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THE KAISER is determined to obtain
possession of the Mahdi’s huge treasure
which is hidden in the heart of the con-
tinent of Africa, and, to do so, he
employs three desperate Germans named

BARON VON SLYDEN, CAPTAIN
STOOM, and VON SNEEK.

The papers, however, containing the
secret. of the whereabouts of the treasure
are in the possession of

CAPTAIN HANDYMAN and CY
SPRAGUE, who decide to go in quest
of the treasure, and to take with them
the boys of the Bombay Castle, chief
among whom are DICK DORRINGTON,
CHIP, ARTY DOVE, SKELETON,
PORKIS, and PONGO WALKER.

LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, TOOKUM
EL KO0OS, a native wrestler, FLINT
PASHA, a member of the Sudan Police,
are also amongst the party, as well as

the boys' pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,

HORACE, the goat, and GUS, the
crocodile.

In the last instalments Baron von
Slyden and his fellow spies made

strenuous efforts to secure the papers
containing the secret of the Mahdi's
treagure. But the boys of the Bombay
Castle defeated them, and they went
away empty-handed.

The baron refused to throw up the
sponge, however, and when the hoys of
the Bombay Castle started on the ex-
pedition up the Nile the rascally Hun
had concocted a dastardly scheme for
getting his revenge.

(Read on from here.)

Horace Meets with an Accident.

It was a cheerful little crowd that
gathered that evening in the last
whaler of the string which towed
behind the motor-launch.

The boys had selected this craft of
all the others, because it was farthest
away from the launch which Captain
Handyman was eteering, and farthest
removed from the seat of discipline.

It was a good, roomy boat, and
there was room for Horace, the goat,
and for Gus, the crocodile, as well as
Cecil, Pieface, and Tookum el Koos,
the gigantic negro wrestler.

And, somehow or another, Mr. Lal
Tata had founa his way into this
particular craft, where, seated on a
box of ammunition, he lit up a very
big cigar with a wide red band, his
dark face wreathed in smiles.

“ Now, boys,” he said, “we are off
on great adventures. I feel like some
kids just let out of schools. We shall
soon arrive in very wild countries and
amongst savage peoples. In short, we
are going to have some jolly good
times !

“7 think, sir,” eaid Skeleton, who
was longing to get at his grub-sacks,
“that we might start by having tea.”

“Ha!” exclaimed Lal. ‘““That is
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some jolly good ideas ! . But how shall
we get gome teas out of this wilder-
ness? The launch does not stop till
we get to Bl Katif, and that will be
late to-night. There are no tea-
shops on the Upper Nile.”

“T believe we passed Lyons' a few
minutes ago,” eaid Dick, with a
twinkle in his eye, referring to the dis-
mal howling of a stray hyena, which
had risen from a marshy swamp by
the river bank.

Lal chuckled.

“Ha, Dick, my boy,” he said, “I
understand ! That was some pun joke

HORACE, THE GOAT, HITS OU

you make. T do not think that you
come out of this Lyons’ shop if once
you go into him., These Lyons
fellows in these parts do not make tea
for you; you make tea for the Lyons.
I am very fond of pun jokes. I
remember a verree good Chinese pun
joke which I once heard.”

The boys groaned.

They had heard the story of this
Chinese pun a dozen times, and it
took half an hour to tell," and when
Lal had told it none of them could
see the joke,

“Look

out, sir!” eaid Skeleton

=
-
r! E
=

hastily, as he rummaged in a box.
“ Here is the kettle and a teapot, and
the buns are in that bag, and the
bloater-paste, and the meat-paste, and
the shrimp-paste, and the sardine-
paste are in those pots. And here is
the cake, and the marmalade, and the
strawberry jam, and the pastry and
the macaroons.”

And Skeleton, diving into box after
box, and sack after sack, produced
like a conjuror such a feed as never
had been seen on the Nile before.

; It was more than a tea. It was a
east.

il:UNGAN STORM.
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And soon Pieface was busy pump-
ing up the primus stove ready to

" make the tea.

Lal forgot all about his Chinese
joke as he squatted, with his arms full
of parcels of grub, and the eyes of the
niggers glistened as they saw the good
things laid out on the pi ank table that
was stretched from thwart to thwart.

Pieface did not understand much
about the mysteries of the primus
stove which was handed out to hin:.

Like most niggers he had handled
oil-stoves, but never had he touched
a blue-flame pressure-stove before.

But he was not going to confess his
ignorance, and he pumped and

_pumped_and_pumped. to produce the

blue, roaring flame as he had scen the
boys produce it.

Crouching in the bow of the boat to
keep the guarded flame out of the
slight draught of wind, Pieface tin-
kered at the sulky stove, whilst the
boys laid the table, and Tookum el
Koos looked on with wondering eyea
at tho deft opening of a tin of
sardines by Pongo Walker.

.Tookum, wise as he was, had never
seen & box of sardines before, and he
gave a shout of wonderment as the
lid was laid back, showing the silvery
fish in their bath of oil.

Tookum could not understand hew
so many fish had packed themselves
into the box so neatly. :

All he could say was that this was
some great magic, and he begged that
he might have the box when it was
emptied out on a dish, by way of a
charm to hang round his neck to keep
away evil spirits.

Tge boys Iroarod with laughter when
Tookum received the empty tin as
though it were a precious _jewel,
hanging it about his neck with the
bunch of native charms which he
wore to keep him protected from all
witchcraft. ¢

Tookum did not waste the oil that
was left in the bottom of the tin.

He was perfectly certain from the
smell of it that it was magic oil, that
was good against all diseases. ;

So he rubbed it over his massive
limbs, till he shone like a bronze
statue in his wrapping of leopard’s.

skin, . i

“Here, push up a bit, old
Tookum !” said Arty Dove, “You
gmell like a fish shop. ~Away with
you, you savage box of kippers and—
crumbs !”’

Arty broke off short.

From the bow of the boat there was
a dull thump, followed by a shect of
red flame and a cloud of black smoke,

(Continued on the newxt page.)
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#moke Pieface tumb
awhilst Horace kicked wildly, {reeing him-

self of the honds thap seeured his feet.

: The foolish Pieface had tried w

brighten up the sulky stove by sw

dng it with methylated Mﬁ with t e

yesult that it had P, sending

& sheet of fluming oil over the fore part

of the whaler.

Luckily for the boys, the little craft
was built in sections, with stout, copper-
lined bulkheads dividing. her from thwart
to thwart.

Otherwise the flaming oil would have
run aft, .and a nasty explosion might
bhave taken place amongst the ammu-
nition-boxes on which Lal was seated.
But the bulkhead confined the fire to
the fore part of the boat, as Dick, with
a yell of “Fire!” dipped a blanket over-
side, and threw it over Horace and the
strugglmg Pieface, who were mixed up

in_a terrible struggle.

The flame and the smoke had made
Horace very angry.

He managed to struggle to his’ feet,
and though the space was confined, he was
butting fiercely at the howlin Pieface.

Dick smothered the fire with the wet
blanket.

It quickly put the flame out, but no
wet blanket in the world was good
enough to extinguish the wrath of Horace,
who was badly ninged by the explosion

Punk, punk, punk!

Under eover of the stuming blanket
Horaee was bump ln% the howling Pieface
against the side of the boat in a series of
short neck butts.

*  And every time Horace hatted Pieface’s
woolly head bumped against the planking
of the boat like a sledge-hammer.

“Mars'r Arty! Mars’r Arty!” yelled
Pieface. ““You come quick! Take away
dis too much debble goat!”

“Quick, Arty!” gasped Dick. “Pull
;loorgce out of that, qr hie’ll bust up the

a

“He'll bust up old Pleface if we don’t
wateh it!”. grunted Arty; and, leaning
over the bulkhead, he got his powerful
arms round Horace and bodlly lifted him,
blanket and all mri the arena.

Horace’s temper was fairly roused now.

He writhed and twisted in Arty’s arms,
endeavouring to get at his preserver. .

Skeleton stood wnde-eyed, grabhing his
precious salmon- and cakes. from the

ble, which threatened_to be ‘upset in
the stru , for although Horace wasg
wrappéd-- W y the blanket he
was putting up a ﬂercn fight “in
narrow space,

Sometimes Horace was on top, some-
times Arty was on top in this gueer
wrestling match.

Horace struck out with hoofs and horns,
whilst Piecface, with the  tail of his
burning shirt blown round his neck, kept
up a dismal Howling,

Lal smatched up his white umbrella and
struck blindly at Horace.

“8tick to him, Artee!” he yelled.
“Stick to the rascal fellow! Hit him
some big kicks! Make him shut up!”

Whack !

Down came Lal’s umbrella just as Arty
came topmest, laying Horace in the
bottom of the boat with a fine half-
Nelson.

The umbrella split to ribands on Arty's
back as he pinned Horace down.

“Keep your brolly out of it,.sir! I've
got him down now!” gasped Arty. “Tic
the boxing-gloves on his hoofs, boys!
They are as sharp as knives!”

And, sure enough, Horace’s hoofs had
split Arty’s coat from collar to tail.

The boys hastily snatched up two pairs
of boxing-gloves, and tied them on the
hoofs of the angry Horace.

This encouraged Lal, who now saw that
his old enemy was harmless

The boys were almost helplegs with
laughter as -Horace, lying on his back,
feebly waved his gloved feet in the air.

“Now you hold him, Artee,” said Lal,
“and I will give him some jolly good
whacks with my broken umbrellas. I will
make the rascal fellow repent that he
play so much goat!”

Lal leaped over to get a whack at
Horace, But' Horace, though he was
down, was not yet beaten.

Pionk!

Out shot his gloved hoof, and Lal took
a punch on the nose that sent him flying
head ‘over heels ‘nto a pot of strawberry-
jam, wildly waving an umbrella that was
all ribs and rag

“Ail Ail {lelled Lal. “That goat shall
be killed ! He a8 kicked me great punches
in the jaw)

Arty forgot himeelf as he held Horace
down. Arty, like aH good boxers, had a
great sense of fair play.

“Serves ‘you nght for hitting a man
when he’s down!” he snapped an,

Lal sat up n the bottom of ti
squinting, and solemnly waving his tat-
tered umbrella as a big dob of straw-:
‘herry jam slowly trickied down his broad
forehead.

“He is not a down man,” he said, “He;
is a rascal goat. And you will write me’
hundred thousand lines impot, Mr. Artee,
for improper address to your preeeptor.
‘and master)”

“I can’t!” grinned Arty, recovering his!
temper. “Good 6ld Horace bas eaten all
the impot paper!” -

Horace had ceaged to gstruggle now,
and the atmosphere round the boat was:
filled with the smell of singed goat,

Arty lifted his pet to his feet, and
Horace wobbled groggily on his legs as

ﬁ?ﬁvﬁf‘ %ol

the.

e l%out'

‘| time:

hig ed deet slipped on the figor-
d ﬁw b
was gone out of him now,
meh blea&ed mhcrm,y. e‘,‘tl{ev;er vas
t: ack a8 a cod and balf
ﬂw !m.r w -Eg ed off him.

His long, flowing beard was reduccd to
a grimy stubble.

Pieface was an equally sorry object.

He crawled out of the bows of the boat,
looking fearfully at the upset cilstove, as
though, he expected that every minute it
would explode again.

All the wool was burned off his head,
save one little tuft which he wore. to
guard against witchcraft.

“Too much plenty debble in dat stove!
Too much plenty debble in dat goat!” he
muttered, as he rubbed his bald head
sorrowfully

And he .crawled out of the blistered
fore-compartment, leswing the stove
behind him. é

“Pouf!” he muﬂ.ﬁr@d spiffing the air.
“Dat goat chap him snell too awful ob
burning*
nl;He 'd% sgell bﬂf 8]({! bad a8 a smg::d

ger!” 'ongo. “Here, eome ou
the way, Pieface, and let me wangle (gnt
stove! Why didn’t you tell us that you
hadn’t m one of them before! You
might have kpown that it would plow
up!

Pongo soon had the ill-used stove roar-
ing merrily, whilst the other boys rubbed
Horace and Pieface with oil where they
had been singed, so that they could take
no hurt from their adventure. -

Then Skeleton, who was the best-
natured chap in the world, produced a
big bottle of wiolet- scented brilliantine,
which' he had saved up for using on his
own head.

Horace was rubbed with the sweet-
smelling stuff, and Pieface’s bald head was
treated t¢ aliberal “dosing, W

the
boys assured him, would mo.ke chlir ;

grow. -
Then, having comforted the warriors
and healed ‘them of - their wounds, the
’x;aerry party gathered round the festive
oard

Gus, the crocodile, was let out of his
ericket-bag, and regaled with hloater-
paste san cl\es and eream

Peace baving been . declared between
Horacwd Pieface, they both sat up to

table

It was.the, queemst Yea- y that was
ever . brought W’ gathered
round Skelg;ons ve hoare “@ :
sedate; sat mxim to €, temgtm i

on all sorts of tithits,
Horace was wondertu!.

bloater-paste, tinned salmon,
-cake, and maecaroons. -.

He tried iced’ curra.nt-cakc creun-bﬁns
and potted shrimps with jam, _and be
finished up by eating every paper bag ln
whieh the things were wrapped.

But Horace got a bit too thiek:
he grabbed hold of the tablecloth by
corner, and tried to eat that as well.

Half the tablecloth was down his meek
before the -boys saw what was happening,

Then it was solemnly hauled out of him
again as a sort of rope and stowed away
out of his reach.

All this fun had been lost on Captain
Handyman, who, seated by the wheel of
the launch, steered her up the wide river
between the tall, whsspering banks of
reeds.

They had a long way to go before they
could reach their camping-ground, and
Captain Handyman had heard nothing:of
the rumpus that was going on in the
whaler that was towing farthest astern
from the launch.

The Coughdrop, as the boys ealled the
motor-launch, was a noisy eraft, and t)he
noise of the stmggle had been drowned to
Captain Handyman's ears by the thudding
of the engine,

Furthermore, he had his hands full as
he steered his little flotilla up the darken-
ing river.

There had been rains in the interior,
and the -river wag rising, bringing down
with it ugly trunks and snags of trees,

So Captain Handyman had no eyes or
ears for anything but the river as he care-
fully steered his little craft roumd bend
after bend, fringed by great papyrus-
reeds.

Great islands of the sudd—the tangled
weed that es the upper Nile—came
floating down the stream, and it was busy
work dodging these so. tbaj; the 1propeller
of the launch s uid not get onled in
_their tangle,

But there were" others \\bo ha(T ears for
C Handyman, -

3 the great yellow moon rose thlrty-
two ruffians, mounted on camel-back,

Sﬂ

headed towards El1 Katif, the first stop-

pmg place of- the expedlt)on ;

These followed g track that lay inland
a mile beyond the marshes, their tall
camels making no sound as they strode
through the soft sand. .

But aeross the silent country, to the
ears of this watehful gang of the Kaiser's
murderers, eame clearly the chug-chug
of the launch as she steadlly breasted the
stream. : )

Von Stoom, who rode by the s!de of
Cassim, the spy, grinned in the shadow of
his' caftan as he heard this sound.

“ Ach!® he muttered. “We are in good
To-morrow ‘we ‘shall . make t ese
proud Englander boys squeal for mercg
And there shall be no mercy for those who

dare bhe wrath ‘of der Supreme War

] Lord?

Jagsim said-pothing,

Qﬂ on his camel, Ms quick tl‘mned
(‘B.I'a—t e ears of a horn ea\esdropper nnd
spy—had eaught the sound of the launel
Lngmeé

And he licked his. thin, crue] lips as he
thought of the vemgeamge that the mor-

row ‘was to bring him-on
who-had ruux'g:]‘hm in wm‘n &

Ner.
Horace 190 the Rescue. .
As theMdmmg S?‘:
expedition MOVCT A
which ran round the borders of the Tiver

et gty ove e srac e
f raeed ri o ac
Kharigum

bom
men were dmssed in the guise ‘ot
“deserp. Arabs, their faces swathed against
the sand, and their turbans eovered by
great hoods that gave them the appear-
ance-of cowled monks.

- Lhere was:no doubt.as to the quality of
the camels they were riding.

These were powerful brutes of the finest
desert_breed, and tbey travelled with the
qmakl shdmg step of the irue racing

came;

Kajser Wilkelm never. spares money

where there is dirty work to be done, and
his_gang of spies and assassins in the
Sudan were equipped with all that money
could buy.

A desert, Arah could have ?ld by their
seat in the tall saddles that these’ men
were not A abs,bnt white men.

The cawnder must ride from cluld-
hood to uire the trame desert seat,
whieh will hold a man in his saddle awake

or ]
- And lwse two men rode like ea’m!r) men
‘with the German cavalry seat.

Yet Baron von Slyden and Von Sneck
were well disguised, and none amongst
the crowd of loafers and spies }aﬂlered
about the gates of Khartoum ha
them as they had passed oup-of the dzy
after aunset.

Baron von. Slyden -had en-
trusted dirty nork o! murder to Cap-
taim wvon m, und thad_he
could not rest mthont takmg a hand in
it himself.

Oue of the disndunuw of & spy is
that he is never trusted, and that he
never trasts.

“Set a thief to catch a thief” s the
motto of thé German spy system,

The servant watches the master. The
na.st,er watches the servant. Spy watches

So thg baron could 'not rest when he had
his of Askari- mur-
derers afﬁer the e edition

He his do Von Stoom, and
be had donbts of the Askari
These ting . men of German Tast

At,ﬁcs mwu sat ‘down. eadl) under
bias hl.s always bea towardu the
"ﬁg . ay

take t‘lie:r orders, in” ugﬂdt' rom
ther German officers, refusing to under-
9 2‘3‘&2"}’@%&,‘ o doubt whic, bad
Wi W
taused order |-

? ,v@smmmmmmmmm
He refused - nothing, ‘He tucked *l‘nho'-‘

% ElL Xatif.
meant to see with bis OWR eyes ﬂut
the Kniae; s dirty work was carried out. -
he-had mo intention of allowmg

“Von om to give him away.

Yon Sneek hated the job.  But he hated
the ride worse,

The-lurching of the camel churned up
his stomach. He was afraid of what was
gomg to happen,

Yon Sneek, though he was a cunn‘ing and
clever A was 10 man of action,

He bleodshed and killing. He

had been trained in the Kaiser's own In-
telhgenoe Department to do his work on

Yon Sneek, seated in. Potsdam, had
‘often murdered men in the far ends of
the earth by telegram and by secret

But. had never seen the results of his
work.

Now he was going to see the results of
one of the Kaiser’'s many telegrams, and
his heart quailed within him.

Though the night was hot his teeth
chattered, and cold chills ran down his
spine beneath the many wrappings of his
Arab “costume.

Thé baron took no notice of his weak-
hearted confederate.

