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THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE KAISER

(Continued from the previous page.)

But he cheered up wonderiully when
Pongo handed him the knife.

“Here you are, George!” said Pongo,
displaying the Kknife. “Fasten on to
this!”

And whilst the fat nigger cried and
smiled at the same time, the boys
hurried off after Horace.

-They found the goat eagerly sniffing
round the pots where the kous-kous was
cooking for the coming feast.

Kous-kous is the staple food of Northern
and Central Africa.

It is as ncar as possible like hot bill-
stickers’ paste, but there are millions of
niggers who have lived on kous-kous all
their lives, and ask for nothing better.

Horace was surrounded- by little
niggers, who pulled his tail and dug him
in the ribs, and shoved him away so
that they, too, could get a snifi at the
kous-kous pots.

But Horace, for all his faults of tem-
per, was always well behaved with
ehildren.

Though be would have butted a grown
nigger who touched him into the middle

The 1st Chapter.

Jimmy Silver is Toco Qood.

Jimmy Silver halted suddenly.

He seemed transfixed.

His chums—Lovell and Raby and New-
come—stopped, too, in surprise.

They stared at Jimmy, but jimmy was
not looking at them; he was staring atv
the window of the building the juniors
were passing,

That window seemed to fascinate fhe
captain of the Rookwood Fourth.

The Fistical Four of Rookwood had just

turned out of Coombe High Street, into
the lane, on their way back to the sehool
from the village.

On the outskirts of Coombe was the

Bird-in-Hand im, lying well back {from
the road.

It was a place with a most unsavoury
reputation, and taboo to Rookwood . fel-
lows.

Put Jimmy Silver seemed to be in-
terested in it all of a sudden.

“What are you stopping for?” de-
manded Lovell. “There’s old Manders
coming up the street. Don’t let him see
us hanging about here.”

But Jimmy did not move or answer,

“Jimmy, you ass!”

“The utter idiot!” said Jimmy Silver
at last.

“Eh? Who?”

“Tommy Dodd! Look!”

“What are you looking at?”

“That window—on the ground-floor.”

Lovell & Co. followed his gaze
wonder.

Then they all jumped.

At the open window, in front of the
public-house, a youth was standing, with
a cigarette between his lips, looking out
into the street.

The Fistical Four were well aware that
gome  Rookwood fellows occasionally
dropped in at the Bird-in-Hand for a
gcame of billiards—in strict secrecy, of
course.

But they had never expected to see
Tommy Dodd of the Fourth there.

The youth at the window glanced at
the four juniors carefully.

He did not seem perturbed.

As they gazed at him in astonishment
he blew out a little cloud of smoke.

“My only hat!” stuttered Lovell.

“Tommy Dodd!” murmured Raby. “In

that den! I'd never have thought it of
him!”

“And here’'s old Manders coming up
the street!” muttered Newcome. “He
will see him! Has Dodd gone off his
chump?”

Jimmy  Silver glanced over  his
shoulder.

The ancular figure of Mr. Manders, the
genior Modern master at Rookwood,
could be scen in the distance, coming
towards them from the village.

If Mr. Manders spotted one of his boys
in a place like the Bird-in-Hand, it was
certain that something like an earth-
quake would happen.

Jimmy compressed his lips.

Never for a moment had he suspected
Tommy Dodd of “pub-haunting,” like
Peele and Gower, and the other nuts of
the Fourth.

Tommy was a bright
yvouth, and he seemed to live chiefly for
outdoor games and for ragging the Clas-
sical juniors.

It was evident that his schoolfellows
had been mistaken in him.

At least, that was the only conclusion
the Fistical Four eould come to.

“The utter idiot!” muttered Jimmy.
“If he must play the goat, he needn’t
give himseif away like that to any
passer-by by smoking at the window!
Why, the Head himself might pass!”

“Manders will spot him!” said Lovell
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of next weeck, he allowed the little niggers
to pull-his ears and tumble over his
back without a single “maw” of pro-
test.

The feast took a long time to cook,
and all the boys were ravenous before
the big drum sounded to announce that
all was ready.

Obob was seated on a pile of cushions
under a huge red umbrella.

He had two niggers armed with feather
fans to keep the flies off him.

Skeleton had been selected
guest of honour.

-He sat on the right hand of the king,
and he, too, had a big nigger to hold
a green silk umbrella over his head, and
a couple of niggers with dusting brushes
to keep the flies off him also.

The niggers and negresses gathered
round the party, as they assembled for
the feast.

It was a great occasion when King
Obob el Mook condescended to dine in
publie, and the crowd gathered to seeo
the wonder as though it were a dog-
fight or the Lord Mayor’s Show.

as the
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A Magnificent New LonghComplete Story
of JIMMY SILVER & CO,, the Chums
of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

Obob el Mook was Teporied to be a
wonderful trencherman, and this counted
a lot with the niggers of Booloo.

They thought most of the fattest nigger
and the biggest eater amongst them, and
this was the king.

And they were very curious to see what
sort of a show Skeleton would make at
the feast.

Skeleton was 'so thin that much was
expected of him. -

The king started off by paying Skeleton
the highest compliment of Oriental hos-
pitality.

The first dish was a kid stufied
rice and boiled with milk and dates.

With an ingratiating smile the King
rolled up a lump of rice apd kid and
dates as big as a cricket-ball, and
thrust it in Skeleton's mouth.

A laugh went round the boys.

in

And the miggers all lu-lued in chorus, |

so that Skeleton might understand that

the honour the king had paid him was |

as good as making a knight of him.
Skeleton was not going to be outdone.
He got a double handful of kid and
dates and rice, and shoved it in the
king’s mouth as though he were posting
a parcel. _
A roar of admiration went up {from
the crowd as the king swallowed if.

Then they went at it hammer and

tongs, Obob fed Skeleton and Skeleton

]

“Qerve him right, too! What's he doing | Jimmy. “I never expected to ses him

there, playing the goat?”

Jimmy Silver waved his hand to the
youth at the window,

Supprised and disgusted as he was by
this unexpected discovery, Jimmy did not
like . the idea of Mr. Manders catching
Dodd in the very act of disregarding the
strictest rules of the school.

The boy at the window stared at him,
as if not understaprding.

“Look otit; Jimmy!” muttered Lovell.
“Manders has got his eye on you! He'll
think «you’ve got acquaintances in that

aR o5 J : : .
“I've got to warn that Qdiot!” said
Jimmy. ° “This means a flogging—it

might mean the boot for him!”

“Stop!” yelled Lovell.

But Jimmy Silver was already running
towards the inn.

He reached the open window, breath-
less.

“Get out of he
panted.

The boy with the cigarette dooked down
at him.

“Are you talkin' to me?” he asked.

“Yes, you ass.

ik Eh?:!

“Are you mad, Dodd?” shouted Jimmy
in wrath and amazement.

“Hallo! You know my name, do yout?”

Jimmy Silver blinked at him.

That question made him doubt whether

l'!'!

sicht, you 1fool

F1s

Manders is coming!

| Tommy Dodd really was in his right

SCNSEes,

“Know your name?” stuttered Jimmy.
“0Of course I know your name, as well as
you know mine! Get out of sight, you
dummy ! I tell you Mr. Manders 18
coming along the street! When he gets
past those trees he’ll see you!”

“If you're not potty, perhaps you'll
explain what you’re talking about,” said
the boy in the window .calmly.

“You silly idiot——"

“Oh, draw it mild! Do you want me
to come out and mop you up?”

“Dodd!” A voice called from within
the room. “Your shot, Doddy!”

“All serene, Joey!”

The youth turned back from the win-
dow and disappeared.

Jimmy ran back to the road.

Dodd was gone from the window now,
and was safe from discovery by the
Modern' master, at all events.

Jimmy Silver was not so lucky.

“Come on!” he said hurriedly, as he
rejoined his chums.

But the sharp, acid voice of Mr. Man-
ders rapped out from behind.

“Stop! Stop at once!”
The Classical chums stopped reluc-
tantly.

Mr. Manders came up, his thin, acid
face more acid than ever now.

Mr. Manders did not like the cheery
four, and he was under the impression
now that he had caught them in grave
dereliction of duty.

“Silver!” he rapped out.

“Yes, sir.”

“You have just spoken to somecone in
that publie-house!”

“J—]—" stammered Jimmy.

“Do not deny it, Silver. I saw you
oo up to that window, though I did not
see to whom you were speaking.”

Jimmy flushed red.

“1 wasn’t going to deny it!”
swered hotly.

“Very well.
AManders.

" YEE’JJ
Fourth.

“Whom were you speaking with?”

“A-a-a chap.”

“Someone you know -in- that place?”
asked Mr. Manders grimly.

pe an-
You admif it2” said Mr.

grunted the captain of the

“A—a fellow I know, certainly,” said °

in a place like that, though.”

“Then why did you speak to him?”

No answer.

“This is a very serious matter, Silver.
If you were in iny House I should deal
with you very severely.”

Jimmy was thankful that he was not
in Mr., Mamders’ House.

“As it is,” added Mr. Manders, “I shall
report your conduct to Yyour Form-
master. Return to Rookwood at once!”

The Olassical—gchums looked rebellioys
for a moment. " Sl . __

A Moflern™mna d n8 #lght fo inf%-
fere with Classigais,-and  Jimmy Silver &
Co. were stieklers for their rights.

But it was evidently more judicions to
obey the command, and the Fistical Four
turned and walked off to Rookwood.

Mr. Manders followed them, frowning.

“Buck up!” muttered Lovell. “Let’s
get out of sight of that rblessed old
gargoyle, at any rate!”

The juniors hurried, leaving Mr. Man-
ders behind.

Jimmy Silver was not looking happy as
they approached the gates of Rookwood
School. :

He had aeted in a good-natured way
to do Tommy Dodd a good turn, and he
;Ef-zmed likely to have to pay dearly for
it.

“What on earth will you say to
Bootles when that cld Hun reports you,
Jimmy?” asked Newcome.

“Blest if I know!”

“It means trouble.”

“I know it does,” erowled Jimmy.
“Bless Manders! Isn't it queer that his
long nose is always where it is not
wanted!”

“I—I suppose you ean’'t explain about
Tommy Dodd to Mr. Bootles,” said
Lovell hesitatingly. |

“No. I can’t give ths silly idiot away,
can 1? It wouldn't do any good, either.
Bootles wouldn't think it was my bizney
to warn a silly blackguard that he was
going to be. spotted.”

i suppose he ~wouldn't!” grinned
Lovell, *“You're in for it, Jimmy!”

“Say something else nice and cheer-
ful!” grunted Jimmy.

And the Fistical Four went in at the
gates in a troubled mood. :

It was quite certain that the captain
of the Fourth was booked for trouble,
and perhaps Jimmy Silver wished that he
had not been quite so good-natured.

b

The 2nd Chapter.
Called Over the Ooalls.

“Seen Tommy?2™

Two Modern /‘juniors asked that
question together as the Classical chums
came in at the gates.

They were Tommy €Cook and Tommy
Doyle of the Modern Fourth.

They were waiting at the gates for
Tommy Dodd rather impatiently, as it
was tea-time.

“Yes, we've seen” him !” erunted Lovell.

“PDid he have the eggs?” asked Doyle.

“The what?”

“Eggs! I suppose you know what eggs
are?” said Doyle, surprised by Lovell's
surprise. *“You learn that much on the
Classical side, don't yocu?”

“Well, he didn't have any eggs when
we saw him,” said Lovell. “He wasn’t
at a place where you buy eggs, that's a
cert.” e

“Oh, the gossoon!” said Doyle. “BSure
he was going to bring in the eggs for
tay! Chap said they could be got, new
laid and cheap, at Giles’ farm, and
Tommy went cut on his bike to bag
thim. Where did you see him?”

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
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| on the matter!”

Price

fed Obob on bheef, goat, chicken, kous-
kous—in fact, everything that came to
hand. .

The erowd did not notice that for every
mouthful Skecleton got from the Kking
the King got a double handful from Skele-
ton, and the king was so delighted that
he did not notice how Skeleton was load-
ing him wup.

His fat face beamed with smlles.
felt safe upon his throne now.

He had promised Captain” Handyman
that in future he would behave himself,
and would no longer stop traders passing
up and down the river.

He had promised Flint Pasha that he
would receive an English officer at his
Court

He

start schools for the niggers and a hos-
pital for the sick.

All that Obob could say was: “Good
ole Teleton!” every time he stuffed a
dainty morsel in Skeleton's mouth.

To which Skeleton replied: “Good old
Obob!” as he dabbed one of his double
handfuls into the king’s mouth.

Cries of wonderment went up
Skeleton stayed through every course.
Apparently he had eaten as much as
the King.

2eally he had eaten a quarter of the
amount which Obob had stowed away.
At last Obob could eat no more, and

when

“Not at Giles’ farm, certainly!” said
Jimmy Silver drily.

“We saw him at the Bird-in-Hand pub,
smoking a cigarette at the window of the
billiard-room !” snorted Lovell.

“Oh, don’t be a funny ass!” said Cook.

“Br-r-r-r!” grunted Lovell.

Mr. Manders came in sight behind; and
the Fistical Four went on towards the
School House, leaving the two Tommies
staring.

Certainly, if Tommy Dodd had gone on
the *“razzle” that afternoon, he had
deceived his chums on the subject.

Their belief was that he had gone to
(xiles” farm to purchase the harmless and
necessary eggs,

Mr. Manders, instead of going to his
own House, followed Jimmy Silver & Co.
to the School House.

Apparently the report to their Form-
master was to be made at once.

It was probably a gratifying
the acid Mr. Manders, and he
want to put it ofl.

“Silver!” he rapped out, as he followed
them in.

