
now using it.

In the cage, in a very cramped position,
lay a most ferocious-ooking tiger.

Jimmy Bilver & Co. were looking very

pleased with themselves, and they smiled

benignly at Mr. Manders 28 he came
striding out into the quad, followed by
the man from the wild-beast show and a
crowd of juniors. :

“8ilver!” he exclaimed severely. “ What
ever have youn got there? =

“ We've captured that awful tiger, sir,”
siid Fimmy Silver blandly. “ We're going
to claim thoe hundred pounds” reward—'"

“Nonsense, Silver!” repped out the
Modern master. “You ecan't have eap-
fured the tiger. The brute has just been
taken away!”

“Bobt we have, sir!” Inslsted Jimmy
Silver, “We nabbed it in one of the
Modern Fourth Form studics. Isn't it a
terrible-looking beast, sir?”

“Bllver!"”

Jimmy Silver looked fmnocently at Mr.
Manders. ‘

“Would you like to hear the tiger roar,
‘Hii::fl'" hn"askcd politely.

Stick . pin i, Lesell ! bade
Jimmy Sllver.

There came a roar from inside the eage.

“Ow! Yow! Stoppit, you beast! Yow-
ow-ow-ow !"”

That voice certainly did not belong to a
tiger. It sounded more like Tommy
Dodd’s.

“Doesn’t he grow! awful, sir?” asked
Jimmy Silver sublimely. *“I reckon we've
done a good bit of work in pabbing him,
don't you?”

Mr. Manders did not say’ what he
thought of the Fistical Four's effort.

The jaws of the tizer had suddenly
opened, to reveal inside the head of
Tommy Dodd of the Modern side.

Mr. Manders gasped.

“Silver!” he exclaimed sternly.
do you mean by this
escapade?”

“Lscapade, sir?”

“Yes!” thundered Mr. Manders.
is not a tiger you have there!”

“Not a tiger, sir?”

“It's Dodd in disguise !”

“Dodd, sir?” said Jimmy Silver, pre-
tending to be surprised. “But—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar of laughter from the
juniors who were looking on.

Mr. Manders was spluttering with rage.

“You disgraceful boy!” roared the
Modern master. “Hcw dare you play
such a prank? Release Dodd this very
instant!” ;

“But, supposing the tiger——" began
Jimmy Silver.

“Do as you're told, Silver!" exclaimed
Mr. Manders. And Jimmy Silver promptly
oheyed.

Tommy Dodd was released from the
cage, and the juniors roared with
laughter as tho Modern stood up in the
tiger-skin, his wrathful-looking face peer-
ing out of the jaws.

Mr. Manders did not laugh. With a
gesture, he ordered the juniors into the
house,. and they went chuckling with
laughter.

The scare at Rookwood had certainly
had a cheerful ending.

“What
disgraceful

“That

As the real tigcer had not suecceeded in
exploring the school, there was, of cours:,
no loss of life. Having learned this, the
man from the wild-beast show took his
departure, ‘greatly relieved.

Mr. Manders insisted upon holding an
inquiry into the strange happenings of
that afternoon, with the result that
Tommy Dodd was compelled to confess
the part he had played in scaring the
school.

Mr. Manders gave him a good ecaning
bﬁf way of punishment, and also treated
the Fistical Fonr to several swishes on
each hand. The latter were little
troubled, however, for they were con-
soled by the fact that they had scored
off Tommy Dodd. The Modern junior cer-
tainly was not disconsolate. He had set
out to scare the school, and there was no
doubt that he had achieved this object.

THE END.
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The 1st Chapter.
Gunten’s Little Game.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Shepherd, the new master at Cedar
Creek, looked round rather suspic_musly
as he heard that shout of laughter in tho
corner of the playground.

A nunther of the Cedar Creek fellows
were gathered -there, and they were
evidently greatly entertained by some-
thing.

Mr. Shepherd, being a somewhat
laekadaisical young man, with affected
manners, had not earned much respect
among the hearty Canadian boys, and it
had lately dawned upén him that he was
more or less an ohject of ridicule.

Why that should be so he did not
appear to understand, but the painful
fact had been borne in wpon his mind.

The diseovery had made him somewhat
tart in temper.

As it happened, the group of school-
boys were not looking towards him, and
did not appear to seec him at all; but,
like the gentleman in the old play, Mr.
Shepherd suspected that he was the sub-
jeet under discussion, because the fellows
were laughing.

He strode towards the group with a
knitted brow.

Kern Gunten, the Swiss schoolboy, was
the centre of the group, and he had a
paper in his hand, which he thrust hastily
ont of sight as the master approached.

“Good-morning, sir!” he said meekly
as Mr. Shepherd came up.

“Good-mornin’!” gald Mr. S8hepherd.

“Fine wornin’, sir!” said Chunky
Todgers, imitating Mr. Shepherd’s way of
speaking.

“Yaag, Todgers. What is it you have
there, Gunten?” asked Mr. Shepherd.

“Where?” asked Gunten.

“You had a papah in your hand,” said
Ar. Shepherd, who was apparently a
little sharper than Gunten supposed.

YOh, no, sir!” answered Gunten.

“1 gaw it !” said Mr. Shephaerd severely.
S Kindly show mao that papiah at onee, my

oy:L’

“ Really, sir—-"

“Do as you are told!” smapped Mr.
Shepherd.

Gunten, with a scowl, fumbled in lis
pocket.

Evidently Mr. Shepherd, who had been
the victim of a number of practical jokes
already, suspected that Gunten was
planning another, and meant to malke
sure ahout it, at all events.

The other fellows looked on with hated
breath.