‘He urged his camel on over ihe sandy
frack whichr lay white in the light of the
rjﬂnghgloon, and his mind held but one

w’:‘tlns e\pedxtion must be stopped at all
Tt was the Kalser's order, and he would

lt;ck at nothing to fulfil that order.
In the meantime the little party who

/
uva:tmnt

amal;ﬁﬁmw
(IJertificates
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ybur fntmly '
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‘reach - El till nearly two In,the
mornjng, as the current of the Upper ‘Nile
wag running Captain Handy-
man had bargained for, and the constant
| dedging of snags in the river ‘the
_pace of the launeh and her_tow of boats.

b

corner of the marshes. ~close by which
he o

. ear ca
of m

“tortured and ex

were travelling ‘dhe river little
dreamed that the Kaiscr's sples were
already on their track.

As the moon rose they settled them-
sehe;:' down for a Jolly mghb in the
w

They had made Pieface aind Tookum
and the other miggers”in the boat happy
with tins of salmon.

There is nothmg that niggers lowe
better than tipmed m. and Skeléton

was easil m most in m
ezpelmez when he ggded g sain
ctuip pro&uml his menth-organ, and

Soslisd sway to the adwtrstion of overy-
Horaee, quiet,

ﬁhemw‘c
bont,m “m glueim
waterprool “sheets which

nse‘ for covering the steves.

‘The sheet was a tough proposition, for
it was six feet long and three.feet wide.
But Horace was not to be daunted.

He pegged away ' cteadily at the
rubbermvured canvas, and before the
susx}»\ at his good

he had chewed up and
good three feet of canvas

?

behav:our,
swallowed a

It was Arty Dove who discovered the
theft of this queer chewing-gum.

With a cry of dismay, he pulled away
the rubber sl eet which Horace was chew-
ing solemnly in the shadow of the bows.

Horace grunted as Arty held up the
sheet.

“’Pon my word, Horacc!” exelaimed
Arty, looking ruefully at the
sheet. “You are a nut! I believe you'd
eat a fire-hose if you got hold of dt!
Here, you old ru , if yom msust eat

something, eat those?

And be threw Horace a pair of wicket-
keeping gloyes and pads which had been
ruined by sun and water,

Horaee. grunted again, and his cyes |
blinked en in the moomlight as he
lifted his great horned , nibbling

damtﬂy at he pad which mest attracted

And as the boys laughed at this qlleer
taste in food they little dreamed how
mueh they would owe to Horaee and his
wonderful appetite before many hours
had passed.

ing of Chip's

The tootli
died away at length.
Arty settled alongside }‘{oraoe, and,
using him as a pillow, fell fast asleep.
Horace smelled like a singed horsehair
cushion,. but Arty was not. particular, for
be was very slecp
The boys kn:; now that they would not

mouth-organ

il

: all followed their example, save

‘el Koos, who sat up siral in
yat,-a savage and 'm.rhk ilgu
m el Koos rarely slept;. and to-
night “he was very wxdcawake L
Two or three birds had flown acposs the
rivu!! frqm the right bauk—sma!l .sand-
other birds which hever
Ged st,

'F%for the trﬁncd

e ‘kne that which
iay at ﬂwwbac ‘:Eebmxﬁg‘:an‘bm
raversed that ni y 8 hody of men
who were hgadhu El Katif,

Nope of the carayans ever used that

ﬁ;::y one they fell asiéep, and the

river tuok.
Harmless traders always gave El Kabif
2 wide and followed the caravan

route which lay several miles farther - ha
inland.

The hirds which crossed the rxver wpod
eries of alarm.
) ’rookum el Koos was
in a.ll lns instincts to klww tlut
the ds not, -behave in this
fashion nnlqh they Bad ‘been ‘driven from

their n -places at the- edge of the

sandy lfr too, that th uld not
He knew ey WO

move i this s fashion from ther clufehes

of eggs for the of s mm way-

R B o SR wrobatn the
s case y crou n
:aud and coarse grass by the side of the
rack. -

But Tookum could read Natme like an
open - book.

There was something ou of the way
moving on the sandy tr behind the
marshes which fringed the river—some-
thing that was keepin; pace w:th the
string of boats.

Presently a flight of wild dnck rose
with a splashing gnd whirring of wings,
and eame driving acrogs the sky at a full
fifty miles an_ hour,

These werg marsh-duck, unaceustomed
to bei Murbed, wve at rare intervals
by t,hg%ﬂﬂ who came out
for a:few days’ sh Kharteum.

And Tookum el Koos 'w that at this
point of the river._ vourite. night
feeding-grounds of. duck were in a

ran.
;ﬂe lifbed his head und scented thg air

tting. from the |
s mg m " from the launch.

eut, and Tookum el Koos scented the
tradt-of

Like a true savage he used his nosec
first. Then his ears came into play.

Far away dcross-the marshes his guick
t- the sound of the faint jingle

For two years oi ‘his Jife Tookum, fol-
lowir im ant trail for the British
t, had been obliged to play
the part of a th
In nn¥ uaou two terrible
years,. living. wi mn fife in his hands
amongst. fhe spies of the Mahdi, Tookum,
had he been dhcavcred to possess sight,
would have lost, not only his eyes, but his
life as ‘well.
The relentless Mahdi would have first
put out his eyes, :mdmmen would have

And in ﬂaoﬂe two years Tookum's cars

-skin @ long and

' whaler, running on

had done the work of his eyes.

They had taught him to dwﬁ?x“
every sound of the market-place and the
highway

'iooku.m had learned to judge by the
very tread of a came] its breed .and
birthpluce, whether #. bad. come frem
near or far, the weight of its load, amil
the nature of its rider.

&knew mow fthat the jingle of metal
which he heard across the marshes was
the Jingle ©f native iron.

"It had a more sonorous ring than the

metal o Burope.

was the jingle of the rings on the
‘hobhbles by which camels are svcured.

The hack camel of the carum
routes 00 hobhles.

He meyer shrays far from camp when h
48 relieved foom his burden for the night.

. He needs mo danger to teach him the
poril .

of wild beasts, and he will nnt
stray far cven in search of pasture. . -

But, the fleeter breeds of racing camels
are Jess mapageable, and Tookum
quick to realisc that a conside :rable b’z
of men, well mounted, were passing alang
tagmnseo the farsh dnshore , heading
for the same point as the boats of the
expedition.

He drew from the inside of his leopmdh-
slender dervish knife.
It was a knife guch as money could no

{ buy in all the Sudan, for it was made

from the blade of a true Damascus sword.

And, sharpening this terrible weapon
on the palm of his great hand, the ne
giant sat in the moonlight, vowing to him-
sclf that Heart Bitter, as he called his
blade, should take many a life hefore any
hurt should come to his young white
masters.

Presently the launch, rounding bend
after bend in the mysterious wide current
of the moonlit river, passed out of the
marsh belt and into a strange and wild-
looking country.

Here the river passed by flat, clayey
lands that were cast up into hundreds of
queer-looki: tent-liko erections, which
looked more’ like temts or human' habita-
tions tham what they were—the work of
countless in:

In the white light of the moon thers
was something uneamny im this strange

of country, riddled and worked-up
‘millions upon millions of ants into
conical and kiln-shaped mounds.

Tookum ecyed this strange lnnd with
indifference.

A few hundrvds of nthiﬂs wo ‘no
novel sight to him,

But presently Skeleton, stmgzllng in his
dream of the almond-rock prison, woke
up with 2 sbart and a kiek, “lich landed
Anrty in the

An,y woke up wiﬂ! a start and a grunt,
and,; striking out with his fist, punched

Harace. bleated and_kicked out with
a hind hoof, which, tuckily, was ~still
encased in a boxing-| glove. for it descended
with a .bang upon Mr. Lal Tata’s shiny
h]i‘;} h:" i th b i ot t.!u boat

8a up n the ho om 0.
a jerk ke a jack h-‘tw-bo

“W‘ho hit me kidu in.th

-Horace in the nose.

demanded. “Some of you hoys Elsy dcol-

trieks 'wt'l;)eyonr ;naster Wh(\mu

‘himself some reposes. You sha wrltemo

itk Dot "’”‘m ”e d ubbed i
Tin 83 u an s

eyes vft?h his knuck .

“It wasn’t us, m!" “he _said. "it was
old Horace kicked omy. I ¢ , _the
bloater-paste and the muffing d
with him, and made him dream t-
mares a.nd-— Crumbs!  Look! ;m's

that a real nightmare on the bank thm?"
And Dick pointed to the grotesgue out-
lines’ of the anthills which rose on both
nks of the white river.

“'.l‘hey look like a great camp of tents,”
said Arty, sitting up on thc gunwale of
the w er

“They are anthiils,” said Mr. Lal 'rm
“In intsome piles the indus-
trious ant bas his habitations. is he
who builds these inost v.onderfu struc-
tureii t}l;e{ht) otltd ;ras ln;mh ty[:t anb

cs that the kings of Eg
% ideas for the building of y
pyramids.” :

“It looks more like a map of the meon
than anything else,” remarked Tom Mor-
ton. But look yonder up the river.
There are a few houses amongst the ant-
hills. That must be El Katif!”

Tom was not wrong in his conjecture.

The motor-launch sheered in towards
the bank where the few miserable hovels,
rising in a patch of cultivated “ground,
stcéod tby tlﬁz fi]ver e. A K

aptain Handyman slowe s en{heg
but still kept enough wa on so_that the
last whaler, being éast
towards the bank and Land b{
sloping bank, whieh appearéd to
omy landklg#m for this Mo

“Stand by to sip there,” he called ot,

- ~and take an oar and her a gheer

into the. bank; Dll:k. 1 leq,u N with

T o e 2 Dick Borriss-
“ ay, sirl” answe

ton, Withyseammm th-

ping to the stern of but,

ready with the steering-oar fﬂ%:o give
the whaler a sheer in

when the tow-rope was east

“Blip!” _exclaiméd Captain namlmn
mdﬂulo.l

with the
ebusothertowuc.lhwodhto-

dark - bank, - sending o ripple

1] ither side of b bows &o
rom either owﬂ%{ W8 28
to the gloom

The tow-rope was

tunged tomudsv the wy_ banl
P Dick, st o the stem, strained he
ey%sér peeﬂng

which
huks
Hudling c vh

was a novelty .'
ey 05 ‘i;:‘ towar:
some bug l‘oﬂ
stonesgtv'!ﬁch pee up above the oily,
qwhglng ;:)m'-rent lt?:e ex("m'z % o
“Crumbs exclaimi hip,
these

' whaler slid between two of

obstruetions, “They look - just like
backs of hippopotamuses?i® ¥

« Hi Wﬂt!” w
Arty gmemptuousiy “Why, I'll het thad

e
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there isn't
hundted— .
- -All of & sudden Arty's remarks were cut
short by a huge puff of water which
seemed  to burst from right. under the
bows of the whaler. :

“Look out, boys!

“Wow!” he yelled.
The whaler's trying to walk up the bank!"

And sure enough the whaler suddenly
heaved up on end, -as though she were

trying to climb out of the river on her

2 hippopotamus within five

own acecotnt.: - : : .
Higher and higher rose her bow till it
pointed almost -towards the sky. 7
There was an avalanche of boys and
cases and bundles towards her stern.
Arty was pitched headforemost on top
of Horace, who kicked and -struggled
fiercely as  three or ‘four hundredweight
of biscuit and a ition tins poured
down on him. MLt et -
Lal came down to the stern of the
heaved-up whaler on the avalanche of tins
just in time to receive a punch on the
nose from Horace’s gloved hind-foot good
enough to make him see stars and pink
stripes,
“Ai! Ait» he yelled. “The great
;to'l_lgs get up out of the river to crush
3¢ .

The whaler was within an ace of cap-
sizing a8 she slid back.

One of the great stones had apparently
heaved ug under her keel, which had run
on it with a soft grating sound.

The boys, clinging to the gunwale, man-
aged to right her as she slid, and up fromn
under her bows rose a huge shape, which
grunted and snorted, and clambered up
the sloping hank,,disa{peared with a puft-
ing and blowing over the ridge.

At the same moment there was a splash
in the water outside.

Horace, struggling out of the mess of
hoxes and bundles in the stern of the
whaler, had tumbled overboard.

He swam ashore, and stumbled up the
clayey bank, the boxing-gloves that were
tied to his hoofs hindering him sadly.

The boys called to him.

But Horace had had enough boating
for the day, and was not stopping for any
more,

They saw his grim head and horns and
shaggy, singed shape for a moment against
the stars. Then he, too, disappeared over
the ridge of the river-bank. -

“It was a hippo after all!” said Arty
ruefully. “What a funk he must have
been in when we ran plump on his back!
No ‘wonder he heaved up out of his mud-
hath and scooted! Shove her inshore,
Dick, and let us see where he has gone to,
I've never seen a hippo out of the Zoo
before !

Dick shoved the steering-oar down in
the mud which lay amongst the great
stones scattered inshore.

It was easy to see now why Dick had
failed to see the hippo, which had stowed
himself among these, hiding till he had
a chance of getcln% ashore and ravaging
the fietds of the villagers of El Katif.

The whaler nosed. against the shore as
the sharp bow took the mud. et
. There was a rush of boys over the bows,
and Mr. Lal Tata, was sprawling on
his back on the floor of the boat under a
pile of biscuit-tins and gun-cases, shouted
to them not to be rash, - :

“Beware of hippopotamuss, boys!”
yelled Lal. “He is very dangerous chaps
when he gets cross. . Do not venture into
darksome places. He will .catch you
bendings!” =

But the boys took mo notice of Lal's
cry. Laughing and shouting, they scram-
biled up. the elippery bank of clay.

“1t's all right, sir!” shouted Arty. “ We
are just going to have a squint at the
hippo 1»

He swung himself over the edge of the
bank. Then he took a step or two for-
ward.

Beyond the edge of the bank there was
a small open space.

This was backed by a thicket of great
hamboos, which swung and rattled lightly
in the night breeze.

“Now, I wonder which way old hippo
went 27 exclaimed Arty, as he advanced
towards the dark shadow of the bamboo
thicket.

The hippopotamus did not leave him
long in doubt.

There was a crash amongst the canes,
and out of the shadow of the bamboos
shot a huge shape like a tank, which
charged at express speed at the shadowy
littl[e‘ogroup of white-clad boys.

3 k out, boys! Hop it!” cried Chip.

There was a rush for the bank,
charging hippopotamus is no joke.

It was Arty who was out of luck.

As he turned to run a lump of greasy
Nile clay, which stuck to the sole of his
rubber shoe, slipped him up, and threw
him as though he were on skates.

He fell face downwards before the huge
shape, which thundered over the hard
ground towards him with a viclous grunt
and a gnashing of tusks.

The boys stocd for 4 second at the edge
of the bank in horror.

It seemed as though it were all up with
Arty.

He would be trampled to death before

. they could do anything.. -

But out of the darkness came the plop
of busted boxing-gloves.

A white shape leaped through the night
in huge bounds. k

It was Horace, the goat!

His head was down and his tail was up,
and he rushed for the fat, armoured sides
of the hippo like a destroyer ramming a
hattieship.

Bang!

It sounded just like the punch of a
giant’s boxing-glove as Horace's head of
bone and horns chargéd into the stomach
of the angry hippopotamus!

(Another magnificent long instalment
of this amazing serial in next Monday's
issue_of the Bovs’ FRIEND. I should be
glad if readers would write and let me
know what they think of this new story.)

THE
STRANDED

SCHOOLBOYSI

A Maghniticent Long Complet
Tale of - 2N
FRANK RICHARDS & CO,,
the Chums of the School in
the Backwoods. )

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

e e

The 1st Chapter.
Roped In.

“1 guess those galoots are looking for
trouble {»

Boh Lawless knitted his brows as he
spoke, .
The chums of Cedar Creek School were
camped by the bapk of a rushing stream
high up in the rocky Cascade Mountains.

Yen Chin, the Chinee, was tending the
camp-fire, and Chunky Todgers was busily
engaged in cooking antelope-steaks,

Frank Richards and Bob and Vere Beau-
clerc were standing by the bank, watching
the swift rush of the waters that rippled
and glistened in the sunshine.

On their left, at a distance of two hun-
dred yards, there was an abrupt fall in
the stream where the waters dashed over
rugged rocks to a lower level,

The roar of the falling waters awoke
incessant echoes in the pine-forests that
clothed the hills.

On the right of the three chums the
stream ran broad and smooth towards the
falls, but the current was swift and strong,
and driftwood whirled past them at a
rapid rate.

Bob Lawless, looking up the stream,
fixed his eyes upon a birch-bark -canoe
that had come into sight,

There were two paddlers in the canoe,
and little could be seen of them so far
but their broad Stetson hats.

The chums of Cedar Creek were rather
surprised to see the canoe in that lonely
recess of the North-Western mountains.

The canoe came on, and apparently the
occupants were unaware of the falls that
lay so near ahead.

“The silly jays!” sald Bob Lawless.
“They must be tenderfeet, and no mis-
- take. They'll be over the falls if they
don’t look spry!” > : =

“ Better call out to them,” said Vere
Beauclere.

“They won't hear at this distance.”

Frank Richards watched the canoe and
its occupants as it came mnearer and be-
came clearer to the view.

He expected.to see men in it—trappers
or miners belonging to the locality ; but
he soon discerned that the. pair were boys.

“Two blessed kids!” said Bob. “What
on earth are they doing up here in the
mountains ¢” -

Frank smiled.

“SYame as us, perhaps—on
n;marked.

< 'Tain’t safe for kids to come to this
section on holiday,” sald Bob. “We can
look after -ourselves, but those two jays
can't. They'll be over the falls, and that's
sudden death, Can't they hear the water,
the jays?”

Bob dput his hands to his mouth, and
shouted with all the force of his lungs.

% Hallo, there! Look out!”

Frank Richards and Beauclerc added
their voices,

For some moments they did not seem
to be heard.

Then one of the canoers looked up and
stared towards them.

As he raised his head the three chums
caught sight of his face under the broad
hat, and they recognised him.

“(tunten!” exclaimed Frank.

“By gum! And the other galool's
Keller !” exclaimed Bob Lawless.

There was no mistake about it. The
two canoers were Gunten and Keller, their
schoolfellows at Cedar Creek.

Frank Richards & Co. were on the worst
of terms with the two Swiss at Cedar
Creek_School ; but they did not think of
that now.

They thought only of the danger of the
canoe,

« Gunten !” shouted Bob, in stentorian
tones. “You duffer! Look out! Can't
you see you're heading for the falls?”.

Bob’s powerful voice sounded through
the roar of the waterfall. g

Kern Gunten started up.

A cigarette dropped from his lips.

The cad of Cedar Creek had been smok-
ing and talking to his companion as he idly
paddied on the mountain stream, oblivious
of the danger ahead,

It now burst on him suddenly.

Standing in the canoe, he stared ahead-
to where the line of dancing foam marked
the rocks over which the stream poured
and thundered. .

His sallow face became white. ,

Keller, observing the peril at the same
time, sat like one stunned, the paddle
idle in his hand.

A skilful canoer, with a nerve of iron,
might have shot.the fall with success,
though the attempt would have been
fraught ' with terrible peril;. but -neither-
Gunten nor Keller was of that sort. .

Both of them were. utterly unnerved by:
the sudden and fearful danger that had
suddenly burst on them,

_“Help!»

