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THE KAISER is determined to obtain
possession of the Mahdi's huge treasure
which is hidden in the heart of the con-
tinent of Africa, and, to do so, he
Lnﬂﬁ{{{g ‘};hri;eocbl;sperz}.%e Germans named

h . SLYDEN, CAPTAI
STOOM, and VON SNEEK. *

The papers, however, confaining the
secret of the whereabouts of the treasure
urE ;% ’ngi h}{)oss&ssion of

; ) HANDYMAN and CY
SPRAGUE, who decide to go in quest
of the treasure, and to take with them
Ei;s bﬂyshnf the %{f{nj]lb{mi) Castle, chief

ong whom are ORRINGTON,
CHIP, ARTY DOVE, SKELETON.
PORKIS, and PONGO WALKER. |

LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, TOOKUM
EL‘RO{JS. a native wrestler, FLINT
PASHA, a member of the Sudan Police,
are also amongst the party, as well as

the boys’ pets, CECIL, the orang-outan
HORACE, the goat, and QGUS tli;
grocodile. :

In the last instalments Baron von
Slyden and his fellow spies made
strenuous efforts to secure ‘the papers
containing the secret of t Mahdi's

e
treasure, But the boys of tlge
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Castle defeated them, and they went
away empty-handed.

Last week’s instalment told how, after
Baron von Slyden had made several
attempts to obtain his revenge on the boys
and failed, Arty Dove received a challenge
to a fight from Obob el Mook, a native
King. Arty accepted the challenge, and
the party set out for Obobh’s stronghold.

(Read on from here.)

The Home of King Obob.
The nigger came to the surface,

| gasping and yelling, as the line of

boats slid past him.

With a loop of rope Dick Dorring-
ton lassoed him round his fat neck,
and he was hauled into the whaler,
gasping and sobbing from the fright
of his sudden fall.

He looked round fearfully as he saw
the strange company into which he
had fallen. |

‘The laughing white bovs scared
him, and Horace, gazing at him with
fierce, green eyes, made him more

Bombay | frightened than ever.

)

1

THREE HALFPENCE.

J

f

W*T/f
1 ‘.l.; :.ﬁr

vilf]

=

e

-

[ " ;"-"3:;'; i\ AR ' /4 !
f ¢ -I'!I L oy , - ! [
n Thiksg

f
{1
Y/ 5
10 [k
iy W

. 4!/'

!
f

1

ot =
- ‘1."—-'""-‘“/;-’ — T ———
e B e ——
L -_M'— : ‘h-.._-_-f—-'_.-_—:-.-__..-: .' e
F A S e r el ety S5 W _____::- —
e -!1#'—-

“Here, George,have a bit of fried
fish and ehi s,/ said the friendly
Skeleton, pusﬁiﬁﬁ‘a portion of the de-
licacy into the falen séntinel’s hands.

But King Obib’s sentrv was too
scared to eat fish gnd chips.

He cowered i the bottom of the
whaler as the ladnch, with her string
of towing boats|, shot up the long,
dark canal betwe:n the reeds, greeted
by the deep bcoming of the war-
drums and the braying of the conches,
And the truth dawned on Captain
Handyman as h» steered his flotilla
towards the great¥ock, between mark-
posts which showed the channel—grim
mark-posts, ' eadh of which was
crowned by a grinning human skull.

Von Slyden jwas there before them,

and German rascality and intrigue
were already at work against them.

The boys lovked up in wonderment
at the strange fortress of rock that
loomed up out of the straight, flat
lines of the swamp.

King Obob El Mook had chosen for

|
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. 48
himself a perch that was as tough a
nut to crack as any fortress eof the
world. |

Surrounded by miles of reeds,
through which the great éurrent of the
Upper Nile poured in a steady
stream, he could look arcund him for
twenty miles, and see no solid ground
save that on which his village, or city
of Booloo, was perched.

And in the dim, grey light of the
cloudy night, Bocloo looked a pretty
formidable place as Captain Handy-
man, stopping the engines of the
launch, brought his flotilla nup close
under the rocky walls of the city.

These rose almost In a precipice
from the swamp, and the great beds
of papyrus reeds came right under the
shadow of the fortress, growing at the
very base of the clifis themselves.

As far as the boys eould see, the
Rock of Booloo was a miniature Gib-
raltar, rising some three hundred ‘eet
above the water. |

It was sparkling with lights now.

[Week Ending November 16th, 1918.
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King Obob el Mook was evidently
determined to let the expedition know
that he was not to be caught napping,
for the war-drums . were banging away
and the conches were rosring and -~
braying as though the fortréss was

held by a thousand jackasses.

“Jiminy !” exclaimed Porkis. ‘It
sounds as though there are a host of
donkeys shut up there. What on ear'h
18 that row, Tookum?”

Tookum el Koos was crouching in
the bottom of the whaler, rubbing his
riffte down with a bit of rag.

His eyes were sparkling at the
prospect of a fight.

“Obob, um funky!” said Tookum.
“Um makee war mausic to frighten
Cappen Handyman!”’

“1f you call that music, Tookum, I
call’it the tune that the old cow died
of,” put in Dick Dorrington, as he
oiled a clip of cartridges and slipped
them into the magazine of hiz rifle

(Continued on the next page.)
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THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE KAISER

{Continued from the previous page.)

. Pongo found that the prow of the
Royal warcanoe was in his way, as he
wanted to get ashore from the stern of
the whaler,

too much plenty cheeky! You sabbee me

big king!" o
Having thus asserted the royal dignity,

Obob led the way up the stairway in the

THE BOYS® FRIEND

feeling as they looked round at the lower-
ing faces of this silent mob.

But the presence of their fat king kept
the ruffians quelled, and stopped any
show of enmity as he led the way to the
gates of the great barnp.

“Is this where we are going fo have
the mill, Obob?” asked Arty.

“Speak 'Ouse—House Parlyment,” said

Price

Obob had his own way of keeping a
clear ring for his fizhts.

Any nigger crowding over that white

line was as good as-a dead nigger.
50 there was no need for posts or rails.
A breathless hush fell upon the great

hall as Arty stood ready with the gloves
on.

He looked round wonderingly, for the

Three Halfpence
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ing his eyes and lowering his woolly
head on his great bull neck, just as
though he were going to butt, like
Horace, the goat.

The crowd of niggers at the far end
of the great hall had given a decp groan
when they saw their king, the redoubt-
able champion of the Upper Nile, sent
flying in this fashion.

. ; Obob, pointing to the great barn with | kin : : They had all expected a walk-over for
He put up bis foot and shoved the bow | rock, the boys following him one by one. | ;50" PO Py i O?iiest;;l?lgﬁ gﬁlgﬁ}t i %ﬁrggg'othe_r Obob.
of this, the flagship of the Booloo Royal Captain Handyman brought up the rear He was going to say some more, but a It was plain that they had queer They had seen that deadly rush and
Naﬁﬂl a%ldefh ordinary course of things wl’%'gﬂzlﬁlilﬂ;dellali??s'ide his leopard-skin, shout of laughter from the boys shut him § notions of boxing in Booloo. E};ﬂ q“:gla{ bl':;?" of the loaded glove come
OW, 1 RO : : A : L up. Arty slowly walked out, ready to meet { Ofl 50 many times. :

? in Booloo, it was death to any un-| and was dressed in a suit of white dritl. 1 ““Orumbs!” exclaimed Dick Dorrington. | the kjirng e iy cegtraﬂgt the 5{‘:3(:8. By rights Arty should now be lying
L’; authorised person who touched the Royal Otherwise the luni: might have reccl);gr “What would they say at home if they He thought that perhaps King Obob | on the-ground with a fractured skull, with
r. canoe. - mised Lo great wrestter of Omdurman by | ynew. we were bringing Off a fight in the | 'would like fo shako hands British fashion | the great King Obob marching round
| It was King Obob’s special canoe, and 225 _dgsirlpihini ?]f 3;11;112111‘;:%?1131;1{; pbiilé Houses of Parlianleﬂt;?; S before he started. | hlgl ;Iltlﬂ. tlgium%hatlilt q_:gg;:r ca{il-:gavalk.‘
/A was held sacred save to its carefully | carried Dy . B ‘ “1t wouldn’t be the first time that had - ; : uv the blow had missed, and there in
chosen crew of nativﬂhpaddler& : “‘]';1;% Didr. Bl w0k eapect . Eiat the Eapgﬁnedé' f.aid Tﬂgptainh Handyrgan,ias be?{;lrz %}gnhgm?gtfﬂb was shaking no- hands {:ll}e g‘ud&ﬂﬁ} ﬂfmi;?:{igr?nﬂiii;eh?}lll Bi';?gd I?Lr}“g;
Lo “S'pose you no touch dat ship, mister,” : | ' ¢ shoved Lal Tata, who was hanging i ‘ e . o i
# said tho k}ing to Pongo, who was looking | quiet, tall negre who followed up the | pa.p o hit in at the Goor of the great WHB W“‘tiﬁ t‘g f‘”‘f had-advanced a feW | o0 face as he waited for the migger
up curiously at the grim human skull | party with Captain Handyman was none building. Seps up the nall, = king, always keeping a steady eye on the
which was the ﬂgurﬂlleﬂd of the RD}’&I O@her than the great Tookum el Koos The bﬂ}’ﬂ lﬂﬂkﬁ'd round at thﬂ great DﬁTli?]n. rlt{:’? a r{"Etlr 111\-‘-; ahPUI'!i’l he leal]?ﬁg [‘1%1]1:,-]1'ﬂnd gh}ve qf his antagﬁﬂist' _Ot

flagship. himself. .41 | earthen floor and the tall reed walls and £ ?rmmd'ﬂm 3'-’39 ﬁth L;-'* {F“E} fr‘l which Tookum el Koos had warned him.

_“That's all right, Sambo!” replied | A NOF B, s i e S towering roof of $ho @peak House or | Siye JONRCIRE down the length of the Poggh o todh. o Fo 0l ol iy M &

? . ’ - 4 8 . - ace, . : 2 3 (=] J ' 3 3 e AOWwWSs tharown »n) e -

gongphch%rfll;ﬂy -~ al dTlge %ailétisiﬁp v W the engine of the mysterious boat down At the far end was Obob's throne. readiness to deliver that terrible, crash- cressets that lit the fighting-ground, there
3 l%hw &b Ri ll‘tj"ﬂ? thedrgﬁﬂﬂhﬂs and the below in his little harbour, was his arch On either side light was given to the ing blGW_ from the loaded glove. were other anxious watchers of the fight.
Ta . 3 rfﬂai}lngdlumﬂ bt Boolin bt aled enemy, Flint Pasha. | . plﬂcﬁ b}' two gTEﬂﬁ braziers full of oil, Bllj; Klng Obob el Mook had never mef Baron von Slyden and his E{}mpﬂniﬂns
o 2‘;‘;‘ < i ' Cy Bprague stayed below with the | wyich fiared and sent up great volumes { & EE‘}H“I boxer before. , . had left their guest-hut, and, sheltering
y o 4 : - launch. of black smoke, which were lost in the With open mouth and blazing eyes he | hehind the mob of niggers, watched the
si" | Thﬂt’ri? Wﬂ-ﬁknﬂw & Ssuspicious gilence all He was lﬂﬂkiﬂg to the machiﬂE-gunE, rﬁﬂf, where bats were ﬂ}'lﬂg and ﬂhf‘}epiﬂg racedd down on Arty. endeavourmg to kingrﬂﬂhﬂf ﬂntﬂﬂﬂﬂiﬁt.
over the rock. : |

The black king was looking doubtfully
ot his visitors.

There were too many of these white
boys ashore for his liking.

“Too much boy,” he said, pointing to
them in turn. “Me fight Artee, Me no
wan' to fight too many boy.” :

“That's all right, Uncle Bones!” said
Dick Dorrington, “We’re just coming
along to see fair play.” :

* The king jumped back with a faint cry.
- Qecil, the orang-outang, had shoved his

way through the crowd of boys, and was

holding out a friendly paw towards him.

which wére snugly hidden away behind
piles of boxes. :

The boys looked about them curiously
when they at last emerged from the stair-
waiy on to the rocky plateau of Booloo.

hey 4dound themselves in a huge
village, or town, of reed huts, which
were whitened outside with a white clay.

It was typical of these marsh niggers
who had made their stronghold on the
Rack of Booloo that they had never
taken the trouble to build their houses
or defences of stone.

wven the palace was made of reeds,
walled and thatched in great sheaves.

as they dodged the fumes.

Before the throne, en a dirfy satin
cushion, lay the royal bexing-gloves: and,
stalking towards these, Obob stripped
himself of the glittering belt of diamonds,
which he lay on the throne.

Then he took off his shoulder-cloths,
which were of rich silk, and stood ready
in his waisteloth.

Lifting the right-hand glove, he pulled
it over his great fist. @Then a nigger
secured the left glove en the royal hand.

At the other end of the hall Arty made
himself ready.

Tookum el Koos slipped on his gloves

terrify him by a terrible yell.

A roar went up from the nigger
spectators as that terrible fist was slung
up in readiness to descend on Arty’s head
like a steam-hammer.

And the roar ended
astonishment.

The hand of King Obob descended, with
a whistle, through the air. ‘

But Arty’'s head was not there to
receive it.

With a quick duck and a sidestep he
dodged aside, and, as King Obob roared
past like an express locomouive, he was
lifted from his feet into the alr by a

in a gasp of

Arty looked very small as he stood out
there, waiting for the king. -

It seemed impossible that he could pre-
vail in this fight, where the odds were so
miuch against him. #

Beyond him were grouyped his com-
panions, who stood breathless and silent
as King Obob crouched for another rush.