Gunten was the only tellow there who
would have told a lie to the master, but
he had told it without hesitation.

There was a clatter of hoofs outside
the gates as Frank Richards, Bob Law-
less, and Vere Beauelere arrived.

They led their horses into the corral.
and then, spotting the crowd in the
school ground, ecame towards it, to sec
what, was on.

Gunten was still fumbling in his pocket
as they came up,

Mr. Shepherd looked more and more
suspicious at the reluctance of the Swiss
to produce the mysterious paper.

“I am waitin® for you, Gunten.” he
gaid. “I shall not wait mueh longah!”

Frank Richards & Co. looked on,
wondering what was the matter.

Kern Gunten’s hand came out of his

ocket at last, and he held out a small

andbill to the master.

Mr. Shepherd took it, and gazed at it
In surprise.

1t was an advertizement, and it ran, in
large type:

“IT'HE THOMPSON PRESS!
26 CENTS!
READ 1T!
THE THOMPSON PRESS IS *IT *!”

It was one of the handbills which Mr.
Penfold, the enterprising editor and
roprictor of the local paper, occasionally
ooded the town of Thompson.

Certainly therc was no harm in that
handbill,

Mr. Shepherd looked perplexed.

“Is that the papah you had in your
hand, Gunten?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Begad! 1Is
laughin® ovah?”

“Yes, sir,”

“Nothin" to laugh at in that papab,

harm done, I

surely ?*

“No sald
Gunten sulkily.

“ No, certainly not,” said Mr. Shepherd.
“Heah is your papalh.”

He handed the bhill back to the Swiss,
and walked away towards the log school-
house.

Gunten grinned mockingly as he dis-
appeared,

“I guess I wasn't going to show him the
paper’” he said, *“Luckily I happened to
have the handbill ir my pocket. Any-

that what you were

suppose
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thing is zood enongh to stuff up a silly
jay like Shepberd!” :

And Gunten felt in his pocket, and took
out again the paper he had hidden there,
and which he had been very careful not
to show to Mr. Shepherd.

He held it up for the schoolboys to
see, and there was another howl of
laughter, JEie

Frank Richards & Co. stared at it in
amazement.

It was written in what appeared to be
2 feminine hand. i

Kern Gunten had very preat skill in the
imitation of handwriting—a dangerous
gift, which was likely to land the un-
scrupulous Swiss in trouble gsome day.

The letter ran:

“Beloved Horatio,—1 have scen you but
twice, but my heart has gone out to you.
Why, oh, why, did yon come hither with
your fatal beauty?

“Horatio, I pine for you! Sleeping or
wakin, your noble face is ever before my
cyes!

“Dearest Horatio, will you grant me
even a few words from your dear lips?
To hear you speak will make me
happy.

“1 dare to hope that you will grant me
this request. In hope and longing, I will
wait for you this evening in the Red
Deer glade, only a few minutes’ walk
from your school, under the old oak.

“Come, oh, come!? ANGELINA."

“Is that a letter sent to Mr. Shep-
herd?” agked Bob Fawless, in wonder.
“How did you get hold of it?”

“ Lasily enough. I wrote it, I guess!”
answered tGuanten coolly.

“"You wrote it!” eéxelaimed
Beauelere.

“Yep!”

“And—and you're going to send it to

Vere

the @Gentle Shepherd?” shouted - Bob
Lawless.
“Correct !”
“i":)h,l myB ltj‘flt.l.f" r‘.‘:nlnirl\‘l\cd Frani
chisrds, But—~Dbut, (veu o Bhe 'tﬁ{m
'iti‘iﬁii ”'K'e ‘tdiot enough to &E"spoofe ke
hat.

“Won’t he?” grinned Gunten. “Isi't
he the most conceitea jay that ever
stepped into the Thompson Valley?
Haven’t you seen him ecyeing Miss
Meadows, even? The howling ass thinks
even Miss Meadows is struck on him! ¥
tell you, when he gets this letter, It will
Fuﬂ’ him up no end, and he will faily
rop ont to meet Angelina In the glade?”

“He, ha, hal”

“¥—1 say, it's rather too thick!” gasped
Frank Richards.

He felt that Guoien was right, and
that the vain young man would fall into
the trap without suspicion.

“He came up as we were reading #,”
grinned Keller. “Gunten had to stuff
him up with & yarn about a handbill, or
he’d have seen it.” .

Bob Lawless snorted. '

“Just like Gunten to tell ies!® he
growled.

“Oh, eut it out!” snapped Gunten. “I¥
wasn’t going to give the game away.
That silly idiot is going to put bear’s
grease on his hair this afternoon, and
amble off to the Red Deer glade to nicet
Angelina !

“Ha, ha, hat"

“And nobody will he there?”
Beauclere.

“Somebody will be there, I guess!”
grinned Gunten. “I calenlate I shall be
up in the oak when Mr Shepherd stops
under it. 1 guess I've hidden a bucket of
f-;}r ?nd a bag of feathers there ready for
iim !

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Poor old Shepherd!” cjaculated Bob
Lawless. “I say, it's really too bad!}”
~“Well, if & man will be such a silly
jay he’s asking for it!" said Dick Dawson.

“Let Gunten go ahcad; it will do the
Shepherd good.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Cedar Creck fcllows had grinning
faces as they trooped in to morning
lessons. *

And even Frank Richards, who feclt
some little compassion for the foolish
young man, felt that if Horatio Shep-
herd took that ridiculous letter serfousty,
he deserved some punichment, and
assuredly he would get it.

asked

e

The 2nd Chapter.
The New Romee.

When Cedar Creek came out after
morning lessons an Indian lad was wait-
ing outside the porch.

