__‘-,'3 ';i?;‘z‘ll"ﬂ o

WPy 4

| A MAGNIFICENT PHOTOGRAVURE PLATE |
J. ...OF THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE KAISER |
i IS GIVEN FREE WITH THIS ISSUE! |

Lm‘wwl-l WHICH IS INCORPORATED THE “PENNY POPULAR.” WART!MEPRIC?il
\ 7 ,

No. 906. Vol. XVIII. New Series.] THREE HALFPENCE.

>

[Week Ending October 19th, 1918,

APPEAR IN THIS
ISSUE !

BY Hereerr Bryrron. §

\ \\-t‘l’r
Wiy W
( . vz
AR/ /'/

l

s




330

Every Ménday

Published

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Price
Three Halinencs

19/10/18

DUNCAN STORM'S AMAZING NEW SERIAL |

FCR NEW READERS.

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, do 80, he
employs three desperate Germans named

BARON VON - SLYDEN, CAPTAIN
STOOM, and VON SNEEK.
The papers, however, containing the

seeret of the whereabonts of the treasure
are in the posscssion o

CAPTAIN HANDYMAN and (Y
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 XO00S; a native wrestler, FLINT
PASTA, 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.

So far Baron von Slyden and his con-
fedérates have made several emdeavours
1o secure the papers containing the secret
ol the Mahdi’s treasure, and on
oceasion have met with defeat. Even
their efforts to obtain their revenge on
ihe boys failed.

In last week's instalment, whilst the
boye were camping on the banks of the
Nile, Robbler, a wild boy, appeared on
the scene, with his pet Jcopard named
Tiddles. That night Lal Tata had an
amusing adventure with Horace and Ceeil,
and made his way to the boys’ tent in
order to chastise the animals. In search-
ing for the latter, Lal pulled aside a rug,
guite unawarce that ‘Tiddles, the leopard,
was sleeping peaccfully undefneath.

(HBead on from here.)

Robbler on the Track !

“Come out, Horace, you bad fellow!
Come ont; Cecil, you nanghty one, and
receive your just punishments!® shouted
Lal Tata trivmphantly, as, brandishing
Bis battered white umbrella, he pulled
the rug from the massive speckled head of
the leopard.

Tiddles did not like having the blanket
snatched from his head in this fashion,
and Lal's sudden movement scared him.

He lay back, his ears flat to his head,
and snarled, showing a huge row of white,
gieaming teeth.

Lal staggered hack, dropping his um-
brella as though it had turned to a red-
hot poker in his hand.

He had expected to find Ceeil and
Horace arongst the heap of blankets in
which the hoys were crouching and laugh-
ing, not a leopard of full growth.

“Ha!” began Lal, with a gasp. “What
does these apparitions mean? What——>

“ Mor-row !” replied Tiddles, licking his
curling lips with a huge red tonpgue.

J the “warning snarl Lal retreated
farther.

Tiddles had said as plainly as possible,
in leopard language:

“ You hit me, and I'll see you about it !

The boys sat up, grinning.

Lal's foce had dropped, and he stood
petrified, staring at the leopard and lis
young master a5 though he were unable
to helieve his cyes.

“'There are some mistakes Irere!® he
stammered. ‘“Do 1 not sce a black boy
of wild aspects and a leopard—a ferocious
leopard? Are my eyes making deceptions,
or am 1 naking dreamas??

“It’s all right, sir,” said Dick Dorring-
ton cheeytully. “You aren’t walking in
your sleen. 'This is Tiddles, e is a tame
leopard— if you don't whack him over the
head. We're using him for a holster!”

“Come away at once, hoys, or yon
shall be torn to mincemeats!” stam-
mered Lal. “ I have heard of many foolish
things, but T have never met boys so silfy

as to play Little Red Riding Hoods with |

Jeopards. That s
animals., He bites!”

“Wouldn't bite anything hut his supper,
sir, if you don’t hash him over the head
with your brolly!® said Chip, grinning
cheerfully.

Robbler quieted his charge with a low
whisper, and Tiddles dropped his great
fiead again, keeping a watchful green eye
turned on Lal.

“Who is this hoy ?” demanded Lal, with
a return to his schoolmaster mavuner.
* What does he do in camps at this time
of nights, accompanied by wild beasts?”

“He is a Somali, sir,” explained Dick
Dorrington. “ And the leopard is Tiddles,
Don’t send Robbler away, please, sir. He's
an awinlly interesting chap!»

Mr. Lal Tata shook his head disapprov-
ingly.

He was still cautiously backing away
from the leopard and his young master.

“It is time that you boys shall he in
bed and fast asleep,” he raid. I am
disturbed by disgraceful fightings between
Horace and Cecil. I come out of my tent
in chase of those rascal fellows:, and Y
find you fellows making chums with wild
heasts. You are all painted with the same
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tars, Go to hed at once, and you shall
do some tremendous impots in the morn-
ing. Yon shall all write me one thousand
times: ‘It is not good to play the goat
with fierce leopards.” »

Robbler seemed to understand, as much
by instinct as by Lal's words, that his
presence with his strange pet in the camp
was unwelcome,

“Tell the black man that 1 go,” he whis-
pered to Chip in Arabic. *“ But have a
care, Ingliz boy. 'The moon is setting,
and there is danger ahout the camp. 1
and Tiddles will keep good watch.”

Hegave a low whistle, and Tiddles rose,
geattering the blankets with which the
hoys had covered him right and left.

“This was oo much for Lal's courage,

At the sight of Tiddles standing, tall
and speckled, in the moonlight, he gave
a yell, and turned and fled.

“Hi, sir! Come back!” called out
Porkis, “It's all right! He's a nice
Jeopard! He's as quiet as a lamb! Come
back and stroke him!»

BLut Lal was not stopping to stroke any
wild leopards. .

He ran Jike a hare for the nearest, tree,
which was a stuinpy little palm with a
head like a sweep’'s brush. And up the
straight stem of this refuge he shinned
as quick as a lamplighter, 3o e

Tiddles, whose curiosity was aroused by
this sudden flight, rose and stretched him-
self lazily,

Then e stalked slowly over to the tree
where Lal was perched, and, rising, dug
his huge claws into the bark, sharpening
them just as a cat sharpens its talons on
the leg of a kitchen table.

Lal shouted wildly.

“1i, boys! Tell your hlack hoy to call
off this ferocionssome beast! He shakes
me out of the tree! T shall tumble off my
perches, and he will devour me {»

Robbler gave a whistle, and stalked
away ont of the camp.

“The black man, he is afraid of my
poossee cat!” ke said {o the hoys, as he
glided away into the shadows heyond the
fire.

At the sound of his master's whistle the
ieopard withdrew his talons from the hark
of the palm, and, dropping to his feet,
scampered off to heel like a well-trained

‘fox-terrier.

“Well, if that doesn't beat the hana!»
exclaimed Dick Dorrington, peering after
“He's got that

leopard as tame as a pet canary. But
where have they sloped to?”
The boy and the leopard had dis-

appeared like shadowy ghosts into the
adjacent thickets, making no sound.

“He won't go far,” said Chip. «He told
me that there is danger round the camp,
and that he is going to kecp cave for us
—Llim and Tiddles. Now, I wonder where
Mr, Lal Tata has got to?” added Chip
innocently.

“Here I am, you bad boy!® said a
muflled voice from the crest of the stumpy
palni.  « Where is that horrid boy and
that most dangerous wild heast ?2»

“1t's all right, sir!” said Porkis. “The
coast is clear. They’ve hopped it. You
can come down quite rafely.”

Lal was hanging in the top of the palm
like a great bear who has gone up the
pole in search of a penny hun.

“Are you sure they have gone?” he
asked.

“Quite sure; sir,” answered Dick. “And
we are all going to bhed now, sir,” he
added.

_ Lal elimbed slowly out of his perch
in the palm-tree, and dropped to the
ground with a heavy thump.

He was a little bit ashamed of himself
for having run away from Tiddles.

“I am not afraid of wild elephants or
tigers,” he said. “I am not. as a rule,
a timidsome man of animals. - But
Jeopard is a most dangerous and ill-tem-
pered beast. 1t gave me great wamblings
of ‘the stomach when 1 made discovery
of that terrible animal under blankets.
Are you sure he's gone?”

“He's hopped it, sir,” said Pongo
Walker, grinning. “I expect it’s coming
out all over im spots that makes the
leopard so jolly wild!” he added.

“Good!™ said Lal, his broad face heam-
ing again as his natural good temptr
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overcame his temporary irritation. “That
is most excellent jest, Pongo Walkers, I
shall let you all otf that impot !”

“Thank you, sir!” said all the boys
gratefully.

“But you shall build up my tent again,”
added Lal Tata.

The boys speedily fished out a spare
{ent-pole from the stores, and ecrected
Lal’s fallen tent once more. '

Then they slipped back to their own
domicile, and were soen fast asleep.

Not one of them had noticed, as they
passed to and fro, the lurking, snake-
like shape of €assim, the spy, who lay
hidden behind a few tussocks of coarse
junfle grass not fifty yards from their
tent.

The moca was getting low now, and
casting long shadows along the ground.

Even these humps of rough grass cast
their shadow, and ia this long shadow
Cassim lay hidden.

» Cassim was hiding his tlme with the
true paticnce of the Oriental who is
bent on murder.

The bo{s passed %5 close fo him that
he could have struck at any one of them
with the razor edge of the sharp blade,

' which h¢ held ready in his sinewy grip.

He watched them us they made for
‘their tent by the smouldering embers
of their dying camp-fire.

He heard them moving about, laughing
and talking as they slipped into their
pyjamas, and made.ready for the night.

Then, when. they had  settled down,
without rising or even showing his head
above the rough grass. he rippled off,
crawling on his stomach, making off for
all the world like a snake.

A watchiul sentinel would have seen
nothing of the lean, brown shape as it
crawled through the rough grass in that
uncertain light.

Not a blade of the dry stufi rastled
on the well-oiled skin of the spy.

But two ‘pairs of eyes, more trained
and more watchful than those of any
sentinel that the eamp could have posted,
watched the spy and saw him go.

Robhler laid his hand lightly on the
bristling neck of the leopard.

Otherwise those \few seconds e watch-
g would have bfen Cassim's Jast. -

But he was allowed to gain the shelter
of the thickets safely, and, here he set
off running.

Cassim’s earlier adventures of the night
had made him stiff and sore, and every
muscle and sinew in  his body was
aching.

Perhaps this wag the reasap that, run
as he might, he did not pass beyond eye-
sight of the two shadowy figures that
dogged hig steps through the thickets.

But more probably Robbler and his
pet, masters in woodcraft, and expert in
using the wild-beast paths of the jungle,
travelled more directly than the spy, as
he twisted and turned through the hushes
and scrubby trees.

At any rate, when, after a run of three
miles, Cassini, clearing the bush, made
towards a newiy-pitched camp, these two
watchers came to a halt at the edge of
the thickets, and held him under observa-
tion as he came to a standstill outside
a closed tent.

The nose of the leopard was twitching
as he scented men and the smoke of the
newly-lighted camp-fires.

The wind was bearing dowa from the
camp, and the camels that were hobbled
within the lines were quiet enough.

They could not scent the leopard, other-
wise they might have given the alarm.

The watchers could hear the spy as he
scratched lightly with his finger-nail on
the canvas of the tent. \

The night dews had tightened the can-
vas and picket-ropes, and the scratching
of the nail was sufficient to rouse the
watchful Baron von Slyden from his un-
easy slumbers.

“It is I—Cassim!” whispered the spy
in guttural Arabic.

Baron von Slyden growled as he rolled
heavily from his camp-hedstead.

“Enter!” he said.

Cassim slid into the tent, and stood
with folded hands in the darkness, waiting
his master’s pleasure.

Baron von Slyden struck a match and
lit a cigar. :

Cassim watched the red end of the cigar
glowing and fading as the baron puffed
luxuriously at the smoke.

“Why so long? Are the English on the
watch?” demanded the baron.

“They slecp not, thosc English hoys!”
replied Cassim. .“They laugh, and they
talk balf the night. The black man pulls
his tent down, and the goat and the ape
quarrel, and only now have they gonec to
their beds.”

The baron grunted.

“That is the way of the English,” he
muttered. “They laugh and they talk
and they make sport, but they mnever
sleep !”

He seemed to forget Cassim’s presence
for a moment, and puffed at his cigar,
sighing heavily.

Perhaps in this moment Baron ven
Slyden realised that the task of breaking
up this expedition of British boys, which
had at first seemed such a simple busi-
p ness, was a tougher job tham he or his
master, the Kaiser, had dreamed of.

“In two hours,” he said, “it will be
dawn. *“There is yet time for our work.”

There was a click in the darkness, and
a small electric lamp glowed.

It showed the baron’s evil, heavy face
as he bent over a box of polished wood.

This he unlocked carefully, revealing a
lining of blue velvet.

Carefully packed within the box lay a
dozen red shapes, which were like nothing
else but the trouser-clips which cyclists
wear.

These were covered -with. .purple - silk,
and before he touched them the baron
carefully took some gloves which lay in
the lid of the box.

One of these gloves he pulled on. The
other he handed to Cassim.

They were both right-hand gloves.

“Take this glove,” he said, “else thoun
canst not handle these weapons with-
out harm. They look harmless enough,
but they are the latest wonder of the
science of the Fatherland.”

Cassim pulled on the glove and took
the ohjects as one by one the baron
took them carefully out of their velvet-
lined case.

“We will recover these stranglers when
they have done their work,” he said.
“They will serve,us again. Thou knowest
how to use them.”

Casgim took the twelve objects eare-

fully in his gloved hand.
" “I understand how to use them,
master,” he said. “I approach the tents
and slip these under the canvas cloge by
the heads of the English, who will be
sleeping with their feet to the tent-pole.
The rest the killers do for themselves.”

The baron nodded.

“Go,” he said; “and hLave a carec that
they do not turn on thee. They are more
deadly than the python. It is that glove
g&ashestns that saves thee now from their

p.”

Cassim salaamed, but was ecareful not
to raise the hand which held the weapons
close to his face, - .

Then, turning, he slipped from the tent
like a shadow.

The two watchers at the edge of the
thickets saw him adyanging towards them
as he made for the cover of the bush.

They did not mqve the spy ap-
proached, and though Cassim passed
within a few yards of them he did not
see the shapes which had taken cover in
the shadows. .

His furtive, shifty eyes, were ecasting
from side to side, but Robbler and the

rd were hidden from him.

he went, travelling fast through the,
woods towards the sleeping camp of the
boys. .

And on his track followed those two
relentless pursuers.

The moon had set now, and the dark-
ness that comes before the dawn had
cast its shadow on the bush.

It was in these two hours of darkness
that Cassim meant to do his deadly work.

The two who followed him could sce
as well by night as by day.

Cassim blundered and faltered as he
passed through the dark woods, but Rob-
bler and his pet did not swerve a hair's-
breadth from the line by which they
had advanced towards the camp of the
Germans.

As they had come out so they went
back, halting slightly in their pace now
and then, lest thiey should overtake their
quarry.

They followed him to the verge of the
camping-ground, -and there they halted
again, the boy’s hand resting lightly on
the seruff of the leopard’s collar of brist-
ling hair.

Tiddles seemed to understand that there
was something evil in the wind.

His sinewy frame quivered slightly, but
he made no sound. .

A word from Rebbler, and he would
have launched himself on that slinking
figure that was making towards the tent
occupied by the boys.

Cassim did not go right up to the tent.

He paused within six feet of the picket-
ropes and passed round it, dropping at
regnlar  intervals  those queer-shaped
weapons of the Kaiser's spies.
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Then he moved awav towards thie tent
which was oeccupicd by Cy Sprague, 'Cap-
tain Handyman, and Elint Pasha. -

Outside this tent he dropped three more
of the strange horseshoe-shaped objeets.

rment later he disappeared into the
. 2

In Deadly Peril! F

In the tent the boys were sleepingay»
easily.

Their adventures had excited them, apa
in the ease of the Skeleton the tin of
lobster he had caten for supper was dis-
turbing him.

“Skeléton was a restless slecper in ‘any
case. With a tin of lohster walking
about inside him he was a waking night-
mare.

He groancd and hurbled. i

Then -he shot out a bony fist in his
troubled slumbers and hit Dick Dorring-
ton in the eye.

Dick was sitting up in a second.

“What's the game, Skeleton, you
idiot?” he demanded. “Tf you punch my
cye again I'll chuck you ouf of the tent!”

But Skeleton only grouned in his sleep,
and shot out a bony leg and foot imto
the gloom of the tent.

This time it was Porkis who sat up and
mumbled.

“Steady on, Skeleton, old chap!” he
said in a low voice. “I dow’t mind you
punching Dick in the eye. but I wish
you'd take your foot out of my mouth !’

Skeleton groaned again and woke up.,

“I am awfully sorry, you chaps,”, he
said. “I was dreaming; that was all. I
had a rotten dream. I forget what it
was about, but it was a fair rotter.”

“You'll have & more rotten dream still
if you start hitting out like that!® ex-
claimed Dick Dorrington, nursing his eve.
“You ought to sleep in handeutis!”

“Or leg-irons!” put in Porkis.” _

The boys settled themselves for sleep
again.

They had been sleeping with their fect
to the poie of the tent, but they all
agreed that it would be better to turn
their heads that way.

Then they would not have a chance of
getting kicked in the ear by the restless
Skeleton.

They were barely asleep again when
outeide the tent the silence of the night
was broken by a hullabaloo, such as
they had never heard before in -thcir
lives.

The boys shot up in bed immediately.

“Crumbs!” exclaimed Porkis I awe-
stricken tones. “What's that row?”

“I'm going out to %ee what it is,” said
Dick Dorriugton.

Dick’s legs were tangled up by his
blankets, and for a moment he could not
get out of his bed.

And in that moment a ye!ll went up
from Skeleton.

“Ow!  Yow-ow!”  yelled  Skeleton.
“Somcthing has got hold of my ankle!”

“Rot! You're dreaming again!’ cx-
claimed Diek as he gtruggled to frec his
legs from the blankets which ¢ncumbered
his movements. “Let me ouf, you fel-
lows! Someonc grepe around in the dark
and “find the clettriclamp! . It's some-
where by the tlent-pole! Skeleten's off
his chump! He's dreaming, that’s all!”