The silence was only broken by Lal
Tata. |

Lal was very excited, and would not
keep quiet.
- “Hit his Majesty some jolly good kicks
in the jaw, Artee!l” exclaimed Lal, whose
noticns of boxing were always rather

Obob had never seen an orang-outang Savage-looking men, niggers, yellow | for him, and made them fast. punch from Arty’s fist, which smacked cl{?:ud}-'. it e
before, and he backed away as the | mén, and Arabs swarmed round them as “Hit the fat piz in the stomach,” he | through the great hall like the Crack of 7 TBE; qumt-._ EII‘!ilr gI'G“_'Iﬂd SkEIBEEH-
ifriendly Uecil held out his great hairy | they foilowed the king towards the great | whispered, “and beware of his right { Dooin. ' _ ) You'll put him .f{ff- Look out, Arty!
paw to be shaken. harnlike structure which he called his | hand! The glove is loaded!” And the gasp of astonishment increased With a roar like an angry buill, King

“Him no Ingliz boy,” he said. :
- “Don’'t be afraid of him, Obob,” said
Skeleton. “He won't bite. That's your
little Cousin Cecil!” At

Obob edged away from Cecil till he
stood in the mouth of the tunnel that
led fo the stairs in the rock.

“Me no 'fraid!” said he sullenly. “Me
makee you all plenty ’fraid soon! You

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘

palace.

BMost of these were armed with gaspipe
guns and rocky old Sniders.

But they uttered no threats, though
they looked sullenly enough at the boys
as they passed.

They were about as evil a looking gang
of ruflans as oould be gathered together
in Africa, and the boys had an uneasy

-

There was no ring in the great hall.

The floor within the space of a white
line painted in clay on the flcor was the
fichting-grouind.

At one end tne niggers grouped around
the edge of this white line to see their
master slay the white boy.

But it was noticeable that they kept
carefully clear of the boundary-line.

KIDNAPPING JIHMY SILVER !

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story, dealing

to a yell of wonder.

The mighty King Obob was lified off
the rails, as it were, by Ariy’s punch. ;

He shot into the air, and then, deserib-
ing a curve like a thrown brick, came
to the earthen floor on the back of his
royal neck, with a thump that shook the
building to its foundations.

King Obob staggered to his feef, roll-

Obhob leaped into the air, and ran at
Arty, swinging that heavy right-hand
glove ready for the fatal blow.

(Anothér wmaganificent long instalment
of this amazing serial in next Monday'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.)

RN ARG N

“Quite so, quite so!” said Mr. Brown
soothingly. “But the fact remains that
Baumann's activities have been traced
in this neighbourhood. This vieinity is
the centre of his operations. Forged cur-
rency notes, recognised as his work, have
been traced at half a dozen towns within
a_ten-mile radius of Rookwood—that is,
until a few days since.”

“Ah! Then none of them have been
traced lately?”

“Not since I came here, sir.”

The Head looked- relieved.

% Eviﬂen_tijr the man has become aware
that he is sought in this vicinity, and
J ge fled” he .exclaimed. & e

-'f:mi' :
{ “Really, Mr. Brown, it is more pro-
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The 1est ckranter.

A Rough Reception.

“What on earth’s the game?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

“Shush!”

“But what——"

“He'll hear you!” whispered Morning-
ton. “Shush!”

Jimmy Silver looked astonished.

The captain of the Fourth had been
sauntering in the quad, his brows knitted
in thought, when he caught sight of the
little crowd in the gateway,

Jimmy was thinking of his missing
chums, Lovell and Raby and Newcome;
he was seldom thinking of anything else.

The mystery of the juniors’ disappear-
ance was as dark as ever. A

But the sight of Mornington and his
companions, evidently in ambush in the
gateway, drew his attention.

Mornington, Oswald, Van Ryn, and
Conroy, all of the Classical Fourth, were

there, and Conroy was peering cautiously

out “into the road. .
Apparently the four juniors were wait-

ing for somebody, and keeping in cover

while he approached.

“Shush!” whispered Mornington. “ We're
waiting for Brown.”

“Brown!” repeated Jimmy Silver, in
surprise. “Do you mean Mr, Brown, the
detective?”

“Exactly!
surprise.”

Conroy drew back his head guic:kly.

“He's coming!” he murmured.

“Ready, you fellows!”

“But. what -are you going to do with

We're going to give him a

Mr. Brown?” asked the astonished
Jimmy. “You'd better not jape him,
Morny. . He's bound to complain to the

Head if you do. Most likely he’s coming
to see the Head, or Captain Lagden.”

Mornington gave a shrug.

“We're going to bash him by accident,”
he explained. “No law against rushing
out of gates suddenly if we want to. If
Brown happens to be in the way, he may

get knocked over. So much the worse
for Brown.”

“But—"

“It's like the fellow’s cheek to hang
round here,” said Morny. “1 don’t care
whether he's a detective from Scotland
Yard or not; it's like his cheek! He's
aiter a chap who was at Rookwood fifteen
years .ago. Isn’t it like his thumping
cheek to suppose that that fellow
Baumann has any connection with Rook-
wood now? Yet he’s hanging about the
school.”

“I suppose he knows his own business
best,” suggested Jimmy Silver.

“Rats! He thinks that Baumann Is

up. some connection with the
I, and he thinks he will get a clue
here,” said Mornington. * Like his
K! He don’'t kncw Rookwood!”

“f should jolly well say so!” said
Cswald warmly. “We've heard all about
that fellow Baumann; he’s a regular
waster, and a criminal! A Hun, by the

name, too! He's been in prison for
counterfeiting banknotes, and he's a
deserter, from what 1 hear. And that

howling ass, ‘Brown, is hanging about
Rookwood looking for him, just because
the rotter was here when he was a boy!”

“Cheeky ass!” said Conroy.

“Shueh!” came from Mornington.

There was a sound of footsteps in the

road now.

The juniors vsere silent.
~ Jimmy Silver said no more. He was not
in much of a humour for japing, himself,
the unknown fate of his chums weighed
too heavily upon his mind.

But he quite sympathised with the
views of Morny & Co.

Mr. Brown, the gentleman from Secot-
tand Yard, had been some time in the
neighbourhood, and it was well known
that he was in search of Baumann, once
& Rookwood fellpw.
~Why he should be looking for him in
the neighbourhood of the school was a
mystery, unless he supposed that Baumann
haddkept up some connection with Rook-
wooqQ.,

That thought naturally annoyed the
Reokwooders.
~ Baumann had been a thorough rascal
in his schooldays, and had been expelled
from Rookwood taany yvears before Jimmy
Sll}f:er knew the school,

Since then he had gone utterly to the
bad, and had seen the inside of a prison
on more than one occasion.

His latest exploit had been to desert
from the Army, after committing a
robbery at his hospital. .

To suppose that anybedy at Rookwood
had any connection with such a character
was an msult to the school.

It was bad enough to know that such
a thorough rascal had ever been at Rook-
wood ; and few fellows, in fact, had heard
of him, until Mr. Brown arrived in the
neighbourhood, and his mission became
known.,

Mr. Brown's pertinacity in keeping
about the school looked as if he expected
to pick up some clue to Baumann there:
and the idea of that exasperated the
Rookwooders,

Morny & Co. were going to impress upon
Mr. Brown’s mind that he was not wanted
there.

It had to be by “accident ”; they did
not want to be called over the coals by

the Head for ragging the podgy gentle-
man from Seotland Yard.

The footsteps came closer.

Jimmy Silver grinned a little as Morn-
ington and his companions prepared for
a rush.

“Ready !” whispered Morny.

The footsteps were quite close now.

A podgy figure appeared in view as Mr.
Brown turned towards the gateway.

Like an arrow from a bow, Mornington
shot out into the road, his comrades at
his heels. |

They crashed into the unfortunate Mr,
Brown just as the detective was turning
into the gateway.

Morny’s head, lowered, smote the
podgy detective full on his ample chest,
and Mr. Brown went staggering.

As he stagfrreﬂ. the other {ellows
crashed into him,
Bump! |

Mr. Brown, with a breathless yell, sat
down on the cold, unsympathetic road.

In a second the four juniors were
sprawling over him.

The podgy gentleman disappeared under
them.

“Ha, ha, ha!” reared Jimmy Silver.

Little eould be seen of Mr. Brown as
he sprawled on lvis back, the juniors roll-
ing over him and almost squashing him.

His hat flew off in one direction, and his
stick went in another.

“Oh!” gasped Mornington.
into somebhody!”

He sat up. |

He was sitting on Mr. Brown’s face, but
was apparent!y unaware of the fact.

Mr. Brown was only too painfully
aware of it, however.

“Gug-gug-gug-gug!” came from beneath
Mornington.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Dear me!
bOdY?"

“Gug-gug-cug!”

The juniors scrambled up, gasping with
laughter, excepting Morny, who seemed to
oe in no hurry.

Ferbaps he found Mr. Brown’s podgy
face a comfortable seat.

“Groogh!” Gig-gug!” came from the
suflccating Mr. Brown.

“Morny, old chap——" pgasped Jimmy
Silver. 4

“Yarooooh!” yelled Mornington sud-

denly, leaping into the air as if he had
been electrified.

“We've run

Am I sittin’ on some-

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Oswald.

“Oh! Yah! Oh! I'm bitten!
Yaroooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Brown sat up.
He had got rid of Mornington by that

Aht

desperate expedient,
seemed to be suffering.

“Groogh!” spluttered Mr. Brown, “Oh!
i You young rascais! Ow! I'll—I'll—

“This is where we travel!” murmured
Conroy; and the juniors scuttled down the
road before Mr. Brown could get a good
look at them. ¥

Jimmy Silver, suppressing his .mirth,
came out of the gateway, and gave Mr.
Brown a hand up.

The fat gentleman staggered to his feet
with Jimmy's assistance.

“Thank you, my boy!” he said gasp-

and Mornington

ingly. *“Oh, dear! 1 am uuite out of
breath! Who were those young rascals

who ran into ‘me?”
“Ahem!” murmured Jimmy. “Not hurt,
sir?”

“Yes, I am hurt!” snapped Mr, Brown.

“Sorry!” grinned Jimmy.

He kindly picked up Mr. Brown’s hat
and stick and handed them to him.

The podgy gentleman gripped the stick
and glared along the road, as if inclined
to pursue Morny & Co. and take sum-
mary vengeance, but the merry Rook-
wooders had vanished through a hedge
by that time.

With a grunt Mr. Brown walked in at
the gateway, leaving Jimmy Silver smil-
ing.

The 2nd Chapter. b
Wir. Brown Meets the Captain.

Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rookwood
School, frowned slightly as Mr. Brown,
of Scotland Yard, was shown into his
study.

Mr.
there.

Every reminder of Baumann, who had
brought disgrace on his old school, was
intensely annoying to Dr. Chisholm, who
had the honour and good name of Rook-
wood very much at heart.

The Head had to admit that Mr. Brown
was doing his duty, but that did not
make his presence any the more welcome.

Mr. Brown saluted the Head -civilly,
apparently unaware of the contraction of
the old gentleman’s brows. |

“You must excuse me for troubling
you once more, Dr. Chisholm,” said the
podgy gentleman, as he took the seat
the Head indicated by a gesture.

“Not at all, if your duty calls you
herel!” said the Head tartly. “Pray,
what is it now? You have already in-
formed me of your object here. I am
quite assured that you have found no
trace whatever of Baumann in connection
with this school. It is preposterous to
imagine that anyone here could have the
least knowledge of such a person!”

Brown was not persona grata

pend

| badle that ‘he has taken himself off,

surely 2"

“That depends, sir. It is not so easy
to dodge and turn as it was before the
war,” said Mr. Brown. “In these days
every man leaves traces bohind him,
wherever he goes. For instance, he is
registered. If he is of military age he
is known to the military authorities. And
he cannot even obtain food without
coupons, and his name and address must
be on his food-cards. If Baumann has
found a secure hiding-place in this
guarter, he is not likely to leave it if
he can help it; it would be jumping out
of the frying-pan into the fire!”

*But really—-"

“He is more likely to lic low and sus-
his operations till the coast is
clear,” said Mr. Brown. "“Doubtless he
is active in the meantime in producing
more counterfeit notes, fto be passed
later, when he is safer.”

The Head made an impatient gesture.

“1 suppose it is possible,” he said, evi-
dently weary of the subject. “But what
I8 your business with me now, sir?2”

“I have had some talk, at different

times, with some of the boys of this

school while staying in the neighbour-
hood,” said Mr. Brown. “I have also
talked with the local police-inspector.
1t appears that three boys have disap-
eared from Rookwood.”

“l must remark, Mr. Brown, that that
matter does not ¢ome within your pro-
vince.”

Mr. Brown did not appear to be
affected by that very plain snub.

“Quile so0,” he said. “It is, however,
a very remarkable occurrence.”

“A very annoying occurrence!” said the
Head. “The three juniors have run
away from the school, and have been so
unfeeling as to fail to notify even their
arents of their whereabouts. It ap-
ears that they had some foolish idea of
joining the Army, though under age—

a most absurd scheme, in which, of

course, they must have been disap-
pointed.”

“That is known for certain?” asked
Mr. Brown.

“1t is the only possible explanation of
their departure, sir, and therefore it may
be taken as certain.”

“You do not suspect foul play?”
“Certainly not!”

Mr. Brown pursed his plump lips.
“Really, sir,” exclaimed the Head, in
degp annoyance, “1I trust you do not
assume any connection between the dis-
appearance of these juniors and the
presence in the vicinity of the man you
are in search of?”

“It is at least singular that their dis-
appearance should have taken place at
this precise time, Dr. Chisholm.”

“As I have said, they left Rookwood
in pursuit of an absurd scheme.”



-

“Yet, no news has been recelved of
them??”

“Doubtless they will be heard of soon.”

“But if not——" | y

“T am assured of it!” said the Head In
a tone of finality.

There was a pause. _

“If you have any business with me,

Mr. Brown——-" :
- “(Certainly, sir! To come to the point,
I desire to call upon Captain Lagden,
who, I understand, is engaged as foot-
ball coach at this school.”

“You are naturally at liberty to do
g0, at any time you please. There is no
necessity whatever for consulting me on
the matter.”

“Unfortunately, Captain Lagden has
declined to sce me, on the plea of ill-
health.”