'holiday,“ he

That was Gunten’s reply to Bob Law-
less’ shout of warning. -t -
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The canoe was moving faster now,
coming on rapidly towards the spot where
the three chums stood; but it was too
far out in the stream for them to think of
reaching it when it came abreast.

To venture into the water was madness,
for the current would have whirled away
the strongest swimmer in a second.

Frank Richards & Co. stood in dismay.

They could not help the unfortunate
canoers, and the latter evidently could
not help themselves,

The canoe rushed on.

“The rope!” panted Bob at last.
“There's a chance! Get my lasso,
Franky ; and for goodness’ sake, buck up!”

Without stopping to speak, Frank
Richards ran back to the camp, where
Chunky Todgers was still cooking in
placid contentment.

Bob Lawless shouted again to the
canoers : ’

“ Gunten !

“Help!” came the reply.

% Look out, Gunten! I'm going to heave
my lasso when you.come abreast, . Catch
it, and make it fast to the canoe, and we'll
try to pull you ip! Savvy?®”

“Help!” .

Gunten was so terrified by the danger
he had recklessly run into that it was
doubtful if he understood. . -

But it was the only chance of saving
the canoers. . d

The two Swiss began paddling again,
making a desperate attempt to reach the
bank where Bob and Beauclere stood.

But they struggled with the rapid cur-
ren$ in vain.

The canoe whirled on.-

The paddle slipped from Keller's hand,
torn away by the fierce water from his
nerveless grasp.

“Oh, the Bob.
“Franky—"

“ Here you are, Boh!”

¥rank Richards dashed up breathlessly
with the lasso.

The rancher’s son grasped it.

The canoe was almost abreast of the
schoolboys now, but a good twenty yards
out on the turbid stream.

“ Watch out, Gunten!” shouted Bob.

The Swiss made a sign that he under-
stood.

With a steady hand, though his face
was pale, Bob Lawless made the cast, and
the rope uncoiled through the air towards
the caroe.

Bob was a master of the 1asso, and the
cast was unerring. .

The looped rope dropped fairly into the
whirling canoe.

Gunten made a clutch at it, and Keller
at the same moment, and hoth of them
ohtained a grasp on the rope.

If they had been quick and active—and
cool—they could have secured the rope
to the canoe, and the fellows ashore could
have pulled them in,

But they were not cool.

They held frantically on to the rope,
the only link between them and safety,
atmd the canoe whirled on from under their
eet.

Frank and Bob and Beauclerc were
holding on to the lasso with hoth hands,
and it tautened.

As the ‘canoe was swept onward Gunten
and Keller crashed into the water.

For a moment they disappeared from
sight.

But the ﬁull on the rope told that they
were still holding on; and in a moment
their heads appeared on the surface.

“Hold on!” muttered Bob.

The three chums held fast, and - drew
on the rope. ’

The lives of the two Swiss depended
now on their keeping hold of-the rope,
and they were clinging to it like cats.

The rushing current drove them on
towards the falls, but the rope held,
with the result that they swung in
towards the bank lower down the stream.

Frank Richards & Co., still pulling in
the tope,- moved along.the bank,-and in
a-few minutes more Gunten and KeHer
were dragged out. of -the water, drenched,
dripping, and almost fainting.

As they rolled, exhausted, on the rocky
bank, the .canoe "disappeared: over the
falls lower down, to be dashed into a
hundred: pieces on the rocks far below. -

jay!"™ muttered

*  The 2nd Chapter.
Unpleasant Quests.

“That was a close call, I guess,” gasped
Bob Lawless.

Kern Gunten sat up dazedly.

“Safe now, Gunten,” said Frank.

“Oh!” gasped the Swiss, shuddering.

Keller groaned. He was dazed, and still
quivering with terror.

“All 0.K. now,” said Bob Lawless.
“You've had a jolly narrow escape, I
guess."”

“Where's the canoe?” panted Gunten,
as he sbaggered to his feet.

“Over the falls.”

Gunten shivered.

But for Bob Lawless and his rope the
two Swiss would have been over the falls
with the canoe, and lying lifeless under
the foam on the cruel rocks.

“All's well that ends well,” said Frank
Richards comfortingly. *You chaps had
better peel. This sun will dry your
clobber pretty soon. We'll get yon some
blankets.”

“Thanks!” muttered Gunten. »

“You've dropped in just in time for
dinner,” grinned Bob.

Gun and Keller accompanied the
three chums from the bank to the camp.

“I—I say, I believe you fellows have
saved our lives,” muttered Keller.

Bob laughed.

“Not much doubt about that, I guess,”.

he said. ~ “You're welcome. ~Get your
duds off, and get into some blankets
before you catch cold.”

That advice was too good not fto be
taken. .

Gunten and Keller stripped, and rubbed
themselves dry, and then sat down
Elrlagped in blankets while their clothes

ried.

“Dinner's ready!” announced Chunky

Todgers.

“You'll join us, of course, you two?"
said Bob. -

“You bet !” answered Gunten.

“We've lost all our truck iu the canoe.
I guess there’ll be no getting any of it
back.”

“T guess not, nnless you dive under the
waterfall for it.”

““Then we're stranded.”

“Looks like it,” agreed Bob. “We can
stand you grub-stakes, though, till you
get fixed.”

Gunten looked at him very curiously,

Bob Lawless seemed to have forgotten
entirely that the Swiss was his enemy
at school, and to be thinking only of
good-natured hospitality.

That was not Gunten’s way at all, and
he could not understand it—if he had
cared to understand it.

The schoolboy explorers =at down to
an ample dinner round the camp-fire,
and the two Swiss joined them.

Both of them looked glum.

All their “truck ” had gone over the
falls, and they were left in the moun-
tains with nothing but their clothes.

It was not a pleasant situation, aand
the fact that they were dependent on
the hospitality of Frank Richards & Co.
did not make it any more pleasant.

“What are you fellows doing up here?”
asked Bob Lawless while the meal was
going on. “I never expected to see you
in the Cascade Mountains.”

“We came up North-West for our-holi-
day, same as you did,” answered Gunten.
“We were doingfr it in a canoe, though.”

“Good idea—if you knew how to handle
a canoe,” said Bob, with a smile. “A
bit risky otherwise.”

- “I've done a lot of tanoeing,” growled
Gunten. “This country is new to me, of
course. I guess we’re stumped now.
Grub, and clothes, -and tent, and rifles—
all gone over the falls. It’s rotten luck.”

“I guess you were lucky not to go-over
with them.”

“J know that, but that doesn't make
it any better,” grunted the Swiss. “I
wondered whether we should fall in with
your erowd up here. [ never reckoned
it would be-like this, hang it!"

- “Well, ({ou can .get to
Camp, and home from there,” said Bob.
“Or, if you've got the dust, you can

get a new cano¢ there, and buy fresh
truck.” :

“I'm not short ol money,” said Gunten
arrogantly.

“Then you're fixed all right. It only

Last..Chance.

foreign trash,” said Chunky,

Qunten and Keller held frantically on to the rope, the only link between them and oafety, and the
canoe_ whirled from under their feet.

means a tramp to Last Chance. You
can buy anything you want there, il
you've got the dust.”

“How far is it?”

“About twenty miles® following this
valley and the lower trail.”

“Twenty miles on foot, in this kind of
country! Oh, gum!'”

“I wish we had hosses to lend you,”
said Bob. “But we've only got our own
gees and the pack-mule. But we'll fix
you up with grub, anyhow, and give
you your bearings. Stay here till to-
morrow, and start at dawn, and you'll
land in Last Chance by dark.”

“Twenty miles in a day, in this
country!” said Gunten. “That's rather
too big an order for me.” :

“Blest if I see what. you'll do, then,
unless you roll down the mountain.”

Gunten grunted, and was silent.

Dinner  finished, Chunky ‘Fodgers
rolled himself under a tree, to take a
nap, as was his custom.

Gunter and - Keller changed from the
blankets into their elothes, which had
tﬂ!ried now, between the sun and the
re. .

Gunten turned a cigarette-case out of
his pocket, and muttered a curse as he
found the contents soaked with water.

“You galoots got anything to smoke?”
he asked. - .

“No!" answered Frank Richards curtly.

Gunten sneered.

“gtill keeping up the high-falnting
game in the mountains?” he asked.
“What for? Miss Meadows can't spot
you here, 1 guess.”

“Oh, rats!”

“If you'd been looking after your
canoe, instead of smoking, your truck
mightn’'t have gone over the fall,” said
Bob Lawless.

“Thanks! When I want a sermon 1'll
ask for one, Lawless.”

Bob's eyes gleamed, but he made no
rejoinder.

The Swiss was a guest in the camp,
and Bob resolved to bear with him as
patiently as he could till he took his de-
parture.

“You fellows staying in this spot long?”
Gunten asked, after a long pause.

“We were going on to-day,” answercd
Bob; “but if you're staying over the
night we'll stay.” .

“Look here,” said Gunten, “we’ll join
you in your trip, if you like.”

“Oh!" said Bob.

“We can get horses from somewherc,”
said Gunten. “In fact, you could lend
me a mount to ride down to Last Chauce
and buy a couple of gees. I've got the
money. I could sell them again in the
Thompson Valley when I get home. 1
guess I've had enough of canoeing. What
do you say?”

Frank Richards & Co. looked rather
uncomfortable. '

They did not want the company of
Gunten and Keller, whom they did not
like, and who, they knew, disliked them
intensely.

They were sorry for Gunten's disaster,
but that was really no reason why the
two Swiss should plant themselves on
the party in this way.

“Well?” said Gunten.

“I guess we'll ask you to excuse us,
Gunten,” sald Bob candidly. “We don’t
pull together, you know, and it would
only end in a row sooner or later. We'll
help you all we can, but we can’t travel
together.” )

“Dash it all, Gunten, we're always row-
ing at school,” said ¥Frank Richards.
“You don't want our company.”

“Any port in a storm,” said Gunten,
with a sneer.

“Well, if you put -it on that footing,
you can hardly expect us to agree,” said
Bob Lawless tartly.

“No wantee Guntee,” murmured Yen
Chin. “Guntee haddee fellee. We good
fellee. Oh, yes!”

“You've. got a dashed heathen with
* gaid Gunten, “and that fat pig,
Todgers—" -

“Hallo!” exclaimed Chunky Todgers,
who was apparently sleeping with one ear
open. “What's that, Gunten?”

“Oh,_you're awake, are you? I called
you a fat pig.” )

“Well, I'd rather he a fat pig than
“And if you
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don’t mend your manners, Gunten, 'l

give you a black eye 19 carry away
with you,” '

“Get a move on, then!” said Gunten
eontemptuously.

Chunky sat up.

“1 guess I will, if you want it!” he ex-
elaimed.

“Well,
Swiss.

Chunky Todgers jumped np in great
wrath.

“Chuck it, Chunky!” said Bob. “You're
not going to fight Gunten. There’s not
going to be anﬁ fighting here.”

“Look here, Bob—"

“Go to sleep, old chap. If Gunten
fights anybody, it’'s going to be me!”
said Bob.

“Oh, all right!” yawned Chunky Tod-

why don’t you?” sneered the

gers. “Give him one in the eye for me,
Bob. T don’t mind.” .

And Chunky curled up on a bearskin
again.

Bob Lawless turned to the Swiss.

“Now, you'd better draw in your horns,
Gunten,” said Bob very quietly. “I don’t
want to row with you, as you're a guest
here, in a way, but if you're spoiling for
a ﬂzilt I'm ready to oblige you.”

Gunten shrugged his shoulders.

Evidently he was not spoiling for a fight
with Bob Lawless. . .

Gunten and Keller moved away again,
scowling together,

‘The 3rd Chapter.
Stranded!

The holiday-party from Cedar Creek
remained camped in the upland valley
that aftermoon, on account of the two
unexpected guests.

1t had been Frank Richards & Co.’s
intention to move on westward, but: it
was left now till the morning to “pull
up stakes.”

When the night fell on the valley the
party gathered round the camp-fire, fed
with branches and pine-cones, and glow-

g merrily.

At -supper Gunten and Keller seemed
to throw off their resentful mood, and
they became a good deal more agreeable,

Kern Gunten chatted away quite plea-
santly, and gave the schoolboy explorers
the impression that hie was not so 1ill-
t,cmperw thankless n fellow as he bad
appeared.< Py oty

Night lay dark on the mountains, and
ihrough the gloom came the sound of
the falling waters from the cascade near
at hind. .

Close by the camp the horses and the
pack-mule were tethered on the trail-
ropes, and lying at rest.

Bob Lawless rose from his seat on a
log at last.

“Time to turn in!’ he remarked.

“My wateh first!” said Frank Richards,

Kern Gunten gave them a sharp look.

“You keep wateh at night?” he asked.

“You bet!” answered Bob.

“But surely there’s no danger here?”

“Can’t be too careful in the hills,
There are a gond many horse-thieves in

this section.  This isn’t the Thompson
Valley, you know. We're in the North-
West now.”

Gunten’s brow clouded for a moment,

“Well, I guess it's just as well to be
careful,” he agreed. “You take it in
turns, 1 suppose?”

“Correet !”

“we'll take our turns, then, while we're
with you.”

“Oh, that's all right!” said Bob geod-
naturedly. “You fellows get a good
slecp. You've a long walk before you
to-morrow. We can keep watch,”

“But we’d rather stand our share!” said
Keller anxiously.  “We don't want to
gleep while you fellows are staying awake.
It's not fairl”

Bob Lawless hesitated.

“J suppose you can trust us to keep
awake?” said Gunten rather disagreeably.
“Look here, Keller and I will keep one
wateh together, if you like. Dash it all,
we're simply not going to snooze all the
time while you chaps do sentry-go!"

“Well, if you like, of eourse,” said Bob.

“It’s only fair,” said Gunten.

“Right you are, then!”

“Which wateh will you take, then?”
asked Frank Richards. .

“Well, suppose you call us at midnight,”
faid ‘Gunten. “Then we'll take a couple
of hours.”

“You'd really do better to get a good
rest before your tramp to-morrow,” said
Vere Beauclerc.

“What rot! You're going on the trail
to-morrow. 1 suppose we don't need any
more rest than you do.”

Beauclere smiled without replying.

In point of fact, the two Swiss were not.
by any means so fit as the Canadian
gehoolboys, and were not equal to rough-
ing it as they did. -

But Gunten was allowed to have his
way.

Yen Chin eyed him rather curiously
while he was speaking, with a peculiar
gleam in his almond eyes.

Neither Yen Chin nor Chumky Todgers
shared in keeping wateh, as a rule.

The three chums preferred to rely upon
themselves; and Chunky, at least, could
never be depended on to keep awake.

Frank Richards took first watch, and
the rest of the party rolled themselves in
their blankets and stretched. themselves
on the ground, with their feet to the fire.

They were aslteep in a very few minutes.
Frunk, sitting on a boulder close by the

(Continued from the previous page.)

camp, with his rifle on his knecs, remained
on the watech, At the approach of mid-

night, however, he rose, and shook
Gunten: by the shoulder.

The Swiss started up.

“Your turn,” said Frank, *“But if you'd

rather stick to your hlankets, Gunten, I'll
call Boh.”

“1 %uess not,” said Gunten, rising and
stretching himself, with a yawn. “Fgir's
fair, you w. Come on, Keller!”

He sheok his companion, and Keller
TOSC.

Frank Richards was glad enough to rol}
himself in his blanket and sleep, and in a
few minutes his eyes were soundly sealed.

Gunten and Keller sat on a log near at
hand, wide awake, and eertainly watch-
ful, "hut their watchfulness, cyriously
enough, was directed towards the- sleep-
ing schoolboys.

They spoke occasionally in low whispers.

Kern Gunten rose to his feet at last,

“ All 0.K., Keller !” he whispered, almogt
inaudibly.

Keller caught him by the arm,

“Let up!” he breathed, .

“ What's the trouble?»

“The Chinee’s awake!” breathed
Keller. “He’s watching ust”

Kern Gunten drew a quick breath.

He glanced towards Yen Chin, who was
rolled in a blanket within a few yards,
half seen in the flicker of the dying camp-

re.

The little Celestial was motionless.

Gunten listened intently.

“He’s asleep, like the rest, Keller,” he
whispered at last.

Keller’s grip tightened on bis com-
panion’s arm.

“T tell you he’s awake!” he muttered.
“I caught the firelight on his face for a
second, and his eyes were open. He don't
trust us, Gunten, and he's watching, sure.”

(tunten gritted his teeth hard, =

The little Chinee’s face was hidden in
shadow, apd Gunten fixed his eyes upon
the spot,gaitiug for the next leap of the
dying flame,

It came, and for a moment Yen Chin's
face was visible.

The eyes were closed, as if in slumber,

Gunten breathed with relief,

“He's fast asleep,” heswhispered. “You
were mistaken, Keller; He's as safe as
the rest. Why shouldn’t he be?»

“He's a suspicious little hound. I saw
him watching you when you were propos-
ing to take watch.”

“It's all 0.K., I tell you.

“] guess——" )

“J tell you it's all right!” muttered
Gunten impatiently, “We want
good gtart before they wake, Come on!

Keller' yielded to his companion, and
rose from the log. ~

With noiseless footsteps the two Swiss
backed-away from the fire in the direction
of the staked-out horses. s

The fire died down again, and all was"
gloom. +

Then Yen Chin, the Chinee, moved, and
his almond eyes opened very wide indeed.
His head was slightly raised, and he
peered through the darkness,

Dark as it was now round the camp,
he could see that Gunten and Keller were
no longer seated on the log.

His eyes glittered, and he sat up quietly,

From the direction of the horses there
came a sound of movement and the snort
of a horse. )

Yen Chin rose. on his knees, and moved
quietly towards Frank Richards and shook
him gently by the shoulder,

‘“Flanky !* he whispered.

Frank Richards’ eyes opened. P

Yen Chin placed a finger on his mouth
before he could speak, and Frank gazed
up at him in the gioom, amazed.

“No talkee!” murmygred Yen Chin,
“Baddee foleign tlash steal hossee. Me
no tlustee foleign tlash; keepee watchee,
Guntee and Kellee go takee way hossee,
Oh, yes!»

Frank Richards started violently.

He threw off the Celestial’s hand, and
sat ug, throwing aside his blanket.

Such treachery seemed incredible, even
on the part of Gunten and Keller, rogues
as he knew them to be.

“Flanky, listen!” muttered the Chinee,

Frank listened.

The fire had died down more darkly,
and he eould see little but the vague shape
of the pine-trees and the great rocks.

But from the direction of the tethered
horses sounds came faintly.

. The horses were being loosened from the
tether.

Frank Richards sprang to his feet, his
eyes gleaming with anger and indignation.

As he did so Keller came back towards
the camp.

He was heading for the saddles and
bridles, which were heaped near the fire,

His intention was plain enough,

Come on!»

to get o & He fired
1”1 the thought of

The trail- ges had been ynfastened, and
Gunten bad the horses in band ; but bridies
and a conple of saddles were wanted by
the young rascals,

Frank Richards kicked the fire, and a
gust of e shot up from the embers,
lighting up the camp. "

Keller started back with a ery.

“You rascal!” shouted Frank. “What
are youn doing ?”