“Yes, sir?”

“Follow me to Mr. Bootles' study!”

The Modern master whisked on ahead,
and the juniors followed him into the
presence of the master of the Fourth.

Mr. Bootles blinked at them over his
spectacles.

He was not unaccustomed to receiving
complaints from Mr. Manders, and he did
ug,- loek - specially agreeable as the
Mudernm@ster whiskedpin. & 4

*1 have té repeort thése boys—at least,
Silver——for a very serious gct!” said Mr.
Manders pompously. “Silver, under my
very eyes, was speaking to some acquaint-
ance at a low public-house in the village,
Mr. Bootles.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles.

“The other boys waited in the road
while he did so,” said Mr. Manders. *“I
leave the matter in your hands, Mr.
Bootles.”

“Thank you, Mr. Manders!”

Mr. Manders ought to have departed
with that, but he did not.

He remained, as if loth to lose sight
of his prey.

“Silver, what have vou to say?’ asked
the mild little Form-master.

“1I was doing no harm, sir.”

“You spoke to some person in a—ah—

task to
did not

ahem !—public-house ?” asked Mr. Bootles,

in his most magisterial manner.

“The place known as the Bird-in-
Hand,” put in Mr. Manders.

“PDear me!” said Mr. Bootles. “This is
very serious! You are well aware, Silver,
that that exceedingly disreputable place
is strictly out of bounds! To whom,
pray, were you speaking?”

Jimmy Silver reddened and hesitated.

He could not mention Tommy Dodd.
All the unwritten laws of the Lower
School were against “sneaking.”

Moreover, he had chipped in to save
Tommy Dodd from punishment, not in
order to wind up by giving him away.

Mr. Bootles’ frown grew more severe
as Jimmy failed to answer.

The Modern master broke in
tones. ~

“Doubtless some low acquaintance—
probably a billiard-sharper!” he said
bitterly. “It was at the window of the
billiard-room. Silver appears to be on
a familiar footing at the place.”

“Is that the case, Silver?”

“Certainly not, sir!” answered Jimmy
hotly.

“Yet you have an acquaintance there.”

“No, sir. I—I saw a chap at the win-
dow, and spoke to him—a fellow I knew,”
said Jimmy, colouring again. “I was sur-
prised to see him there. I never thought
he was that kind of echap. That's all.”

“Ah, this puts a different complexion
said Mr. Bootles, his
brow clearing. “You were simply going
to advise the person to leave such a
place, is that it, Silver?”

“Well, yes, sir; and I was going to tell
him not to show himself off at the win-
dow, if he was as3 enough to be there at
all,” confessed Jimmy.

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“You have acted injudiciously, Silver,
but, I think, without bad intentions.
You must be more carefull”

“Very well, sir.”

Mr. Manders’ thin lips set in a tight
line.

He did pot want the matter to end like
this.

“Silver hasz not given the person’s
name,” he interposed. “Unless he does
g0, Mr. Bootles, surely it is clear that he
is not speaking the truth.” ‘

Jimmy crimsoned.

“I am speaking the truth!” he said.

in acid

Throe Halfpencs

who would teach him how fto
| govern his people justly, and who would

395

S8keleton, with a wink at his chums,
finished up a dish of sweetened rice.

“Teloton! Teleton!” roared the de-
lighted niggers. “Behold the Boney One
eateth like young elephants!”

Skeleton
green umbrella, and bowed to the huge
semi-circle of admiring niggers, whilst
the negresses “Lu-lued!” and wondered
amongst themselves why he had not got
any fatter from the great feast.

“I call that a jolly good feed,” said
Skeleton, as he sat down again. “It is
the first really square meal I have ha
since we started.”. | -

Then he turned to Obob, who, sitting
on his cushions, was half asleep.

“1 say, Obob,” he said, “what time do
we have tea?”

The question was never answered, for,
from the look-out post by the flagstall,
came the deep, booming grumble of the
great war drum of Booloo.

Then a yell went up from the mob,
and everyone rushed to the rampart of
the fortress.

(Another magnrificent long instalment
of this amazing 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.)

PRI N RERINFERIRI RIS RIS RIS

IM}: Form-master knows that I am not a
iar!”

“I am sure of that!” said Mr. Bootles.
“But, please, give me the name of your
acquaintance, Silver. It 1is scarcely
judicious for you to keep up sucn
acquaintances. In fact, I feel bound to
forbid you to do =o0!”

Jimmy very nearly grinned at that.

Mr. Bootles did not know that he was
forbidding the captain of the Fourth to
keep up the acquaintance of a junior in
his own Form at Reokwood.

“His name, boy?" snapped Mr.
Manders.

Jimmy did not answer.

“Come, Silver,” said Mr. DBooties
gently, “You must give me the boy's
name, and I must see that such an

acquaintance is dropped. You must see
that you cannot be allowed to keep up
friendship with a person who frequents
such a place as the Bird-in-Hand—a very
low resort.”

“Yes, sir; but—but—" Jimmy stam-
mered.

“Well, Silver?”

Jimmy looked at his chums, and they
looked at him.

The Fistical Four. felt extremely un-
comfortable: they certainly could not

| give the name.

“Silver refuses!” said Mr. Manders,
with a curling lip. “He cannot repiy!
His statement is false!” e

“It is not Ialﬁe!"‘gnid Jimmy.

i

Fme, oy [” -

“Pon’t contradit |

“1 will contradidt anvbhody who "says
that I am a liar!” retorted Jimmy Silver.
“Even the Head has no right to.  say
that!”

Mr. Manders’ eyes glinted.

“Mr. Bootles, is this the language—
he began.

“Pray leave the matter to me, sir!”
said Mr. Bootles, with some asperity.
“As Silver is in my Form, this matter
falls within my province.”

Even Mr. Manders was not proof
against a snub as plain as that, and, with
a sniff, he quitted the study.

“Now, Silver,” said Mr. Bootles, blinking
at the junior very gravely. “I must have
an answer. There is no reason why yocu
cannot give the name of your acquaini-
ance, if your statement is true.”

“There is a reason, sir,” muttered
Jimmy, in great discomiort. :

Mr. Bootles started a little, as a light
dawned upon him.

“Is it possible, Silver, that it was a
Rookwood boy?” he exclaimed.

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Bootles slowly. “I under-
stand. This is more serious than I had
supposed. Silver, I must ask you for
a fuller explanation. I require the name
of the boy!”

“It—it was a Modern, sir!” muttered
Jimmy.

“It was a boy of Mr. Manders’ House?”

exclaimed Mr. Bootles.
“Ye-e8.”

“Then you must give his name, to be
reported to Mr. Manders.”
“I can't, sir!”

“8ilver !”

“I'can’t, sir,” repeated Jimmy doggedly.
“If I gave the chap away nobody at
Rookwood would speak to me again, and
serve me right, too!l”

“Ahem!”

Mr. Bootles hummed and hawed for a
minute or two.

He was a sympathetic and kind-hearted
gentleman, and he understood.

Jimmy Silver stood with a crimson
face, and his chums had their eyes on
the floor.

Mr. Bootles spoke at last.

“Silver, I must conclude that you were
warning the boy you speak of that Mr.
Manders was at hand. Is that the case?”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy quietly.

“That was very wrong of you, Silver.”

No ‘reply. '

“You will see yourself, Silver, that you .
must be punished for doing sueh a thing.
You have prevented Mr. Manders from
enforcing discipline in his own House.
I shall eane vou, Silver.” _

Jimmy rubbed his hands in painful
anticipation. :

The Form-master rose to his feet and
sclected a cane.

He =aid nothing more about the name
of the *“pub-haunter.”

Perhaps he knew that Jimmy would not
utter the name under any circumstances,
and did not wish to be forced to infiie’
severe punishment with no result. ;

The cane swished thriee. © study,

Then the four juniors left . :
Jimmy rubbing his bhands b’

"y

rose under the shade of his .
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(Continued from the previous page.)

The 3rd Chapter.
Tommy Dodd Loses His Temper.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did romie thinking
over tea in the end study.

Mornington and Erroll came in to tea
with them, and the matter was confided
to the two.

They were surprised at the news about
Tommy Dodd, and rather inclined to be
incredulous,

“If you actually saw him, of course
he——" said Erroll slowly.

“We did—all four of us!” said Raby.

“I suppose that settles it: but it’s
olly queer. I never thought Tominy

odd would go playving the giddy goat,
like Peele and Gower and Towny, or
smythe of the Shell.”

“Well, he does!” grunted Lovell. |

“Sure you haven’t made a migtake,
though?” said Valentine Mornington.

“1'd have bet two to one on Dodd as 2

straight 'un.”

“How could we make a mistake?” ex-

claimed Jimuy Silver. “I spoke to him
at the window, and he answered me, [
saw him as plain as I sce yvou, and fome-
body inside called to him by name.”
“By gad, that looks like a clincher!”

admitted Mornington, “It becats me!
hml say be was smokin’?”

“It's dashed queer! Perh‘nps vou fel-

lows remcmber that 1 uséd to go on the
randan somectimes, beforc Erroll reformed
me.”

“Nothing to brag of,” grunted Lovell.

“I'm not braggin', dear boy: I'm stat-

in’ a fact,” answered Mornington calmiy.

“Well, at that time I used to smoke, and
I found it {fairly ruined my wind for

ericket and footer. That was one rcasorn

~ why I chucked it, to stick to the abso-
| Well, 1 saw Tommy Dodd

facta,
to-day at footer. He was makin’ the
runnin’ in fine style.
with his wind.”
“That was before we saw him, then.”
“Yaas; but if the chap smokes,
sinokes.
hetween the posts didn't look like a
fellow who smokes.”
“There's * something in  that,”
Erroll.
“But we saw him, I tell you!”

“Well, if you saw him, of course that
“But it's jolly

settles 1t!” said Erroll.

queer.”

“You'll hear more of it, I faney.” re-
marked Mornington. “Bootles is bound
to ‘teéll Manders that one of bis bright
specimens has been seen at that deleet-
able résort. Mandy will be wild, and he
name.

gmour.  Iic Awin gepdo theHead
“#That's just what & was thinking)”
satd Jimmy Silver. “Of course, I can't
give Dodd’'s name.”
“Not  if the Head orders you?”

J-ecan’t!”
SwBit of ' with the
“It's up fto

a twist, arguin’
Tommy Dodd to own up.”
“That would see me clear, of course;
but bhe won't do it.”
I'd put it to him

“*He ought to.
plain, if 1 were you. After all, he’s a
if he has made a

decent chap, even

bad break for once. He won't want to

see vou flogged for refusin’ to answer

the Head, if 1t comes to that.”
Jimmy Silver wrinkled his

troubled thought.

brows in

“After Mornington and Erroll had gone

he made up his mind.
“It won’t do any
chap,” he said.

harm {o see the

fellows.”
“Tell him we'll smash him if he doesn't
do the righe thing!” snorted Lovell,

“I don’t think that would make him

do it,” said Jimmy. “I don't think I
shall ask him, either. I'll simply teli
him how the matter stands,
He's always

know.”

made his way to the Modern side.
Three cheery volces could be heard in

Tommy Dodd’s study when Jimmy ap-

proached the door of that apartment.
The three Tommies were at tea, and
ihey looked very cheerful as Jimmy
apened the door and glanced in upon
them. :
“Trot in!” said Tommy Dodd heartily.
“Heard of the eggs—what?”
“The eggs?” repeated Jimmy.
“Look!” said the Modern junior, with
an air of pride. “I bagged a dozen at
Giles’ farm. New-laid! Cheap!

If you’ll own up that Modern side i3 top

- side of Rookwood I'll stand you four of }
' them, free, gratis, and for nothing!”

Jimmy Silver simply stared at_him.

.~ To judge by Tommy’s manner, he had §
- completely forgotten the meeting at the
- Bird-in-Hand.

“Anything up?”

“Yes.”

“And you've come here for advice from
your Uncle Thomas? 8Sit down and get
it off your chest, dear boy. You don’t
mind if I go on with my feed, do you?

' 've had a bike-ride, and I'm famished!”

Jimmy Silver did not git down.

The Modern jupior’s manner puzzled

part.
“It's about Manders,”

. Silver abruptly.

“Manders been ragging you?” as
Tommy sympathetically, “Never mind;

. he’s always ragging us, and we bear it.
. When I'm an Old Boy I'm coming back ¢

to give Manders a hiding !”
“Look Bere, Dodd, it's - a

matter.

you at the window of the Bird-in-Hand

Nothin' wrong

lie
The way he was runnin® fo-day

gaid

“I'll ent across to AMan- \
ders’ House and sce Tommy Dodd, you §

and leave J

Giles §
i3 a Briton! I'il tell you what, Silver.

asked Tommy, struck )

: _ L vou what happens after this.
said Jimmy g

asked °

serions 3
Manders saw me spcaking to §

this afternoon, though he didn’t see yon.
He¢ took me to Bootles, and Bootles got
it out of me that I was speaking to a
Modern chap, warning him that Manders
was coming. 1 haven’t mentioned vour
name, and 1 don't intend to. But I
think Manders will go nesing into the
thing, and put it to the Hcad to make
'glim give the name. I sha'n’'t do it, but
i |

Jimmy Silver paused.

“He bhad not ftinished, but the extra-
ordinary expression on Tommy Dodd’s
face tairiy made him stop.

Tommy was blinking at him with such
utter amazement that Jimmy  almost
doubted whether he had only dreamed
that he bhad seen the Modern junior on
that anfortunate oceasion. |

“Are you potty?” gasped Tommy Dodd
at last;

g V1 ¢

“Sure, the =silly gossoong raid some-
thiilng of the sory to us when they came
in !’ said Tommy Doyle disdainfuily. *I
took it as a silly ioke.” ;

Jimmy's eycs flashed.