But Skeleton let loose & howl that
showed that he was by no mcans dream-
ing. It was a real howl of pain and
anguish.

“Help!” he yelled. “Help! There's
something grabbing hold of my ankle!
It’s crushing into the bone! Yew-ow!”

The boys’ hearts stood still. This was
no nightmare of Skeleton’s.

He had shoved his feet out of the tent
under the fly, whichy was slightly raised
to ventilate the interior, and it was plain
that something had laid hold of him.

“Quick! The light—a lamp or a mateh
—anything!” exelaimed Dick in an . awe-
stricken voice.

The boys groped about hurriedly in the
gloom of the tent, but the electrie lamp
whieh had been placed at the foot of the
tent-pole with the matches and candle
had been shifted.

1t could not be found, and in the mean-
time Skeleton was howling with angnish,
and that terrible hullabaloo was going on
outside with unabated vigour.

It was Arty Dove who reached:eut in
the darkness to the agonised Skeleton and
ran his hand down his leg to see what was
biting him.

“Yow! I feel as if my foot was in a
man-trap!® moaned Skeleton.

Arty ve could feel something as near
as possible like a trouser-clip caught about
Skeleton's leg.

But no trouser-clip ever fitied as ¢ight
as this thing, which had cut ihrough the
leg of the boy's pyjamas, and wag wring-
ing blood where it closed about the anklc.

Arty seized the bit of steel, or wire, or
whatever it was,

He tried to foree its springy jaws apart.
But_even his herculean strength was put
to the test.

Arty’s hands were tremendously power-
ful. But it took all his strength to shiit
this thing which had seized on Skeleton's
bony ankle. 3

At last he tore it asunder, and hurled
it out at the door of the tents

All he could feel of it was that it was
in the shape of a horseshoe of compara-
tively slender ‘spring or wire, and covered
with silk.

As it ran through his hands it seemed
like something alive, and moved as though
it would close on him und grip him.

But he did not hold it long enongh to
give it a chance.

Away it went into the night, and feli
on the grass far outside the tent door,
whilst Skeleton sat groaning and nursing
his erushed ankle.

The hoys, satisfied that Skeleten was
not killed, rushed out at the door.

they could see was the dim shape
of Horace dancing in the gloom, whilst
Cecil danced round Horace, bhanging. I'is
great chest with his hairy fist, making
the booming noise that he &lways et up
when alarmed or angry.
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Horace was bieating piteously, and the
boys saw that he was dancing and rolling
over with only three legs to spare,

One of his hind-legs was apparently
bound up to his horns. .

“Jiminy !” excldimed Arty Dove. ©“The
same beastly thing as got hold of Skele-
ton has nabbed or cld Horace. No
wonder he's o jolly mad!” . -

With his left hind-leg tied up to his right
ear by some- unseen agency, Horace was
hurling himself into the air, turning
somersaults, falling with heavy thumps
to the ground, gnd bouncing again as
though he were made of indiarubber, -

And Cecil, dancing round Horace in an
agony of fear and sympathy, was beating
his chest, whilst from somewhere in the
darkness there came a higsing sound like a
punctured tyre.

The hissing sound came from Gus, the
crocodile. :

Dick Dorrington tumbled over him in
the darkness, and picked him up.

Gus dangled limply in the darkness, like
& dead codfish.

Gus, being a crocodile, naturally had
no collar,

But as Dick lifted him up he found
another of those mysterious clips biting
hard into the thick crocodile plates, with
which Gus, young as he was, was already
armoured.

Dick whipped out his big clasp-knife,
which had a good stout marline-spike in it.

Gus -hissed feebly with a choking sort of
sound as Dick prodded this lever under
thg tight collar that was choking their
pet.

Porkis came to Dick’s assistance with a
tin-opener, and, with the help of these
two tools, they managed to force the clip
away Irom Gus' neck, and to flick it far
away,

Then they laid Gus down.

The ist Chepter.
A Véry Near Relation}

“Cuat!”

The Fistical Four, of the Fourth Form
at Rookwood, uttered that - expressive
mounosyllable together, in a sort of
chorus.

_Jimmy Silver & Co. were at tea in the
end study—a war tea.  Supplies were
ghort, and cash was shorter.

Therefore, when Tubby Muffin put his
podgy face in at the deorway they greeted
him a8 aforesaid.

“Hook it!"” added Lovell, with emphasis,

Tubby Mnuflin did not “hook ™ it; he
rolled in,

“Bunk!” said Raby.

“Disappear!” commanded Newcome,

But Tubby only grinned.

“I haven't come to tea!” he said dis-
dainfully. “I know you've only got war-
bread and some mouldy old sardines., I
say, L want you fellows to back me up
to-morrow, when he comes.”

5 [‘ Hed" repeated Jimmmy Silver. “ What

09"

“Haven't you heard?”
“Chap named Lagdenr—""

“New boyt” .

“He, he! No, an old boy. He's coming
to-morrow,” said Tubby Muffin, “and my
idea is to give him a reception.”

The Fistical Four stared at Tubby.

“Relation of yours?” asked Rahy.

“Oh, no; never heard of the chap
beforet™,

“Then what on earth do you want to
give hién a reception for?” demanded
Jimmy Silver.

“That's my idea, you know. T thhnk
he ought to have a reception, and I'm
prepared to take the lead, and make a
speech—a neat little speech,” said Tubby,
“¥ou know 1I'm a bit of an orator—"

“Oh, my hat!”

““And on such an occasion a fellow with
a rather commanding presence is required
to be master of the <ceremonies,” said
Tubby, drawing his podgy figure to its full
beight—which was not very much. “You
agree to that?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don't see what you fellows are
cackling at.  Considering what Captein
Lagden has been through, I think - we
ought tg* show him what Rookwood thinks
of him, It's a great occasion.”

“Captain Lagden!” repeated Arthur
Bdward Lovell.

“That’s the chap.”

“I've got some
Lagden,” said Lovell,
—never seen them.”

“Oh, [ don’t suppose this chap is a
relation of yours!” said Tubby Muffin.
“He's awfully decent—' L

“What?” ejaculated Lovell, while his
chums chuckled.

“Quite a nob. I hear,” said Tubby.

said Tubby.

relations named
“Distant relations

“Poor old Gus!” exclaimed Porkis sor-
rowfully. “He's done in!”

“ §-6-8-5-6-8-8-3!” breathed Gus, as much
as to say;:

“That’s about it!l
Golden West !”

It's me for thé

In the meantime Arty had watched his.

chance with the bounding Horace, who,
being more or less white in colour, showed
up in the darkness,

- The -first thing to do before trying to
get the thing unfastened which was tying
up Horaco was to get Horace down and
quiet,

This was easier said than done. .

But Arty- watched his chance, and,
catching Horace when he was standing for
a moment on three legs, he gave him a
punch in the ribs and rolled him over.

Horace ‘replied. by kicking Arty in the
face with the only leg he had to spare.

But Arty‘’s hands were already on the
gilken-covered spring.

He heaved with all his strength, and
opened its jaws a fraction of an inch.

Arty pulled the spring, and Horace did
the rest in a desperabe wriggle which
filled the air with flying arms and legs
wnd hoofs and horns.

With a queer metallic ring, the mur-
derous loop which had bound Horace's

leg 8o mysteriously to his horn flew
through the air, and was lost in the
darkness,

Horace butted Arty once In the stomach
by way of showing his gratitude at heing
freed. .

Then all the fight went out of him,

He hobbled round in a circle holding up
his injured hind-leg. Then he sat down
in the grass and bleated.

Arty examined the goat's leg, There
was & nasty deep, bruised impression
where the band had attached itself.

“Whatever can those beastly things
be?” he demanded.

LOVELL’S DISAPPEARA

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
JIMMY SILVER & CO., the Chums of Rookwood:

By OWEN CONQUEST.

!
Lovell looked round for something
to throw at Begitald Muffin. Tha
cheer{ youth r:%ﬁsd on:
“Ho's a irst-atd eliap, you know—Tosh
his right arm at the Front. Hard h’pes
on a young fellow, don’t you think so?

“Jolly hard lines!” said Jimmy Silver.

“At\dy he's an old Rookwood boy,” said
Tubby. “If you fellows kept your eye
on thé Roll of Honour downstairs you'd
have seen his name there. He was
reported killed; but he seems to have got
off with the loss of his arm. He’s coming
here to stay.”

“What the dickens is an Old Boy coming
bere to stay for?” asked Newcome.

“The Head's given him a job,” explained
Tubby. “Being an oid Rookwooder, it
seems that he got into communication
with the Head when he left the Army,
and excepting his pension, whatever l_t
is, he hasn't a leg to stand on. He's
going to coach the seniors at footer—
football coach, you know.” 5

“Good old Head!” said Jimmy Silver.
“But how the thump do you know all
this, Tubby? I suppose the Head hasn't
consulted you about it?”

“He might have done worse,” answered
Tubby.  .“But, as a matter of fact, he
hasn't.”

“How do you
Captain Lagden?”

“I happened to hear the Head speaking
t> Mr. Bootles,” explained Tubby, “He
was in old Bootles’ study, and I was
coming in with my lines, But it ain't a
secret; lots of the fellows know that
Captain Lagden is coming to stay here.
You fellows are behind the times; you
never know anything.”

“Perhaps our ears are not quite so
fong as yours,” grunted Lovell.

“Well, he's coming to-morrow,” re-
sumed Tubby. “Now, that chap has been
fighting the Germans, and he’s lost his
arm, and been wounded in the chivvy—
quite spoils his good looks, I heard the
Head say—he was a good-looking chap
once, Now, that chap’s a hero, ain’t
he?”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, then,” said Tubby, “my idea is
to give him a reception.”

“Fathead! Do you think he'll want to
be bothered by a lot of fags?”

“Rot!” answered Tubby. “Of course,
he will be pleased. My scheme is, to
meet him when he arrives, and make a
little speech, I make the speech, and you
fellows stand round and cheer when I give
the signal. I've spoken to Erroll and
Mornington and Counroy, but they don’t
sem to catch on, I want you, Jimmy, as
captain of the Fourth, to rally the whole
Form, and support me on the occasion.”

“Oh, crumbs!” N

“I've sketched out a bit of a speech
already,” pursued Tubby, evidently greatly
pleased with his little scheme. “Some-
thing like this: ‘On this auspicious
oceasion it gives me transcendent pleasure
to greet you, sir, in the name of Rook-
wood School—""

“Ha, ha, hat”

Tubby had struck an imposing attitude

know anything about

while delivering that sample, and, to his

NNANNN

No answer came to his question. %%

But €aptain Handyman, Cy Sprague,
and Flint Pasha, awakened from their
slumbers by the noise, came rushing up,
hastily dressing as they ran.

They listened wonderingly to the dis-
jointed story of the boys, who teld them
of the mysterious springs, or bands,
which had nearly broken Skeleton’s leg,
and which had nearly throttled Gus.

C% Sprague cast about cautiously.

“Be careful where you step, boys,” he
said. “I've.a netion of the game they
are playing on us. I had heard of these
Stranglers, as they call them. Some were
smuggled out of Germany, and figured
in one or two queer murder cases in
New York. Ah, I thought sol”

Cy Sprague had stooped ‘and
a glove from the ground.
heavy, rough-made glove
cloth.

He slipped it on his hand, and groped
about in the grass at the spots where
the boys indicated.

Presently he came upon one of the
mysterious weapons of the Kaiser’'s spies,
and, handling it cautiously, brought it
to the light which Skeleton had managed
to find at last in the tent.

“1t's just what I thought it was,”
he muttered. “Those scoundrels are up
in everything. Look, Handyman! This
is one of the latest inventions of German
science, It is a highly contractile plate
of metal, which closes at the slightest
rise of femperature. You see the game?
One of these silken-covered springs is
introduced anywhere near a slecping per-
son, It opens and closes and travels like
a lving thing to the exposed part of
that person, attracted by the heat. So
it will close about a victim’s throat as
slowly, softly, and as surely as a mur-
derer’s fingers!”

Captain Handyman whistled as he stood
and watehed the horseshoe of silken-
covered metal which Cy held in his
hand.

“You see the object of the ashestos
glove?” said Cy Spragne. “Ashestos is
a non-conduetor of heat. Otherwise, one

icked up
t was a

of asbestos

Vavy

surprise and wrath, it made the Fistical
FQur yell. bos

"What are you eackling at?” roared
Tubby. .

“Ha, ha, ha! That ought to cheer him
up, if he’s got any sense of humour!”
chuckled Raby. “But it may make him

- think he’s dropped into a lunatic asylum

by mistake, Tubby.”

“Look here—-"

“My dear duffer,” sald Jimmy Silver,
“chuck it! You can't spring antics like
that on a distinguished visitor!”

“I suppose that means that you're
jealous,” gaid Tubby disdainfully. “Well,
I can tell you I'm going to give him a
reception, whether you back me up or
not. 1 feel calted-upon to show him some
recognition after what he’s done.”

“Fathead!”

“Will he be in khaki?” asked Newcome.

“Not likely, as he's left the Army.
But that doesn't make any difference,
He's killed lots and lots of Huns!” said
Tubby impressively, “Fairly strewn ‘em
around in little bits, you know.”

“What's his front name?” asked Lovell,
who was looking very thoughtful.

“ Basil.”

“My hat! That's my relation, then!”
said Lovell, with some excitement, “Basil
Lagden isn’t a common name. Besides,
if it's the ¢hap whose name is in the
Rookwood Roil of Honour, that’s the
man!”

Arthur Edward Lovell rose immediately
in the estimation of his chums.

In fact, he rose a little in his own
estimation.

It was something to be a relation of a
man who had killed “lots and lots” of
Huns, and lost his right arm in the
service of his country.

“Look here, what regiment was your
blessed relation in?” asked Tubby Muffin,

NCE!

of the beastly things would turn and get
a grip on the wrist of the chap who was
carrying it, and once it got its grip,
would bite till it bit his hand off. It
is powerful enough to crush through
sinew and bone in time!”

“The Huns!” muttered Captain Handy-
man, in awed tones. “D’you mean to say
that they have been scattering this sort
of stuff round our camp?”

“That is plain,” replied Cy Sprairue. “I
expect they put a native on to the job—
‘a fellow who was not used to wearing
gloves. As soon as he had got rid of
his load he dropped the glove as he
made off.”

Soon lights and electric-lamps
pla{]lng all round the camp.

The twelve stranglers which had been
dropped about the tents were recovered,
and the traces of Cecil’'s and Horace's
and (us' tracks were taken up by Cy
Sprague.

The detective read the story as plainly
as a printed book.

A man had come from the wood, a man
who wore native sandals. He had
approached to the tent.. He had walked
round the tent occupied by the boys, and
had dropped the murderous wespons one
by one.

The mist, which had swept up from
the river at midnight, had left a dew
upon the grass which made all tracks
plainly visible, and Cy even pointed out
how the strangiers, attracted by the
slightly greater warmth of the tents over
that of the atmosphers, had crawled,
aimost like living things, opening and
closing, till one had finally found its way
to Skeleton’s ankle.

Those murderous snares which had been
cast down by the tent occupied by the
captain and Cy and Flint Pasha had never
done their work. - .

One had fastened on to Gus, who was
crawling round the camp on his own,
another had attached itself to Horace's
hind leg. whilst the third had been kicked
far away in Horace's wild struggles.

Gus had suffered most from the squecze.

The metal band had not squeezed Gus

P
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were

tior, and 1 believe they lived in the
Norfh. It was a sort of cousinship
between our grandfathers, I believe.”

“My hat! That's distant enough!”

“Well, after all it's not so jolly dis-
tant,” -said Lovell, who seemed to have
a desire to make the relationship a little
nearer now. “It's a blood-relationship,
anyway. My grandfather was the son of
Lagden’s grandfather's aunt, or cousin,
or something. I remember hearing my
pater mention the name once or twice
at home, and that's why it struck me
when I saw it in the Roll of Honour. 1
remember my pater said something about
looking up that branch of the family, and
that he believed Basil Lagden was an
orphan. That was when the chap was
first wounded, a good time back. I
believe he's a good sort.”

“You'd better give him a reception
instead of Tubby,” said Jimmy Silver,
with a smile. ,

Lovell snorted.

“If that fat idiot plays the goat when
my relation comes I'll squash him!” he
said. “I shall certainly speak to Lagden
when he comes. Chap ought to know his
own cousin.”

“Cousin!” repeated Jimmy,

“Well, relation,” amended Lovell.
“Sort of cousin, you know.”

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome grinned.
Lovell’'s relationship to -the distinguished
visitor was getting closer and closer us
he talked.

“Sort of cousin, I repeat!” said Lovell
firmly. “I suppose I can't keep on re-
ferring to a chap as the grandson of my
grandfather’s aunt, can I? I think it
was as near as that—or nearly. Sort of

apparently grudging Lovell the h .
“Loamshire Rifles.”

“Well, that’s his regiment right
enough,” admitted Tubby. “Fancy yon
having a relation like that, Lovell!

Looking at you, who'd have thought it?”
Whiz!

A cushion hurtled across the study, and
ca?ght Tubby Muffin just under his fat
chin.

The surprised Tubby spun backwards,
and sat down in the doorway with a bump
that shook the study furniture.

“Yooop!"” he gasped.

“Now wag your chin again, and I'll let
you have the teapot!” roared Lovell.

“Yaroooh!"”

Tubby wriggled out of the doorway, and "

vanished down the passage. The cushion
was quite enough for him, and he had no
desire whatever for the teapot.

“I don't see what you silly asses are
cackling at,” said Arthur Edward Lovell
gruffly.  “I'll scalp that fat pig if he rolls
in here again! Look here, that chap
Lagden’s my relation right enough. I told
you fellows, when we found his name in
the Roll of Honour, long ago.”

“I remember,” said Jimmy Silver. “You
said you'd never met him.”

“No; we never knew .the people,” said
Lovell. “They're only a distant connec-

in fact, cousin!”

“I can see that he will be your long-
lost brother by the time he gets to Rook-
wood!” grinned Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Oh, rats!” answered Lovell. “He's a
splendid chap, and I'm proud of him, and
if he finds it a worry to have only one
arm, I'll be jolly glad to fetch and carry
for him, if he wants me to, So there!”