He ran angrily towards the Swiss.

Keller, with a gasping cry, ran back into
the darl'mess, calling :

“Look out, Gunten!”

In the blaze.of the revived fire Gunten
was visible for a moment, holding the
trail-ropes in a bunch, with the five horses |
attached. . 7

But the flame died down, and the dark-
ness swallowed him again. .

Frank ran on in the gloom, close behind
Keller.

He overtook the gasping Swiss, and
seized him by the shoulder.

“You rotten cad!” he panted. i

Keller turned on him desperately, his
hand elutehing up a loose rock. :

©; !

Frank Richards gave a cry as the rock
crashed on his chest, sending him spinning

kwards, A

He fell heavily to the earth.

Bob and Beauclere, and even Chunky
Todgers, were wide awake now, and on
their feet, calling out to know what was
the matter,

As Frank Richards fell Keller ran on
and joined his comrade,

“Vamoose !” he panted.

Gunten was already running, leading
the five horses after him; and Keller ran
with him.

There was no time then to think of
saddles or bridles.

Bob Lawless uttered a shout as he heard
the trampling of hoofs from the darkness,

“The hosses! They're loose!”

“ Where's Frank?”?

“Flanky hele!” called out Yen Chin.
The little Chinee was on his knees by
Frank Richards' side. “Flanky hur¢!”

“ What ?”

Bob and Beauclerc rushed to the spot,
almost stumbling over them in the gloom.
Frank staggered to his feet, panting.

“They’ve taken the horses!” he gasped.
“ Gunten and Keller! Keller knocked me
over with a rock!” 3

Tramp, tramP, tramp! )

Down the valley, hidden from sight, the
ringing hoofs could be heard, receding
farther every moment.

Bob Lawless gave a yell of wrath.

«“Halt, you coyotes!” he roared.
% Gunten, bring those hosses back, or I'll
fire after you!»

He had his rifle in his hand, and he
threw it to his shoulder as he called.

There was no reply save the jingling of
hoofs on the rocks.

v;s ; S goodaa word.
%. *how ever, ‘mim'i?wgs‘
the two rascally Bwiss, that made bim do

§0.
The report of the rifle rang among the
rocks with a thousand echoes, ;

“Come on!” muttered Bob. i

He rushed- in pursuit, guided Hy {the
sound of the-hoofs, with Beauclerc and
Chunky Todgers at his heels, breathing
wrath and vengeance,

-Frank Richards followed more slowly.

. He was aching and breathless il;om the
heavy blow he had reeeived.

But the trampling hoofs receded farther
and farther.

The chums could guess that Keiler and
Gunten were mounted now, and on foot
they had no chance against. the horses,

It was risky .enough to ride unbridled
horses in the darkness, but the way down
the valley lay clear for some miles, as
Gupten had observed during the day.

Farther on there was a rocky descent,
where it would be necessary to dismount.
But there the 8wiss would he far out of
reach.

Bob Lawless halted at last.

“No go!” he said abruptly. “We can’t
overtake them on foot. Let’'s get hack
to camp!”

And the cbums of Cedar Creek, in a
furious mood, returned to the camp-fire,

The 4th Chapter.
Neck or Nothing!

There was no more sleep for Frank
Richards & Co. that night,

They replenished the fire, and sat down
by it to discuss the situation, ’

Gunten and Keller had taken away the
horses of the whole party, leaving only
the pack-mule, a useful animal enough,
but useless for pursuing the amateur
horse-thieves.

“The sneaking coyotes!” said Bob Law-
less between his teeth. “I guess Gunten
had this in his mind all the time when he
was groposing to take his turn at keeping
watch.”

“We oughtn't to have trusted him,»
said Beauclere.

“Well, who'd have thought of a

he horses,*rather -than.

Yen Chin grinned. 5

“Me tinkee,” he said. “No tlustee

ntee. Me watchee, wakee Flanky.
Oh, yes, Chinee vellee clevee ole laseald™
) 'liob grinned.

“We're stranded,” he went on, “Of
eourse, those galoots don’t mean to steal
the hosses. Even Gunten would draw a
line at that, I recken. They’ve horrowed
them, and left us stranded. They didn’t
want to.walk to Last Chanee to-morrow;
and they did want te play us a rotten
trick. 1 guess they’ll leave the critters
at Last Chance for us—if they get there!
Like a silly jay, I told Gunten all about

| the trails, and how to get there, bother

him!” Boh gritted his teeth. *“Fancy
Pplaying a trick like this on us, after we
yanked them out of ihe river, and saved
their worthless skins!”

“Guntee velly bad fellee!” said Yen
Chin, *“And me no tinkee gettee hack

see.”

“You young ass, Gunten wouldn't dare
to steal them!” said Beauclerc.

“No gettee back, allec samee, When
(Juntee done with hossee, turnee loose, me
tinkee. Oh, yes!”

“My hat!” murmured Frank Richards.

Bob Lawless nodded.

“That Gunten would attempt to sell the
horses, like a professional horse-thief, was
not probable. He was none too honest,
but he had the consequences to fear.

But it was only too probable that he
would turn the animals loose to wander,
perhaps intending to explain later that
they had got loose by accident.

In that case, he wonld only have to
answer for -a practical joke; but the
eftect would be the same for the chums,
who would be stranded in the mountains
without their horses—to sav nothing of
their value.

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” said Beauclerc
at last. “Gunten’s rotter enough for any-
thing. 1I'm afraid he don't mean us to
see the horses again.”

Bob lawless was thinking hard.

He did not speak for some time, and
his chums were silent.

“1 guess it’s 80,” said Bob, at length.
“We've got to get th: hosses hack, or
make up our minds to it. We can’t run
them down, and there's no trail on the
rocks. We’ve got to head them off.”

“Head them off!” repeated Frank.

“Sure! They're bound to make for
Last Chance. it’s the only settlement in
this part of the mountains, and they're
lost otherwise. They've got uo grab, and
only the clothes they stand up in. When
they get to the end of this valley they’ll
have to go slow m the dark; it's a
dangerous trail. Last Chance Camp is
five hundred feet lower down than this
valley, 1 guess we can head them off, but
we shall have to wait for morning.”

“ Bt

“The cam{)’s twenty miles,” said Bob.
“That’s by the trails. But in a straight
line three miles would take us into the
trail g bit- out of the camp, Only it
means._climbing n !hwtvsh yough
mountain, through-the pine forest, with

our neek pay for it if you make a
glip. You fellows game?” e,
“Phew" Frank. .

lt ¥ e
e or lose ifie Tiosses,” said.

_“We're game,” said Beauclerc quietly;
and Frank Richards modded.

The three chums were grave enough as
they made their preparations for the
| adventure.

But they did not hesitate.

As soon as the first rays of dawn
gleamed down on the mountains they
started.

Boh Lawless was the guide ; his unerring
instinet in wooderaft was the only guide
- they had.

Gunten and Keller, with the horses,
were certain to follow the path Boh had
explained to them, to get to the eamp.

Horses could not have gone down the
step hillside directly. It was dangerous
enough on foot. But it was possible.

From the high uplands where the
schoolboys had camped the descent, in a
direct line, was rough and precipitous,
by sloping ecliffs and yawning crevices,
shadowed by scrubby pine.

The three chums plunged into the pine-
wood, and the descent commenced, Bob
Lawless leading the way.

In places the descent was so steep
that they had to eling to rocks and to
thickets, to avoid rolling down; and in
other places they forced their way
through tangled thickets, with scratched
hands and torn clothes.

But they kept on steadily as the sun
rose higher in the sky.

They were able to look down into the
lower walley at Jast, where the trail
la& to the eamp, worn by countless hoofs.
., By that trail Gunten was hound to pass
if he was heading for Last Chance.

“I guess we're well ahead of the
thieves,” said Bob breathlessly. *“With
the hosses they had fifteen miles to
cover, to get as far as the trail yonder.
And I caleulate they wouldn't ride fast
in the dark and not knowing the country.

treacherous trick like this?”

More likely they waited jor daylight once
they were safe out of our reach.”

T
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“More likely,” agreed Frank.

The three chums clambered and
forced their way through the last thicket
of spruce, and reached thc open trail
through the valley.

There they sat down to rest.

They were very nearly exhausted by the
rough clamber down the mountain-side,:
and glad of a chance of getting their’
breath. .

The sun rose higheér on the hills, as
they sat and watched the trail, |
.1t was two hours before they heard a
jingling of horses’ hoofs.

Ay Bob had surmised, the amateur
horge-thieves had deferred their ride till’
daylight, ‘after once putting a good,
distance “between . themselves and Franki
Richards & Co. ..

Bob Lawless ros¢, and drew his com-
rades into.the cover of a lump of pines.

“1 guess it’s our galoots!” he said.

The chums of Cedar Oreek watched the
trail between the trees. The jingling
hoofs eame nearer, and they recoguised:
Gunten and Ketler.

As the two riders eame abreast of the:
trees Frank Richards & Co. rushed out
into the trail.

Before Gunten and XKeller even knew’
what was happening they were scized and
dragged from the ponies’ baeks.

Bump, bump!

With loud yeclls the two Swiss fanded
on the ground.

They sat up dazedly, hardly bhelieving’
their eyes as they saw the threce chums
standing over them.

“You!” stuttered Keller.

i

“You!” gasped (funten. “How did you
get here?”

“I guess we got ahead of you, you
pesky coyote!” roared  Bob lawless.

“Take the ponies, Cherub.

the other hosses, Gunten?”
“They—they got loose-—"
“You turned them loose, you mean,”

Where are

said Bobh. "I guess we shall have a hunt
aorbt;}lenl. But you’re going through it
rst.

He took ome of the trail-ropes, and
coiled it grimly. '

Gunten and Keller watched him
apprehensively, and as Bob stepped to-
wards them they made a sudder rush to
escape. Frank and Beauclerc eollared
them promptly. i

" Stiek 'ein on the trail!” said Bob.

The two Swiss, quivering with appre-,
hension, was ﬂung face down on the trail,
and held there. Then Bob Lawlcss got to
work with the trail-rope.

Gunten and Keller yelled wildly, as the
coiled rope descended upon them in turns.

Boh Lawless was impartial. He gave
them equal punishment, and he laid it
on till his stout arm was aching. !

y that time, however, Gunten and
Keller were aching a good deal more than
Bob's 1:1;21, :ﬂ,‘; their‘wlid yfnlle bhad died
awa gasping and groaning.

I’ guess tha%’%llﬂ do!” panted Bob at
last. .t:g‘ou’d bef:::l‘ think twicc before
you -hoss-s again, you pesky,
coyotes!  Now Jight ount, before 1 give

Gunten and Keller staggered to their

made a threatening. gesture
with the trail-rope they started, and went
.gmplng away down the trail, stiil

2. s
With gl their cuning. the two young
rascals had not escaped the walk m
camp, after all. : a

‘you some more!”

“Now I guess we've got to round up-..

the other hosses,” said Bob.Lawless, “I
reckon we shall find them on the trail
somewhere. You'll have to ride double
with the Cherub, Franky. I'in the
heaviest.”

The three schoolboys mounted the two
ponies, and  started in .the . direction
whence Gunten and Keller had come. )

Yen Chin’s pony and Chunky’s little fat
steed were sighted a short distance up
the trail, and soon rounded in. :

Gunten had brought them a good
distance from the camp in the hills before
letting them loose; but in that he had
unconsciously played into the hands of
the Cedar Creek fellows.

But Beauclerc’s black horse., Demon,
was not to be seen.

Till noon the three chums hunted for
him, but without success, and at last
they took their way up the mountain
paths to the camp.

“T guness we'll find the critter later,
Cherub,” said Bob comfortingly.

Chunky Todgers eame to meet them as
they drew near the camp at last.

“Got the other critters?” asked
Chunky. “Oh, good! Demon's come
back !

“Come back!” exclaimed Beauclere,

“Yes; he .trotted in on his own,”

grinned Chunky. “Got a lot of sense, that
hoss. There he is, Cherub.” :
There was a whinny, and the black.
horse came trotting up to greet his'
master.
Beauclerc’s face was very bright as he’
fondled his horse. ¢
“Good old gee:” rald Bob Lawless.!
“No wonder we eouldn’t find him on the|
trails when he’d come home on his own
accord. You ought to have thought orl
that, Cherub.” !
“I ought!” agreed Beauclerc, with a.
laugh. : i
“Dinner’s ready,” sald Chunky. “I
thought I'd get it ready. I've had mine,
but I'll have another with you chaps,
just to keep you company, you know,”
“Ha, ha, ha!” | i
Frank Richards & Co. enjoyed that
dinner. !
They felt that they had earned it. And
two young raseals, lmping wearily on the.
trail to Last Chance, still smarting from
Bob’s trail-rope, were very far from en.
joying themselves.
THE END,
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The 1st Chapter.
‘The Schoolboy QGardeners.

“Wire in, you fellows!®

Thus Bob Travers, the captain of the
Fourth Form at Redclyfle School.

A crowd of juniors were congregated on
the school allotments, armed with spades
and forks,

Some months back the Redclyfians had
spent many busy hours in planting
potatoes.

The time bad now arrived, however, for
them to be dug up and stored during the
winter,

Hence the reason why the juniors were
now gathered on the school allotments,
with their sleeves turned up, ready for
work.

The Fourth Form had a piece of ground
all to themselves.

Speculation as to the result of their
eftorts had been wery rife since the sowing
of the potatoes, and the Fourth-Formers
were particularly anxious to turn over
the ground.

Bob Travers’ order to “wire in” was
obeyed with alacrity.

Enthusiasm was at a high pitch, and it
was not long before hundreds of atoes

were lying in heaps on the g , ready
to he carried off to their storing-place.
“My hat!” exclaimed Dicky Turner, as

he straightened his back and wiped the
perspiration from his forehead. “I never
expected such a erop as this!?

w Neither did 1,” agreed Bob Travers.
“We sha'n't starve while we've got that
lot. 1 guess Kaiser Bill would tear his
bair if he saw us now. Starve us out!

. Why, the Huns couldn’t do it in a million

years!”»

“No fear!” sald Dieky. “We'd eat

spuds morning, noon, and night rather {

than give the Germans best !?
. “Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Bob.. “There
isn’t much likelihood of that happening,
old son. I guess the Pourth Form have
done their bit to whack the Hun. The
fellows are sticking it well.”

Dicky Turner cast his eyes round the
allotments, and nodded in approval.

“ Hear, hear!” he said. “But I say,
Bob, that cad 'Wilson is slacking a bit.
Better give him a shout.”

“Wilsen?” said Bob- quietly, looking
over the group of amateur gardenmers.
“I , I see him! Wilson!” he
called out, in a loud voice.

The cad of the Fourth was leaning idly
on his spade some twenty to thirty yards
away. .

His brows were knitted in a disagree-
able frown, and his eyes were fixed on a
small village boy who was walking slowly
along the lane leading to the school gates.

Whether Wilson heard Bob's shout or
not, he made no reply.

“T'll soon wake him wup!” declared
Dicky Turner, picking up a potato and
hurling it through the air,

Bift!

The potato landed full in the cad’s chest,
causing him to utter an exclamation and
stagger backwards.

Bob Travers and his chums burst into
a roar of laughter.

Wilson glared at them malevolently.

“Don’'t slack, Wilson!” said Bobh
Travers, “There’s a lot to be done yet!”

“Rot !” growled the cad disdainfully.
“ 1 reckon it's disgraceful that we should
be compelled to do menial work of this
sort !?

“Don't be such a rotter!” exclaimed
Dicky Turner wrathfully, “Do your bit
to whack the Hun!”

“Don't talk piffle!” exclaimed Wilson
disagreeably. “It's a bit too thick! We
pay to come to the school, and then have
to work like blessed niggers! The Head
ought to be sacked for it! Why the
dickens couldn’t lhe pay some labourers
to do the job?”

“¥or the simple reason that most of
the labourers are in the Army,” cried
Dicky Turner, “and fighting for chaps like
you! Wire in, you ead, or I'll bift
another spud at you!”»

“ shall please myself what I do!” said
Wilson deflantly. “You— allo!
What does old Merks want ?”

The school porter was ambling slowly
towards the allotments, followed by the
village youngster whom Wilson had
‘!watched so intently strolling along the
ane.

“Cheer-ho, Merks!” sang ount Dicky
Turner, with a wave of the hand. “Collar
a fork, and dig up a few spuds!”

The porter grinned amiably.

“Which as I shall be pleased to do so
when I've delivered this ’ere letter to
Mister Wilson,” said the old porter,

“ Wilson?” exclaimed Dicky.

% Yes,” said Merks. ©This young féller
‘ere 'as brought a note for Mister Wilson,’

and 'e wants an answer hat omce. Can
you tell me where I can find— @h,
1 spot him !”

The old porter caught sight of the dis-

agreeable-looking cad at that moment,
and he strode slowly towards him.

Bob Travers & Co, watched him go,
and they watched, too, a scared expres-
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sion which sudde;
la as he took
They were gomewhat surprised, but they
vould, bave been more surprised could
they have read the message which the
cad.bad just received.
For this is how it rant

“Dere Mister Wilson,—I'm very sorry,
but Pink Eye as lost. I didn't think it
would ‘appen for on¢ moment, but it as,
and I must ask you to pay up to-night.
Plese meet me to-night outside the skool

ates at eleven. You owe me twenty-two

b.—Yours truly, BiLL DoSHER.

«p.8,—Plesc tell hearer if I can expeck
you.”

As Wilson read the note for a third time
fhe cojour gradually slipped away from
“his face.

«] ‘opes as it ain’t had news, Master
Wilson?” muitered the old porter, in
sympathy.

«J—I—> faltered the cad. “Noj it's
nothing much.” He turned to the viilage
youngster. “Tell him *all right,’” he
added, at the same time crumpling the
letter up in his hand.

The villager moved off, and the old
g‘cr)rter turned in the direction. of Bob

avers & Co.

Wilson remained, with one hand on the
handle of his spade, gazing vacantly in
front of him.

“Q@reat Scott!” exclaimed Jack Jack-
son. “ Wilson looks pretty sick, doesn’t
he? Surely he hasn't received bad news!»

“ Well, he appears to be a bit scared,”
said Bob Travers. “I'll go and ‘ask him.
I—— My hat! He'll be knocked over in
a minute if he's not careful, Look out,
Wilson, you duffer!”

. :lut Bob’s warning came a little too
ate. :

Wilson's thonghts had been dwelling on
the message from William Dosher, a booky
maker” with a shady reputation, and a
frequenter of the Plough and Harrow, a
disreputable inn in the village.

Thus the cad did not observeé that
several of the schoolboy gardemers were
working towards him.

Neither did he see that the juniors’ in-
tentions were to collide with him and
send him sprawling on the ground as a
punishment for slacking.

Wilson uttered a startled ejaculation
as two juniors: ecollided with him, and,
losing his balance, he staggered with out-
stretched hands to the soft earth.

At the same moment several spadesful
of earth were hurled in his direction, and
as he sprawled on the ground they landed
on his right hand, completely hiding it
from view.

In falling Wilson had released his hold
on the note from William Dosher, and it
became buried in the earth.