“You don’t deny that you were at the
Bird-in-Hand this afternoon, Dodd, when
I saw you there?” he exclaimed.

“Deny it!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd
hotly. *“I should jolly well say I do
deny it! 1f you’re not gone potty, what
on earth do you mean, Jimmy Silver?”

“You—you deny it?” stuttered Jimmy
Silver.

“Of course 1 do!”

“You say you weren't there?”?

“How could I be there when I wag at
(iles” Tarm buying eggs?” demanded
Tommy Dodd. “Do you think I'm the
kind of fellow to go there, anyway?”

“I never thought so till now,” answered
Jimmy.

“Then you do think so now?”

“Of course I do, as 1 saw you there.”

“That's not true.”

“What?”

“You seem to be making some ‘idiotic
mistake,” said Tommy Dodd, more quietly.
“Xou've seen some fellow you fook for
me, 1 suppose.” |

"1 saw vou!”

“Fathead!

“You've changed your clothes since you
came 1m,” said Jimmy, noting Tommy
Dodd's FEtons, “Youn were :wearing a
lounge-jacket there,” E

“Sure he hasn’t chbanged bis elothes,
voa gossoon,” said  Doyle.  “We met
Tommy at the gate, and he ¢ame straight
to the study.” S

=

“Then he chnng’eda’tﬁﬁﬁ'ln*fﬁe leaving

the Biwd-in-Hand, -~ 1 suppose he keems.

R
T. -

Tommy Dadd rose te his fee |

“I've already said that L.wasn't there,
Silver,” he said. “Yon may have made a
mistake, taking another fellow for me.”

“Have you got a twin brother at that
pub?” asked Jimmy Silver sarcastically.

“Of course 1 haven't, ass!” |

“Then it was youn.”

“It was not me, if you saw anybody at
all!” shonted Tommy Deodd. -

“It was you!” |

“Then I'm a liar?” shouted Tommy.

“Yes, you are,” answered Jimmy Silver

;1

s (€ ﬁ'
)
Ve

rompt and kindly reply by post. Al
= ouse, Farringdon ﬂt?leat, Lu]r:}dan,

THE BOYS® FRIEND

at once; “and ahout the mest barefaced
one I've ever come across.” .

Tommy Dodd whipped round the table.

“Put up your hands, you Classical
cad!” he shouted. “Keep' away, you
fellows; leave him to me!”

Jimmy Silver put up his hands willingly
enough. |

1t was clear now that Tommy Dodd did
not intend to get him out of tho serape
he bad landed iu. 2

The Modern junior’s line was apparently
to deny the whele oceurrenee, through
thick and thin,

Naturally enough, that made Jimmy
Silver angry. ‘

Tommy Dodd was angry, too; whether

he was lying or not, there was no doubt
that his anger was genuine £nough,
Cook and Doyle hastily dragged the

table out of the way as 14 two juniors

closed in strife,

There was a trampling of feet, and 2

gasping of breath andithe sound of heavy
blows in Tommy Podd’s sanly.

It was as fieree ‘@ fight as had cver
taken piace in theFowrtlr Yorm at Rook-

wood, B
e
The 4th Chapter.
A Difficult Position,

“Stop that row, you yonng sweeps!”

Knowles of the Sixth harled open the

study door and glared in,

The Modern prefect wis “waxy,” not

without cause,

Dodd and Jimmy, in thelr excitement,
were not aware that they were making a

terrific din. o ,
Fist- fights were not supposed to take

place in junior studies at Rookwood.
Knowles was head

heeded. A

Jimmy Silver and Temmy Dodd” had

clesed, and they were pommelling one

another furiously, both givieg much more

attention to attack than to defence.
Knowles stared at them.
“Do vou hear me %’ he roared.

“Stop it,- ye silly spalpeens!” gasped
hear

Tommy - Doyle. " “Can't ye
knowles?” - 3

“"Tommy,” shoutcdCook. “ehuck it, )-‘{_;_11

ass!

Stop it, Silver: you edd!”
But the fight went on. -

Cecil Knowles strode into the study, with
a black brow, and graspediboth the com-

batatits by the collars,

Witha powerful wmﬁ}éh he dragged

them apart. |
“Stop-it!” he thundered. .

- 0! gasped: Tommy Dadd.
Jimmy Silvey jerked ‘LiE eollar

from Knowles and steod panting.

). Both the'juniors- were very dishevelled,

clothes there, then,” said - Jinmny Sifver | BOShSerimson: andg-bipeatiiless, and: hotl
contempiucusly, t ot It dan’t jast oo {ial i Haging Swilliangery T TR .
ek _ng s ﬁfir ' 1S ENE T T S MR LT et vy i R TR G |
of going to the place.” . AP TP Kmw et AIGh warnl wouw. LR

sé¢m to be Ve ’% . Gie it Silver,
suppose you game -Lere fora row.”

“Let me go for the cad!’ shouted
Tommy Dodd.  *“He aeeuses me—"

“Shut up, you idiot!” snapped Jmmmy
Silver, | |

Angry and resentful az lie was, Jimmy
did not want the matter blurted out
before a prefect.

That meant that Tommy
delinquency would come to light with a
vengeance,

But the Modern junior did not heed.

B.C. 4S5

T

FOR KHEXT MONDAY!

By Owen Conquest.

I fully expeet that many of my readers
have been puzzled by the curious hap-
penings in this week's tale of the Rook-
wood chums, Jimmy Silver & Co.—and
even Bulkeley, the captain of the school,
for tliat matter—are convinced that they
have seen Tommy Dodd at the Bird-in-
Hand. Tommy Dodd has denied the
accusation, and the matter remains un-
settled. |

Next Monday, however, thc mystery will
he explained to you. Tommy Dodd finds

himself under a cloud. Such epithets. as

“pub-haunter ” are hurled at his hcad,
and he is barred by practically the whole
of the Fourth Yorm.

Ever sinee the Rookwood storics eom-
menced Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle

have been the staunchest of chums to
Tommy Dodd, but in our next story you
will read of the strained feelings which
erept in between the Modern Co. Tommy
Cook and Tommy Doyle are anxious to
remain loyal to their chum, but even they
find themselves agreeing with the opinions
of the rest of the Form.

The prefects take the matter up
seriously, and— Well, I will not tell
A pleasant
surprise occurs, one that will, I am con-
fident, appeal to every one of you. On

A no account must you fail to read this

story: it is full of excitement,

RIVAL S8CHOGLS!"”
By WNiartin Clifford.

A few menths ago 1 thonght that it
was absolutely impassible for the tales

[

of Frank Richards & Co. to improve in
quality. The Barring-Out yarns were,
without doubt, better than any that had
appeared before, and I am sure you will
agree with me that the new series,
whichh will deal with Dicky Bird and his
chums at the rival school exceed the
Barring-Out steries in excellence.

Personally, 1 like Dicky Bird very
much, and I am confident you will do the
same when you have read next week's
story, in which he makes his appearance.

When Frank Richarde & Co. reach
Hillcrest, the new school, and filnd a
board outside, bearing the following in-
scription: “Hillerest! Private School for
the Sons of Gentlemen!”™ they are very
indignant. They resolve” immediately to
make an alteration in the inscription.

They do so, but the task ig not carried
through without a little excitement.
Something happens that will amuse you
immensely. After this there is some rare
fun. Dicky Bird and his chums play
their part, and although they play it
well, it ean hardly be said that the
chums of Cedar Creek are satisfied. In
fact, their first encounter with the
juniors of the rival school can hardly be
described as a pleasant one for them.

Nevertheless, the rivalry between Frank
Richards & Co. and DicKky Bird & Co. is
by no means a hitter one. That there
is rivalry there is no doubt, but this
rivalry is going to supply you with many
interesting stories, and 1 am sure, there-
fore, that you will be plcased.

“«THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE
[ KAISER!”

By Puncan Storm.

Our amazing adventure serial goes
merrily on its way, and you are bound
to be delighted with next Mondoy's instal-
ment. You will enjoy reading about a
cricket mateh in which King Obob takes

prefeet on  the
Modern side, and there his word was law,
but for once his. commaad passed un-

away

1

Dodd’'s |

part.
the game, but his knowledge of cricket
I8 extremely vague,
stumps are knocked in all directions, he
does not realise that
Horace joins in the fun.
ever secns to be out of the excitement.
If there is anything happening you will
never find Horace in the

Prics

“He accuses -me of pub-haunting, and
lying about it!” panted Tommy Dodd.
“He says he saw me at the Bird-in-Hand
this afternoon.”

“What!” ejaculated Knowles.

II roumour in the lower Forms spoke
truth, Cecil Knowles himself was not guite
a stranger in the deleetable precinets of
the Bird-in-Hand.

But if Knowles allowed himself relaxa-
tions of that kind, he certainly did not
helieve in allowing anything of the kind
to juniors.

He was the stern, severe prefect at
once,

“He says he saw me
Tommy. “It's a lie!”

“Do yon say so, Silver?”

Jimmy did not answer.

Tommy Dodd had betrayed himself out
of shieer bravado so far as Jimmy Silver
could see, but Jimmy did not want to
corfirm it.

“He daren’t say it again!” shouted
Temmy. *“He said it before ; these fellows
heard him! He knows it's a lie!”

Jimmy’s eyes blazed. :

"It you want me to speak out, Dodd
——" he exclaimed.

“1 want you to own up that vou lied,”
snorted Tommy. “You dare not repeat
belore Knowles what you said to me.”

“1f you put it like that, I'm bhound to
speak out,” said Jimmy. “I did see you
at the window of the Bird-in-Hand
billiard-room this afternoon. You were
standing there smoking a cigarette, and
I warned you that Manders was coming.”

“My hat!” exclaimed KXnowles, in
astonishment.

“It's a loie intirely!” exclaimed Doyle
potly. “Tommy wint to Giles” farm for
eggs, Knowles.”

“And there’s the eggs on the table!”
exelaimed Cook.

“I've no doubt he went to the farm
afterwards, as he jntended to tell lies
about where he’d been,” said Jimmy
Silver scornfully.

“Come with me to Mr. Manders, both
of yvou!” said Knowles sharply. “One of
you is lying, that's plain enough.”

“It's that Classical cad!”

“It's that Modern worm!"

“Shut up, and come along!” snapped
Knowles.

He strode from the study, and Jimmy
and Dodd, exehanging glares of mutual
scorn ‘aud defiance, followed him to Mr.
Manders’ guarters.

Mr. Manders fixed a grim look on Jimmy
Silver. 3,

Mr. Bootles was in the study with him
and the Form-master had just informed
him of what he hiad learned from the
Classical junior. :

The information did not please Mr.
Manders: he was not at all willing to
find that.the real delinquent was in his
own* House.. _—cty .
SWel KEnowles, why have you broughit

there!” howled

f%; ;:--ew“ igrsde we?” he asked sng~rshly..t 4

Mr. Mandets set his lips tightly, |

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Boetles,
“‘Then it was Dodd whose name Silver
refused to give me.”

“PDodd denies it, sir,” said Knowles, at
once. "1t was Dodd who told me Silver
accused him. Silver tried to keep him
from speaking, but Dodd insisted upon
having it out, It looks as if Silver has
invented the story.”

“Nonsense !” said Mr. Bootles.

“Not at all,” snapped Mr. Manders.

“That is my own impression exactly.”

'erita to me whenever uu are in ﬂnuht ur difficulty. Tell me a.u-t 'unrself; lat.' me n{r wt 'ynu think of the -
BOYS' FRIEND. All readers who write to me, and e:{'nluaa a stamped eni&lupﬁ or postecard, may be sure of receiving &
1 Iettgrn should be addressed: “The Editor, the BOYS' FRIEND, The Fleetway

Obob 1s most anxious to join In
In faect, when his
he is out. Then
Horace hardly

background.

But I know that every one of my
readers approves of Horace being in the
limelight, so the part he plays next

Monday is sure to amuse you,

HBARKER, THE BOUNDER!”
By Herbert Britton,

T am confident that every reader of

the Boys' FRrIEND feels thoroughly sympa-
thetic
terrible
bounder’s power, compelled to obey his
EVEery command.
improve in the mext instalment of our
grand school serial.

in his
in the

Jack Jackson
He is

towards
predicament.

But matters do not

A parcel arrives for Jack Jackson, and

when it is opened it is found to contain
a bottle of whisky.
are loud in their condempation of Jaek
Jackson, and a stormy ‘meeting takes
place, dnring which the juniors decide
to send Jackson to Coventry.
is one who stands by the unfortunate
Jackson.
fellow that he is, refuses to abide by
the verdiet of the Form, and resolves to
stand by his chum through thick and
thin.

The Fourth-Formers

But there

Bob Travers, good-natured

Three Halfpenoe

A2 gl
“ders. T will defend
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“Really, Mr. Manders—-"

“Really, Mr. Bootles—"

Knowles left the study.

The two masters looked at one another
very sharply, but they restrained their
acrimony.

Both were in a state of great anmoy-
anece, but they felt that a dispute in the
presenee of junior boys would not do.

“Now, Silver,” ground out Mr. Manders,
“you accuse Dodd of having been present
13 the public-house billiard-room this
afternoon 7” |

“1 don’t accuse him,” answered Jimmy
steadily, I mever meant to give his
name, even if the Head flogged me for
refusing. Dodd brought it all out himi-
selif, and #0o 1I'm bound to speak out. I
fcl’iifl see him there, and spoke to nhim

were,”

“You deny it, Dodd?”

_“Every word, sir,” answered Tommy
mstantly.
“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr.

Bootles, in great perplexity.