He came up to Mr. Shepherd when he
appeared.

The lad was a Kootenay employed at
Mr. Gunten’'s store in Thompson.

He had a sealed letter in his brown

hand.

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

By MARTIN GLIFFORD.

“Mr. Shepherd?” hie inquired.

“Yes, my lad,” said the young magter,
stopping.

“Dis Ietter for you,” said the Kootenay.
“White lady in Thompson gib Pie Face
letter for sehool chief.”

Mr. Shepherd took the letter in some
perplexity.

He was new to the section, and not
yet acquainted with any of the few white
ladies who made Thompson their dwelling-
place.

“Thank you, my boy!” he said, drop-
ping a quarter into the Indian’s hand.

The Kootenay hurried away.

He had made no.sign of recognition

. towards Kern Gunten, the son of his

cmployer.
_That was part of his instructions from

Gunten.

Mr. Shepherd walked to his cabin with
the letter in his hand as the Indian
disappeared out of the gates.

“Well, he’s got it,” murmured Bol
Lawless.

“Surely he won't take such
seriously 7” muttered Frank Richards.

‘X guess he will.” ‘

The schoolboys kept an eye from a
distance on Mr, Shepherd’s cabin.

They knew that he was reading the
absurd ' letter from *Angelina ” within,
and they were keen to see the result.

Jusgt before dinmer Mr, Shepherd re-
appeared. i

Therc was a smile on his face—a smile
wlich Frank Richards & Co. could ounly
deseribe as ahwolutely idiotic.

e appeared to be walking on air.

It was evident from his manner that
| the young man had read the letter, and
wis greatly fhitered by the adoration
| of his unknown admirer.

His egregiow scli-conceit prevented
hin from even smspectin[i that the letter
l.:aftght be nothing morc than a practical
joke.

It was difficilt for Frank Richards to
kicp a straight face as Mr. Shepherd
cane up to hin to speak.

i “Ev—Richards,” anid  Mr, Shophaerd,

SOU A el well sequainted  with
this vicinity, 1 gathah?”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Frank.

“Have you evah heard of a spot ealled
the Red Deeah glade?”

Frank suppressed his
great difficalty.

“Oh, yes, Mr. Shepherd,” he murmured,
 “It's nob very far from the school. You
turn off the Thompson trail to it.”

“I1 am rathah interested in that spot,
Richards. Perhaps you would be good
cnrough ta guide me there aftah dinnah,
to view the spot.”

“Certainly, - sir.”

rot

feelings with

“Thank you very muech, Riehards.”

Mr. Shepherd went into the house--u
great relief to Frank.
b He could not have kept his face straight
much longer. _

“What did he want?” asked Gunten,
coming up after Horatio had gone,

Frank gurgled. ; :

“He wants me to shaw him the Red
Déer glade after dinner,” he stuttered.

*Ha, ha, hat*

It was ecrtain now that Mr. Shepherd
meant to kcep the appointment.

He was to ascertain the precise where-
abonts of the glade, in order to turn

-§ up there without fail atter the day’s work

b Wis Oover.

After dinner Frank was called upon to
take a little walk with the new master.

He dutitully walked down the Thomp-
son trail with Mr. Shepherd, and turned
off into the Red Decr glade.

It was a secluded spot in the woods,
. about. a quarter of a mile from the
school, and a bhig oak-tree in the glade
was a landmark for some distance round.

“This is the place, sir,” murmured
Frank.

Mr. Shepherd glanced round him.
| “A delightful spot,” he remarked.

“Quite a romantic spot, begad! Thank
you very much, Richards! You may
leave me heah.”

Frank Ieft him.

He glanced back from the trail, and
saw Mr. Shepherd standing in the grassy
glade, casting up his eyes and smiling.

He looked so utterly absurd that Frank
-had to struggle te keep back a yell of
laughter as he fled. .

Mr. Shepherd was a few minutcs late
to lessons that afternoon.

*Apparently he bhad been lingering 'n the

glade, day-dreamirg on the subject, of the
unknown Angelina and his own Iatal
beauty which had attracted that lady
like a moth to the candle.

He was very absent-minded during
afternoon lessons,
Sometimes a smile would hreak out

on his face, which puszzled those of his
pupils who werc not in the sceret.

Mr. Shepherd was really a very good-
looking young ian, and when he smiled
he was quite attractive, or would have
beem but for the scarecly-hidden scli-
satisfaciion that larked in his face.

He was cvidently in a happy mood
that afternoon.

In this remote quarter of the eartl,
where he felt himself buaried alive, as
it were, Angelina had brought a new
interest into life for him,

Perhaps he felt that, as the owner of
the fatal beauty that had dome the
- miselvief, the least he could do was to
| bestow a few kind words vpon {he love-
lorn young Fady.

Eessons wero over ab last,

As o rule, Mr Shepherd ¥ingered 1o
oxchange o fow words with Miss Mexdows,
tho schoolmistress, probably ander the
impression that be was charming that
exceedingly sensible and practical lady
—which was not at all the case.

But (his aftermoon he fairly holted
away to his cabin.

He had to put some hear’s groase on
his hair, as Kem Guomfen expressed if,
hefore Keeping the appointruient  with
Angelina.

Gunten seudded out of Lhe =choot gates
fmedadely B wom G,

“Angelina” had to be on the spot
before Mr. Shepherd.

Frank Richards & Co. did not start
for homo as usual.

Few of the fellows did.

They were far too keenly interested
 in the adventurcs of My, Shepherd to
think of going home tili hie had kept
his appointment.

They played leapirog on the trail out-
side the gates till the Gentle Shepherd
appeared.