The cad was about to scramble up and
search for the note when, with a smile on
his face, Bob Travers strode up.

“Let- me give you a hand,” he said in
a friendly voice. “I hope that note you
received didn’'t contain bad news?”

“It's no concern of yours if it did!”
growled the cad. “Besides, I shouldn’t
come to you for sympathy! T'm hanged if
I'm going to do any more rotten digging
after this!»

“Don’t be a rotter!” said Bob. “Pile in
for the sake of the Form!”

“Hang the Form!” said Wilson, moving
away from the juniors. *“I refuse to touch
a spade again! You ecan do what you
like! You can complain to the Head for
all I care! But even he won't make me
dig up a lot of rotten potatoes if I don't
want to!”

“My hat !" exclaimed Dicky hotly. “Let’s
pile into the cad and make him stick it!”
“No; let him go,” said Bob Travers.

o L

«B

ecame over Wilson's
note and -read its

“He's probably upset by the note he's
just had,” said Bob sympathetically. “It
may have contained bad news, you know.”

*“Oh, it’s just like you, Bob!” said
Dicky, with a hopeless gesture. “You're
a jolly sight too sympathetic! Why—"

“Better wire in with the digging,
My!" interposed Bob, with a grin.
“We've wasted a bit too much time, and
—— Hallo! What’s up with that ass,
Bunny "

Bunny, the duffer of the Fourth, was
kneeling on the ground, grovelling in the
earth with both hands.

The juniors roared with laughter as
they saw him.

“What's the matter, Bunny, you ass?”
exclaimed Dicky Turner. “Can't you find
the spuds?”

Bunny looked round. There was a very
serious look on his round face.

“I am not trying to find the potatoes,”
he said simply. *“I am looking for a

sovereign,” X .
“Sovereign!”  exclaimed Dicky in
amazement. “What——"

“It was a sovereign my papa gave me
to keep for luek,” he said. “I've always
.earried it in my waistcoat-pocket, for fear
of losing it. And now——"

“Now you've lost it!" said Dicky
Turner, with a grin. “Perhaps it's gone
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off to exchange itself for a War Savings
Certificate.” .
“Really, my dear Turner,” said Bunny
innocently, “I fail to see how you deduce
that. The sovereign must have fallen out
of my pocket whilst I was digging, and

“Artful little beggar!” said . Dicky
Tarner, endeavouring to look serious, but
failing in the attempt. *“Fancy it doing
that, you know!”

“Oh, come away, Dicky!” urged Bob
Travers. “Leave Bunny to look for his
quid. We shall never get all these spuds
dug up if we don’t hurry up!”

“Oh, all right!” said Dicky; and he
recommenced digging operations.

Right up till dusk the juniors continued
their task, and the result of their efforts
was one that they had every reason to
be proud of. .

Piles and piles of potatoes wére carried
to the storehouse, and at length, weary
after their labours, they made tracks for
{,_heir studies in order to do their prepara-

ion.

‘The 2nd Chapter.
Mr. Chambers® Capture.
“I cap't find it!”
Bunny made the remark as he entered

Study No. 6.
Bob Travers, Turner, and Jackson were

With stealthy movements Bunny next
wended-his way in the direction of the
lower passage.

To shift back the catch of a window
and open the latter was the work of an
instant, and a little later Bunny was out
in the quadrangle, and scudding towards
the school allotments.

After tlashing the light of the electric-
torch about for a few minutes-the duffer
at last located the spot where he thought
he had lost his lucky sovereign.

Then Bunny started once again a dili-
gent search for the coin, quite unaware
of the fact that he was not the only
junior missing from the Fourth. Form
dormitory that night.

Wilson, the cad of the Fourth, departed
about a quarter of an hour after the
duffer, but he no intention of
journeying to the allotments.

He climbed over the wall at the side
of the school, and was soon. pacing up
and down outside the school gates.

It was very dark, apd Wilson could not
see distinctly more than a yard or so in
front of him.

Nevertheless, as he heard the sound of
footsteps, and caught sight of a dim
figure in the gloom, he guessed that Mr.
William Dgsher was approaching him.

" The raseally bookmaker strode up, and
gave a grunt as he observed the junior.

“Qh, you've come, ‘'ave yer?’ he
growled. “I'm sorry about that there
hoss, but—"

“8o am I!” interrupted Wilson. “You
told me it was.bound to win!”

“1 didn't!” snapped Mr. Dosher. “I
said it ought to win. And so it ought
to ’ave done. 'Ow was 1 to know that
the blessed bit o’ catsmeat ’ad gone lame?

Confound it! I've lost a nice bit o’
money over it, too! Where's that thirty
bob—eh?”

“Twenty-two !” corrected Wilson. *You
said twenty-two in your letter.”

“What do I care what I said in the
letter!” growled Dosher. “I say thirty
now, and it’s thirty bob I'm going to
‘ave! Now, ’and it over!”

“I—I can't!” faltered Wilson. “I've
only got twenty-two shillings, and—"

“Well, give me that!” snapped the
bookmaker. “I'll get on with that. You
can pay me the other eight bob in a day
or two.”

Wilson obeyed the command.

Tho cad lost his balance, and several spadesful of earth were hurled

in his direction.

As he sprawied to the ground, the earth smothered

his right hand, completely hiding it from view.

working away hard at their prep, and
they looked up at the duffer’s statement.

“Can’t find what?” asked Dicky Turner.

“My sovereign!” said the dufler, with a
sigh. “I have searched the ground most
carefully, but my eflorts remain unre-
warded.”

“Well, T should chuck it, if I wcre
you!” said Dicky humorously, “These
sovereigns have gol a mnasty hahit of
hiding away from you.”

“I was wondering whether any of you
have an electric-torch which you could
lend me,” remarked Bunny, “so that I
can continue my search.”

“What!” exclaimed Bob Travers. “You
want.to go on searching to-night?”
. “That is my desire.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Bob. “You take

my advice, my son, and get on with your
prep. Old Chambers will come dewn on
you like a thousand of bricks if you don’t
get it done!”

“Surely he will excuse me if he knows
I've been searching for my lucky sove-
reign!” said Bunny.

“I bet you he won’t!" declared Bob
Travers, “You don’t know Chambers as
well as we do. Leave the elusive quidlet
till the mérning, and start on your prep.”

“Very well,” said the dufler; and he
sat down at the table. .

But Bunny had no intention of leaving
the search until the morning.

The duffer went to bed with the rest
of the School House juniors, but, although
he feigned to sleep, he did not actually

do _so.

Half-past ten tolled out from the elock
in the old tower. :

A moment or two later Bunny had left
his bed and donned his clothes.

Then he quietly left the dormitory, and
made traeks for Study No. 5.

There he commandeered an electric-
torch belonging to Bob Travers, which he

“But I say, Mr. Dosher,” he protested,
“you’ve made a mistake, you know!”

“I ain’t made a mistake!” exclaimed
the bookmaker. “Why should I make
mistakes? You owe me cight bob, and
it’s cight bob you're going to— ’Allo!
Who is this a-coming?”

“This” happened to be Mr. Chambers,
the master of the Fourth. He had been
to visit a friend in the village, and was
just returning to the school.

Mr. Chambers had heard voices outside
the school gates, and immediately his
suspicions had been aroused.

The master’s approach would not have
been poticed by the bookmaker had not
the former kicked against the braken
branch of a tree lying at the side of the
road.

Wilson heard the master utter an ex-
clamation, and he started.

“Cut!” he exclaimed; and, suiting the
action to the word, he promptly took to
his heels.

Mr. Dosher did likewise, fearing that
the new-comer was a member of the
Police Force.

Although Mr. Chambers had heard
Wilson’s voice he had not recognised it.

All the same, he felt sure that the voice
belonged ta a Redclyffe junior, and there-
fore he intended to make investigations.

He walked on quickly to the school
gates and let himself in.

Then he stalked across the quad, listen-
ing for the sound of a running junior
ahead of him.

But Wilson had been too quick for the
master.

By the time the latter had entered the
quadrangle the cad was racing upstairs
towards the Fourth Form dormitory.

Nevertheless, Mr. Chambers did hear
a movement, and he immediately stopped
to listen.

Somebody was walking from the allot-

Chambers still more was the fact that the
junior—he was sure it was a junior—was
ggshing wn electric torch in front of

im. .

With the stealth of a Redskin Mr.
ghambcra crept -towards the unknewn

gure, :

The latter, quite unaware that he was
being followed, watked towards the open
window on the lower passage, and was
just ahout te pass through, when Mr.
Chambers darted forward, :nd laid a
restraining hand on the junior’s shoulder.

“Boy!” he exclaimed sternly. “Give
me that torch this instant!”

He grabbed the electric-torch out of the
junior’s hand, and turned its light in the
direction of the latter’s face.

“Bunny,” he ground out, *“what is the
meaning of this escapadec?”

e duffer gazed .mervously at the
master’s angry countenance.
“Eseapade, sir?” he faltered. “I—"
“Yes, escapade, you disgraceful boy!”
snapped the master sternly. “What were
you doing outside the gates? Tell me the

truth this instant!”

I was not outside the gates,” said
Bunny slowly. “I have been to the allot-
ments in order to search for my lucky
sovercign, and—-"

“How dare you lie to me!” thundered
Mr. Chambers. *“I distinctly heard you
talking to some low-down. ruffian outside
the gates. He demanded money from you.
I heard him distinctly.”

“But, my dear sir—"

“Enough!” snapped the master, with a
wave of the hand. “I will not listen to
another word! You cannot escape your
punishment by telling lies. I shall report
your behaviour to Dr. Hamlin in the
morniug, and I shall make it my business
to see that you are soundly flogged. Re-
turn to your dormitory at once!” ’

Bunny climbed - through the window,
and walked up to the Fourth Form
dormitory in a somewhat bewildered state
of mind.

The duffer was astounded at the
master’'s suggestion that he had been
talking to a low-down ruffian qutside the
gates.

But how was Bunny to guess that he
had heen mistaken for Wilson, the cad of
the Fourth?

The 3rd Chapter.
Jack Jackson’s Find.

“What's up with Bunny?”

Bob Travers asked the question the
next morning when the Fourth-Formers
were dressing.

There was a very anxious look on the
duffer’s face as he g:t on his clothes, and
2;18 eyes had a rather tired expression in -

em.

“Stilt worrying over that giddy
sovereign, Bunny?™ asked Dicky Turner,
with a- smile.

Bunny turned round,
chums a sorrowful look.

“I must admit that the loss of my
lucky sovereign causes me econsiderable
anxiety,” said the duffer quietly. “But
something happened last night that has
made me wounder whether Mr. Chambers
is quite right in his mind.”

“Eh?” ejaculated the juniors.

“Feeling rather concerned about my
lucky coin, I left the dormitory rather
late last night, and continued my search,”
explained Bunny.

“What!” exclaimed Dicky Turner, in
surprise. “D’'you mean to say you broke
bounds just to look for that mouldy
quidlet ?”

*“Really, my dear Turner,” said Bunny,
with an injured air, “I was most anxious
to regain possession of my coin; but, alas
for my hopes, I did not find it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the juniors.

“I returned to the 8chool House
thoroughly disappointed,” went, on Bunny,
“and I was just climbing through the
window when Mr. Chambers clutched hold
of me, and aecused me of talking to a
low-down ruffian outside the gates. He
said that he distinctly heard the man
demand money from me.”

“Phew!” gasped Dicky Turner. “You've
been dreaming!”

“1 ecertainly have not!” declared the
duffer firmly. “Have you ever observed
signs of insanity in Mr. Chambers before?”

“Ha, ha, ha! No.”

“Then it's all very strange!” said
Bunny, with a sigh. “I do not know what
to say to the Head when—"

“Better not say anything at all,” broke
in Dieky Turner.

“But, ¥ shall have to say something in
my defence,” said the duffer. “Mr.
Chambers said that he would take me
before Dr. Hamlin this morning, and
insist upon my being flogged!”

“0Oh, seissors!” exclaimed Dicky, dumb-
founded. *“You must have been dream-
ing, Bunny!”

“But, I haven’t!” insisted the duffer.

“Well, we’'ll wait and see,” said Dicky.
“T wouldn’t mind betting you my top-hat
to a stick of chocolate that nething hap-
pens! You’ll find Chambers as mice as
g.ge to, you this morning when you get

wo.”

and gave the

Bunny smiled faintly, but it was evident
by the expression on his face that he had
very little hope in this direction.

The juniors went on dressing, and at
length left the dormitory with the inten-
tion of diggine up a few more potatoes
before breakfast.

They eontinued to discuss Bunny’'s sur-
prising statement as they walked towards
the allotments, and the only opinion thao
they could arrive at was that the duffer
had heen dreamineg. .

DNicky Turner was firmly convineed that
this was o, and, forgetting all about
Bunny’s trouble, he started digging with
great enthusiasm.

But Bob was not quite convinced, and
as he dug he gave a good deal of thought
to the matter.

Supposing Bunny had not been dream-
ing? Supposing—

Bob’s surmises were brought to an

(Continued in col. | of next page:)



Bob, turning round.

‘by that bookmaker johnny.
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abrupt lusion by a sudden exclama-
tion from Jack Jackson.

*Gréat Scottl” :
"g\'hat's the matter, old son?” asked

a plece of

Jack Jackson was holdin, D
gazing at it

dirty paper in his hand, an
intently.

“This is jolly funny,” he said. “I was
digging iiux;t here, and suddenly -came
across this note. Ii's addressed to Wilson,
and— Here, have a look at it, Bob!

8ob took the note, and read it care-
fully, . :
“This is the letter Wilson received
yesterday . afternoon,” he said. “He must-
have dropped it when those fellows barged
into-him and knocked him over. But—
I've got it}”

SRR )

“I can see it all now, old beans!” said
Bob excitedly. *“This note was written
It's pretty
evident that Wilson's had dealings with
him, and that he left the dormitory last
nigl(:)th %g visit the man.”

“It was Wilson whom old Chambers
heard jawing outside the gates,” went on
Bob fervently. “That accounts for him
accusing Bunny.”

“Then Bunny wasn’t dreaming, after
ali,” said Dicky Turner.

‘Of course not,” said Bob. “But he'll
get a jolly good whacking if we don't
buck up, and get this note into the hands
of the Head.” .

“Come on,” said Bob, dropping his
spade. “I'm going to see the Head at
once!”

And Bob darted off, followed by his
chums.

They entered the Hall, and found a
group of juniors standing there.

“Bunny!” exclaimed Bob Travers

breathlessly. *“Anybody seen Bunny?”
- “He's been taken to the Head by old
Chambers,” explained Mason, the buily of
‘the Fourth. “That yarn he spun was
true, after all.”

Bob Travers did not wait to hear any
more. He darted off to the Head's study,
and arrived outside the door, breathing
heavily.

He tapped at the door, and entered.

There were three occupants in the
room—the Head, Mr. Chambers, and
Bunny.

Dr. Hamlin gave Bob a grim look as he
walked in.

“Travera!” he sald sternly, “How dare
you interrupt me when—-"

“I'm sorry, sir!” faltered Bob. *But—
butte T thought I ought to show yon this
note. '

" He handed the piece of dirty paper to
the Head. Dr. Hamlin looked at the note,

-face, -
“Where did you find this, Travers?” he
asked.

“In the allotments, sir,” said Bob.
“We were digging up the gotutoes just
now when we came across it.”

“H'm!” The Head turned to Mr.
Chambers, and handed him the note.
“ Read that, Chambers,” he said. “I think
“fi'wi lets a little light in on this peculiar
affair.” :

“Bless my csoul!” exclaimed Mr.
Chambers. “Y can see it all now, Dr.
Hamlin. It was not this boy I heard

talking in the lane, after all, but Wilson
of the Fourth.”

“That is my opinion,” sald the Head.
“You may go, Travers. I am glad you
brought this note to my attention. It has
prevented my punishing this boy for an
act he did npot commit. You may go, too,
Bunny. I do not think I shall want to
see you again. You will, however, do
two hundred lines for leaving your
dormitory afver lights out. Please be
careful not to oftend in this direction
again!”

And Bunny went, accompanied by Bob
Travers.

“You can thank your lucky stars that
we found that note, Bunny!” said Bob
Travers, as soon as they were in the
Fourth Form passage, and had been joined
by Dicky Turner and Jack Jackson. “If
You take my advice, you will stop search-

-ing for that quidlet, in case it lands you

into more trouble.”
“But there is no need to continue the
.«(-m(-)cll’).",‘_ remarked Bunny simply.

“I have found the sovereign,” explained
the duffer. “It was not lost, after all. I
quite forgot that I changed my waistcoat
hefore I left the house yesterday after-
ncon.”

“Well, I''m blowed!” gasped Bob.
“Then you hadn't got it with you?”

“No; it was in the waistcoat I left in
the dormitory,” said Bunny, “I was very
glad, because it was a lucky sovereign.”

Dicky Turner broke into a laugh.

“Let’s hope you remain lucky, then,”
he said. “For of all the burbling asses
for getting into trouble, you take the
giddy hunshop! You don't seem to have
heen out of trouble since you've been
here. T guess you wouldn't like a flogging
like Wilson's going to get!” '

And a little later on, Bunny had to con-
fess that he would not, for, after being
completely bowled out by the Head,
Wilson was given the soundest flogging
he had ever had. Nevertheless, it coula
not be said that he did not deserve the
punishment,

. THE END.
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and a very serious frown came over his -
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The 18t Chapter.
Jimmy S8ilver is Wpathy.

“Five to one against!”

“That’s it, Algy!”

“It sounds ripping.”

“It is ripping, old nut!*

Jimmy Silver jumped.

The captain of the Rookwood Fourth
could not see the speakers, as the bulk
of a tent partly interposed.

But he knew the voices—those of his
young cousin, Algy Silver of the Third
Form, and Bertie de Vere, also of the
Third.

Jimmy Silver halted, and seemed to be
rooted to the ground. :

The voices had ceased for the moment,
and all was silent among the tents, save
for the distant clinking of hammers, where
the workmen were busy on the school
buildings, repairing the damage done in
the air-raid.

Rookwood School had been under canvas
for a weck or two, and, it being a hali-
holiday that day, Jimmy Silver was look-
ing for his fag cousin in the section of the
school camp devoted to the Third.

His chums—Lovell and Raby and New-
come—had agreed that Algy should come
with them up the river that afternoon,
nobly consenting to be bothered with
Jimmy's cousin for once in a way.

8o Jimmy had come for Algy, and this
was how he had found him!

“Five to one against!” De Vere was
speaking again. “Don't let it slip, Algy!
I'm having a quid on it'” Tt
“But——,-" ¢

“Nothin’ doin’ this aftermoon. Come
along with me an’ see Joey Hook. He'll

fix it for us.” .
“But—-"
_“My dear man, you're not a billy-goat!
Leave off buttin®.” >, -
“But—"

“There you go again!”

“Count me out, Bertie,” sald Algy
Silver at last. “I promised my Consin
Jimmy that I wouldn’t play that game
again, and I won’t!”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

He was glad to hear that, at all events.