“I am aware that the captain 1is
¢roubled with his old wounds,” said the
Head. “He has asked to be excused
from his duties for some days. 1f he is
too unwell to see you, Mr. Brown, I
cannot help you.”

“1t is very important for me to see
him, however.”

“Indecd!”

“It appears,” explained Mr. Brown,
“that Captain Lagden, when at Rook-
wood, was the study-mate of Baumann,
who on one occasion shut him up In the
old abbhey vaults, 1 should like to con-
sult with him.”

“It is utterly impossible that he can
know anything of Baumann.”

“Really, sir—-"

“Captain Lagden is not a man likely
to have acquaintance with
character!” said the Head sharply.
iIs a man of the most upright character,
and has had a distinguished career at
the Front, where he lost his right arm.
Why should you imagine that he can
know anything of Baumann?”

“As an old acquaintance and school-
mate——"

“I am certain that he has not seen
Baumann since the latter leit Rookwood,
more than a decade ago!”

“Nevertheless, I should like to speak
with him: and perhaps a word from you,
sir, would induce him to grant me a few
minutes,” said the detective.

Dr. Chisholm controlled his Impatience.

“1 will send him a message, asking him
whether he feels well enough to-day to
reccive you,” he said.

“Thank you; that is what I should
like.”

Pbr. Chisholm touched the bell, wrote a
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“After leaving Rookwood, doubtless
you met him once or twice?”

“Never, sir.”

“You were in the Loamshire Regiment,
I believe, Captain Lagden?”

“Precisely.”

« Baumann was taken under the Military
Service Act, and served in the Loami-
shires. He was shot, I understand, 1n
leaving the lines in the direction of the
German trenches, very probably with the
intention of deserting. You did not hear
of this while you were at the Front?”

“1 do not remember to have done so.
I may have heard of it, but Baumann
is not an uncommon name.” |

“[t is an uncommon name in the
British Army, I sheould think,” remarked
the detective.

“Yes, possibly.”

“Then you did not come in contact
with the man in Flanders?”

“Not to my recollection.”

“Or in England since?”

“NEI.“

“If he communicated with you—-"

“1 should place his commuzuication in
the hands of the police, instantly. .I
imagine that that would be my duty.”

“Quite so; but friendship for an old
schioolmate might——" :

“It would not stand between a British
officer and his duty, sir,” said the cap-
tain stifily. *“Moreover, Baumann Was
no friend of mine at school, as I have
already told you.” _

“Then you can give me no information
whatever respecting the man?”

“T am sorry, no. 1 should he glad to
do so if it were in my power.” *

"“Then 1 can only apologise for having

troubled you,” said Mr. Brown, rising
with a disappointed look.

“Not at all.”

Mr. Brown took his leave, with a

thoughtful wrinkle in his brow.

Captain Lagden, left alone, hreathed
hard, a strange and harassed expression
on his scarred faee.

He rose, and crossed to a cabinet, from
which he took a bottle and a glass, and
half filled the glass with brandy, which
he drank almost at a draught.

Apparently the captain felt the need of
a powerful pick-me-up after his inter-
view with the gentleman ifrom 3cotland
Yard. |

| The 3rd Chapter.
Jimmy Silver Makes Up His Mind.

“Hallo! The captain’s about again!”
remarked Mornington.

Jimmy Silver glanced round.

Jimmy was in the quad with Erroll
and Mornington, after lessonsg, when Cap-
tain Lagden was seen coming down from
the house towards the gates.

He gave the juniors a kindly nod as he
passed, and they capped him. |

- ¢concerning
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Mornington in the abbey ruins was the
chief one.

Only a ruffian eould have handied a boy
as Lagden had handled Morny, and so
far as Jimmy could sce, Morny had done
little or nothing to provoke the captain.

It was as if the man's real nature had
peeped out from behind the cover of
siniling courtesy he adopted as a mask.

The discovery had given Jimmy Silver
a shock. '

And there were other things—trifles,
perhaps; but they had caused a vague
and haunting suspicion to grow up in
Jimmy's mind—a strange suspicion that
he hardly acknowledged to himself.

Lovell had disliked the captain, and
lie had disappeared at night, wEen he had
gone down to the captain’s room with
a can of ink. to play a trick on the
man he disliked,

Lovell’s chums had traced him to the
door of the Oak Room. but beyond that
point there was no trice,

Raby had been the second to disappear,
and he had last been heard of near the
Oak Room.

Then had come Ncweome's disappear-
ance, and the last person who had
spoken to him was Captain Lagden.

The captain had shown Jimmy every
sympathy, had discussed the mysterious
affair with him, and lent his help in
cvery way. .

But he had mgde Jimmy promise not
to mention his guspicion of kiduapping

in the school, pérsuading him that they

would work ftogether, and that it was
better not to talk.

Jimmy had never becen satisfied as to
the reason for sa much secrecy, but he
hadtsuhmitted to the captain’'s judg-
Ineng.

Now that his epinion of the caplain
had changed, aiter the brutal beating
of Mornington, Jimmy eould not help
feeling that perhaps al! the kindness the

' captain had shown was so much camou-

flage. .

Jimmy had wished to speak to Mr.
Brown, the detective, and ask his advice
what had happened to his
chums, and the eaptain had pointed out
that the Head would be displeased, since
he had not chosen to call in the detec-

- tive's assistance himself,

It was true emough, and Jimmy had

given way. but——

There was a “but.”
More and more it was berne in upon
his mind that it was at the Oak Room,

or near it, that his chums had mys-
teriously vanished, one by one, and
within a few days of the captain's

coming to Reookwood.

The suspicion, half formed in his mind,
seemed absurd, ridiemlous; but since he

- had formed a more correct ‘opinion of

the ecaptain’s truc character, it was grow-
ing. N

Yet what pﬂssihmt'iliot-ive could Cap-
tain Lagden have fog Jiurting any juntor
schoolboy of Rookwoed?

That was an unanswerable question;
but, then. the whole affair was utterly

mysterious and inexpligable.

Price

“I—1 ean't——"

“I don’'t see why not,” said Erroll.
“He's civil enough, and would give you
a hearing. He might let in some light
on the matter., 1 think it's a good idea
of Morny's, Jimmy.”

“The Head would be waxy. He's con-
vinced that my pals have run away from
school of their own aececord.

“Needn't tell the Head,” =aid Morny.

“No, hut——"

“But what?” asked
curiously. “Out with it!
gome other reason.”

“Well, I've agreed not to speak to Mr.
Brown about it,” confessed Jimmy, at
last. “Captain Lagden thought it in-
advisable. But I think you're right,
Morny; and I'm going to tell Lagden
that 1've changed my mind.”

“1 don't see why Lagden should eare
one way or the other,” said Erroll, in
surprise.

“He thought it would make the Head
Waxy.’

“Pure kindness on his parti”
Mornington.

“1 suppose s0.”

“And we know how kind-hearted a man
he is, from the way he pitched into me
the other day,” said Morny. “Look here,
Jimmy, I don't trust Captain Lagden.
If it were possible to suspect him of
having any reason for getting rid of the
g:th;}ps I should think Lhe had a hand in
it.”

Jimmy started.

“You, too!” he exclaimed.

“Oh! So that idea’s crossed your
mind!” said Morny.

“1t—it, ecame into my head:; but, of
course, it’s absurd,” said Jimmy. *There
were some things——"

“What things?”

“J—1 undertook not to mention them,”
said Jimmy, colouring, “The captain
thought it best. But I'm going to see
him to-day, and tell him I'm going my
own way to work: and then if yom fellows
care to hear, I'll tell you all I Kknow,
from beginning to end.”

“T think that's a good idea,” said
Erroll. “Captain Lagden seems too jolly
fond of keeping secrets about nething!
It was from him, too, that the idea eame
that Lovell & Co. had gone off to enlist.
If he could have any possible motive——"
Erroll paused. ;

“But he hasn’t,” said Jimmy. “Why
should he care whether Lovell was at
Rookwoed or anywhere else?”

“No: it's impossible, of course.”

Jimmy Silver walked away, his brows
knitted in thought,

Impossible as it seemed that Lagden
could he in any way responsible for the
disappearance of his chums, in the total
aheence of any motive, Jimmy could not
drive the haunting uneasineéss from his
mind. 3

He had determined, at least; to tell the
captain that he had decided to go his
A Moy and

Mornington
You've got
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“What !”

The Head nearly dropped the receiver
in his astonishment.

“Raby and Newcome are here with me,

Sir."”
“Bless my soul!”

“l1 hope you will exeéuse wus, gir, for
having left Rookwood without permis-

sion.”

“Where are . you
Lovell 77

“Lantham, sir.”

“ What are you doing at Lantham?”

“I—I'd rather not tell you, sir, if you'll
éxcuse me. We are going to do what we
think is our duty, sir.”
~ “Lovelll I am well aware that there
15 & military camp and a recruiting-office
at Lantham,” said the Head sternly. “I
am not deceived as to your intentions.” -

“Oh, sir!”

“1 forbid you to carry them out, and I
command you, all three, to return te
Rookwood nnmediately!” :

“You see, sir, we——"’

“l1 know it is your ridiculous intention
to attempt to join the Army, and I for-
bid you to do anything of the kind.”

“Oh, sir!”

“You hear me, Lovell! You are to
return to Rookwood at once! Do you
hear me?” gnapped the Head.

“We cannot, sir!” came back the fain®
voice. *“We've been to various plaees,
trying to enlist, but we've failed so far.
We think we shall have hetter luck here.”

“Nonsense!”

“I’'ve rung you up, sir, 0o that you can
tell our people that we are well. I'm
afraid they have been anxious about; us.”

“They have been very anxious, Lovell,
and your eonduet has been utterly un-
feeling and reprehensible!”

“Oh, sir!”

“It has been utterly heartless, Lovell!
You have been absent for days, and have
not written a line.” |

“We were afraid of being found, and
taken back, sir, and we've made up oup
minds to join the Army somewhere.”

“I1 quite understand your motives;
Lovell ; but I repeat that your conduet
has been utterly heartless, and your
punishment will be severe. You are to
return to school immediately? Do you
hear?”

No reply, but a whir on the telephones

“Lovell !” :

Silence !

“Lovell! Answer me!”

It was only too clear that the speaker
at the other end had rung off, and the
Head jammed the receiver on the hooks
with an angry frown. :

He was glad that he had received the
communication.

It bore out what he had always be-

speaking

- lieved was the explanation of the juniors’

disappearance, and it relieved his mind.
But he was more angry with the miss<

ing juniors than hefore.

_ After a few minutes’ reflectiol
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short note, and handed it to Tupper,
the page, when he came In.
. There was a grim silence in the Head's
study while Tupper wag gone with the
. ‘i 1S - e i

" The page came baeck -@f last. ‘

© . #gEaptain Lagden will he glad to see
~Mr. Brown in his room, if the gentleman
wiil step there,” was the message brought

Mornington looked ag Fimmy's sombre |

captain so fiest, ar

_ment they t;%;ﬂ
S ] BRI RN Xl
-tﬂ! t o "‘-'

The. o

The captain disappeared out of the | face with a slight smilegs the captain of
gaifs. méﬁon- ked rather I j.the Eourtd WA :;h B a decp
Mornington “lgoked rather grim. - = Dsaverigy and ol fi.rg@iten com-
St s i el o chin: [paniong. T TTR O TREI.
immy?”" he asRed suddeniy. o A R P Y & o
“Blest if T guite know,” said Jimmy 'denf;zw o — g“%! il _sud
Silver. “I didn’t like him at first, and e : il ¥
Lovell was down on him. Afterwards he J \]#ﬁmaﬁ QSi ver started,

The decision he
Jimmy's mind a HIGIECana ne Went o
to Little Side to join In taa football
practice with a much more ehegrful face

“enlprits hrought bavk to Rookwood that
evening; and he proceeded to despateh
wires to their assuring theip

by Tupper.

Mr. Brown rosc.

“Kindly show this gentleman to Cap-
tain Lagden’s room, Tupper.”

The detective bowed to the Head and
followed Tupper.

Pr. Chisholm was left in a mood oi
annoyed thoughtfulness.

The detective’'s presence near the
echool troubled him and annoyed him,
and he was a little surprised at Basil
Lagden’s refusal to see the man.

The captain was supposed to be
troubled with his old wound, but he was
well enough to lunch and dine with the
Head and to walk in the garden, so there
hardly seemed sufficient reason to refuse
to see Mr. Brown on the score of ill-
health.

The Head could not help suspecting
that Lagden’s motive had rather been a
desire to avoid a disagreeable interview,
which he felt that he could avoid no
longer when the message came from the
Head personally.

Mr. Brown followed Tupper to the cap-

tain's quarters, and was shown into the
Oak Room, a handsome old panelled room
in the oldest part of Rookwood, which
was Lagden’s sitting-room.

His bed-room adjoined.

{aptain Lagden was seated at a table,
on which was spread a large map of the
Western Front, with the position of the
line marked with little flags.

He rose politely as the
entered.

Mr. Brown’s light, shifty eyes scanned
his face, deeply scarred by wounds,
which gave the captain a rather forbid-
ding expression.

“Please sit down, Mr. Brown,” said the
eaptain. “I am sorry I have not heen
able to see you before: but, to he quite
candid, I do not quite see why you
wished to call upon me.”

“You have doubtless heard from Dr.
Chisholm of my mission here, Captain
Lagden?”

“The Head has mentioned the matter
to me.”

“1 am in search of Baumann, the forger
and coiner, a former Rookwood boy,”
¢aid Mr. Brown. “I have arrested him
tfwice in the course of his eriminal
career, and hope to do so a third time.”

“1 certainly wish you every suceess.
The man appears to be a thorough
rascal, and has brought disgrace on his
old school,” said the captain.

“You knew him very well wkaa you
were a boy here, I believe?”

“Yery well indeed; he was my study-
mate.”

“And {riend?”