When he eami¢ out he was, as Lben
Ifacke expressed it in. his native lan-
guage, a “sight for sore eyes.”
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Mr. SBhepherd was always dressed with
great care, and his linen was always
spotless, and must have cost him a small
fortune at the Chinesc laundry.

Now he was dressed to kil

From the erown ¢f his head to the
soles of his small boots he Jooked a
thing of beauty and a joy for ever,

He wore a flower in his coat, too, and
as he passed the schoolboys they canght
[ a whill of delicate scent.

He walked away down the Thompson
trail with something that very nearly
approached a strut,

The juniors grinned after him.

“There goes Romeo?” said Vere Beait-
clere, laughing. “But what a merry
Juliet he will find in the glade!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Play up the trail,” sald Boh. “We
can't follow the galdot, or he will get
guspicious, hut we want to keep a peeper
on him.”

“Right-ho!”

And the leapfrog went on, taking the
schoolboys along the trail on the track
of Mr. Shepherd, though at a good dis-
tance bchind.,

They wanted to sce Romeo after he
had met Juliet!

The 3rd Chapter.
Tar and Feathers.

Mr. Shepherd walked on airily.

There was not the faintest shadow of
suspicion in his somewhat vacant mind.

Indeed, it seemed to him quite a natural
thing that some young lady should have
been struck by his manifold c¢harms, and
should have been in a state of yearning
to hear his dulcet voice,

There was nothing at all surprising
in that, from the point of view of
Horatio Shepherd.

He sauntered gracefully along the traif,
carefully avoiding the muddy spots, in
order not to soil the brilliant polish of
his boots.

He turned into the wood at last, and
reached the beautiful and secluded glade
to which Frank Richards had guided him.

It was deserted and very quict, save for
the twittering of birds in the boughs over-

head
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Naturally, Mr, Shepherd was not likely
to guess that a Uedar Creek fellow wad
hidden in the thick branehes of the oake
*tree mder which he was to wait, :
- His, glanee swept round the glade in
search of a feminine form ; but there was
} nothing of the kind to be seen. !

Evidently Romeo was first on the spot.

“ Angelina » _had not exactly specified
the bour of meeting. The appointment
was to be for after lessons; but Mr, Shep-
herd felt that he could not have long ta
wait, as the lady would surely allow her-
gelf time to return to Thompson before
sundown,

As a matter of fact, he had onlg a few
minutes to wait while Kern Gunten was
getting out the tar-bucket from its hiding-
place in a recess of the thick branches, "

But Mr, Shepherd did not know that, -

He stood under the old oak, as hiddem
| by his unknown correspondent, and struck

a graceful atsitnde.

He looked very good-looking, and he
knew it; and the knowledge imparted to
him a really insufferable air of conceit, of
which he was quite unaware,

He had heen standing in that graeeful
attitude about three minutes when thers
was a rustle in the foliage overhead,

Mr. Shepherd glanced upward then, won-
dering whether there was an animal in the
tree—whether o squirrel or a lynx.

As he looked up a thick, black, swishing -
masg came shooting down.

It smote the young man full upon his
head and his upturned face. !

Before he even knew what was happen-
ing the huge mass of tar was upon him,
fairly smothering him,

He gave a horrified gasp, and stoggered
wildly.

“Groogh! Ow! Oooocooch!”

It smothered lis face, it congealed his
hair, it filled bis eyes and nose and mouth,
and ran down inside his collar,

As he staggered, utterly astonished and
blinded, a bag was opened over the braneh
above him, and a thick shower of feathers
swept downward,

The feathers stuck to the tar wherever
they touched it.

It was “tar and feathers ” with a yen-
geance for the unfortunate Horatio; and
it was his reward for keeping the appoint-
ment with Angelina,

“Groogh!  Gugguggug!”® came ftom
under the tar nnd feathers as the unfor-
tunate victim staggered to and fro, gomg-
fng ab his eyes and nose frantically.

There was a rustle on the other side of
the tree ag Kern Gunten dropped to the
ground and vanished into the thickets

Y Gug-gug-gug 12

Gunten ran his hardest. He dJid not
want to rigk being spotted near the scine.
He came¢ out breathlessly into the frail
at a distance from the glade, and a howl
from the Cedar Creek fellows greeted Mim.,

“ [low did it go, Gunten?”

“ Has he got it9?

Gunten roared,

“He's gof it!»

“ Ha, ha, ha >
: “Poor old Shepherd ! gazped Bob Taw
25S.

“Herec he comes!” shrieked Tom law-
1ence.

There was a yell, as a weird
ayppenred from the wood into tle
and came staggerivg towards themn,

It wias My, Bhepherd, but ho was lard
0 mensin.

His features were completely hidden by
sticky masses of tar, to which the feathers
adhered In chunks,

He had gouged his eyes clear enough to
see his way, and he was tottering back to
the school to get cleaned,

The schoolboys roared—they could nos
help it—as he came up, the sight he pre-
sented was so extraordinary.

“Ha, ha, hat»

“0Oh, carry me home to die!” gasped
Bob Lawless. “That jay will he the death
of me! Ha, ha, ha!»

Frank Richards wiped his eyes.

“Groogh!? That was Mr. Shepherd’s
remark as he came up. *“Gug-gug!®

“Ha, ha, hal»

“ Anything bappened, sir?” gasped Bob.

“Gug-gug! ‘There is nodding to laugh
ad!® spluttered Mr. Shepherd. “1 am—

figure
trail,

gug-gug — covahed with bhorrid tar?
Grooogh 1
“Ha, ba! Borry, sir?! Ha, hal®

“T have been the vigdim of an oud-
rage!” gasped Mr. Shepherd.