The graceless young scamp of thé Third
had his good points, and a regard for his
word was one of them.

1t suddenly occurred to Jimmy Silver

that he was listening, and he started for-,

ward to come in sight of the speakers.

Algy Silver was seated on a box outside
a tent, and Bertie de Vere was lounging
with his hands in his pockets.

There was a cynical grin on De Vere's
face. Jimmy Silver felt strongly inclined
to take him by the scruff of the neck as
he saw it.

Bertie de Vere, in spite of his high-
sounding name, was probably as dingy a
young rascal as could have been found in
the three kingdoras.

He affected an elegance, personally,
that was rather remarkable in the Third
Form, modelling himself apparently on
the lines of Smythe of the Shell.

Algy Bilver had been very chummy once
with the elegant Bertie, but Jimmy had
hoped, and helieved, that that was at
an end.

Neither of the fags observed Jimmy
coming round the tent, and Bertie de
Vere went on speaking, oblivious of the
fact that his words were falling upon a
third pair of ears.

*“Are you jokin’, Algy?”

“No.m .

“What does your blessed cousin matter?
He's your cousin, I suppose, not your
kind uncle, isn't he?”

“Well, you see—"

“My dear old bean, life’s too short to
he as solemn as Jimmy Silver! Make the
best of it while it lasts!” said De Vere,
with quite the air of a man of the world.
“And I tell you Pink Pippin is a corker—
a real corker—and you'll bag a fiver!
You see what the man says about it in
the: paper.”

Algy glanced at a pink paper that was
open on his knees.

Evidently- he had been consulting that
honourable journal for information on
the subject of Pink Plppin and his chances
in a race.

“Yes,” said Algy. “But—"

“Oh, come along with me, and let Uncle
James take care of himself, old bird!”
said Bertie. “Jimmy Silver can go and
eat . coke! e— Ow—ah—yah—
groogh!”

The elegant Bertie's remarks were sud-
denly cut short by a grip like iron fasten-
ing_on the back of his neck.

He spun round, in surprise and rage, to
find himself looking into the angry face
of Jimmy Silver.

“Leggo!” he spluttered,

Jimmy Silver, with a black brow, shook

gnificent Long
Complele Tale of-=

the young rascal savagely, a good deal
like a terrier shaking a rat.

Bertie's teeth chattered together, and
he uttered dismal howls.

Algy Silver started to his feet.

“Let him alone, Jimmy!” he exclaimed.

Shake, shake, shake!

“Leggol” shrieked Bertie. “I'll hack
your shins! Groogh! Let me alone, you
bully! Gurrrgh! Yow-ow!”

Shake, shake! -

Having shaken the young scamp till his
arm ached, Jimmy Silver pitched him into
the grass.

Bertie sat down with a heavy bump.

Then the captain of the Fourth turned
to lAils cousin. -

*Algy, you young scamp——"

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Algy.

“I thought you'd done with that shady
little scoundrel!" exclaimed Jimmy.

“Groogh!” came from the shady little
scoundrel gasping in the grass.

“Well, 80 I have!” said y. “This s
the first time I've slioken o- the chap-
this term, an’ I don’t know that I wanted
10, either.” 3

* Gropogh " ' w8 Vi b,

“ Well, that’s good!” said Jimmy. “He's
a shocking little beaat,“Alg{-L"- i

“My v dear old Jimmy, I know that
better than you ‘do,” “answered Algy
calmly. . “Don’t you be alarmed about
mﬁ.ngnt!: {lcan't take cax“eA Iot m,g]«;:!?"

Well,.I hope you can, Algy. ere
did” yow et that pink papert” s

“Borrowed it, dear boy.” y

“What for?”

Algy grinned.

“What do you think?” he asked cheer-
fully. “It wasn’t to brush the flies off,
nor yet to send to the camp’s library.
Think it over, Jimmy, and it'll dawn on
you that I borrowed it to read.”

Jimmy knitted his brows.

“I suppose that means that you're
hankering after playing the goat, as you
did last term?” he snapped.

“Is that firstly?” asked Algy.

“What?”

“Get on with the seventhly and lastly,
old bean, and then give a chap a rest.”

Jimmy Silver breathed hard.

‘His Third-Form cousin took a delight In
pulling the leg of Uncle James, and
Jimmy was greatly inclined to give him_ a

second edition of what he had just given [

the cheery Bertie.

But he realised that such drastic
measures were more likely to drive the
wilful fag into rotten ways than to keep
him out of them.

Algy had evidently dallied with tempta-
tion, but it was plain -at the same time
that his former chum had nothing like
the hold over him that he once had.

Jimmy Silver controlled his temper.

“Give me the paper, kid!” he said, as
calmly as he could.

“But it’s not mine!”

“I'll %lve it back to the chap you bor-
rowed it of. Who was it?”

“Chap in your Form!” grinned Algy.
“You're not all giddy angels in the
Fourth, you know.”

“What’s his name?” asked Jimmy be-
tween his teeth.

“Well, suppose I said 1t was Morning-
ton?” said Algy calmly. .

“I  shouldn’t believe it! Morny’s
chucked that kind of thing, and he'd
never have led a fag into it at any time!”

“What about Lattrey?”

“Lattrey! Oh, Lattrey! Then it was
Lattrey!™ Jimmy Silver clenched his
hands hard. “Lattrey, was it?”

“Jimmy, old man, you're too funny to
live!” grinned his cousin. “If I said it
was Lattrey, you'd go and hammer, the
lchatp. As it happens, it wasn't! Ha, ha,
ha !”

- “Who was It?” shouted Jimmy, exas-
perated.

“I'll 'give you a name, if you like.”

“Give it, then!” -

“But I sha'n’t glve you the right
name,” said Algy, with 1prnvo’klng copl=-
ness, “I'll say it was Towny, or Top-

ham, or Peele, or Gower, or Oswald;- or.| all

Conroy, or Van. :Ryn—anythia’ - you
like— Here, hands off, you. rotter!™. .
Jimmy Silver's patience. was at an end.
Algy's gleasantry was interrupted by
the Fourth-Former striding at him, grasp-
ing him forcibly, and taking the paper

away with a wrench,

.

roared

“Give me my paper!” Algy
furiously.

The captain of the Fourth shoved the
pink paper into the inside-pocket of his,
jacket.

“That stays there!” he said. “And as
soon as I find out the owner, I'll hammer
him pink and yellow.”

“You interferin’ cad!” howled Algy.
“Give it to me!”

“@ive it to him, you rotter!” exclaimed
De Vere, getting on his feet at last.
“Let’s tackle the cad together, Algy, and
take it away from him!”

A back-hander from Jimmy Silver sent
De Vere spinning, and he sprawled over a
tent-rope and measured his length on the
ground again.

Jimmy had no ceremony to waste on the
rascal of the Third. ° .

“You bullyin' rotter!” panted Algy
Silver.

Jimmy calmed himself.

He had come there to take Algy with
him on a pleasant. little excursion- for
the - afternoon, and this was rather a
bad beginning.

“I Jooked: in for you, Algy,” he said.
“We're going up the river—-" /

“Go, and “be’ blowed? Give me my
paper first.”. . g Y.

“We want you to come with 0s.”

“You can, want!” g '

“Come nlonf. kid,” said Jimmy paciflc-
ally. “It’s -rpping up the river. You
can row, it you like.” P

“Give me m{l paper!”

“You ean't -hdave it, Algy! You know
you'd get into ‘trouble if you were seen
with it. Anybody might have heard you
talking, too, just as I did. Suppose your
Form-master “had heard you.” 3

l"Will you give me my paper?” yelled

Algy.

“No, I won't!”

“I'd take it from you if I was hig
enough!” exclaimed Algy passionately.
“You're a rotten bully, Jimmy! Go and
eat coke! And I'll tell you what! I'm
going to see Joey Hook this -afternoon
at the Bird-in-Hand, and you can put
that in your pipe and smoke it! That’s
all you get by your meddlin’ and
bullyin'."’

Algy Silver walked away, and Bertie
de Vere, with a black look at Jimmy,
followed him. N

Jimmy Silver stood staring after them.

If they had gone towards the gates
Jimmy would have taken that to mean
that Algy's threat was scriously meant,
aud he would have gone after his cousin
fast enough. But the two fags strolled
into Little Quad.

Jimmy Silver, breathing hard, made
his way down to the river, where his
chums were waiting for him.

The 2nd Chapter.
Looking for the Culprit.

“Oh, here you are!” said Lovell,

“At last!” remarked Raby.

“We've been~waiting!” said Newcome,
in a casual sort of way.

The three chums were lounging on the
landing-raft, near the boat they were to
hlmnch as soon as their leader rejoined
them.

They wore expressions of long-suffering
patience.

i;’Sorry to have kept you,” grunted

my.
“Well, all right now,” said Arthur
ll?.'d\;au‘d Lovell. “Isn’t the kid com-
ng?”

“N-no.”

“Never mind; we’ll bask in his fascinat-
ing company another day. Lend a hand
with this boat.”

Jimmy S8ilver did not move, and the
cloud deepened on his face.

He was awaré that his Cousin Algy
iad a rather exasperating effect upon
his _chums and they could not be ex-
pected to “stand ” him as Jimmy did.

“The fact is—" said Jimmy, hesitat-

ng.
“Lend a hand.” .

“I'm not going on the river, after
L3

i.ovell assumed an expression of martyr-

om.
“Something. up with dear Algy?” he
asked, with deep sarcasm,

“Yes,” said Jimmy graffly.

“Poes the dear child want dry-nursin’
this afternoon?”

“I'm not asking you to dry-nurse him,
anyhow!” snapped Jimmy. = “You cau
get out in the boat. I've got something
else to see to. That’s all.”

“You're not in a good temper, Jimmy,”
remarked Newcome mildly.

“Bosh !

That reply certainly sounded
Newcome's remark was justified.

Jimmy Silver turned away.

He wanted to go up the river that
sunny afternoon, and he did not want to
be bothered with Algy and his affairs;
but a sense of duty governed him--and
perhaps, naturally, his temper suffered a
little in consequence.

Moreover, his chums were so thoroughly
“fed up ” on the subject of Algy that
Jimmy felt a great repugnance to ex-
plaining.

But as he was marching. hufiily off’ the
raft he was suddenly stopped by a hoat-
hook hooking on his collar from behind.

“Yooop!” he stuttered. “What the -
who——" Yah! Take that thing away,
Lovell, you thumping idiot!”

Lovell - grinned,

“Beloved uncle, it mustn't let its little
temper rise!” he -added chidingly. “fg
it wise, is it judicious, for Uncle James
to show a ratty temper before the youths
who model themselves upon him?’ Fhink
of the effect upon us!” .

“Look here—-"

“Easy does it, old man. Cheer up, and
tell your old pals all about it,” :atd
Lovell, takln% away the boathook. “We
won’t go on the river. We'll come aleng
and listen to your avuneular worris.”

Newcome and Raby chuckled.

“Shush!” said Lovell, as Jimmy was
about to speak, “Don’t say a word
until you're in a sweeter temper, Uncle
James. I'm sure you don’'t know what
a guy you look with that scowl on your
chivvy. Pecle were “here with™ his
camera, I'd ask him to take a snap of
you, and keep it as a warning to you in
the future.”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“I'm not ratty——" he began.

as if

“Appearances are deceptive, -then,”
commented Lovell. “You look it.”
“Well, didn't mean to be,” said

Jimmy, colouring.
“That's hetter.
own merry maxim."

‘Jimmy Silver smiled faintly.

“Hurray!” ejaculated Lovell. “ Now
we're getting on. I say, Conroy, lovking
for a boat?” -

“All out!” replied the Australian
junior, who had come on the raft with
Pons and Van Ryn. “Just our luck.”

“You can have ours. We're not uzoing
out, after all,” said Raby. “Tuake it
before it's bagged, old kid.”

“Sure?” asked Conroy.

“Quite!” said Newcome. “We're goin’
to spend a merry aftcrnoon helping
Jimmy Silver in his avuncular duties.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said the Cornstalk.

Jimmy Silver & Co. left the raft, and
the Colonial Co. ran the hoat out merrily.

Jimmy Silver was looking®orried again.

“I don’t want to spoil the afternoon
for you chaps,” he began restively.

“Then don’'t look like a parboiled
Hun!” said Lovell. i

“The fact is—"

“My dear man, we know the facts.
The festive Algy is kickin' over the
traces, and he's got to be yanked hack
into the straight and narrow path of
merry rectitude. We're going - to help
you yank him. Don't mind wus,” suaid
Loveliy kindly. “You can look upon us as
a committee for bringing up fags in the
way they should go.” i

“Oh, don't be funny!” grunted Jimmy.
“You're quite wrong, too. 'S not
been doin%' anything.,”

“My hat! What's the matter with
him, then?” .

“I—T'd like you chaps to come with
me, if you don’t mind,” confessed Jimmy,
“I've no right to bother you about my
fag cousin, though.”

“Duty before pleasure,” said Lovell.
% We're called upon to set a shinin’ ex-
ample to all Rookwood. " Lét's set it.-

Keep smiling your

.We'll make this our self-denyin’ week.

Now, what's the trouble, old man? Get it
off 'your chest!" y ;

“Some cad in the Fourth has lent Algy
a sporting paper.”

« Awful !”

% Look here—"
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. “Lent it to him against Jis will?” asked

Lovell sweetly. “The virtuous Algy was
shocked, but took it “all the same?
What 17 : ;

“He’s a_silly young assj” said Jimmy,
finshing. < But after he got iuto a row
last time, he promised me. Well, that
sneaking little cad De Vere is trying to get
bim to plaiethe goat again, but Algy shut
him up. I heard him. But—but— Well,
I suppose you'lt admit that Fourth Form
cads oughtn’t to lend a kid in the Third
& racing paper to mug over?”

% Admitted! - Who's the guilty party?”
asked Lovell. “*TLeét"s find him, and strew
the ry chufch; with his bones.”

“1 den’t

{7 comfessed Jimmy: |
« Algy M't'gvs e the Tellow’s mame.

1 \(y:inbd':ohlﬁl‘:m' i

“ An mi9- - .

“«P'm gﬁg to thrash him?!® said Jtmmy
grimly. _“I've had" trouble enough with
Algy, ':*Ithm a cad trying to make it
worse | v - S i

“ He shall die the death!” said Lovell,
who seemed to de iue‘ humorons mood
that afternoom. “iLet's hunt him up!

We'll call on every chap im the Fourth, |

one after another, and ask him “whether
he's guilty. Hallo, Rawson !

Tom Rawson, the scholarship junior, was
under the trees, with a Greek book on his
knee, deep in study.

He glanced up as the Fistical Four came
by, and Lovell hailed him.

“Hallo!” said Lovell. “Are you guilty,
Rawson ?7

“Eh?” ejaculated Rawson.

“You silly ass! Dry up!” roared Jimmy
Silver.  “It's al right, Rawson! Only
Lovell going potty!»

*Come to think of it, Rawson wouldn’t
be likely to lend anybody literature that
wasn't in Greek or Sanskrit, or somethin’
of the kind,” observed Lovell, % We shall
have to look farther.”

Raby and Newcome chortled, and Jimmy
Silver frowned, as the Fistical Four walked
on, leaving Rawson staring.

The 3rd Chapter.
Punishing Peele.

“ There’s not many fellows in the Fourth
who have racing rs.” Thus Jimmy
lls;ilver, with a wrinkle of thought in his

TOW.

“There wouldn't be any if the Head got
on their track,” grinned Lovell, “But I
know a few—Towny and Toppy, and Peele
and Gower, anyhow.»

“Townsend or Topham wouldn’t get
mixed up with fags,” said Newcome, “Too
jolly swanky !»

Jiminy SBilver nodded.

*“That narrows it down,” he said.. «It
might be Lattrey; but I believe Lattrey
is going straight. Peele or Gower, in my
opinion.? :

“Most hkely,” agreed Lovell. «And by
the same token, both the cheery youths

are up against.you, Jiramy ; and so they’d

be likely to lend your cousin. a hand-in
going to the giddy bow-wows if they
could.”

“I'm going to ask them,” said Jimmy.
“ Know where they are?» .

“ ¥ believe Peele?s taking his new camera |

out for a walk this afsernoon,” said Raby.
I heard him saying so.” - .

“We'll find him in gates,” said Lovell.
“He's going to.take pictures -of Rook-
wood under canvas, I remember now, te
keep as a souvenir. Rather a harmless
occupation for a chap:like Peele.”.

“Come omn, then!” .

The Fistical Four d to look
round the school encampment for Peele
of the Fourth.

It did not take long to find him, as it
happened. .

Peele had a good many shady tastes,
heing one of the bhlackest sheep im the
+chool ; but he also had a taste for photo-
graphy, whieh kept him out of mischief
on a good many occasions. '

The chums of the Fourth found him with
Lis new ‘camera, getting a view of the
school under canvas, his chum Gower help-
ing him.

The experience of heing under canvas
was a new and rather exciting one to
Rookwood School, and a good many fel-
lows had asked Peele for copies of his
picture when he had taken it.

The photograph would be a wvalued
souvenir when normal conditions were
restored at the old school.

“Don't get in the light, you fellows!”
bawled Peele, as the Fistical Four came
up.

“Looking for you,” anmswered Jimmy
Silver.

“Qh, all right!
said Peele. L

“ What ?”

“Half-cabinet size, you know.
ments will be five bob.”

“ What on earth are you talking about ?»
exclaimed Jimmy Silver irritably.

Pecle stared. . .

“Haven't you come about the photos?»
be asked.

“Rats! No!»

“Then don’t hother !>

“So you're sellin’ - ‘em, Peele?” asked
Raby, with a grin. .

“They're worth the méney, I suppose,”
answered Peele. . “I'm -not asking the
fellows to buy them, am I? Why
shouldn’t I sell them ?» )

“ Why shouldn’t you?” agreed Raby.

Cyril Peele was evidently eut to turn
an honest penny by his )

That was rather commendable, for he
frequently tried to turn a dishonest penny
by much less reputable means.

“ Never mind the dashed photographs!”
sald Jimmy Silver.

“I want to ask you
a question, Peele.”

«T wish you’d leave it till I've finished !»
grunted Peele. “I'm busy, and the light's
good just now.”

Jimmy Silver did not heed. He drew
the pink racing paper from his pocket.

“1s that yours?” he asked.

Pecle glanced at it.

“Yes. Did that young ass send it back
hy you?” he s=aid. “I thought he was
keeping it dark.” )

tf 1d out his hand for the racing

Half-a-crown each,”

Enlarge-

paper.

" a few minutes,” said Jimmy Silver

. Jimmy Silver put it deliberately back
into his inside pocket.

“I'm going to burn that paper,” he
said quietly.

“Like your blessed cheek to burn a
paper that don’t belong to you!” said
Peele angrily.

. “And I'm going to thrash you for lend-
ing it to my cousin!”» i

Cyril Peele started back.

“Look here, Silver—->»

“Take your jacket off !” said Jimmy.

“I'm not going to fight you, you fool!
I'm busy !»