“And so say all of us!” said Jimmy
Silver cordially. “Besides, any man from
the Front is a persona grata in this study;
and as he's your brother——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cousin!” roared Lovell.

“1 mean cousin—we'll make no end of
a fuss of him—if he'll let us. We'll have
him to tea in the study, if you like, and
save up the sardines—"

“A high tea?” suggested Raby. “It
will be a thumping high tea if we save
up the sardines.”

“I dare say my cousin will come fo tea
in the study if I ask him,” said Lovell
loftily. “Being my near relation—— Ob,
don't cackle! I say, I'm Foing to tell the
fellows about this. They'll be interested
to hear about my cousin.”

And Arthur Edward Lovell left the
study in high feather, leaving his loyal

80 hard, for Gus’' temperature was lower
than that of a human being.

Gus could not have been described as
a warm-hearted chap, and the stiangler
which had fastened itself to his neck had
taken a longer time to squeeze.

8o Gus was still pretty sick.

When Skeleton’s leg had been tied up
and his bruises had been doctored, and
when Horace, much against his will, had
been bandaged all the way up his
damaged hind leg, the little group
gathered about Cus.

Gus was lying on his back still, show-
ing t:» sort of dirby-yellow crocodile waist-
coal

His eyes were wide open, and his for-
midable row of teeth were tightly closed.

His breath came and went in short
hisses.

Cy S8prague surveyed the
grimly. S

“I'm afraid you have got to make wu
your minds to it, boys,” said Cy. “Tha
croc is pretty sick. I've never seen a
croc die, but I should say that Gus is
about to hand in his ticket. That ras-
cally thing has strangled him. 8till, it
is better Gus goes than that it should
have been one of you boys.” *

“Can’'t we do anything for him, sic?”
asked Dick mournfully.

Cy shook his head.

“I don’t- know anything about croco-
dile medicine,” he replied.

Then Porkis, who was squatting mourn-
fully by the medicine-chest, was takel
with a happy thought. :

“T have it, sir!” he cried. “Let's giva
him a dose out of every bottle. If it
doesn’t cure him, it may put him out of
pain.” And taking the largest measur-
ing-glass, Porky commenced to mix up
the famous dose which ever after was
known in the annals of the expedition
as “Gus’ Mixture.” -

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

crocodile

chums to finish the sardines and the war-
bread, which they did to the last crumb.

The 2nd Chapter.
Reflected Qlory!

Arthnr Edward Lovell was looking very
pleased with himself that evening and
the next morning.

Most of the Rookwood fellows, having
heard of the forthcoming visit of Captain
Lagden, discussed him and his coming
with considerable interest.

A man who had been through the fight-
ing in Flanders, and had lost an arm
there, was certain to be popular at Rook-

wood,

The fact that he was an old Rook-
wooder, and had been a footballer of
some distinetion, added fo the interest
with which he was regarded,

It was very agreeable for Lovell to bs
able to remark in an offhand way, when
Captain Lagden was méntioned, “A rela-
tion of mine, you know.”

It was undoubtedly a distinction.

Indeed, as scon as it was generally
known that Captaln Lagden was a rela-
tion of Lovell's, Arthur Edward was
called upon to tell all he knew about
him, even Bulkeley of the Sixth asking
him about the gallant captain.

But Lovell had little to tell.

Lagden was a distant connection, and
the relationship was so distant that the
Lovells and the Lagdens were not per-
sonally acquainted; but he believed that
the captain was an orphan, and had lived
somewhere in the North before the war.

That was all Lovell could say with cer-
tainty about his distinguished relation,
and certainly it did not amount to much.

But Lovell was very emphatic upon the
point that it was a blood relationship,
and not merely a connection by marriage.

During the morning Lovell was think-
ing a good deal about his military rela-
tion, and after dinner he confided the
result of his reflections to his chums,

“I ought to meet my cousin at the
station,” said Lovell.

“Your what! Got a relation coming
here?” asked Raby.

_ “Captain Lagden!” said Lovell, frown-

ing.

“Oh! I forgot!
“Look here, Raby——

“You can't meet him at the station,”
said Jimmy Silver., “You've got o turn
gpdinr classes, like the rest. of us, old

ird " ‘

“I think Bootles ought to let me off
under the circs. Do you think I could
ask him?”

“Well, you could ask him,” said Jimmy
~Silver, emphasising the word “ask.”

“He ought to play up!” said Lovell
warmly. “'Tain't every day that you

et a relatlon hers who's left an arm in
landers and killed no end of filthy Huns.
He would be pleased to see me, I know.”

“He doesn’t know you, does he”

“Of course he doesn't, ass, as I don’t
know him!"”

“Well, in that case he might be pleased
to see you,” conceded Jimmy.

“Look - here, you funny idiot!” roared
Lovell. “I wasn't asking for any of your
rotten jokes. Yen't he bound to be glad
to find a relation here? It will really
make it like a sort of home-coming.”

“Phew!”

“Well, I'm- going- to ask Bootles,” said
Lovell. “I was thinking of asking him
to let you fellows come with me.”

“Ask him, by all means! There's a
chance,” said Raby. “If we can get off
lessons we'll meet your brother with plea-
sure—I mean, your uncle—that is, your
cousin—I meantersay, your grandfather's
aunt's cousin’s uncle’s nephew.”

“Oh, rats!™ sported Lovell.

“I wonder if Sergeant Kettle remembers
the chap?” said Newcome. “The ser-
geant’'s*been here for dog's ages, and he

Yes, 5 quite so!”

ought to remember an Old Boy, who isn't
(Continued on the next page.)
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s0 very old. I believe the captain isn't
over thirty.”

“Good egg!
Jimnmy Silver.

And the Fistical Four walked into the
schiool shop, which Sergeant Kettle kept
in the ground-floor of the ancient clock-
tower of Rookwood.=

Sergeant Kettle smiled as soon as Cap-
tain Lagden was mentioned. It was evi-
dent that he had been asked questions
on that subject already.

“Yes, remeniber him,” said the ser-
geant, with a nod. “Remember him well,
Master Silver. Fine tall young feller he
was. I was ’ere when he came, and when
he left. He was in the Second Forin when
I first saw him. = Cheeky little beggar,
too! No cnd of pluck, too!”

The sergeant was clearly an admirer
of the former Rookwooder.

“What was he like?” asked Lovell.

“Good-looking,” said the sergeant. “I
Lear his looks have been spoiled by his
wound in the face, more’s the pity. He
was always a beggar for fighting. When
he was in the Fourth Form I remember
his fight with Johnson of the Fifth. I
saw it from my window.” The sergecant
grinned at the recollection. *“Then there
was the time lhe got lost in the abbey
viaults—" .

“Did he?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, with
great interest.

“He went exploring the vaults, and the
hoy who was with him shut him in for a
joke,” raid the sergeant.

“Rotten joke!” grunted Lovell. “1
don’t call that a joke. He might have
been scared to death!”

“He wasn't seared; he tried to find
another way out, and got lost,” said Ser-
geant Kettle. “He was lost for twenty-
four hours. And Baumann owned up that
he had shut him in, getting {rightened,
and he was hunted for and found. Not a
bit scared, either, though he'd been in the
dark all the time.”

“@Good man!” said Jimmy Silver.
was  Baumann?  Sounds Jike a
name.” ’

“Thiut was years afore the war, of
course,” said Sergeant Kettle. “We
didn’t think so much about Hun names
in them days. That Baumann was a bad

Let's ask  him!”  said

“Who
Hun

egg. He ended up by being expelled from
the echool. He took to gambling, and
stole from a Form-master’s desk. A bad

cgg, if you like. 1 heard that he went
quite to the bad afterwards, but he was
never seen at Rookwood again.”

“Nice sort of chap to have been at
Rookwood!” grunted Lovell. *“But about
Basil Lagden. Was he great at games?”

“I should say so!” answered the ser-
geant. “Good at football, good at ericket,
good at rowing and swimming. ¥Fine fel-
low, if you like, every way!”

“He’s a relation of mine,” said Lovell
carclessly.

“Then you ought to he proud of him,
Master Lovell!” said Mr. Kettle.

The sergeant went on with reminis-
cences of Basil Lagden, who seemed to
have filled a good space of the horizon
while he was a Rookwooder.

When the chums of the Fourth left the
tuckshop Lovell headed for Mr. Bootles’
study.

Mr. Bootles was not there, however,
and Lovell did not see him till the Fourth
¥orm turned up for afternoon classes.

Lovell rose in his place hefore lessons
commenced to prefer his request,

Mr. Bootles blinked at him over his
glasses.

“ What is it, Lovell 7

“If you please, sir, I should like to be
excused lessons this afternoon.”

“ Lovell 1»

“1'd like to meet Captain Lagden at the
station, sir. He's a 1elation of mine,”
said Lovell hastily.

“Indeed! I was not aware that €aptain
Lagden had a relative in the school,” said
Mr. Bootles.

“He's my cousin, sir—I mean secand
cousin—that is tc say, a sort of second
cousin——"

“Indeed! However,
remain where you are. Dr. Chisholm is
going to .meet Captain Lagden at ihe
station, and I doubt very much whether
he would care for your company!® said
Mr. Bootles drily.

“Oh!” said Lovell. And hé sat down.

That finished it for Lovell. He realised

Lovell, you will

that a Fourth-Former was not wanted on.

the scene, when the majestic Head of
Rookwood bimself was to be there,

The 3rd Chapter.
‘The Old Boy.

“That must be the chap!®

The Fourth Form were “out,” and
Arthur Edward Lovell's first thought when
he emerged from the Fosm-room was of
his distinguished relation.

1t was certain that the captain had
arrived some time ago, and most of the
fellows were anxious to see him if he was
on view, so to speak.

As the Fistical Four came out of the
School House they spotted the distin-
muished Old Boy—for evidently it was the
0ld Boy.

The Head was walking in the quad-
rangle with a gentleman whose right arm
was represented by an empty sleeve,

The Fistical Four looked at him with
interest—indeed, their gaze was as near a
stare as politeness would allow.

The one-armed gentleman was some-
what thick-set, and looked physically
strong. He was in civilian clothes.

His face was traversed by two deep
scars, which gave it a strange aspect, and

previous page.)

certainly did not improve it so far as
beanty went.

But the scars of hattle ranked higher
than good looks in the estimation of the
Rookwood juniors.

The juniors were interested and im-
pressed, but perhaps a little vaguely dis-
appointed.

The one-armed gentleman was not ex-
actly the upstanding, stalwart figure they
had imagined.

But they were determined to be pleased
with hlm_, as was natural; and they would
not admit, even in their thoughts, that
he fell short of what they had expected.

Captain Lagden was walking with the
Head, apparently viewing once more his
boyhood’s haunts with great interest.

w] suppose a chap can’t speak to him
now, while he's with the Head,” murmured
Lovell. “Don’t want to seem pushing.
I'll nobble him afterwards.”

“And you can introduce your pals,”
said Jimmy, with a smile,

“I1 say, you chaps—->

“ Hallo, Tubby !»

“That's Captain Lagden,” said Tubby
Muffin, with a jerk of the head towards
Dr. Chisholm and his companion. “I say,
are you going to back me up? I've
finished my speech. Do you fellows think
I could tackle him while he’s with the
Head 7»

.“Oh, my hat!”»

“ Perhaps it would be all the more im-
pressive !” suggested Tubby.

“You young ass!”

“Splendid idea!” exclaimed Mornington
of the Fourth, joining the juniors with
Erroll. “Go it, Tubby! We'll follow
you!»

“Morny!” exclaimed Jimmy Silyer.

Mornington closed one eye.

“Let Tubby go ahead!” he amswered.
“He won't be happy till he gets it! You
lead the way, Tu gy!”

“Go it !” grinned Raby.

“Strike the iron while it’s hot!”
chuckled Lovell, entering into the joke.
“Don't lose time.”

Tubby Muffin swelled with importance.

With the support of the Fistical Four
and Mornington and Erroll he felt that
the reception would be sufficiently im-
posing. ¥

“They're coming back this way,” said
Jimmy Silver, grinning. “Now's your
chance, Muffin !»

“You fellows follow me,” said Tubby.

“We're after you,” said Mornington,
“Lead on!»

“ Right-ho!”

Tubby Muffin turned, and marched off
towards the Head and t¥a captain, Who
were returning towards the School Houge.

The Fourth-Formers marched after him,
and Tubby, glancing round, saw that they
were following.

But as he neared the two gentlemen his
supporters swerved off, and "disappeared
under the heeches.

Tubby, quite unaware of that defection,
marched on, regarded with considerable
surprise by the Head and Captain Lagden.

In the full pelief that his faithless fol-
lowers were still close behind him, ready
to back him up, Tubby Muffin halted
within a few sleps of the Head and the
captain, who stopped, too, in sheer aston-
ishment.

Tubby swept off his cap.

“On this auspicious occasion—> he
began, shaking a little as the Head's cye
fastened on him with a steely look.

“Muffin!” said the Head, in a deep
voice.

“Oh, gad!” murmured the captain.

,“ On this suspicious—I—I mean, auspicions
occasion,” stammered Tubby. “It gives
nmie enormous—I mean, transcendent plea-
sure—?

“Muffin !” thundered the Head,

‘®0w! Oh! Yes, sir?»

“Are you out of your senscs?”

“ Numno, sir! ?

“Go away at once!»

“ I_l__!’

“Go at once to your Form-master,
Muffin, and tell him that I request him
to eane you severely!®

“0Oh!” gasped Tubby. “I—I say, you
chaps——" He hlinked round, and jumped
as he discovered that he was alone. “Oh
dear! The rotters! They were only pull-
ingmy leg! Oh, dear!»

“Go!” thundered the Head.

And Tubby went at a run.

The Head and his eompanion walked on
to the House, and went indoors. And
Tubby Muffin joined the juniors under the
beeches with a rueful countenance.

“How did the captain like the recep-
tion ?» asked Mornington.

“Oh, dear! You rotters were only
spoofing me !»

“Ha, ha, ha!® R

“1'm going to be cayed !” wailed Tubby.

“Serve you jolty well right for playing
the goat!” answered Lovell.

“The captain didn't seem at all pleased
—in fact, he didn’t seem to understand.
1 don’t think so much of him, after all!”
said Tubby. *“He ought to have put in
a word for me.”

“Rats!”

“I sha’n’t go to Bootles and ask to he
caned, anyhow; the Head’s mot likely to
ask Bootles about it,” said Tubby. *1
think you're a set of spoofing rotters, and
I don't helieve the captain’s your relation
at all, Lovell. He's too decent. Yah!”

And, with that Parthian shot, Tubby
Muffin rolled away—mot to visit Mr.
Bootles.

Fortunately for him, the Head did not

I—1—

inquire of the Fourth Form-master
whether the caning had been ad-
minist,el:.ed.

“The 4th Chapteyr.,

Not Wanted.
Tap! \

“Come in!”

Arthur Edward Lovell opened the door
and entered.

It was after tea,-and Lovell had found
an opportunity to intreduce himself to
the eaptain. c

Captain Lagden had been assigned two
rooms in the School House—a bed-room
and a private sitting-room.

The latter was a very pleasant apart-
ment, with a little balcony outside the
window, with iron steps leading down,
amid clusters of ancient ivy, into a
secluded corner of the quadrangle.

It was at the door of the latter room
that Lovell tapped, rather timidly.

He entered in response to the captain’s
“Come in!” his face colouring a little.

Somehow, the captain had not the
frank, soldierly bearing the juniors had
expected him to have, and though Loveil
had seen him several times that day, he
had not felt encouraged to speak to himn

Indeed, but for the fact that he had
told all Rookwood that Captain Lagden
was related to him, it is probable that
Jovelt would not lh'pe elaimed acquaipt-
apece at all. 3 :

¥t was, perhaps, ®wing té the scars on
his face, but in spite of himself, Lovell
felt that the captain had a forbidding
look.

But, after all his talk, and—to be can-
did—his *“swank,” on the subject &f his
relationship,. Lovell had no choice left,
and he was bound to present himself to
the ecaptain as a relation.

After all, he argued in his mind, Basil
Lagden could not fail to be pleased to
find a relation in the school; and, at all
events, there was no reason why he
should be displeased.

8o Lovell presented himself in the
captain’s quarters, though with a secret
feeling of uneasy timidity.

Captain Lagden was seated by the
window, smoking a cigarette, and looking
over a newspaper.

He glanced inquiringly at Lovell,
plainly surprised to see a junior schoolboy
presenting himself there.

“Well?” he said.

“I—I've come in—" stammered Lovell,

much discouraged by the cold, chilling
expression on the captain’s scarred face.

“You have a message for me?”

“N-no.”

“Then what do you want?”

Lovell’s colour deepened. I3

At that moment he fervently wished
that he had not known that Basil Lagden
was his relation, and had never spoken of
him in the school.

But as matters stood he was in for it,
and he had to go on.

“I—I1 thought I'd come, sir,” he stam-
mered. “I'm a relation of yours, sir, and
—and I thought you'd like to know.
Excuse me!”

Captain Lagden started.

“ A relation of mine!” he exelaimed, in
a loud, sharp voice, which showed how
startled he was hy the information.

“Yes, Captain Lagden.” .

“What is your name?”

“Lovell—Arthur Edward Lovell.”

The captain drew a deep hreath.

“Oh! Not Lagden?” he said, as If
involuntarily.

“No, Lovell. You've heard of your
relations, the Lovells?” said the junior.

There was an instant’s pause.

“Naturally,” was the captain’s reply,
when he spoke. *“So you are Arthur
Edward Lovell, and you claim to be
related to me.”

It was not a pleasant way of putting it,
and it made Lovell feel more and more
uncomfortable. 3

When he had first thought of telling
the captain of his relationship, he had
supposed that he would be met in a
a cheery, friendly way:; but there was
certainly nothing cheery or friendly
about the captain just then.

His looks told, as plainly as words
could have done, that he was not in the
least gratified by the discovery that he
had a relative im the Fourth Form at

kwood.

Lovell wished himself well out of the
room, and he stood with a flushed face,
in great discomfort.

“What is the precise relationship be-
tween us, then?” asked the captain, as
the confused junior did not speak.