“Not at all. I disliked the fellow—
most Rookwooders did, I believe., He
was a rascal even in those daysz.”

detective

was so kind in helping me search {for
Lovell ;: but then——"

“He acted like a cad and a brute the
other day, when he pitched into Morny.”
said Kit Erroll quietly. “What did it
matter if Morny e¢ame inta the ruins
hile you were there with the eaptain?”

“Nothing, that I can see,” said Jimmy
Silver. ‘‘Lagden has a rotten temper,
that's certain. But he’'s told Morny
since that he's sorry he lost his temper
that time.”

“That doesn’'t alter what he did,”
grunted Mornington. *“I may as well say
out plain that I don't like him, and
don’t trust him.”

Jimmy Silver was silent.

A distrust of the captain was growing
u;; in his own breast, he hardly knew
why.

There were many little circumstances
that tended to shake his faith in Basil
Lagden.

The brutality he had shown towards

Eh?” he ejaculated.

Mornington grinned.

“Werking out somethin® in maths in
your hcad?” he asked.

“N-no! I was thinking—"

“About Lovell?”

“Yes."

“I was going to miake a suggestion,”
said Mornington. “What about that
man Brown, Jimmy?”

“Brown?” repeated Jimmy Silver.

“Yes: he's a detective, and he's play-
ing the fool round heére at present, look-
ing for a man who’a probably a hundred
miles away. But supposg¢ you ask him
ahout what's happened to Lovell and
the rest. He might be interested in it,
as a detective, and take the matter
up.”’

“I—1 thought of that.”

“Well, why not speak t0 him? Easy
enough to see¢ him. And you didn’t have
a. hand in humping him over to-day, you
know,” added Morny, with a grin.
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FOR NEXT MONDAY!

Rookwood chums concludegs our short
mystery series. That the seéries has been
full of mysterious happenings I am sure
vou will all agree. Jimmy Silver, Lovell,
Raby, and Newecome have all disappeared
in a very peculiar manner,

Readers of these grand stories are, of
course, aware of what has happened to
the chums, but practically every master
and boy at the school is completely be-
wildered. Mornington has his suspicions,
and Morny does not let the matter rest in
our next varn. An amazing discovery 1is
made, and a certain individual is brought
to hook. No doubt many of you have
already guessed the identity of the kid-
napper, but nevertheless you will all
revel in “The Seeret of the Vaults!”

iwTHE REBELS’' SURRENDER!?”
By Martin Clifford.

There are some surprising happenings in

““THE SECRET OF THE
VAULTS .
By Owen Conquest.
~ Next Monday's magnificent story of the

REFS S

Write to me whenever gou are in doubt or difficulty. Tell ne about yourself; let me know
ers who write to me, and enclose a stam

ped envelope or posicard,

prompt and kindly reply by post. All letters should be addressed: “The Editor, the BOYH
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.”

than he had shown of late dm

The 4th Chanter.
Startling News!

Buzzzzzz ! %

Dr. Chisholm turned from his dﬁﬁlﬁ and
took up the telephone-receiver, as the bell
buzzed in his study. |

“Hallo !”

“Hallo?”
came over the wires.
School 77 g

“Yes; Dr. Chisholm is speaking.”

“Oh! It is you, sir?”

“Yeg. What is wanted?”

“Pon’'t you know my voice, sir?”

“f1 do not recognise it,” said the Head.

The voice on the wires was very faint,
and it was searcely possible to recognise
the tones even if the Head had known
them well.

A
5
5

A voice he did not know
“Is that Rockweod

“I've caught a bit of a cold, sir,” went
on the faint yoice.
Fourth, sir.”

“I'm Lovell of the

what 'yuu think of the
be sure of recelving a
RIEND, The Fleetway

g R i 3

next Monday's fine story of Frank
Richards & Co., dealing with the barring-
out at Cedar Creek. Bgh Lawless receives
a note, stating that his father is dying,
and is forced to take his departure.

Another note ig brought to the juniors,
stating that Miss Meadows has gone away
from the district for good, and advising
the juniors to give im. They do so, and
Mr. Peckover takes charge of them. Mr.
Peckover appears t¢ be a very affable

man, and the juniors are quite recon-

¢iled to have him a8 their master.

Then Bob Lawless returns. and makes
an amazing statement. I will not tell
you exactly what happens after this,
except to mention that at the eonclusion
of this yarn the siege is still in progress,
and that Frank Richards & Co. are still
holding the fort.

CTHE BOYS WHO BEAT THE
KAISER I ¥

By Duncan Storm.

In next Monday's instalmeént of our

amazing adventure serial, you will learn

the result of the fight between Arty

Dove and King Oboh, You will read of
Obob’s cunning attempt to beat Arty,

e — .

you will read of amn exciting tussle |

hetween Horace, the goat, and the native
king, and of the thrilling events which
followed,
«“« BARKER, THE BOUNDRER!?”
By Herbert Briticon.

against his will, Jack Jackson was forced
to have tea with Barker & Co., how

Bunny, the dufifer, made a fool of him- §

self at footer practice, how Jack Jackson

was chosen to play in a junior mateh, and ¢

how the bounder, determined te make
Jackson's life a misery, made a statement
that dashed Jack Jaekson's hopes, in con-
nection with the footer-match, to the
ground,

Head.
informed, Mr. Bootles, so that all sur-
mises upon the subject may be set ab
rest.”

tered.

homes,

parents of their safety.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,

was then summened to the study, and
informed of what had

assed. :
“Bless my soul!” sald Mr. Bootles. “I&

is as we supposed then, sir.”

“There i8 no doubt about ‘t,” said the
“Kindly sce that the sehool i3

“ITmmediately, sir!” |
Ten minutes later all Reokwood knew

that Lovell & Co. had been heard from.

Tubby Muffin brouzht the news to ihe

end study, where Jimmy Silver was sit:
ting down to tea with Mornington and
Erroll, who were a good deal in his study

sinee his chums had gone. ;
Tubby's fat face was ablaze with
excitement as he burst in, |
“Fimmy!” he gasped.
“Hallo! How did you ¥Fnow there was
a eake here?” asked Morningtoin. ‘
Tubby Muffin disdained to reply te that
question. _
“Jimmy! They're found?”’ he spluts
“What!"
“Lovell — Raby — Newceome — found !™

¢ trilled Tubhy Muffin, greatly pleased ab

the sensation he was making in the end

¥ study.

Jimmy Silver hounded to his feet.
To Tubby’s surprise and indignation,

'€ Jimmy seized him by one fat shoulder,
€ and shook him forcibly.

“Now what do you mean, you fab

& duffer?” he exclaimed,

“Yaroooh!”

“Tell me what yom mean, you fab
chump!” roared Jimmy Silver. |
“Groogh! Stop sh-sh-ghaking me!?

gasped Tubby. “How ean I speak when
you're shook-shook-shaking me? Yooop!”
“Only one of Tubby's yarns,” growlied

: . § Mornington.
In the next instalment of our splendid € rnington

school serial you will learn how, much &

“*Tain’t!” yelled Tubby breathlessly.
“They're at Lantham—they're trymg to
wedge into khaki, just as I said all along
—and Lovell's telephoned to the Head {q
tell his people—and they're going to be
brought back to-night! Mr. Bootles says
so—he's announced it! There!” |

“My hat!” ejaculated Mornington.

Jimmy stcod dumbfounded.

His vague suspicions erumbled away ab

. that startling information.

“f—1I can’t believe it!” he stammered.

“It’s official!” grinned Tubby. “Dida't
I say so all along? T teld you so, Jimmy.,
You can’t deny that I told you so!”

“That’s’ what makes it rather Ins

I credible,” grinned Mornington.

“Rats!” snorted Tubby, and he rolled
away to impart his sensational news to all
gt:tther fellows who had npot yet heard
it. -
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Jimmy Silver was left almost dumb-
- founded. If this was true—— And coutd
it be otherwise? He'waited that evening
in feverish anxiety.

That evening he fiad determined to see
the captain and inform him of his
intentions.
the captain now. _

After prep Jimmy Silver hurried down-
stairs to learn whether there was any-
thing new. But if Lovell & €o. were
¢ceming, they had not yet come,

And Jimmy, in his anxiety, made his
way to the Head's study.

The 5th Chapter.
Biack Suspicions!

Mr. Bootles was leaving the Head’s
study as Jimmy Silver arrived there.

The Form-master looked troubled and
puzzled. He stopped, and glanced in-
quiringly at the captain of the Fourth.

“What do you want here, Silver?” he
asked.

“1s there any news, sir?” 3

“Only what has already been stated,
said Mr. Bootles.

“But is it certain that my friends are
at Lantham, sir?" asked Jimmy anxiously.

“Undoubtedly, since Lovell telephoned
to Dr. Chisholm from that town, Silver.”

“But, sir, by this time—" ;

“You have no cause for anxiety, Silver,”
said the master of the Fourth kindly. “It
is certainly- very singular that the boys
have not been found. Inquiries have been
made at Lantham by the police, at the
Head’s request, but they have just tele-
phoned that no trace has yet heen found
of Lovell, Raby, or Newcome.”

Jimmy breathed hard. _

“If they'd been to the recruiting-office,
sir——

“They

would have heen traced—cer-
tainly. DBut they had not been ‘there,
Silver. ~ Doubtless after telephoning to
the Head, Lovell realised that he had
given a clue to his whereabouts, and they
left Lantham immediately, before they
could be looked for there. You may set
your mind at rest, Silver; there is no
cause whatever for anxiety.”

And Mr. Bootles, with a kind nod,
rustled away down the corridor.

Jimmy remained where he was, :

He had only half believed the startling
news, and now, it appeared, Lovell & Co.
had not been found at Lantham after
all.

His half belief was disselved on the
spot.

He summoned all Lis courage to beard
the lion in his den, as it were, and
knocked at the Head’'s door.

“Come in!”

Dr. Chisholm raised his eyebrows as the
Feurth-Former entered.

Jimmy faltered a Httle 2s he
approached his headmaster’s writing-table.
The doctor’s look was not encouraging.
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“The poys seem to have quitted
Lanfiam to ecarry out their absurd

- Iutentions in some other quarter,” said
Dr, Chisholm. “That is all. Silver; there
¥s no ground for anxiety. You may go.”
“But, sir—but—=— Is it eertain, sir,
that; it was Lavell who telephoned to
you?”

“What?”

Jimmy -backed away a pace.
stuck to his guns.

“Anybody
stammered,
Lovell who spoke to you?”

The Head's {frown became
terrifying.

Jimmy, in his worry and anxiety, was
rather over-stepping the line; it was net
for a junior to catechise his headmaster.

“1 have already said that it was Lovell,
Stlver.” |

“But did you recognise his voiee, sir?”
persisted Jimmy, astonished at his own
temerity, but keeping to the point.

“I did not recognise Lovell’s voiee,
Siiver, owing to the distance, but it was
undoubtedly Lovell who was speaking to

But he

me. He gave his name.”
“But, sir, if Lovell has been kid-
napped——-"

“What utter nonsense are you talking,
Silver?” |

“If he has been kidnapped, sirp—"

“Silver, you appear to be taking leave
of your senses! I forbid you to malke such
a childish and ridiculous suggestion !
Leave my study!”

“put, sir—"

“Go!” thundered the Head.

There was nothing more for Jimmy
Silver to say after that, and he retreated
frcm the Head's study.

But there was a glint
his lips were set,

He had learned what lhe wished to
learn.,

Lovell’s voice had not been recognised
on the telephone, and there was no proof

in his eyes, and

that it was Arthur Edward Lovell who |

had been speaking,

DPr. Chisholm’s preconceived belief had
Leen so firmly fixed in his mind that he
had taken tite matter for granted, and
had no doubts; but Jimmy Silver was not
i such an unsuspicious frame of mind.

Mornington and Erroll were waiting for
him at the corner of the passage, and
Jimmy stopped as he came up.

“No news?” asked Erroll.

Jimmy gritted his teeth.

“I've found out that the Head did not
recognise Lovell's voice on the telephone,”
e answered. “He toek it for granted
that it was Lovell who was speaking.”

“You don’'t think it was?”

“I know it was not!” said Jimmy,
Between his teeth. “I know -that they

never left Rookwood of their own accord |
without telling me a word. They
wouldn’t! I know it—I'm certain! They '

I -ana
N L

But he was not thinking ef §

“ Well, Silver?” said the Head coldly.

could telephone, sir,” he
“1s it eertain that it was |

almost .
- captain of the Fourth disappeared up the
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 Lavell who telephoned.
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- would have let me know, at least; they’'d

know how anxious I've been. It wasn’t
Lovell’s not at
liberty to telephone.”

Mornington whistled softly.

“You think——" he began.

“Suppose some villain has kidnapped
them!” muttered Jimmy. “It’s the only
explanation. Well, then, it would pay
him to make people believe they’d run

~away from school to try to join up.”

“Captain Lagden seems to have been

the first to suggest that!” said Valentine

Mornington, in a significant tone.

“1 Know!”

“And now this telephone message, Sup-
posed 1o come from Lovell, confirms it,”
sala Mornington.

Jimmy gave him a startled lcok. :

“And,” continued Morningten quietly,
i1 a low voice, “the telephone eall comes
when Captain Lagden is out of gates.”

“Morny !”

“The first time he's been out of gates
since that detective fellow was hanging
round the school.”

“Mornington!”

“And the Head didn't recognise the
voice on the ’phone! I'd like to ask him
whether it sounded anything like
Lagden’s,” said Mornington deliberately.

Jimmy Silver caught his breath.

“Morny!” he muttered. “There's no
motive—no possible motive——"

“I know; that's what beats me! But
if there were a motive—"

“But there isn't—there isn't!”

“Not so far as we can see,” said Morn-
ington coelly. “But there’s no motive
for anybody to have made away with the
fellows, so far as we can see, and yet
you believe they've been made away
with,”

Jimmy Silver was quite pale.

“It can’t be!” he muttered. « I—]—>
He clenched his hands. “But I'm geing
to find out! 1I'm going to speak to the
deteclive to-morrow, and ask his advice—
tell him all, and ask him what he thinks.
I'm going to Captain Lagden now to tell
him what I'm going to do.»