“I'll keep you busy in another wa; llor
miy.
“You can keep your shady tricks for your-
self and your friends, Peele, and leave my
cousin alone !” R

“I fancy your cousin’s about as shady
a8 anybody at Rookwood ! sneered Peele,
;‘tl”lent him the paper because he wanted

“You won't do it again in a hurryl”
said Jimmy Silver. « Will you put up your
hands, Peele?”. . .

“No, T won't1» -

. “Look here——» began Gower.

“You shut up, Gower!” said the eap-
tain of the Fourth. “If you'fe spofling
for 't’l"cuble, I dare say Lovell will oblige
you! .- .

“With pleasure!” said Lovell. < Are
you on, Gower¢”» : e .

“Oh, rats!” growled Gower,  backing
away a little. .

Apparently Cutbbert Gower was mnot
“on.”

Jimmy Silver advanced on Peele, with
his hands up, and his face very grim,

He had had trouble with the black sheep
of the Fourth before, but Jimmy was not
quarrelsome, and he generally avoided
Peele, and had little or nothing to do with

him.

But he had to deal with him now.

Like the prophet of old, Jimmy felt
that he did well to be angry.

Algy Silver had heen trouble enough to
his cousin in the Fourth, without Cyril
Peele chipping in to make matters worse.

If Algy was determined to “play the

‘““Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Bootles, as Jimmy 8ilver held out the racing paper.

'Fltl)lm;th dabbed his nose with his handker-
chief.
“Getting on with the photos?” asked

ower.
“Hang the photest* :
Pecle sat down by a tent and mopped
his nose, which was streaming red.
Gower__ shrugged | shoulders and
walked away, leaving his chum to growl
and mumble by himself.
But Peele was not left alone long. There
:!a_a a_footstep, and a cheery voice hailed
m:

. “Great; piple What a chivvy! You
ought to taE: a ghoto of ‘that, Pcele,
y I'm-dashed if I-don’t think it would

Pecle looked up and fixed a deadly look

.1'upon Algy Silver of the Third.

“The 4th Chapter.
Cyril Peele’s échomo.
Algy of the Third grinned at the Fourth-
Former

He eyidently found something entertain-
ing in the battered look of the Fourth-
Form nut. -

“My hat! You do look a wreck !” he said.
“I can guess who's been hammerin’ you.
My Cousin Jimmy-—-what?”

“Yes,” muttered Peele. ]

“8orry!” said Algy airily. “The inter-
ferin’ ass collared that paper you lent me,
. and 1 canie to mention that it’s lost. 1
don’t suppose Jimmy will give it up.
never -gave him your name, though. I
- wouldn’t! You meedn’t scowl at me,

Peele: It's8 mot my fault Jimmy chips
into my bizney.” &

Peele did not answer,

He. rose slowly to his feet, a deadly
glitter in his eyes. L.

“Jimmy's such a serious old judge,”
went on Algy, not observing the Fourth-
Former's expression. “He's 80 jolly
easily shocked, you know. He fairly got
his wool off because he heard me talkin’
geegees with De Vere. I say, I'm sorry
about the paper. I'm goin’ on the spree
this afternoon, just to show Jimmy that

- I'm not goin’ to be dictated to.”
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He had been watching the scene from a
distance, with great amusement.

“Ow, ow, ow!” was Alg{'n reply. “Why
didn’t-'you come up and iend me a hand,
you rotter! Ow, ow!”

“What on earth did Peele go for you
for?” asked De Vere. “I thought you
were no end pals.”

“Yow! Ow, ow! Jimmy licked him for
lendin’ me that pink paper,” groaned
Algy. “The cad's taken it out of me!
Oh! Yow!”

“I'd like to have a cousin like that—I
don’t think!” sneered De Vere. *“More
fool you for lettin’ him meddle with you!
I wouldn't!”

Algy Silver staggered to his feet..

“That puts the lid on,” he said. “I'm
fed up now. It’s all Jimmy’s fault. Why
can’t he let a chap alone?”

“Meddlin’, cheeky ass!” said De Vere.

“Well, I'll show bhim!” muttered Algy. |-

“Let’s get somewhere and bathe my nose,
and then 'm ready to come along with
you, Bertie. I'll show him!”

“Good. man!” said Bertie approvingly.

And the two fags hurried away together.
They passed Peele in the distance, and
Algy scowled at him.

When the two fags, a little later,
started up the road to Coombe, Peele
looked after them, with & curious expres-
sion on his face.

“Guess where those young rascals are
goin’, Gower?” he said to his companion.

“Easy enough to guess,” said Gower,
shrugging his shoulders. “Thinkin’ of
tellin® Jimmy Silver?”

“Not at all! I'm goin’ to take photo-
graphs,” said Pcele. “Come along!”
“Where?”

“Coombe,” said Peele.

“Nothin’ to photograph there, is therc?”
asked Gower in surprise.

“I think it's very likely,” answered
Peele. “Jimmy Siiver makes out that his
precious young cousin {8 as good as gold’
when he's let alome by naughty fellows
like me. We'll see. You know Joey Hook
meets his friends in the arhour in the
Bird-in-Hand garden for a little game
sometimes. I fancy that’s where we shall
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astounded, Silver—shocked and astounded !’

goat,” at least he was going to get no
help from the blackguard of the Fourth,
if Jimmy could prevent it.

Peele backed away as Jimmy advanced.

He did not want to face the knuckles
of the captain of the Fourth; he preferred
less vigorous methods of expressing his
dislike.

But he had no choice this time.

He set down his camera as Jimmy's
knuckles tapped on his nose and put up
his hands at last. .

“Come on, then, you rotter!” he said
between his teeth.

Jimmy Silver came on fast enough.

The next five minutes were an experi-
ence that Cyril Peele never wanted to go
through again.

He put up a fight, but he was too much
of a slacker to be of much use in the
fistical line, and he lacked the courage
to stand up to a ding-dong hammering.

Lovell & Co. looked on, grinning, and
Gower with :a scowling face, as Peel¢ was
knocked right and left.

He went down with a crash at last, and
stayed there.

He lay panting on ihe ground, looking
up at Jimmy Silver with eyes that glit-
tered like a snake's.

“Is that enough for you?”
Jimmy.

“Hang you! Yes!” .

“Oh, get a move on!” said Lovell en-
couragingly. - “ You're not half licked yet,
Peele.”

“Hang you!"

“Let it go at that,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly. “You're not a match for me,
Peele, and -1 wouldn’t have touched you
if you'd let me keep my hands off you.
But,_you'll let my young eousin alome.”

“Hang your cousin, and you, too!”
panted Peele. “Do you think I want that
sneakin’ fag hangin’ round me? He can
go to the dogs without any help from me!
If you want him this afternoon look for
him at the Bird-in-Hand!”

Jimmy made no reply to that.

He walked away with his chums with a
moody brow, and Gower gave Cyril Peele
a hand up. The unhappy nut of the

snapped

“Are you?” muttered Peele. .

“Well, I've a good mind to, anyway,”
said Algy. “De Vere’s keen on it. Sup-
pose you come along with us, Peele?”

“I've had a warnin’ from your Cousin
Jimmy to leave you alone!” said Peele
between his teeth.

Algy laughed.

“Is he goin’ to hammer you again if
you pal with me?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Like his cheek! T suppose you're not
funky enough to take any notice?”
grunted Algy. .

“Yes, I'm goin’ to take notice,” said
Peele. “I'm not goin’ .to fight your
precious cousin every day, Algy. Silver.
I don’t want a scrubby little cad of a
fag han'%in' round. about me, either.”

“What!”

“I've had enough of your cousin, and
you, too,” said Peele, “and here’s a warn-
in’ to you to keep your distance!” .

“Here, I say— ~ Yah! Oh!” roared
Algy, as Cyril Peele rushed at him, hit-
ting out right and left.

“Yah! Stoppit! . Oh! Ah!” yelled
Algy.

But Peele did not stop it.

The fag was no match for him, slacker
as he was, and Peele had it all his own
.way in the fight that followed.

It was a great solace to Peele to give
Jimmy Bilver’s cousin what Jimmy had
given him, and since Jimmy had ordered
him to have nothing to do with Algy,
Jimmy could scarcely take up the cudgels
again because he had ended his acquaint-
ance with the fag in this drastic way.

Algy put up a stout resistance, but he
was thoroughly licked by the time Peele
was done with him.

Then Peecle picked up his camera and
walked away, leaving the fag of the Third

asping in the grass.
¥ A'l)gygSilver sat up -dazedly, feeling his
nose. :
“Oh, my hat!” he gasped. *“Oh, my
only- aunt! Oh, dear! Groooogh!”. >
“Hallo, Algy! DBeen havin’ a .merry
time!” T '

Bertie de Vere came up with a grin.

find that precious pair this afternoon.
Easy enough to take a snap.”

Gower whistled.

“I—I say, Pecle, I wouldn't!” he mut-
tered. “A photo like that would be
enough to get young Silver kicked out
of the school if it came out!”

“Think 80?” grinned Peele.

“I'm pretty sure of it!”

“What a sad blow. for dear old Jimmy,
then!” said Peele between his teeth.
“Being so wrapped up in Algy he would
feel it no end, and, of course, 1. should
be very sorry.”

“It's too thick. You'd be sent to
Coventry by all Rookwood, too, if you
played such a dirty trick.”

Peele laughed impatiently.

“I'm not goin’ to make the Head a

resent of a picture like that, fathead!

‘m goin’ to stick it up in the place
somewhere for all the fellows to see; an’
I'll make Jimmy S8ilver ask me for the
negative as a favour, an’ apologise at the
same time. Otherwise, he can take
the risk of it getting into the masters’
hands. See?”

“Well, that’s not such a bad scheme,”
said Gower. “I'm with you in bringing
down that swankin’ cad a little. ut
“Oh, come on! I know where to catch
them now!” exclaimed Peele. “I had
an invitation to join the merry ecircle in
the arbour; but I reckon I sha'n’t accept
it now. Ha, ha!”

With that the two cads of the Fourth
went down the road towards the village.

The 5th Chapter.
Rough on Jimmy.

“Beastly fine morning!” grunted Tubby
Muffin. 3 .

It was the following morning, and the
Rookwooders had turned up as usual for
lessons alfresco, to an’ accompaniment
of a distant elinking and hammering from
the school buildings.: i e .

Tubhby Muffin glanced anxiously at the

_ski\; as he came along. '

ut there was no sign of the rain that
the fat Classical yearned for.

Lessons were not to be interrupted on
that account. Tubby could have stood no
end of rainy weather just then.

“Horribly fine!” ggreed Arthur Edward
Lovell, Bwicbh a grin. "Atroeiouslby, in

uf you're getting-a nice brown

NG (g id lg;byoaing'"

“I'm afra I my complexion,”
said Tubby Muffin plaintivcly. “I believe
I'm going”to get freckles. - Freckles spoil
“a chap's good looks, don’t you think so,
Lovell?” :

“Not at all. But if they did, it %
3 wor‘r{y hyou, old chap.” J n“(-ln '
“Yah!” was Tubby’s reply to that,

The Fourth Form. took their places ag
Mr. Bootles: bore down on the elass, his
spectacles glimmering in the sunshine.

Mr. Bootles’ chubby face was not so
good-tempered as. usual that morning; in
fact, it was quite stern.

Mornington whispered that the old bird
was beaky that morning; and certainly
Mr. Bootles looked a tittle “beaky.”

“Somebody’s in_ for it,” murmured
Lovell. “Has the Bootles bird got on to
;:S:wgnd his little ‘games? Think so,

“Oh, rats!” snapped Peele.

2 “Boys!” said Mr. Bootles, in a deep
voice, much more solemn .than his usual
Squeaky tones. “I have to refer to a
matter of some seriousness. I trust, my
hoys, for the honour of the Form that
there is no foundation for the informa-
ti%lh I Fpavnzhx-eceived." '
e Kourth were silent and ex nt.
uggg;gbody& f:i?en&ﬁ' was bogligga for
5 an 00) 8 if L4 .

hnfi been at work. # & aa

“I have received information in a very
peculiar way,” went on Mr. Bootles,
I"mtened to mest attentively by his eclass.

Bomeone slipped :a paper under my tent
last night. he paper is written in
capital letters, and affords no clue to the
writer. I trust that it is only a praetical
joke, certainly in very bad taste. But I
muslg invez}:‘i) iitel the matter.”

“You're ong-winded, sir!” ‘mur-
muti?l(]l'h[%mington. ¢ o

“ Did someone ak?”

DIead1iiiﬂen:§. e

“1 will read out this paper,” said Mr.
Bootles. “Listen to me, 21)? boys!”

“Friends: Romans, countrymen, lend me
your ears!” murmured Mornington. And
there was a chuckle. )

“8ilence !” rapped Mr. Bootles,

And he proceeded to read ouf the
mysterious missive:

“*8Sir,—I am sorry to say that a
glemther. of yot(xlr Fom;l is in -the habit of

urchasing and perusing raci apers.
;urflggl it“mg ddu:g to rtie“ youngso.p p'f‘he
junior allude carries : racin; rs
about with him.’ ” oL p'a:pe

Jimmy Silver gave 3 sudden start.

The racing paper he had taken from
Alei, and shown to Peele, was still folded
in"the inside pocket of his jacket, -

Jimmy had intended to burn it, which
was certainly the best way of dfnposlng
of it, and but for the.fact that Rook-
| wooll School-was under canvas, he would
have done so, the previous evening, un-
dgu(;)_t.edly,v in the fireplace at ‘the end
stuay. . * %

As it was, the matter had slipped his’
mind, being left for a favourable oppor-
tunity. After his ramble en the heath
he had forgotten all about it.

Mr. Bootles’ words brought it back into
his mind \yg.h_ a jump. -

He gave Peele a furious look.

Thére was no doubt in his mind that
Peele had pushed that note under the
flap of the Form-master’s tent, in the
hope, at least, that Jimmy still had the
tell-tale pink paper in his possession.

_But there was surprise and consterna-
tion in Cyril Peele’s face as Jimmy looked
4t him.

“By gad!” Jimmy heard him murmur.

Pecle was not the guilty narty in this
instance.

A moment’s reflection, too, convinced
Jimmy that it was so, for Péele, much as
he would have liked to see Jimmy landed
in trouble with the powers, would scarcely
have taken the risk of being given away
as the real owner of the paper.

Who had done it, then?

Jimmy felt a sickening feeling at his
heart. Was it Algy? He knew that the
fag was exasperated by his interference,
as he called it.

Mr. Bootles was blinking at the class
over his glasses, with a very stern
expression.

There was a minute of silence.

“Has any boy here any confession to
make ?” asked the Form-master at last.

There was a dead silence.

“Very well! Each of you will come be-
fore me, and turn out your pockets,” said
Mr. Bootles. “I trust——in fact, I am sure
—that there is nothing in this. But the
fact must be placed bevond doubt.”

Jimmy Silver's face crimsoned. -

The folded paper in his pocket seemed
to _be burning a hole there.

His chums gave him alarmed looks.

“You—you haven't got it about you,
you ass?” muttered Lovell.

“Yes,” breathed Jimmy.

“Qh!” .

Jimmy Silver stepped out before the
class. - 1t was useless to wait for the
general turning out of pockets.

“Well, Silver?”’ said Mr.
“Why, what—what is that?”

His startled eyes almost bulged through
his spectacles as Jlmmﬁ' Silver, with a
crimson face, held eut the racing paper.

Bootles.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated ~ Mr.
Bootles. “I—I am astounded, Silver—
shocked and astounded! You!”

“Let mé explain, sir,” said Jimmy. -

“If you have any explanation to make
I will hear it, Silver,” said the master of
the Fourth majestically. .

“That paper isn’t mine, sir,” gaid
Jimmy steadily. . .

“You had it in your possession.” .

“I took it from a fag 'yeaterday. sir.
I was going to burn it, but I haven't
had a.chance. I'd forgotten it was in my
ocket.” i 2 .

“If that statement is correct, Silver,
the ease is altered;” -said: Mr. Boetles.
“You did quite right to take such a paper
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% You've'got him in a cleft stick,” said
Gower, with a mnod. “This morning
showed ‘that he'd go any length for that
young rascal to save his skin.” = .
_“More fool he! Rut it's a fact right
énoirgh., I’'ll make him eat dirt for punch-
ing me!” said Peele, his eyes glittering.
“I'll make him feel worse than I felt

from a younger bdy, if you ‘tound him in

possession of it. "Who was the boy?”

Silence. X

“Do youdhear me, Silver?

-“Ye-e! i

“ ous’ntate that you took this paper {
from & younger boy., Give me his name,
so’ that 1 can Investigate the matter
further.” . - o -

Jimimy- breathed hard. ]
“He's pected, though he could not be

h
sure, that Algy-had played this trick on.

him, to punish him for having taken the

aper. .
l_) But, whether it was so or not, he could
net and-would not give away the “ﬂ'

[t_was not only that Algy would be
punishéd for having had the paper at all.

But investigation once turned in his
direction, other matters might come to
light—matters that, in all probability,
might “lead to the  wretched fag being
expelled from the school.

Even in playi‘n% that miserable trick
Algy had known that his cousin Jimmy
would not utter his name. ¢

Mr. Bootles did not understand the
junior’s silence, naturally, and he was
growing angry and suspicious,

«1 am waiting, Silver!» he rapped out.

«]—I -can’t give you the name, sir!”
gasped Jimmy,.

“ What? l?\xﬂd why not?”

«]—I can't give the kid away, sir!”
mumbled Jimmy, “I—I wanted to do the
young fool a good turn, not to—to get
him into trouble!' ) .

Mr. Bootles looked thunderous.

< That is not a matter for you to decide,
Sitver. You will give me the name cf the
hoy at onee, or I shall cane you most
severely for having this disreputable paper
in_your possession |”

Jimmy set his Hps. .

«You hear me, Silver?? rumbled Mr.

88,
“Yes, sir.”
« Well 2

ke g nothing more £0 say, sir!» mut. |

tered poor Jimmy.
“Then I fnhall _tiﬁnelude, Sitver, tg;t ,ﬁ'ﬁ
aper.was in reality. your own, an

gu:::_h, you aoccordingly.” .

s ‘ B
Mr. Bootles-waited a few moments, and

“‘then be took his cane, RS I |
,hg: ‘oui.your hand, Silver* e sald |
sternly. ~ L < .

Swish, swish, swish, swish 2 X
. The- Fourth Form -looked on in grim
sitence while Jimmy Silver went through
it. Most of the juniérs knew very well
what was the namne Jimmy Silver would
not utter. v.z 62
«Uncle James’® care of his reckless
young-cousin was more or less a joke in
the Fourth; -but the Form-master,
naturally, had no suspicion of the facts,
He felt it his duty to punish Jimmy
Silver severely, and he did. - .
_ Jimmy went back to his place with his
palms aching and his nerves throbbing.
Morning lessons were not very happy
for the captain of the Fourth that day.
R

The 6th Chapter.
Put tgo the Test.