“Ha, ha, hat»

Mr, Shepherd gave the almost hysteriead
schoolboys a furious and tarry glare, and
rushed on  frantieally towards Cedar
Creek.

The schoolboys, velling, followed him.

Mr. Shepherd was too good to be lost
sight of just then.

“ What will Miss Meadows say?” gasped
Frank Richards.

“Ha, ba, ha!»

Miss Meadows met the tarry gentleman
as he rushed in at the gates, with the
yelling mob at his heels.

She was speaking to Mr. Slimmey there,
and both of them stared, petrified, at the
new master as he appeared.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the schoole
mistress. “ What—what—who is that??

“ Bless my soul I? said Mr. Slimmey, blini.
ing at the weird figure over his gold-
rimmed glasses. “I-—1 think it—it is Mr.
Shepherd! I—I recognise his—his clothes$
Bless my soul!®

“(@Groogh! Gug-gug!”

“Mr. Shepherd! Is that you, Mr.
Shepherd 7»
“roogh! Yes, Miss Meadows! Grooge.

oooch !
. “How ever did you get into that dread-
ful state?? exclaimed the school-
mistress.

“1 am the vigdim of a bractigal jokei?
gspluttered Mr., Shepherd. “Groogh! Ob,
dear! I am smothaked! Grooogh! i
am poisoned with tar! Ooooch!”

¢ Ha, ha, hat»

“ Qilence!’" exclaimed Meadows,

Aiga

with a stern look at the Cedar Creek
fellows. ¢ S8ilence at once. Who has done
this?»

“«Nobody knows, ma’am,” gaid EKern
Gunten meekly. “We saw Mr. §bepherd
suddenly on the trail in that state.
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“Who did this, Mr. Shepherd 7™

“1 do not know!” gasped the wretched
Romeo, “I was standing under a dree,
when this awful stuff — groogh - game
dowd on my face——ooooech!"

“This must be Inquired Iinto!"” ex-
claimed Miss Meadows sternly. «It is a
practical joke, of course, and 1 fear that
some boy here is concerned in it. Did any
of these boys induce you to stand under
that tree, Mr. Shepherd §»

“No!” gasped Mr. Shepherd. “I—I-I
was—was there to—to—7

He stuttered and stopped.

It bad dawned upon Mr., Shepherd by
this time that “ Angelina” was respon-
sible for the tarring and feathering, who-
ever Angelina was.

He comprehended at last that the letter
from Angelina was intended only to draw
him within reach of the tar and feathers;
and that it was not hig fatal beauty. but
his fatal vanity, that was the cause of the
disaster,

Not for his life would he have confessed
the faets or have shown that absurd letter
to Miss Meadows,

He rushed away to his cabin to rub and
serub, and serub and rub—which was reaily
what he chiefly needed now.

“Gunten,” rapped out Miss Meadows,
“do you know anything about this??

“I, ma'am?” exclaimed Gunten, with an
air of injured innocence.

“Yes, you! There is tar on your hands!®

Gunten started.

“And on your cloiheg, too!" exclalmed
Miss Meadows,

“J—JF—~ Mr, Shepherd brushed against
me on the {trail, ma’am,” stammered
Gunten,  “1 guess T got it from him.”

Miss Meadows gave him a severe look,
but the matter bad to drop. There was
no getting the truth from the Swiss.

Cedar Creek School started for home
that evening howling with laughter. And
there was much laughter in the farm-
heuscs in the district when the story was
told there.

It was quite a merry cvening for the
Cedar Creek fellows.

But it was not merry for the unhappy |

Horatio,

All that evening, with intervals for rest,
he was rubbing and serubbing to get rid
of the tar.

But, with all his efforts, he could not
rid himself of all of it ; and the next morn-
ing, in class, he presented a somewhat
piebald appearance, which evoked smiles
on all sides.

Tho 4th Chaptar,
R Owt W s S e
Qunten’s Revengs.
@ Angeling » remaired mmdiscovered,
No one was punithed for thy owbrage
upon Mr. Shepherd.

No ome could be fonnd guilty witheont |

the Gentk Shepherd making alk tle faels
publie ; and that he was nof likely ta do,

But dwring the next few days Kern
Gunten came in for some unuspal severiby
from the new master,

Mr. Shepherd could prove nothing, bat
he had his suspicions.

He was aware that Gunten had heen
spotted with tar that aftemoon, and he
remembered the incldent of the mysterious
paper which Gunten Lad been so unwill-
ing to show him in the playground.

He had little doubt, now, that the
Swiss wag the originator of the letter
from Angelina, and that it was that
letter, and not the handhbill, that the
schoolboys had been lawghing ever when
he inquired.

He could prove netbimg, but his sus-
picions amounted to certainty, and in
consequence Kern Gunten found himsel!
in hot water,

As Gunten was the worst boy in the
school, and addicted to all kinds of
rasealities, It was easy enough to find
oc¢casion for punishing him, when Mr.
shepherd set his mind to the task.

And 80, for a few days, Gunten had to
pay for lhis sins, indirectly, and his feel-
imgs towards Mr., Shepherd beeame
almost homicidal.

Aiter morning lessons one day Gunten
was found playing poker with Keller in
the old corral, and was caned by Miss
Meadows.

. It was the Gentle Shepherd who found

im.

Gunten came out affer his eaning with
glittering eyes.

He did not stay for dinner at the
Iamber school that day.

He was frec to go home to Thompson
to dinner if he liked, and that day he
did so.

But the other fellows guessed that he
bad not undertaken that long ride simply
to have his dinner at home for once,
and when he came back, a fcw minutes
before afternoon lessons began, he was
questioned.