“8ort of cousin,” stammered Lovell.

“Have you ever seen me before?”

“Oh, no!”

Again the captain drew a deep breath.

“It’s only a distant 1elationship, sir,”
said Lovell. “I believe my grandfathér
was eousin to your grandfather or grand-
mother, or something like that?”

“Oh!” said the captain. *Something
Tike that?”

“Ye-es.”

“And you call that a relationship?”

“Your father, perhaps, has told you to
make acquaintance with me?” asked the
captain, eyeing Lovell narrowly.

“My father doesn’t even know you're
here,” said Lovell. “T dare say he would
have told me to speak to you. I've heard
him speak of you at home, and he was
caying once that he would like to meet
you.” " :

“Indeed!”«

Lovell stood silent.

He wondered wJ}:ef#n; it would do to
retire at that point. e would have given
a week's pocket-mone‘ to be out of the
TOONI.

“And you have come here to tell e
you are my relation, because of the re-
mote connection youn refer to?” said the
captain coldly. .

“Ye-cs. 1—1 thought—"

“Such a distant connection does not
constitute relationship in my opinion,”
said the captain. “As for meeting your
father, I am not conscious of the slightest
desire to do anything of the Kkind.
Neither have I any wish to claim you as
a relative, Arthur Edward Lovell, if that
iz your name. In fact, to be frank, 1
look upon your conduet as rank im-
pertinence !”

Lovell was as erimson as a beetroot.

“You needn’t!” he blurted out. “I—I
thought you'd like to know, that’s all.
I don’t see why you ghould be ratty. 1
don't want to elaim you as a relation!
Why should I? T'm sorry I came here!”

“8hut the door after you.” .

Lovell walked out of the room, his face
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FOR NEXT MONDAY!

Before 1 begin to give you particulars
of the stories in our next issue I feel that
1 must say a few words concerning our
magnificent presentation plate. What is
your opinion of it? Does it come up to
your expectations? Do you consider it
good enough to have framed and hung
up on the walls of your house? I shall
be pleased to learn your candid opinions.
Drop me a line, my chums; a postcard will
do.
I expect the majority of my readers will
e very surprised by the strange happen-
ings in this week’s tale of the Rookwood
chums, in which Lovcll disappears. But
in next Monday’s magnificent long com-
plete story of Jimmy Silver & Co,,
entitled

“A BAFFLING MYSTERY!”
By Owen Conquest,

you will he still more surprised. Naturally,
there is considerable consternation over
Lovell’s  disappearance. The juniors
search high and low for him without suc-
cess, and the behaviour of Captain Lagden
is very puzzling to them. When Raby
mysteriously vanishes the juniors are
thoroughly bewildered. I wonder whether
you will be as perplexed as the Rookwood

e i e R

juniors, and whether you will be able to
discover what has happened to the iwo
chums?

“#THE SCHOOI ON STRIKE!”
By Martin Ciifford.

There are any number of exciting hap-
penings in next Monday’s splendid yarn of
Frank Richards & Co. The chums remain
staunch to their sehoolmistress, and, in
spite of the threats of Old Man Gunten,
they determine to remain out om strike
until Miss Meadows is reinstated. Mr.
Peckover, the mew master, has every
appearance of being a tyrant, but even he
fails to deter the juniors. They are re-
solved to gain their end, but a good deal
is to happen ere they succeed in doing
this. I should advise every reader to
follow this series very carefully. There
are some splendid {ales to come..

“THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE
KAISER ! "
By Duncan Storm.

There is not a dull line in the next
instalment of our amazing adventure
serial. The boys have some rare fun in
making a mixture to cure Gus, the croco-
dile; and there is still more amusement

when Skeleton unearths an old silk topper

and places it on Horace’s head. Bui this
old hat leads to a very thrilling incideut,
Baron von Slyden, the rascally Hun, fol-
lows in the track of the boys, determined
to obtain his revenge on them. As things
turn out, it is very fortunate for the boys
that Skeleton put his old topper on
Horace’s head, as you will see when you
read this grand instalment,

“BARKER, THE BOUNDER!”
By Herbert Britton.

Next Monday!s issue of the Boys' FRIEND
will contain the second long instalment of
our great new serial of Bob Travers & Co.
The bounder turns out to be a very tough
handful, and ence again falls foul of Bob
Travers & €Co. Barker comes off worst,
and resolves to gbtain his revenge on the
chums. But something goes wrong with
the bounder’s scheme, and he has great
cause to wvish he had left Bob Travers
& Co alons,

-

on fire, and closed the door after him,
with more force than was actually
necessary.

A little windiug staircase led from the
Tanding outside down into the big stair-
case, and on the lower stairs several
juniors were waiting.

They looked very curiously at Lovell's
crimson face us he came down.

“Well, was your merry cousin glad to
see you?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“He’s not my coungin.”

“What ?”

“It’s only a distant relationship—
Second or third or fourth cousin, at the
very nearest,” said Lovell,

Jimmy stared at him.

“My hat! It’s further off than it was
yesterday, then,” he said. “He was jolly
nearly your twin brother yesterday!”

“Ha, ha. ha!” .
. “Oh, don’t bhe an ass!” said Lovell
jrritably.

“Haven’t you got on with him?” asked
Mornington.

“How could a ehap get on with an ill-
mannered cad like that?”  demanded

vell.

“A—a what?”

“What arc you ealling him?" exclaimed

aby.

“1 ecall him an il-niannered cad!” said
Lovell, breathing hard. “That's what he
is—a rotten, mean cad! He treated nic
like—like—just as if I was a pushing sort
of bounder, trying to claim acquaintance
with him for some purpose of my own. I
only wanted to speak in a friendly way,

and he treated me like that,” Why
couldn’t he bhe civil?”
“Wasn't he civil?” exclaimed Jimmy

8ilver, in wonder.

“No, he wasn’t.”

“Well, T don’t see why he conldn't be
eivil,” remarked Mornington. “Perhaps
his old wounds are hothering him,
though. 0ld soldiers sometimes get a hit
rusty for that reason.”

“1t’s not that!” snapped Lovell. “For
some reason he's ratty at finding that he’s
got a relation here; why, I don’t know.
He doesn’t want to have anything to de
with me. As if I want to have anything
to do with him, the cad! He can go and
eat coke.”

And Lovell marched off, in great wrath
and indignation.

Jimmy Silver & Co.
wondering.

There was no reason, so far as they
could see, why the captain should be dis-
pleased at finding that he had a relative
at Rookwood.

Poor Lovell had been bitterly wounded,
all the more¢ because his rebuff, owing to
his own indignant remarks, became
generally known, and some of the juniors
chortled over it as a good joke.

But it was agreed that the ecaptain
had been, to say the least, extremely
ungracions, and that, added to many
other little circumstances during the next
few days, had the effect of making Basil
Lagden much less popular with the Rook-
gooders than they had expected he would

e.

could not help

The 5th Chapter.

Caught!
“It's odd!” sald Bulkeley.
“Morc than odd I call it!” said
Knowles.

0 “Jolly queer, in my opinion.”
Jimmy Silver was ﬁi&-tim: on_a hench-
under the beeches, when the voices came
to his ears—those of Knowles, the Modern
prefect, and Bulkeley, captain of Rook-
wood.

He had not heard the two Sixth-Formers
approaching, the {fallen leaves deaden-
ing their footsteps.

Jimmy was “mugging up * “Virgil,” his
acquaintance with P. Vergilius Maro hav-
ing failed to come up to Mr. Bootles’
requircments that day.

He did not, look round, but went on
with “Virgil,” not being  in  the least
interested in words not intended for his
ears.

But he started a little,
spoke again.

“He's come here as football eoach, but
if ever there was a man not well up in
footer, it's he. He can’t coach for totfee.”

“Must make allowances,” said Bulkeley.
“After all, he was a long time in the
Akr:xlxl)y, and may have forgotten his old
skill.”

“Looks to me as if he never knew much
of the game.” -

“Well, he must have. Ife was a great
footballer when he was here, and cap-
tained the Rookwood team a good many
times.”

“He's forgotten all he knew, then.
Jolly odd the Head taking him on as
foothall coach for the Upper School; and
jolly odd his aceepting the post. under the
circumstances. 1 tell you he's no good.”

“He had a big reputation once”

“That’s what I can't understand. Judg-
ing from appearances, I should say he had
always been a fumbler at the game.”

The two seniors passed on, and their
voices went heyond Jimmy Silver’s hear-
ing.

Jimmy Jaid his hook on his kneec.

This was not the first hint he had
heard on that subject, though it was the
first time he had heard Bulkeley’s opinign.

It was strange enough that a man
who had come to the school as foothall
coach should impress the Rookwood
seniors as being anything but an expert
at the game.

Lagden of the Sixth, in the old days, had
been one of Rookwood's crack players, as
Sergeant Xettle remembered very well,
and often said.

That was not the only curioug circum-
stance about Basil Lagden. 4

Jimmy Silver had noticed that Sergeant
Kettle, who had looked forward very
keenly to seeing Captain Lagden, had lost
all his emwthusiasm on the subject.

The sergeant never mentioned Lagden
now, unless he was qguestioned, and then
his -answers were short and dry.

It was pretty clear that Lagden had
fyozen off the sergeant, as he had frozen
off Arthur Edward Lovell.

Why the man should be so coldly un
gracious to persons who were prepared

a8 Kuowles
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&o like and respect him was a mystery.
- With the juniors Captain Lagden had
little or nothing to do; but most of
the juniors had remarked by this time
that they did not like him.

And it was a perplexity to all of them
that that cold, forbidding man was the
same man who had gone through a
carecer of gallantry at the Front.

Certainly the Rookwooders were very
disappointed in Basil Lagden.

Jimmy was thinking over that perplex-
ing matter, instead of “Virgil,” when
Lovell and Raby and Newcome joined
him under the beeches.

“Finished?” asked Lovell.

“Well, no,” admitted Jimmy.

“Chuck it, all the same; you’ve had
time,” said Arthur Edward. “If we're
going to explore the vaults before tea,
we've got to get a move on. I've got the
lantern.”

“Well, T ought to dig into this rot a
bit more,” said Jimmy, rising and slip-
ping his book into his pocket as he spoke.
“But I'll risk it with Bootles. Come on,
my infants.”

The Fistical Four sauntercd away in the
direction of the abbey ruins, which,
although enclosed within thie school walls,
were at a considerable distance from the
school buildings.

It was a half-holiday, and as there was
nothing special on that afternoon, the

chums of the Fourth had planned to
explore the ruins.
Although, as a matter of fact, the

vaults under the old abbey were out of
bounds, adventurous fellows often ven-
tured into them‘, to explore their dusky
recesses.

1t was not a very safe amusement, for
the ruins were in a very “rocky ™ con-
dition, and the vaults were so extensive
that it was quite possible to lose one’s
way in them, and they had not bheen
used for any purpos¢ within the memory
of man.

A legend well known to the Rook-
wooders told that there existed, or had
once existed, a secret passage between
the abbey vaults and the more ancient
part of the School House, dating from
the time when all Rookwood had been a
monastic establishment.

(icnerations of schoolboys had explored
the subterranean recesses in search of
that secret passage; but if it had ever
heen found the discoverer had kept his
knowledge to himself.

There was a legend, too, that the old

monks of Rookwood had concealed a
treasure somewhere in those dusky
depths, and ncarly every new boy at

Pookwood, sooner or later, was certain
to_have a look for that treasure.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were joined by
Mornington and Erroll and Oswald, as
they walked to the abbey ruins.

The seven juniors entered the dis-
mantled abbey, of which little remained
hut the massive walls and fragments of
old windows and stqpe stairs.

They had been in the vaults before,
many a time, and they descended at once
the stone steps which led to the door
giving admittance to them.

That door was of a modern econstruc-
tion, and had heen placed therc to keep
enterprising schoolboys from risking their
necks in the dusky recesses.

It was supposed to be kept locked, but,

as a matter of fact, it was generally
unfastened, left so by the latest ex-
plorer.

1t wags not necessary, thercfore, for the
party to abstract the key from Mack’s
lodge, where it hung on a well-known
nail.

The door was ajar, and Jimmy Silver
opened it wide.

“Light up!” he said.

Lovell lighted the lantern.

“Groogh! Beastly chilly in here!” said
Newcome, with a shiver.

“Oh, never. mind that,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerfully. “I've got a compass
here; 1 got it on purpose. This time
we're going to have a really good try
for that secret passage.”

“It there is one,” said Erroll, with a
smile.

“Well, the yarn is that there is,” said
Jimmy; “and if there is, it must lie to
the cast, as these ruins are west of the
School House. There's so many blessed
vaults branching off, that it’s not easy
to keep the direction; but with the com-
pass we can manage it. This way!”

With Lovell holding up the lantern,
and Jimmy Silver the compass, the ex-
plorers set off.

Dark and forbidding enough the damp
old stone vanults looked, and in spite of
themselves the juniors fell silent as they
advanced into the depths.

Jimmy Silver’s bright idea of bringing a
compass proved very useful, so far as
keeping the right direction went.

The vanlts certainly extended a good
deal in the direction of the School
House, and Jimmy judged that they were
half-way to that ancient building, when
he was brought up against a solid wall
uf stone.

Mornington burst into a chuckle.

“That rather stops us,” he remarked,
“unless there’'s a giddy seeret  door.
Kuock your napper against the wall,
Jimmy, and see if it opens.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, it’s possible gnough,” said Jimmy,
surveying the great blocks of stone of
which the wall was formed. “One of
thosg dashed  blocks might move, if we
had the secret.”

“Jolly cold here,” remarked Newcome,
possibly as a hint that he bad had
cnough exploring for the afternoon.

“Hallo! Here comes somehody else!”
cxelaimed Oswald.

There was a footstep in the dark
vaults behind them.
“Tubby Mufiin, T'll bet my hat!”

grinned Lovell. “He thinks we've come
down here for a secret fead. and he's
after us!” MHe hastily extinguished the
lantern. “Give him a fright. When 1
groan, you all groan, and he'll think it's
the ghost of Rookwood.”

There was a soft chuckle among the
juniors, and they waited in silence for the
lootsteps to come nearer.

The chorus of groans was about to break
forth, when a sharp veice rang and
echoed in the vauits.

“Who is therey”

The juniors started, in ulter astonish-
ment.

For the voice from the darkness was the
voice of (aptain Lagden!

The 6th Chapter.

Called Over the Coals
“Lagden!” stuttered Jimmy Silver.
“My hat!”

“What the thump is he doing here?”
muttered Lovell.

“Who are you?” The captain’s voice
was sharp and angry. “You had a light
—I saw it! 1 am quite aware that you
are there.” .

Lovell scratclied a match and relighted
the lantern.

The juniors did not think of playing
ghost now that they knew the identity
of the new-comer.

Captain  Lagden advanced into the
radins of the light.

His scarred face was stern and angry.

He gave the surprised juniors an angry
stare.

“What are you doing
claimed.

“Exploring the
Jimmy Silver.

“Are not these vaults placed out of
bounds by order of the He¢aud?”

Jimmy was silent.

It was the fact, but that was no
business of Captain Lagden’s.

“How dare you come heref{”

Lovell gave his “cousin "—of whom he
was not proud now—a glare.

“1 suppose we needn’t ask your per-
mission!” he blurted out.

“ What 2"

“It’s nothing to do with you,” said
Lovell independently. “We're not under
your orders!”

“Not in the least,” said Mormington
coolly. “May 1 suggest, sir, with all
respect, that you should mind your own
husiness?”

The captain’s eyes. glittered.

Licre?” he ex-

vaults,”  answered

claimed contemptuously. “He's no right
to report us to thie Head: it’s not his
business. It’s sneaking, just the same as
i one of the fellows did it.”

“Better get out,” said Erroll. *“We
don’t want to be here if the Head sends
a prefect to look for us.”

Jimmy Silver nodded, and the explorers,
in rather am wuneasy frame of mind,
returned to the upper regions.

Captain Lagden was not in sight when
they emerged Trom the vaults, and they
surmised that he had gone directly to the
Head.

As they came away from the abbey
they met Bulkeley of the Sixth, evidently
locking for them.

“Oh, here you are!” said Bulkeley.

“Here we are, dear bhoy,” answered
Mernington.

“You're all to go to the Head at once.”
suid Bulkeley. “You've been reported for
going down into the abbey vanlte.”

“That rotter Lagden—what?”

“Don’t speak of Captain Lagden like
that, Lovell. Give me the key!”

“Haven't any key,” answered Jimmy
Silver. "The door was open, Bulkeley.”

“I'll speak to Mack abeut it, then,”
said Bulkeley. “He ought to keep that
key in a safe place.”

The captain of Rookwood turned off in
the direction of the porter’'s lodge, while
Yimmy Silver & Co. headed for the
School House.

“That means that old Mack is goin® to
have a-wiggin® for not lookin’ after the
key,” grinmed Mornington., “He Nl lock
after it in future, and there won't be any
more explorin® for ng.”

Lovell clenched his hands.

“1f we get imto & row with the Heaud
T'Il make that man Lagden sit np for it
somehow !” he said, between his teeth.
“He's no right to interfere with us!”

In rather chieerless spirits the seven
juniors presented themselves in the
Head’s study.

Dr. Chisholm looked at them sternly as
they came in. A cane lay near at hand
upon Lis writing-table,

The juniors could guess that ft was
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It could not be helped, however, and
t?eﬁ"ﬂh"llx'y victims had to make the best
of it.

“Keep smiling!” said Jimmy Silver, ab
lJast. “Let's have tea. Feel very had
now, Lovell, old chap?”

Lovell's eyes gleamed.

“I dom’t mind the licking,” he said. “I
can stand a licking. 1'm not made of
putty, 1 suppese.  But that cad—that
stieak—" Lovell ¢hoked.

“Oh, let him rip!” said Jimmy Silver.
“He don't get on with us. He don’t seem
to remember Rookwood ways, in fact, but
he's a good sort in his own way. He had
a4 splendid record at the Front, from
what we've heard.”

“1 don’t believe it,” said Lovell

“What?”