Lovell & Co, were very restive in class
that morning.: - - -

But it was not till the Fourth Form was
dismissed - that . they could utter the
remarks that were bubbling up within
them, v ‘o

«The “horrid little beast!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell, when the juniors were
dismissed at last,  “It was Algy, of
course!” . : :

Jimmy Silver was silent. -

“You're not going to stand up for that
sneaking little Hun now, Jimmy, I sup-
pose?” roared Lovell,

«Y don't know. that it was Algy—not
for certain, anyway [” muttered Jimmy.

«We'll jolly well make sure, then!”
snorted Lovell, “I'm going to ask him.
The Third are out now.” - -

Jimmy Silver's chums hurried in search
of Algy of the Third, and Jimmy followed
them. \

The trlo were deeply wrathy; but
Jimmy was more miserable than angry.’

* Algy Silver was soon found.

He grinned as the Fistical Four came
up, evidently guessing what they hdd
come for, - - A e d

«Look here, you little beast—> began
Lovell furiously. ; N

«Hallo! . What’s bitin’ you, old top?”
asked Algy cheerfully. | “Sunstroke ?»
.“Let me speak .to him, Lovell,” said
Jimm{ quietly, “Algy, did you put that
note in Mr. Bootles' tent?”

Algy nodded calmly.-

« You've hit it!” he replied.

« You—you did?” : ; 5

«1 thought I'd give you.n tip not to
collar a chaP'a papers without his permis-
sion,” explained Algy airily. I thought
you'd very likely be idiot enough to have-
it still about you. Did you get licked 2™

«Yes,” sdaid Jimmy quietly. :

«You could have given me away, you
know,” grinned Algy. .

«You knew I shouidn’t do that.”

“Had it bad?” - :

(3 ‘YES.” 4 1

(Continued from the previous page.)

-« Well, serve you right!” said Algy.
Silver. “You shouldn’t~ worry a chap:

| But. for you I shouldn’t have gone down

‘to the Bird-in-Hand yesterday.: I.lost
'fifteen.bob at hanker. "I think you ought
to shell out.- I'm stony, and it's all
throigh you!' !

& Welli:you can do as you like,

ing voice. S
but I'm’ going to_

Jimmy,: you soft “asa;
thrash the little cad!” .

«I'll jolly well hack your shins!” said
Algy defiantly, E

Lovell made a rush at him, but Jimmy
Silver dragged him back. > < -

“«Let . him = alope!”, muttered - Jimmy.
“Let's get away! The young rotter makes
me sick |” . .

Jimmy's face was pale and troubled;
and Lovell, as-he looked at him, felt his
wrath evaporate. o

“You're a silly ass, Jimmy!” he said,

«I dare say I am, Come on!"” ;

Lovell grunted, and allowed Jimmy to
draw him away. . I il

Algy Silver looked after them very
curlously, and then shrugged his shoul-
ders, ' -He did not quite understdhd his
Cousin Jimmy, and did not care to take
the trouble to try to, - - > Sl N

Cyril Peele looked at Jimmy when they
met at dinner with curious inquiry. - :

Peele understood Jimmy even“less than
Algy did, and Jimmy’s silence under the
Form-master’s questioning that morning
puzzled him. But he was feeling a sense
of great satisfaction.

Whatever Jimmy's motives might be,
evidently his desire to shield the scape-
grace of - the Third played into Cyril
Peele’s hands. Peele had not forgotten
or forgiven his thrashing. i

He was going to. humble Jimmy Silver to
the dust in repayment for that; and if he
had had any doubt of success before, he
had none now. ;

After dinner Peele cycled down to
Coombe to use the dark-room at the
village photographer’s, the -dark-room at
the school not being available at present.

When he came back there was a con-
tented grin on his face. He was only in
time to put away his bike and burry to

classes,:~» 0 s y
-« All serene?” asked Gower, joining him.
_“Right as rain!” grinned Peele., “The
negative was rippin’, and I've printed
three es,” - : . f
. “What did yon want three for?» 3
“1In case of accidents, you know. I met

“as & souvenir of his acquaintance with
- Algy, after the 'dear youth reforms,”
grinned Peele.  “I've got two left.’ I'm
going . to stick one up on the oak-tree
after lessoms.” . LY o
“Phew! Silver will be wild!» - '~ -
“Let him!” said. Peeéle coolly. - “If he
touches me T'll take care that the Head
gets the other picture. I'll tell him s0.”

" Write 10 me whenever
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FOR NEXT MONDAY!

_#THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE
KAISER!"
By Duncan 8torm.

For an abundance of humorous inci-
dents next Monday's instalment of our
ampzing serial will be hard to beat. The
boys of the Bombay Castle’ have had any
amount of fun out of Horace, the goat;

i for fun-making . ;W
buf, evon Hormos Is haken for fn g  started om their holiday tour, Chunky

by Walter, the hippo. N

Walter does mot do it intentionally,
however, but he really has very little
choice in the matter. The boys have the
time of their lives, and their escapade
would probably end happily were it not
for Baron von Slyden and the other
agents of the Kaiser. The latter are
scheming to obtain their revenge on the
boys, and chip in when the boys least
expect them. What happens makes most
exciting reading, and am sure that
when you have read the. next instalment
you will be more anxious than ever to
read the forthcoming instalments.

«PEELE ON THE WARPATH!"”
By Owen Conquest. '

So. far we have heard very little of
Peele of the Fourth. But he is very much
in the picture in next Monday's tale of
the Rookwood chums. Peele gets on the
‘wrong side of Monsieur Monceau, the
Frerich master, with results that are not
exactly pleasing to the cad.

Peele is a very revengeful .type of
fellow, and he is filled with the desire to

« You hear him 2 said Lovell; ina chok- |!

. cigarettés,

1., Kit k
vt&%mmnu:

1 :white as he‘turned dway.
“B: Jov;, m is bu’&,:

Joey Hook om my way back, and sho

him the . photograph” - chuckled .
You'should have-seei his face! He aske
me; . copy, and offered- me halt-a-f
GroWl $Or thte e TN
 emod i T Showt, bul L dida's e

of coutse. Perhdps he'wu%!éﬂ tol:':leb”'i‘.

y day! - You'll see!'
: ’11311:' joined the class, Peele in_high
spirits, .
.. Cyril Peele was very anxious for lessons
to be over that afternoon, i

) Mr, Bootles dismissed the Form at last

and walked away. - .

. Peele . strolled u}x to_the big oak-tree,
.in the shadow of whose branches the
Fourth had been listening to Mr. Bootles'
valued instructions. - -~ - - -

“You fellows interested in a photo-
igraph?” he ealled out. “I've-got rather
‘a good picture here. Scene at Coombe.”

“Jolly - interestin’!” chottled = Gower.
« You'll like this, Jimmy Silver.”

There was a chorus as the junjors
looked at the photograph  Peele had
;pinned -on the: tree,- - - -

_Peele strode away, legving it there for
inspection.’ e = Tis T

i

«By~-gad!”, exclaimed Mornington, }:

"« Thet had better not be seen! Jimmy'

{Silver, you'd better talk to Peele about |
thig!» - Taw ;

“4The cad !” exclalined Errol wrathfully,
«I'll take it down!"
“Let Jimmy Silver see it ﬂrnt;;” chuckled
Townsend. . . . Py SRR
“What dqges It matter fo me?”
demanded Jimmy. :
. “Look an’ see!” - oy
. Jimmy;  wondering. a - little, - came
.through the crowd . of  juniors,- and
glanced at' the photograph pinned up on
the tree. - .
Then he started. - b8
The photograph represented the interfor
of a green arbour. Three figures were
seated round a little table, on which were
a bottle and glasses. -
- There were cards on the table, and

And of the three faces one was easily
recognised as that of Joey Hook, the
sharper and racing tout, and the other
two as those of Bertie de Vere and Algy
Silver, of the Third Form at Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver stared speechlessly at the
photograph. .

He could not speak. i

He understood  that this was Peele’
revenge for his thrashing. y
* That photograph, if it fell into the
hands of.a .master or. a.prefect; was.
eqouﬁh to get- both Algy and De -Vere
exPe ed from Rookwood. N v
t{ [t left no-doubt as to their occupa-

The two young ‘rascals had n
gambling with Joey. Hook in the ubox?:‘;n
the garden at” the  Bird-in-Hand, "and
Peele had taken ‘a snapshot of them in
the ‘very act!: 2 §

aiword Jimmy. Silver ‘tore the
into fl(pwenh.' and his face was

:ﬁig:y.f'. mut-
kL “of" € o
en, '8 il wp-

téred’ Lovell,. with a )
“;.v{g.!'eere léts “that be

h Algy “here.” -

Jimmy: nodded.

Heo wag feeling helpless.
_ Peele had a right to take a photo-
graph wherever he liked, so far as that
went ;- Jimmy had no right to complain.

.such a place, and engaged in such an
occupation. :

To hammer Peele and make him glye
up the negative was not-feasible; it was
more likely: to make him show it to
Mr. Bootles or the Head.. :

The cad of the Fourth had the whip-
hand now, with a vengeance.

What did he intend to do? Jimmy won-
.dered. It was pretty certain that Pecle
‘did_not intend to let the matter end
where it was. ; )
- Jimmy Silver left his chums, and
paced by  himself under the ~beeches,
thinking it out. ;

It was ahout half an hour later that
Algg; joined him there. ; .
“The scapegrace of the Third was not
looking - his usunal ‘cheeky, -airy- self. His
expression was of mingled, rage and
terror. . .

“Jimmy !” he sald gaspingly. '

__ The captain of the Fourth looked at
" him .grimly.. - .

. “You've done it now, Algy!” he mut-
tered. It ; ;
be such a cad?”..panted Algy, *He—
he’s siown me’a photograph, Jimmy—"

“I've seen it.”

“I .shall be kicked out of the school,”
muttered A‘lﬁ._ . “Suppose the Head saw
it—or Mr. ggins! And Peele says—he
says—" Algy choked. “Jimmy, I—I
know .I've .been rather a beast to you;
but—but you can't leave me in the
lurch . now,- and -let me be sacked from
the school.” You can'tl” ..

“What can I do?” muttered Jimmy
hopelessly.
photos. But.that cad can get as many
as he likes from the negative.” .
" “You can get the negative from him.”

“Do - you - think - he'd “give it" up,” you
young ass?” ) :

“He says he will if you ask him.”

“What?”

Jimmy Silvér fairly jumped. That was
about the last thing he had expected
to hear. .

“He says so,” muttered Algy. " You—
‘you'll ask him, Jimmy! You—you can
put your pride in your. pocket for once,
and—and ask him a favour. That’s what
he wants. You—jyou'll do it.”

“He will give it up if I ask him?"
said Jimmy.

“He says 80.” ;

“Let’s sée him, then.”

“Come onl!” gasped Algy,
relief. g

He caught his cousin by the sleeve,
and hurried him away. )

Peele and Gower - were Jlounging in
Eittle Quad when Jimmy Silver and his
cousin joined ‘them. ~ 2
“'“Algy says you're willing to give me
the negative of that photograph, Peele,”
sald Jimmy Silver, almost huskily.

- It went bitterly against_ the grain to
ask a favour of the cad of the Fourth,
but it was for Algy’s sake, ;
Peela- smiled - insolently. s

in great,

“What do you want it for?” he drawled.
L. ¥ To destroy it.” - . e
“I'l hand it to youw, on conditions,”
smiled Peele. . A" z
1“1 give yom. anythhxf you ask—if
I've got it,” said Jimmy. Silver. “ You've.
g6t the upper hand, you cad.” What “do
‘you.  want for the negative, and any
copies you've got?”
Il tell you,” said Peele, with cool

G are in aogzo
mpt and kindly reply %“:o':g.'"
" H: 3 Lon,dpu.

It"was Algy’s fault for having been in

t or difculty, Tell me apout yourself;_les
l{' me, a

does not throw up the.sponge, however.
He co ts a more ingeni h still,
and- 18 confident of méeting with
But does he? - For the unswer to this
question you must not fail to read our
xéext magnificent story ef Jimmy Silver &
0. -

“THE SCHOOLBOY QOLD-

' - SEEKERS!”

By Martin Olifford.

“When the chums of -Cedar Creek first

Todgers expressed the hope that they
would come across-a gold-mine. Strange
to say, in our next tale of Frank Richards
& Co., they do come across gold. You
will, I am sure, enjoy reading how the
juniors became prospectors, how Yen Chin
took the downward path, and committed
a crime which the chums could not
excuse, and how those who led the
Chinee astray were made to suffer for
their misdeeds.

“REPAYINGQ THE RAIDERS!”
By Herbert Britton.

Next Monday’'s splendid long, complete
tale of Bob Travers & Co. deals with the
rivalry between the School House and the
New House. It is largely through Bunny,
the duffer, .that Jimmy Wren & Co. score
off their rivals; but Bob Travers & Co.
do not take their defeat lying down, and
-the manner in which they repay the New
House raiders makes most interesting
reading.

OUR PRESENTATION PLATE.

get his own.back on the Frenchmar, Buf
Peele's scheme for achieving this objeet,
although it creates a fair amount .of
amusement, meets with failure. The cad

Very shortly I propose giving away

with the Boys’ KRIEND a magnificent
photogravure plate of the Boys who beat

?eliberation._ “Yesterday you licked me,
immy Silver., To-day I've got the whip-

know what you think of the

ouvel 0 steard, may- be sure of receiving »
411 lotters”shouid be Sadressed, - Tha Biitor, the BOYS' ERIEND, Tbe Flestwar

the Kaiser. This plate will be a really
sglendld picture, executed in excellent
style by Mr. G. M. Dodshoa, and it will
be a plate you will be able to frame and
hang up on the walls of the best room
in your house. Next Monday I hope to

give you the exact date of the issue in

which this plate will be given away.

|save Your FRUIT-STONES.

In the ordinary way, fruit-stones and
hard nutshells are deposited in the dust-
bin, as being of no further use. Readers
of the Boys' FRIEND may, therefore, be
surprised to learn that these are being
reu zed in great quantities by the Govern-
ment.

Therefore, - those readers who are
anxious to assist their country—and I am
sure that every reader is—should collect
as many fruit-stones and nutshells as he’
possibly can. In many shops you will
find sacks, on which are placards, showing
that they are for the .express purpose of
holding fruit-stones and nutshells. When
you have collected a good quantity of the
required articles, take thém to the shop,
and place them in the sack.

. Tell all your chums about this, find out

where you can deliver your collections,
and do all you can to aid so good a cause.
Don’t think for-one moment that small
collections are of no use. Every single
fruit-stone and nutshell is needed.

. “Who'd have thought 'aﬁy ci:'ax": woﬁid‘

“I've torn up one of the |

for it. I'll give you that photograph and
the negative on one condition. If you
don’t agree, I'll take fifty copies of. it,
and scatter 'em over Rookwood.”
“What’s the conditfon?” 4
“You're goin’ to stand there an’ take

- “I'm goin’ to knock you down, Jimmy
Silver, an’ you're goin’ to take it smilin".”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Gower.

Jimmy clenched his hands hard.

“You worm!” he shouted, :

He made a ,furious stride towards

. Peele, who eyed him with a bitter smile.
“Lay a_fingér on me, an’ I go straight
to Mr. Bootles with that photograph.”

. he said. .“Do you think you can take it?
The negative's in 4 safe plate, my boy—
safe till I want is.” N

Jimmy ‘Silver controlled himself.

. “You'vg heard the condition,” con-
tinued” Pgele. “That’'s final, Take your
medicine, or let your fous cousin take
his . chance.. ammered me for
lendin’ him a racin’ paper. Now you're

. askin’ me to keep it dark that he's a shady
little blin’-blackguard. . You're too

' free with your hands, Jimmy Silver, an’
you're goin’ to have a lesson.” e

He grinhed triumphantly.

Algy Silver groaned.

“Oh, you rotter!” he muttered huskily.
“You treacherous rotter! You've played
cards at the Bird-in-Hand a dozen times
yourself !”

“Got  anythin® to prove it?” sncered .

Peele. i

Gower chuckled.

Jimmy Silver was silent, & strugg!e
proceeding in his breast.

His face burned at the thought of en-
dm’in;ik what Peele intended to inflict.
Algy had no hope that he would submit,
and he was in despair.

But Jimmy Silver was thinking—think-
ing of the reckless fag's father, out at
sea facing his country’s ‘enemies, and of
the bitter blow it would be to the com-
mander when he learned that his son had
been: turned out of Rookwood in disgraee.

Commander Silver had had. trouble with
the boy already, and he had asked Jimmy
to keep an eye on him, and look after
him at Rookwood, and Jimmy had
promised that he would,

Jimmy Bilver spoke at last.

“I agree!” he said, in a husky voice.

“My- hat!” murmured Gower.

“Jimmy !” muttered Algy, in & choking
veice. - . . - -

“Done!” 8aid Cyril Peele. “I_thought
you'd knuckle under, Silver! Yom. can
have the photograph—here it is—an’ T'i
hand you the negative as soom as I get
it from where I've put it.”

. “You'll hand it to me first, Peele.
My word’s good enough for you, you cad.”
- Peele’ shrugged “his- shoulders, -

_“All serene!”. . - . :
He opened his jacket, and drew a fil
negative from a hidirig-place in the lining.
{l_mmyA Silver’s hand closed on the nega-

fve and the photograph. . .
* Arthur * Edward Lovell came through
 the archway into Little Quad, looking
for his chum. . :
"He caught sight of . him—and then
Lovell stood rooted to the ground, as he
saw, Peele stride towards Jimmy Silver
and knock him flying.

. Peele and Gower walked away, laugh-

ing. .

Jimmy Silver rose .to his feet.

His face was deadly white, save where
the red mark of the blow glowed on the
skin. Lovell came up almost stupefied.’

“Jimmy! You—you=—" He stuttered.
“I'{l fetch the cad back for you—-"

“8top!"”

“What do you mean?” roared Lovell.
“Are you afraid of Peele? Are you a
funk, ta be knocked down and take it
smiling !” :

Jimmy B8ilver did not answer. Buf
Lovell caught sight of the negative in
his hand, and the truth dawned on him.

“You fool!” he muttered.

“Jimmy!” Algy Silver was almost cry-
ing. “Jimmy, old chap, I—I'm sorry.
I—I wouldn’t have asked you, I wouldu’s
—oh, Jimmy{”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep, deep hreath.

“It's all right, kid. You're ot?t of the
woo'd now,” he . said. “Keep out of it;
don’t -play the fool again. I think you
owe me that.”

J“I . never will, Jimmy,” said Algy,
nearly sobbing. “I—I never wanted to.
It was just rot, you know.”

_“Take this rubbish somewhere and burn
it,” said Jimmy, .

- Algy “Silver took the photograph and
the negative and hurried fwa%nﬁ them,
Arthur Edward Lovell looked Iong and

) hard at his chum.”

" “You ass!""he sald.
“I know.” _ ,. .
heag?'!l_you‘ cfml‘_np !'7, Youbfrab;ous fats
But Lovell's look was not so gruff as
his words, and -he squeezed Jimmy's arm

a8 they -walked away.- - And Algy, at
least, &d not forget his promise. &

THE END,

" NEXT MONDAY.
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hand, and I'm.goin’ to make you squirm

what you gave me yesterday,” said Peele. -
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