Jimmy Silver strode away,

His mind was made up.

Mornington glanced at his chums as the
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stairease.

“You remember our little scheme, Kit
b VUSRS

“What do you mean, Morny ?”

“Don’t you remember we arranged to
kKeep a wateh on Jimmy Silver in case any-
thing happened to him like his chums??

Erroll smiled.

“*Morny, old man, he’s gone to see Cap-
tain Lagden in the Oak Room. Nothing
can happen to him there.>

“I'm going to wait for him on the stair-
case,” said Mornington calmly. %I’ve caid
that I’'m going to keep him under my eye,
and I'm goin’ to do it, my infant. You
please yourself.»

“I'll eome with you, of course, Morny.»

“ Waste of time, if you like ;: but there’s
nothin’ like bein’ thorough, you kneow,”
said Mornington, with a grin.

The two chums went up the big stair-
case, and stopped at a landing window,
whence they could see the door of the

Oak Room.

They were just in time to see Jimmy
Silver enter at that door and close it after

-him,

The 6th Chapter.
Face to Face!

Captain Lagden was smoking a cigar in
tire Oak Room, and he had a book on his
knee, which he tossed aside as Jimmy
Silver knocked and entered.

His scarred face had a genial smile as
he nodded to the junior.

“1 am glad to see you, Silver,” he said.
;;CIGSE the door, my hoy, and come to the

rE‘H

Jimmy came in,
consciously. -

Strange, vague, and dark suspicions had
found lodgment in his mind, but they
faded at the captain's genial manner and
kind smile, But his purpose remained un.

his face clearing un-

| changed.

The eaptain’s help in his search for Lis
missing chums had been useless, and
Jimmy Silver was inflexibly resolved to
go his own way; and it only remained +o
tell Captain Lagden so.

“3it down, Silver!>

this—that the

The juniors crashed into the unfortunate Mr. Brown,

THE BOYS® FRIEND

Jimmy Silver sat down.

Captain Lagden rose, and paced the
room before him, his cigar in the fingers
of his left hand.

The empty sleeve of his coat, on the
other side, hung loose.

Jimmy could never see that enmpty
sleeve without a feeling of kindness for
the man who had lost his arm in the
struggle on the . Western Front: and he
was for the moment ashamed of the dark
doubts that had foreed themselves into
his mind.

Indeed, in the actual presence of the
captain, those doubts seemed almost fan-
tastically absurd.

Even the savage temper the captain had
displayed on some oceasions, when he was
off his guard, could be explained by the
trouble his old wounds gave him, preying
on his nervous system,

His manner now was all kindness.

“Well, my boy, it appears that there
i1s news of. your friends at last'® he re-
marked, glancing at Jimmy Silver’s face.

“You have heard of it, sir?»

“Mr. Bootles told me all about it.® The
captain smiled. “You remember, Silver,
I hinted that my belief was something like
young scamps had run
away te try to enlist. You did not agree
with me.”

“No,” said Jimmjl.i

“But you are convimeed now?” said the

~captamm, with a laugh.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

‘“What? Not vet2# execlaimed the eap-
tain. “I think you are probably the only
person in Reokweod who doubts it now,

Silver.”
“Perhaps. But—> _
“But has not ¥your missing friend

actually telephoned to your headmaster?®

exclaimed the a‘ﬂpﬁm
“Yes; but—>
“Well, then,

surely that places the

matter beyond the-shadow of a doubt?>
said Captain Lagden, pausing in his walk,
and fiximng his eyes very curiously on the
junior’s face. ;

“I do not believe that it was LOTE% ’]th}
silver

telephoned, sir,” sgaid Jimmy
quietly,
Captain Lagden started.
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“Is it possible?” he exclaimed. “But
the Head——"

“I know the Head thinks so.”

“But surely he should know 2»

“He did not recognise Lovell's voice on
the telephone.”

“ And how do you know that, Silver ?»

“I asked him.»

“By gad! You have a good deal of
nerve for a junier in the Fourth Form!»

said the captain, smiling. “ When I was

& junior here I should scarcely have ven-

tured to question my headmaster,”

Jimmy Silver ¢oloured.

“1 was too anxious to think of that,
sir,” he answered,

“But if it Was not Lovell who tele-
phoned, why should anyone else do so and
use his name, Silver ¢»

Jimmy drew a deep breath.

“1 believe they've been kidnapped, sir
—Lovell and Raby and Neweome. . I've
told you so. Well, then, in that case, it
was the’ kidnapﬂfr who telephoned, to
lead us all of a false scent.”

G BY E&df:’

“It's possible, at least,” said Jimmy,

Captain Lagden nodded slowly, his eyes
gleaming 2 little,

“It I8 possible, T suppose.” he said.
“You do not appear to be led on a false
scent very easily, Silver.»

Jimmy looked quickly at the captain.
It seemed to him that there was a
peeculiar tone of irony in the man's voice
as he spoke.

He met Lagden’s eyes, and the glint in
them startled him a little.

Jimmy feit his heart beating.

Why hc could hardly say, but a feeling
of uneasiness came over him, almost
amounting to fear.

Yet what was there to fear?

Even granting the wild supposition that
the captain was no friend, but an enemy,
what hEad a sturdy, strong-limhed junior
to fear from a mdn who had only one
arm?

At that thought Jimmy smiled.

“We must talk this over, Silver,” said
the captain genially, “You know that I

am heart and soul with you in probing

this curious affair to the bottom.

By the
by, call your friends in.»

-
T
-, .

have been very kind.
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“My friends?” repeated Jimmy.

“They are waiting for you in the pas-
sage, are they not ?»

“Oh, no!»

“The last time you called to see me
your friends waited for vou in the pas-
sage,” said the ecaptain, with a smile. %I
should not like to keep them waiting
while we talk. However, if they are not
there, never mind. Your idea of the kid-
Dapper—granting there is one—having
telephoned in Lovell's name is eertainly
ingenious. It is quite possible—in fact,
on reflection, Silver, 1 agree with you.”

The captain smiled as he spoke, hut the
smile was so strange that Jimmy felt a
return of the strange uneasiness that had
seized upon him.

Half unconsciously he wished that his
friends had come up the stairs with him,
as on the previous occasion.

As a matter of fact, they were waiting
for him at the end of the corridor, by the
dark window; but Jimmy was not aware
of the fact.

The captain, who was standing, was be-
tween Jimmy Silver and the door, as the
juniior sat by the fire.

He went on speaking, with the same
strange smile on his scarred face,

“You are a very keen lad, Silver—as
keen as I supposed you to be at first
acquaintance. For instance, the way you

traced Lovell's movements on the night |

he disappeared was sharp indeed. You
traced him to the very door of this réom.>

“Yes,” said Jimmy.

“And then your suggestion that the
legend of a seeret passage might be well
founded, and that it might exist hehind
the old panels of this room—that quite
startled me.?

“Did it, sir?»

“Oh, quite! I am sure that if you haa

- Spoken as freely, say to Mr. Brown, the
- plump gentleman from Scotland Yard, he

would have been very interested.”

“1 am thinking of doing so, Captain
?l[.agden,“ sald Jimmy, getting it out at
ast.

The Fourth-Former was feeling a grow-

ing desire for the interview to end: the |

Oak Room seemed to be stifling him.
“But our agreement?” said the cap-

just as the detective was turning into the gateway.

tain, with a smile. “Did we not arrange
to keep our suspicions dark, and te work
ourselves at searching for your friends?”

“It has led to nothing. sir.” :

“That is true,” said the captain, with
a nod.

“Don’t think me ungrateful, sir,” said
Jimmy, a Jittle remorsefully. “Yon
But I think it
would he wise of me to ask Mr. Brown’s
advice. He is an experienced detective,
and he may be able to advise me.”

“You have made up your mind to this.
Silver #”

“I—I think so, sir.” _

“So you are here to tell me before
carrying out your imtention?” said the
captain, laughing.

“I—I thought I ought teo do so, sir,
after what we had arranged.”

“Quite so; which means that you have
not confided to Mr. Brown se far?’

“I told you I would not, sir,” said
Jimmy quietly. e

“And you are a fellow of your word.
But now you intend to seek Mr. Brown'’s
advice?”

“I think I ought to.”

“Undoubtedly it is the wisest step
you could take, under the circum-
stances,” said the captain musingly. “It

would have been wise to take it before,
as a matter of fact.”

“But yon said——" -

“Certainly, it was I who prevented
you,” assented the captain. “But as
the matter stands now, I certainly advise
you to confide the whole affair to Mr.
Brown at the earliest opportunity.”

Again there was a strange infleetion
of mockery in the captain's tone that
made Jiminy start.

“I=I'm glad you agree with me, sir,”
he said, and he rose from his chair.

“Undoubtedly.”

Captain.  Lagden moved ecarelessly
towards the door, and bent over the
handle. There was a sharp click.

Jimmy Silver gave a jump.

Captain Lagden had locked the door.
Jimmy Silver started forward, his heart
beating almost to suffocation.

The eaptain turned back, a
hovering on his lipa.

“I will show you my discovery, my

smile

- said the captain, with a note |
- voice that struck Jimmy Silver strangely,
- almost eerily. '

- Ing in the junior’s

. the face of

§ his eyes burned at.the junior.

~——as hig grasp closed more
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lad,” he said. “I have locked tlie door

in case anyone should enter.”

“Your—your discovery?”
Jimmy Silver. A

“You remember your suggestion that
the secret passage might exist in this
very room, behind one of these old
panels?”

ryes”

"1 have found "it,)” said the captain,
with a smile. “You may see it before
you go, Silver, and you are at liberty
to add that to the other circumstances
you will confide to Mr. Brown.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Jimmy breathlessly.

Again he was ashamed of his suspicion,
and of the vague fear that had thrilled
;1111]1‘. when he heard the key turn in the
ock.

Captain Lagden stepped to the dark
oak panels of the wall, and felt over
them with his hand, the junior watehing
him intently.

Click ! '

It was a faint, almost inaudible sound,
as the captain’s finger touched a hidden
Spring, and one of the great panels flew
back into the wall.

A dark orifice was disclosed, at the
hottom of which the light from the room
glimmered upon a narow stone stair.

“Look I” said the eaptain.

Jimmy Silver breathlessly approached
the opening.

“Let. us explore it together, my bhoy,”
in his

stammereq

The
ing.
His suspicions had been banished. so
far as his mind went; but instinet is
stronger than reason.

Not for worlds would Jimmy Silver at
that moment have ventured ‘into those
dark, tomb-like depths with Basil Lage
den alone.

The captain’s eyes met his. gleaming.

For a moment they looked at one
another, black suspicion and fear grow-
face, mocking malice

junior spun round from the open-

in the other’s.

It was as if a mask had dropped from
Basil Lagden, so terrible and
threatening was his look.

Jimmy did not speak. He could not,
but his heart was sick within him, for
at that moment he knew all.

He knew—he read in that terrible
face as plainly as if words had heen
spoken—he knew, he felt, that it was
by this- hidden door that his entrapped
chums had vanished from human gight—~
that the hand that had dragged them
from the light of day was the hand of
the man before him.

The silence was terrible while it lasted.

That moment seemed an age long to
Jimmy Silver, while he fought with the
fear that was gathering in his heart,
and nerved himself to meet his danger—
for he knew his danger now.

He moved—it was to make
for the door.

But even as he sprang the captain’s

hand closed on his shoulder, and swung
him baek.

-“Nots so fast!”
was low, hissing

& spring

Basil Lagden’s voice
through his lips, and

“Leb. '_e"giriﬁ"" panted Jimmy.
Thé"d%)tﬂiu langhed—a low, soft Taugh

savagely on
the junior’s shoulder. -

Hardly knowing what he did, Jimmy
Stiver struck at him, and strove to
wrench himself free. |

It was man against bov, but the man
was one-armed, and Jimmy Silver was
strong and courageous. '

He fought for his liberty, panting.

But as he closed with the captain, &
shudder of horror ran through him as a
second arm was thrown about him, en-
¢losing him in a deadly grasp.

The surprise, the horror of it, of feel-
ing himself grasped with two arms by a
man he had believed one-armed, almost
overcame the junior.

The empty sleeve was still hanging, but
from under the coat had come that sound
arm, strong and sinewy, and the almost
fainting junior understood that the empty
sieeve was a cheat, a lie, and that he was
in a powerful grasp from which there
was no escape.

His lips opened for a cry; hut a strong
hand was clapped over his mouth, chok-
ing it back ere it could be uttered.

He was as an infant in the musenlar
grasp of the ruffian; helpless, though he
still struggled to resist.,

Still struggling, he was dragged from
the floor and borne through the seeret
opening in the panelled wall.

Click!

The oaken panel closed; the wall pre-
sented the same appearance as before.

But it had closed on Jimmy Silver of
the Fourth Form, borne away helpless
into the tomb-like depths that hid his
kidnapped chums—in the merciless grasp
of the kidnapper. '

Half-past nine! _ :
Mornington and Frroll were still waite
ing by the landing window.

“Bed-time, Morny,” said Erroll at last. .

|

“We’'ve got to get to the dorm.”

“Jimmy’s not come.”

“He'll eome to the doria.”

Mornington reluctantly nodded assent,
and the two juniors hurried to the dor-
mitory of the Classical Fourth. There
they expected Jimmy Silver to follow.

But Jimmy Silver did not come.

And that night the whisper ran
through Rookwood that another junior
had disappeared—that Jimmy Silver was
not to be found.

THE END,
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THE SEGRET OF THE VAULTS !

By OWEN CONQUEST.
DON'T HISS 111

T

e

b —min




T

Seart e
.r'?’.'ll ""I.- : g ' r

‘. ,gg
r 4 i |
“.‘\

3
- .'*-,_,:L .

9
& ."]