“A man who'd been a good soldier
wouldn't be such a cad,” said Arthur
Edward obstinately. “I've never spoken
to a soldier, officer or private, who wasn’t
a decent chap. This man isn’t a decent
chap, or he wouldn’t act as he’s done. 1
don’t believe a word about his record at
the Front. 1t's spoof, somehow. That
man never was a good soldier.” X

“Oh, rot!” said Jimmy Silver uneasily.

Somehow Lovell’s words found an echo
in his breast in spite of his reply.

Strange us it was, considering Basil
Lagden's reputation. he did not impress
the Rookwood fellows exactly as a soldier
should have done.

It they had known nothing about him
the juniors certainly would not have
taken him for a man who had heen
bravely through the lighting in Flanders.

“You're a bit excited, Lovell, old chap,”
said Rahy soothingly. * Everybody krows
that he did well at the Front.”

“He got the credit of it,” said Lovell.
“There's some spoof about it somewherc.
1 don't like him.”

“Well, the fact that you don’t like a
chap isn't evidence enough to hang him,”

{ suggested Newcome.

“Rot! Wasn't I prepared to like him
and admire him no end?” said Lovell.
“He simply insulted me when I mentioned
our relationship. A decent man wouldn't
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rapped out harshiy.

“Rats!” said Lovell.

“What?”

“We'll suit ourselves about that,” said
Arthur Edward deliberately. *You've no
right to interfere with us. A foothall
coach’s duty isn't to spy on the Fourth
Form, is it?”

“Lovell!” murmured Jimmy Silver.

“Let him let us alone, then!” smapped
Lovell. “I've had eneugh check from
him, I can tell him!”

The captain’s face was almost con-
vulsed for a moment, rmd he made 2
?t..ridc towards Lovell as if lie would strike
him.,

Lovell faced him grimly, grasping {he
lantern and raising it, with the evident
intention of wuging it as a weapon if
necessary.

The captain halted.

Nobody there wanted trouble-with bim,
but their looks showed that they would
back up Lovell if trouble came,

“1 shail report this to the Head!” safd
the captain, between his teeth.

“Report and be hanged!” said Lovell
recklessly.

Captain Lagden turned away, and his
heavy footsteps rang down the vaults as
he strode off into the darkness.

The juniors looked at one another.

“Do you think he will report us?”
Oswald uneasily.

“Jolly eertain to, I think,” gaid Lovell
drily. “He’s as mad as a hatter with me,
at least. T don’t care!™

“It means a licking.”

“Let itt"

“What the thump was the man doin’
here ?” said Mornington, in wonder. "lie
con't have a taste for exploring the
vaults, surely ?”

“He was shiut up here once, when lie
was a kid at Rookweod, according to old
Kettle,” said Jimmy. *That might make
him let ug alone, I should think. . I sap-
pose the place was out of hounds in lis
time."”

Lovell gave a snort.

“Oh, he spotted us coming here. and
came after us to"Lowl us out!” he ex-

asked

pared for the ordeal.

“It appears that yon have leen ex-
ploring the vanits under the abbey!” said
the Head severely.

Silence !

“Captain Lagdcn has reported to me
that he found you there,” said the Head.

“It wasn’t his  business!” muttered
Lovell resentfully.
“What! You know'very well that boys

sre prohibited from entering the vanlts.
for their safety’s sake; and Captain
Lagden was alarmed for your safety when
he saw you enter,” said the Head. “He
acted very properly in  reporting the
matter to me. , You, Lovell, it appcars, |
were guilty of personal rudeness and im-
pertinence to Captain Lagden.”

“T told him to mind his own business.”

“That is enough. All of you,” said the
Head, “will be detained on Saturday
afternoon, as a punishment. You, Lovell,
I shall punish more severely, as a warn-
ing to be more careful in what youn say
to a distinguished and gallant gentieman.
who has brought honour upon his old
school.”

He picked up the cane.

“Hold out your hand, Lovell!”

Swish, swigh!

The Head made a gesture of dismissal,
and the juniors filed from the study.

In the corridor without, Arthur Edward
Lovell gqueezed his aching hands in silent
fury.

“1'll make the cad sorry for it!” he
muttered.

“No good being ratty. Lovell,” said
Erroll; in his quiet way. “I dare say the
captain thought he was doing his duty as
he looked at it.”

“Rot! He’s an interfering cad!”

YLovell strode away to the end study.
his ehums following him.

The Fistical Four were not feeling
happy.

Detention on Saturday afternoon was
rather serious, especially for Jimmy
Silver, who was junior football captain.

As Jimmy remarked, it would play the
dickens with the trial match he had
arranged for that afternoon.
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Whiz! A cushion hurtled across the study and caught Tubby Muffin just under his fat chin.
“Leave these vaults at once!” he | placed there ready for use, and they pre-

have done that. He's a cad, and he's
acted like a sneak, and got me a licking,
and Y'm going to get even with him!”

Lovell’s chums preparéd tea and let the’

subject drop, feeling that it was not
judicious to argue with Arthur Edward in
his present state of mind.

Lovel said nothing further on the topic,
but his grim look that evening showed
that he had not forgotten.

-—

The 7th Chapter.
Missing !

Jimmy Silver awoke suddenly.

1t was a late hour, and the Classical
Fourth had long beem in their dormitory.

Jimmy had slept rather uneasily, for
he was aware that Lovell had some
seheme in his head for “getting even”
with the interfering captain.

Jimnmy resented Lagden's interference
and officiousness keenly enough, but he
wanted the matter to drop. He felt that
no good could come of carrying on g feud
with the man.

Perhaps his view was partly dictated
by the fact that it was Lovell who had
had the licking. Arthur Edward, natur-
ally, was not in such a placable mood.

Jimmy Silver sat up in bed, blinking
round him in the darkness. .

Someone was moving in the dormitory,
and the sound had awakened Jimmy Silver
from his uncasy slumber.

“1s that you, Loveli?” hc called out in
a low voice.

There was a grunt.

N Yes

“What arc yon up to?”

~Neothing for you to worry about,”
came Lovell's voice from the darkness.
“I'm going down, that’s all. T'm going
to eall on the captain, if you want to
know.”

“He'll be gone to bed by this time, old
chap.” A

“1 know that: that’s why I'm going,”
said Lovell coolly. “F'm jolly well going
to swamp his napper with ink!”

“Lovell!” exclaimed Jimmy Rilver,
utterly aghast. “You ass! You'll get a
flogging !

“Bosh!”

“Look here, Lovell-—"

There was no reply, but there was a
sound of the door closing softly.

Arthur Edward Lovell was gone.

Jimmy Silver sat in bed, troubled and
uneasy.

With Lovell in that reckless and obsti-
nate mood he knew that it was wseless
to attempt to reason with him, even i
he followed him to the captain’s room.

He waited in great anxiety for his
chum to return.

He heard two. strokes from the cloa’s
tower, and realised how late it was.

It was cold sitting up in bed, and
Jimmy laid down at last and pulled the
bedelothes over him.

Lovell had not returned when Jimmy
fell into a doze, from which he glided
into slumber.

He awoke
striking three.

“You there, Lovell?” he asked drowsily.

There was no reply, and Jimmy Ul
cluded that Lovell had returned while he
dozed, and was in bed and asleep.

He soom fell asleep himself again, and
did not reopen his eyes till the rising-bell
was clanging out over Rookwood School.

Clang, clang!

Jimmy Silver sat up in bed and yawned.
_He remembered at once Lovell’s expedi-
tion of the night, and glanced towards
his chum’s hed.

“Lovel—-" he began, and then
stopped in sheer astonishment.

Lovell was not there!

Jimmy Silver gazed in blank amazement
at the empty bed. of which the blankets
were thrown back, evidently as Lovcell
had left them the previous might.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated.

“Hallo! Where's Lovell?”
Raby. “CGone down already?”

“He's not come back!” stuttered Jimmy
Silver.

“What?"”

“The utter azs went down in the night,
about two o’clock,” said Jimmy Silver.
“He can't have come back.”

“Great pip!”

“Spotted out of the dorm by a merry
prefect,” said  Mornington. “That's
queer, though. They ought to have
brought him back.”

“Locked in _the punishment-room, per-
haps,” said Oswald.

“It's jolly odd!” said Jimmy.

Jimmy Silver dressed himself
quickly to go down.

In the hall downstairs he found Mir.
Bootles in conversation with Mr. Boliun,
both the masters looking grave.

Mr. Bootles signed to the junior to
approach.

“Silver, is any boy absent from your
dormitory?” he asked.

“Wha-at, sir?”

“The hall window was found open this
morning by the housemaid,” said Mr.
Bootles. *It appears clear that it was
opened from the inside, and left so.
KRomcone has gone out, and apparentiy
has not returned, as the window remained
open. 1t is extraordinary.”

“Good heavens!” muttered Jimmy.

He almost staggered.

Lovell had told him that Le was going
to Captain Lagden's room to punish the
captain for his interference.

Apparently he had changed his inten-
tions, and had left the School House.

It was a mystery:

“Do you know anything of this, Silver?”
exclaimed Mr. Bootleg, noting the dis-
turbance in Jimmy's face. “Has any
member of the Fourth Form gone out?”

Jimmy hesitated.

But Lovell’s absence could not fail to
be discovercd ere long, as he realised.

“Lovell isn't in the dorm, sir,” he said
at last,

“Lovell is missing?”

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Very well. T shall inform the Head
at once!”

At the Fourth-Form table that morning
one placc was empty.

Artlinr Edward Lovell had not returned,
and all Rookwood, from the captain of
the school to the smallest fag, was won-
dering and perplexed.

Where was Lovell?

The Fourth Form went into
that morning without Lovell.

After lessons it became known that the
Head had telephoned to Lovell's howe,
supposing that ‘the boy had run away
from school, and that he had been in-
formed that nothing was kunown of Lovell
at his home.

Jimmy Silver was feeling stunned.

Why should Lovell ran away from Rook-
wood? And if he had, where could he go
but howme? What did it mean?” X

Rookwood School throbbed with exeite-
ment.
¢ The disappearance of Lovell of the
Fourth was the one topic. X
“" And when in the afternoon Lovell's
father was seen to arrive at Rookwood
the excitement increased,

Where was Lovell? y

From the moment he had left the Classi-
cal Fourth dormitory the junior had
vanished from human ken, without leav-
ing a trace behind.

Jimmy Sitver & Co., with pale and
troubled faces, tried to think it out, till
their heads whirled. The mystery stag-
gered them. .

Lovell of the Fourth had vanished from
all who knew him as if he had disap-
peared into thin air. Rookwood School,
from end to end, burzed with the ques-
tion, to which no answer could be found:
“Where was Lovell?”

again as the clock was

lie

exclaimoed

very

lessons

THE END.
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BARKER, THE BOUNDER!

- The Opening” Chapters of a Grand New Serial, dealing with the
Adventures of Bob Travers & Co., the Chums of Redclyffe School.
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1 ttrrter
A Regular Terror |

“Travers}”

Bob Travers, the captain of the
Fourth Form at Redclyffe, looked round
as his name was called,

Bob had a football under his arm, and
he and his ohums, Dicky Turner and Jack
Jackson, were bound for footer practice.

They stopped short, however, at the
door leading into the quadrangle, as they
observed Mr. Chambers, the master of the
Fourth, striding towards them,

“Where are you hoys going?” demanded
Mr. Chambers sourly, in spite of the fact
that the football under Bob Travers' arm
supplied him with this information.

“To football practice, sir,” replied Bob

civilly.
“Hm!” Mr. Chambers frownéd
seriously.  “You will have to postpone

your practice then.”
“Oh”

“I want you to go to Meringham
Station to meet a new junior,” went on
the master of the Fourth, quite unper-
turbed by the resentful expressions on
the jumiors’ faces. * His name is Barker,
and he is due to arrive by the three-thirty
train. You will have to hurry to get
there in time.”

“But—but surely, sir, we can meet him
at Mervale Station?” asked Bob slowly.
“1% is much nearer, and—" ,

“No, you cannot!” snapped Mr., Cham-
bers harshly, “I am given to understand
that Barker is of a very nervous dis-
position, and in view of the fact that he
has to change trains at Meringham, I
consider it necessary that somebody
should he there to direct him.”

“But——" began Dicky Turner, a re-
sentful ‘expression on his face,

“Enongh!” rapped out the master, with
4 wave of the hand. “There is no time
to waste. Remember, if Barker shonld
get into the wrong train, or lose himselfj
i any way, I shall hold you responsible!”

Mr. Chambers turned on his heel, and
strode majestically up the stairs, leaving
the three chums seething with anger.

It was no joke to them to have to
forfeit footer practice in order to meet
a nervous new hoy.

“The rotter!” exclaimed Dicky Turner
wrathfully, as soon the master had dis-
appeared up the stairs. “Why the
dickens couldn't he have sent somebody
else to meet the new kid? He knew we:
were bound for footer practice, and yet
he—"

“It’s just like bim,” said Bob Travers,
with a faint smile. “But it's no good
upsetting the giddy tyrant. He'll come
down on us like a ton of bricks if we
don't obey his orders. Better buck up
and change our clobber!”

Dicky Turner snorted, and Jack Jackson

- looked rather annoyed, but nevertheless

they both followed Bob Travers up to thp
Fourth Form dormitory.

In very dismal moods they changed into
their ordinary clothes.

Bob Travers had a way of looking on
the bright side of things, and under his
cheery influence bhoth Dicky and Jack
bucked up considerably.

And when at length they left the dor-
mitoty, Dicky had resig; himself to his
fate, =0 to speak, und was looking quite
cheerful.

All the same, the chums hardly enjoyed
that five-mile walk to Meringham Station.

They came within sight of the station
ab last, and found that they had very
little time to epare. They put on a
spurt, and arrived a few minutes after
the main-line train was due to enter the
station.

They rushed on to the platform, and
made towards where the local train for
Mervale was waiting.

A number of geople were entering the
train, whilst others were strolling alm-
lessly up and down the platform.

Bob Travers & Co. cast their eyes over
:,)he throng for sight of Barker, the new

0Y. ; ;

But Barker was ‘conspicucus by his

absence.
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“Well, this is a nice go,” remarked Bob

Travers glumly, *“I wonder where the
silly daffer has got to?”

“(0o0dness knows!” sighed Dicky Turner.
“Hallo! They're whistling up the local.
it'1l be off in a minute.”

“Phew!” gasped Bob, gazing round in
the hepe of spotting the mew boy. “Are
you sure he’s not in the train, Dicky?”

“Positive!”

“Well-—" Bob paused, as there came
the sound of rushing footsteps in his rear.
“What ever— Who—— My hat!”

Bob gasped at the sight that met his
gaze,

For, rushing towards the local train,
wag a boy in Ktons, with a silk hat set
at a rakish angle on his head.

Following at his heels were two men—
one of thin build, with a cadaverous ex-
pression on his thin face; the other fat
?n(l cumbersome, with a red, bloated
ace.

“Stand  away there!” shouted  the
guard, blowing a. piercing shriek on his
whistle.

But the boy and his companions did not
stand away.

They made a dart for the train, which
wag already on the move, and leaped into
the nearest first-clags compartment.

“Come on, yos fellows!” sang out Bob
Travers; and he, too, made a rush for
the same compartment.

“Stand away!” yelled the guard once
again,

But, in spite of the fact that the train
waa fast gathering speed, Bob Travers &
Co. refused to heed the command.

They escrambled into the compartment,
and, breathing beavily, sank down on to
the scat,

Tho boy in Etons, and his adult com-
panions, took little notice of the Red-
clyfle chums.

The former took off his silk hat, and
wiped the perspiration off his forehead.
Then he burst into a chuckle,

“Narrow shave thht!” he remarked.

“Jolly narrow!” agreed the man with
the red face, and he nodded reprovingly
at the boy. “But it was your fault, you
know. You would insist upon having that
last drink,”

“Ha, ha, ha}” langhed the boy loudly,
“But why not? I must enjoy myself
whilst I'm able. I sha'n’t get much
chancs of being merry during the next
few months, You'll think of me in my
prison, won't youn, grinding Latin verbs
all day, and being called to account by
a lot of potty masters.”

The red-faced man shook his head at
the boy.

“You're a fair corker, you are,” he re-
marked. “I never struck such a boy in
all my life! You're—'

“I've surprised you, eh?” chuckled the
boy. “I expect I shall surprise a good
many other people before I'm done. By
gad! I believe in enjoying life while you
can, Now, thén, what about a game at
hanker? Trot out those cards, Bennett,
old boyl”

The sallow-faced man looked question-
ingly at the boy, and hesitated.

“I'm not quite sure that I ought to
give them to you,” he said slowly. “You
%:nm;r what your father said, Master
Jegil—"

Oh, hang the guv'nor!” growled the
boy disagreeably. ““Ho talked a lot of rot
about the evils of card-playing and
drinking, and goodness knows what else!
But what the eye doesn’t see the heart
doesn't grieve over. He must think I'm
a fool if he believes I'm going to do all
he tells me to. Cards, please, Bennett!”

Bennett argued no further, He with-
drew a pack of playing-cards from the
pocket of his bob-tail coat, and handed
them to the bo

The latter
shuffled them,

“Come on, Bennett!” he said.
in this,”

“But—but I've only got five shillings,
Masgter Cecil,” he faltered.

“Well, what of it?” demanded the boy,
giving the other a severs look. “That's

¥,
took them eagerly, and

“You're
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enough to play with. You'll
win, and—"

“B-b-but supposing 1 lose?” said the
man, in halting tones, ° 2

“By gad!" drawled the boy, “What a
rotten funk you are, Bennett! I've a
jolly good mind to sack you on the spot
for being such a fool!”

“Oh, Master Cecil,” muttered the man
dismally, “surely you wouldn't think of
doing such a thing!”

“Well, play up, then,” snapped the boy,
“and don't be such a miserable funk!
'[éelt's cut for bank. Highest card takes
it

The three cut, and
cards,

“You're the banker, Master Barker,”
said the red-faced man,

Bob Travers & Co. started at the
mention' of the name Barker.

All unconscious of the look of con-
sternation en the faces of the Redclyfie
juniors, the boy started to cut the cards,

“Now, then, genti#men, place your
stakes,” said the junior, “Hallo! What
the dickens do yot-wamt?” <

The boy-1ooked up as Bob Travers, his
brows knitted in a ~determined frown,
moved towards him,

“I understand your name iz Barker,”
said Bob calmly,

“I believe that's correct,” replied the
boy carelessly ; and then he added sarcas-
tically: “At least, it was five minutes
ago.”