Both the juniors looked so indignant
that it was difficult to decide between the
two, but it was very evident that both
could not he stating the facts.

“Where were you this afternoon,
Dodd?" asked Mr. Manders, as kindly as
he could speak.

He was quite on Tommy Dodd’s side.
"1 biked over to Giles’ farm for eggs,
sir.”

“Did you go anywhere near the Bird-in-
Hand?”

“Not within half a mile of it, sir.”

“That settles the matter to my mind,”
sald- Mr. Manders acidly. “Silver has
sought to throw this imputation upon
Dodd, in order to cover up his own dis-
graceful eonnections.”

“That's not true,” said Jimmy Silver.

“silence, sir!” thundered the Modern
master. ,

“Kindly be more ®egreful how you
speak, Silver,” murmured Mr. Bootles.
“Dodd, could you prove, if necessary, that
you were at Giles’” farm?” -
« “"Mr. Giles would tell you so, sir, and
so would Mrs. Giles.”

“What do you say to that, Silver?”

“1 suppose Dodd went there, sir, after
I'd seen him, or before.”

“How long were you ahsent, Dodd?”

“1 think about two hours, sir. I stayed
about the farm a bit; there was no
harry to get back,” answered Dodd.

“And you are positive, Silver, that yovu
saw Dodd at the place you mention?”

“Quite, sir.”

“Dear me! It is really a most difficuit
matter to decide,” said the Formi-master.
“What is your opinion, Mr. Manderz?”

“I have already stated it, sir, and L
do not depart from it one iota,”. an-
swered Mr. Manders. “Silver is guilty of
falsehood.” |
“I cannot think s0.”
“Then you judge Dodd to be guilty?”
‘_:’llhat:_ follows,” answered Mr. Bootles
e Eryad . - - _ | :
& hus my support,” sald Mr. Man- .
him  sgpainst tnis
imjuiqt imputation in the presence of the
Head.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Tommy Dodd.

“Not at all, Dodd. You are under
yvour Housemaster's protection,” said Mr.
Manders. “As for that wicked and un-
sernpulous boy—-"

“Mr. Bootles, am I to listen to that?”
¢xclaimed Jimmy Silver passionately. "I
havet told the truth, because Dodd forced
me to.”

“1 believe you, Silver,” said Mr. Bootles.
“Come with me, Mr. Manders, it is clear
that we differ on this matter, and it
had better be left to Dr. Chisholm fo
indge.”

“1 agree with you, Mr. Bootles.”

“Very well. Come with me, Silver.”
~ And Mr. Bootles whisked away, f{ol-
lowed by the Classical junior, who eéx-
changed a final glance of defiance with
the Modern as he went,

The 5th Chapter,
Not Proven.

The Lower School was in a buzz of
excitecment that evening.

The affair of Tommy Dodd and Jimmy
Siiver was on every tongue.

Every fellow knew that there had
been quite a scene in the Head’s study,
with Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd face
to face, and Mr. Bootles and Mr. Man-
ders present. )

There had been no decision.

Between the two juniors it was difficuls
for the Headmaster to decide.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome had
been called in to support Jimmy Silver,
and they had ecorroborated his statement.

That was evidence enough for the Clas-
sical side.

But the Head had telephoned to Giles’
farni, and obtained Mr. QGiles’ evidence
that Tommy Dodd assuredly had been
there that afternoon, and had been about
the farm for some time at least.

True, Tommy could have squeeczed the
time for a visit to the Bird-in-Hand as
well; but, in that case, he must have
cycled very fast to cover the distance
in the time he had left.

Then it came out that Bulkeley, ihe
captain of Rookwood, while out that
afternoon, had passed Dodd on the
road, and he borc witness that when he
saw him Dodd was pedalling along in
a leisurely way.

Altogether, the whole affair was very
perplexing.

That the Fistical Four were spcaking
falsely was incredible.

AMoreover, there was the gelf-evident
fact that they bad net wanted the story
to he known at all, and gave their
evidence before the Head very reluctantly,

1f they were wrong it was because they
were mistaken—honestly mistaken, as
even Tommy Dodd had to admit when
he was cool. ;

There hardly seemed room for a mniis-
take, and the weight of evidence wuas
against Tommy Dodd; but the Head lid
not find him guilty. .

The junior’s denials were so strenuous,
his indignation seemed so sincere, that
the ITead could not help giving him the




£ unsatisfactory to all

$ rage furiously.

% sald Lovell, frowning.

- rate. If

looked round.
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1 benefit of the doubt—sueh doubt as there
£ was,

~~ The matter ended, therefore, in a sort
of verdict of "“Nol proven,” which was
parties concerned.

¥+ Jimmy Silver & Co. were glad enough

" that Tommy had escaped the “chopper,”
so far as that went.

They would have been very sorry to
bave been instrumental in getting him
flogged.

But it was not pleasant to bhe set down
as either false witnesses ©r reckless
accusers.

Naturally, the Moderns backed Tommy
as one man,

The Classicals were equally assured
that Jimmy Silver was in the right.

i There was endless arguing on the sub-
¥ ject, and a good many scraps.
¢ By the next day a new bitterness had
#® crept into the old rivalry between

* Classical and Modern in the Lower
. School. |
. The Classicals had already nicknamed
£ Mr. Manders’ House the "Pig and
 Whistle.”

They would eall out in the quad to ask
Tommy for a hundred up, or the odds

.. on Swindler's Pride for the Mug’'s Handi-

K- ¢ap.

® Which naturally made the Moderns
“How the dispute was to be sgettled
at all was not clear.

Meanwhile, Tommy Dodd was dubbed a
pub-haunter by the Classical side; and,
on the Modern side, the Fisticad Four
were openly denounced as false witnesses.

“This is what comes of being an ass,”
~Arthur Edward Lovell told his chums.

“1{ you hadn’t warned the cad that

¢ Manders was coming that time, Jimmy,

all this wouldn't have happened.”

“Tell me something 1 don't know!”
growled Jimmy Silver.

“Those Aoderns want a hiding,” said
Raby. “There isn't a chuap in Manders’
house¢ who isn't calling us liars. Even
the seniors are taking it up. Knowles
+aid to me to-day that all four of us
ought to be sacked for making up  such
'‘a yarn about a chap.”

“Frampton called me Judas this morn-
ing,” said Newcome, breathing hard
through his nose.

Jimmy Silver set his tecth.

“1t was Dodd’s own fauit it all came
out,” he said savagely. I refused to
give his name, as you know. I warned
him, too. But he insisted on bringing
it all out—and I couldn’t say I'd been
ying, could 17 I had to back up my
ovwnd worde, e knows it's the truth.”

- "“There he conies!” growled Lovell

The Fisticai Four were talking in the
quadrangle, after lessons, when Tommy
. Dodd came down towards the gates.

- He gave them a grim look as he
passed them, and went out.

"t?lf to the pub again, 1 suppose,” said
1aby.

“He ougnht to be jolly well stopped,”
“A prefect ought
to go and cateh him there” X

“Oh, bother him!” gaid Jimmy. “Let's
go and get some footer!”

The Fistical Four went to Little Side,
where they found Cook and Doyle and a
sumber of other Moderns.

There were dark locks exehanged at
agnee.

“Keep away from those loiars!” said
Tommy Doyle, loud enough {or the
Classical chums to hear.

Lovell flashed out at once.

“Your pal's gone pub-haunting again!”
lie shouted. i

“It’s a  loie!” said Tommy . Doyle.
“Tommy Dodd’s gone for his new footer

boots at Lamson's.”

f “And a game of billiards thrown in,
00!!‘!

“Po you want yere face pushed in,
Lovell?” _
“Yes, if you can push it in, you

Modern cad!”

“Howly mother ov Moseg, and I'll show
ye intirely !” roared Doyle, and he made
a rush at Lovell.

fight

There would have been n in

another moment, but Bulkeley of the Sixth |

strode on the scene.
“8top that at once!” he said, frowning.
“He says Tommy's gone to the pub!”
howled Doyle, in indignant wrath.
“Two to one hLe has, too!l”

Lovell,

“Silence, both of you!” exclaimed
Bulkeley. *“Has Dodd gone out, Doyle?”

“¥Yis; he's gone for his footer boots.”

“Why should you think he has gone
to the public-house, Lovell?” demanded
the captain of Rookwood.

“Because he was there
snapped Lovell,

“It's a loie!”

“Silence, Doyle! Lovell, you had better
not make such remarks, whatever Yyou
may think,” said Bulkeley. “1 fecel sure
, fhat you must have been mistaken yes-
. terday, and seen some other person you
. mistook for Dodd.” -

4 “No jolly fear!”

“Well, let the subject drop, af any
E: there’s any more rowing about
. it, I'll get you gated for a coupke of hali-

©  holidays, as a lesson.”

~ After that the ragging ceased, but

{lassicals and Moderns gave one another
warlike looks.

When Jimmy Silver & Co. came in after

yesterday !”

" football practice they met Tubby Muffin

in the doorway. =t

The fat Classical was grinning.

“I’'ve spotted him, Jimmy!” he an-
nounced. And two or three fellows

“Eh! What's that?” asked Jimmy, not

very good-humouredly.

“I've spotted that Modern cad!”
grinned Tubby. “I'm a witness!”
| *What's that?” chimed in Diek Oswald.
- “Whom have you spotted, Tubby?”

“Tommy Dodd, at the Bird-in-Hand!”
chortled Tubby.

There was a buzz at once, and the
Classical juniors gathered round Tubby,
who swelled with importance.

“Where did you see him7?” exclaimed
Conroy.

“I was down in Coombe after lessons,”

retorted |
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explained Tubby, with another chortle.
“So I thought to myself, if he was there
yesterday, he might be there to-day, so
I went down the lane beside the pub, you
know, to look for him. And there he
was, sitting on the veranda at the hack.”
“Dodd was?” exclaimed Van Ryn.
“Tommy Dodd, as large a3 life!”
grinned Tubby Muffin. “He was smoking
cigarettes and drinking lemonade, and
there was a whisky-bottie on the table.”
“Great Beott!”
“And he waa playing cards with Joey

Hook, the bookie,” added Tubby Muffin.

“1 wasn't six vards from him. He logked
round suddenly, and saw me, and pitched
comething at me, and I cleared.”

“Well, that settles it, i it wanted
settlin’!” remarked Mornington.

“Shall 1 go to Beotles, Jimmy?” asked
Tubby.

“No, you young ass!

“But Dodd
about him.”

“Let him!” said Jimmy. “You don't
want to have a hand in getting a chap

Of course not!”
says you've been lymg

sacked from Rookwood. Keep a still
tongue, Tubby.”
“That's right enouga,” said Oswald.

“But we shall know what to think of the
cad now, anyway!”

“By gad, we shall!” grinned Townsend,
the blade of the Fourth, to his cromnics.
“What a nerve—playin’ cards on the
veranda with Hook, Toppy!™

“It beats me!” mutteied Topham.
“Me's certainly never been there when
we've been there, Towny.”

“Shush!”

“All serene! But it's queer,” said Top-
ham. “We'll jolly well ask Hoolk about
it when we——"

“We're jolly well not goin’ there again
in & hurry!” sald Townsend sagely. “The
Bird-in-Hand is a bit too much in the
public eye at preseant, my son. Smythe
says he’s goin’ to give it a wide berth
for a bit. He thinks a prefect may bhe
nogin® round there lookin' for Tommy
Dodd any minute.”

JIMMY SILVER v. TORKMY DODD!
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gerious mistake or Dodd is a thorough
young rascal.” |

Kunowles shrugged his shoulders.

“My opinion is that Silver and bhis
friecnds are lying,” he said. “It's some
more of the Classical-Modern rivalry, but
hittin' below the belt this time.”

“I ean't think so. But I've thought
of a way of settling it,” said the Rook-
wood ecaptain. “The affair can’t be left
where it is—it’s cauging no end of bad
biood in the school. It's a half-holiday
to-day, and if young Dodd is in the habit
of going to that demn to gamble, he’s
likely enough to go there this afternoon.”

“Well?”

“1 was going to suggest that we should
go togetber, and make sure,”
Bulkeley. “If he goes« there, we can
cateh him in the act, and make an end of
the matter.” :

“And if he doesn’t?”

“That will leave us where we are, of
course. But it's up to the prefects to
take some trouble to settle the wretehed
aifair; in faet, the Head has asked me
to do what I ean to find out the truth.”

“Mr. Manders has said the same to
me.” said Knowles, with a nod.

“Well, thie only way I can think of is

to keep an eye on the place,” said
Bulkelev. “Will you come?”
“No,” said Knowles coolly. “I won't

come, thanks!”

Bulkeley flushed.

“Isn't it a prefect’s duty to keep an
eye on a junior suspegted of going
wrong?”’ he demanded.

“But I don't suspeet Dodd,” answered
Knowles. *“I believe that Silver has in-
vented the story from the beginnin’ to
the end.”

“If you come with me it will make the
matter more satisfactory, as Dodd is in
your House.”

“T don't ecare to.”

“Yery well; 1'll ' go™_ alone,” gaid
Bulkeley. 3

And be went.

Krowles strotled away to Big Side. He

was very pleased to have administered a

il
i

.

“Well, that’'s only sensible,” agreed y snub to *Bulkéley; but, to do Knowics

Topham. “But—— Dodd must be a
howlin’ ase. No harm in bhavin' a little
flutter, but what's the good of askin’ for
trouble?”

Townsend shrugged his shoulders.