I L.'l'.h

iy i T -
N s BT W
Ll A

AT

.""lr‘

L]

16/11/18

1 Barker, to have

jed the cynica i

| filgiae?ih];im to do his worst. But ]g; ((':%1:1!12
not. His father’s p;}:::i%iﬂ:ﬂ‘hﬁ?m s
anvthing, and T« the aH

m:rﬁe wi\uld prefer to do the bounder s

Rl would Bob Travers and

But what _ R om
i er say if he turned up 10
?i;lcé{gug;] rlri}o. = ‘with the bounder of the

Fourth? gty A

g iting!” drawled Barker a
lenétlli 1ﬁ’HBl‘ir'i«a:n:l"re a jolly long while In
issuing that invitation!

EL

« fﬁ‘;ﬁ I come?” asked the bounder.

right !” he added, as Jack Jackson no

i ‘ ; ink better )
head. “I thought you'd tbin !
2}3%? Now, before you g£0, let me give

i 't want to
o word of warning. 1 don't wan
iguh‘;rd‘ on you, but if you breathe a

' s, or
out this letter to your pais, ¢
;fr;lmg?e father—well, you Wwon t blame

e i at my threat, will you?”
mﬁ&i!,l ;cﬁ:.ringter!” cried Jack Jackson.

' «What wouldn't I give 1o thrash you!
. 1d like to—"
“My dear chb
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A Magnificent Long Complete

Tale of

FRANK RICHARDS & 90.,
Dealing with the Barnng-
Cut at the School in the

Backwoods.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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Miss Meadows’ face was v=f¥ grave

It was evident that s*¢ knew of the
peculiar state of afips® Tuling at Cedar

Creek.

way.

In fact, it was pretty certain that she

would not.

Certainly her expression, as she came
towards the schoolhouse, could not be

construed as approved or satisfied.

“1 say, this is too bad!” said Bob

Lawless, with 2 ; .
A o , : comical expre:
tllBﬂ]ﬂ}'. “We're Stamnding Presion

to rag us!” %

“1 guess it's going to be a jaw!” re-

ntarked Chunky Todgers.

“And we can’t answer Miss Meadows as
as we did Mr. Gunten,” said Vere Beau-

elerec with a smile.
“No fear!”

Miss Meadows caught sight of Frank
Richards & Co. at the window nearest
the barricaded door of the schoolhouse,

and she stopped under the window.

The schoolboys saluted her politely.

“Good-morning, Miss Meadows!”

“So glad to see you again, ma’am!”
“Very kind of you to give us a look-in,

Miss Meadows.”

Apparently the schoolboys of Cedar
Creek were trying the efficacy of the
“soft answer” in turning away wrath.

But the schoolmistress’ face did not

relax.

She eyed the rebels of Cedar Creek

very sternly.
“Richards!”
“Yes, ma'am?”
“What does all this mean?”
“Ahem!”

“1 have been informed by Mr. Gunten
of the state of affairs here,” said Miss

Meadows. “It is shoeking, Richards!”
“Ahem!”

~ “I1t appears that the whole school is
in  revolt!” exclaimed Miss Meadows.
“Mr. Gunten, the chairman of the
board of trustees, has been driven

)

away—
“Ahem!”

“Mr. Peckover, the new headmaster,
appointed by the board, has been turned
out, and refused admittance ‘o the

gchool.”
“Ahem!”

“And all this has been done in my
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(Continued from the previeus page.)

“don't execite yourself !
the bell for dinner.
you any longer.
call for me at
forget, will you

Jack Jackso
on his heel

At dinner
Bob Trave
in conversa

Dicky Turner p
coming fo

R!

That's
n't let me detain

shall expect you 10
You won't

Hallo!

five o’cloek.

did not reply. He turned
d strode out of the study.
Jack was quiet and morose.
deavoured to engage him
tion, without success.

assed a

r's €l

remark ﬁbnut
oter match with Bag-
hether Jack Jaeckson heard 1

bad job, and

the fn;tl:tl
hot, but W
gr noet he did not hee
aveBitb- lﬁlagstl?re was ‘“‘some-
¢ y : jat’s to Bob t the

“Say ‘ Yes,” theres a good chap! Tlddeﬁ Rt up® with S
There certainly was,
he matter with t
Dicky nor Bob could
All through that a
gon remaine
Mere tha
account during afternoo
for inattentio
e more puzzled than ever.
ying Jackson,

that.

Dicky g

ked .
TER Jackson.

but what exactly
heir chum neither

ess.
e ack Jack-

fternoon :{i
d in the same mood.

ce he was called to
e & n lessons by Mr.

Chambers n: and Bob and

Dicky wer
Something was WOIT

Bob
Travers felt confident of d

ap,” drawled the bounder,

al o S i
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el o

. “Richards, Lawl
se at onee!” sal

= 1'_:_,‘ "l*i-%"" |
d the Canadian school-
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he—the fact is. ma’am
ik Richards—'"the fact is, we're on “This cagt continue,” -said Miss
Meadows. ‘™ ntreat you, my boys, to
cease these floceedings at once and
eyver to authority here.”
“Do you télhis as our schoolmistress,

began

ke at Cedar Creek.”
Absurd!”

it’s on your account, ma’am.”
‘That is very wrong of you.”

O !”

¥The faet is, we mean business!” said
pb Lawless resolutely.

had no right to dismiss our Sschool-

“glanced rather dubi-
nums—Bob Lawless and

pner school was “on strike ” as
against the dismissal of Miss
Meadoys, but it was very doubtful
whetheér the Canadian girl would approve
of ker cause being championeéd in that

pecially
Peckover!”
, Miss Meadows coloured a little.
Her sudden and unjust dismissal from | Creek order
her post at Cedar Creek had been a bitter | there won't B
blow to the schoelmistress.
“My dismissal, Lawless, is my aflair,
not yours,” shec said.
- +«ours, too, ma’'am!” said Bob.
don’t want to lose you, you know.

for Miss

, 1P
Meadows, and she looks as ]fIl SUG D et G - =we *Very well

school on his own.

here Miss

28  headmistress,
~you've only to say the word, and the
strike’s pgver this minute!”
. “I—1 have not!
‘Miss Meadows hastily. “But Mr. Gunten | smoke
~called on me and asked me to use my | boys ¢
influence to restore order here.”

“Cheeky old raseal!” exclaimed Frank | out.
Richards indignantly.

“Richards!”

“Well, so he is, ma’am!
right to ask you to interfere, after dis- g |

Fo e, 1Lt ke e aens

1 shou jolly we InNK so!” ex- '
claimed Beauclerc warmly. ik
new headmaster restore order,
can!”

“1 guness he can't work
grinned Eben Hacke.

“No takee any!” remarked Yen Chin.
“My dear boys,” said Miss Meadows, “T | “You
. am very grateful to you for the “Tiere’s the rub!” said Bob. “We
interest you appear to take in my affairs. start
But I ecannot allow this.
act lawlessly in my name.”

“But we're not, ma’am,”
Richards.

name,
mistress to
point.”

_ “This state of affairs is ver
ing to me.”

“Not so distressing as it is to Old Man |  3liss Meadows sighed.

He has no | you to

missing you.

“Let his { here.

if he
the oracle,” | Red

You must not | the

said Frank | still
“We're acting in
allow our
be sent away. That's the

own | Creel
school- “Ypur father, Lawless—"
“My poppa won't interfere, Miss Mea-
u-]mrt Old an Gunten started: the
le, and™he’s leaving it to 0Old Man

We won’t

¥y distress- | trou
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directly lessons were over he questioned
his chum on the matter.

But Jack Jackson volunteered no reply.
More than on¢e he opened his mouth to
speak t0 Bob, He wanted to tell Bob
that Barker was coming to tea that

afternoon. | |
But he was afraid to. He was afraid

of his chum’s janger, and there was no
doubt that Beb would have been angry
at suchia stateinent.

But the orddal had to be gone through.
Jack kuew that the bounder would carry
out his threat! if he showed any signs of
“kicking.” _

So it %}&ppe d that a httle before five,
when Dicky aad Bob were preparing tea
in Study Neo. j, Jack Jackson marched ofi
in quest of the bounder. _ :

Dicky and Bob were astonished at his
behaviour, but they were more astounded
when, a littleJater, the door of the study
opened, and in walked Jack Jackson,
followed by Barker. :

There wasa, gloating. gself-satisfied ex-
pression on the bounde’s face, but Jack
Jackson was flushed anl il at ease.

“What the. dickent do you want,
Barker?” denlanded Didy Turner angrily.

“Your place is outside. We don’t want

you herel” ‘E

“My dear chap,” dra‘led Barker, “that

is not the way to talkto a guest.!”
“A g—g-guest}" stuttred Dicky Turner.

1---?_‘

i
.......

Throes Halipence

“Hasn't Jackson told you?” asked

Barker, with an air of surprise. “He’s
been kind enough to give me an invita-
tion to tea. Jolly kind of him, 1 con-
- giger!”

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Dicky

Turner. “Jacksen’s done nothing of the
kind! He wouldn’t be such a fool! You'd
better buzz off before

“T say, Jackson,” said Barker, “you

might explain things. You ought to have
told these fellows, you know.”

“J]—JI—]—" faltered Jack Jackson

helplessly.

“Surely you haven't been fool enough

to ask this cad to tea, Jackson, old
son?” asked Bob Travers, noticing the
bewildered expression on his chum s face.

“Y-y-yes, 1—7
“You burbling chump!* exclaimed

Dicky Turner hotly. “You must be mad
to do such a thing! Better tell the cad
to hop it. We don’t want him here!”

“But Jackson does, don’t you, old

chap?” asked the bounder.

Jack Jackson did not reply. He gazed

helplessly first at his chums, and then at
the bounder.

“Look here, Jackson,” said Dieky

Turner firmly, “we don’t want any more
of this rot! Have you asked Barker to

tea ?”

“Y-y-yes.” ; _
“My hat!” exclaimed Dicky. “This is
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“Yes, rathp™
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admit Mr.

ma’am?’ askedfrank.

matter. g
come hack

1y more trouble.”

Miss Meadow:smiled slightly.

ik

sazes "Richa

up for yoursel's severe punishment!”

en nhe old fox—"
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gam,
at the
hip in. Like his cheek!”

long
g ¢crowd on us.”

“1 fuess not!” said Bob.

“Put—but——" said Miss Meadows.

parents——"

against all comers!”

Gunten to end it.”

“1 cannot dohat, as I am no longer
“Old Man Gun- | your schoolm#stss, Richards.”
o “Then we're ot bound to obey you,
Mstress to put in a friend of his own, | ma’am; and i can't be done. But

a pesky coyote like that galoot | there's an @a:

ga: way of settling the
l Ir. Gunten that il you
tas headmistress of Cedar
pilbe restored at once, and

L cannotdgic Mr. Gunten that mes-

in'am ; the strike goes on.”
' : . w. And “But, mySdir boys,” said the dis-
it wasn't fair play. And we stand up | tresscd sch olustress, ‘“you are laying
for fair play at Cedar Creek.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We won't have the new man, Peck- | “We've bhe
over, at any price!” said Bob quietly. | we've got
‘We won’t let Old Man Gunten run the ! Man Gunt
: ) We're keeping up the | the sherit
strike till our schoolmistress comes back. | ma’am.
If you've come now to take your place “Lawl

Meadows, “T m

“I guess ng!” =aid Bob confidently.
ere some days now, and
cbhest of it so far. . Old
it the sheriffl on to us, but
di®’'t eut any ice with us,

, tix old galoot hrought the
Red Dodggang ilong from Thompson, and
they trpd it on,” said Bob. “Fancy
It is not that,” said | that foda seivol trustee! They tried to
out !ike badgers; but the cow-
t}ng from the ranch, and

¢ gang were glad to light

guess they won’t eome back
ithér. Now, Old Man Gunten is
nd of his tether, and he’s asked

ess it shows he’s weakening,”
remarkkd Chunky Todgers. “He’s afraid
anthorities hearing what’'s on
d inquiring into the matter. He
wouldft stay on the board of trustees
i they knew about his setting the

here twenty &trong, but some of
1aps’ fathers have humped along
and talled off some of us. But there’s

dozen here, and we’ll hold Cedar
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the giddy limit! Aren't you going 1o teil

him to buzz oftf?”

“N-n-no.”

“You want him to stay?”

“Y-y-ves.” &L

“That’s enough!” said Dicky Turaer,
stfding towards the door. “I'm not
going  to sit down to tea with that
rotter! I'm going to grub in Hall!
Coming, Boh?” .

Bob- Travers hegitated. He was rather
amazed at Jack Jackson’s strange be-
haviocur. !

But next instant Dicky Turner clutched
him by the armm and dragged him ont 'of
the study. S g

At the same moment Bunny, the dufifer
of the Fourth, rese from his seat 2nd
moved towardy the door. *

“Pear me!” he muttered. “I could nob
think of remaining in this study! 1 am
not at all eager to have my meals with
fellows who gamble and drink! I will
have my tea in Hall, too!” -

Bunny disappeared down the passage,
and Jack Jackson remained alone with
the bounder. -

(Another magnificent long instalment
of this splendid new serial in next Mon-
day’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.)
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nere, and they had enough supporters to

enable them to bid defiance to Gunten.
There was strong feeling in the section

on- the subject.of Miss Meadows’ dis-

missal, and some of the boys' fathers todk

Al the same view as. Rancher Lawless, that
4% 1 Qld Man Gunten had started the trouble,
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liere,” said Miss Meadows, Y

“Sorry, ma’am,” said Franl Rwha:;di
respectinlly. “But we feel f#hat weTe
in the right, and we're bougd to held
ﬂutl-!'.l

Miss Meadows said no more.

With a clouded faee she tdrned away
and mounted her pony, and pode out ol
the gates of Cedar Creek,

The 2nd Chapnter.
Chunky is Too Hungry!

Frank Richards wrinkled his brows a
little as he looked after the graceful form
of the .Canadian schoolmistress, dis-
appearing on the Thompson trail.