“You're going to Redclyffe?”

“Correct -again!» said the boy cynic-
ally, “I don’t know how you guess these
things; but, all the same, if you've finished
asking gquestions, perhaps you wouldn't
mind sitting back so that we can get on
with our game,”

Bob Travers & Co. coloured with anger,
whilst Dicky Turner had the utmost diffi-
culty in restraining himself from hitting
out at the boy.

“We came to Meringham to meet you,”
said Bob rather abruptly.

“Meet me?”

“Yes. Mr, Chambers, the master of the
Fourth, told us that you were of a ner-
vous disposition,” went on Bob. %He
seemed to think that you couldn't find
your way flone, and- »

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the hoy. *That's
the guv'nor's doing! What a simple-
minded old buffer he is! He seems to
forget that I'm growing up. Nervous!
Ha, ha, ha! Not much of that complaint
about me! D'yon think I look nervous?”

Bob Travers said nothing; he couldn’t,
He simply glared at the new boy,

“Well, don’t suppose you've geen
enough of me to judge,” said Barker.
“Never mind, There’s no reason why you
shouldn’t have the pleasure of making my
acquaintance, Join us in a game of
banker ?” .

“No, thanks!” said Bob.

“D'yon mean to say you don't play
banker ?”

“Nol!” exclaimed Bob, in a ringing
voice. “A chap who plays cards for
money i3 a rotter, and "

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Barker glee-
fully, “ What a lot of good little Georgies
you must be! But don't let me corrupt
your innocent minds. If you decline to
play, we'll get on with the game,”

“You won't!” exclaimed Bob. And he
rose to his feet, an angry, determined ex-
pression on his face,

The new boy started, and gave Bob a
bitter look. .

“By gad!” he cried. “Who the dickens
is going to stop us?”

“We are!” retorted Bob quickly.

Barker's lips curved in a sneer,

“You'd better mot try that game on
with me!” he snapped. “I'm as quiet as
a mouse till I'm roused. You rouse me,
and I'll give every one of you a thunder-
ing good hiding! Better shut up while

held out their

you're safe. Now then, Bennett, you
haven't put your stake on yet!” :
“©[—I—I——" faltered Bennett,
“By gad,” exclaimed Barker Indig-

nantly, “if you don’t buck up, I'll sack
you on the spot! Plank down your
money "

probably

Very much against his will Bennett
plaﬁed a sixpence on one of the piles of
cards.

Barker prepared to turn up the cards,
when Bob Travers knocked his hand aside,

The new boy turned on Bob at once,
and the colour shot to his face ngain.

“What the dickens——" he began.

“You're not going to play that rotten
game and disgrace the school!”™ ¢x-
claimed Bob with emphasiz, “If you
won't stop of your own free will, we've
got to make you!» :

- “What-ho !”-said Dicky Turner. “Shove
those hlessed cards away, you cad!”

“I'll see you hanged first!” roared

Dicky Turner brought his foot up under-
neath the newspaper on which the cards
rested, sending the latter flying in all
directions.

Barker was on his feet in an instant,
his eyes blazing with indignation,

“Take that, you interfering puppy!’ be
roared, landing his fist full on Dicky's
forehead. X

Dicky staggered backwards, but next in-
sbant Bob Travers had flung himself on
the new boy and -borne him to the ground.

“ Yo cad!” exclaimed Bob angrily.

“Let me get up!” raved Barker, strug-
gling frantically. “I'l—I'l—— Help,
Benrett{ Hit him on the head}”

“He'd hetter nob!” said Jack Jackson.
And, kneeling on the seat, he held his fist
threateningly before the man. 2

Bennett saw it, and he declined to try
conclusions with the junior.

“Dickson, you fool!” yelled the new
boy, glaring savagely at {he other man,
¢ For goodness’ sake send this beast flying!
You ain't frightened of ‘em, are you?
Why—— Ow! Yow! Yoocooop!”

Barker's head came into violent con-
tact with the floor, and he roared.

But all the same, he continued to
struggle and yell for assistance,

But neither of the men made any effort
to help him. They sat on their seats like
dumb images, whilst Dickv and Jack stood
in determined attitudes at their sides.

“I'm done with you, Bennett!" yelled
Barker.  “You're a whitelivered funk!
You're sacked, and 1 won't pay you
another penny! You—— Ow?! Yaroogh!
Yow-ow-ow-ow |"

“Hallo!" exclaimed Dicky Turner, as
there came the sound of grinding brakes.
“We're pulling in!"

The red-faced man hurriedly gathéred
up the cards and slipped them into his
pocket, He realised that if they were
found in the carriage trouble might ensue.

“You wait until we get to the
station!" exclaimed Barker, who, finding
that his struggles were useless, had at

last desisted. “I'll give c¢veryone in
charget I'll charg2 you with brutal
assault! I'll—"

“Shut up, you cad!” said Bob. And
he held his hand tightly over tho new
boy’s mouth.

And he kept it there until the train
drew up-in the station.

The 2nd Chnnier.
A Disgrace t5 4the School.

“« All change !”

The doors of the compartments were
flang opened, aud people poured out of
the train on to the platform of Mervala
Station.

Thes red-faced man pushed open the
door, and, stegping on to the platform,
he made a dart for the exit.

Mr. Dickson had no desire to remain
longer in the company of Cecil Barker.

The new boy was the next to alight.

With his hat still set at a rakish angle
on his head, and his hands shoved deep
down into his pockets, he strolled along
to the booking-oflice.

Bob Travers & Co. walked in the rear,
expecting every moment that Barker
would make a dart for the exit.

But Barker did nothing of the kind.

Although his face was contorted with
rage, and he appeared to be in a really
desperate mood, nothing happened to
create a scene.

The new boy walked straight through
the booking-office without turning round,
and strode slowly up the road leading to
Redclyffe,

Some two hundred yards from the
station Bob Travers & Co. overtook him.

“S8o you've thought better of it, have
sou?” asked Dicky Turnmer. “1 thought
you were going to give us in charge?”

Barker turned round and glared
savagely at the chums.

“ You—you——" he muttered.

Dicky Turner wagged a warning finger
at the new boy.

“Keep calm, my pippin!" he said, with
a shake of the head. “You know what
happens to little boys who lose their
tempers !”

“ You rotters! You—

“You know you don’t mean that,” said
Dicky Turner humorously. “You know
you're feeling jolly grateful to us for res-
cuing you from the downward path, Think
what might have happened if we'd
allowed you to play that rotten game of
cards!”

“Don’t talk such beastly rof!” growled
Barker. “In fact, I dont' know what yon
want to talk to me at all for. I didn't
ask for your company! And, what's more,
I don't want it!”

« My dear chap, we've been made respon-
sible for your safety,” said Dick blandly,
“It's our duty to see that you reach Re:-
clyffe safé and sound. Personally, I
shouldn't care whether you never reached
the school at all; but, having been given
the job, we've got to carry it out. As
we've no desire to miss our tea, we'd be
obliged if you'd get u move ont”

“I'm jolly well not coming with yout"
declared the new boy. I hate you—
every one of you! I'll find my way to the
blessed school alone!”

“Can’t be did. my son!” said Dicky,
with a grin. “You wouldn’t like us to
get u good caning for not seeing that

you were delivered safe and sound at Red-
elyfie 2

“I'm hanged if it would worry me!»
muttered Barker, -

“Well, it would worry us,” said Dicky,
“and that’s why we're sticking to you
50 tiglit. Just take his other arm, Bob,
old son. We shall have to assist him
along the merry road.”

“Don’t you dare to touch me!" ex-
claimed Barker, backing away,

“I'm afraid we shall have to,” said
Bob, as he caught hold of the new hoy’s
arm. “Now then, best foot forward'
You follow up behind, Jackson! 1f he's
inclined to be obstreperous, just help him
along with your boot!”

“Right-ho 1"

“You cads! Yon beasts!” yelled Barker,
struggling to withdraw his arms from thoe
chums’ grip.  “I'll—  Help, Bennett,
you fool! Go for these rotters! Chuck
something at-them, for goodness’ sake!”

Dicky Turner looked round at mention
of the man's name.

There, not twenty yards distant, stood
the salow-faced man, looking decidedly
nervous and dismal.

He was not in an aggressive mood—oer-
tainly not in a mood to tackle the three
resolute Redclytie chums.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Dicky Turner, as
the man approached nearer to them.
“What's your game in following this
rotter?”

“I—I—I'm his valet, sir,” faltered Ben-
nett awkwardly, *JI—"

“My giddy aunt!” gasped Bob. “This
beats the widdy band. D’you mrean to
tell me that he's dragged you all this
way to be his blessed valet?”

“Y-y-yes, sir.”

“Well, you'd better bunk back to whers
you came from,” said Bob. “Kids aren't
allowed to have valets at Redelyfe.”

“1 told Master Cecil ro,” said Bennett
slowly, “but he wouldn't believe me. 1'd
go back home, only——"

“Don’t you dare to do anything of the
kind!” yeclied Barker. “Lend a hand,
you fool! Send these cads flying! Hit
‘em, kick 'em! Do anything you like1”

“Hee-haw! Hee-haw!”

At the strange sound the chums looked
up, to see a donkey crossing the fleld at
the side of the lane and making straight
towards them.

“I wish you wouldn't make so much
row, Barker!” said Dicky Turner blandly.
“You're bringing up all the other don-
keys! I suppose they look upon you as
a sort of father ass!”

“1I'n

“Lemme go!” shricked Barker.
kick you! T'll—"

“You'll do nothing of the kind!” said
Dicky Turner determinedly, “I'm going
to give you one last chance. Are you

coming to Redclyffe quietly, or are you
gui‘nlg“tul.[l)lcrsis& in struggling?”

“Very well,” said Dicky Turner. “It
you won't listen to reason we shall have
to make you. Jackson, old scout, just
pop over to that coftage across the field
and gee it you can borrow a pretty long
rope.

“Right-ho!” said Jack Jackson; and,
guessing that Dicky Turner had some
wheeze in mind, he marched off to carry
out, the command.

Five minutes later he returned, having
gained possession of w rope some ten
yards in length.

“Good man!” said Dicky. “Now go
and nab that donkey. I'm sure Farmer
Meeks won't mind us borrowing Neddy
for_an hour or so.”

Neddy was  forthwith nabbed
brought forward.

“Now,” said Dicky Turner, addressing
the new bhoy, “I'm not going to waste
my strength in dragging you to Red-
clyfte. Tf you won't go of your own freo
will we've got to make you. Forward,
Neddy !

The donkey was urged forward.

“Lift the cad up, Bob,” said Dicky,
“and place him on the donkey so thab
he looks towards its tail!”

“What's the game, Dicky?” asked Bob,
perplexed.

“Lift the cad up and you'll see!” re-
sponded Dicky.

Barker was promptly lifted, in spite of
his struggles, and placed on Neddy’s back.

Neddy was a docile donkey, and he
made no movement to get away.

“You beasts!” raved Barker, “1n
make you suffer for this! I'll get you
expelled from the school! I'N put the
police on your track! I'll—"

“My hat!” said Dicky Turner with a
laugh. “We're going to get it with a
vengeance, you fellows! But in for &
penny in for a pound! Tie the cad’'s
hands together, while I fasten his legs!”

Chuckling to themselves, Bob and Jack

and

lent- their assistance in tying the new

boy to the donkey's back.
Barker continued to struggle furiously,
but he was no match for Bob Travers &

Co.

At last he was tled firmly to the
donkey’s back, and had no chance of
making his escape.

Dicky Turner picked up the new boy's
silk hat, which had fallen to the ground
in the struggle.

“Neddy had better wear this,” he re.
marked, “I#’Il suit him down to the
ground. XKeep still, old boy. Let's tuck
your ears inside. That's right! Now,”
he added, turning to his chums, “I think
everything’s complete.”

“0h, rather!” '

“Gee up, Neddy!” said Dicky, flicking
the animal’s back. “Don’'t go too fast,
else dear old Barker might come &
cropper.”

“You cads!” yelled the new boy, as the
donkey moved forward and he swayed
unsteadily on the animal’s back. “It
you don’t cut me free I'll— Ow-w-w-w!"

The donkey broke dnto a trot, and
Barker lurched forward, only to be sent
backwards an instant later.

“That's right, Neddy!” sald Dicky
Turner. “Hoof it, old boy!”
Neddy did as he was bid, From a

trot hé broke into a run, and the chums
had to do the same to keep pace with
bhim.

“Stop!” exclaimed Dicky Tarner.

-
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But the donkey refused to stop. He

was well on the move now.

«lie raced along the quiet country lane

at top speed, and so did Bob Travers &
Co., but they could: not catch up with
the runaway.

'Oh, scissors!” L\Cldlnlﬂd Bobh Travers.
“We've done it now! He's making
straight for Redclyfle,- and—"

. “Isn’'t that what we want him to do?”
said Dick_) Lreathing - hard.

“Yeg,” agrced Bob; “‘but supposmg old

Chambers spots him'?”!
" “Phéw!” gaspcd *Ditky. “I hadn’t
thought of that. We shall have to collar
him before he gets to the gates. Put on
a spurt, you fellows!” I

They put on a spurty but Neddy was
capable of putting on “a. spurt, teo.

Bob Travers & Co.. gained on the
animal, but Neddy was the first to reach
the g.x(cq with the un\-v‘l]ling rider.

Barker had ceased o rave and roar;
he had all his work Lut, out to remain
on the donkey’s back.

Right through the. gates dashed the

animal, howling over {wo or three juniors
who were standing near the porter's
lodge.

Other juniors were ‘walking across the

quadrangle, amongst them being Jinuy f-

Wren & Co. of the New House.

Jimmy Wren gasped at the strange
sight that met his gaze, bui next instant
he broke into a chuckle,

- “Go it, ‘\Iodd) 1" hé E\clazmcd
trp, old lmy'

Next instant, - Bob 'I‘T.ners & Co. came
rushing in at the gates, to sce some huif-
dozen juniors chasing“the animal .‘crosa
the quadrangle.

“Collar him, you féllows!”
Travers,

“Hallo!” ¢xelaimed Jlmmv Wren. ¥This
your donkey, Travers? I thought there
were enough asses in the School House
.lhcady"’

*“Oh, shut up, you New House duffer!”

““Gee

yeled Bob

cried Bob hrc,lthlessly “Nab him, for
goodness’ sake !
“QOertainly ! -said Jimmy Wren. Then

to his chums: *“Back up, you chaps!”

Neddy had succeeded in eluding Boh
Travers & Co., but he could not cscape
from a dozen juniors.

The juniors surrourdcd him, and be was
soon held prisoner.

“Buek up and cut thig rotter loose!”
said Dicky Turner, withdrawing a pen-
knife from his pocket. “If eld Chambers
sces him therc’ll be the very dickems to
pay!”

Some half-dozen penknives were soon
at work, and at last Barker slid off the
animal’s back.

At the same moment Mr. Chambers
cmerged- irom the Schoel House and came
striding forward.

“What is the meaning of this?” Le
demanded. “What is tha’o donkey domg
he rc( Who is this boy? What——"

“The villains!” roared Barker, red with

rage. “They've assaulted me! They
Lli]ed me to  that rottem animal!
Phey——- :

“Silence!” snapped Mr. Chambers.™ “T
preswme- you are ‘Barker, the new hoy?”

“Yes!” yelled Barker. “Those beasts
fave followed me all the way {rom Mer-
ingham! They’'ve tortured me, and' 1
insist upon their being given in charge at
onee!”

“Be quiet!” ground out the master of
ihe Fourth. And then he turned to Bob
Travers & Co. *“Have you had the aunda-
city to aect as this boy declares?” he
demanded.

“Ahem!” said the chums,

“Didn't I tell youn. so?” exclaimed
Barker. “They’ll only tell you lies ir
you ask them! They're cads—theyre
beasts—-"

*Silence !”

“They’re absolute scoundrels!” shricked
Barker. *I've been treated brutally, and
1 demand that they be given m Lhargv'
i you don’t care to do so, T

“How dare you speak to me like that!”’
“Remain quiet,,

snapped Mr. Chambers.
you disgraeeful boy! Travers, Turner,
Jackson, go to my study immediatcly!
1 will lopk into this matter!”

Bob Travers & Co. moved towards the
¥chool ‘Houise.

“Are you going to call the police?”
demanded” Barker.

*Silence !” .

“I insist that-—"

“Follew me to: my study!l” exclnimcd:

Mr. Chambers sternly.

“I sta’n't!” and Barker.
Yow!”

Mr. Cliambers didl not argue the matter
further. He was fast ln<mg patience, and,
taking a firm grip of the new boy’s
nnllar, he urged him towards the House.

Barker dragged himself free, but at the
same  moment Harcourt, the captain of
the school, entered the guadrangle, and
Mr. Chambers called for his assistance.

Hareourt was quite capablc of dealing
with the new boy, and he almost carricd
himyup to the master’s study.

The next quarter of an hour was a
painful one for Bob Travers & Co. They
find to admit that they had tied Barker

- Ow!

to the donkey, and Mr. Chambers gave’

thein a thorough thrashing for their
pains. -
Barker camec off no better. He was

<iven three on each hand for insulting
hehaviour towards Mr. Chambers. e
find made a had start at Redclyffe, but
he was to continue no better.

The new boy had caused Bob Travers
& Co. a great deal of trouble and annoy-

ancey, but they were to have more trouble

yet with Barker the Bounder!

(Another snagnificent long instalment
nf this splendid new serial in next Mon-
Aday’s issue of the BOYS’ FRIEND. I should
be glad if readers would write and let me
know what they think of this new story.)

THE ORDER
OF
THE BOOT!

A Magnificent Long Complete
Tale of
FRANK RICHARDS & COQ,,
the Chums of the Schoo!l in
the Backwoods.

By MARTIN GLIFFORD

————

The ist Chapter.
Landed at Last!

& l(ich-.a,rds 1=

“Yes, ma'am!”

Frank Richkards stopped, and raised his
hat respectfully as Miss Meadows called
to him from the porch of the Cedar Creck
schoolhouse,

The Canadian schoolmistress” wusually
kind face was very severe and stern, and
¥rank wondered what was the matter,

So fat as he was aware, he had not been
guilty of any special delinquencies during
the few days that had elapsed since Cedar
Creck School had xeassemmerl after the
holidays.