Even the fellows who were not shocked
at Tommy Dodd’s surprising new depar-

| ture were amazed at his utter lack of

common-sense in showing off, as it were,
the folly he was engaged In. ‘
It was not long before Tubby Muflin's
story spread to the Modern side.
But it did not find much
there. |
Tommy Dodd denied it point-blank—as
the Classicals fully expected he would.
His echums - tooek his word without
question, and agreed that Tubby had
been put up to it by Classical plotters.
But some of the Modern fellows looked
rather queerly at Tommy Dodd after-
wards—they knew very well that Jimmy

credence

Silver was not the fellow to put anybady |

up to making false statements.
Tommy Dodd was rather under a cloud
on his own side of Rookwood now.

P

The 6th Chapter.
Caught in the Act!

On Saturday afternoon Bulkeley of the
Sixth crossed over to Mr. Manders' House
with a thoughtiul frown on his brow.

He proceeded to Knowles’ study, and
found the Modern prefect there.

Knowles met him with a look of c¢ald

| surprise.

But Bulkeley smiled good-naturedly as
he entered the room.
“Have you some time to spare this

afternoon, Knowles?” he asked.

“I'm goin’ to play footer. But what
is it?”

“About that affair of Silver and
Dodd.”

“Silver hasn't been flogged yet?” asked
Knowles sarcastically.

“I don't think he deserves to be,
Knowles. Either he Iis making a very

R il

———

justice, he believed that Tommy Deodd
was quite innocent. His dislike of Jimmy
Silver & Co. made him ready to belicve
any ill of those lively young gentlemen.

Bulkeley was not looking happy -as he
walked down the lane towards Coombe.

He was giving up an afternoon when
he would have preferred to be on the
footer-ground, and the task he had set
himself was a distasteful one.

But he had his duty to do.

The affair could not remain where it
Was.

1t was causing inlense bitterness among
the juniors, and the Head expeeted that

t the prefects would be able to get at the

truth and clear up the ..flair.

It was as much Knowles’ duty as
Bulkeley’'s, but the Modern prefect had
cu]ml{ washed his hands of it.

Bulkeley glanced at the Bird-in-Hand
as he came in sight of the place. He
had intended to take a seat somewhere
i the fields, with a book, and keep an
eve on the place.

As it happened, that was not necessary.
For, even as he glanced at the inn, he

| caught sight of a man and a boy at the

window of the billiard-room.

Bulkeley stopped, and stared.

The boy was not in Etons, certainly.
He was wearing a rather clegant lounge-
jacket of light grey.

But in every other respeet he
Tommy Dodd of the Modern Fourth.

He had his hands in his pockets, and a
cigarette between his lips, as he stood
by the open window, chatting with Mr.
Joey Hook, bookmaker and sharper.

“My only hat!” muttered Bulkeley, in
great astonishment.

The wutter recklessness of the junior
astonished him.

After the sensation made at Rookwoo:d,
and after his strenuous denials, the
junior was standing by the window in full
view of the road, though he must have
known that anybody from Rookweod
might pass at any moment.

Bulkeley knitted his browg, and strode
directly towards the inn.

WaSs
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Tommy Dodd was to be marched back
to Rookweod by the seruff of the neek,
and straight inte the presence of the
Head, that was Bulkeley’s intentiomn.

But as he came striding up to the win-
dow, the boy within eaught sight of him,
and disappeared from view in a moment.

When Bulkeley reached the window he
found Mr. Hook Ileaning on the sill,
i-.:m:ing out over his cigar with a placid
aee.

“Arternoon, Mr. Hook
affably.

Bulkeley gave him a disdainful look.

“Dodd!” he called out.

“Anybody you know ‘cre?” asked Mr.
Hook, still afiable.

“I want that boy!” said Bulkeley
sharply. “He is to come baek to Rook-
wood with me at once!”

“What boy?” asked Mr. Hook
cently.

“Dodd!”

“Don’t know thie name, sir.”

“I saw the boy standing here and gpeak-
ing to you a minute ago,” said Bulkeley,
controlling Lis temper.

“Oh, that 'ere? That was Joe, the pot-
boy,” said Mr. Hook calmly.

“1t was Dodd.”

“Not—er—tall, sir: quite a misfake.
Never ‘eard that name.” '

Mr. Hook grinned, and blew out a
¢loud of smoke into Bulkeley's face.

The Rookwood captain clenched lhis
hands.

But he restrained himself, and strode
round to the entrance of the house.

There the fat landlord met him in the
doorway.

That the man had received the “tip”
from Mr. Hook Bulkeley counld guess by
bis leering look,

“Aunythin’ wanted, sir?” the man asked.
with inocking civility.

“There is a boy named Dodd in this
nouse, who belongs to Rookwood School,”

BIr 7L asid

INo-

sald Bulkeley, “I have to take him
away.”
“No feller helonging to Rookwood

School 1s ‘ere, sir.

KNOWLES BUTTS IN!

“1 saw him at the window,”

“You're dreaming, sir.”

“Will you tell him I am here and wait-
ing for him?”

“*Ow can I when there ain't sich a
person on the premises?”

Bulkeley’s eyes gleamed,

He turned away.

It came into his mind that while he
was kept in talk there Tommy Dodd was
probably cutting across the fields at top
speed for Rookwood, with the intention
of establishing an “alibi* there.

With a grim brow Bulkeley strode away
towards the school.

He strode fast enough, but he was wecll
aware that if Dodd had fled across the
fields he was at the school before this.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in the quad
when he came in, and he stopped to speak
to thenm.

‘;Has Dodd come in, Silver?” he called
out.

“Haven't seen him, Bulkeley,” answered
Jimmy Silver. = *“Not since dinner, any-
wWay.

“1 am sorry, Silver, that I doubted your
statement about Dodd,” said the Rook-
wood captain. “1 have just discovered
him myself at the public-house.”

“Oh!" exclaimed Jimmy.

Bulkeley walked on towards Mr,
Manders’ House, leaving the Fietical Four
with very serious faces,.

“All up with him now,” said Lovell,
with a whistle, “Well, I must say it
serves him right., It's a fair catch.”

Jimmy Bilver looked worried.

“1'm sorry,” he muttered. “It's rotten!
I ean’t understand what's taken
possession of Dodd. He used to be decent
enough.”

“Or we thought so,” said Raby drily.

“1 feel rather to blame in the matter,”
muttered Jimmy. “Still, I couldn’t help
it coming out, could 1? Dodd dragged
it all out himseli."”

“Of course he did—sheer eheek!” said
Lovell., “Well, the e¢hopper will come
down now, and no mistake, and those
Modern cads will have to own up!l”
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Bulkeley went into Mr. Manders’ House,
and met Knowles in the hall.

Knowles gave him a sarcastic lcok. .

“Hallo, you're back early!” he gaid.
“Made any discoveries?”

v 11'&5':1 |

“xood!” Knowles closed one eye at his
¢chum Frampton. *“You ought to be a
detective, Bulkeiey.”

L

-

“Never mind that. Have jyou scen
Dodd ?”
“Yes; he's fagging in my study, Do

you want bimn?”

“I want to take him to the Head.”

“What on earth for?” exclaimcd
Knowles.

“I found him at the public-house.”

“Oh, don't be funny!” said Knowlcs.
“Is that a joke?”

“It’s hardly a matter for joking,” said
Bulkeley, with a {rown. “It means ex-
pulsion for Dodd.”

“I hardly think so,” yawned EKnowles.
“Dash it ali, Bulkeley, if vou're serious,
this is teo thick. 1 ean understand =2
tellow, even a prefect, backing up his own
House, but this wou't do. Think again.”

“What do yon mean?” exclaimed
Buikeicy angrilv. * But never mind what
you mean; it's Dodd I want.”

He strode on to Knowles’ study.,

The Modern prefect followed him there
withh & rardonic grin on his face.

Tommy Dodd was in the study, kneeling
at the fire and making toast.

He turned a ruddy face round at the
sound of footsteps.

“Nearly ready, Hallo,
Bulkelev!”

He rose to his feet, toasting-fork in

hand.
to the Head.,

Knowlesg——-

“You will feilow me
Dodd,” said Bulkeley sternly,

“Certainly, if you like,” said Tommy
Dodd, with a look of wonder. “ls any-
thinge up, Bulkeley?”

“Hold on,” said Knowles grimly. “Let’s
have this out. Are you going to tell the
Head, Bulkeley, that you've gseen Iodd
at the Bird-in-Hand this afternoon?”

“Naturally.”

“What!® exclaimed Tommy Dodd.

“Don’'t be afraid, young 'un,” said
Knowles. “I'll stand by you, apd see
justice done. I'll come to the Head, too,
and baek you up.”

“Back bim up!” repeated Bulkéley.
“You know nothing about the matter,
Kuowles, a3 you were not with me.”

“1 know that Dodd hasn't been out- ol
gates this afternoon,” seid Knowles
cooily, “1 know that this is a pat-up iob
to disgrace the Modern side, and I mean
to see fair play, I can tell you that,
George Bulkeley.”

Bulkeley's face flamed.

“Dodd, do vou deny having heen out
of gates this afternoon?” he exclaimed.
“Yes, rather! answercd the junior.
“You wuphold him in denying

Knowles?”

“Certainly !” |

tulkeley drew a deep breafh.

“Be carefiul, Knowles. I répeat that 1
saw Dodd at the Bird-in-Hand, with my
own eyes, less than half an hour ago.”

Knowles shrugged his shoulders.

“Tell that to the Head,” he answered.
“I will swear that half an hour ago 1}
sent Dodd to my study to get my tea
ready, and that he’s been here ever
gimce, ”

“You will tell the Head a barefaced
falsehood rather than allow a fellow in
vour House to be punished for bhis
rascality !” exclaimed Bulkeley.

“No. I'll tell him that you've plotted
with a gani of juniors to disgrace a
Modern kid because you're up against our
sidai of Rookwood!” said Knowles venom-
ously.

“Bulkeley——"" hegan Tommy Dodd.

“Hold your tongue!” said DBulkeley
roughly. His eyves gleamed at Knowles.
“Knowles, I shall not euter into bandyving
words with you before the Head: to Dr.
Chishelm your word is ag good as mine.
If you hold to what you have iunst said,
I will not see a Rookwood prefect perjur-
ing himself. I shall not make the report
at present, at any rate.”

And with a clouded brow Bulkeley
strode away into the quadrangle.

He passed Jimmy Silver & Co. without
glancing at them.

“Dodd's not with him,” murmured
Lovell. “But if Bulkeley actually saw
him, Dodd can’'t wriggle out of it this
time.”

But apparently Dodd had “wriggled ”
i}i‘ut gf it, for he was not taken before the

ead.

There was much speculation on  the
Classical side, and on the Modern side,
1o0.

What Bulkelev had said to the Fistical
Four was known, and even oun the
Modern side Bulkeley’'s word was known
to be as good as gold, and taken without
question.

Knowles was rather liked for standing
up for a Modern junior, but even the
Moderns’ opinion of his truthfulness was
not & flattering one.

As for Tommy Dodd, he found himseld
looked at oddly and coldly on all sides.

His denial counted for nothing against
Bulkeley's word,

His nearest chums, Cook and Doyle,
stood by him loyally, though perhaps with
mueh Inward uneasiness. ’

But the rest of the Feourth Form at
Rookwood, Classical and Modern, gave
Tommy Dodd the “marble eye " in the
grimmest way. :

Tommy Dodd was under a cloud, and
even In the faces of his own chums he
could read the dark doubts whieh they
vainly tried to hide.

THE END.
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- -going back to the school.
*-thirsty, and—"

(Continued from the previous page.)

“What's the matter,” asked Bob—“a

thought we might have a drink before
I'm jolly

“*All ‘right,” said Bob. “But—but why

“didn’t-you stop at the tuckshop? We've:

“You won't come, then?”’

“Jackson won't go with you!” declared
Bob firmly.

“I think he will,” said the bounder,

and he gave Jack Jackson that threaten-

-ing -look which the latter knew he dare

- Jack Jackson gave Bob Travers a help-
less look. Then, without saying a werd,
ie turned round, and. Jfeollowed Barker
towards the Plough and Harrow.

more, he made tracks for Redelyffe. He
had had guite enough of the bounder’'s
eomany for one afternoon. =
Barker chuckled keartily as he entered
the mn, and walked up rto the bar, be-

mechanieallv. and sank down into a ehair
in ahsolute despair.

The bounder lavghed triumphantly,
and spoke in a whisper to the man behind

Then he signed to Jack Jackson {o
leave the place.

Jackson was only too pleased to take
his departure, but as soon as he was
outside he turned on the hounder, his

“Better be eareful you arcn't expelled
firet ! gaid the bonnder sneeringly. “I1i
the fellows hear much more about your
drinking habits and pub-hawnting—"

“Oh, youa ead!” groaned Jaek Jadkson

7} ; ' red'}ﬁt-h suppressed anger. - “Yom uttcr{ touen me——- Ha. ha, ba! 1 guessed R petled from the scheol in disgrace, and
| ' s | cal R R : , | youd think better of it!” | theig—-"
¥ J “Are you coming?” asked Barker. Jaek Jackson unclenched his hands

- puncture?” ) “Certainly not!” Bobh -gasped with amazement for a few | the bar. : miserably. “Get out of my sight! = Get
: Barker chuckled. “Well, Jackson and I will go without | Moments. By SR T , | _ For a quarter of an hour he remained | away from me' I shall do you au injury
1 “By gad! No,”  he answered. “I t you, that's all!” said Barker eoolly. : Then, jumping on to his machine onee | in conversation with the publican. if you stay here any longer?!” -

“H'm!” muttered the bounder.  “If
that’'s how you feel perhaps I'd better
0! Good-hye, old fellow! I'll see_you
presently when you're in a better mood !”