“What have you been up to?” Chunky
Todgers asked him.

Gunten gave an evil grin.

“1 guess the Gentle Shepherd is going
to be sorry for getting me into trouble,”
he answered. “I've been to see Bunchy
Fives.”

“Bunchy Fives!"” exelaimed Bob Law-
fess. “What on earth do you want to
gce that bulldozer for?”

“He’s coming here to see the Gentle
8hepherd,” grinned Gunten.

“What ?”

The schaolbhoys stared at Gunten,

PLUCK WILL TELL!

(Continued from the
previeus page.)

“Bunchy « Fives” was the man
Thompson who gave the sheriff most work
to do.

He was a “bulldozer® of the first
water, the kind of rufian who prided
himself on the fact that he would rather
fight than eat, and who boasted that at
hame in Oregon he was accustomed to kill
a man before breakfast every morning,

Bunchy had secen Mr. Shepherd in
Thompson, and had been heard to remark
that he would handle the “dude ” for
two cents, taking Mr. Shepherd's extreme
neatness and elegapce of attire as an
insult to himself,

Certainly Bunchy limself
Toverse of neat and elegant.

“He's coming here!” repeated Frank
Richards. “What is that ruffian colning
to see Mr. Shepherd for?”

_“Guess!” speered Gunten.  “ Dudes
ain’t popular in Thompson. Bunchy's
said a lot of times that he would bring
him up with a round turn. Well, 1've
asked him to come and do it where we
can see the fun. I've stood him a dollar
for drinks, and he will be along after
lessons to-day.”

“Look here, you rotter!” exclaimed
Frank hotly. *“The Shepherd can’t, tackle
that hulking rufian. If he touches Mr.
Shepherd, we'll stop him fast enough.”

“1t Shepherd hides behind schoolboys,
he's welcome to,” sneered Gunten. ] §
guess that would set him down more
than a licking.”

“It's too rotten!” exelaimed Chunky
Todgers. “Why, Bunchy will simply
smasgh him up—that dude!”

was the

detached himself from the gate, and
strode into the playground.
He was a huge fellow, over six feet in
beight, with huge, muscular limbs, and
- fists that looked like legs of mutton.
His face was hard and brutal, and half
- eovered with o bristly beard.
: “Whar is he?” he roared.
" “What do you want here?’ demanded
Bob Lawless disdainfully.
- “1 guess I'm arvter that dude!” roared
Bunchy Fives. - “Whar s he? Whar is
the galoot hiding? Hiding behind the
schioolmarm—hay?  Whar is he?  You
sarch him out, and you tell him that
Bunchy Fives is on the war-path!”
“Look here, you'd better clear off,” said

Bob. “You'll have to answer to the
gherifft ¥ you kick up a row here,
Bunchy.”

“Whar is that dude?” roared Bunchy
Fives, “I'Il larm him to walk into
Thompson in a I’iled shirt! Whar is he?”

Miss Meadows stepped out of the porch.

“Go away at once!” ghe rapped out.
“How dare you come here and make a
disturbance? If you do not leave im-
mediately, I will have you arrested!”

“Whar's that dude, marm?  Ain't he
man enough to show hisself when a
galoot’s’ asking for him, hay? Whar's

the Qentle Shepherd?
Whar is he?”

There was a step behind Miss Meadows,
and Mr. Shepherd came out.

He glanced curiously at the hulking
ruffian.

“Is  anything the matter, Miss
Meadows?” he asked quietly. *Is this
man troubling you? Now, then, get off,
my man!”

The schoolboys simply blinked.

This was not the way they had
expected the Gentle Shepherd to address
the terror of Thompson.

Bunchy Fives seemed taken abaek, too.

He gtared at the young man,

“Aire you the dude?” he roared. “Yep,
I know you! I've seed you strutting on

I'll shepherd him!

the street at Thompson, biled shirt and
all, and store clothes, and shiny boots!
I know you.”

me Gy

| “Have you any business
asked Mr. Shepherd,

with

Ow!

‘“ Qreoooagh !

are net

after all, Bob,” he whispered.

“Miss Meadows,” said Mr. Bhepherd
quietly, “you can see that this man is
bent upon making a disturbance,
4}1}1;‘ y?u to retire indoors while I deal with

i 17 .

“We'll help you, sir?™ exclaimed Bob

wless.

“I do not require your help, my boy,
and you will kindly stand back!”

“0Oh, by gum!” prarmured Bob.

* “The - Gentle - Bhepherd - drew Miss
Meadows baek, and waved the boys aside.

He threw aside his coat with a hasty }
from |

movement,
Oregon.
“Now, my man,” he safd quietly. * You
wanted here. Either you will
leave these premises immediately, or 1

and faced the man

- shall efect you! Which is it to he?”

“I guess I'm dreaming ! murmured Bob
Lawless to Frank. “Pinch me, Franky,
and wake me up.”

Frank Richards ¢huckled.

“There's stufi in the Gentle Shepherd,
“He’s an
ass, but he’s got pluck. And he’s a
public-school man, youn knew, He has
learned how to use his hands. I wouldn't
bet on Bunchy Fives, after. all.”

“He’s a lion in an ass's skin,” smiled
Beauclere.

“Look out! There he goes!”

Bunehy Fives had stood blinking at the
young master for somie moments, too
taken aback to realise how matters stood.

But as he understood that Mr. Shep-
herd aetually meant what he said—that
he was going to eject, him from the school
grounds if he did not go quietly, the
ruflian’s wrath knew no bhounds.

With a bellow like an execited buffalo
be rushed at the young master. and all
Cedar Creek looked on hreathlessly,

it

The 5th Chanter.
Pluck will Tell.