But Miss Meadows' mext words showed
him that he was not the object of her
anger.,

“Do you know where Gunten js?™

“@Gunten !” repeated ¥rank.

“Yes—Kern Gunten!® Miss Meadows’
voice grew sharper in tone, “I see that
you know, Richards! Answer me!"”

Frank Richards did not answer,
of that direct command.

His face grew troubled.

He kucw well enough where was Kern
Gunten, the Swiss schoolboy—the rogne cf
the lumber school.

He knew how the young rascal was
oceupied at that very moment in the old
cerral near the school.

He had pasced that way only {en
minutes before with Bob Lawless and Vere
Beauclere, and had seen the Swiss, with
two or three companions, playing poL 4
in the old corral.

It was evident that Miss Meadows had
some suspicion of the same kind.

But it was not Frank's husiness to give
away his schoolfellow, ruscal as Gunten
was, and much as he despised him.

His colour deepened as le faced the
schoolmistress, silent and troubled.

“Do you hear mé, Mieherds r‘.d.u.y.ul
Miss Meadows sharply.

“Yeres!” staminered ¥rank.

“Tell me where Gunien is!™

No reply.

ST am sorry to see that yon intend io
be disrespeetful, Richards,” said Miss
Meadows,

“Not at all, ma'am !
« But—but—hut—-o>

“That is enough, Richards!"

Miss  Mcadows turned and walked !
away froin the schoclhiouse towards the
gate of the school enciosure,

F¥rank Richards made a step after her,
There was nothing he could

in spite

7 stammered Frank.

but stopped.
say.

1f he {old Miss Meadows where to find
Gunien at that moment it was a8 much
as betraying the Swiss to severe punish-
ment ; and that he could not do.

He was standing with a worried face
when Bob and Beauclere joined him. *
Bob Lawless had an axe under his arm.

« Hallo, here you are!” said Bob, tap-
ping Frank on the shouider. “Ain’t yeu
coming to help split the logs for Mr.

Slimmey 7%

“yes, I was coming; but—>
“What's up?»
Frank Richards explained, and his

Canadian cousin gave a low whistle,
“1 couldn't tell about Guuten, could
197 said Frank.

“QCorrect !”
1 @6i't think Miss Meadows meeded
telling wuch,” remarked  Beauclerc,

“She's heading for the “l:l corral now,”

“Then she must guess,” said Bob, * She
canght Gunten in the same pla«‘e once
before with a merry little card-p'\rzy—the
time he was turncd out of Cedar Creek,
you remember. Pity Miss Meadows ever
fet hia come back!®?

“There'll he trouble it she finds him.”
said Beaunclere, “ and it Jooks us if she will.
Guuten has heen going it too strong ever
csince we came back from the holidays.
Tt's pretty well-known that he came hack
in debt. and he's heen-trying to raise the
wind with poker and euchre. Succeeding,
too.”

Chunky Todgers came running towards
the three chums,

“All U.P. with Gunten, you chaps!” he
gasped breathlessly. “Miss Meadows is
going into the corral. You know what's
going on there!”

“1° guess it was bound {o come out
sooner or later,” zaid Boh. “Gunten wis
getting a bit too reckless. Are we going
to split those logs, you galoets?”

“I'd rather cee what happens fo
Gunten,” said Frank. It will be rougi
on his penple if he gets kicked out. Miss,
Meadows isn't hkfly to let him eome hack
as she did before.”

“ Come en, then!™ said Bob.
The chums went down to the gates,
where they found & good many ouwr.

Cedar (reek fellows gathering.

The news was already spreading.

The sight of Misz Meailows, with a stern,
set face, heading for the ofd corral, was

“@unten ! 1 exclaimed Mise Meadows angrily, thie is not the first time I have caught you gamb"ng,

and i

encugh to warn the fellows what was on
the tupis,

‘The disused eorral wias the favourite
haunt of the black sheep of Cedar Creek
and his companions.

Keeping at a respectful distance from

‘Miss Meadows the =choolboys kept her

in sight as she walked quickly on.

The schoolmistress looked neither to the
right nor to the left as she headed
through the trees for the old clearing.

Apparently she was not aware of the
keen interest felt in ler movements by
the Cedar Creck fellows,

Miss Meadows passed into the old clear
ing, and entered the corral through oue
of the gaps in the old, tumbling stakes,

As she did so u voice was audible—the
voice of Kern Gunten:

“ Draw any, Keller{»

“Two !» was Keller's reply.

“Me dlaw thlee eardee ! came tbe soft,
lisping tones of Yen (lun the Chinec.

“One for me, Gunten.” This was Dick
Dawson’s voice.

Kern Gunten dealt the t&!d\

The four schoolboys were seated round
alog, which was servifig as a. cardtable.
A bat on the log was nged as @ pool fot
the stakes. S %

Tie quariette were 5o ngrowd in their
game that they did not see the scheol-
mistress approaching or hear her foot-
steps.

On the edge of the clearing &
Cedar Creek fellows looked on,
coming any nearer.

crowd of
without

The four players we: é putting in th(—lT‘

stakes now.

Dick Dawson was looking moody und dis-
turbed, and his expression was €nough to
tell that he was loging more than he
could afiord to lose. .
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Miss Meadows' quiet voice broke in.

“Oh!» gasped Dawson.

Gunten sprang to his feet in dismay.

Keller half rose, his face growing scared.

Dawson sat where he was, blinking up
at the schoolmistress as if unable to move.

Yen Chin darted away like a rabbit, with
a howl, and vanislied round the hut at the
corner-of the corral,

“M-om-miss  Meadows!”
Gunten.
m'I‘he schoelmistress’ eves gleamed vpon

nm.

“Gunten! This 1 not the first time 1
have caught you gambling and inducing
your schoolfellows to gamble!”

“I—F * stammcered the Swiss,

“Go to the house at once!™

Gunten, with & pale face, walked away,
thre *“hand * of "cards still held in kis
fingers.

At a gesture from Miss Mcadows Daw-
son and Keller followed him,

Yen €hin had vaniched.

- With hangdog looks the three culprits
walked to the = luniber school, ' Miss
Meadows following-them.

The Cedar Creek crowd brought up the
rear.

“That puts the lid on for Gunten!” s

stammered

Bob Lawless, in a low wne “1 guess he
knows it, 10012

Frank Richards nodded.

« He fajrly asked for it,” he said. “But

—bhut one can’t help feeling a bit sorry
for the poor brute.”
“«Oh, rot!® answered Bob. “Cedar

Creek will be a hit better off without him.-

He got Dawson into his rotten game, and
we all know Dawson is a decent chap
when he's not ed by the nose by a rogue
jike Gunten. The ‘sconer that foreign
rotter goes the better for the school aud
everybody in it.”
And Bob Lawlesg’

opinion wWas A very
Feneral one.

‘The 2nd Chapter,
The Order of the Boot!

There was a good deal of supymessed ex-
citement at Cedar Creek when the schoo!
reassembled for afternoon lessons.”

Gunten &, Co. eame in with the rest.

That “something ” was going to
happen to the detected gamesters was
certain; but so far it had not happened.

When Mr. Slimmey and Mry Shepherd,
the assistant masters, came into the hiv
school-room, thiey were seen 6 he looking
VEry grave,

inducing your schoolfellows to gambie!

All faces, in fact, were grave.

Gunten  Jlooked muodv, apprehensive,
and 's\}lien Keller was plainly scared and
fcarfu

Dick Dawson was red and ashamed. As
for Yen Chin, he presented his usual:
smiling aspect, as if he had not a care in |
the world.

The Tittle Chinee did not seem to
realise the seriousness of the matter.

There was a sudden hush as Miss
Meadows entered the school-room.

She stopped before her class, to which
all four of the delinquents belonged.

A pin might have been heard to drop
in the lumber gchool-room, as Miss
Meadows regurded her class with a stern
brow.

.\‘he spoke quietly at last.

“Gunten! Keller! Duwson!
Stand out before the class!”

The four came out--three of them wnlh
burning faces, and Yen Chin with a calm
and placid smile.

“I think the whole school knows your
fault,”
voice that was heard by all present.
“Gunten! This is not the, first #ine for
the geeond that “yolf® Luve been found
guilty of raseaiy conduct. On a preyious
occasion I sent you away from the school.
I made a mistake in pardoning you after-
wards, and allowing you to return/”

Ritence. :

“That you are chiefly to blame in this
unliappy matter I am well aware,” con-,
tinued Miss Meadows. "I have heen ob-
serving you for some time, Gunten. You
have not profited by the chance 1 gave

Yen Chi n!

you: rather you have hecome worse and
You have led better
your own de- |

more unserupulous.
boys than mnrsell
graded pursuits.”

“Thls innocent Chinese hoy and Daw-
son,” resummed Miss Meadows. “They are
to blame: but T regard them rather as
your victims than your confederates.
Keller, also, T believe to have acted
under your influence.”

Gunten did not speak.

Miss Meadows was too well aware of
the faets for faléchoods to he of much
use to him.

As the schoolmisiress said, it was not
the first or the second time that his reck-
less rascality had come to light.

“These three boys,” said Miss Meadows,

“will be punished. T shall write to their:
fathers, cxplaining the matter.”

Yen Chin and Keller looked relieved.
but Dawson's look of utter misery scemed
te intensify.

But not one of them spoke.

“You, Gunten, must leave the school!”
said Miss Meadows. “1 shall not inflict
punishment ; hut I will not allow you to;
Terain here to exercise a corrupting in-
fiuence upon other hoys better than your-
seif. I am sorry, hut my duty is clear.
You will leave Cedar Creek this afternoon,
Gunten, and ¥ shall write to your father,
informmg him  that you eamnot he'
allowed to return under any circum--
stances whatever.”

Gunten bit his hp hard.

“It’'s not fair,” he muttered.
won't——" 5

“You are worse than the others, Gun-
ten, and you are the ecause of their
wrongdoing. You are a thoroughly had
boy, and I should fail in my duty if I
allowed you to remain here as a corrupt-
ing influence. 1 hope that this will he
a warming to yon, and that you will do
hetter elsewhere.”

"y vmnt 2o !” muttered Gunten desper-
ately.  “You ecan’t turnr me out, Miss
‘\tlmdo“e You haven't the power to do
1 '

‘What o
“My father won't stand if, either.
got_influence~—-"

“Leave this school-room at once,
ten!” rapped out Miss Meadows.

Gunten stood where he was,
savage look on his heavy face.

Mr. Shepherd came across to hiny,
dropped a hand on his shoulder.

“Come!” he said briefly.

The Swiss gave him a bitter look, and
seemed, for a moment, to be thinking of
resistance.

But his courage failed, cr he r(uursr—d
that it was useless.

With Mr. Shepherd’s

into

i

3 O

He's
Gun-
with .a

and’

¢ hand on his
’

said Miss Meadows, in a low, clear -

A speedy
- Gunten, the storekegper of Thompson.

shoulder he was marched out of the
school-room, and disappeared fromr the
view of Cedar Creck School.

Miss Meadows signed to the other {hree
culprits to go back to their places, and
the lesson commenced.

Mr. Shepherd returned quietly to the
school-room, and as he came in, the
sound of a horse's hoofs was heard in
the distance.

It was the sound of Kern
departing.

The Swiss was gone.

Well deserved as his expulsion from
Cedar Creek was, some of the fellows felt
a little compassion for the wretched
young rascal.

But few considered that Miss Meadows
could have acted in any other way.

It was not only that Cunten was a
rascal himself, but that he led others into
his own dark ways, and his presence was
harmful to the school.

The excitement did not die down easily,

Gunten

‘and “lessons that aftermgen were rather

desultory.

Most,_of
in an expwtant mood, fully leoking
vigit to tJAe scheool from Mr.

On the previoas occasion when  the
rogue of Cedar Creek had been sent awas,
Mr. Gompers Gunten had visited the
school in a towering rage--though that
had had no effect whatever on the schooi-
mistress.

It was for gnite other reasons that she
had allowed Kern Gunten to return that
time.

Mr. Gunten, the richest storekeeper in
thie Thompson Valley, was a personage of

the Cedar Creek. fellows were

-some importance, especially in his own

eyes, and he was certain to be wrathy
and indignant when his ron came home in
disgrace.

Somewhat to the disappointment of
Cedar Creek, the podgy storekeeper did
not come stndmg into the school-room
during afternoon lessons.

The school was dismissed at the usual
hour.

But as Cedar Creek came streaming outs
into the playground, a podgy fignre came,
in sight, riding up from the Thompson
trail to the gates,

It was Mr. Gunten.

The storckeeper’s fat.face was dark and
angry.

He rode up to the schoolhouse porch,
and jumped off his horse, throv ing the
reins over a post.

With hea\y steps he StI'OdL into the
house.

"Old Man Gunten’s on the war-path!”
grinned Bob Lawless. “1 reckon he won't
zet much change out of Miss Meadows,
thongh.

“He'll jolly well get chuched out on Ms
neck, if he cheeks our schoolmistress!’
exclaimed Tom Lawrence,

Mr. Gunten was shown in hy Black
Sally, and disappeared into  Miss
Mewdows' private study.

What was said there was not known,
hut ten minutes later Mr! Gunten’s loud
and angry tonés were heard, as he came
away from the schoolmistress’ roon:.

“1 repeat, madam, that I will not allow
my son to be sent away from this school!
\larl\ my words, I will not allow it !"

1 am sorry that I cannot alter my
decigion, Mr. Gunten.”

Miss Meadows' voice was calm
quiet.

“You will he compelied to alter it,
then, madam.”

“1 think you had better go, sir!”

Mr. Guuten glared at the siim, graceful
figure of  tlee Canadian schoolmistress
framed in the doorway.

“Madam! Miss. Meadows, T warn yon
to have done with this! My son. shall
not leave Cedar Creek.”

“He shall not return while I am head-
mistress, Mr. Gunten.”
“You mean that?”
“T have said so0.”
“Very welll” - The storekeeper spoke
through his set teeth. It remains to he
geen, madam, how long ‘you will remain

hemlmlstreis "of Cedar Creek Sehool.”

“That is a matter that does not con«
cern you, Mr. Gunten. Good-evening!”

*You will find that it docs concern me,

4
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Swiss storekeeper.
“You will learn, madam, that my
influence counts for more than you sup-

madam!" roared the

pose. 1 warn you that if my son does
not return, you do not remain head-
mistress of this schoolt” .

“Nonsense, sir!”

“You prefer to put it to the test?”
sneered Mr. Gunten.

“1 have nothing more to say to you,
sir.  Kindly go your way, and let this
disturbance cease.”

“Be it so, then!” gasped Mr. Gunten.
“I give you a lust chance, madam. Write
to me during the next twenty-four hours
to tell me that my son may return, and
I will let hygones be bygones. Omit to
do 80, and you, madam, you yourself, shall
be turned out of Cedar Creek School, and
a new headmaster appointed,” .

With that, the sterekeeper strode to his
horse, dragged the animal -round, and
threw himself into the saddle:

With a clatter of hoofs he dashed out
of the gateway, and disappeared on the
‘Thompson trail.

The 3rd Chapter.
In Doubt:

Frank Richards & Co. rode homeward
that eveuning discussing the atfair of Kern
Cunten and its possible outcome,

Gompers Gunten’s threat to the school-
mistress had surprised them, and excited
their contempt at first, but on reflection
they wondered whether the storekeeper
had the power to do as he threatened.

“The jay was talking out of the back
1 his neck!" Bob Lawless declared. * How
could he edge Miss Mcadows out of Cedar
Creek? 1t isn't possible.”

“He spoke as if he meant it,” said Vere
Beauclerc thoughtfully.

“Oh, he was as mad as a dago chock-
fall of pulque!” said Bob. *“But he was
only shooting off his mouth, I guess.”

~1s old Gunten anything beside a store-
keeper in Thompson, Bob?” asked Frank
Richards. “Any sort of a local official
johnny 2"

*He's on the board of school trustees,”
answered Bob, <

“Could he make trouble for a school-
teacher there?”

Bob looked thoughtful.

“Well, he might!” he admitted.

“That’s what he means, then.” .

“Put- it wouldn't e easy,” said Bob.

“1lhere are three trustees for the district,

aud my popper is one of them. Grimm.
the farmer, is the other.”

»Q@rimm, the fruit-farmer?” asked
¥rank. “He treated us rather deccatly
chee, but he is a crusty old card, Bob.”

“1 guess so. He's a Galician by
deseent, and very chummy with Gunten—
Old Man Gunten, I mean. They stick
together like foreigners,” said Bob. “Of
ccurse, Old Man . Gunten is a bit of a
waster, and he had to do a lot of shoving
to get on the board. 1 guess he thought
it made Lim look a bit more respectable
to be a school trustee, and helped to
cover up his real character. Some galoots
say that a faro game is run in his back
parlour at times.”

“Nice man to be a gchool trustee!”

“Well, he keeps it dark; that’s the talk
in Thompson, that's all.  Anyhow, he's
a close-fisted and over-reaching store-
keeper, that’'s a cert. A man has to keep
his eyes peeled in doing business with Old
Man Gunten. Kern is a chip of the old
block; perhaps that's why Old Man
Giunten is backing bim up. T guess Kern
(‘unten wouldn't be happy at home if he
was R nice, dear boy lik¢ us, you know,”
said Bob, with a grin.

“Suppose he wants to go for Miss
Meadows, what could he do, then?” asked
}«‘rank. “You know, Bob—you were born
wre.”

Bob wrinkled his brow in thought.

*“Well, I suppose he would call a special
meeting of the trustees, who pay the
school salaries, and so on,” he said. *“I
suppose they could ask Miss Meadows for
her resignation it they liked. But my
father would have to be there, and he
would be against it. He's got a g;eat
respect for Miss Meadows, and we’'d jolly
well jaw him if he let her be fired.”

“Then it depends on whether Old Man
Gunten could get Mr. Grimm to .back
him?”

“1 guess 80,”

“I believe thcy do a lot of husiness
together,” said Beauclerc. “Gunten
senior buys no end of his stuff at Grimm’s
farm. I don’t know whether Grimm could
afford to quarrel with him—or would care
to, for the sake of a school-teacher he
dcesn’t even know.”