‘“* All serene, Franky,” said Bob Lawless.
“Tt was a thundering cheek of old Ganten
to ask Miss Meadows to chip in after
gacking her for nothing. 1 wonder she
consented.”

“That old galoot’s mean enough for

'..

anything,” said Chunky Todgers. * W_e’re_

not giving in!”

“It shows he's at the end of his
tether,” said Beauclere. *He simply must
come round in the long run. He can't
touch us here.”

“And the aunthorities will be down on
him sooner or later.,” said Hacke., “This
can’t go on much longer without o lot of
talk.”

Frank Richards nodded.

“We're holding out!” he said.

“Yes, rather!”

“But when the authorities get wind of
it they may be down on us instead of on
0ld Man Gunten,” remarked Fraak, with

a smile.

“Well, let ’'em! If they send a super-
intendent along, and he cuts up rusty,

we’ll give him what we gave Peckover.”
“Hear, hear!”

“They won't call the mounted police
out for us!” grinned Bob. *“But if they

did we’d hold out all the same.”
“Bravg!”

“Dinner-time!” remarked Chunky Tod-
gers, and he led the way to the dining-

r¢cm.

The rebels of Cedar Creek were cheery

enough as they assembled for dinner.

They had had an exciting time, but so
far thev had succeeded in holding the
fort, and they did not doubt their ability

to con¢inue to do g0.

The schoolboy garrison bhad had a
narrow escape when Old Man Gunten
called in the Red Dog crewd to deal with

them, but they had survived it.

And the fact that the Swiss storekeeper
had been driven to ask Miss Meadows’
assistance showad that he was getting

decsperate.

L
Y

' g}r :

I

bt
8y

e

*

W R T AL S T N
| o T ! . I..!I'F = g " r u i
5 s & - - % . - i -
i T % e R = p 5 - »
i i
Y anamdS . hS e
i

conld end it without any assistance

e _ LA K
- ¥ --u.'l‘i F r .._,.?:-_-';. H’.—? ::-t-'i-j__" ol g,
L I = A

R R 1278 now the rebels
AAQ DeRE) 11 4100C, Mr. _{:lthEﬁ perhaps

at they would get tired of the
ddisperse "ot their v

4 4 h-. ¥ =
X e NnoL b Hio
A S Pt T Ty WSy
o . ';’EJ"*" T -
'8

I: -. ..Ij;.. | [:III -r_ :'-:.1.;‘ - _r!. ':-J-I*TE.. - g E‘Hﬁt r 3 [ .i-‘|-_'r
NS00 Ty 74 DT MR 3

AIUNRKV: Lo -__".-:,_;.__‘._j.tl.' .. .1_-.1.--:' ;-_:ﬁ ..___1.7-:?- - f Lot .r -‘-‘1
19556115, and . + == *. . 1‘% 1-' : ![;.-r!r"
te be said froin that point of view. *
- There was one cloud on the hori
however. Fore

As many of the Cedar Creek ﬁcm%'

took their midday meal 2t the schoel =

there was a good supply of provisions on
hand, which had been very fortunate for
the schoolboy rebels, but feeding the
garrison all day long had made a very

=

serious inroad upon the supply.

And Chunky Todgers, whose appetite
was of gargantuan proportions, had made
some terrific raids upon the supplies, till
a severe application of Bob's trail-rope
pad. him off. |
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Chunky Todeers did not leave By the

“window, howeyer.

He waited till the rest of the garrison
were out of doors, and then he scudded
into the kitehen where the provisions
were kept. ,

Chunky did not mean to “play it low-
down ” on his comrades, by any meEans,
he really did not stop to think,

All he thought of was that he was still
hungry, and that there were some eatables
within -his reach.

That was enough for Chunky; and,
throwing all other considerations to the
winds, he proceeded to “scefl” the
supplies in the larder.

Fortunately, Bob Lawless had his
suspicions.

Chunky was devouring stale bread, the
last of the butter, and making huge -
roads upon the final cheese, when Bob
Lawless came back with a trail-rope in his
Land.

He did not stop to. speak.

The coiled rope descended wupon
Chunky’s fat person with a terrific swish,
and Chunky jumped with a wild yell.

“Yah! Grooogh! Grooooch!”

In the sudden shock the cheese had
aone the wrong way, Chunky’s mouth
heing a little too full.

Swish, swish!

“You greedy gopher!” roared Bob Law-
less, as he laid on the trail-rope. “Take

“@Gerrrooogh!” spluttered
“Yoococh! Stoppit! I'm choo
cheking! Yaaaaauuuch!”
Swish, swish! S
“@Groogh-hooh—yooogh!” TRy
Spluttering wildly, Chunk¥ = “Fot
bolted for his life, with Bob 'beliind
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making rapid play with the ropes. = e S e

Chunky went head-first OUGG§ the
open window, 2nd landed on his fat hands
and knees, roaring. b s e o

“Hallo! What'’s the row?” |
Frank Richards. AR

“Scoffing the grub!” utec
“Collar him! 1 want to give }
more !” '

He clamhered out of the window, Dut
Chunky was up before he could De
collared, and streaking across ghie piay-
ground. |

“After him g BN

“Rope him!" velled Eben Hag |

“Ha, ha. ha!” i

Chunky ran like a hare, in 8
weight he had to carry, wi
gasrison of the Immber sch
in suit. ) '

Ti?unfortunsie stutton d
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the outbuildings and the wood-pile, and
then round the schoolhouse, with the
chase close at his heels.

At last he clambered on the roof of
Mr. Slimmey’s cabin, where he was
wmllowed to rest, palpitating.

Bob Lawless shook a wrathful fist up

at him.

“I—1 say, Bob——" sgpluttered Chunky.
- “You come down again, and I'll make
an example of you!” roared Bob.

H’I_I an.- "

“Rats!”

And Chunky remained there, and it was
$ill_dusk that he ventured back mgg

The 3rd Chapter.
~ Caught!

“Something’'s got to
remarked Bob Lawless.

be done!l”

It was after supper, and most. of the |
fellows were playing leap-frog by lamgp

light in the big school-room,
Chunky Todgers sat on g
a lugubrious look that i
8 heart of stone. @
Chunky was.not feel
lo the game.. -

There was a plentiful lack of sympath

on all sides for the sufférings of the

Falstaff of Cedar Creek.

Frapk Richards & Co. were discussing
the situation, which was their business as
leaders; and Frank and Beauclerc agreed

with Bob that something had to be done.

- : A A
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~counting on that,” 1
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IR WhRL 8 the programme?” aske

“When a fortress i3 running out ‘of
Brmrls’mns it _has to be provisioned,” zaid

ob oracularly. “We've got some dust,
anyway. The question is, how to spead it
on grub, and get the grub here.”

Frank whistled. -

“What's the answer to that question,
old chap?” he asked, '

“It’s got to be did!” said Bob. “Look
here, we're free to come and go as we
like, Suppose two of us clear off now it's
dark, and try it on?”

“We couldn’t go to Thompson,” said
Beauclere. “Old Man Gunten would very

likely spot us, and we might be collared.
He lives there.”

Bob Lawless nodded.

. “Thompson 1isn't the only town .in the
valley,” he answered. “Of course, we
shall have to hoof it, as our horses are
not here now. We had to send them
homé to the ranch to be fed. But we
can hoof it. A few miles won't hurt us.
We can get down to Cedar Camp, buy the
grub, and carry it back before dawn.”

“I don't see why not,” said- Frank
Richards thougle'fully. “It's ris y, but—
well, something’s got to be done, or we
shall be starved out in the long run.”

“That's the point.”

“We thre¢ had better go.”

“Nope!” said Bob. “One of us will
have to gtay here in eommand. The
will come with me, Franky, and
Slay here.”
grene !’ said Frank. “I—I sup-
Ot likely that Old Man Gunten
Lo such a move.”
got to chance that, I guess.”
iiess and Beauelerc proceeded
W their preparations for the

I8 Was o collection of cash, to be

sl v, aﬂd'
,-'.r +3 dﬁllthﬂ . Of -

sl @i0ld, he mourned for that |
R was-1ost, and couid not be com- }
A ad=not that anybody wanted to

= eemlort him. - ;

“I guess Old Man Gunten knows the
grub must give out, and very likely he's

the store at Cedar Camp:

ms took two large haversacks

the provisions to the school

I purchased. |

¥ gar@pped quietly from the window

lyground. |

ahe ment was flne and clear, with a

laa. stars spangling the deep blue of

.
bl

. Richards went with them as far

- Ve Kaves.
- Outside the gates the rough trail to
thompson . lay shadowy under the trees,
and no"sohnd was to be heard from the

K BAd had a lurking suspicion that
ght be Kept on the school.
Gunten, certainly, was likely

Every Monday

. e There was no one else to be seen.
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2 (;b's vbice rang sharply through the
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(Continued from the previous page.)

to be too busy in his store at Thompson
to have any time for lingering aboub
Cedar Creek; but Mr. Peckover, the new
master, was without occupation so far,
and the rough crowd who had helped Mr.
Gunten before might be still in his pay.

True, the cowboys from the Lawless
Ranch had cleared oft the Red Dog crowd
and taught them a severe lesson, |

Still, Frank eould not quite believe that

Man Gunten was taking the present
state of affairs “lying down.”

He looked up and down the trail sus-

Piciously, and listened; but there was no
sign of danger,
_“All 0.K., Franky!” said Bob reassur-
ingly. “We'll mosey off now, and you
get back to the schoolhouse and keep
watch for us to-night.”

“Right-ho!” answered Frank.

. Bob Lawless and Beauclerc disappeared
into the shadows of the trail, Frank
standing at the gates to watch them till
the last glimpse of his friends was lost.

For a dozen yards or so the two school-
boys went along the trail towards Thomp-
son, where they had to turn off to take
& ehorter cut through the forest in the
directiop of Cedar Camp.

It was dark under the trees, and they
slowed down where the trail forked, look-
ing well abouf them.

‘A rustle in the thickets started Bob

¥ Lawless, and he stopped suddenly.

As he did so there was a rush of feet.

“Look ont, Cherub!” exelaimed Bob.

But there was little time to look out.
~ Three burly, shadowy figures loomed up
in the darkness, and the two schoolboys
were seized by as many pairs of hands.

ssailants,
358 we've got this lot, anyway!”
@ hoarse, husky voice of Four
B leader of the Red Dog crowd.
sglim, Dick!”
ek turned on a dark lantern.
id the two breathiess school-
e powerful grasp of Four Kings
Rve Dunn. | :

_Appatently, the threce members of the
crowd were there without their

Ir38s—Bob Lawless!”
*1 know you, my buck! And
Beauclerc—the - remittance-man’s
v? Well, you're roped in!”

18 20 ! panted Bob.

Lings chuckled.

“I gmss not " he answered. “I reckon
GGunten’s paying us for this hyer
he'll. he dancing when he sees
¢t you, the ringleaders of
| Any more of you out

of doos—hay?" :
Bob gritted his tecth. :
lhe Swo boys were, helpless. in_the

1€ Ut

et back tolthe schoolhouse!”

ﬁli;{ht.

It reached the ears of Frank Richards.

¥rank hiad been looking after his chums
on the datk trail, still somewhat uneasy
in his mi
turn backito the schoolhouse, when he
caught the glimmer of Euchre Dick’s
lantern under the trees. ‘

The sudden light startled him, and he
ran out of the gates, and then Bob's yell
of warning, fell upon his ears. -

Beaucler¢ shouted, too:

“Cut it, Frank: cut it1”

Four Kings rapped out an oath,

“That’s anpther of them out, then!”
he exclaimed. “Mosey after him, Euchre
Dick! Rope him in!?

Euchre Dick set down the lantern and
ran up the trail to the school gates.

If he could have reached Frank
Richards hLe had no doubt of adding him
to the “bag » 'of prisopers.

Frank heard his heavy footsteps and
ran back into the school enclosure.

His first impulse had been to rush to
the aid of his chums; but second thoughts

- were wiser.

He dashed back to the lumber school at
fop speed.

After him came Euchre Diek, stumbling
in the darkness and muttering oaths. |

Frank reached the open window, where
Hacke and Yen Chin and several other
fellows were waiting for him.

“Quick{” he panted.

“What's the trouble?»

“They've got Bob and Beau; and there’s
one after me! Help—quick!”

Frank Richards had no time for more.
Euchre Dick had reached him.

He spun round as he feit the ruffian’s
grasp upon his shoulder,

“Help !” he panted.

The next moment he was
fiercely with the ruffian.

But out of the window, with a jump,
came Eben Hacke, and he fastened on
Euchre Dick at once; and after him came
a crowd, all piling desperately on the
ruffian.

Only cne fellow remained in the lumber
schoolhouse,

That was Chunky Todgers.

Chunky Todgers waz no funk, and he
felt the impulse to take his part in the
fray. But another impulse was stronger
still, and instead of dashing after his com-
rades the worthy Chunky dashed away to
the kitchen. :

He was soon quite as busy indoors as
Frank Richards & Co. were without,

fighting
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¥ struggled fiercely with their half- |

grinned Four

R
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. but he had been about 1}0-
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A Narrow Escape.
Four Kings grinned at Bob Lawless and
Beauclerc in the light of ¢ lantern glim-
mering in the green, dag _grass,

The two schoolboys weve secutely held
by the rufans, and Four Kings waj fasten-
ing Bob's wrists with 3 r¢ , in/spite of
nls resistance. SR it Ay

Bob was almost pale wifh rage

Frank Richards’ misgivings hﬂdﬁlﬂt been

groundiess after all. ¥
0Old Man Gunten was not
the vicipity of the lumber schodbl himself
—1lie- was_too busy elsewhéle—but he had
Tetained the seryices of ¥olr Kings & Co.
for that purpose, ol
It had not been difiicult f§r him to fore-
see (hat sooner pr later sonfe of the garri-
son would ventire outsile the school
fence; and the ‘hree ruflians bad been
posted to watch. %1
t ?ot{ha_ndh Be:ianrli-'{cbli;a fairly walked
nto their hands., But it'was lata to
think of that nov. W e
They were prismers. 4
“Take it smilin;!” grigne

“You've had & ria for your money, you
know. You was lound t¢ get downed in
the long run. I 'uess wWe're earning Old
Man Gunten's dclars edsy, as it turns
out. My eye! H will ] into you with
a rope when we tee you long !»