Mr. S8hepherd stood up steadily to the
attack.

To the breathless schoolboys it Yeokead
ag if he must be everborne and swept
away by that terrific eharge of the heavy,
muscular ruftian.

©oo0ooch !' spluttered Mr. Shepherd, as the mass of tar filled his eyes and nose

and mouth, and ran down inside his colfar.

“That's what I
Gunten coally.

Thoe bell rang fust thep, and the boys
had to go in to lessons.

Bub Frank Richards & Co. were feeling
worried that afternoon.

The Gentle Shepherd was an absurd
fetlow, and they did net respect him; but
they felt very strongly en the subject of
his being “handled * by the worst ruffian
in the Thompson Valley.

That. the slim, graceful young man
would have any chance against the hulk-
ing ruffian was not to be thought of.

The chums of Cedar Creek resolved

wani!” answered

_that Mr. Shepherd should not bhe left to

the tender mercies of the man from
Oregon.

A practical joke was all very well, but
Gunten's revenge was brutal and
cowardly, and they were determined that
the young master should not want for
help if the encounter was forced upon
him.

True, the encounter might have taken
place in any case, sinee Bunchy Fives was
quite ‘capable of picking a quarrel with
a stranger on the street at Thompson
and hammering hio.

But at all events, he was not going
to be allowed to hammer a Cedar Creck
master at, Cedar Creek.

After lessons, the chums did net go for
their horses as usuak ‘

“I guess we're staying on a bit,” Bob
Lawless remarked. “If that bulldozer
comes humping along, we're going to he
here, you fellows.”

“Certainly!” said Vere Beauclerc
quietly. “It's a cowardly trick of
Gunten’s, and it’s not going to suceeed.
if Bumchy Fives goes for the Shepherd,
we'll go for him—a dezen us can
handle even that hooligan.”

“What-ho!” said Frank Richards, with
emphasis.

“Hallo! There's the galoot!” exclaimed
Chunky Todgers.

Bunehy Fives
scene.

He had been leaning on the gate,
smoking a short, black pipe, and waiting
for the boys to come out of school.

As the Cedar Creek fellows streamed
out of the log schoolhouse, Bunchy

was already on the

“I guess I have!” grinned Bunchy. “I
| guess I've come hyer to show you that
| dudes ain't, wanted in this hyer valley!
| guess, my boy, that I'm going to make
you into a picture! ¥You hear me yaup!”

Mr. Shepherd looked at him calmly.

To the amazement of all, including Miss
Meadows, he showed no sign of fear.

Perhaps Mr. Shepherd’s absurdities
were only skin-deep, after all.

“Kindly remember that you are in the
presence of a lady, and moderate your
voice, my man!” he rapped out.

“What!” gasped Bunchy.

“And leave fhis place at once!”

“Waal, carry me hum to die!" ejacu-
lated Bunchy Fives. “This hyer dude
is talking to me-—me, what has killed a
man before breakfast every morning when
I’'m at home in Oregon! Coarry me hum

to diel”
“Shall I remove this wman, Miss
Meadows?”

“Please do not attempt anything of the
sort, Mr. Shepherd!™ exclaimed the
schoolmistress,

“X guess he better not!” roared Bunchy.

“Your wish is my law, Miss Meadows,”
answered Mr, Shepherd. “But the man
has apparently come here to cause a
digturbance, and it he refuses to go away
quietly——"

Buneby Fives threw his hat on the
ground, and spat on his hands.

“Come on'’ he bellowed. “Come and
be smashed up, you dude! Don’t stand
there hidin’ behind the schoolmarm. I'm

- arter youl”

He made a rush.

Kern Gunten grinned in anticipation.

Miss Meadows stood in the way, her
hand upraiged.

“Stand back!” she commanded.

“Ma’am,” said Bunchy Fives, “I'm
sorry to handle a woman, but if you don’t
let me get at that critter, I'm going to
chuck you outer the way.”

“We’'ll see about that, you cowardly
brute!” exclaimed Frank Richards, and
he ran i between the schoolmistress and
the rufflan, with five or six of the other
fellows.

“Is the dude going to hide behind the

kids?” roared Bunchy Fives. “I'll smash
the lot of you if he do!”

But it did not happen.

Mr. Shepherd gave ground a little, and
swerved aside, but he was attacking all
the time, and his right, came home un-
expeetedly on the side of Bunchy's head,
with a crash that rang aeross the play-
ground.

There was 2 muffled roar from Bunehy
Fives as he staggered under the drive.

Before he could recover, the yeung

master was upon him, with both fists |

erashing out, an@ both landed in the

ruffian’s undefended face.

Backwards went. Bunchy Fives, help-
lessly, with a crash to the ground.

There was s buzz of deep-drawn hreath
as the giant went sprawling on the
ground, Mr. Shepherd standing unhurt.

Gunten looked on like a fellow in a
dream. ;

Frank Richards pressed Bob's arm
ecstatically.

“He's the man, Bob! Iurrah!™

“Hurrah!” roared Bob.

}“ Well hit, sir!” exelaimed Vere Beau-
clere.

Miss Meadows gazed at. her mnew
assistant-master in blank astonishment.

She bhad never dreamed that such
strength lay hidden in the graceful form
of the “dude ” of Cedar Creek.

Her feelings towards him had been
tinctured with contempt hitherto—she
did not admire dudes.

But it was evident now that. Mr. Shep-
bherd was something more than a dandy.

His weaknesses were on the  outside.
l?s}gc, there was the good old British
stuff.

“Bless my soulk!” exclaimed Mr.
Slimmey, who had hurried on the scene
with a vague idea of rvendering belp.
“My dear sir, this is—is amazing! Yon
astonish me!"”