Bob Lawless looked rather troubled.

“8till, Grimm is an honest man,” he
raid. “He's known to be hard-fisted, but
he's honest enough. I can’t think that he
would let Old Man Gunten rush him into
playing a dirty trick.”

“Isn't there anything ihe
Board of Trusteesy” Frank
Richards thoughtfuily.

“Lots; right up to the Minister of
Lducation,” said Bob. “But—but I don't
think a dismissed teacher could carry the
matter further up.”

“Oh!” said Frank.

“You see, we're not a city district, or
cven a town district,” said Bob. “We're
what they call a rural district, in their
tirgo, but in plain Canadian we're a
hackwoods district, a bit off the main

above
asked
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{ him away.

track, you know. The trustecs are not
paid, and they have to be solid citizens
of ths district, and things are left to
them., Qld Man Gunten is a bit of a
queer bird to squeeze in; my popper and
Old Man Grimm are fair specimens of the
reégular sort. - If Old Man Gunten can
twist Mr, Grimm round his finger, I'm
afrgid—"

Bob whistled.

“L'll jolly well apeak to the dad when
we get in,” he said. “{f Old Man Gunten
is up to his tricks the popper ought to
be warned.”

“Good egg!” said Frank. “We stand
by Miss Meadows.”

“You het!”

“And if she has to go———" said Beau-

cleres

Boh knitted his brows.

“1f Miss Meadows has to go for turning
that gambler and thief out of the school,
there will be trouble at Cedar Creek, and
don’t you forget it!” he exclaimed em-
phatically, “I guess they won't plant a
new master on us in Miss Meadows’ place
without some galoots kicking up a dickens
of a shindy. We’'ll give the new master
the time ofi his life, by gad; if we let him
come into the school at all!”

“If!" said Frank. “My dear chap
you—"

“1 said if, and I mean if!" said Bob
deliberately. “We're not in New West-
minster or Vantouver, Franky, or even
in Kamloops. We're in the backwoods,
and in the backwoods a galoot can stand’
up and talk plain. And I tell you our
schoolmistress isu't going to be edged
out, of Cedar Creek by Old Man Gunten!”

“Hear, hear!” said Frank, with a smile.
“It there's anything to be done, we're
batking up for Miss Meadows, Bob!”

And Beauclerc nodded assent.

As soon a8 the cousins arrived at the
Lawless Ranch Bob sought his father,
with the intention of explaining the
matter to him, to put Mr. Lawless on his
guard.

Rancher Lawless was inspecting horses
in_the corral when his son and nephew
joined him, and he listened to what they
had to say with serious attention.

“I guess you did right to tell me of
this, Bob,” he commented. “I fancy Mr.
Gunten was only blowing off steam; I
hope 8o, anyhow. Young Gunten is the
fellow who robbed you on your holiday in
the North-West—eh?”

“The same sCallywag, dad!”

“Miss Meadows did quite right to send
I've heard talk about that
lad in Thompson,” said the rancher,
frowning. “Mr. Gunten can send him to
the new school across the valley, if he
likes, and give him another chance, if
they'll take him jn there. I shall cer-
tainly uphol@>Misy Meadows in keeping
him shut out af Cedar €reek.” :

Which was good news to the chums.

Frank and Bob were anxious for news
on the morrow, and they found Vere
Beauclerc in the same mood when they
joined him on the way to school.

They found Cedar Creek in a rather
excited state.

Old Man Gunten’s threat, uttered in the
hearing of half the school, had not been
forgotten, and boys and girls were curious
t> know whether anything would come
of it.

The possibility of losing their popular
schoolmistress made them all realise how
much they liked Miss Meadows, and there
was deep indignation at the mere sug-
gestion that the schoolmistress might be
“fired " for having done what the whole
school knew it was her plain duty to do.

Lessons passed off as usual that day, but
with that day passed the period of grace
the angry storekeeper had allowed to
Miss Meadows to change her mind.

It was certan that Miss Meadows had
not changed her mind, and that Kern
Gunten would not return to Cedar Creck
60 loug as she was headmistress there.

Whether the Canadian girl was troubled
by Mr. Gunten's threat was not to be
discovered; her quiet, impassive face ex-
pressed nothing of her thoughts.

Even when Chunky Todgers, in an excess
of devotion, induced a dozen fellows to
give & loud cheer after lessons under Miss
Meadows' window, there was no sign
from the schoolmistress.

Perhaps she was not aware that all
Cedar Creek had already taken sides in
the expected dispute, and was blissfully
ignorant of the devotion to her cause
that burned in nearly every breast.

There was news that night when Frank
and Bob reached home,

They found Rancher Lawless with a
letter in his hand, and a frown upon his
bronzed face. )

“There's a special meeting of the
school trustees to-morrow, my lads,” he
said, “It’s ealled by Mr. Gunten.”
“(Sh!" said Boh. “Popper, you'll stand
by Miss Meadows?”

“Rely nupon me, my hoy; and I think
Mr. Grimm will be of my opinion, too.”

The chums of Cedar Creek could only
hope so. But, remembering the bitter
anger and malice of the Swiss storekeeper,
they could not help feeling uneasy.

The 4th chapter.
¢ Fired !

The post-waggon stopped at Cedar
Creek School on the following afternoon,
and Black Sally took in a letter for Miss
Meadows.

The schoolmistress was attending to her
class in last lesson when the letter was
brought to the school-room.

Miss Meadows went to her desk, and
opened the letter there.

; The ¢yes of the whole class werc upon
1€T.

Immediately the class jumped to the
conclusion that the letter might have
something to do with Old Man Gunten
and the special meeting of the trustees.

As a matter of fagt, they were right.

Miss Mcadows’ colour deepened uas she

1 read the brief, but. very expressive, com-

munication, ahich ran:

“Miss Ethel Meadows, Cedar Creek
School.

“The Trustees of the Cedar Creek
School-District regret that they de not
find themselves satisfied with tho present
management of Cedar Creck Sthool. They
therefore request the resignation by Miss
E. Meadows of the post of headmistress.
Instructions have been sent to Mr.
Slimmey, assistant-master, to carry on
temporarily until a new headmaster is
appointed.

“Rigned, for the Board,
@ (i, GUNTEN.”

Miss Meadows looked at Black Sally
inquiringly.

“1s there a letter also for Mr.
mey?” ghe asked.

“Yes, missy,”

“Kindly take it to him.”

Mr. Slimmey adjusted his gold-rimmed
glasses, and read the letter as soon as
it was handed to him.

His kind, if somewhat weak, face
flushed deeply as he rcad, and crushing
the letter in his hand, he walked over
to Miss Meadows' desk.

“Miss Meadows!” he exclaimed, in a
tremulous voice. “You arc aware—"

“I am informed here that you have
heen requested to take my place, Mr.
Slimmey, until a new Head is appointed.”
said Miss Mcadows quictly.

“Is it possible that you are dismissed,
madam?”

“I am asked to resign.”

“It is infamous!” said Mr. Slimmey, in
agitated tones. “I shall, of course, re-
fuse to do as is asked, and shall resign
my post here if you leave!”

“Y am not leaving yet, Mr. Slimmey. I
shall refuse to resign,” said Miss Meadows
quietly, “1 shall not go unless dismissed ;
and, in that case, shall carry an appeal to
higher quarters.”

“I am glad to hear that, Miss Meadows.
Surely they will not dare—"

“1 hope not, We shall see.”

Miss Meadows and Mr. Slimmey spoke in
low tones, and not a word was heard by
the hushed school; but the excitement
was growing intense.

Miss Meadows took up her pen and

Slim-

indited a brief reply to the letter she
had received.

Brief as it was, it was very much to the
point.

“&ir,—I refuse to resign.
*“Yours faithfully,
“¥. MEADOWS.”

Mr. Slimmey scribbled a rather longer
letter, pointing out to the Board that
under no circumstancées whatever would
he consent to supplant Miss Meadows,
even for one hour.

The two letters were handed to Black
Sally, to take out to the post-waggon,
which was awaiting to collect corres-
pondencc from the &chool.

Then lessons were resumed.

That the fncident of the letters had
something to do with 0ld Man Gunten
and the meeting of the trustees all Cedar
Creek felt assured, but they knew no
more than that.

But when Frank Richards and Bob
arrived at the Lawless Ranch that cven-
ing they learned more.

Rancher Lawless had been out-voted at
the meeting, Mr. Grimm, for reasons of
his own, suporting Old Man Gunten all
along the line.

The angry storekeeper, therefore, had
had his way.

Frank and Bob received the news with
dismay and concern.

The refusal of her resignation by Miss
Meadows only postponed matters.

1t was in the power of the Board to
dismiss her from her post, and there was
no doubht that that was what Old Man
Gunten intendced.

His threat, after all, had not been an
idle one.

“And we shall get a new headmaster
or mistress, instead of Miss Meadows,”
said Bob gloomily. “You can bet that
0ld Man Gunten will have a finger in
appointing him, and he will make it a
condition that Gunten is taken back into
the school.”

Frank Richards' eyes gleamed.

“Tt’s too rotten, Bob!” he said hotly.
“0ld Man Gunten has worked this with
Mr. Grimm. - It's not fair! And—and
we're not going to stand it!" |

Bob Lawless nodded.

“We're not!” he agrced. “We'll have
a jolly good talk to the fellows to-
morrow, and they'll find that they've got
Cedar Creek to deal with, as well as
Miss Mcadows.”

The chums wero in & grim and angry
(l;lood when they rode to school the next

ay.

_Any compassion they might have felt for
Kern Gunten was quite forgotten now.

They were backing up Miss Meadows
against the Guntens, father and son, and
all along the linc.

Injun Dick, the tattered vagrant of
Thompson, was entering the school gates
when Frank Richards & Co. arvived,

He had a letter in his hand.

The chums saw him epeak to Miss
Meadows in the porch and hand her the
letter.

Miss Meadows opened it as the Red-
skin statked away.

It was brief.

“Miss BLithel Meadows.

“Madam.—As you decline to tender
your resignation, as requested, the Bourd
have no option but to dismiss ypu from
your preseut post. You will therefore
consider your engagement at an end on
Saturday, and will inform your assistants
that a new headmaster will arrive omw
Monday to take charge of the school.

“For the Board,
“(f, GUNTEN.”

Miss Meadows set her lips.

It was the dismissal.

The schoolmistress glanced out over the
playground, crowded with boys and girls
waiting for the morning bell.

Then she went back into her room.

The hell rang at the usual time, and
Cedar Creek crowded into the ‘school-
room. Mr. Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd
}velre looking unusually grave and thought-

ul.

Miss Meadows had her usual aspect,
save that a bright spot of colour was
burning in either cheek.

It was a bitter bhlow to the school-
mistress to be dismisscd from her post
so curtly and cruelly, and although she
intended to appeal to authorifies over
the heads of the Board, she had no choice
but to obey the order for the present,
and leave Cedar Creek.

In her appeal against the decision of
the board she would have the support of
one member—Mr. Lawless. She knew that
—but the result was a doubtful matter, as
she was well aware,

Her heart was beavy that morning.

She was aware, too, that if she bad
chosen to submit to the dictation of the
storekeeper of Thompson, and take kis
rascally son back into the school, the dis-
missal might have been rescinded yet.

That she had no intention of doing. Her
duty was clear, and while she remained
at Cedar Creck it would be doune.

Whatever her thoughts and feelings
might be, she had no thought of taking
Cedar Creek into her confidence, aund if
would probahly have’sdrprised her to dis-
cover that thc school'bad a pretty clear
idea of what was lmppening, and kad
already decided to $back up " in her sup-
port. v RT3 v

Under such suppteszed excitement, thers
was naturally some little inattention
Aduring lessons that day, and several fei-
lows were called over the coals rather
sharply by Miss Meadows—without in the
least diminishing their loyal determination
to stand by her.

After school there was a crowded meet-
ing in the corner of the playground,
headed by Frank Richards & Co.

From the distance Miss Meadows heard
the sound of shouting and cheering, but
she little guessed what it portended.

She was socn to learn, however.

. The 5th Chapter.
Frank Richards & Co. 8 Resolve.

The mnext day was Friday, when the
lumber school broke up for the week-end,
Saturday being a holiday.

After last lesson on Friday the school
was not immediately dismissed, as usual.

After that day Miss Meadows was not to
see her pupils any more, and she could
notl leave them without a word of fare-
well. 5

She was a little pale as she stood before
the class to say the last few words before
they parted, little dreaming of what it was
to be the signal.

«My dear boys and girls,” said Miss
Meadows, her voice faltering a.little in
spite of herself, “before you go 1 have
something to tell you. I am leaving Cedar
Creek to-morrow, and when you come back
on Monday 1 shall not be here.”

She paused, and there was a dead
silence.

«] am very, very sorry to be leaving
you,” went on the schoolmistress, steady-
ing her voice. “I have been verﬁ happy
here, and have tried to do my duty by
the school. I hope you will remember me
with affection. That is all. Now we must
say good-bye!’

Bob Lawless jumped up.

“Miss Meadows!”

The schoolmistress was turning away.
She turned back in surprise.

Bob's rugged face was flushed, his eyes
sparkling.

«Miss Meadows! We're not going to

stand it!”
“Lawless !”
“Hear, hear!” came from Frank

Richards.

“We won't stand it, ma'am!” shouted
Bob Lawless. “We know all ahout it,
Miss Meadows! Old Man Gunten has got-
vou fired because you turned out that thief
and sharper, Kern Gunten!”

“«Lawless!” gasped Miss Meadowa.

“«We won't let you go, ma'am!
won't have a new headmaster!”

«Never!” roared Frank Richards.

“] guess not!” hooted Eben Harke.
«3We'll lynch him!?

“Hurrah!»

We

Miss Meadows stood dumb, petrified Ly
that amazing outhreak from her class.
Mr. Slimmey and Mr, Shepherd lookTd
on in sheer amazement, but not with dis.
approval in their looks.
Miss Meadows found her voice at last.
“Tawless! Richards! You must vob
say—"
“We won't have a new headmaster, Miss

Meadows !” - said  Erank Richards reso.
lutely. “It’s not fair play, and we won't
stand it!” a

“ Never!”

“We'll fire him out if he comes here!"
roared Chunky Todgers.

“My boys,” gasped Miss Meadows, “I—
I suppose this expraordinary scene shows
your attachment to me; but—but I must
forbid you to show anything like dis-
respect to your new master when he
arrives to take over the school.”

“Never!”

“1 am leaving to-morrow. You will
find your new master here on Monday.
You will treat him with the same respect
you have alwuys shown me.”

“No fear!»

“We won't haye him!”

“We'll keep him out!” roared Chunky
Todgers belligerently, < We'll hold Cedar
Creek against him, and the Board of
Trustees, too!"

“ Hurrah!»

“Silence!" cxclaimed DMiss Meadows
severely, “How dare you suggest anye
thing of the kindy»

“ nhI"

“You must keep discipline for the good
name of the school. Now, please, diswiss
quietly.” -

Miss Meadows walked out of the school-
rooin,

Then the school dismissed, but not
quietly,

There was a buzz of excited voices as
the boys and girls trooped out into the
playground,

Bob Lawless jumped on & bench.

“ Ladies and gentlemen—" he roared,

“Bravo!”

“@o it, Bob!”

“Qur schoolmistress has been fired by
a sneaking foreign galcot and his dirty
tricks—-"

Groan!

“ We're not going to have iti”

Cheers!

“New man hops in on Monday,” con-
tinued Bob. ¢ Well, we're going to he
here early on Monday, and when that new
man hops in we'll make him hop out pretty
quick !’

“ Hurrah!™*

“1If he tries to stick we'll tar and feather
him, and ride him on a rall out of the
school,”

“Bravo !

“ And then we'll bar the gate, and hold
Cedar Creek against them all till they
:ﬁgl;ce to send Miss Meadows back " roare:

ob.

“A -~ barring-out!™ exclaimed Frank
Richards. “And no surrender till our
schoolmistress comes back! 1s it a gov™

Tho roar of
showed that it was a “go,” The rowr
rang through Cedar Creek, and reached
Miss Mcadows in her room.

The Canadian girl looked oub of her
window, and started as she saw Bob Law.
less and Frank Richards being carried
shoulder-high round the playground,

Keller, who ventured to sneer, or was
suspected of sneering, was ducked hend-
fong into the horse-trough in the corrai.
And he limped away drenched, and not
inclined to sneer any more.

Still shouting, the Cedar Creek fellows
trooped oub at the gates,

¥rank Richards & Co. mounted their
horses, and rode homeward with flushed
faces, still a good deal excited.

They were the leaders, and nearly all
Cedar Creek was backing them up.

Their determination did not falter.

Cedar Creek was in a state of revolt,
and the new headmaster, whoever he was,
was not to be allowed even to enter the
school.

“If he's a decent man I'm sorry for
him,”. said Frank. “But it can't be
helggg. We won't have him!”

«Ppon't worry about that!” growled
Bob, “I'll bet you he's some friend of
0ld Man Gunten’s. And, in that case, he
won't be very decent. Some hard-fisted
old hunks like Old Man Gunten Limself,
I guess.”

“« Most likely!" agreed Vere Beauclerc.
«But in any case, we won't allow any man
to take Miss Meadows® place.”

“No fear!”

% Not a word at home about this,” added
Bob sagely. “1 don't believe the popper
would disapprove, as a matter of fact;
but, of course, he couldn't countenance
such proceedings. I've warned all the
fellows not to talk, If Miss Meadows isn't
there on Monday, and if the new Head
comes, we go on strike. That’s the game.
And Cedar Creek won't be run as a school
again till Miss Meadows comes hack.”

«That's the programme,” said Frank
Richards. “And we stick to it to the
finish, whatever happens.”

“You bet!”

And that remained the fixed determina-.
tion of the chums of Cedar Creek, though
little more was said on the subject then.

But on Sunday there was a good deal
of riding to and fro, and meetings, and
discussions, and whisperings; and all
Cedar Creek looked forward with keen ex-
citement to Monday morning. That day
was destined to be a remarkable one in
the history of Cedar Creek,

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY.

“THE SCHOOL ON STRIKE!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS IT!

cheering that followed "
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