Next instant the boumder had jumped

; passed it.” not defy. “Come along, Jackson, old | hind which stood a fat, coarse, dissipated | eyes gleaming. on }liﬂ_ bicyele, and was pedalliug in the
£ .2 “Oh, hang the tuckshop!” said Barker, { fellow!” | e - { man. “You cad! You brate!” he eried | $irection of Redelyfle.
+ with a sneer. “I1'm going in here.” - Jack Jackson hung back. “Whisky for me,” be said. “What are } vehemently. “Do vyou realise what A moment later Jack Jackson followed,

g AP A PR W R

And the bounder pointed in the direc-

.tifm of the Ploegh and Harrow.

“You'd better come!”

- , said Barker,
growing impatient.

you going to have, Jackson?” :
- *“Nothing !” snapped Jack Jackson, in a

you've done for mz? Don't you see that
Travers will believe that yarn was true

his mind full of anxious and troubled
thoughts.

He dreaded@ returnioe to the school, {o

“Well, you can go alone!” snapped 2 7 - R ringing voice. about the whiskv, and that he’ll have . ; )

Bob indignantly. “I'm not going in the e e faltered the '!}E]DIESE junior. “Bosh ! said Barkef;"®ith a shake of nothing niore to do with me?” he insnlted and shunned by his Forin

rotten hole. You ought to he jolly well Don’t  go, Jackson!” ~urged Bob | the head. *“You must bave something, | The bounder made a gesture. fellows. ;

“ ashamed of yourself to suggest such a | Travers. “Come along to Redelyffe with | o)d fellow!” | ot “What of it?” ke said carelessly. Bob Travers had stood by him so far.

thing.  If a master -or - prefect spotted | me :111{'1“ leave the rotter to his own “Don’t “old fellow’ me!” said Jack | “You're not beholden to Travers for any- | But, surely the good-naturcd Bob could
you, it would mean the sack for you.” devices! . Jackson. . “You're a low-down cad for | thing. You've got me to chum up with.” | DOt remain staunch to him after what

- “Ha, ha, bha!” laughed the bounder. “It won’t pay hin to!’ said Barker | making me come in here! If only I could | -~ “You!® exclaimed Jack Jacksom. “j | had happened that afternocn.
L “You know the old saying, ,‘ }\"'hat the | gloatingly. “If he refuses to ecome, I | —could £ ‘ &¥: 7 : despise you for the cad you are! 1 hate (Another magnificent long instalment
1 eye doesn’'t see, the heart—— may be compelled to tell the Head about “You can't, old .ehap!” said the | you! ~And remember this, if 1 ever gef | of this splendid new serial in next Mon-
¥ “Rot!” snapped Bob. “If you had any | his goings-on recently, and it’s quite | bounder, with "a triu gphant air. “I | the chance to make you suffer for the day’'s issue of the Boys' FRIEND. I should
B decency in you you wouldn’t dream of | possible that the old buffer will—" should advise you to unclench those | rotten way you've treated nie, TU—-T'I1 | be glad if readers would write and let me
;. 1 going in the rotten hole!” “You cad!” exclaimed Jack Jackson, ' hands of yours, because ,if you dare to ' have no mercy on you! Al get YO €x- ° know what they think of this new story.)
\ . PR R 2 R R R

might ehange her mind.

| she said. “You will not leave the school-
Pt | room for onc¢ hour.”
| B B “I—1 say, Miss Meadows,” stammersd
2 L | Bob, “I—I've! got to ride aver to
| ¢  Thompson hefore 1 go home.”
g | ] Miss Meadows paused.
A - “1s it important?” she asked, relentina.
i ‘I* guess =0, ma'am!”
e very well, you may go,” said Miss
\ _ Meadows, - |
3 | I}}'vb jumped up like a jack-in-the-box.
- “Thaopk you, Miss Meadows!” he
Zasped. And he bolted from the schooi-
roont as if afraid that the schoolmistress
a8
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A Splendid Long Complete
Story of
FRANK RICHARDS & CO,,
the Chums of the School in
the Backwoods.

By MARTIN GLIFFCRD

————@—-—-—

The 1st Chapter.

i For the Sons of Gentlemen !l

“Hallo, Gunten!™” :

Bob Eawless called out chieerii'v.,

Frank Richards and his €Canadian cousin
were sauntering along Main Street In
Thompson, when they caught sight of
Kern Gunten.

Gunten was about to enter the office of
he stopped
and looked round as his. name was called.
- His brows knitted at sight of the two
cheery echums of Cedar Creek School.
But the two schoolhoys nodded genially.
There had been a good deal of trouble
between them and kern Gunten, before
the Swiss was turned out of Cedar Creek
School, but they did not bear malice for

It ran:
| “HILLCREST,

ZAYGTIY

11

A SURPRISE FOR KERN GUNTEN!

Now there was an opportunity for
swank, and Kern Gunten was making the
nost of it.

~Bob was in great good-humour by the
time they arrived at Cedar Creek.
Vere Beauclere met them in the gate-

Frunk_l_{ichﬂrda and Vere Beauclere
were waiting for him in the playground,
most of the boys and girls having
started for home already.

“Hallo, you’re out!” said Beauclere.

“Awfully narrow escape!” said Bob.
“Miss Meadows is a brick—a real brick!
She let me off hecause I've got important
business in Thompson.”

“Did you tell her what it was?” asked
Frank, with a smite. |

“Ha, ha! Nope! Come on; let's got
out the gees, and vamoose! ‘There’s no
time teo Jose” -

“But whai's up?” asked Besueclere, as
he followed his chum to the corral.

“A stunt, my son—a gilt-edged, ten-
strike stunt!” answered Bob. “We've got
to gct to Thompson before Mr. Penrose
starts for the back-parlour of Gunten's
store.”

“You're going to the Press
asked Beauelere, puzzied,

“Yes: come on!”

In a few minutes the three chums were
riding up the Thompson trail at a =zood
rate ; Dely Eawless in high spirits and his
chuma considerably  puzzled.’

“Keller wasn't at school to day,” Beaun-
clere remarked, as they trotted through
the gathering shadows under the timber.

“He's laft,” said Bobh. “He's going to
the new scheol, with Gunten—the hich-
ci’n‘;ﬁﬁﬁsglmﬂl for the sous of gentlemen.”

“E ,?u

Bob Lawless explained, and Beauclere

offiec 7"

Sh o e vt HIGH—CI:ASS PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR “Well, search me!” Bob ejaculated, at | way. laughed a little.
; A : THE SONS OF GENTLEMEN. last. “Just in time!” he said. “The bell's |- “But what's the stunt, Bob?” Frank
unten did, however, to judge by his E. PECKOVER, HEADMASTER. Gunten stepped back towards the | gone!” Richards inquired.

look. entrance of Mr. Penroge's newspaper " Right-ho, old scout!” “A ten-strike. 1 tell you! Hop along;
“Hallo!” he said sulkily., “What are MODERATE FEES.” office. The chums put their horses in the | and you'll see,” was Bob’s answer.

you doing in Thompson?”

“Shopping,” said Bob, “We're coming
along to your popper’'s store for gome
skates. You don’t seem very glad to see

- us,” added Bob, with humorous reproach,

“You have all the lueck; you're not at

“Great gophers!” said Bob Lawless, in
astonishment. “That is rather high-
falutin for the Thompson Valley, isn’t
ltl?”

“I dare say common fellows wounld think

“YVanioose!” he said. “You’ll oblige
mz by not speaking to meé the pext time
we meet.”

“Great Scott!”

“1 don’t want to be' snobbish, but
there’s a line to be drawn, you know, and

corral, and hurried to the schoolrcom

jug-;t in time for afternoon lessons with
Miss Meadows.

The 2nd Chapter.
Mir. Peckover Cuts Up Rusty.

“We've got to catech Penrose on his
native heath, so push on that gee of
yours!”

The winter dusk was deepening on the
trait through the timber as the chums
rode rapidly towards Thompson.

- school, while we have to grind every day | s0,” answered Gunten, elevating his nose I draw it at Cedar Creek seum!” said Miss Meadows’ cye rested upon Bob As they came near the town, riding
£ with Miss Meadows.” _ a little. Gunten. Lawless several times that afternoon | abreast, Bob Lawless dragged suddenly
} “I guess I'm going to school again,” “Gommon fellows!” repeated Bob. With that, he stepped into the office | with a rather severe expression, at his reins.

; A gaid Gunten. . ¥ep!  National —School —galoots, | and swung the door behind him. At intervals during lessons Bob’s face “Look out, there’s somie jay in the
“Coming back to Cedar Creek?” asked frmgt:.ume." sald Gunten coolly. *Peck- Boh Lawless made a stride after Bim, | proke into a broad orin. which certainly | traill” he exclaimed.
| Frank Richards. ’- over's Private School will be very | but Frank caught him by the arm. _ was not caused by u?n't-ﬁing humorous in The schoolboys reined in jus{ in time.
Gunten shrugged his shoulders. HE!F?&' : e ; ~“Hold on, Bob,” he sald, laughing. ! the lessons themselves. A man in “store-clothes ” and a bowler-
“l wouldn’t be found dead at Cedar Bt n}} sy sa:d} iFm'n;k LIcHAREn, i B0 S B BAD. . Arithmetic, geography, and Early | hat was walking in the trail, and in the
Creek,” he answered disdainfully. *No And I may as well give you the tip Secum!” repeated Bob hre_athlessl)- Canadian history certainly were not sub- | decpening shadows it was difficult to sece

" this part,” said Bob, in surprise.
- not going to the boarding-school at New
- Westminster, are you?”

National schools on my plate, thanks!”
“But there isn’'t any other school In
“You're

“1 guess it will be a topper, then,” said
Bobh, with a good-humoured laugh. “We
reckon Cedar Creek takes the cake, for a
baekwoods school.”

names are down already.

that you will not be wanted there,”
grinned Gunten. “You've got on the
wrong side of Mr. Peckover.”

Bob chuckled.

“1 guess'we shall stick to Cedar Creek.”
he replied. “I wish you Iuck at your

"Not at all. Keller's leaving Cedar
Creek, to come with me, and a good many
Cedar Creek’s

a good distance out, and most of the

“Why, I'll--I'l11-I'll—"
Words failed the rancher’s son.
“Never mind,” said Frank cheerily.

“Let him rip!”

“Look here—-"
“You can’t kick up a sghindy in Mr.

way? Let's go along to the store and
gelt our skates, or we shall be late for
afternocon school.”

Bob Lawless nodded assent, though his

jects provocative of merriment.

Frank Richards guessed that his chum
was thinking of the “stunt ” he had men-
tioned in Thompson; but Miss Meadows,
naturally, was not aware of that.

reflections, broke into a sudden chuckle,
all -eyes in the class turned on him, and
Mr, Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd glanced
round from their quarters.

L,

But for Bob Lawless’ keen sight ie
mizht have been ridden down.

At the clatter suddenly behind him the
pedestrian turned, and, dusky as it was,

R ie T T amea? : : 1 Probably she wo , red ¢ the seh § recogni ir. Ephrai
: in %‘lttmpigﬁrﬁ Befgllgi:‘rnég I}Eu?]tgﬁlwlgﬁﬁ? high-class private school, old scout! Are Penrose’s office,” said Frank Richards | of it if ;ﬂe qllfm-]“l;.;;l;l -?23;11“ s i e Pf-i* {c-f'e?.ﬂ SORy THmnG . T
i “Something a cut above Cedar Creek.” you the only pupil so far? soothingly. *What does it matter, any- | When Bob, under the infiuence of his The schoolmaster jumped back, with a

gasp of alarm, at the sight of three
tossimg horses’ heads.

“Yooop!” he spluttered.

“All serene!” called out Bob Lawless.

Thompson fellows will come to Peckover’s | sunburnt face was still flushed with “Lawless!” rannpe t Miss Meadow oy idn’t walk i iddle
, 13 g Doy : : ¢ ¢ ; 8! rapped out Miss Meadows. Y ou shouidn’t walk in the middle of the
H < u 2 el b ; ' rY ¢ . : ¥ 3 ’
_Gmten was smiling now, in a sour school, especially as the winter’s just on. @ wrath. 4ok Bob, recalled to himself by the school- | trail after dark, Mr. Peckover. 1t's not
way. : I guess Peckover will make a good thing The chums went along Main Street to | mistress's voice. coloured. . safe.”
He was evidently glad of the chance | of it,” said Gunten. “Of course, all the | Gunten's Store, which was the genecral “Yes, ma'am!” he stammered. “Oh, my hat!” exelaimed Frank
miceting, which gave him an opportunity | superior families will gend their sons.” emporium of Thompson. “You appear to find somethine exces- {| Richards,

of imparting his news, which he ex-

over’'s starting it here.”
“Peckover!” ejaculated Frank Richards.
The chums remembered the name well
enougli.

“Gunten, old man, vou're a2 funnier jay

answered Gunten.

“My hat!”
“You were going to the store, I think

you said?”

There the frown was banished from

“I've got it, Franky,” he remarked.
“The skates?” asked Frank. “I know
you have.”

“Blow the skates! I mean, I've got a

sively entertaining in fraetions. Will you

—1 was thinking——"
“About your lessong?”
“Nunno!” gasped Bob.
“You will be detained one hour after

Mr. Pec¢kover, jumping away in nervous

- pected to have a withering effect upon his | than I thought,” said Bob. “And I | Bob's good-humoured face as they selected explain what it is?” alarm, had caucht his foot in a trailine
fcrmer schoolie!lows, reckon that advertisement won’t cut | their skates from Mr. Gunten’s ample “Oht . 1—1 ” stammered Bob. root, and pitched over. s
“It’'s a private school,” he explained, | much ice in Thompson. Mr. Peckover | stock. “Well 7 s His hat went in one direction and his
with a lofty manner which made the | dcesn’t know this section yet.” | Ag they left the store Bob was “I=]—1 Oh, no, certainly not, Miss | stieck in another, and the schoolmaster
chums of Cedar Creek grin. “Mr, Peck- “l1 expected you to bhe jealous!” | grinning. Meadows !” said the unforfunate Bob. *I sprawled in the trail. v

Frank jumped down at once.