Mr. Shepherd smiled.

“I think I ean handle the brute, my
deah boy,” he said. “I came necah
winnin’ the publig-schools championship
once. 1 rathah think that ruffian does
not know very much. about boxin’.”

Bunchy Fives sat up.

He blinked round, with an air of
stupefied astonishment that made the on-
Iookers grin.

I beg |

“By gosh!” he stattered,
- mule that kicked me?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Bunchy realised that it was not a
mule that had kicked him, however, and
he serambled fo his feet with a deadly
gleam fn his eyes. : .

“¥You knocked me down, hay?" he
3 gasped._

"1 did,” said Mr. Sbepherd franquiliy ;
- “and I shall repeat the performance, my
- deah man, unless you retiah at once!”
“By gosh!™ stuttered Bunchy Fives.
u%e came on again like a charging

1o some extent Mr. Shepherd had taken
him by surprise in the first onset, and so
' had bad an advantage.

But Bunchy Fives no longer under-
rated his antagonist, and from his second
attack it was a hard fight.

In size and ptremgth the rufian had an
enormous advantage, but in secience he
was nowhere.

And science, backed by phick, was more
effective in the long run than weight or
brute strength. s

But the fight was hard. Y

Once Mr, Shepherd went down under a
terrible blow, but be was up again like
a jack-in-the-box.

PYluck he had in plenty, that was clear.

He fought on without turning a hair,
though both his eyes were growing dark
and his nose was streaming red.

“Whar's that

But by that time Bunchy Fives
bearded face was simply a study in
damages.

Both his eyes were hali-closed, his nese
was swelling, his lips were cut, his hairy
| cheeks thick with bruises.

He could searcely see as he came on
agaln and again with blind feroeity.

“The Shepherd's winning!” murmured
Boh Lawless. “Why, he's got his man

heat! No more jokes on the Shepherd,
Franky. He's a man, atter all!
“And a good man and true!” said

Frank Richards. “You're dished, after
all, Gunten, you worm

And Gunten scowled savagely: he wvas
atready aware of that.

Bunchy Fives went down again, landed
on his back by a terrife uppercut that
almost Lifted him off his feet.

He lay om the ground, fechly dawing
at his jaw, and groaning.

Mr. Shepherd panted as be looked down
on him.

“Are you sitlsfied, my min?' he agked.

“Yowow-ov!™ came disrmlly from
Bunchy Fiver. “Yow-ow! I guess 1've
wol'm up the wrong passenger! Yow-¢w-
ow.l” ;

“Well, do you wamt any mere? {e-
manded Mr. Shephered.

“Sir" gasped  Bunchy Fives, blinking
feebly &t him. “Tm o man, | am. |
ain't no hog, and 1 know when Fre had
nough!  Yow-ov-ew! No¢ more dutes

| perform such feats!
- man out of the gates!”

- hig* defeated adversary,

on my plate! Yow-ow-ow! Woawopp!™

“1 think e matter |s seitled, Miss
Meadows,” sai@ Mr. Shepherd. ‘1 am
sorry that such ascene thould have talenr
plaee in your presenee, mideme. Bub there
was really nothin® else for me to do, |
am snih you will admit {hat.”

Miss BMeasdows smiled.

Byen at that noment, vwith lodh Qes
blacked and ki noese slreaming, (he
Gemtle Shepberd bad ot forgotiten his
lll‘lhrii;l’[ hlll'(.‘t' nt.

"1 Lhink the e will go oW " mild e
schoolmistress. 1 should never have sus-
pected, Mr. Shepherd, that you could
Sam, please gee that

Sam, the megro stableman, had heen

looking on, grinning. - .

He laid an ebony hand on Bunchy's
collar, and dragged him to his feet.

Bunchy Fives stood up unsteadily,
blinking.

“I'm going!” he gasped.

“I'm sorry I
eame!

You hear me, gents! Mister

- Dude, I'm sorry I woke you up—real

sorry! You're a man, you are, though
{ou talk like a monkey and look like an
diot, and there’s my fist on it!”

Mr. Shepherd hesitated a moment as
Bunchy Fives held out a horny hand.

He did not object to shaking hands with
but Bunchy's
band was very dirty, hence his besitation.

But he overcame that ohjection, and
shook hands with the bulldezer.

“I'm going!” greaned Bunechy Fives.
“Oh, my jaw! Oh! my eye! Oh, my
pose! I'm going! F'm real sorry T came!
Ow, ow, ow !

And he went, :

Bunchy Fives had come for woel, and
was returning shorn.

The terror of Thompson had met his
mateh at last!

Like Lucifer, Son of the Morning, he
had fallen from his high estate, and
great was the fall thercof!

“1 am suab, Miss Meadows, that you
will excuse this exceedin’ly disagreeable
scépe in  your presence, undah the
peculinh circumstanees,” said Mr. Shep-
herd, evidently very partieular om that

point.
Miss Meadews smiled.
“Certainly. Please go and attend te

your injuries, Mr. Shepherd,” she said.
“I am afraid you are very much hurt,”

“Not-at all, my deah lady!” gasped Mr.
Shepherd,. and he limped away.

And from the Cedar Creek fellows a
roar of cheering followed hini.

Cedar Creek had learned to respect the
' new master at last.

When Mr. Shepherd took his elass: in
the lumber school again he was adorpned
withistwo: black eyes and a sWwollen nose;
and certainly looked very remarkahle.

But he was no longer an object of fum,
.and Frank Richards & Co. respected him
for the honeurable scars of battle. .

THE END,

NEXT MONDAY.
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