Bob Lawless brethed Hjed.

“You'll be hide and St off home!'®
grinned Four King * “I guess this is the
OF you, young

iké[-  to haunt
chcé)

end of a school trike {
Lawless ; and I recon the others will soon
cave 1n without yu. ¥Yom was the head
of it all. Yank tht other young rascal
hyer, Dave, and I'lrope Bim to Lawléss.®
Beauclerc resiste fiercely ; but the ruf-
fians were too strag for him, and they
proceeded to tie hii to Béb Ligwless.
When the two sioolbdys were roped
King stepped out into the
trail and stared tovrds the school. R
“Time Euchre Di: was hyer with the
other varmint,” he wuttered. “I reckon
I'll see what he's dog. ' You keep an eye
on those critters, Die.®
;mu et l» g~ ¢
‘our Kings tvﬁm ;d uwp the trail to-
wards the school. ﬁP |
Euchre Dick,-a§ anatter of fact, had
5+ but he had made

caught Frank Ric
the painful discoverithat-#e¢ had caught
a Tarctar, R

The swarm of CedaCreek feliows piling
on him were to0 mch for the ruffian,
sinewy as he was.. ' |

He rolled over' o1 the ground, with
Frapk still in his'grp; but five or six
fellows had hold of I, and he was soon
belpless under their ‘ight.

Frank dragged himsf free.

“Hold him!” he ped,

“1 guess we've gob im1” gasped Eben
Hacke.

“ Me gotee!” chuckli ¥en Chin, « You
lendeg me knifee, and e killee !»

“Yoop!” roared ire Dick. | “Keep
that Hheathen off! Ixwd-in! Let up,
gentsl 1 give in, hogetiigiun

o O d hlm,ﬂﬁ i ‘-5 [._#' ¥ ¢
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If Bob and the Gherub [ere placed in
Old Man Gunten’s hands § knew that a
heavy punishment awaitedjem, and they
would be prevented fron¥ejoining the
garrison of Cedar Creek. 1

That was not to be, iffgank Richards
could help -it. : ' %

Frank was dashing tohe gates in so
great. a hurry that hedid not see a
shadowy figure before hi till he rushed
into it at full speed in ti gateway.

There was a gasping owl from Four
Kings: et 3

“ Euchre Dick, you jay—" -

For a moment the ruffiy supposed that
it was his confederate whhad rushed into
him in the dark. He wasoon undeceived.

“Back up!” panted Fmk Richards.

He grasped the rufliz,Sand, in the
sudden surprise of the :itaeck, bore* him
backwards. | ¥ =

Four Kings stumbled, ad almost fell.

" He recovered, however and his flerce
grasp closed on Frank, wo would have
fared badly but for the pmmpt assistance
of his followers. b

But the odds were on Iy %ide, as Four
Kings soon found. R

From the shadows fivi ot six active
fellows swarmed on the ruflan as he
grasped Frank, and he ras &ageed to
the ground with a crash. :

His head smote the grouid with a heavy
concussion, and he wutterd alhowl of
anguish. |

As he lay dazed Fraik's
planted on his chest, |

“ Pile on him!” panted ¥rank.

But his followers did not need lelling.

Four Kings was down, and thevirealised
that it was judicious to Ke:p hih there,
and they were swarming on him.

Three or four knees were plantel on the
ruffian, and his wrists were grasled and
firmly held. 3

Four Kings struggled it vain utier the
SWarni.

Frank Richards rose, breathless.
The struggle had been brief, all Four

ieec was

e
®
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Four Kings. |

xS Price

comrades.

tixgt}y{er.
«oeep him safe!” he panted.
‘We've got him 1 ¥ !

Frank tore off his

On-the wrists of the ruffian securely, and =
re < ’ o B | e 1=
F%uerml?:méggh‘?“s a helpless prisoner. - § Supper, f’i!{l'—lgni:fwﬁﬁgsaoﬂ?nd e
o8 Him - writhing on the ground, { « Have have  have -~ vo tﬂgred- Chunky.
ft?gl{ggs Oél;shzd string of oaths, Frank gtub,” Bob, old chéip?”y P o
comrades. Out of gates with his § = “No -you fat villain 1

The lantern was

Lawless and

staring through the

belt, and buckled it

as glimmering in the wood,
and from the distance they %nulﬂ see Bob

: Vere Beauclere, tied together
with Dave Dunn kKeeping guard o'vergthﬁm:
Dunn had stepped out into the 'trail,

' shadows towards the
school, and wondering what was hd;pen-

Then Chunky e
remained trangﬂxéeiseai it

fork half-way to hi
He realised = mouth

the reckoning.
% YDU“}'O'U—-}:OH.__._ »
Lawless, 49

‘ | Three Halfpence 16/11/18
The 4th Chapter. Kings was held

down helpless by Frank's
Frank was thinking ‘of his chums in the-

suddenly, and he
were, with his |

t._l;atf after the feast cama

stuttered Bob

“Hadn't—-huﬂn'b you- better go for it

alt oncez»
I—T—PY “sealp yout»

& W.hy, X j’ﬁu!
thing we ha}'-elefé{iir?d i

shrieked Bob,
nearly every-

ing there, Q?luik‘yIj “}"gﬁd '“Qﬁih alarm.
Frank 1 | : ae b+ 8ay1” he stuttered. “T—
Sy tichards & Co. came up with a { was hungry, you Kknow. Iu i Y&I‘t}{}h}

At the sight of six or seven
forms
ba::g hin alarm,

* Oh, Jerusalem !»

Crash! W Suped,

Frank hurled himself at
chmn_ went spinning, -
‘Good man !» roared Bob Lawless. |
Frank ran
as he did so.

In & moment the sharp blade was/saw-
cords that fastened ;Vere

ing through the

Beauclere and the rancher’s son.

But there was nothing to fear from bmre

Du1nﬂ. He had picked himself up and fled,
Even for Old Man Gunten's dollars he

was not prepared to deal with the whole
Cedar Creek crowd.

His heavy footsteps died away in the

timber in the direction of wue wistanc I

town of Thompson. Dave Dunn had had
enough, |

“Good man!” said Bob, as his hands
came free. “I guessed ye were gone coons,
Franky. Good man!”» |

Beauclerc picked up the lantern.}

™

“Let’s geb back,” he said. “ We shi'n’t
get to Cedar Camp to-night, Bob.”

*1 guessnot. Come on!”? }

The schoolboys ran back in a ¢rowd to-
wards Cedar Creek. ‘

It was eyvident that the expedition £ad
to be given up for that night at least,
now that they knew a watch was being
kept on the school.

A dim form loomed up in the trail—hat
of  Four Kings, with his hands fastened
in fronf of hin by Frank Richards’ bet.

Bob Lawless stopped, e

“We'll give that critter a lesson ! he
exclaimed. “We'll run him down to the
creek and duck him!”» R

Four Kings made a desperate rush in.o
the timber, and went tramping d
perately through the thickets.

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared Bob. “Well, h
won't find it a nice walk home with hi
hands tied. Let him go.”

The rebels of Cedar Creek hurried bae
to'IEhg-; school. o

JWas Dpos
reigforcem ant

.

_h' f f

sible thab the ene

3I8Y. AnQh

§

her fellow stamding on his

e T

anc

omace

Lgs. and the Chinee sitting on his face.

“Hallo! You've got back, you jays!
exclaimed Hacke. “All 0. K.! What are
we goin’ to do with this rustler?”

“Kick him out!” answered ank

Richards. |

“You lendez me -knife, and me killee!”
suggested Yen Chin. |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Euchre Dick was allowed to rise, &
six or seven bhoots impressed:upon hi
that It would be wise to depart at onee;
and he departed at a run. &

Frank Richards & Co, clambered in
the window again, glad to find themselveq
safe within walls once more. a

Bob Lawless closed the shutter
barred it.

“All 0. K. now!” he said. “I reckon 0O1d
Man Gunten came very near scoring this
time. DBut a miss Is as good as a mile "

«Thank goodness it's mo worse!” sail
Frank Richards. ¢“If we three had been

cen awa 1 .
1}a'};I guﬂs{s;sr we could have run the show
hyer without you!” remarked Eben Hacke:

and’

Frank smiled, buf did not argue the.

point. o B
But the Co., at least, were of the opinicn

that if they had been taken the resistance

of the rest of th[? galrrlsﬂn would have

“« npetered out ” before long. |
? Are we all here?”? asked_Vere Beau-

lere.
v ;:.i*u call the roll,” said Bob.

The names were called over at once,

and all answered excepting Chunky
dgers. : *
T?"Igley hatt Chunky’s still outside !” ex:

imed Frank, in alarm, ) vt
Cl%*IF;?:ess I didn't see him,” said Hacke,
« More likely——"

Bob Lawless gave a yell.

¢ He’s after the grub again!”

And he rushed away in great
the kitchen.

_ : shadowy '
rushing on him the ruffian sprang jy w

the rufian, and

to him, dragging out his knife

have what’s left of
Chunky.
the batter.”

<Y . i A
-t.‘:- -" _ l- t."' ot A

Z-li_|11 By

will make ye

wrath to |

Chunky Todgers was there!

‘The 5th Chapter.

. Awful for Chunky!

Chunky was enjoying himself!

Never }Eince the siege of Cedar Creek
had started had Chunky Todgers revelled
in such plenty.
m]ie wag not thinking any harm—in fact,
he was not thinking at all; he was simply
feeding.

And his feed was a reecord one.

He had done wonders already, but
although the cargo he had taken aboard
was extensive, he was stiil “ going it,” with
a happy smile on his fat face, when his
wrathful comrades burst into the kitchen,

5 : t
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‘ “I ean pot him from the window:”

Hands off, you jays!
The schoolboy rebels
ith grim looks.

Oh, crumbeg!”

s »oint.
What are we :

gasped Frank Richards.
“Lynch him!”
“qup on him!”
~ “Killee fat Chunkee 17
Pnb Lawless raised his
Hold on! There's only one
bs done. Chunky's scofied a
Or nearly all. We can't
and we ean’t starve.
come to this, anyhow.
gu !f'l'l
“Eh?”
- “He’s fat”
us & week at least, ”
Ynu-'-;-'nu rotter, I

hand.

joking!'“hﬁwled Chunky.knﬂw & i

“But who'’s

. going +o
asked Frank e

A Richards
Bob's idea at once.

job.” “I don't care for the
* '.:Exie Killee !” | |
~Good!  Yen Chin can do ¢ S

said Beauclerc, “He's a 0 the trick,

won't mind.” heathen, and he

. No mindee—me killee and cook i
fat Ohunkee!  You n cookee nicey

stew,” said Yen Chin.

“Done!” said Eben Hacke, “T'
for this, Chunky, I'm sorry

but '
on yourselfs” you've brought it

“I—I gay, you're joking, vou beasgt!”
gasped Ch,unk‘: his fat face growing almost
green. He g#e a wild howl as Yen Chin
Picked up a carving-knife, with a blood-
thirsty look. “Keep him off! Yaroooh!”

“Not yet, Yen Chin,” said Bob. “““We
don’t want him till fo-morrow. You can

the grub if like,
The fatter E Pt

“Yaroooh!”

“¥es, go it!” said Frank, “Here’s a

bit of cake, Chunky.” .

1 T
= m'-'.';, .\.

“I—I—I'm not hungry!” wailed Ch

thing can

all the nglh, - Jatd

get in supplies,

I thought it would
Chunky’s got to

said Bob. “He will last

rolisly Ty oy o -l
gravely, catchine -

tinkee nicee labbit

you are to-morrow -

surrounded Chunky

almost
going to do with him?"

e

i

4

' .-il-. -

Qu may get

Chunky Todger®g | :
maftiress. :
" He stole several glakwge

boys when . they were “wrning in, bu¥
every face was grim and relgtless. |
There was no sleep for Chutky Todgers
hat night. - _ |
In the middle of the night “Chunky
crept to the window, but he found"¥rank

Richards on guard there, and rolled back
to his mattress with a groan.

Chunky paid for all his sins that sleep-
less night.

When morning dawned Uupon Cedar

k School, and the rebels turned vet |
g;ﬁ:}nky Lsc:.ught the faces ﬂf_ his comrades &

ith agomised looks. -
w{}en %hin went into the kitchen, where

‘wag soon heard sharpening a knife.

& i~ sound sent a chill of horror to
Chunky’s heart.

“Bob, old fellow——" he moaned.

“Ready, Chunky?” At x

“J=I know you're only joking!

[
Lo 5

feverish, and that

& Yaroooh!” ™ L RS, o

i

s

h?
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“Go .into _the Kkitchen, Chunky,” said =

Frank sadly. “I dom't want to see it
done. You ready, Yen Chin?”
“Me leady!
Where Chunkee?”
“Yarooh! |
“Let him have a trot round the play
round first,”
-‘g‘Keep an eye on him, though.”
Chunky Todgers gasped.

{5 be rounded up again.

Once he was.
out in the playground he was not likely

said Bob considerately,

He could scarcely believe his good luek

as he dropped from the window.

“ ack!” roared Bob Lawless, as
Come back But

Chunky did not heed; he was running

Chunky streaked for the gates.

for his life. >

“Bring me 2 gun, Franky!” roaged Bob.

Chunky Todgers vanislied out of gates.

There was o roar of laughter in the
lumber school, but Chunky, streaking for
'l'i‘le‘_tgggﬂsog of

sdar Creek had lost one of its members,
S;d while Frank Richards & Co. held the
fort at Cedar Creek, Chunky was sadly

home, did not hear it.

at work on the Todgers’ farm.
THE END.

|  NEXT MONDAY.

¢« THE REBELS’ SURRENDER ! ”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD:
DCN'T MISS IT!
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