Mr. Peckover was a very unpleasant
gentleman, with a cat-like temper, and
the ehhums had bad their rubs with him:

Mr. Peckover was the gentleman who ::(’}:_)rreutvr“__ Pt stunt,” said Bob. *“I guess I know how lessons, Lawless!” =said the school- | but they were always ready to lend a
had nearly succeeded in annexing Miss Well, you'd better go,” said Gunten. { to work the rifle, and make Peckover sit | mistress. “Perhaps that will have the | hand to anvone who needed it.

Meadows' post of Head of Cedar Creek.
: “So Peckover’s still in Thompson?” said
‘rank.

“1 guess so. I'm taking his advertise-
ment into the office now,” sald Gunten,
“You'll see it in the * Press * this week,”

He drew an unsealed envelope from his
poeket, and opened it, taking a card
therefrom.

Bob and Frank looked rather curiously
at the card, as he held it up for
inspection.

Mr. Peckover’s advertisement, addressed
to the citizens of Thompson and the
inhabitants of the section generally, was
written there.

It made the chums open their eves

“Don’t take it amiss, but the faet is, I
don’t care to be seen speaking to you.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“At our sechool! we bhar your lot,” said
Gunten. “I'm afraid Mr, Peckover would
be mad if he saw one of his pupils talking
to a fellow from a National School.”

Bob Lawless stared speechlessly et
Gunten.

Such sublime cheek from the son of the
Swiss storekeeper, who had been turned
out of Cedar Creek for rascally conduct,
took his breath away. -

Gunten was evidently enjoying the
situation,

He was much given to “swank,” his
father being the richest man in Thompson,
though certainly not the best-reputed.

up. We're coming back to Thompson
after lessons to-day, Franky, to visit the
* Press ' office,”

i But_—_ﬂ

“Come on, or we shall be late.”

The chums returned to their horses,
which were hitehed outside the Thompson
Hctel, and rode away to Cedar Creek.

Bob Lawless chuckled severzl times en
route, but he did not impart to his
comrade the subject of his meditations.

He was evidently thinking out the
details of the scheme he had formed
whiich was to make Mr. Ephraim Peckover
list ul'i,”

Apparently Gunten’s insolence was teo
be visited upon the head of Mr. Peck-
over, so far as Frank Richards could see.

1% r-

e F
§ I !-

effeet of making you serious in class!”

Bob's face became serious enough at
that.

In fact, it was the picture of dismay.

“Oh, Miss Meadows!” he gasped.

“That will do!”

Bob Lawless did not grin or chuckle
again during the afternoon.

He devoted his attention to his work
in a sedulous way that was evidently
mmtended to disarm wrath.

When the hour of dismissal eame, and
the Cedar Creek fellows filed out of the
big school-room, Bob fixed an imploring
glance upon Miss Meadows.

e The schoolmistress did not seem {o see

“T shall now set you a task, Lawlesg,”

o G SR g ! )
PR SO Ak &

the

Frank bent over the sprawling man to
help him to rise.

“I hope you're not hurt, sir,” he said,
28 he helped Mr. Peckover into a sitting
posture. AN

Mr. Peckover's reply was startling.

His thin, acid face was inflamed with
rage; and in reply to Frank Richards he
gtruck out savagely at the schoolboy’s
ace.

The unexpected hlow caught Frank on
nose, and he staggered backwards
with a yell, and sat down.

“Fake that!” gasped Mr. Peckover.

"{}ll !-:I'!

The schoolmaster scrambled up, and

glared round for his stick

- He caught it up, and brought it down

1l

1
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with a sounding lash on Frank Richards’

?hotulders, as Frank was struggling to his
eet. |
“You young rascal!” he panted. “You

tried to ride me down! 'Take that, and

that, and that!”

“Yarooli! Oh, my hat!”

Bob Lawless pressed his horse close to
the angry man, and reached out with his
beot, catehing Mr. Peckover suddenly in
the ribs.

The schoolmaster sat down again with
surprising suddenness.

- Frank Richards wrenched the stick
away from him, and for a moment he
was on the point of laying it about Mr.

Peckover himeelf, ! ~
But respeect for that gentleman’s age,

if not for himsel, restrained Frank, and

he tossed the stick into the timber

instead. 7
“Keep off I” Mr.. Peckoyer was yeliing.

“I''l _have you prosecuted, you young
rufian! OLh! Ow!  Yooop!”

" “You old donkey, you're not hurt!”

said Frank contemptuousiy. “But I warn

- You that if you’re so handy with your

stick again you'll get hurt!”

“Oh! Ow! Oh!”

“By gum, I've a good mind to take my
trail-tope to him!” exclaimed Bob Law-
l-::asnfurimlﬁiy. “The blessed old hunks

“All serene, Bob, leave him alone!”

Frank Richards was hurt: but he con-
trolled his wrath, and climbed into the
saddie again.

The schoolboys rode on, leaving Mr.
Peckover sitting in the trail, gasping and
shaking a hony fist after them.

“Nice man!” said Beauclere. “I don’t
envy Guntien his new headmaster.”

“Same here!” grinned Bob Lawless.
“Did he hurt you, Franky?” |
“Ow! Yes.”
l“h We'll go back and scalp him, if you
IRe.

“1 don’t like,” said Frank. “I don’t
want to niteh into a man old enough to
be my father. .But  he ‘is a rotten-
temypered bheast, and no mistake! I'd like
to make him sit up.” |

“He's going to,” said Bobh. “Now,
t&en, here we are!” - , *

The three riders clattered into Main
Street, and stopped outside the office of
the “Thompsonr Press”

The horses were hitehed to a post out-
side the shanty., and Bob Lawléss led the
way in, folipwed Wy his perplexed chums.

The 3rd Chanter.
In the Editorial Office.

Feank Richards: & Co. found Mr.
Peniose at work.

The editor, proprietor, and printer of
the local newspaper wes in his shirt-
siceves at his bench,

There was a black pipe stuck in the
coruer of his month, and his red nose
glowed over the type he was setting.

He glanced carelessly round as the
schcolboys came in, nodded, and went on
witi his work.

g BHS};?’-" asked Bob Lawless genially.

4 Y e

“ Weorking late?”

“Nope!”

“%rinfting it all to-night, eh?”

“Nix!”

“I see,” remarked Boh. “Pulling off
the copies to-morrow?”

“Correct !

_ Mr. Penrose’s replies were laconic. He
duiknot. move his eyes from his work as he
sjicke, ‘

The chumg of Cedar Creek watched him
witli some interest.

His pipe was out, but-he did not trouble
to relight it.

. He worked rapidly.

A single lamp shed a light over the
hand-press, the case of type, and the
beneh where the enterprising newspaper-
man laboured.-

Mr. Penrose appeared to
oblivious of hig visitors
hands worked.

He finished the tvpe-setting at last.
under the curious éyes of the Cedar Creck
fellows.

Then he began to pull proofs.

He blinked over them with a bloodshot
but accurate eye.

Bob Lawless glanced at the proof-sheets
as Mr. Penrose’s inky fingers scattered
them on the bench.

On the advertisement page of the
“Press” appeared  the striking notice
inserted by Mr. Peckover, offering a high-
class private schoel to the sons of gentle-
men at moderate fees.

PG?J'S eye giistened as he singled it
out.

Mr. Penrose had apparently received
good payment for that notice, for he had
displayed it very nicely.

Unheeded by the busy printer, the
schoolboys moved away towards the door
at a gign from Bob Lawless.

“There, Bob sunk his voice and whis-
pered:

“You fellows vamoose, and wait for me
with the horses behind the Chinese
latindry down street.” |

“But you——" began Frank.

“Hush! I'm staying here.”

“What?”

“Not a word.”

“But-b-but——"

he totally
as his active
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| might pass and spot you there.

-soon as I saw the “ad’

“Keep it up to Penrose that I'm gone
withh you.”

“My only hat!” said Frank, mystified,
while Beauclerc could only stare blankly.:

They realised that this extraordinary
move was soine part of Bob’'s hitherto un-
explained “stunt.” Puzzled as they were,
they backed up. their chum loyally.

It was easy enough for Bob Lawless fo
slip into - the dark lumber-room, which
adjoined the office, unnoticed by Mr.
Penrose, who had his back to them.

While the printer was blinking over the
proof-sheets, Bob backed silently through
the doorway, and disappeared into the
darkness of the inner room.

Mr. Penrose did not look round.

Frank and Beauclerc exchanged a
glance, and tramped out of the office,

calling out good-night to Mr. Penrose as

they went.
“Good-night!” replied Mr.
without turning his head,
The two schoolboys

Pcnrose,

and leading Bob's steed with. them.

They passed round the Chinese laundrj'

further down the street, and halted on
the waste land hehind the building.

There they had to wait for the
mysterious Bob, -

Ten minutes later Mr. Penrose came
out of his shanty, otherwise office, with
his coat and hat on. :

He hurriedly locked the door behind
bim, put the key into his pocket, and
strode away for the Cinnamon Hotel.

Frank Richards was keeping an eye on
the street, round the corner. of the
laundry. and he witnessed the editorial
departure.

He returned to Beauclere, who was with
the horses.

“What on earth is Bob up to, Cherub?"
he asked.

Vere Beauclerc shock his head.

“Some lark,” he answered. “Blest if
1 know!"

“Penrose has locked him in,” said
Frank.

“He was bound to. I wonder what he
would say if he knew Bob was inside?”
said Beauclere, laughing.

“He would boot him out, I should
think. DBut he doesn’t know he’s locked
him in. Look here, Cherub, will you look
after the geegees, while I scout round and

se¢ what Bob's up to? I don't feel
aquite easy about this.”

“Right you are!”

Ieaving Beauclerc with the horses,

Frank Richards hurried back through fhe
dusky streef to.the newspaper office.

He tapped softly on the door, and heard
a hurried movement within.

“All serene, Bob!” he whispered through

l the keyhole.

There was an exclamation of relicf
within. - :

g €03 52 ) A o o et e

“Yes.” ,.

“You gopher! I thought it was Pen-
rose back. All right!”

“What are you up to, Bob?”

“No time for chinwag, Frankv: I want
to et out of this as soon as I can.
Wait Tor me.”

“Look here, Bob, you ass, I want to
know what you're up to!” said Frank.
“You will have to open the window to g¢t
out. so open it now.”

“0Oh, all righs!”

The . shutter orened within: there was
no glass in the window. Bob’s grinning
face showed In the gloom inside.

“Hop in!” he said tersely. “Anyvbody
They'd
think we were burgling Penrose’s shanty.”

Frank Richards eclimbed in, and  Bob
replaced the shutter after him.

Then he lighted the lamp.”

Frank watched him in wonder, not un-
mixed with alarm, as he stood at Mr.
Penrose's bench, and examined the type
80 recently “set up” by the industrious
journalist-compositor.

“Bob, you're not going to play tricks on
Mr. Penrose?” exclaimed Frank. |

“My dear man, I love old Penrose like
a man and. a brother,” answered Bob.
“This is a little joke on Peckover and the
cheery old school for the sons of gentle-
men. Watch me.”

Frank Richards watched him breath-
lessly. '

Bob had found the forme containing
the advertisements of the “Press,” and
was picking out some of the type set up
in Mr. Peckover’s notice to the public.

Then he began to select type from the
Cases,

“*Bob, you're altering
ntent ¥’ exclaimed Frank.

“Cdarrect !

“But—but what for?”

“To make it read a bit differently, old
somn,”. Bob -chuckled explosively. “You
see, this stunt came into my head as
in Gunten’s
fist. I thougiht it out at the store, and
I reckoned it would be a cineh. I know
Mr. Penrose’s habits, you see. He always
sets up the paper on Tuesday, and prints
it on Wednesday, and it goes forth fo
dazzle the Thompson Valley on Wednes-
day™ afternoon.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“You see, he's printed the proofs, and
corrected them—pulled - the proofs, he
calls it,” e=aid Bob. “You saw him
messing over the type afterwards: well,
he was correcting it then—rectifying the
errors in the proof sheets, vou know.
Now there’s nothing left hut to print off
the copies—a gcod morning’s work for
him to-morrow.”

“Well?”

“He won't look at the type aeain:
that part of his job’s done,” explained
Boh. “Naturally, he won't suspect that
any galoot was in his office overnight,
making an alteration or two.”

the advertise-

Fleetway House,
Adelalde, Brisbane, and

unhitehed their
horses, and mounted them, riding away

Farringdon Street, London, England.
Wellington, N.Z. Bouth
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“Ha, ha! I*'sﬁpp’i:me' not.”
“He'lt just print the thing
stands,” =aid Bob, “and in oneée respect

it will - stand a bit dilferently -from -the

way he left ity -I'm improving Mr. Peck-
over's advertisement for him. It won't
take me long.”

Bob's, hands worked quickly.

Wihen he hadeiimished he inked the type
as he had scen Mr.. Penrose do, but he
did not venture 'to use the press, for fear
of leaving traces behind. -

He pressed a sheet of paper over the
typed advertis¢ment, rolled a roller over
it, and thus oltained an impression clear
cnough to be read.

He held it up for Frank’s inspection.

In ‘Bob Lawless' version, Mr. Peck-
over's advertisement was a good deal
altered, -and Frank Richards gasped as

‘he looked at it.

“Bob!"

“I guess that is a cinch,” said Bob,
cramming theé~paper- into his pocket.
“Ten thousand to one, Franky, Penrose
won't think of looking at the type again
before he prints off the paper. Why
should he?  And the advertisement will
come out like that!” -
- “Bob, you sWwiul ass!”

“I guess there. will. be chortling in
Thompson,” grinned Bob. *“Now it's time
we were off.#1 shouldn’t like Mr. Pen-
rose to meet us here, if he happened
to come back for anything. Get a move
on.” :

Bob. extinguished the lamp.

The *two schoolboys dropped from the
window into the darkness without, and
Bob closed tg shutters carefully, to let
the caten fall/into position.

Then they hurried away round the
Chinese laundry to join Beauclerc.

A few minutes later the three school-
hoys were riding for home, and their
merry chuckles floated on the evening
breeze as they rode. '

With"=improvements.

Frank Richards & Co. were in class at
Cedar Creek the following afternoon,
when they heard Mr. Penrose ride up to
the school.

Having officiated as editor and printer,
Mr. Penrose was now engaged upon his
duties as newsagent, and he had called
with Miss Meadows’ copy of the local
paper.

Miss Meadows stepped out of the
school-room, to exchange a word or two
with the caller, and then the schoolboys
heard him ride away again.

Miss- Meadowd came baeck into the
school-room with the “Thompson Press”
folded in her hand.

The eyes of Frank Richards & Co.
were fixed upon that paper at once.

To their disappointment, Miss Meadows

did not open if, but laid it on her
desk till after lessons.
During lessons their eyes wandered

many times te the schoolmistress’ desk,
where the paper reposed.

They were wvery anxious to see Mr.
Peckover'ss adWértisement, as. improved
by Bob Lawless, unknown to fhe printer.

But tiey had to contain their curiosity
for the present.

When the school was dismissed Miss
Meadows went to her study, momentarily
forgetful of the newspaper on the desk,
or perhaps not sufficiently interested in
the local news to attend to it at once.

As soon as her stundy door had closed
Bob Lawless scudded back into the
school-room, and captured the paper.

He joined his chums in the poreh,
paper in hand.

“Simply had to borrow it,” he said.
“Miss Meadows won't mind—I hope, any-
how. Gather round, galoots!”

He opencd the paper hurriedly.

“Any news?"” asked Tom Lawrence.

“Yep; don’t you know that Peckover
18 opening a new school in Thompson
for superior persons?”

- Lawrence langhed.

“Yes: he's taken Hillerest,” he said.
“Anything about it in the paper?”

“You bet; a tip-top advertisement of
the new school.”

““Oh! Let's see it.”
The openrning of the new school at
Thompson was, naturally, a matter of

some interest to the Cedar Creek fellows,
and a good many of them gathered round
to look at Mr. Peckover’s notice to the
public of the Thompson Valley.

Bob Lawless held it up for view.

“Feast your eyes!” he said.
price that?” |

There was a general vell,

“Oh, erumbs!” |

“@Great gophers!”

““Phew !”. :

Mr. Peckover’'s advertisement was, in-
deed, extraordinary in its latest form,

“What

as. amended-"by Bob Lawless. it ran
now ;
- “HILLCREST.
HAPPY  REFUGE TFOR HOBOES,

TRAMPS, AND RAGAMUFFINS !
E. PECKOVER, AS.S, HEAD-
. WARDER! | *
TANGLEFOOT ON TAP!
ALL DRINKS MUST BE CONSUMED
"ON THE PREMISES!” :

“Great -jumping Jerusalem!” yelled
Eben Hacke. “What's the man mean
by that? Refuge for hoboes! I thought
it was going to be a school!”

“Tanglefoot on tap!” gasped Chunky
Todgers.

“All—all—all drinks consumed on the
premises!’ .stuttered Frank Richards.
“Ha, ha, ha!” -

s P Peckover — head-warder! Oh,
dear!”

“What does it mean?”

“Penrose must have been squiffy when
he set that up!” exclaimed Tom Law-
rence. “Peekover can’t have meant to
word it like that.”

“He can’t, ean he?” said Bob gravely.
“I wonder how it happened?”
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as - it

“Why, the man must be mad!”

“I wonder?” chuckled Frank.
. Miss. Meadows came out of her study,
and glanced out through the porch
the chuekling crowd of scheolboys. .
Bob Lawless hurried towards her with
the paper.

at

“I—1 just looked at the paper, Miss.

Meadows,” he murmured. “I hope you
will excuse me.”

He handed the paper to the schoal-
mistregs, open at ‘the advertisement
page.

Miss ‘Meadows was about to reply when
she caught sight of the extraordinary
advertisement, whicii Bob held well in
her. view. .

She gave a sudden start.

As she took the paper her eyes became
glued.on the astounding notice.

“Goodness gracious!” she exclaimed.
“What—what——" '

“Extraordinary, ain’t it, ma'am?” said

Bob, with great gravity. “We heard
that Mr. Peckover was going to open
a school in Thompson—a high-class school
—but it seems that he’s opening a home
for tramps.”

“Bless my soul!” said Miss Meadows.

Bob Lawless’ face was beaming as he:

rejoined his chums.

“Miss Meadows doesn’t know what to
make of it,” he remarked. “I reckon
there’'s a good many galoots at Thompson
in the same boat by this time. It's rather
rough on Gunten’s high-¢lass school, isn't

A62”

*Ha, ha:hal”
“I guess we're going

ne sees that ad.”- -

In merry spirits the chums of Cedar
Creek trotted away to Thompson.

The local paper was on sale at Guan-
ten’s store, and they dropped in at that
emporium to purchase a copy.

Kern Gunten was minding the store, his
father being otherwise engaged, and he
gave the chums of Cedar Creek a super-
cilious look.

Bob picked up a “ Press”
counter, and threw down a coin.

“Change for a dollar, Gunten, if you’re
not too haughty to seil a paper to a
National School chap,” he remarked.

Gunten gave him his change.

“Rather a tiptop advertisement here of
Mr. Peckover’s,” observed Bob, as he
opened the paper. “Seen it yet?”

"Haven't looked,” said Gunten curtly.
“I'm busy here.”

“It's worth looking at, really. You're
gojgg to Peckover’s show, I think you
said?” '

“I am!” said Gunten loftily.

from the

home through
Thompson this afternoon,” added Bob..
“1 want to see Kern Gunten’s face when:

“Just the place for you, according to.

the advertisement!” said Beb heartily.
“You'll be happy there, Gunten, among
the other ragamuffins.”

“What?"

“And hoboes and tramps—"

“Wha-a-at?”

“But remember,” said Bob, wagging a
warning forefinger at him, “all drinks
must be consumed on the premises.”

“What de you mean?” yelled Gunten.

e snatched the paper fromm Bob's
hand, andestared -at the. advertisement,

His jaw dropped, and he blinked at the
sheet as if he could scarcely believe his
eyes.

“H-h-happy refuge
tramps!” he babbled.
inean?” _

“Means what it says, I guess, if you're
a specimen, old scout.”

“This isn't the advertisement I took
in to the office!” howled Gunten,  “Pen-
rose must have been drunk when he
printed this!" :

“Hallo! Here's the cheery Peckover!”

Gunten was still staring at the paper
blankly when Mr. Ephraim Peckover
strode into the store.

The schoolmaster had a copy of the
“Thompson Press ” clutched in his hand.

His face was aflame, and his eyes were
sparkling, as he strode towards Xern
Gunten and flourished the paper at him.

Bob Lawless gave a jovous chuckle.

“We're just in time for the circus!” he
murmured. |
‘Mr. Peckover, stuttering with wrath,
almost jammed the paper on- Gunten's
nose, and the Swiss schoolboy jumped
back in alarm. - ; |

“Rascal!” thundered Mr, Peckover.

“What?” gasped Gunten.

“You young villain!” |

“f—1-—1 Wharrer you mean? I
—" gpluttered Gunten, ' quite taken
aback by this unexpected attack. |

“Look at this!” shrieked Mr. Peckover.
“Look at it, yvou young scoundrel! Is
this the advertisement I gave you to take
to the newspaper office ?”

“Nunno! I——" |

“You have dared to play such a
practical joke on me, your schoolmaster!”
raved the infuriated man. = “You altered
this——-" |

“I didn’t!” shrieked the hanless Gunten,

for hoboes and
“Wha-a-at does it

as “Mr. Peckover gdrasped him by the
collar, and dragged him out into the
middle of the store. “Yaroooh! Leggo!

I never knew—I1 didn’t—I wasn't—I

Yarooocoop!”

‘Gunten yelled frantically, as the
enraged schoolmaster cuffed him right and
left.

Cuff, = cuff, cuff! Thump, thump,
thump!

Kern Gunten’s yells rang through the
store, and customers gathered round in
amazement at the startling scene.

The 5th Crapter.
Exciting !

“Help! Yocop! Yaroocoh!”
Thump, thump!
“Draggimofl! Yoop! Help! Bob Law-

less—Frank Richards—help me!” raved
Gunten. -

The chums of Cedar Creek were laugh-
ing almost too much to help, but they
were not proof against Gunten's appeal.

He howled to his old rivals for help,
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fled.

and they ran to help him. Mr. Peckover
was really being a little too emphatie.

Three pairs of hands were laid upon
Ephraim Peckover, and he was yanked
away from the breathless Gunten.

“Kasy does it, Pecky!” grinned DBob
Eawless. .

Mr. Gompers Gunten had rushed into
the store, attracted by the uproar. His

fat face was amazed.

“What does this mean?” he gasped.

. “Let me go, you young rascals! Look
at that advertisement, Mr. QGunten!”
hooted the schoolmaster. “Look at it!
Is that the advertisement I drew up in
your parlour, and which your son took to

'_télﬁ office? The young rascal has altered
it!

L baven't!” yelled Gunten. “Keep
him off, you fellows! Oh, dear! I never

touched it! I—I
my nose! Oh, erumbs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Gunten blinked at the paper.

The fat storekeeper had a financial
interest in the new school, to which he
was lending all his support. -

Ho- -was as anxious as Mr. Peckover for

Ow, my ear—oh,

its success.
_That ridiculous advertisement was
likely to make it a standing joke in the
Thompson Valley; and Mp. Gunten's wrath
was great as he scanned it. -

“Did you play this trick, Kern?” he
roared. - '

“No!” shrieked Gunten, “I tell you I
took it just as it was given to me. Thesa
fellows saw me take it into the office. I
ghowed 1t to them. They'll tell you —
Yarooh!”

“Is that so, Lawless?”

Bob Lawless nodded.

“It wasn’t like that when Gunten
showed it to wus, certainly,” he said.
“Just before he took it in, too. Mr.
Peckover's been rather hasty.”

“The sgilly old fool!” howled Gunten.

“Silence!” exclaimed the storekeeper.

“ Peckover, you've got the wrong pig by
the ear, you jay!" |
“Then who did

it?" howled Mr.
Peckover.

Gompers Gunten clenched a fat fist.

“Penrose, of course! He must have
been tipsy; but I'l show him that he
can't play fool stunts like this in his rag
of a paper! I'll horsewhip him—that’s
what I'll do! Come and help me!”

The fat storekeeper, in towering wrath,
snatched up a riding-whip from the
counter, and rushed out of the store, with
Mr. Peckover at his heels.

Bob Lawless started.

“By gum! They—they're going to
scalp poor old Penrose!” he ejaculated,
“I—I never reckonéd on that, you fellows.
I—I rather guess we'd better own up
before the fur heginsg to fiy.” |

“Yes; rather!” gasped Frank Richards.
“Come on—quick!”

The three schoolboys rushed out of the
store.

But Mr. Gunten and the schoolmaster
were going strong, and they had reached
Mr. Penrcse's office, only a few doors
down Main Street, by the time the chums
of Cedar Creek ran out, -

The storekeeper hurled open the offies
door ~ and - rushed Gn. ~ Mr. Peckover,
erimson with wrath, followed him in.

In the office of the “Thompson Press”
there was a sound of furious altercation
and a crash,

Frank Ric¢hards & Co. arrived breathless
at the office door, and peered in.

There was no chance of their
fering. | | _

It was too late to think of owning up,
or, in fact, of anything except starine
spellbound at the wild scene within. *

Mr. Penrose, in his shirt-sleeves, was
grasped by the two enraged men, and had
grasped them in his turn,

Not yet having seen the advertisement
in his own pages—in its latest form—the
proprietor of the “Press” was naturally
astonished and wrathful at this amazing
assault.

He could only suppose that his infuri-
ated visitors had heen sampling the fire-
water -at Gunten’'s store not wisely but
too well. |

Finding himself the centre of a kind of
cyclone, Mr. Penrose piled in, in his turn,
and being an athletic gentleman he was a
good deal more than a match for the fat,
pursy storekeeper and the skinny Mr.
Peckover.

There was a wild and whirling scene for
a few seconds, with trampling feet and
gasping breath and rabid ejaculations, and
then a fat figure came whirling to the
door.

Frank Richards & Co. jumped back just
in time, as Mr. Gunten came spinning
through and sprawled in the street.

The next moment Mr. Peckover followed
him, whirling, and sprawled across the
storekeeper. -

In the doorway Mr. Penrose brandished
a Jdarge pair of fists, and roared: |

“Come in again!”

But the hapless pair did not want to
come in again; they serambled up and

intor-

All the gold in the Thompson Valley
would not have tempted them to set foot
in the. editorial sanctum again just
then. |

Frank Richards & Co., choking with
merriment,. ran for their horses. The
last they heard was the cxcited voice of
the editorial gentleman, roaring :

“Come in again! Come and have some
more!”

But he called in vain.

THE END.
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